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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 H Dean, Author of “The Family Pet” and “Becoming Bimbo”
 
    
 
   Many years ago, as I was sitting at my computer, I ran across a website. The site was the sort that appeals to the prurient minded. In other words, it appealed to me. It is one of many such sites and it contained a plethora of erotic writings. Many stories by many authors could be read by readers across the globe and in the comfort of their own chairs, beds or wherever they had a computer connected to the Internet. It was a wonderful thing. Sadly, as wonderful as it appeared, it was not all it should have been. You see, any hack can write a story and have it published on a website. It does not mean it’s good or even readable.
 
    
 
   It was those sites, those stories that filled me with the writing bug. Or, I should say, it was those stories that infected me with the drive to write my own erotic stories. Since I was already a published author of various articles, mostly sports related, I was certain I could do better. I could take some of those very same ideas and turn them into works of art. I could make them plausible, believable and I could increase their erotic value. Then I discovered it was harder than it looked.
 
    
 
                 In the years since my first erotic writings I have improved considerably. I no longer make the same mistakes and I am far better at describing scenarios. But I am not so talented as Breanne Erickson in these areas. I admit, my skill lies in the twist, the oddness, the horror of extremes. But I am still not the talent that is Breanne. 
 
    
 
                 Breanne has a particularly interesting ability with constructing stories that are light, funny and erotic. All at once she can make me grin and laugh, while offering up pruriently inappropriate situations that never fail to arouse. That she does so with such seeming ease is, perhaps, her greatest ability. Her story telling is simple (though not sophomoric), straight forward and pleasant.
 
    
 
                 In this, her latest installment of her ongoing series, she continues to detail her exploits. She is a submissive of the highest degree, craving humiliation and exposing herself for all to see. This is how she lives. But wait, is the Breanne in the stories really Breanne the author? Short of asking her, I have no way of knowing. But I won’t ask. That she endures the anal play she hates is far too thrilling for me to chance asking her. Besides, I want this Breanne to be the Breanne. It’s important to me that it is.
 
    
 
                 I imagine, in some far off future, some author will feel about her writings as I have felt about so many other author’s writings. They will determine they can improve on what she has already written and maybe they will be right. But, just as modern rock has its roots in early rock and roll and rock and roll has its roots in blues, jazz and early country, theirs will have roots in the writings of Breanne Erickson. She is that good.
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
   H. Dean
 
                 
 
                 
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
   Clamps At The Mall
 
    
 
   Assigned by Master Barrett
 
    
 
   03/10/11
 
    
 
   Breanne, what you are to do is go to a mall somewhere dressed in a short skirt, tight t-shirt and stripper shoes, put the anal beads in your ass on high, the vibrating clamp on your clit and the vibrating balls on low. You are then to take a walk around the mall. Whenever you cum you are to announce it like you did for the Seven Days of Sluttiness assignment, meaning you must do it in the presence of strangers, and within 5ft. After each orgasm you are to take an alligator clamp or binder clip and attach it to you labia or nipple. repeat until you have two binder clamps on each of your labia and 2 alligator clamps on your nipples (under the shirt) so that will take you six orgasms. On the seventh orgasm replace the vibrating clamp on your clit with an alligator clamp and then reattach the vibrating clamp to that. The clamps must be put on within one minute of orgasm. To remove the clamps find a willing target and have them fuck you in the ass. If you manage to cum during the ass fuck,  you may have them remove the clamps and binder clips. If you do not cum, then you must find another stranger to fuck you up the ass in order to remove the clamps..
 
    
 
    
 
   I put the truck in park and looked out through the windshield.  It was very warm outside, almost eighty degrees and I took a deep breath as I climbed out of the large Ford pickup and put my flip flop clad feet into the gravel.  I didn’t have much to take with me as I walked around to the front of the truck; just a single shirt and a pair of shoes.  The shirt I was wearing didn’t exactly qualify as a “tight” tee shirt, and I was well aware that the bra I was wearing underneath wasn’t permitted either.  The wind blew through my hair and I listened to the quiet whisper of the long grasses bending and swaying.  I grabbed my shirt and pulled it up over my head.  I took it off, turned it right side out, and then folded it neatly.
 
    
 
   The road I was standing on was empty.  It is infrequently traveled and goes right past my farm.  Hell, I’m on it more than anyone else I think.  It makes for a perfect spot to strip naked however, or change outfits as the case may be.  There is always the threat of being seen, discovered, observed, but the likelihood isn’t very high.  I’ve had some masters and mistresses who didn’t like that, but since I don’t want to go to jail for stripping in a McDonald’s or at a public park, it’s probably better I stick to this quiet Farm to Market road and just keep my mouth shut.
 
    
 
   The bra went next of course and I placed it on top of my shirt.  My nipples contracted, hardening into two little bumps thanks to the wind, and the tingle I felt from exposure.  I would have said that being half naked made me wet, but I was already soaked thanks to the set of vibroballs which were buzzing away inside my pussy.  They were on low, but not even an hour and a half prior they had been set to full power, overwhelming my nervous system with an orgasm that would have been perfect had it not been interrupted by a nosy parent.  Sigh… I can’t believe I’m twenty five and still live with my parents.
 
    
 
   I was already wearing a skirt, blue flared denim with a few pleats.  It was cute, a little faded (so it looked like it had been acid washed), and just about two inches too short.  Sure, it covered my ass, but only barely.  To be honest, any decent girl would have tossed it years ago.  But in case you hadn’t figured it out already, I’m not a decent girl.  
 
    
 
   I’m a slut.  Specifically a nympho humiliation pain slut and wearing too short skirts is practically a uniform.  As was the overly tight tee shirt I squirmed into that bright sunny afternoon.  The shirt was another one of the leftovers from my college days when my former mistress, lover, and still current best-friend had bought me a whole collection of questionable attire to wear to class.  This one, light brown in color, and a little thread-bare, sported the picture of an ice cream cone and the phrase “get licked!”  My breasts warped the material, pushing it out and pushing them up.  Kari bought all my shirts a little tight.  That plus three years made the shirt almost see through.
 
    
 
   I reached down after getting myself settled, which mostly amounted to pushing my breasts into the shirt and adjusting them so I didn’t look like an improperly wrapped sausage.  Tight and small was actually now a joke, since the tee shirt had lost some of it’s elasticity and the front was now pulled upward slightly, exposing a good portion of my belly.  That’s not too bad.  My belly is pretty smooth and flat, but the shirt really needed to be tossed.
 
    
 
   Note to all my fans, if you want to buy me new “sex” shirts, feel free!
 
    
 
   Anyway, I reached down and pulled the flip flop off my left foot.  One of my stripper shoes, those ridiculous high heels Master Barrett made me buy last year went on instead and I wobbled a bit as I adjusted to four inch platforms and what would be a four inch heel if there wasn’t four inches of added spike to make up for the stupid soles.  As I mentioned, they’re “stripper” shoes; perfect for swaying on a stage while taking off your clothes.
 
    
 
   Yes.  I’ve done that.  Not often, but I have.  
 
    
 
   The other shoe went on next and then I was appropriately dressed.  I gathered everything up, moved cautiously through the gravel around to the driver’s door and then climbed back in to my truck, tossing the shirt, bra, and flip flops into the seat beside me. They spilled over the small bag I had brought, but I didn’t care.  Instead I started up the engine and took off down the road.
 
    
 
   I could have gone to my usual mall, the one closest too my house, but I had second thoughts.  I’ve done an awful lot of these assignments there and started to become familiar to the security staff.  That just won’t do, especially with what I was going to try that afternoon.  Instead I went to a different mall that I had visited during my Seven Days of Sluttiness.  It wasn’t that far away, it was a bit smaller, and most of all, wouldn’t be as busy.  Built back in the early eighties, this mall was dark and organic and felt like my dad’s den.  
 
    
 
   When I pulled the truck up into the parking lot I took a deep breath.  What came next wasn’t exactly going to be the hardest part, but it was going to be intense.  I reached into the bag and I extracted my anal beads complete with wire remote.  A little bit of grapeseed oil squirted from the small plastic bottle I keep with me in my purse was sufficient lube to start popping the small but slightly larger than marble sized vibrator balls into my ass.  I hate things in my ass.  Everyone seems to know this, but my online masters and mistresses seem to take absolute delight in making me stuff things up there, get fucked there, finger myself there, or just general do things that end up with me butt fucked.  What the hell is up with that anyway?  It just doesn’t make sense!  The anus is an exit, not an entrance!  Sigh... and let me tell you EIGHT small beads instead of a huge cock doesn’t make it any easier.  So I twisted and slouched and kept an eye out for passersby as I popped those beads in.
 
    
 
   And I was sore down there too.  Two days before I had spent the day either riding a wooden horse, complete with spreader bar, weighted ankles and clamped nipples, or on my back bound, getting whipped, electrified, clamped, caned, pinched, tickled, and fucked.  Supposedly, that long list of torment was intended to give me a break from sitting there on a semi-sharp wooden edge biting up into my pussy.  Hell, I was in such bad shape on Sunday that had Master Barrett issued this assignment then, I would have refused on the basis of medical reasons.  I wasn’t even WALKING good on Sunday.
 
    
 
   But on Monday, I was doing better.  I was still bruised of course, still tender, but most of the pain had faded to a dull ache and provided that I wasn’t going to be required to ride a horse (wooden OR real), or straddle a motorcycle, or you know, sit on a fence, I could handle what he wanted.  Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #2: A NHPS must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment/torture at anytime, for anyone, for any reason.
 
    
 
   Within limits of course.
 
    
 
   Anyway, I was now pretty well stuffed.  My ass was filled with the vibrating anal beads and I still had two ovoid shaped “balls” in my pussy.  I could feel them rattling against each other, which was sort of the point.  Kind of a high tech version of ben wa balls, except ben wa balls only clattered and rung when you walk.  Vibroballs do it whenever they’re turned on.  Of course, mine were: on low.
 
    
 
   Most women I know can’t handle having vibroballs on for extended periods of time, even on low.  I admit there was a time I couldn’t of course.  Even an HOUR with the vibroballs on low would set me off.  But you can get used to things, even sexual toys.  I used to be a big chatroom and webcam girl back in my upperclassman college days, when I actually had something called privacy.  On certain days when I had free time, I would literally strip naked, shove a vibrator or the vibroballs in me, get on line, and stay that way for HOURS.  I used to have a chat rule that was posted in my online profile (hell, I think it still is!): Any girl chatting on the internet, in a sex room, should be stuffed with some sort of vibrating toy.  She should ALSO be required to offer proof, either via mic or cam, of her stuffing.
 
    
 
   I was very popular.
 
   
I didn’t have much trouble tolerating the vibroballs now though, and besides, I was supposed to keep them on low anyway.  But I did grab the remote to the anal beads, which I had threaded up through the waistband of my skirt.  I cranked the wheel up to maximum and let out a little gasp as the sexual horsepower equivalent to the Daytona 500 purred to life in my ass.  Let me tell you, that’s NEVER a comfortable feeling.
 
    
 
   I reached into my bag and withdrew the next important item.  I had purchased a pair of these a few months before and hadn’t used either of them much.  In essence, it was two small vibrators that looked oddly like my vibroballs, except instead of being connected by wires to a remote, each ovoid object was connected to a metal clamp.  At the base of each flattened sphere was a tiny switch.  Today, I only had one.  No need for the second.  I took the little clamp and its attached vibrator and lifted my skirt.  This was going to be one of those “intense” parts.  My clit had been a frequent target for abuse over the last three days.  Even that morning I had endured a slathering of Stinging O and a ruler spank until I came.  Thankfully, it was quick.  Sharp, powerful, and very painful too.  Between the horse ride and Kari hitting me with the sap, my clit was still swollen, slightly red, and very very tender.
 
    
 
   And I was now going to clamp it.
 
    
 
   The thought “at least it’s not the jumbo alligator clamp” went through my mind for a second, but I pushed that thought away.  Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, right?  The clamp was still a duck billed clamp, without protective rubber, and could be tightened or loosened depending on the needs of the wearer (or tormentor).  In my case, considering how wet I was down there, and what I needed to do, I knew I had to have it just about as tight as it would go.  I had to WALK with this thing attached and I knew that if I had it too loose it would fall off and start clattering on the floor, drawing even more attention to me, as if the stupid shirt and fuck me shoes weren’t enough, right?
 
    
 
   With the front of my skirt flipped up and my pussy exposed, I pinched the little clamp open and positioned it.  My heart skipped a few beats, thumping irregularly as a burst of adrenaline went through me.  I tensed, but finally let the clamp close.
 
    
 
   Oh My God.
 
    
 
   Yes. I screamed too.  Not loudly.  But enough that had you been walking by my truck right at that moment you would have turned your head to see what the hell that noise was.  Fortunately I had parked out in the boonies, so while I had a long walk ahead of me just to get IN the mall, no one was walking by me.
 
    
 
   You know, I’m just waiting for some master to correct that.  One day there will be an assignment where I have to park right up front.
 
    
 
   Racked with pain I had barely enough mental control of my body to flip the little switch on the vibrator now hanging from my clitoris.  A steady thrum travelled up the chain and into my clit, effectively operating as both clamp and butterfly.  It was… intense.  While the vibrations weren’t anywhere as powerful as my butterfly clitoral stimulator, the addition of the clamp changed the dynamics pretty good.  Hell, I almost came!
 
    
 
   But I grit my teeth and held off.  Cumming right then would NOT be good for the rest of the assignment.  I pushed my skirt back down, grabbed my bag and purse, and got out of the truck.  That movement alone was again almost enough to make me swoon in absolute pleasure and I realized that I didn’t have much time before I wasn’t going to be able to stop the rising wave of orgasmic bliss that was rushing toward my metaphorical shore.  I stumbled forward, a mixture of agony and mind-numbing pleasure flowing from exactly the same parts of my body, and I hurried toward the mall.
 
    
 
   I went in through one of the main entrances, rather than through a department store.  This wasn’t planned, just expedient.  As I walked, the vibrator clamp did its buzzing thing to keep my clit excited (and crushed), but I noticed that a secondary effect was occurring as well.  With each step (especially large ones), the vibrator would swing, which made my clit ache even more, but on the return the vibrator would touch my labia, vibrating against them for just a moment before swinging back out.  It was a delicious sensation.  And let me tell you, delicious at that moment was not good.
 
    
 
   In fact, deliciousness made me turn to my left, passing the kid’s play area, and walk right up to one of those cart vendors in the middle of the aisle.  He wasn’t really paying attention, and who could blame him?  It was early afternoon on a Monday!  The place seemed practically deserted too!  I slowed down as I approached him, his back turned.  When I felt it coming, I stepped up the pace and was right in position as the orgasm hit me like a freight train.
 
    
 
   “Oh God! I’m cumming!” I announced in a moderately loud voice.   This of course was accompanied by an expression of agonized bliss trying to be suppressed to avoid drawing attention.  I also lost my balance for a second, stumbling toward the wall, which on four inch platform heels is pretty damned scary.  Of course while all this happened I was experiencing a physical rush of pleasure, tinged with hurt, that had my pussy dripping, my brain overloaded with endorphins and adrenaline, and my entire body pulsing.  My heart was racing and even my breaths seemed to come in ragged draws.  
 
    
 
   When I recovered enough to reassess my situation, I noticed I was leaning against a store front wall, one hand out.  I looked back at the vendor clerk who was staring at me in astonishment, and if I can be just a little egotistical, in absolute love.  He WANTED me.  I gave him a little smile, and then looked around for a store to disappear into.  One of the pros about coming to this mall was that it wasn’t very busy.  It was a smaller, older mall, and that meant most people didn’t come here.  The negative of course was that a lot of the store spaces were empty, meaning I didn’t have convenient places to disappear into.  I started walking, looking for a spot where I could do what needed to be done.  I didn’t have a lot of time either, so while I looked for an out of the way, semi-private spot, I considered my options.
 
    
 
   In my bag there were four binder clamps, two alligator clamps, and one last item that I didn’t want to think about at all.  The assignment was very clear.  I had to walk the mall, having orgasms, for a total of seven.  After each orgasm I had one minute to apply a clamp.  The binder clips were intended for my pussy, two for both my labia majora and my labia minora.  The alligator clamps were intended for my nipples.  I had to chose what went on first, and let me tell you, that was a tough choice.  As I walked, I fumbled in my bag and eventually pulled out a thick binder clamp, designed to keep two inches worth of paper together.  
 
    
 
   I ducked into a small clothing store, disappeared behind a rack of clothes, and hiked up my skirt.  It took me only seconds to pinch the binder clamp open and snag one of the thick petals of my pussy, the outer ones, the labia majora.  Pain rushed up from my groin and my pussy clenched around the vibroballs.  I lowered my skirt and just stood there, trying to adjust to a whole new world of hurt.
 
    
 
   Binder clamps in their natural state are designed to clamp paper (a very thin object) tightly even at what could be considered their “zero” state.  To be honest, had I NOT adulterated these a bit, I would have suffered some pretty serious damage, so all of you wannabe NHPS out there, don’t just go to an office supply store and pick some of these up.  You have to bend them outward a bit so that they are just slightly narrower than what you are intending to clamp with them.  So while the binder clamp on my pussy hurt a whole lot, it wasn’t going to cut off circulation or blood bruise me, or worse.  It just hurt.  Especially after riding the wooden horse two days before.
 
    
 
   And made it more uncomfortable to walk.  The metal extensions kept digging into my thigh when I took a step.  But onward I went.  Slowly I stepped out of the store and began walking my way down the mall.  The few people I encountered took one look at me and either sniggered or stared.  I even saw a few sales people coming to the front of their stores to watch me slowly walk past.  I pretended to window shop and ignored it all.  Of course, I knew why I was attracting sniggers.  Walking in four inch platform stripper shoes would have been enough, but add to that the stupid sex tee shirt that made my breasts VERY prominent and was even slightly see through thanks to the age of the shirt, not to mention the too short skirt, and you get quite a show.  PLUS there was the fact that I was now walking a little funny, taking an odd waddling right step due to the binder clip no one could see.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I thought that I’d have trouble getting sexually aroused again, but by the time I walked all the way to the opposite side of the mall, enduring the looks of people in the food court and along the way, my pussy was rapidly clenching and jerking around and I was getting close to cumming again.  I stopped in front of the department store at the end, but then decided to go in.  I could FEEL the pressure building.  I moved toward the men’s department, knowing that I would get more… leeway… there.  
 
    
 
   My second orgasm approached while I was standing between a rack of polo shirts and a shelving unit filled with packaged button up oxfords.  I had picked the spot because it was right near the register of the men’s department sales clerk, who hadn’t seen me (because I’m short) but was close enough that a few steps would take me into the five foot radius required by Master Barrett.  As the oncoming rush burst up from my sore and abused stuffed pussy, I once again grabbed hold of something to keep me standing and announced in as level a tone as I could manage, “Oh God! I’m cumming.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t shout it.  Just said it.  But believe me, it was loud enough.  The cute guy at the counter turned and looked at me in surprise.  I’m trying now to imagine what he was seeing.  Willowy, somewhat pretty redhead, wearing a brown tee shirt stretched tight over her tits, with the words “get licked” printed boldly across both mounds; short short skirt, long pretty legs, and a set of crystal clear fuck me heels, obviously in physical distress of some sort, though considering what she had just announced, maybe it wasn’t quite DISTRESS.
 
    
 
   I think this is a pretty good guess because I was looking at him when this all went through his mind and I don’t need to be Sherlock Holmes to figure out what he was thinking.  Of course I didn’t do too much during or immediately after my orgasm.  I was still too dazed.  Come on, you know it takes a moment to get your brain going again.  Try it with EXTREME ORGASMS.  You don’t just blink and then go do higher level math.  When the orgasmic ecstasy I was feeling finally faded into something more like background music, I blinked a little at my audience.  He was just as flabbergasted as the little cart vendor had been and I smiled a very seductive wonderful little smile at him.
 
    
 
   Then I reached into my bag, drew out the matching binder clip to the one already on my pussy, and lifted my skirt.  His eyes widened in shock as he saw my bare sex, soaked, with wires running into it (the vibroballs of course), a clamp attached to my clit, not to mention the fact that there was a big black binder clip attached to the right side of my pussy.  I spread my legs a bit and quickly clamped my left labia majora.  The pain was delicious, and I mean that.  Since the buzzing from the vibrator clamp on my clit hadn’t stopped, I wasn’t really coming DOWN from orgasms any more.  It was more like riding a raft on an ocean.  Each wave crest was a powerful climax.  Each trough was the little dip between.  I was STILL horny.  Still needy.  Still wanting.  
 
    
 
   I lowered my skirt and took a tentative step.  Again, the physical dynamics of walking had changed.  I had to keep my thighs parted quite a bit more now.  I took more care with each movement and I approached my audience.
 
    
 
   “Hi.  What time do you get off?” I asked with a breathy voice.  He stammered something, cleared his throat, and told me nine thirty.  Perfect.  He would be here the ENTIRE evening.
 
    
 
   “I’ve got some shopping to do, but then I’ll be back.  You can fuck me up the ass,” I said, smiling.  Then I turned and walked away.
 
    
 
   Okay… I WADDLED away.  But by the time I made it back to the mall section I had gotten my walk down to a wide hip swinging, sexually suggestive, and highly rotational step that made the vibroballs inside my pussy churn.  This walk attracted even MORE attention and sent shivers of delight through my slit that had me trying hard to conceal my arousal before I even made it back to the food court.  As I felt the inescapable rush coming I turned into a clothing store, saw a cute young college aged girl folding some clothes on a back table, and moved right up to her.  She glanced at me, her eyes narrowing in harsh judgment at my attire, but then looked at me quizzically as she began to realize that something wasn’t quite right.
 
    
 
   And that not quite right part was the fact that I was holding in an orgasm.  And that’s hard to do.  Finally I gasped, my hands going down to my skirt and pressing hard on my pubis through the material.  “Oh God! I’m cumming!” I announced and her eyes widened in shock.  Then her mouth went down in a frown and then gave me a look of utter disgust.  This time it took me longer to recover.  I was shuddering from the orgasm, little jerks of my hips, my shoulders, and even my head.  My eyes had practically rolled into the back of my head.
 
    
 
   “What are you? Some sort of slut?” she demanded.  I tried to speak but it came out as a breathy whisper.  I cleared my throat, nodding.
 
    
 
   “Yeah.  You should try it sometime,” I replied, swallowing and trying to get my rapidly beating heart and heavy breathing under control.
 
    
 
   “Get out of my store,” she demanded.  Ouch.
 
    
 
   I turned and started to leave, my right hand digging into my bag.  Once more I pulled out a binder clamp.  She was watching me of course, almost following in fact, but I stopped between two clothes stands, pulled my skirt up (with my back to her of course), and quickly applied the smaller binder clip to my inner petals.  Pain rushed through me again and I winced, swaying slightly as my skirt dropped back down.  I had to steady myself on one of the racks, but by the time the clerk in the back started to approach I was able to take a half-hearted step toward the store entrance.
 
    
 
   Nothing came of my encounter and I had my fourth orgasm in the doorway of a travel agency.  The guys in there looked at me in surprise, but I kept moving after saying my “Oh God! I’m cumming!” line.  I tucked myself into a private corner between the dead anchor store at the end of the hall and one of the empty spaces right near it.  I applied the fourth binder clip.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t close my legs at this point, there was so much metal dangling down from my pussy.  Those binder clips weren’t exactly small, and I wished I had four of the little ones, rather than two of the two inch clamps.  As it was, I was now forced to waddle, though with the swing of my hips it looked more like what a stripper does when she’s walking out onto the stage.  My body was curving and dipping and moving in ways that drew the eye and I was barely able to maintain my composure.  
 
    
 
   And there was another factor starting to come into play.  Pain.  Sure, it had hurt before, but I was now starting to feel the hurt a lot more than the turn on.  Maybe it was because I was having so many orgasms.  Maybe it was because I was in a trough.  But whatever the reasons I was starting to really hurt.  Additionally, the clamps on my pussy widened my petals, opening up the interior.  I started literally dripping pussy juice, noticing it after a few steps.  How embarrassing!  Not only that, but now with my inner labia clamped and spread open, the vibrator clamp was actually touching the soft sensitive flesh of my inner petals.  It was an interesting sensation on top of the burning throbbing ache I was also feeling.
 
    
 
   I grimaced as I started my next round.  I was also dreading my fifth and sixth orgasms.  The next clamps that needed to go on were the alligator clamps, and those had to go on my nipples, underneath my shirt.  Talk about creating a scene.  If I hadn’t been required by the assignment to “walk the mall”, I would have found a quiet corner and just masturbated, cum, hurt, and cried.  
 
    
 
   I was beginning to hurt as badly as I did on Saturday when Kari was ramming my Core Driller into my pussy on one of the rests between Horse rides.  It was actually making me tremble and I had to stop frequently to get a grip on things.  Add to that the steady thrumming inside me, against my clit, and in my ass, and I was starting to have some difficulties.  The human body just isn’t meant to do things like this.  As it was I had been walking, hurting, and cumming for over two hours.  Every once in a while I was now being asked if I was okay.
 
    
 
   Have you ever seen those videos of the girls who are stuffed with vibrators and made to walk in public?  Have you ever seen them falter, stopping suddenly, eyes closed, mouth open, little shudders rippling through them?  Well I have not only seen it, I’ve done it.  And mine were ten times worse because those girls didn’t also have clamps all over their pussy, or were stuffed in the ass.  The walk across the mall became a nightmare for me as I was approached at least five or six times by strangers, most men, asking me if I was okay.  Each time I smiled wanly, nodded, ignoring the throbbing hurt between my legs and the underlying sexual urgency of another approaching orgasm.  I would blink, thank them for the concern, but explain that I was fine.  Then I’d move on in that sort of wide swinging hip waddle I had now adopted.
 
    
 
   It was humiliating.
 
    
 
   I didn’t make it back to the men’s department of that first department store when I orgasmed again.  I had to do my announcement at another kiosk, shuddering in orgasmic overload.  This time my body did practically shut down as the pain finally disappeared, caught up in the climax of my public vibration masturbation.  The girl at the kiosk watched me in surprise.  She was a foreign girl, probably Indian because she wasn’t wearing a veil or anything, and she just stared as I stood there shuddering and cumming.  
 
    
 
   You know what, let me try to put this in perspective for you guys.  By guys I mean MALES.  All the girls who are reading this are sympathetic.  They love it, but at least they’re sympathetic.  You guys are just grinning from ear to ear wishing you had been there following me around with a video camera.  Well let me put this in perspective for you boys.  First of all imagine you are riding on a push cart through the mall.  I know, strange, but it attracts everyone’s gaze so you are suddenly the center of attention.  Then imagine yourself wearing a really tight shirt (even if you aren’t the model of the manly handsomeness!) that says “studmuffin for hire”.  Riding on the cart in front of you is a girl, who is DRESSED LIKE A GUY, so no one can tell it’s a female in front of you, on her knees.  And your cock is in her mouth.  No one can really SEE that you’re getting a blow job, but they KNOW you are.  On top of that, someone has shoved a beer can up your ass.  So you’re the center of attention, you hurt, you’re humiliated because everyone thinks you’re a studmuffin, but that there is a GUY sucking your cock, and there is nothing you can do about any of it.
 
    
 
   Are we all on board now?  Okay, good.  Sorry if that killed the mood.  I just wanted you to know what this was LIKE for me.
 
    
 
   After being asked if I was okay I nodded and waddled away from the kiosk.  Another clothing store to my right afforded me the privacy I needed for the next clamp application.  I drew the alligator clamp from my bag and as the chain continued to come out of the bag, followed by the other clamp, I realized I had a problem.
 
    
 
   My alligator clamps were connected by a chain.  I could put just one on, but the second clamp would dangle down by my exposed belly.  I struggled with it for just a moment, trying to decide what to do.  I trembled and then grabbed a shirt from the rack in front of me and hurried to the back of the store to the changing rooms.  I quickly hung the shirt on a hook and turned toward the mirror.  I pulled up my “get licked” shirt and exposed my breasts.  Shaking in pain, desire, trepidation, and humiliation, I lifted the little alligator clamp to my nipple.  I knew this would hurt, worse even than the two sets of binder clamps on my pussy and the one vibrating on my clit.  Only slightly blunted metal teeth lined this clamp and I’ve endured it many times before.  It’s brutal.  
 
    
 
   And I let it close on my right nipple.  I bit my knuckle to keep the scream from going any farther than the dressing room. I swayed dangerously, falling backward as my breasts now joined the orchestra of agony playing from my loins.  I fell, landing on the bench seat.  The binder clamps dug into my thighs painfully and I opened my legs, spreading my ankles wide.  The vibrator dangling from my clit settled into the clamped open cleft of my pussy and began doing some rather interesting things.  The pain in my breast seemed to amplify it all and after about ten minutes of sitting there enduring, I could feel the beast slouching forward to shove me over the cliff.
 
    
 
   I realized I couldn’t cum in the dressing room, so I struggled to my feet.  That only marginally reduced the impending need as the vibrator on the clamp slipped out from between my spread petals.  I opened the door, leaving the shirt I had taken still there, and waddled out into the store.  I headed toward the counter where three women were busy.  One was a customer.  Every step brought me closer to my sixth orgasm and I watched a few eyes widen as they took in my costume.  The only real difference now was the fact that my right breast sported an obvious odd shaped lump under the too tight tee shirt.  Even more interesting was the fact that the lump under my tee shirt bore a remarkable resemblance to the totally visible alligator clamp dangling down from UNDER my shirt, by my exposed belly button.
 
    
 
   They all stared at me in wide eyed astonishment as I stood there for a few moments.  I wasn’t standing “in line” per se, in fact I was just waiting for the approaching orgasm to roar into my personal station. I felt the rumble of the train, the excess lubrication, the roar of power that suddenly filled me. I started shaking, my mouth open with a groan, my eyes half closed.
 
    
 
   “Oh God. I’m cumming!” I said suddenly.  And I did.  I stood there almost a minute just shaking and trying not to fall over.  The customer who was looking at me turned back to one of the clerks and said “outrageous!”
 
    
 
   I heard a very firm “Miss, you need to leave!” from one of the clerks, who in all honesty was probably the store manager anyway.  I heard another command “call mall security”, and that was my cue to pull it together and head out.  
 
    
 
   Which was damn hard.  Have YOU ever tried walking after your sixth orgasm?  Especially when technically you’re supposed to pull up your shirt and put the last alligator clamp on your nipple?  I sort of doubt it.  In any event, I was pretty close to that same department store I had been in earlier and I disappeared into it before I even saw a security guard.  As soon as I was lost in some tall stands of clothing, I lifted my tee shirt and placed the second alligator clamp on my breast.  It hurt of course, but the pain just blended in with everything else.  My clit was sore in a way that went beyond normal pain.  It wasn’t as if I had just been clamped and released, or kicked between the legs.  It was like being clamped, left that way and THEN sexually stimulated.  That was when I noticed the convulsions in my pussy. They were totally automatic; rapid clenching movement that proved my vaginal muscles were now taking orders from places other than my brain.  
 
    
 
   They say that a body can become attenuated to pain.  That it becomes almost like a narcotic, addictive, and that the body can adjust to it.  Let me tell you, if the pain is swirled into sex, the body can most certainly become attenuated and even addicted to it.  I’ll admit, I’m more into sex than pain, but the hurt for me is like icing on a cake.  You coming over to my house and breaking my arm isn’t going to turn me on.  But you making sure I’m sexually stimulated first, and THEN inflicting tortures upon me that would make a medieval inquisitor flinch, will do some rather interesting things to me.
 
    
 
   Add to that the fact that I have some rather intense and unique reactions to constant sexual vibration torment.  I’ve become somewhat used to being vibrated.  It happens pretty consistently.  Actually, I’ve gotten a lot better.  A year ago spending a day with my g-spot vibrator and my butterfly stimulator both on low would have had me orgasming in about five minutes.   Now I can last around thirty or forty.  However, I’m not capable of handling three to four hours of that same sort of direct stimulation.  When that kind of torment happens your body starts experiencing things that are tough to describe.  First of all, there is an increased sensitivity in the areas that are being um… affected.  This sensitivity translates into a sort of hyper-awareness, an acute sexual arousal tinged with something that borders on actual pain.  I’ve seen guys go through it during milking.  They WANT me to keep stroking.  But it gets to the point where it HURTS to keep stroking.
 
    
 
   I was at that point while walking through the mall.  Everything was adding to that “I WANT it but it HURTS” concept.  And it all fed on itself because of the added pain from my nipples and clit.  I moved slowly through the department store, still attracting attention, but using the mostly deserted departments and high racks of clothing as a sort of concealment.  All it really did was buy me time as I slid down into the trough of my latest orgasmic cycle and began the torturous climb back up to climax.  
 
    
 
   I’m guess that a part of you is asking “WHY? DEAR GOD WHY?” Well, I wasn’t done yet.  There was still one more clamp in my bag, and while it was the worst one, the one I feared, the one I really really didn’t want to put on, I had to do it.  And so I browsed the women’s clothing, stepping gingerly, keeping my chest to the racks and trying to hide my escalating wantonness while trying hard not scream from the throbbing crushing biting discomfort coming from my clit, my nipples, and both pairs of labia.  In short, I was quivering and crying, aching and wanting, sexually charged and needing it to be over.  And as I started to get close I went back over toward the perfume counters.  
 
    
 
   My announcement drew a few startled looks, but I mastered myself after saying “Oh God! I’m cumming!” out loud and since I immediately left, I wasn’t present to listen to the aftermath of excited condemnation and snide remarks from the assembled makeup consultants.  Instead I headed upstairs, slipped into the women’s bathroom, and pulled out the final clamp.
 
    
 
   It was another alligator clamp, but much larger than the two that currently decorated my breasts.  This one sported the same sharp teeth, blunted only by a few strokes of a file from my dad’s workshop.  I had also altered the spring inside, stretching it out so that it wouldn’t actually PIERCE anything if closed.  In a stall I lifted my skirt and reached down between my legs.  The vibrator dangling from my clit continued to hum and I pinched open the clamp.  Once again I had to eat my knuckles to keep my scream from carrying outside the restroom.  Thank God the place was empty too!  My clitoris throbbed in agony as the blood rushed back into the crushed nub.
 
    
 
   But that sudden burst of agony was NOT the real torment.  That started a moment later when I, with trembling hands, willingly let the alligator clamp close on my clit, pinching it tight between metal jaws that bit deeply.  This time my knuckle didn’t even come CLOSE to stopping the wounded animal sounds I was now making.  Then, shaking like a leaf on a tree, I clipped the vibrator clamp to the alligator clamp, increasing the weight dangling from my clit dramatically and returning the previous sensation of the constant vibrations back to my clitoris.  I almost passed out.  
 
    
 
   Now that I was finished there was only more thing to do, but as I left the bathroom I realized that I had a serious problem.  The vibrator clamp was now dangling BELOW my skirt, plainly visible, and knocking against my lower thighs.  This “banging” around was doing serious damage to my ability to keep control of my bodily functions.  I’d say my clit was seriously hurting, but to be honest, it had already been seriously hurting.  This just hurt more, all while turning me on again.  I was caught in a cycle of horrible pain sex. Cum hurt cum hurt cum hurt cum hurt cum hurt cum hurt cum hurt cum hurt.
 
    
 
   I hurried to the men’s department and there he was.  I’m not sure if he waiting for me but when he saw me he smiled.  For a second at least.  Then he saw the bulges of the alligator clamps on my nipples, the dangling vibrator that swayed between my legs, and the obvious agony on my face.  
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?”
 
    
 
   I almost burst into tears.  “Please! You have to fuck me in the ass!  Please!  And then you can take them off!” I said.  I stumbled forward, the stupid vibrator bouncing off my knobby knees and about sending me to floor as sharp flickers of pain shot up through my clit.
 
    
 
   He blinked at the outburst even as he reached out and caught me.  He glanced around quickly, but then pulled me forward even as he backed up to the small door immediately behind him.  There was a numbered key pad on the handle and he punched a few of the buttons and then twisted the handle. In seconds I was inside the small store room with him.
 
    
 
   It was nothing but shelves and boxes and I reached into my bag.  A pre-lubricated condom pack came out and I handed it to him.  “In my ass,” I whispered. “Hurry.”  The hurry part was due to something outside my control. Another approaching orgasm.  I could FEEL it rising up.  It wasn’t vaginal of course, purely clitoral, but it didn’t matter.  It would still BE an orgasm, and I wanted to have it while this guy’s dick was in my ass.
 
    
 
   I bent over a box, flipped my skirt up and heard “Oh My God!” I guess the guy was a little surprised to see all the hardware attached to my parts.  I turned back and looked at him.
 
    
 
   “Please! Just fuck me!”
 
    
 
   “But…!” his eyes had a wild look.
 
    
 
   I whirled around, which was not good for my clit thanks to the swinging weight that ricocheted off my thighs.  I grabbed his belt and ripped it open, tugging down his pants.  When I got to his cock I took the condom from his hand and quickly applied it.  It went on smoothly and I could feel the oil on my finger tips.  Once more I turned around, now closer to climax and gritting my teeth to keep it from overwhelming me.  I bent over and braced myself.  Then I remembered. The fucking ANAL BEADS!  
 
    
 
   With a groan I grabbed hold of the wire coming out of my ass.  Then I pulled.  This was NOT a pretty sight and I’m glad my lover didn’t really care.  I tugged them free, pulled the remote from my waist band and through my skirt, and then turned them off.  They fell on the carpeted floor.  Then I resumed my position, bent over, and tried to relax.
 
    
 
   Have you ever been fucked up the ass?  Well I have, and this was not my first rodeo either.  Of course, I had never been fucked up the ass while having a long dangling vibrator attached to my clit either.  As the cock pushed up into me and I struggled to relax enough to allow smooth entry, I felt my body tightening.  My fingers reached to my waistband.  I cranked the vibroballs to maximum, just as Master Barrett said I could.  
 
    
 
   The worst part was actually the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit.  Fucking while bent over a few boxes means that you’re still upright, and in my case, standing with legs spread.  That meant that every thrust into my ass was immediately accompanied by a forward motion that translated downward to the vibrator clamp hanging from the alligator clamp on my clit.  It would then swing back and forth wildly.  
 
    
 
   And I came.  I know, I have trouble believing it too, except for the fact that I was trying, really hard.  If I hadn’t, it would have meant keeping those clamps on until I could find someone else to fuck me in the ass and trying again.  The dangling metal from my clit was like my fingers pinching and pulling on my clit and the buzzing vibroballs were like… well… buzzing vibroballs!  The cock in my ass felt easier to bear after the anal beads and the loss of the vibration actually helped since I was less overstimulated.  I gasped out my cries of completion even as the guy behind me grunted in satisfaction.
 
    
 
   I didn’t wait for him to soften.  The moment it was clear he had exploded I pulled away and turned around, eyes pleading.
 
    
 
   “Please? Please take them off?” I begged.
 
    
 
   He started with my nipples.  I had tugged my shirt up during the fracas and I gritted my teeth as the alligator clamps came off.  A sharp rush of pain came from both breasts and I covered them with my hands, squeezing the nipples as the blood rushed back into the bitten and crushed nubs.  The pain was incredible and not only touched my tips, but sank into my body all the way to my spine.  Then he was between my legs.  I braced my self for him to remove the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit, but instead he began removing the binder clips.  I hissed through these.  Dark red lines were imprinted on both sets of labia, overlaying the bruise blue of my wooden horse ride from two days earlier.  I shook as he took them off, the small chain of the vibrator clamp buried between my petals as they closed.
 
    
 
   And then lastly his fingers closed upon the menacing monster chewing on my clit.  Squeezing it open I leaned forward, wrapping my arms around his shoulders.  His crisp white dress shirt and tie were under my hands as I once again stifled a cry.  Pain exploded up from between my legs, overwhelming the vibrations still coming from my pussy.  It was awful.  My clit had been punished so much, to be forced to wear that clamp… those clamps, because truth be told, even the vibrator clamp hurt a bit.  
 
    
 
   “Do you want these out?” he asked, tugging slightly on the wire leading to the vibroballs.  I shook my head.  
 
    
 
   “No, please leave it in. I have to stay stuffed.  But you can turn it down to low,” I told him.
 
    
 
   He nodded, but made no move to take the remote control from the waist band of my skirt.  He held up my assorted hardware and I grinned, holding out my bag.  Everything was deposited back into the bag and I smoothed down my skirt and lowered my shirt back over my breasts.
 
    
 
   “I need to get back out on the floor,” he said suddenly.  The condom came off and was dropped into a tiny trash can near the door and he buried it deeply, putting some semi-used napkins over it.  His trousers came back up and he opened the door for me, peaking out quickly to make sure that we were unobserved.  
 
    
 
   I didn’t bother hanging around to make small talk, though I could tell he wanted to. Instead I turned my back on him and walked away.  He said “hey, wait!” a couple of times, but I ignored it and went back out into the mall.  For the first time that afternoon the walk was easy, despite the full powered buzzing of the vibroballs.  I had cum too many times for those to have much effect on me.  Sure, they were keeping me wet, but I wasn’t having issues.
 
    
 
                  “Miss?” I heard a voice.  I turned.  Mall security.
 
    
 
   “Yes officer?” I asked politely, hoping that the buzzing I could plainly hear wouldn’t be noticeable to the guard.
 
    
 
   “Is there some sort of problem?”
 
    
 
   I gave him one of my million watt please fuck me in the ass while I’ve got four pounds of hardware clamped to my pussy.
 
    
 
   “Not any more officer.  I’m heading back to my car.  Would you care to give me an escort?”
 
    
 
   He did escort me, which I thought was very nice, but I couldn’t help shaking the feeling that I was being unofficially asked to leave property.  Once I got in my truck I pulled the remote out of my waistband, the guard still watching.  
 
    
 
   “What is that?” he asked, a little suspiciously to my mind.
 
    
 
   I grinned.  “To the sex toy I’m wearing.  I get to turn it off now!” I thumbed the vibroballs down and the never-ending earthquake between my legs finally subsided.  It had been almost four hours.
 
    
 
   His shocked expression was delightful.  I wish I had been in a condition to fuck him.  Oh well.  All’s well that end’s well.  And I drove away, sore, tender, and stuffed.
 
    
 
   Bound & Caned
 
    
 
   03/13/11
 
    
 
   I’ve started to notice that when I have to leave the house to meet with either Kari or Mistress Sara, I really don’t have to worry about what I’m wearing, do I?  Kari likes me to show up at her apartment naked, which of course means a twenty eight second dash through the parking lot, up some stairs, and along the balcony, leaving me slightly breathless as well as naked.  Mistress Sara on the other hand prefers me in something elegant.
 
    
 
   And elegant I was on Saturday morning.  Around eight o’clock I signed off the computer (and chatting with Master Barrett) and took off my chastity belt. I had been wearing it for several days, suffering from the cyclic hourly vibration torments Master Barrett had devised to keep me sufficiently “wet” for Mistress Sara.  Once freed of my burden I showered, cleaned up (and I DO clean up nicely), and got dressed in a soft flower print knee length skirt, sans panties of course, a white blouse, sans bra of course, and a blue button up cardigan.  Sensible but sexy heels went on next and after slinging my bag over one shoulder, I waved goodbye to my mother, jumped in my Saturn coupe, and drove to north Houston.
 
    
 
   Like a good girl, I had lifted my skirt so that my bare skin was touching the seat.  I have a confession to make.  I watched “The Story of O” on Netflix the previous evening and was still suffering from that romantic longing of submission that came with faked BDSM scenes, horrible sound effects, and the personal conviction that the girl who played “O” had never ever been whipped, butt fucked, or from her rather unconvincing moans, even had sex.  I swear most sixteen year old girls could do a better job faking it.  Hell, if I had been cast, I would have told the director “No seriously.  He can actually whip me… AND butt fuck me!”
 
    
 
   Oh well.  French films… what can I say?
 
    
 
   The drive was calm and relaxing, which was good because while not exactly nervous, I wasn’t exactly calm either.  When you are going to your own torture session, it’s tough not to get all “Amnesty International.”  But I knew what I was getting in to and when I finally got to the Woodlands and found Mistress Sara’s apartment, I was pretty wet.
 
    
 
   Wet despite the fact that my pussy was empty.  For this assignment, Mistress Sara wanted me open and fresh, which certainly made things easier for me.  But I’ve gotten to the point where, while not USED to being stuffed, NOT having stuff inside me is about as sexually… intriguing as having all sorts of sex toys being used on me.  I could feel my pussy pulsing, questing, wanting, and I shut my car door and climbed the stairs to her apartment.
 
    
 
   The door opened only a few seconds after I opened it and there was Mistress Sara.  She was dressed all in black, but it was skin tight leather, leaving little to the imagination, but with all the salient parts hidden.  The outfit seemed to swirl down her body like liquid paint and I bit my lip, suppressing my longing to get on my knees and plant hot kisses on her belly, slipping my tongue along the edge where flesh met leather.  Instead we kissed on the lips, our arms slipping around each other as Mistress Sara tasted me.  She pulled me into the apartment and took a step back after our kiss to look at me.  Her eyes seemed to glitter.
 
    
 
   I stood there like a sixteen year old girl on her first date, slightly breathless, excited, a little nervous, and definitely wet and ready.  Mistress Sara reached out with a soft hand and touched my cheek, cupping my face.  I closed my eyes as she traced the outline of my cheek, my lips, and then slipped her fingers over my chin and down my throat.  Slowly I felt her slide downward toward my cleavage, eventually coming to the knitted cotton of my cardigan and the softer material of my blouse.  She began unbuttoning my cardigan, which took only seconds and then she gently pushed it off my shoulders. I helped take it off by shrugging my shoulder, but that just drew her eyes to my breasts even as she slipped the knitted sweater off my arms.  Then Mistress Sara was unbuttoning my blouse, taking her time to appreciate the growing exposure as my cleavage grew until skin was visible from chin to belly button.
 
    
 
   And she still hadn’t pulled my shirt open to expose my breasts.  Once every button was unfastened she moved close again and put her mouth on mine.  We kissed, sweet and delicate and I seemed to melt in her embrace.  Then her tongue went downward, over my chin and down my throat, a wet line of delicious sensation that caused a shiver to run through me.  Her warm breath blew against my chest, between my breasts and I moaned thinly as instead of opening my shirt and exposing the straining tips, she moved downward, going to her knees as her mouth moved along my belly.  
 
    
 
   Her fingers touched my ankles, right above my high heels and slid upward along the outside of my leg, moving toward the back.  Her hands went up under my skirt quickly, cupping my bottom and squeezing me, kneading me, as she planted warm wet kisses along my tummy.  I tried to spread my legs, hoping she would touch me elsewhere, but her arms tightened around me and I found myself locked in place.  What was only a minute later but felt like hours, Mistress Sara pulled her hands out from under the skirt, without ever touching me anywhere but on my posterior.  But now her fingertips came up along my sides, toward the front, where she grabbed the pointed ends of the front of my shirt.  I stiffened, not in alarm, but instant desire as she flicked both halves of my shirt front aside, exposing my midriff all the way up to my shoulders.  My breasts, heavy and ready and wanting, the nipples hard as rocks and sticking straight out were suddenly exposed.  As the shirt started to slip off my shoulders her fingers came up and grazed my nipples, touching me so lightly that it was as if a feather or a few stray hairs had crossed my skin. I gasped and my pussy tightened abruptly.
 
    
 
   Still on her knees in front of me, Mistress Sara pulled my shirt down my arms and back.  Make no mistake; her position was not one of subservience.  I was clearly the submissive.  Her position on her knees was not about yielding to me, or presenting herself in a mixed light.  Mistress Sara is so comfortable with her role as a domme that even being on her knees, if by her own choice, is a position of power.  My shirt fell to the floor and then her fingers were at the waist band of my skirt, unbuttoning the single button at the side and letting the flower covered material slip down my legs to puddle around my high heel clad feet.  I stepped out of the fallen skirt with what I thought was grace.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara rose to her feet with twice the grace of my movements.  She leaned forward, kissed me again, and then took my hand and led me to the sofa.  Her apartment was lavishly decorated, demonstrating the wealth she possessed.  Sara is a lawyer, and a pretty good one.  As far as decoration went though, it wasn’t so much her personal taste as it was a combination of Sara and my other Mistress and best friend, Kari.  Kari is an interior designer, and a damned good one and that was how she had met Sara.  Kari had set us up on a blind date at tapas restaurant one evening and well… things went right were Kari expected them too.
 
    
 
   There was one thing out of place however.  The living room, which normally sported the usual items like a sofa, love seat, end and coffee tables, still held all those things, but it also had one new item.  Set off in an open space that now seemed rather crowded, Mistress Sara had added what looked to be one of those home exercise stations.  It was metal framed, easily standing six and a half feet tall, and sporting a number of winches, pulleys, handles, and even a bench, along with a central core full of weights.  I got the distinct impression that Kari had NOT been involved with the purchase, much less positioning of the equipment since the ergonomic flow of the room had been distinctly altered, and not in a good way.
 
    
 
   But my attention was pulled away from Mistress Sara’s new exercise equipment as I was pushed onto the couch.  I sat down with a thump as Mistress Sara seated herself next to me, leaning forward with one arm around my shoulders, the other across my front.  I about died in bliss as her hand cupped my right breasts, her thumb delicately rubbing my nipple as we kissed.  This continued for several minutes, her left hand moving back and forth between my breasts, not always tantalizing the nub, but caressing the sides, the valley between, and even tracing a finger down my stomach to my sex, almost but not quite touching my clit.  It was like torture, but of a kind that I rarely experience.  It set my nerves alight and felt like I had taken a hit of caffeine, ginseng, sugar, and concentrated pheromones.
 
    
 
   She kept me in that heightened state for maybe five minutes, just barely caressing me, never letting me sink any deeper into sexual bliss.  My body wobbled between totally relaxed to wanton desperation.  Mistress Sara kissed me again and then leaned over and sucked my nipple into her mouth.  It was like lightning had struck and I gasped.  Then she was moving over me, straddling me, sliding down my body until she was once more kneeling on the floor in front of me.  Her palms touched my thighs as her mouth moved down my belly and then I was spreading my legs for her as her tongue and lips came dangerously close to my sex.
 
    
 
   And then she licked my clitoris.  I almost orgasmed right then.  It was a probing delicate movement, not the rapid lapping men like to do.  My fingers tightened into fists, trying to clench the cushions.  But the heavy leather couch resisted my need to brace myself even as Mistress Sara’s head pushed deeper between my legs.  Her tongue left my clit and dipped along the folds of my need and I started to hyperventilate a little as I struggled to contain myself.  
 
    
 
   She seemed to sense how close I was because she suddenly pulled back and rose to her feet.  I blinked, trying to recover from the sudden loss of warmth as she moved away.  My body was on the edge, stimulated to the point of insanity, struggling to figure out a way to move toward completion.  But that was not Mistress Sara’s intention.  She returned almost immediately, but this time carrying my bag.
 
    
 
   And a pair of bracers.
 
    
 
   Bracers are a kind of leather protector which fits from your elbow to your wrist.  Usually intended to provide a measure of protection to a swordsman, these were solid black and sported a number of metal circlets and clasps.  Obviously intended for bondage, Mistress Sara began buckling first one, then the other on my forearms.  They went on tightly, but not uncomfortably and I wondered momentarily if she were planning on securing my arms together behind my back.  Instead, she began clipping the bracers together in front of me, providing me with a freedom of movement that was only restrained by the fact that both arms were now connected and bound together from wrist to elbow.  I could have even masturbated like that.
 
    
 
   “Legs up, my dear,” Mistress Sara ordered next, opening my bag.  I brought my feet up and placed them on the couch so that I was in sort of an exposed squat.  Certainly not the most erotic of positions, but it did have the effect Sara wanted.  My nether regions were totally exposed.  She drew my vibrating anal beads out of the bag and held them up.  I tensed slightly.  I’m not a fan of my vibrating anal beads, despite the fact I seem to have to wear them so often. In fact, I’m not a fan of ANYTHING that goes in my ass, and that includes cock too.  Rule #4 states “the anus is not an entrance. It’s an exit.  Human being and Slogerian Sludge Worms have an annoying habit of sticking their gonads in any dark damp hole regardless of sanitary conditions.  Don’t do it.”  Yeah, so much for that rule, right?
 
    
 
   But to my surprise, Mistress Sara didn’t stick the anal beads into my anus.  She grinned and began slipping them into a different hole, a wetter hole, a hole that made me gasp in sudden sexual ecstasy.  I had never inserted my anal beads into my pussy, but I’m going to again sometime.  They filled me in ways I had never imagined and when Sara turned the vibrating function on to low I had another scary moment where I thought I might cum.  But even as I was gritting my teeth, straining against the sudden swell of pleasure, Mistress Sara reached into my pussy and began pulling the beads out.  Evidently she had put them in starting at the middle, which is possible considering the size of the beads and the size of a woman’s sex.  So when she drew them out, she was able to start with the smallest bead.  She pulled and the second bead came out, then the third.  But before she drew any more out of my sopping wet sex, she began rubbing that first, still vibrating bead against my ass.
 
    
 
   I had oiled my rear end before coming that morning.  In fact, I oil my ass most days.  You never know when you’re going to get butt fucked and let me tell you, since girls don’t naturally lubricate their rear ends during anal sex, its smart for a nympho humiliation pain slut to add a little mineral oil to that spot just in case.  Of course, I was now gushing enough from my pussy that lubrication wasn’t really an issue.  Mistress Sara had seen to that.  The first bead popped into my ass and then my mistress began threading the beads from my pussy to my rear end. I felt the final one leave my well and move toward the already mostly stuffed back door and then sink in, leaving me to suffer the uncomfortable feeling of fullness, while enduring the mild but steady vibrations in my bowels.  
 
    
 
   I’m going to admit, having a vibrator up my ass isn’t terribly erotic for me.  I could walk around all day stuffed with my anal beads, on their highest vibration, and if I didn’t have anything in my pussy or stimulating me in some other way, I’d never cum.  But if I WAS stimulated in some other way, then the anal beads are an enhancement much like pain is.  If I’m already turned on, then watch out.  Vibrating anal beads just make it that much more intense for me.
 
    
 
   When my rear end was completely stuffed Mistress Sara once more went to my bag.  This time she extracted my vibroballs.  These are two purple plastic egg shaped objects, both attached to a set of wires that lead up to a bright pink remote control that also holds two AA batteries.  Mine were fresh of course.  Duh.  Mistress Sara ran both objects through the glistening sex cream coating my petals and then indifferently pushed them inside my well.  I gasped, my hips jerking forward in penetrative response to the intrusion.  But it was a GOOD intrusion.  I shuddered, eyes rolling up into my skull as Mistress Sara turned on the vibroballs to their lowest setting, leaving me to stew while she went back to my bag.
 
    
 
   This time she came out with my butterfly clitoral stimulator.  This is nothing more than another vibrator, though rather than being cock shaped, it is a small plastic bump on the backside of a butterfly shaped battery case.  Velcro straps hold it into place and Mistress Sara pulled me forward and to my feet carefully, ordering me to stand while she fixed the butterfly vibrator above my clit.  I was starting to feel it by then, the intensity building.  I was already half way up that staircase and each second I endured the vibration of the anal beads, the vibroballs, and now the muted roar of the clitoral vibe (which Mistress Sara had kindly set to its highest level), I was rapidly climbing those stairs toward a predictable outcome.  
 
    
 
   She reached down, grabbed my purple G spot vibrator in one hand and then led me away from the couch, around the coffee table, and to the corner where her new exercise station stood.  A padded red leather bench stuck out from one side and I was taken too it.
 
    
 
   “Lay face down on the bench, feet toward the machine,” ordered Mistress Sara, still smiling, her eyes sparkling.  I obeyed of course.  The leather was cool under my skin and I found that I had to bend my knees, lifting my feet, to keep from banging my toes against the metal frame and the stack of heavy weights hanging in the core.  My arms were above my head, stretched out straight thanks to the bracers that bound them together.  The worst part was of course the butterfly clitoral vibrator.  It was now solidly pressed to my clit and I knew it would only be minutes before I was cumming.   I shifted a bit to get comfortable and then Mistress Sara moved down toward my feet.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs for a moment, Breanne,” she said.
 
    
 
   I did so and I felt her probing at my slit.  I lifted my hips and ass.  There was another hum and I felt a different vibration.  To my astonishment she pushed my G spot vibrator, a seven inch purple cock into my pussy, shoving aside the two bullet vibrators already inside me.  
 
    
 
   Under normal circumstances I would say that there wasn’t enough room inside my pussy for all that.  But I was incredibly wet, incredibly horny, and because I was on my stomach, and immediately after insertion Mistress Sara had me close my legs, I was able to handle having not one, not two, but three tiny machines embedded inside me, each with a mind of its own.  Okay, if not a mind, then a motor.  The vibroballs complemented each other, both purring at practically the same rate.  The G Spot vibrator however was jammed between them and going at a different speed which created this rolling imbalance inside me, stimulating me twice as much as either the vibrator or the vibroballs would have been able to accomplish.  I grit my teeth and tried to keep my thighs from pressing together too much as the sexual stimulation brought me that much closer.  
 
    
 
   A strand of rope, thick soft nylon rope, was wrapped around my legs, from bent knee to my ass, securing my legs together as well as to the bench.  Then another silky strand was wrapped around my ankles.  This was then tied above me to one of the outstretched limbs of the exercise station, keeping the lower half of my legs and feet from banging or getting caught in the central support structure of the station.  Lastly, another strand of rope was threaded through two of the rings embedded on my bracers.  I watched, head up as Mistress Sara threaded this rope upward through what looked like a pulley attached to the same metal limb above me.  She pulled on the rope and my arms moved upward, but she only tightened it up enough to secure my arms and keep me from flapping around everywhere.
 
    
 
   She left me then, but only for a minute.  I suffered in silence, my new position only slightly dampening my sexual need.  I could still feel the build up and I knew that nothing was going to stop the orgasm I was going to have in a minute or so.  I watched as my body involuntarily spasmed, as Mistress Sara brought a long thin bag to the coffee table and opened it.  Upending the cloth, she poured out an assortment of narrow thin sticklike items.
 
    
 
   Canes.
 
    
 
   And whips, and crops, and rods.  There were like ten or fifteen of them, ranging from a brutal looking bamboo rod about as thick as my pinky to this thin little willow switch that looked like it had been cut that morning.  It was still green.  There were canes made of plastic, of wood, and there were several crops, two of which ended with the typical leather flap on the end.  My heart froze as I looked on, studying the implements of punishment as my bottom clenched in sympathetic anticipation.  I felt a pain in my chest as my heart labored to send another pulse of blood beating through my body and then I cried out in orgasm, the cresting wave of pleasure and adrenaline and endorphins flooding my system and eliciting a sound that was nothing but pure release and lust.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara glanced over at me, picked up that willow switch, and approached.  “So, should I start with your tits, your ass, or your feet, slave?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I was in no condition to answer. I was still rocking with the orgasm.  And since none of the vibrators had stopped, the let down from climax didn’t go very far.  Almost immediately I was kicked back up the hill toward another orgasm.  I think I gasped something unintelligible, not that it mattered because Mistress Sara moved down to the end of the bench, lifted the willow switch, and hit me.
 
    
 
   My feet had been tied together, and since my legs were bent at the knee, the soles of my feet were facing the ceiling.  The delicate arch, that spot Master Barrett likes so much to have me snap with a rubber band, was Mistress Sara’s target and I felt a line of fire cross both my soles.  I cried out, no longer in the throes of orgasm, but in the wellspring of pain.  It hurt.  And she didn’t wait for my toes to uncurl or for me to relax.  She swung again, laying another red line across my feet.  I yelped, the orgasmic release I had felt moments before melting away as the pain even damped the slowly building urge to cum that I was already dealing with.  Another stroke had me wincing, my face scrunching up into an expression that could only be described as painful.  I grit my teeth, tears springing to my eyes as a fourth, then a fifth stroke of that willow switch landed, leaving hot lines of agony across my soles.  And Mistress Sara didn’t just keep to the arch.  One stroke landed across the balls of my feet.  Another across my heel.   By the time she reached her tenth stroke I was silently sobbing, my feet feeling as if I had pressed a hot curling iron to them.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara didn’t bother to stop.  She left my feet alone though.  Her next stroke managed to break my teeth clenching silence and bring a cry out of my lips.  It struck my ass, leaving another red line bisecting both quivering globes.  Another stroke a little lower had me crying out, pulling hard against the rope holding my arms slightly above my head.  A moment later I was thumping my groin against the bench as my mistress beat me, swinging the switch with quite a bit of force against my ass.  I could no longer control myself, crying out, almost screaming and at some point Mistress Sara stopped hitting my ass, left the room, and returned with a ball gag.  I was sobbing at this point and she forced me to open my mouth and accept the cruel bit, stuffing it in deeply.  Then I got three more strokes across my rear end.
 
    
 
   Black leather filled my tear streaked vision and Mistress Sara, in all her brunette beauty and dominatrix coloring, reached up above me.  Suddenly my arms were tugged upward, my torso following.  I felt my breasts come up off the bench, dangling beneath me as I was bent in half at the waist, in a direction my body was never intended to go.  I felt the strain.  It was like a yoga position, a difficult one, and had I not been bound I would have never been able to hold it.  Yet, it also frightened me.  Now my face was trapped between my upper arms and I was looking downward at both the bench and my dangling breasts.  Mistress Sara bent over slightly and then swung her willow switch past my nose, landing a perfect sharp stroke across both nipples.
 
    
 
   Had I not been gagged I think that I would have roused the neighbors.  It was like a foot long paper cut with lemon juice poured on it.  It was like being bitten by fire ants.  It was like getting a super bad sunburn and then rubbing sand into your skin.  It was pure agony.  And yet my pussy clenched and the vibrations coming from my loins suddenly seemed twice as strong, twice as potent, and I felt the rush.  My mistress hit me again across the breasts, this time missing the nipples, but leaving another raised welt slightly above both swollen areolas and pointed tips.  I thrashed a little, which made it harder to aim I’m sure, but she proceeded to give me another stroke, then another, until I was finally just hanging there, my breasts feeling hot and heavy and throbbing even as the tears poured down my cheeks to drip from my chin onto the bench beneath me.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara lowered me back down and I let out another muffled whimper through the gag as the weight of my upper torso was placed directly onto my whipped breasts.  I sobbed again, almost choking on my own spit and Mistress Sara stayed right there beside me, setting the willow switch down as she stroked my head, my arms, and then my back.  My breathing slowly settled and my muscles, which had all tightened to the maximum, began to slowly unwind.  Of course as I recovered from my beating, the non-stop buzzing vibrations between my legs, against my clit, and deep inside me began to make them selves more prevalent to my mind.  It wasn’t much longer than ten minutes before I was no longer agonizing over the caning I had received, but was dealing with the steady thrum of sexual urgency.  
 
    
 
   The combination of anal beads, vibrator, vibroballs, and the clitoral stimulator were doing some pretty interesting things down there.  It’s tough to even describe.  Every part of me was buzzing, as if I were riding a motorcycle, except each part of me was riding a different motorcycle, and one of those motorcycles was equipped with a dildo that had completely stuffed me and translated every bump in the road and every vibration of the engine right into my pussy.  It was incredible, and had I not just been received thirty strokes of willow switch to my feet, ass, and breasts, I would have cum a lot sooner.  As it was, I didn’t cum for almost twenty minutes after my first beating.
 
    
 
   Even as I was moaning from the overwhelming orgasm, Mistress Sara had returned to the coffee table and selected a thick plastic rod.  She swished it once through the air and it made an evil hiss.  I really wasn’t in a condition to understand what was coming, not when my body was going through the motions of climax, but then my mistress moved down to the end of the bench and I felt the first impact of the rod against my soles even before the orgasm had ended.
 
    
 
   These blows were nothing like the willow switch.  Where the willow switch had been a thin line of fire, these were sharp strokes that seemed so much thicker, wider, and spread a lower grade hurt over a wider area.  Where the switch left welts, the rod left bruises and I could feel the pain of each stroke penetrating twice as deep.  I thrashed against my bonds again.  But unlike the previous whipping, this one was delivered while still strong with the flood of sexual release and the pain in my feet went no higher than my pussy.  It clenched tightly against the vibrating rock hard objects inside, my hips pumping up and down and I began to work myself again, not in spite of the bastinado torment I was receiving, but because of it.
 
    
 
   When Mistress Sara finished the ten strokes to my feet, she moved to my heaving ass, matching the up and down movements with blistering strokes that again brought tears to my eyes.  It hurt.  Oh god did it hurt, but the pain, which quickly became a heat, seemed only to cook my sex organs and push me higher.  When Mistress Sara was done, I gasped as she once more hauled my arms up, bending me in half and revealing my breasts.
 
    
 
   She didn’t hit me as hard this time as she had with the willow switch.  Her strokes were strong, yes; but not the cutting line of agony.  She beat my breasts and I could see blue lines forming across them.  Her last stroke landed across both nipples, crushing the tips into my flesh and making me shake as bone deep pain flooded inward from my chest.  And it was this final stroke that drove my loins over the edge, making me both sob and cum again at the same time.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara noticed.  She didn’t release my arms, lowering me down.  She just moved to the coffee table and selected a new tool.  This one was a crop, a standard riding crop complete with little leather flap to make the noise that scares the horse.  She brought it over quickly to me and without even a word of warning began swing the crop at my tenderized feet.  My world turned white as the pain washed up through me.  I was still partially insulated from it thanks to my orgasm, but as the rush of adrenaline faded the pain broke through and by the time Mistress Sara finished my feet and moved to my ass I was crying again.  I could feel this throbbing ache near my toes and then this was swallowed as the crop struck my ass.  It didn’t hurt nearly as bad as either the plastic rod or the willow switch, but nevertheless it stung badly, especially against the wounds already in place.  As I bit down on the rubber ball gag I swore to myself I wasn’t going to cum again.
 
    
 
   The crop against my breasts was the worst of course.  They were already so tender, so available, so delicate.  The skin was pink from the contact with the whips and there were a multitude of crossing red lines across both globes.  Deeper, darker, thicker lines were underneath, bruises forming across my white breasts making it clear that they had been the target of vicious action.  Mistress Sara grinned as she aimed precisely with the crop, letting the thin wooden strand land across one nipple while the leather pad snapped at the other.  This caused some uneven sensations across my bosom which didn’t improve things at all.  First one, then the other breast hurt more and I was grateful when the ten strokes were done.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara lowered me down at that point, letting me rest.  Of course she also let me continue to suffer the vibration torment of the various machines she had implanted inside me earlier.  But the cropping I had just received had gone a long way to still the raging monster that I normally consider to be my libido.  I could feel the tremble of my toys, but it would be awhile before I was suffering from their encouragement.  
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara meanwhile had put away the crop and was now standing in front of me.  She untied my bracers from the rope and then unclipped my wrists, freeing my arms from their restrictive bondage.  I still WORE the bracers, they were just no longer connected. I sighed in relief stretching my arms before pushing them under my torso to get my weight off my breasts.  Then, to my relief, she removed the ball gag, allowing me to work my jaw and moan for the first time.  The ball gag was placed to the side and Mistress Sara stood in front of me, unzipping the tight leather pants she was wearing.  Suddenly my attention was on her, rather than me, and I seemed to forget the throbbing ache in my jaw and tits, the burning of my ass or the soreness of my feet.  She peeled the pants downward, revealing a trimmed and shaved pussy, with just a tiny line of pubic leading to her shaven slit.  She was wet. I could tell. A deep breath filled my nose with her scent. For a moment she struggled with her heels, but even that was sexy and then her pants were off, leaving her bare from the waist down.  She left the room for a second and then brought one of the dining room chairs in, setting it down directly in front of the bench and my face.  She swung one leg over the chair and me, straddling the upholstered and padded chair, even as she settled herself, moving her sex forward.  
 
    
 
   I realized what she wanted and lowered my head downward.  Our bodies met; my tongue and her clit.  I duplicated the caress she had given me earlier and I concentrated on her little nub as if my very life depended on it.  I licked and sucked and worked at Mistress Sara until she was gasping, her fingers entwined in my hair, my tongue driven as deeply into her slit as possible, while she pulled me toward her, trying to fuck herself with my face.  When she came the juice flew across my eyes, splattering me and soaking my cheek and nose. I could taste her dripping down into my mouth.  My own libido was starting to come back, the urge to follow Mistress Sara into orgasm increasing with every mechanical repetition of “rotations per minute”.  I went back to my mistress’ clit, hoping to distract my own rising urges with another round of sexual misconduct.
 
    
 
   My mistress pushed my mouth away even as I sought to continue the tongue lashing I was giving her.  As far as I’m concerned it was my right.  She had given me a rather brutal lashing. Why shouldn’t I be allowed to reciprocate?  But the difference between a submissive and dominant is that the submissive doesn’t get to make the decisions, except for one.  And this wasn’t that one.  Mistress Sara pushed me away and got up, her own chest heaving as the orgasm slowly ebbed.  I watched as she slowly put her pants back down, the leather actually seeming to mold to her sex now as she tugged it up into place.  I licked my lips, tasting her flavor and wanted more.
 
    
 
   And then suddenly I realized I was close.  Not right there quite yet, but close enough that I needed to try and hold off.  I closed my eyes and held my breath, even going so far to push down on my breasts, trying to create enough pain to hold off the oncoming orgasm yet not cause severe distress to my body.  It only worked for a minute or so before the earthquake between my legs finally forced me toward the edge of the cliff.  I dug in with tooth and nail but in moments my legs were dangling over the abyss, then my waist.  When my breasts fell into open air I gave up and let myself fall over the edge into orgasmic bliss, stimulated into ecstasy by mostly the clitoral vibrator, but helped along by the anal beads, vibroballs, and g spot vibe that was still buried inside my body.  It must have been an impressive lead up too, because just as I climaxed Mistress Sara returned to me, this time holding a strangely shaped implement.  It was a cane, of that there was no doubt, but it seemed to be made of one really long piece of wood, which had been bent into a three inch loop formed in the middle so that both ends met and formed the handle.  
 
    
 
   It was rather long and the length hampered Mistress Sara’s ability to hit my feet.  It still hurt of course, but the blows were nothing compared to the ones I had already received, though the strokes still reignited the pain of my earlier caning.  She had better luck with my ass, now having more room to really swing the cane.  I was too far gone to recognize how different the little loop felt. All I know was that I was being beaten again and I felt as if someone had driven knuckles deeply into my tush, bruising me deeply.  Sara had rebound my forearms together and when it was time to beat my breasts she hauled on the rope, tugging me back into the position were my breasts were exposed and dangling beneath me.  Half way through she was forced to stop and put the ball gag back in due to my screams.  
 
    
 
   When it was over I lay there trembling, half in hurt and half in stimulation.  At that point had Mistress Sara offered to turn off the vibrators in exchange for another whipping, I might have agreed.  I would have accepted even another hundred lashes of the sap to my clit.  As it was I managed to just suffer for another twenty minutes before feeling the seeds of another orgasm sprout and grow inside me.  
 
    
 
   The next cane she hit me with was a rattan sting cane, which feature a number of rattan reeds bound together.  It wasn’t as bone penetrating deep as the other canes, but my god it hurt, especially on my breasts.  For some reason my nipples kept getting stuck between the reeds when Mistress Sara struck me, thus pinching and pulling my nibs outward as well as leaving a swath of redness across my chest as well as the welts and bruises I already sported.  
 
    
 
   After my next orgasm it was a classic European school cane, complete with rounded end that curved.  This one was absolute agony.  It was easy to aim, left heavy red welts on my skin, and actually cut my ass on one stroke so that Mistress Sara actually stopped and doctored me immediately.  After patching up the little cut with some Neosporin and a band aid, she picked up the cane and delivered the final two strokes to my ass, well away from the damaged spot.  Then Mistress Sara turned to my breast and delivered a series of strokes to my already hurting and damaged mounds that almost made me pass out.  When she was done all I could think of was the red haze that filled my vision.
 
    
 
   Lying on my breasts was almost as bad as having them whipped and when I looked at Mistress Sara and shook my head when she made to let me down, she understood and kept me bound, bent in half.  It was better to feel the strain in my spine than one ounce of pressure on my tits.  With a sad but content smile, Mistress Sara sat down next to the bench and ran her fingers over my arms and shoulders, rubbing me, caressing me.  She stayed away from my ass, my feet, and my breasts.  
 
    
 
   “Just fifteen minutes left, Breanne.  Just don’t cum again, all right?” she whispered.  Then I felt her loosening the rope that bound my waist and legs together.  I couldn’t help parting my legs a bit as my knees came off the bench and my legs were held up by the rope connecting my ankles to the steel limb above.  Mistress Sara slipped her hand under one knee, her finger moving upward toward my pussy and she caught the G Spot Vibrator as the pressures inside me forced it out.  I sighed in relief.  The overstuffing of my pussy had been one of the reasons I had experienced so many orgasms.  But then, I felt it slide in again, Mistress Sara’s hand forcing it back into place.   
 
    
 
   My clit stung and my entire sex felt as if someone had scoured it with hot water and a bristle brush.  I gasped as the vibrator went back in, only to feel it slide back out.  Mistress Sara repeated this a few times as my pussy began quivering, shaking mildly as the newer sensation of thrusting was added to my torments.  In seconds the fire, which had been smothered by the brutal caning roared to life and I began humping the bench, grinding my clit into the still humming clitoral stimulator, even as Mistress Sara fucked me by hand. 
 
    
 
   She kept saying “don’t cum, Breanne, don’t cum” and counting down the clock I couldn’t see.  But with every word encouraging me to hold fast, her hand pumped the vibrator in and out of my pussy with increasing speed and efficiency.  She wanted me to cum. I could tell, and she was doing everything in her physical power to make me explode one final time before my four hour limit was up.  I bit down on the rubber ball gag, shook my head, and tried to think of disgusting things.
 
    
 
   And then her other hand found the remote to the vibrating anal beads.  Slowly, while still rapidly thrusting in and out with the vibrator, she began changing the vibration speed in my ass.  I clenched, unable to help the reactions as the alteration of the stimulation impeded my ability to keep my orgasm at bay.  Soon it was impossible and with three minutes left of my time, I shook through another orgasm that rattled me to the very foundation and left me blinking in a daze.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara pulled the G spot vibrator out of me, turned it off, and set it on the floor.  She got to her feet and went back to the coffee table, where she selected one more cane.  This one was incredibly thin, and I recognized it as a branch of wisteria, trimmed of the little buds that usually grow along the length of the vine.  She stepped up to my knees, lifted her arm, and brought the branch down upon my feet, aiming perfectly for the delicate arches, already marred, red and blue, welted from the other beatings.  I screamed and shook as the thin strand of material laced my feet with burning fire.  The next stroke was only slightly to the left of the first one and both feet stung as if I had been dancing on the tentacles of a jellyfish.  My head hung in defeat as I could no longer handle the sting and my mistress continued to strike my feet until I had received all ten strokes.
 
    
 
   Then she moved to my ass.
 
    
 
   I had slipped into a sort of mental shutdown, a dark hole where my body was slowly disconnecting from my body.  I hung, my arms leaden, my shoulders aching, but no where near as badly as my breasts, my ass, and my burning feet.  It felt as if someone had slapped a hot towel to my heels, an uncomfortably hot towel, which was then spread to my ass.  Each stroke of the whippy cane drew a line of fire across my buttocks which then spread like liquid over each globe until I was clenching my bottom and thrusting downward and basically thrashing all over the place.  The release of the rope had made it even easier to move and soon I had even managed to lift myself off the bench by my ankles and arms, dangling like a strung up piece of tenderized meat from the overhead limb.  Thank God it was rated to handle a hundred pounds of weight.  Mistress Sara didn’t miss a beat, merely moving the cane so that it continued to hammer into her target: my rear end.
 
    
 
   “Breanne?” Sara asked me softly.  I blinked.  She was kneeling in front of me, one hand on my cheek.  “Breanne?”  It took me a moment to focus on her.  My ass felt like someone had poured lighter fluid on it and it was now merrily roasting.  When had the beating stopped?
 
    
 
   “I have to cane your breasts now, sweetie.  This is going to hurt bad, but it will be quick, I promise you.”  She leaned forward and kissed me softly.  I looked at her, eyes begging.
 
    
 
   I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Being hurt, in a sexual manner, turns me on.  But I admit, at that moment, I didn’t want her to do it.  I shook my head, telling her as clearly as I could, despite the gag in my mouth, that I didn’t want her to hit me.  I desperately wanted her to stop.  She looked at me, ignored my wordless pleas, the muffled cries of “Please NO!”, pulled her arm back, and swung the wisteria branch at my breasts like Anna Kournikova hammering a tennis ball from one corner of the court to the other.  The branch caught me almost perfectly just under my nipples but on the areola and as the pain exploded through me my eyes widened, rolled up into my skull and my entire body stiffened.  Suddenly, my feet and ass didn’t hurt any more.
 
    
 
   But by God my tits did.  I’ve endured pain, lots of it, but let me tell you that NOTHING, not the stupid spiked dildo I used to have, not candles, not alligator clamps, not even six hours of riding the wooden horse came CLOSE to the immediate burning agony that slashed at me.  The second stroke followed before I could even drag in a sobbing breath and I almost broke myself in half as I pulled hard on my bonds, swinging like hammock from my ankles and arms as Mistress Sara continued.
 
    
 
   My antics made it impossible for her to aim, so some strokes fell high upon my chest, while one actually landed underneath my breasts, scoring a line across my stomach.  The rest however landed upon the soft, swollen, mounds of bruised and welted flesh that had been the target of so many whippings.  She waited for me to calm down and stop moving before she delivered the last stroke, a vicious swing that ended abruptly as the wisteria snapped across my bosom, right on my nipples.
 
    
 
   I hung there.  I was drenched in perspiration, my skin slick.  I ached and burned and hurt EVERYWHERE, but mostly on my tits and my ass.  My feet felt like they had been encased in hot lead and left to cook or wither and die.  And so when Mistress Sara put down her whip and began freeing me, all I knew was that I wanted to curl up and die.  She turned off the vibrators as well and pulled the anal beads out of my ass.  That was agony as well, since it forced me to move the muscles.  I barely knew it when she pulled the rubber ball gag out of my mouth. Later, before I left, she showed me the teeth marks I had put in it.  She released my arms, but instead of letting me fall, she helped me up, supporting most of my weight in her arms as I tried to stand.  There was no way I could walk.  Even the barest amount of weight on my beaten soles was enough to drop me.  She tried to turn off the clitoral butterfly, but I started to topple over and we compromised by her pushing it away from my clit so that it buzzed against my pussy.   I started to sob, my body finally reacting to the beating and release.  My breasts throbbed and burned and I looked down to see the crisscross patterns of the final whipping, the skin welted, bruised, and reddened all the way across.  My nipples seemed even worse off, sporting dark purple blotches and there was one line of abraded flesh right across one areola that seemed as if I had been dragged along an asphalt road.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara helped me to her bed. I lay on my side.  I couldn’t handle any other position.  My body shook and trembled and then Mistress Sara managed to turn off the butterfly and extract the vibroballs, leaving me empty.  I started to sob, quietly but hard, and Mistress Sara climbed up onto the bed next to me and gently laid one arm across me, touching only my stomach, holding me as I curled into a fetal position and cried.
 
    
 
   And cried.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure how long it was, but eventually the pain in my ass receded enough for me to lay on my back, looking up into Mistress Sara’s eyes.  Her fingers caressed my temples, stroking my head, my cheeks, my shoulders, never coming close to my chest.  At some point when I had relaxed enough and the burning was only a bed of coals, she got up off the bed and grabbed some sort of cream in a jar.  It was blue and she told me to put my hands behind my head.  I did, but then immediately left the position as she took a large daub of blue gel and made as if she were going to put it on my breast.
 
    
 
   I didn’t say anything and she gave me a patient look.  “It will make you feel better, and I will go lightly.  I promise.   With a tremor of fear I leaned back and let her touch me.
 
    
 
   It did hurt, but the cream did what she said it would.  Shortly I found the pain diminished even as she worked the gel into my skin.  She didn’t squeeze or anything, just slow circles.  It was only when she did the tips, still pointed upward despite the whipping that I hissed and hurt enough to ask her to stop.  She did and then smoothed more gel over my upper arms.  I was asked to flip over and I did, only feeling a deep ache from my breasts.  Whatever Mistress Sara had rubbed into my breasts made them feel much much better.  I winced and hissed as her fingers began working that same lotion into my rear end, first going lightly, and then as it began to work, kneading it in a little deeper.  It was blessed relief.  At some point she stood while I lay in a half conscious stupor, both awake and asleep, and stripped out of her black leather pants and top.  When she climbed back onto the bed she began working my legs and then finally got to my feet.
 
    
 
   I'm not terribly ticklish down there, in fact, I love having my feet rubbed.  Just not after they've received a caning.  But in this particular case Sara was gentle and her fingers were magic.  She smoothed the blue cream across the soles of my feet in light circles and I felt the pain begin to fade, washing away.  It was exquisite.  It was incredible.  I fell asleep.
 
    
 
   I woke up as Sara turned me over, but only for a moment.  I didn't really rouse until I felt her tongue on my clit, sucking it, licking it, driving her own tongue into my body.  I felt myself reawaken, and not mentally, but sexually.  I groaned as her mouth did things to me and I felt myself ripening, wanting.  I lifted my head and looked down at her past my red and bruised breasts.
 
    
 
   "Please?  Mistress Sara? I want you!" I said with heat, holding out a hand.
 
    
 
   She lifted her face from my sex, her chin wet.  Then she smiled.  Slowly she crawled up my body and kissed me wetly on the mouth. I tasted myself their on her lips.  And then her mouth was on my breasts, nibbling on my abused nipples even as her fingers were teasing my clit.  My back arched and my hands found her sides, stroking her, caressing her.  My eyelids fluttered as pleasure, mixed with just a tad bit of pain, rushed through me and I began to lift myself toward her.  Her mouth left my breasts and she knelt by my side, her lips moving down my stomach.  I grabbed for her, pulling her body toward me as her lips once more found my sex.  She lifted one leg in response to my demands, straddling me, moving her own dripping slit near me.  I wrapped my arms around her thighs, pulling her close and my mouth opened, my tongue darting against her little nub.  She stiffened slightly and then bit down on my clit.  I followed her and moments later we were trembling in each others embrace, moving with rhythms no man could ever understand.  Touching, tasting, caressing, holding, loving, and cumming.
 
    
 
   Together.
 
    
 
   I wouldn't call her a slave. I don't whip her when she does something wrong. Just when she does something good.
 
    
 
    
 
   Lingerie, Clothespin, and Cumming
 
    
 
   03/16/2011
 
    
 
                  It had been a tough couple of days.  Ever since Monday afternoon I had been sans orgasm, which meant a full five days of sexual frustration.  For the first few days I had been stuck in my Chastity Belt. I probably would have still been stuck in it if it hadn't been for the fact that I ended up with some medical issues concerning the anal plug. Let's face it, the human rectum was just not built to permanently house a four inch vibrating plug for extended periods of time.  Especially when every three hours meant removing it, lubing it with Stinging O, reinserting it, and then turning the vibrator function on high for thirty minutes.  But that wasn't the only thing going on.  On the first hour it was the clit vibrator at the front of the belt for two minutes, on high.  Then the next hour it was the vaginal phallus, ten minutes on high.  Then I had to do the whole anal plug thing.  Talk about sexual frustration.  

               On Wednesday I had to endure the vibroballs, on for ten minutes every hour, unless I was close to cumming.  That was tough.  I went twice without turning them on because I was worried I was going to cum and once I turned them off a little early.  To much stimulation.  And I was horny. Thursday I moved to my Husky dildo, which wasn't that bad.  Sure, I still wasn't allowed to cum, but all I really had to do was not go horseback riding or use the tractor and I was relatively sane.  Friday however,  Master Barrett set me to wearing my ben wa balls and a clothespin on my clit.  This was pure torment.  The ben wa balls only activate if I'm moving around and I almost lost it that morning while doing my chores.  But I managed to make it through, and Master Barrett only made me "flick" the clothespin once or twice to keep me right on the edge.

               So when he told me I needed to keep the ben wa balls and clothespin on through Saturday, I almost cried.  

               But I was saved!  Yep.  By Mistress Ellen.  See, if I'm given an assignment, then the minor torments applied to me daily are subsequent to my little daily torment.  I didn't beg or ask for it, she just gave it to me and I didn't see a reason NOT to accept the assignment, especially when it meant major relief for me!  Besides, Master Barrett told me I was too suffer until I was finished with my writing.  And I AM.  So there!  Anyway, Mistress Ellen and I discussed the assignment and here is what I got told to do:

               Breanne, you will go to the mall dressed in something incredibly sexy and only on the verge of being decent.  You will stop at a lingerie store and purchase a new camisole or teddy, something that is transparent and leaves your pussy available.  You will then go shopping at other clothing stores, but you aren't looking for clothes, you're looking for the prototypical guy standing by the women's dressing rooms, waiting.  You will approach the guy, explain you've recently made a purchase and want to try it on, but would like his opinion.  Invite him into the changing room with you.  If possible, try to be in the changing room next to the person he is waiting for.   Once inside, get out your lingerie and then strip naked.  Put on your lingerie.  Ask him how he likes it.  Then offer him either a blowjob or fuck.  You must find five guys, each of which you must at least get into the changing room with you.

               So around 9:45 I picked out an outfit that I thought would fit the bill quite nicely.  Don't worry, it's something you'd be familiar with.  My blue stretch skirt and the white tube top.  It's warm enough here in Texas and its spring and I was feeling daring.  Besides, I look good in it.  I also grabbed my nice blue sandals with the three inch heels.  Not the stripper shoes.  Real shoes.  AS a result I ended up looking a little slutty, but not at a point where I needed to be arrested for indecency.  As usual, I left the house in my blue denim skirt, tee shirt, and flip flops, but once I got out onto the main road, I pulled over, moved to the front of the truck, and peeled off my clothes.

               This was started ages ago by Mistress Ellen in fact.  She likes me to publically strip, even though I'm usually unobserved.  It’s the risk, though I think if she had her way, I'd be doing it every day in a hardware store.  I wonder if Mike would really mind?  Uh.. never mind.  Anyway. standing at the front of my truck, the empty Farm to Market road stretched off in both directions empty.  I took off my tee shirt, folded it, removed my bra, and then slipped the denim shorts down my legs.  I already wasn't wearing panties thanks to the clothespin that had been clamped to my clit for over twenty four hours.  Yes, I slept with it on.  Yes. It ached.  And yes, even tapping it, barely touching it, made me so wet that I'd almost come.  Hmmm... maybe that's what I should have tweeted to Master Barrett!  "Please Master Barrett, if you let me cum I'll.... stand naked from the waist down in front of a stranger and let him smack the clothespin back and forth until I either cum or it falls off."  I wonder if he would have accepted that?

               Anyway, with the road still empty I pulled on skirt and tube top, leaving myself stuffed with both ben wa balls and the clothespin on my clit.  I want to make it clear, that I didn't HAVE To do that. I could have taken off the clothespins, and removed the vibroballs. Notice that they were not part of the assignment?  But I'm a good girl and even though technically I was sort of working around Master Barrett's daily torment, I was still trying to honor most of it.

               Except for the not cumming part.

               I'm am going to be in SOOO much trouble.  Sigh.

               I got to the mall a little early but that didn't matter much.  I headed in, acutely aware of the fact that every step I took caused the ben wa balls to roll around inside me. Now I have to tell you, generally the ben wa balls don't do that much to my libido.  Sure, when I was sixteen and dressed like a tart and Kari would have me walk the mall, I couldn't stand it for longer than fifteen or twenty minutes before I was wheezing through an orgasm while leaning on a wall.  Now a days, I can spend DAYS with the ben wa balls in and moving and not cum.  Of course, if I'm ALSO not allowed to orgasm at any time, including my usual three to four a day masturbations, then the ben wa balls suddenly become a bit more effective at turning me on.  So I walked slowly and deliberately toward the lingerie store.  I sat down on a bench outside, kept my knees together, felt the clothespin between my thighs, gently chewing on my clit, and waited.

               Picking out the right set of lingerie wasn't that hard. I knew exactly what I was looking for. It needed to be transparent, long enough to come down over most of my ass, but short enough to keep my pussy exposed.  It also needed to be pretty. I was looking for something in pink, but I ended up with this gauzy camisole type long shirt that flared near the bottom. It was intended to be worn with panties, but I decided it would be more fun without!  Anyway, I made my purchase, with only a few sidelong glances from the girls working the shop.  To be honest, I probably looked like a slightly higher dollar hooker, but hey, being a nympho humiliation pain slut has its privileges and dressing like a slut is one of them.  So now armed with a very pink bag declaring quite plainly that I had just bought lingerie, I began wandering the mall.  Ostensibly I was window shopping, but as I went in store after store, I was actually looking for a target.  It was over forty minutes before I found one.  I won't mention the name of the store but it catered to women and I spied this couple.  He was clearly bored.  She, a woman who easily topped out on the two hundred pound mark, had an armful of items to try on. I waited, watching, trying to find something in my size. Finally they moved off toward the back of the store and the changing rooms and I followed.  It wasn't a long wait.  She didn't even say anything to him, just disappeared into the room while he leaned against a wall.  I caught his attention quickly enough just by walking up to him and I have him one of my million watt please fuck me smiles.

               "Hi" I said with a touch more warmth than I would have greeted a stranger at the gas station.

               He blinked in surprise.  Then he spoke to my breasts. "Hello."

               I took a deep breath.  "I was wondering if you could do me a favor?  I just purchased a new outfit and I wanted to try it on, but I need someone to take a look and tell me how well it fits.  Would you mind?"  I asked.

               He tore his eyes away from my breasts and down to my bag. I could already see the gears turning in his eyes.  He nodded.

               "Sure. I can do that," he said with a grin.

               "Great! Come on!" I said, reaching out to grab his hand.

               "Uh! Wait, where are we going?" he asked, a little alarmed.

               I gave him a vapid bubbleheaded sort of look, the kind you expect from a bimbo.  "Into the changing room of course!" I replied, acting a little confused.

               "Um... with you?" he asked, his tone a little concerned.

               "Well of course.  How else would you be able to look at it?"

               His eyebrows went up.  "Well you could come back out here..." he left it hanging. 

               I just laughed and took his arm again.  "There is no WAY I could wear this outfit out here!"  I pulled and he hesitated.  "Are you coming?"

               He glanced back at the changing room his wife had disappeared into, then took a step in my direction.  I grinned as I turned toward the changing rooms as well and quickly opened the one RIGHT NEXT to the one his wife was in.

               I was lucky. The changing rooms were huge and I could have hosted an orgy in there.  Well, probably. It was certainly big enough for the two of us and I sat my lucky find on the bench while I set my bag on the floor.  I gave him a grin and then fished my see through green camisole out of the bag.  His eyes widened in surprise and then he had this huge grin on his face as I hung it up on a little hook to the side.

               Then I stripped.  And I did it sexy too.  Hell, I almost gave him a lap dance.  I slipped my tube top over my head, turning my back to him, only to whirl around again, arms covering my breasts.  Then, right in front of him, I uncovered my tits and began pushing the tube stretchy skirt down my ankles, once more turning around so that he got a good look at my bare ass.

               Now I'm mostly healed from the previous Saturday's caning, but I KNOW there are still a few bruises and welts that are still visible, but he didn't say a word.  Same thing with my breasts. I still have one rather bad line across both tits. It's faded quite a bit, but it’s very clear that someone took a cane to my breasts.  But when I turned to face him, his eyes took it all in.

               "IS that a clothespin?"  he asked, pointing toward my clit.  Still naked, I nodded and took a step closer.  I put one leg up on bench next to him.

               "Yes.  Want to flick it?" 

               "Fuck ya!" he said quietly.  He reached out and slapped the wooden peg once from back to front and I almost swooned in delight.  I reached out and gripped his shoulders as the wave of pleasure smashed into me and almost brought me to orgasm.

               "Flick it till I cum and I'll fuck you!" I whispered, fingers pressed tightly into his shoulder.

               He did me proud.  Suddenly my clit was being tugged, smacked, moved around and manipulated as I gasped and tried not to scream.  In seconds the wave that had been building crested and I found my self thrusting my hips forward, rocking back and forth as I climaxed.  It was sudden and intense and when I started to come down from the heights my eyes were glazed and I felt a sudden lethargy flow through me.  Thus is the letdown after sudden adrenaline and endorphin highs.  

               I came down from that height to see cock.  It was already out, already exposed and I fell to my knees on the carpet and went to town.  My new lover could have been a little more fastidious in his personal grooming, but it wasn't bad and I had him hard in seconds.  Mostly because he was already that way. I did some judicious sucking while my fingers removed the ben wa balls.  Then I found my purse and shortly his cock was condom clad as I turned around and proceeded to give him a lap dance he would never forget.  We grunted, fucking each other's brains out until he pushed me off his lap and onto the floor.  Before I could even blink he ripped, yes RIPPED the clothespin off my clit and then pinned me to the changing room carpet.  I didn't even get a chance to put on the camisole.  

               When he came it was with a grunt and then he was up, pulling off the condom even before he had lost his erection. I stayed on the floor, naked, fucked, and with a rather wet pussy.  It had gone too fast and I wasn't quite mentally connected yet.  He looked down at me, tossing the used condom next to my hip and got his trousers back up and zipped.

               "The outfit looks great," he said, then opened the door, peeking out.  It closed after him and I slowly sat up.  

               Wow.  I swept my hand under the bench, retrieving the ben wa balls and my clothespin.  I hauled myself upward onto the bench and sat there for a moment, trying to process what had just happened.  Had that been the quickest fuck I'd ever done?  I shook my head, trying to clear it, but finally I just shrugged, stood up, and retrieved my fallen tube top and stretchy skirt.  These both went on quickly and once covering my more salient parts, I propped one leg back up on the bench, slipped the ben wa balls back into my pussy, and then carefully let the clothespin pinch my clit in silent sexual torment.  Lastly my camisole went back into the pink lingerie bag and I headed back out into the mall, looking for fuck number two.

               My orgasm had gone a long way to relieving some of the stress I was feeling and even though the quick fuck had also brought me half way back up, and admittedly the clothespin wasn't making anything easier, I was able to handle the stress of walking the mall with the ben wa balls much easier.  To my surprise, I had trouble, even on a Saturday, with finding another couple whose male partner was waiting around for her to try something on.  Once again, I ended up following a shopping couple, rather than randomly visiting changing rooms, and after a full hour was finally presented with another opportunity. 
 
    
 
                  It was a younger couple this time, obviously not married.   She was thin, very punk rockish, with purple spiked hair, enough hardware piercing her face to set of airport metal detectors, and a decidedly Hot Topic meets Little School Girl taste in clothing.  He was shaved bald and his arms were covered in tattoos.  Now usually this isn’t my normal taste in guys.  Don’t get me wrong, I don’t mind tattoos, it’s just that usual guys like this are a bit… rough around the edges.  While I’m compatible sexually, emotionally and in other ways I’m not.  Besides, I usually like guys who don’t have an easy time finding girls, rather than guys who can walk into a bar and find a slut in about ten seconds.
 
    
 
                  But since it was so hard to find guys actually waiting on their girlfriends or wives, I didn’t have an option. I couldn’t be picky, though to be honest I was pretty sure nothing was going to happen.  So after Ms. Spiky Hair disappeared into the dressing room with Mr. Tattoo standing outside, I made my approach.
 
    
 
                  The words I used were almost an exact repeat of what I had told my first paramour of the day.  I had recently bought a new outfit (holding up the lingerie bag) and needed someone to give me their opinion on how it looked.  I got the same amount of interest from Mr. Tattoo, but as we walked toward the changing rooms (I was aiming for the one next to where his Amazonian girlfriend was in) he moved to the right, one hand on my arm, and opened the door, exposing a half dressed punk chick.  She looked at her boyfriend with an arched eyebrow even as she was snapping the button closed on the jeans she was trying on.  Her shirt and skirt were on the hook behind her and she had on a, I kid you not, pink lace bra.  Both nipples were obviously pierced and I felt the hand on my arm tighten as Mr. Tattoo maneuvered me into the doorway.
 
    
 
                  “Bitch here says she wants an opinion on her new outfit and invited me to watch.” 
 
    
 
                  I got a dangerous look from Ms. Spiky Hair.  I started to pull away but Mr. Tattoo was standing sort of behind me and I was pushed into the stall.  It wasn’t really meant for three people and I suddenly found myself breast to breast with Ms. Spiky Hair as Mr. Tattoo sat down on the bench, the door closing behind us.  She reached up to my bag, pulled out the green lace camisole, and held it up.
 
    
 
                  “Oh yeah, lets see it on, bitch,” she said.  I started to reach for it, but she tossed it to Mr. Tattoo instead and then grabbed my tube top.  I started to clasp my arms to my breasts, but she had the elastic top yanked down before I could even really move.  I ended up mashing my arms into my bare breasts instead.  But then Mr. Tattoo grabbed my arms, pulling them behind me.  Ms. Spiky Hair pinched my nipples, eliciting a sharp groan from me, then pulled my white tube top downward, snagging my stretchy skirt on the way and sending them to the floor.
 
    
 
                  “Holy shit!  Bitch girl has got a clothespin on her clitty!” she exclaimed.  I gasped as she touched it, wiggling it around.
 
    
 
                  “Like that bitch girl?  You like it kinky?  You need me to twist this sucker around a bit?” 
 
    
 
                  I didn’t reply. I just moaned and spread my legs.  Pain and pleasure shot up from my sex as she twisted the clothespin around, going to her knees.  My pussy tightened around the ben wa balls and my hips jerked.  Mr. Tattoo stood up and put his hands on my breasts, kneading them and then pinching my nipples hard.
 
    
 
                  “What the fuck? You on the rag, bitch?”  I felt a tug at my pussy and realized she thought the little string sticking out of my pussy was to a tampon, rather than the ben wa balls.  
 
    
 
                  “No…” I gasped  “Ben… wa… balls,” I managed to say between the rapid manipulation of my clit and the hard pinches of my nipples.  
 
    
 
                  “No shit?”  
 
    
 
                  I felt the ben wa balls pop out of my sopping wet sex, ringing clearly now.  
 
    
 
                  “Damn! She’s a slut, Frank!”
 
    
 
                  Mr. Tattoo, whose name was evidently Frank, responded by giving my nipples an extra hard pinch.  I could feel his hard cock pressed against my bare ass through the jeans he was wearing.  With my hands down by my sides, I reached behind me and rubbed him through the denim.  I’m not sure if Ms. Spiky Hair noticed, but she shoved two fingers into me, fucking me with her hand before pulling her slimy digits from my snatch and holding them up to my mouth, making me suck my own juice.
 
    
 
                  “So you like the taste of pussy?  Good.”
 
    
 
                  She started undressing now.  I was right about the piercings.  When the bra came off I saw two rather large c cup breasts, both sporting barbell piercings horizontally across the nipples.  Her jeans went next and she was wearing brown boy shorts.  They looked good on her and she pulled them off and pushed them down her legs.  Her toenails were painted a dark purple and then she moved over to the bench, sat down, and lifted one leg.  Her pussy wasn’t shaved and she sported a dark mass of black hair.  Frank (or Mr. Tattoo as I still think of him) turned me around and pushed me down to my knees.  Ms. Spiky Hair reached out, grabbed me by the hair, and pulled my face to her crotch.
 
    
 
                  Despite her unshaved snatch and the scent of arousal in the little room (which admittedly could have been mine), she was clean.  I really had no choice but to use my tongue, which I dragged against her clit repeatedly as she began taking heavy breaths.  I could tell she was becoming aroused because her flavor changed from mild to heavy and there was added wetness.  I suckled her folds and concentrated on making her cum.
 
    
 
   Which was why I didn’t hear the sound of the zipper behind me.  
 
    
 
   During my interaction with Ms. Spiky Hair, Mr Tattoo had unzipped his jeans, pulled out his cock, put on a condom (evidently some guys come prepared) and then expertly stuck his dick into my pussy.  It was an awkward angle, because of how I was kneeling, but the sensation of being filled was too good and as I felt my own orgasm rising up, I redoubled my efforts on Ms. Spiky Hair’s pussy.  We came almost at the same time, grunting and groaning as my pussy was pounded.
 
    
 
   But even as I cried out my orgasm into Ms. Spiky Hair’s pussy, she was pushing me away and moments later we were playing musical chairs.  The cock inside me was withdrawn and then Mr. Tattoo was sitting on the bench, with me in his lap, impaled once again, while Ms. Spiky Hair knelt in front of me.  Mr. Tattoo helped spread my legs, widening them till my high heels touched the walls of the changing room and while he thrust upward into me, Ms. Spiky Hair began touching the clothespin.
 
    
 
   Did I say touching?  I should have said pulling.  Or twisting.  Or jerking.  All I know is that Mr. Tattoo was holding my thighs, keeping me from closing my legs while his girlfriend knelt between my legs and sent shooting pains and incredible pleasure up from my clit.
 
    
 
   “You like that, don’t you bitch?  Like having me play with your clitty?” Ms. Spiky Hair asked as she gave the clothespin a full 360 degree twist.  My eyes rolled up into the top of my head.  I gasped, and then bit down on my lip, trying to keep quiet.  Mr. Tattoo continued to pound into me and Ms. Spiky Hair stroked his exposed ball sack even as she tugged on my clamped clit.
 
    
 
   Moments later he came, his mouth on my shoulder, biting into my flesh. He left teeth marks actually.
 
    
 
   I was already being kicked up the orgasm hill and was nearing the top thanks to Ms. Spiky Hair’s manipulation of the clothespin, not to mention the pistoning cock in my pussy.  I probably would have exploded again if it had not been for a sharp knock on the changing room door.  
 
    
 
   “Damn it, Kristen!  Carol will be back soon so you and Frank better cut it out and leave!” a woman’s voice said.
 
    
 
   Ms. Spiky Hair sighed and let go of the clothespin.  I was pushed to my feet as both Ms. Spiky Hair, aka “Kristen” and Mr. Tattoo, aka “Frank” got back into their clothes.  They did it fast even as I looked around for mine.  My skirt and tube top had both ended up underneath the bench and even as I bent down to retrieve it, the door opened up as Frank left.
 
    
 
   “Shit, three of you?” the girl outside asked, giving Ms. Spiky Hair a disgusted look.  “Whose she?”
 
    
 
   Kristen looked back at me.  “Just a slut that came on to Frank.  We fucked her.  Bitch has a fucking clothespin on her clit.”
 
    
 
   The other girl gave me a look of appraisal though I had grabbed my clothes and held them to my bare body.  I knew she wanted to see if Kristen was right, but I wasn’t about to just show her.  Besides, the nametag on her shirt, which I couldn’t read from where I was, said very clearly she worked at the store we were in.  
 
    
 
   “Well, ya’ll need to leave.  Carol will be back any minute and you know she’ll flip a lid if she sees you in here,” the clerk girl said to Ms. Spiky Hair.  Kristen stuffed her blouse back into her skirt, grinned, and grabbed Frank.  Then it was just the clerk and me.  She took a step forward, almost coming into the changing stall.  Her nameplate said “Bethany”.  She was a redhead, like me, except I think she was natural, plus she was about forty pounds overweight.  She crossed her arms across her chest.
 
    
 
   “I want to see the clothespin.”
 
    
 
   I stayed the way I was.  “Why?” I asked.
 
    
 
                  Bethany stepped into the stall, reached out, and grabbed my tube top, yanking it away.  It stretched and then popped from the one hand holding it.  I let out a little yelp and then covered my breasts with my arm.  
 
    
 
   “Show me or I call security to tell them you’re publically lewd and masturbating in my store.”
 
    
 
   Oh yeah, that was just what I needed.  Mall Security coming by, then the police.  I shook my head, then slowly let both my arms across my breasts drop to my stretchy skirt.  The clothespin was still sticking straight out like a stupid looking wooden penis.  Bethany stared at it for just a moment and then laughed.  She reached out, touched it, sending lightning up through me and she noticed.  A few movements back and forth and I was having trouble standing.  
 
    
 
   “You like that, don’t you.”
 
    
 
   I nodded, trying to keep from collapsing on to the floor as she wiggled the clothespin around.  I ended up with my back against the changing room wall, my legs spread, up on tip toe, which in high heels is even more impressive.  Bethany lifted one hand to my bare nipple, pinching it even as her other hand wiggled, twisted, tugged, and shook the clothespin that was attached to my clit.  In short order I was close to cumming.
 
    
 
   And she stopped.
 
    
 
   “Now get dressed and get out of my store.”  She stepped away from me, left the changing room, and walked away.  I stumbled forward and shut the door, giving myself privacy.  If there was a way to measure how close someone is to orgasm, a NHPS scale, where orgasm is a ten, and total non-arousal is a one, then I was sitting at about 9.6 and uncomfortable as hell.  At that point ANYONE could have walked up, told me to strip and bend over, and I would have.
 
    
 
   I worked myself back into my stretchy skirt, trying not to move the clothespin more than I had to.  Sure, I thought about masturbating, giving myself relief, despite my earlier orgasms, but I knew that was wrong.  Besides, I would just look for another couple, right?  I found my ben wa balls and slipped them back into my pussy.  That by itself almost caused the orgasm I was at that point trying to avoid.  I spent a minute just leaning against the wall and breathing deep, trying to calm down.  Then I put my tube top back on.
 
    
 
   The changing room reeked of sex, but that wasn’t my problem.  So when I had sufficiently recovered enough to keep my face clear and calm, I opened the door and stepped out into the store.  The ben wa balls rang inside me, rolling slightly, as if someone were massaging my insides.  I walked slowly.  I threaded my way through the racks of clothes, keeping an eye out for Bethany.  She was no where to be seen, instead, an older blonde woman with a name tag saying “Carol”, stood at the counter.  She nodded at me once, eyes never suggesting she knew what I had just done in her changing booth.  A sense of relief flooded over me as I left the store and stepped back into the mall.
 
    
 
   My overcharged libido came back down of course.  Not much, but a little.  While walking was definitely still an issue, thanks to the ben wa balls and the little clothespin, it wasn’t enough to keep me right on the edge constantly.  I slid from my 9.6 down to a steady 8.5 and remained there while I stopped, grabbed a little lunch, and then started hunting again.
 
    
 
   And came up with NOTHING. I spent two more hours at the mall, walking it back and forth.  I did see one couple shopping for clothes and I followed them, but they ended up at the Target and their dressing rooms are monitored.  No go there.  Anyway, I was getting really tired, my feet were hurting and finally I gave up and headed for home.  Still horny.  Still stuffed.  Still clamped.
 
    
 
   But wait.  The story doesn’t end there.  You know who was pissed?  Yep.  Master Barrett.  Not that I did the assignment, but that I KNEW I was going around him.  Granted it was “technically” legal, but I sure as hell violated the spirit of our little agreement, didn’t I?
 
    
 
   And I paid for it.  His email was explicit.  I actually printed it off, holding it with shaking fingers on Sunday afternoon.  I grabbed what I would need and headed down to the barn.
 
    
 
   The first thing I did was get out my tack mat.  It’s nothing more than a two foot by one foot ¼ inch rubber slab that has had about a thousand tacks nailed through it.  One side is nothing but tack heads.  The other side is more interesting.  It’s nothing but spikes.  Granted, only about half a millimeter is sticking out of the rubber, but it’s enough.  The next thing I did was strip.  I had been wearing jeans and a tee shirt, but those got peeled off quick enough, as did the bra and panties, leaving me naked standing in the barn.  On Sunday I was stuffed with my vibroballs, so I took them out as well, cleaning them with a baby wipe and putting them in the bag.  
 
    
 
   Then I got out my CoreDriller.  The Core Driller is a twelve inch long, four section, black rubber dildo that looks like a multi-stage rocket.  It’s one of those dildos that I’m still not really accustomed to.  Sure, I can have it inside me, but if I’m sitting for extended periods, or worse… on a tractor or a horse, the CoreDriller is like being fucked with a jackhammer.  It’s WORSE than a vibrator.  It fills me completely.  I really didn’t need to lube it. I was already wet, so I sat down on a bale of hay covered with a horse blanket, lifted one leg, and slowly inserted my largest dildo.  It felt incredible.
 
    
 
   Next I went back to my bag, which thankfully was right next to me.  I can’t walk with the CoreDriller in my pussy unless I’m wearing panties and jeans or shorts.  It won’t stay in.  I really should rig something up.  It’s got a little ring in the bottom and I could easily put a rope in there…. Oh my… a rope thong again?  With a knot right at my clit?  Threaded through the CoreDriller?  Hush Breanne…maybe no one noticed.
 
    
 
   I got out my Husky Dildo and my bottle of grapeseed oil.  My Husky dildo is this flesh toned rubber cock.  It’s nine inches long and three inches wide.  It comes with a nice flat base which includes two thick rubber balls.  Slowly I lubricated this and then set it down on the blanket while I stood.  One hand was holding in the Core Driller while I got everything positioned.  I couldn’t believe I was about to try this.  I turned around, moved my ass above the Husky, and slowly started to sit down.
 
    
 
   I hate having things in my ass.  Everyone will tell you that.  But for the first time I was grateful that I had spent so much time with large anal plugs shoved up my rear, or vibrating anal beads, or cock.  I wasn’t able to get the whole nine inches in, but I got a good portion of it.  Maybe six or seven inches.  And it hurt too.  I could literally feel the dildos banging against each other inside me.  Now fully impaled, I reached into my bag, and pulled my alligator clamps out.  These are just two metal clamps, with sharp teeth, connected by a chain.  They went on my nipples.  Pain raced through me straight to my pussy and I found myself teetering on the edge of about 9.4 on the NHPS scale.  So gasping and aching I stumbled to my feet, hands trying to keep the dildos both inside me while the chain between my alligator clamped nipples swung. 
 
    
 
   I moved over to the tack mat, which was thankfully only two steps away.  I reached the spot and knelt down.  This part scared me a little bit. How the hell was I supposed to do a full fifty NHPS Pushups with the Alligator clips on?  Then I realized what Master Barrett intended.  See, when I put the alligator clamps on my nipples, I latched them on from the bottom, so that the clamps and the chain would dangle downward.  There is an art form to how one puts clamps on a girl’s nipples.  For example, with duck bill clamps you put them on from the front, horizontally, so that the clamps stick straight out.  Most of the time when I have clothespins on they are like this too.  Guys like to see them sticking straight out. Clover clamps go on from underneath, pinching the nipple on the sides with the hardware and attached chain dangling down. Alligator clamps work the same way.  In this instance, the alligator clamps had actually squeezed my nipple and made it more prominent, sticking out slightly.  This would mean a greater likelihood of the nipple coming into a deeper contact with a tack, not to mention the pressure of my upper body resting on my tits, resting on the tack mat would cause my nipple to push into the teeth of the clamp as well as any tacks below.
 
    
 
   Ouch.
 
    
 
   
  
 

I did it anyway.  I made sure the chain was out of the way and then got into a push up position.  I kept my legs closed, thighs pressed together in an effort to keep my dildos in.  Then, with my breasts dangling above spiked hell, I lowered myself down.
 
    
 
   Needles. Pain. Agony.  Up.  Down.  Counting.  Breathe.  Gritting teeth.   Piercing.  Slipping.  Catching breath.  Reinsertion.  Pressing thighs together.  Down. Up.  Owwwww….
 
    
 
   I took forty minutes.  Part of the problem was that the damn CoreDriller kept slipping out.  After three or four pushups, each which took thirty or forty seconds, I’d accidently let my legs open and the Core Driller would go shooting out like a rocket.  Once I lost the Husky too and THAT was fun.  You know how hard it is to do something like a NHPS Pushup when you’re holding in two thick dildos?  When I finally finished I noticed I was actually bleeding from one nipple.  It was just a trickle, and stopped in a few seconds, but I could FEEL the cut.  I stumbled back over to the hay bale and sat down.
 
    
 
   Completely forgetting that the Husky Dildo was only PARTIALLY in my ass.
 
    
 
   I weigh about 117lbs.  Please imagine that sort of pressure suddenly driving a nine inch long three inch thick shaft up your ass.  When I finished rolling in agony (not to mention stupidity) I spent about ten minutes just trying to get a grip.  My ass really really hurt.  Inside.  Anyway, when I was finally ready I took my seat again, though to be honest I was lying on my back.  I lifted my right foot and slipped the thick rubber band over the arch.  Then I did the same to my left foot.
 
    
 
   At ten flicks the sting was bad enough to make me wince.  At fifteen I had red lines on both arches and it was taking almost a minute each in order to deal with the pain and keep going.  At twenty I was actually rolling as the pain overwhelmed the hurt in my ass AND my breasts.  At twenty five I was crying, with like three minutes between snaps.  When I got to thirty I wept in relief and just laid there, my eyes closed, suffering.  I wasn’t even horny.  I was only wet, and then barely.  On the NHPS scale, I wasn’t even past four.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne!  Breanne!” I heard in the distance.  It was my mother’s voice, calling me from the house.  I groaned and sat up, driving the Husky a little deeper into my ass.
 
    
 
   “What!” I yelled as loud as I could, wincing as I reached down to tug the dildo out of my rear end.  It came out easily and I tossed it aside.
 
    
 
   “I need you in here right now!” my mother called.
 
    
 
   I admit it. I used a little bit of foul language, but quietly so my mother wouldn’t hear.  I rolled off the hay bale while grabbing for my clothes.
 
    
 
   “Okay! Be right there!” I shouted as I yanked my panties up. I didn’t even take out the Core Driller.  
 
    
 
   “No! I need you NOW!” my mother shouted.  “Hurry!”
 
    
 
   Damn it damn it.  I didn’t bother with my bra, but merely shoved myself into the shirt, though I did take a second to unlatch the alligator clamps on my tits.  I muffled my scream even as I tugged the shirt downward.  Thank God I had been wearing my boots and not shoes, and I shoved my bare feet into the boots, eschewing the socks in order to hurry. I looked around the barn.  I had left the tack mat, my socks, my bra, the dirty husky dildo, the alligator clamps and my bag strewn across the floor.  Not good.
 
    
 
   I tried to run, but my feet were in agony.  My ass burned and my nipples felt as if they had been caught in a vise.  I waddled, yes waddled up to my mom who was now looking at me in concern.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   I nodded, holding my breath as I mastered the pain.  “Yeah. I fell of Star”.  Star is my horse, by the way.
 
    
 
   “What?” my mother asked, a little incredulous.  As far as lies go, that one wasn’t exactly believable.  I haven’t fallen off a horse since I was six.  
 
    
 
   I waved my hand as I sucked in a breath. “I was doing something stupid.” 
 
    
 
   Her eyebrow arched as she crossed her arms. “I’ll believe that.  Come on.  You need to see this.”
 
    
 
   And I limped in after my mother.  I’d learned my lesson.  I got it.  And it still hurts.
 
    
 
   Punishment: I’m Cumming
 
    
 
   03/19/11
 
    
 
   I sat down across from him, not allowed to touch or taste him.  We were separated by miles and miles, yet so close.  I was barefoot, in jeans and panties, stuffed with my ben wa balls, wearing an old gray tee shirt and bra.  

               "Put a peg on your clit," he commanded.  I swallowed, nodding, knowing it was only going to get worse from this point.

               "Just a second.  I've got to take off my jeans."  I stood up, unbuttoning my denim pants and sliding them and my pink bikini panties down to my knees.  My shaved slit was already wet from the ben wa balls, not to mention anticipation.
 
   
               "Okay. Jeans and panties down to my knees... putting the clothespin on now sir" I said.  I lifted the little wooden clamp and pinched it open.  My clit was already protruding, a wet little lump of nerves that screamed for attention.  It closed upon my flesh and I stifled the little scream that went with it.

               "Keep it on all day." 

               "Uh... can I switch to a skirt then?" I asked, fingering the wooden clothespin.

               He looked at my quizzically.  "Why do you want to wear a skirt?"
 
   "Because then the clothespin will dangle down without any pressure. If I wear panties and jeans, then the jeans tug painfully on the clothespin when I move around.  

               His laugh was very pure.  "Sounds like you should wear the jeans then."
 
   
               "Um... Yes sir," I replied.  My clit throbbed, crushed between the wooden jaws of the peg.

               "Better give the clothespin a twist to make sure it's on okay."

               I frowned.  "It's on okay, believe me sir." I said a bit grumpily, not wanting to send the shooting pains up through my loins.

               His tone was stern. "That wasn't a request."

               I swallowed my pride.  "Yes, sir.  A full twist or a half twist."  Yes, trust me that matters.

               "Two full ones, one each direction." 

               "Yes sir."  I reached down between my legs and grasped the clothespin.   Slowly I began to turn it clockwise, pain and pleasure shooting up from between my legs and rushing through me like a freight train in a tunnel. My clit felt like it was being ripped off my body, especially when I released it and then went the other direction, twisting it around like a messed up dial on a radio.
 
   
               Panting, the pulse and wetness between my legs now much worse, I looked up at him.  "Yes, the clothespin is on properly sir."
 
   
               "Good."

               "Should I pull up my jeans now?" I asked.

               He grinned, the thought of my panties and jeans pressing the clothespin into an awkward position, hurting me even more appealing.  "Yes, go ahead."

               He waited a few moments while I struggled into my clothes, wincing at the shifting of the clothespin.  "Painful?" he asked.

               I nodded, biting my lip.  My clitoris really didn't like how the clothespin was jammed and pulled downward and I could feel the rough edge of the clamp against the folds of my sex.

               "Speaking of pain, I've still not entirely forgiven you for last Saturday, so I think I should hurt you."

               I gulped.  "Right now, sir?"

               "Yes.  Get the rubber bands for your feet."

               I flinched.  "Oh God..."  

               He glared at me as I rummaged through the drawer.  I pulled them out and held them up.  "I've got them here sir!" I called out.

               "Well?  Put them on and begin."

               I blinked.  "How many snaps sir?"

               His head cocked to one side.  "Till I get bored of hurting you."

               The thought of my arches stinging like that was too much.  Tears came to my eyes.  "Sir?  Please... can you hurt me some other way?  Please?  I'll sit in my chair with the Husky Dildo up my ass, or on the tack mat, or put ice in my pussy.. something?"  I took a breath.  Or I could sit with my legs spread to the sides of the chair on my triangular prism."  

               He crossed his arms and gave me that look every submissive dreads to see.  "Why would I offer you such kindness?

               I hesitated, trying to come up with a good answer.  "Uh... because it's more sexual and will hurt more?"  

               "And what makes you think I would WANT to give you sexual pleasure?"

               That hurt. It really did.  I backtracked instead.  "It wouldn't BE sexual pleasure sir. It would just hurt."

               "Fine. We'll do both then.  Sit on your prism while you give yourself snaps.

               I realized I had lost this one and only made it worse. I struggled to find a way to mitigate what was happening.  "Jeans up or down sir."  It was a trick question. If the jeans had stayed up they would have padded my pussy from the painful edge of the mini "wooden pony".  But either he knew that or got lucky.  Knowing him, he knew it.  

               "Do you want me to keep my panties on then?"  I hoped he'd have me remove those too.  They were holding the clothespin still attached to my pussy at an awkwardly painful angle.

               "Why?" he asked.

               To lie or tell the truth?  "If I keep my panties up, then the clothespin on my clit has to stay pressed down, tugging on it.  And the panties won't really provide any protection considering what I'm about to sit on."

               My heart thumped as he considered his options.  "Panties stay on," he said.

               I nodded. "Yes sir.  Give me just a second. I've got to take the jeans off and get the prism."

               He waved a hand. "Go ahead." He watched me stand and move to the closet. I got out my toybox and quickly removed the mini wooden horse. It was eight inches long and four inches high with a rather sharp point, much sharper than the full sized one I had ridden just a few weeks earlier at Kari's place.  I took it back to my chair and sat down.  Pain blossomed between my legs as the sharp edge dug up into my pussy and ass.  Slowly, I lifted on foot and brought it up to my lap.  I slipped the rubber band around the arch.  The movement made the prism dig deeper into my crotch and I groaned.

               "Oh damn..." I said aloud.  His eyebrow went up.  I gave him a rueful smile.  "Swinging your leg up to snap the bands makes sitting on the prism hurt more," I told him.

               He grinned. "I know.

               I reached down to my left foot, grabbed hold of the rubber band, and pulled it out three inches.  I let it go with a snap and it struck my arch with a sharp sting.  It hurt, but only barely.  That's why the rubber band snaps are so diabolical.  I lowered my leg and lifted the right one up.  I gave my other arch similar treatment, sending the small thin elastic against the tenderest point of my foot.  Then I put my right leg down and went back to the left, snapping the rubber band.  I called out the number and side with each snap.

               "Left one, right one, left two, right two, left three, right three, left four, right four."  At the fourth snap I was starting to feel the sting, and it wasn't the mild slice the first snap had been.  Already my arches were turning pink, a thin line running from one side to the other.  I began hissing as the snaps hurt more and more.  By the time I had gotten to eleven my feet were hurting as much as my pussy was.  Not only that, but I was moving slower.  Each strike of the rubber band against my sole took several seconds to recover from, not to mention the movement of my leg from one to the other.  I began to shake silently, my brain dipped in liquid "ouch".
 
   
               "Slowing down, slut?" he asked softly.

               I glanced up.  "Sorry sir, but switching legs each time, plus the stinging and everything... its just... well... I'm having to grit my teeth and hold it all in."  I reached down and snapped the rubber band on my left foot again.  "Twelve" I hissed.

               Several snaps later he grinned. "Sounds like adding the prism was a good idea.  Thank you."

               I didn't respond to that.  I just kept snapping the rubber bands.
 
   
               "In fact, I think you should always do your snaps like this from now on!" he said with a laugh.

               I pulled the rubber band on my left foot back and let it fall for the fourteenth time.  Pain laced up through my sole and up my leg till it got to my pussy and increased exponentially.  I clenched my teeth as I rocked from the assault.  "Not sure which hurts more... my pussy or my feet!" I declared.

               "Good."

               Fourteen right, fifteen left, and so on.  

               "Too slow.  The slower you go the more you will have to do," he told me, pointing at my burning feet.

               I choked back a sob. "I'm sorry! It's so hard!"  I shuddered.  "Can't I just give myself five on each foot and then switch legs?"  The mini-wooden horse between my legs was REALLY hurting.

               "No." It came out rather dark too and his expression was cold.

               Seventeen left, seventeen right, eighteen left, eighteen right.  I felt something odd.  It was a build up of pressure.  Of pain turning into something more tangible, more desirable, more desperate and wanton.  My eyes widened as I realized I was close to cumming.  "Sir!"  I moaned.  "Oh God... Sir please... I need..." Another wave hit me and I realized that I sliding fast toward the cliff edge of orgasm.  I wasn't going to be able to stop.  I snapped a rubber band again.

               Then it hit me.  What the fuck?  Why was I CUMMING from being hurt?  What the hell is wrong with me?  How could my body DO this?  "T-t-this isn't right!" I suddenly announced, eyes wide in alarm.  My body trembled as I was kicked another few meters toward climax.  "Sir, can I cum? Please?"

               Another cold "no" was my answer.

               I snapped the rubber band again, feeling the spark of pain leap to my clit and then to my heart.  "Sir... I d-d-don't think I can keep from cumming... please!" I begged.

               He took a deep breath. "How close are you?"

               It took a moment to convert my current level of desperation into the new NHPS scale.  "9.8" I gasped.  It was fairly accurate. I was ready to cum.  "Close." I said again a moment later.  I reached down to my foot.

               "Stop snapping," he ordered, his voice stern and commanding.

               I looked up.  "What? No! Please!" I begged him. 

               "NO."

               I almost cried.  "Please! Please hurt me!"

               He eyed me coldly.  "Beg."

               I was shaking.  I put both my feet to the ground and spread my legs, rocking on the triangular prism between my legs sending waves of pain and pleasure up through me.  "PLEASE HURT ME SIR I WANT TO HURT! SO CLOSE!"   I felt a sudden rush as my body flooded my bloodstream with endorphins and adrenaline.  I saw spots.  What came out of my mouth was practically gibberish.  "Fucking prism need to cum" was all I said.

               I couldn't stop.  My fingers scrabbled metaphorically at the edge of the cliff and then I was falling, exploding in orgasmic delight that defies description.  It was several minutes before I was even able to speak coherently.  I sighed in satisfaction.

               "Finished?" he asked.

               I looked up at him, nodding.  "Yes, sir."

               "Carry on snapping, then."

               I quivered a bit, but pulled my left leg up, reaching for the rubber band.  "That was just wrong," I said to myself.  "Why did I cum like that?"

               His eyebrow went up and he seemed amused.  "How was it wrong?"

               "I shouldn't have cum like that."  I pulled out the rubber band and let it snap sharply against my left foot.  

               The roll of his eyes made his feelings clear.  "You are a pain slut and you need and deserve to be hurt."

               I accepted this.  I've always accepted this.  I snapped again.  And again.  Twenty left and right, all the way to twenty five.  My crotch was burning, deeply aching and the pain was like someone hammering nails into my pubis.  My arches were just as bad.

               "Please sir... my feet really hurt now and I need to get off the prism!" I gasped.  

               He eyed me critically.  "Want to cum again?"

               My eyes widened in alarm. How could he ask that?  "No!" I said quickly.  "I want to get off."

               He pointed at the rubber band and I almost burst into a fresh bout of tears.  I struggled but then reached down.

               "Twenty five right," I gasped.  He smiled, nodding his approval.  I did the other foot. "Twenty six, left."

               He took a deep breath.  "No. I like that you are hurting," he said.

               My eyes burned with tears.  "Twenty six, left... uh I mean right!" I stammered.  He said nothing.  I moved to the other foot.  Agony laced upward and I gasped out "twenty seven, left."

               "You can stop at thirty," he told me. 

               I blinked.  Thirty?  Only six snaps to go?  Oh God yes!  "Thank you sir!" I offered, trying to stay strong.

               I did them as quickly as I could.  Fire laced up through me. It was like hot lances being drawn across your skin. It was a blaze of agony spreading from my sensitive skin.  It hurt so bad.  At twenty eight he encouraged me.

               "Hurry up, or you won't be stopping at thirty."

               I practically rushed at that point.  Snap, snap, snap!  I did the last one and yelled out "THIRTY, RIGHT!" and slowly put my foot to the ground. I was pretty sure walking was going to be an issue.  "My arches are all red now."  It was a statement of fact.

               "So?" he asked.

               I looked up at him again.  "Sir? Can I please get off the prism now?"  It was still digging up into my pussy and I could feel my cotton panties literally INSIDE my pussy as the sharp edge of the mini-wooden horse drove my panties inward.

               He shook his head. "No.  Does your pussy hurt?"

               I nodded rapidly.  "Yes sir.  And my perineum.  It's like a deep ache."

               His mouth was a thin line. "You can get off when you cum again."

               My heart thumped painfully. "How do you want me to cum sir?" I asked in a whisper, scared of the answer.

               "Grind your clit into the prism." He pointed at the mini wooden horse between my legs.

               I said what any good nympho humiliation pain slut would say. "Yes sir."  I spread my legs wide to the sides of my chair.  My jeans were now on the floor.  The clothespin on my clit was still biting me and the panties had become a sodden mess.  I leaned forward so that most of my weight was centered on my clitoris and then I began jacking my hips back and forth.  The clothespin kept me from getting a good pinch between the mini-wooden horse and my nub so I said something to him.  "I don't think I'll be able to cum from this.  The clothespin is in the way."

               He chuckled and leaned forward.  "You can take off the peg for now."

               I nodded. "Yes sir."

               I pulled my panties outward and reached into to remove the clothespin.  A surge of discomfort went through me as the blood seeped back into tenderized and damaged flesh.  "Geeze, taking those off hurts so damn much!" I announced.  The clothespin clattered on the table.  Then I went back to rocking, moving myself back and forth until I began to feel the pressure of sexual urgency.  

               "The more you hurt yourself, the better you will cum," he said.  He eyed my breasts, still covered with the gray tee shirt and bra.  "Yank on your nipples."

               I lifted my hands to my shirt, tearing it off over my head.  I tossed it aside and in seconds I was bare breasted.  My fingers latched onto my nubs and I tugged and pulled.  The pressure increased and I could feel myself reaching a state of utter abandon. I NEEDED THIS.

               "Sir?" I gasped out loud. "Can I put clothespins on my nipples please?"  

               He nodded. "Go ahead."

               I picked one up off the table and quickly placed it on the pointed tip of my left breast.  Another clothespin quickly followed and shortly they stuck straight out from my chest like obscene pasties.  A fit of giggles hit me despite the pain and sexual need.  "I'm a clothesline!" I said stupidly, shaking my tits back and forth.  My hips rocked again and I ground myself against the sharp edge, literally fucking it, humping it, working myself into epiphany.

               "Ooohhh yes," I groaned.  "Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it!"  

               I let out a loud squeal and he sat up straight, watching.

               "Harder, Breanne, harder!"

               I let my entire body weight press down upon the prism, crushing my clit, practically cutting it in half.  My hands went to my breasts, squeezing them and wiggling wildly the two clothespins attached to my nipples .  "Oh I'm cumming!" I said out loud, more to myself than anyone else.  The second orgasm blew through me like a gale, spinning me around and tearing me to shreds.  If it didn't hurt it felt fantastic.  And where it did hurt it felt... incredible.  So sensitive, so tender, so desperate.  I almost passed out.

               "Did you squirt?" he asked.

               I looked down between my legs to the sodden panties now partially embedded in my pussy. I hadn't squirted but I came, soaking the prism and chair.  "My panties are soaked sir.  Can I please get up off the prism now sir?  It's starting to hurt really bad."

               He grinned.  "I'm glad your panties are wet.  Sure, get up and clean yourself."

               I stood.  A moment later I was back, my clit still suffering the bobbing dangling clothespin.  I stood before him.  I was wearing only my panties and they were soaked, the outline of the peg clear through the semi-transparent cloth.

               He leaned back in his chair, studying me.  "You did good.  Though you did cum without permission the first time."  

               I stiffened.

               He nodded.  "I will decided what to do about you cumming without permission."

               I stood there, heart hammering.

               "Get your largest anal plug."

               It took a moment, especially with my clit still aching. I retrieved my plug.  

               "How would you like this lubed sir?  Pussy juice, grapeseed oil?" I asked. I deliberately left out the option of Stinging O.

               "I think Stinging O would be the best," he replied.

               Trembling I took the bottle of oil and poured a generous amount onto the large four inch wide plug.  I rubbed the slick onto the thick rubber and then smeared the remainder across my breasts.  Then I took the plug to my seat and pulled down my panties.  The clothespin on my clit popped upward and stuck straight out like a little cock.  I shuddered and held on through it.

               "Well, put it in," he commanded.  I sat down, my ass puckering at the feel of something cold and tingly pressing up against it.  I forced myself to relax, lowering myself until first one inch, then two, then even three were embedded in my ass.  It took everything I had to seat it, forcing the full four inches into my ass.  I hated it.  It ached.  

               "Now make yourself cum," he said as soon as I was done rocking my hips, trying to settle.    "Rub your clit until you cum.  Hard and fast."

               "Sir?  The clothespin?" 

               "Take it off for right now."

               I reached down.  The flush of pain as I removed the wooden peg from my clit flooded through me, but my fingers began playing with my clit.  

               "Your punishment for cumming without permission, is to cum as much as you can today. I want your clit raw and red.  Do you understand?"

               I nodded, the sensations flooding up through my loins.  Cumming?  All day?  

               "You will cum at least once an hour.  More if possible.  Now rub faster!"  His voice was intense and I could feel the pressure on me like a weight.

               My fingers tugged frantically at my clit, pressing against it, scouring my nub until I was starting to buckle.  My body folded and I had to slump in my seat, spreading myself obscenely wide as he urged me on.

               "Faster! Rub HARDER! NOW!  RUB!"

               My clit hurt but that didn't stop me from popping.  It was a clitoral orgasm, not vaginal and I felt as if I had been sand blasted into climax.  Pain radiated up from my abused loins, but that didn't stop him from pointing to the clothespin.

               "That needs to go back on your clit. I said all day."  

               I reached over, hands still shaking.  I picked up the clothespin.  My ass clenched in expectation of the agony as I positioned the peg over my clit.  It was already deep pink, over sensitive, and chaffed.  When the clothespin bit down I put my fist to my mouth, stifling the scream.  I shook like a tree in a hurricane, powers beyond my control rattling me.  Hot white fire exploded up from between my legs, burning me until they smoldered into hot coals.   I slumped even more into the chair.

               Ten minutes later he spoke.  "Rub your clit until you cum."

               I started in surprise.  What?  Seriously?  I couldn't!  My body couldn't take that sort of abuse!  I glared at him. "I can't! There's a clothespin on it."

               He shrugged.  "Take the peg off until you cum again."

               Resistance flooded through me.  I opened my mouth to protest and then realized I was playing right into his hands.  Instead I glared at him, reached down between my legs, and removed the clothespin.  Another flash of pain almost floored me but then I was slowly and as gently rubbing myself as was possible.  

               "This is so hard..." I said, more to myself than him.  
 
    
 
   But he replied anyway.  "Good. I like it when things are hard for you."

               "My clit's sore." 

               "Good. Hope it is agony to cum by the end of the day tomorrow."

               It took five or six minutes, maybe longer, but I began to feel it again.  I rubbed more enthusiastically, but then he was there, whispering.  "You're getting close, rub harder!  Make it hurt!"

               I made a nasty face and snarled "if you want it to hurt make me whip it with a ruler!"

               "Go ahead.  But I want you to REALLY hurt yourself. Hit as hard as you can."

               The ruler was right there on the table and I picked it up.  Me and my big mouth.    I spread my legs even farther.  I felt the anal plug driving up into my butt.  Then I brought the flat edged side of the ruler come down on my pussy, smashing the petals and the clit flat, crushing my sexual stability in one fell swoop.  

               I smacked my pussy until I came again.  It wasn't that long either.  I was ready.  Forty strokes later my clit was a darker shade of red and the surrounding flesh was bright pink, showing tinges of blue.  When the orgasm rocked me, I sawed the edge of the ruler against my clit.  Wanton abandon, that was me!  Colors flashed across my eyes and I felt as if I were flying to pieces.  I shuddered and dropped the ruler, my crotch sore and painful to the touch.

               "How did that feel?" he asked.

               I tried to control my quivering, eyes still glazed.  My thighs were now pressed together and I concentrated on staying conscious.  He left me alone for a little bit, at least until I started moving.  When I had straightened in my seat, he looked at me.  

               "Aren't you forgetting something?" he asked.

               I blinked, confused.  "Forgetting something?" I asked stupidly.

               "What's supposed to be on your clit?" he replied, his question tone making it clear he expected only one answer.

               "The clothespin," I whispered.

               "That's right.  So why isn't it on your clit then?"  

               A torrent of emotions rushed through my brain, and he could see it.  He could see my hesitation, my thoughts, my very unwillingness.

               "What are you?"

               "I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut," I replied automatically.

               "And that means?"

               "I should be punished and hurt and embarrassed, and fucked."

               He nodded.  "That means you need to put that clothespin on your clit right now."

               I let out a pretty decent scream when it closed on my clit.  I was shaking hard, totally unable to handle the pain streaming from my clit.

               "Now, you are going to have to masturbate again shortly.  Remember, you have to cum lots today. I want your clit sore and red and raw.  Understand?  That means an orgasm an hour, preferably a clitoral one.  You're a pain slut and I expect each orgasm to hurt like hell.  Also, you will leave the butt plug in until you cum at least ten more times today.

               I nodded, my entire body tense.   The clothespin hurt, but cumming every hour?   "Sir?  Can I make a request?"

               He shrugged.  "You can ask."

               "Sir... can I please replace the clothespin with the butterfly?  It will make cumming, especially clitoral orgasms, come easier and more often sir."  The plea came out in a rush.  An insane rush.  The butterfly clitoral stimulator would hurt me WAY more than a clothespin.

               He didn't look convinced. 

               "I'll keep it on low all day unless I'm horny and then I'll turn it up to maximum.

               He sighed and nodded. "Okay, but I want you to cum at least once an hour for the rest of the day."

               I nodded emphatically, hands going down to my clothespinned clit.  "I'll do my best sir."

               "I didn't say do your best. I said cum at least once an hour!" he snapped.

               I paused.  "Can I use any toy I want then sir?"  

               He shook his head. "No. You will turn the Butterfly up to high."

               The thought of that that scared me.

               "I want your clit raw by the end of the day."

               "Yes sir. I'll make it very raw."

               He smiled.  "Good. I do like playing with my fuck doll.  Now thank me."

               My response was wooden, but only because I was in the process of getting my butterfly clitoral stimulator out of my toybox.  "Thank you for hurting me and making me cum sir," I replied.
 
   
               "You are welcome.  Does your pussy still hurt?" he asked.

               "Oh God yes sir."

               "Maybe I'll have you spread the Stinging O all over that prism next time you ride it.

               What could I say to that?  I hung my head, holding the purple plastic butterfly vibrator that in seconds would be strapped to my swollen and sore clit.  "Thank you sir."

               I spent the next few minutes taking off the clothespin, checking for damage, and then strapping on the butterfly.  Once it was in position, I switched it on, setting it to the lowest setting.  It didn't matter.  It felt like someone was rubbing my clit with sandpaper.  I grit my teeth and sat back down, legs spread.

               "Sir?  It's on.  And on low."

               He didn't even look up at me.  "Turn it up to high until you cum."

               "SIR!  I can't! It just doesn't work like that sir! I can't so soon..."

               "That's not my problem," he replied.  "High. Now."

               I let out a wail as the vibrations went from low to high.  "Oh God this hurts!"  

               He let out a scoffing laugh.  "Cum quicker then."

               He watched as I suffered.  The vibrations were so intense, so painful, and so delicious.  I hurt and I wanted and I needed and I felt and I pressed and I pushed and I demanded and then I came.  I pulled the clitoral vibrator away, and turned it to low, still holding it away from my pussy.

               He stood up.  "Well done. I hope you aren't this slow all day.  I have to go now.  Remember, you have to cum at least once an hour, so at least ten more before the end of the day.  I'll expect your clit to be so tender that even touching it tomorrow will make you scream."

               I collapsed in a heap, unable to do more than nod.  Yes master.  Yes sir.  I'll cum more.  Thank you for making me cum. Thank you for hurting me.  

               Oh God, my clit!

               I'm cumming!
 
    
 
   [bookmark: bluetrucks]Blue Trucks
 
    
 
   03/23/2011
 
    
 
   I stared at the road in front of me.  It was empty and to be honest, I was hoping it stayed that way.  My hands were clutching the steering wheel and I was just a tad bit uneasy.  I wasn’t totally sure why I was uneasy.  Perhaps it was the nervousness at what was coming.  Perhaps because my window was open.  Maybe it was because there were two clothespins tied to the steering wheel.  Maybe it was the fact I was dressed in only flip flops, a tee shirt, and a skirt; no bra, no panties.  Or maybe it was because I had my anal beads stuffed up my ass, my vibroballs in my pussy, and my butterfly vibrating stimulator wrapped around my loins and pressed delicately against my already sore clit.  They were off of course, but I suspected it wouldn’t be long before they were on.
 
    
 
   One hour and ten miles.  I could go over of course.  I could go farther if it took me an hour.  Or I could take longer, if I still needed to cover ten miles.  My truck trembled, the engine rumbling, shaking, as if sensing my uneasiness.  Or maybe it just needed a fuel injector cleaning.  Not sure.  Plus there was the other requirement to this adventure I was dreading: a trip through a drive thru at a local fast food place.  Talk about humiliating.
 
    
 
   In Texas it’s not hard to get away from people.  I live on a farm and I can honestly say that with the exception of my family, there isn’t another soul within five miles of my parent’s place.  I COULD have driven toward the boonies, long dusty barely paved roads (and some just gravel!) where I could have eaten up the ten miles and single hour without ever passing another car, much less a blue truck.  But considering what I had to do, what was expected of me, of what I NEEDED, I turned the wheel the opposite direction and headed north; north toward the freeway, the retail stores, the restaurants, and the mall.
 
    
 
   As it was, fate was against me.  Granted, I was in a more populated spot, with a number of semi-industrial and agricultural businesses around, but I hadn’t expected it so soon.  I mean seriously, how many blue pickup trucks can there possibly be?  Worse, it was moving, pulling into some ranching equipment place and I let out a soft whimper as I pulled my truck over and followed him into the parking lot.  Unlike the guy in the blue truck, I parked facing the street, and as far away from the entrance as possible.  Already my heart rate had picked up and I was biting my lip in a mixture of dread and excitement.
 
    
 
   I turned off my truck.  First things first, right? I picked up the black control unit that led to the series of beads embedded in my ass.  I thumbed the dial, twisting it to its maximum setting, feeling the eight little spheres begin tumbling, vibrating inside me.  It felt as if the truck engine was not only still on, but had planted its crank shaft between my butt cheeks.  I didn’t stop there either.  Next I grabbed the vibroballs remote, quickly bringing both ovoid objects to a clattering, pussy shaking and high level torment.  I felt myself clench around both the anal beads and the vibroballs, my already wet pussy squelching as I felt my sex ripen in sexual excitement. I let out a whimper next, but my fingers had already lifted my skirt and quickly flicked the small switch on the front of the butterfly stimulator, sending the small plastic knobbed device into a series of fluttering spasms as it caressed my clit.  There were only three settings: off, low, and high.  For this assignment, there were only two and low wasn’t one of them.
 
    
 
   In seconds I was near orgasm.  Even as my thighs pressed together and my hips began jerking spasmodically, I licked my lips and lifted my shirt. My bare breasts were perfectly visible to anyone driving past the truck, but only from the side, not from the front.  Carefully, but with increasing difficulty I reached up to the first clothespin and attached it to my left nipple.  The string was just long enough to allow me to move around.  I followed suit with the other clothespin and in just a moment I was whimpering and moaning as the vibrations sent me spiraling upward to climax and my nipples reacted to the gentle pinching.
 
    
 
   I kicked off my flip flops.  It was hard, but I managed to bring my left foot up, propping it on my right knee.  The position sent a wave of excruciating pleasure through me, almost enough to make me cum right at that second.  But I mastered myself long enough to reach over to the console and extract the large tan rubber bands that sat in the little cup.  One I put on the seat next to me.  The other I slipped over my toes, working it upward until it sat neatly and straight around my foot, bisecting the arch of my sole, the most tender section.
 
    
 
   Closing my eyes for just a moment, I took hold of the rubber band against the sole of my left foot.  I pulled it outward, one inch, then two, then three, then four.  Then I let it go.  A sharp sting exploded through my arch.  It wasn’t too bad though.  I could handle it.  I did it again, wincing with my lips pressed together.  The sting was worse the third and fourth times, and by the time I got to five, I was taking a several moments to recover.
 
    
 
   I pulled the foot away from my knee and put the stinging aching punished arch back on the floor of the cab.  Then I put my right foot up on my left knee.  I grabbed the other rubber band from the seat and slipped it on, repeating the earlier process.  Then I began snapping.  Just like my left foot, my right felt the repeated sting, slowly becoming more sensitive to the cruel snaps of the rubber against the sole.
 
    
 
   With five snaps completed on each foot my fingers fumbled for the control remotes.  I grabbed the black anal bead controller and quickly turned it off.  The roar in my ass died down and then faded, despite the continued pulsing of my buttocks.  Of course my pussy and clit were still being subjected to something around 9.4 on the Richter scale and my leg contortions had caused frequent tugs on my still clothespin clamped nipples.  I grabbed my left foot and started to snap again.
 
    
 
   This time it hurt, a little.  Sure, it stung too, but there was something else there.  And with each repeated snap I felt just a little more tender, a little more delicate, a little more responsive.  I could see a thin red line building against the already pink skin of my arch and when I finished the second set of five on my left foot, I moved to the right.  My nipples were tugged painfully as I got in position and as I started snapping the rubber band against my sole, I shuddered in sudden orgasmic ecstasy.  I cried out, my hips grinding downward, my chest heaving, and then I could feel the wet spurts soaking my skirt and the vinyl seat beneath me.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure I would have if I had been allowed to.  Turn off the vibroballs and butterfly I mean.  They felt so good.  But I had to move on. I knew that.  Besides, what would happen if I was still there in the parking lot when the owner of that blue Toyota Tundra came out and started his truck?  I’d have to turn on the anal beads again and do it all over.
 
    
 
   So I continued on.  Two more snaps to my right foot finished me up and I reached over and turned off the vibroballs, stilling the raging rattle that threatened to send me over the edge a second time.  Now I only had to endure the butterfly vibrator.  But I was aware of the nature of my torment.  The butterfly was no doubt the worst.  Already I could feel the build up, the tension rising, the pressure building.  It wouldn’t be a vaginal orgasm. I had just had one of those, but it would be clitoral, a mind-numbing, nerve wracking, climax that would be centered on just one spot, tenderized and swollen and perfectly receptive to the direct stimulation.  I struggled to get my left foot up, ignoring the now repetitive spasm of my legs and hips.  My fingers snapped the rubber band, pain exploding up through my sensitive arch.  The sole of my foot burned, aching as the two, then three, then four snaps landed, each punctuated with an audible hiss of pain.  My nipples throbbed, agony lancing through my breasts as the crushing bite of the clothespins further antagonized my libido.  The fifth snap on my left foot brought tears to my eyes.
 
    
 
   I moved to my right foot, but only made it through two snaps before my clit finally overloaded. This time the orgasm made my entire body jerk like a puppet on string, held by an overactive toddler.  I actually cried out, trying to smother my wails of pleasure due to the open window.  The climax itself was intense due to the focus. Unlike the previous orgasm, this one was centered on one spot, my clit and had been fiery, short lived, and felt raw.  Imagine taking a girl’s nipple in one hand and slowly pinching it and her entire breast in a bruising squeeze.  Keep squeezing until the pain is deep.  Then on her other breast, take a sharp needle and drive it through her nipple.  That’s the difference between a vaginal orgasm, and a clitoral one. Got it?
 
    
 
   I struggled through the last two snaps on my right foot.  The butterfly was still buzzing happily away against my sensitized clit, which was trying to figure out if it was trying to come DOWN from orgasm, or go UP to it.  With a sigh of relief I reached down between my legs and flicked the small switch to off.
 
    
 
   Silence filled the cab of the truck, except of course for my little moans, whimpers, and still heavy breathing.  Aftershocks raced along my nervous system, setting muscles jumping and twitching.  I gasped and winced as I freed my nipples from the painful bite of the clothespins and pulled my shirt back down over my breasts.  Slowly I mastered my body.  The catalog of hurt included the arches of both feet, tension in my thighs, my hyper-sensitive clit, and my aching nipples. I turned the key in the ignition and managed to get out of that parking lot before the driver of that blue truck came out again.
 
    
 
   I managed three miles.  Traffic, despite being a lazy slow Tuesday afternoon picked up as I got closer to the freeway.  Cars began to pass me, even a lot of trucks. I watched, my heart beating faster as each pickup approached, looking to see if it was blue.  
 
    
 
   There are a lot of trucks in Texas.
 
    
 
   I turned away from the freeway.  There was no way I wanted to get near it.  With the instruction to pull over into the closest parking lot and turn on all three vibrators to maximum, and lift my shirt and attach the clothespins, the last thing I wanted to do was put myself in a desperate position.  A slightly less well traveled road took me west.  Not that it helped.  A blue Dodge passed me going the opposite direction and I let out a shudder and moan.  My odometer reported I had only gone four and a half miles out of my ten and while my hour was over half way done, I knew what I needed to do.  I pulled immediately into the next available parking lot.
 
    
 
   Which was a small church with a dirt lot, right before the intersection.  I turned the truck around and faced it outward toward the road; though I did back it up so that it was in what appeared to be a parking spot.  The lot was empty, which I was very grateful for, but part of me felt rather disrespectful.  I mean, seriously, a church?
 
    
 
   I was in the process of getting ready to turn on all the vibrators when God stepped up to my open window, scaring the living hell out of me.
 
    
 
   “Hi, Breanne.  Whatcha doin?” God asked me.
 
    
 
   I looked at him quizzically.  “You’re God, you should know what I’m doing.” I replied.
 
    
 
   He nodded, his white beard bobbing up and down with his head.  “Looks like you’re getting ready to masturbate.”
 
    
 
   I blushed slightly.  “Yes, sir.”
 
    
 
   “Good, good. I approve.”
 
    
 
   My eyebrows went up.  “You do?”
 
    
 
   “Absolutely.  I like watching nympho humiliation pain sluts do their thing.  Here, let me help you.”  He waved his hand and suddenly my anal beads, the vibroballs, and the butterfly stimulator were all at maximum power, buzzing in me and against me and through me.  I gasped, not prepared for the sudden eruption of sexual stimulation and my body curled up as I clenched the steering wheel.
 
    
 
   “Oops, forgot these, didn’t we?”  He reached in through the open window and yanked up my shirt.  He pinched my nipples quickly and I felt a sort of electricity in the touch as both nubs stiffened immediately, as if I had rubbed them with an ice cube.  Shocks shot through me down to my pussy as my vaginal muscles began rapidly contracting over and over around the vibroballs and even my buttocks tightened.  Then God lifted the clothespin dangling from the steering wheel and attached them one at a time to my nipples.
 
    
 
   “I’ll make sure to send a few blue trucks your way, Breanne!  Enjoy!”
 
    
 
   I sat in the parking lot of the church and tried to handle the overload of stimuli.  My clit felt as if someone was rubbing it rapidly back and forth.  My pussy was tightening and relaxing with non-stop pulses.  My ass… well… it was not very comfortable being stuffed like that.  And my nipples… oh God… they felt as if they were being sucked on, bitten, iced, and clamped all at the same time.  Unlike my first “ordeal” of the morning, I didn’t bother snapping the rubber band until after I experienced an orgasm in the church parking lot.  Since there wasn’t really anyone around I didn’t mind letting out a cry of orgasmic jubilation, giving praise to God for making me cum.  Yeah. I know.  Irreverent.  But God built me this way and he’s obviously happy with me.  
 
    
 
   Coming down (only slightly) from the vaginal orgasm I had just experienced, I lifted my still sore foot and grasped the rubber band.  The snap I delivered to the delicate arch between my heel and toes was about as painful as stepping on a sharp piece of gravel in bare feet, followed by a paper cut and lemon juice.  I flinched.  It hurt.  A lot.  But I kept going.  Two, then three, then four, even a fifth.  They came more slowly as I went on.  Now my arch was a mass of red flesh and the stinging had become even more agonizing with every new snap.
 
    
 
   I moved to the other foot.  Five more snaps, which took me almost a full three or four minutes, followed. Then I struggled to find the controller to the anal beads.  I shut them off, but it really didn’t make much of a difference.  With both the vibroballs and butterfly still going full speed, having the eight little marbles up my ass finally quiet down made very little difference.
 
    
 
   My chest heaved, which of course caused the strings stretched between the steering wheel and my breasts to pull taut.  This of course sent bolts of lighting from my breasts down to my pussy.  I went back to my left foot, dreading the pain, and began snapping.  It seemed to take forever and by the time I wiped the tears from my eyes and moved over to my right foot I was in the beginning throes of another orgasm.  I shifted violently as the explosion rocked through me, stretching my breasts out tightly and then yanking my nipple free of one of the clothespins.  I let out another yell as my body tightened, shuddering, exploding, cumming.
 
    
 
   And it didn’t actually stop.  That incredible orgasm dipped and swelled again, this time resulting in what I can only describe as an orgasmic wave.  My clit felt as if I were staked spread eagled on a beach and a hundred foot breaker had just fallen on just that one spot.  I surfed down the semi-clitoral orgasm and then started back up again, heading for another one.
 
    
 
   I grabbed my right foot. I didn’t have much time.  I snapped the rubber band, gritting my teeth even as my pussy raced onward toward the next swell.  A second, then a third snap followed.  I reached back up to the steering wheel, grabbed the dangling clothespin, and reattached it to my breast.  Pain lanced up through my tit and I quickly managed the fourth snap.  I was cresting, launching into the air as I snapped the fifth time, but it didn’t matter.  I lost the race and my body responded predictably.  I let out another cry, a series of muscular contractions jerking me around like a landed fish.  Despite the fact that I had earned the right to turn off the vibroballs, I couldn’t.  I was too busy holding on for dear life.
 
    
 
   Minutes later I felt wrung out, as if I had just run five miles straight.  My skirt was soaked all down the back and I could feel the juices leaking out of me.  I only had moments before the combination of vibroballs and butterfly drove me crazy again, so I quickly turned off the vibroballs, leaving me to endure the steady thrum of the clitoral torment.  
 
    
 
   Have you ever been tormented like that?  Girls might understand what I’m talking about.  You know, when you’ve just been vibrated through an orgasm and your lover doesn’t let you stop, but continues, pressing the little tip against your clit until you are rigid and gasping, and can barely breathe?  Guys probably don’t really understand.  But I know how to explain it.  Imagine being tied down with me in front of you.  I’ve got a bottle of oil and I pour it over your cock and give you the best hand job you’ve ever had in your life.  But I don’t stop.  I keep going, rubbing, then sucking, playing with your cock until you’re hard again.  And then I don’t move you toward orgasm either.  Instead I focus all of my rubbing on your tip, especially that sensitive rim between the head and the shaft.  Imagine you desperate for me to slide my hands downward, to stroke the length.  Imagine the sensitive skin becoming inflamed.  Imagine it hurting even as it feels so sexually stimulating.  Imagine that going on for not just minutes, but hours.
 
    
 
   That’s what this felt like.
 
    
 
   In short order it became a contest.  Which did I not like the most?  The buzzing but sexually stimulating irritation to my clitoris, or the sharp angular line of pain that crossed the arches of each foot, slowly abrading the soles of my feet as I struggled to find a way to stop the sexual torment between my legs?
 
    
 
   I was hyperventilating when I finished the first five snaps that would enable me to turn off the butterfly.  My chest heaved.  The clothespins were constantly being pulled tight.  My nipples felt as if someone had taken a set of pliers and just spent an hour pinching my breasts at various pressures until the tips were red and swollen and painful to the touch.  My legs were shaking and my toes seemed to curl even BEFORE I applied the painful self-inflicted wounds to my arches.  Soon even my fingers were shaking and I rode the pain up to another clitoral orgasm that didn’t have me gasping, or yelling, or gritting my teeth.
 
    
 
   It had me yelling.
 
    
 
   I managed the last two snaps to my right foot as I was orgasming, which is a pretty amazing feat if you ask me.  I turned off the butterfly and just sat there trying to recuperate.  Eventually I took off the clothespins and lowered my shirt too.
 
    
 
   During the entire ordeal I had seen maybe half a dozen cars go by.  This even included a couple of trucks, but none of them had been blue.  Thank God, either figuratively or literally. I don’t care.  Since I was already well over my hour time limit, I sat there for another fifteen minutes, just trying to give my body a rest.  I had no doubts about my chances of making it to a fast food joint and then back to my farm without another ordeal.
 
    
 
   I whispered a tiny prayer asking for forgiveness as I pulled out of the church parking lot and headed north.  There were a few cars on the road, but nothing truckish or bluish, and I was starting to feel pretty good as I turned east and headed down the frontage road of I-10.  
 
    
 
   There was plenty of traffic on I-10 of course, but I kept my eyes focused on the frontage road.  If I didn’t SEE a blue truck, then I didn’t have to turn everything back on. I continued on down the frontage road till I got to the next major crossway and then hooked a right and then a sharp left, pulling into the parking lot of a certain fast food franchise that I don’t know JACK about.  
 
    
 
   Get it?  Well, if not, I’m not going to spell it out for you.  It really doesn’t matter anyway.  What matters is that I was in decent shape, slowly recovering, and fully covered when I pulled into the drive through line.  There were two cars ahead of me, neither of them blue trucks.  I inched my way up slowly, careful not to look out at the road.  In short order there was only one vehicle in front of me and I took a deep breath as I prepared to order a drink and something to snack on.
 
    
 
   And there was movement behind me.
 
    
 
   It was a truck.  A huge Chevy.
 
    
 
   And it was blue.
 
    
 
   Not just blue, but bright blue, with sparkles.
 
    
 
   And it had a cross, a Christian cross, sticker on the front windshield.
 
    
 
   I almost cried.  Then I scrambled.  I turned on the anal beads, the vibroballs, and the butterfly.  I yanked up my shirt and quickly pinned the clothespins to my tits.  I jerked my left foot up off the floor and began snapping as fast as I could.  I had to stifle my cries, gritting my teeth hard.  I put the truck in park and jerked my right foot up even before my left foot stopped hurting.  After the third snap the car in front of me moved forward.  I had no choice.  I put my foot back down and gingerly depressed the clutch with my left burning stinging sole and pushed down on the gas pedal.
 
    
 
   “Hello, can I help you?” asked a barely discernable voice through the grill speaker.  
 
    
 
   I managed to croak “Small diet coke!” through the haze of building sexual bliss and the agony of my over stimulated clit, nipples, and feet.  The guy on the other side of the electronic line gave me the price and I inched forward.  As soon as I could I put the truck in park and finished the last two snaps to my right foot. I turned off the anal beads.
 
    
 
   Desperation is a powerful thing and you find yourself exceeding your capabilities, stretching your tolerance levels, and generally doing amazing things.  I managed the next five snaps to my left foot and four to my right before I was forced to inch myself forward again.  The pain was actually keeping me from cumming as well, which I thought hilarious.  I finished the fifth snap on my right foot and shut down the vibroballs.  Then I started again on my left foot.
 
    
 
   We had to move right after the third snap and that’s when the orgasm hit.  I shoved my knuckles into my mouth to keep from screaming.  It worked so so.  But since there were now only two cars in front of me before I would have to pay, I shoved the pleasure and intensity and everything away as fast as I could and focused.  I finished the left foot and moved to the right.
 
    
 
   Snap.
 
   Snap.
 
   Snap.
 
    
 
   And that’s when another blue truck drove around the restaurant.
 
    
 
   I stopped and stared, unable to move, to think, to understand, to do anything.  My stomach clenched tightly and my body vacillated between fight and flight.  I contemplated both.  Then the car in front of me moved up.  I put my right foot down, ignoring the hurt, the burn, the lines of hot white heat crossing the tender center.  Slowly I reached down to the controls.  
 
    
 
   I turned the anal beads up to full, feeling them roar to life inside my ass.  Then the vibroballs followed suit, a spinning and clattering shimmy that was the sexual equivalent of tossing coffee creamer, gasoline, and nitro methane on a bonfire.  Carefully, feeling the orgasm approaching fast I smoothed down my skirt.  Nothing was showing but my clothespinned tits and then the car in front of me moved up and it was my turn at the payment window.  I fished two bucks out of my purse and then put the truck in gear and moved forward.
 
    
 
   Have you got any idea how hard it is drive forward nine feet, put a vehicle in park, and then face a 17 year old kid with your shirt pulled up, clothespins clamped on your tits and tied to the steering wheel, all while eleven different and very small motors, each imbalanced slightly to create excessive vibration against and in every sexual orifice you have?
 
    
 
   You don’t?
 
    
 
   Well, I do.
 
    
 
   I’m damned lucky I didn’t hit anything.
 
    
 
   The kid’s eyes popped out.  That’s when I learned something else.  It’s extremely hard to hand someone money, leaning out the window, when your tits are tied and clamped to the steering wheel.  Oh my GOD that hurt.  To his credit, he didn’t say anything, just took my two bucks and handed me 92 cents in change with the amazed and astonished deer in the headlights look.  Tits impairment.  And wow, he’ll have a story, right?
 
    
 
   Then I moved the truck forward until I was practically bumping the guy in front of me.  This got me out of range of the window.  I still had one more to go though.  For a second I contemplated starting more snaps, but my feet were still hurting too much.  The car in front of me drove off and I slowly moved forward.  Driving while distracted.  Not good.
 
    
 
   There was a crowd gathered at the window and I blushed crimson as everyone struggled to get a glimpse of my breasts.  At least I wasn’t totally naked.  Of course my hips were still jerking around in response to the non-stop onslaught and oscillating hum of motorized sexual torment.  But to my audience, the main attraction was two full, all natural, 36C tits, clamped with clothespins, and TIED to the steering wheel.  One of them handed me my drink, making sure I had to LEAN to get it.  Another massive burst of agony flooded up from both nipples and zipped toward my pussy.  
 
    
 
   I grabbed the drink and almost spilled it as I pushed it into the holder.  Then I pushed down on the accelerator, wanting desperately to get away.  I weaved through the parking lot, turned south onto the main road, and roared away at a genteel twenty miles an hour.  Almost an eighth of a mile later I turned into the parking lot of one of those new inns they’ve built on our Farm to Market and found a quiet spot in the back lot where I couldn’t see the road.
 
    
 
   Finally out of the spotlight, with everything either hurting or cumming, I lifted my left foot, and snapped.  
 
    
 
   It took almost thirty five minutes to get all three vibrators off.  My feet were nothing but vivid red lines across the three inches of arch.  My clit was no longer transmitting sexual sensations, only painful ones, and the buzzing of the vibroballs and anal beads had become this sort of endurance race to see who could handle the most, longest.  In essence I lost.
 
    
 
   I also had two more orgasms, both vaginal in nature and I was exhausted.  I even slumped over at one point, yanking my breasts free of the steering wheel and clothespins.  When everything was off finally I just lowered my shirt and lay there for another thirty minutes, trying to recover.  Eventually I lifted my right foot, which seemed to be hurting more than my left and I found a couple of lines of scarlet that almost appeared deep enough to draw blood. They looked like sharp scratches drawn on your arm or leg.  Wincing, I put my foot back down on the floor and started up the truck and headed for home.
 
    
 
   I made it to my stripping spot; that little bit of gravel right behind our property, only about two hundred yards away from the dusty drive that leads to our house and barn.  I can’t tell you the number of times I’ve stood on that gravel embankment, right in front of my truck while I stripped naked.  The number of cars or trucks I’ve seen on this road could number less than there are weeks in a year and today it seemed just as empty.  I had easily hit my ten mile mark and been out almost three hours.  As I approached the safety of my private residence I whispered a thankful prayer to God for helping me get through this.
 
    
 
   God’s answer was immediate.
 
    
 
   Because in the whole scope of the universe, what are the odds that a rarely traveled Farm to Market road, that is cratered with potholes and goes relatively nowhere, would have a  truck, a blue truck, come hurtling around a small hill and pass me before I could even turn into my driveway?
 
    
 
   I made a U-turn and pulled into my stripping spot.  With trembling fingers I lifted my shirt.  I was shaking so hard I could barely get the clothespins on my nipples.  They ached so much.  I started up the anal beads, moving the power upward slowly until they were buzzing inside me at full power.  Then I activated the vibroballs, pushing the thumb wheel in a circle as the two plastic egg-shaped objects began clattering inside me.  The sexual agitation was intense.  Finally, my fingers found the small switch on the butterfly, flicking it upward past low until it closed the circuit, sending the more powerful level of electricity to the tiny motor that was separated from my clit by nothing more than a thin piece of plastic and a pad of rubber.  I drew in a ragged sob.
 
    
 
   And I came.
 
    
 
   And then came again.
 
    
 
   Slowly, with empty roads ahead of me and behind me I started to snap the rubber bands.  One by one.  Minutes passing as I cried.  At one point a smear of blood appeared.  Oh God it hurt.  It hurt so much.  I came again.  And then again, not vaginal orgasms, but clitoral, burning little sparks of sexually agony that had me crying out, shaking, my limbs jerking wildly.  My nipples were now starting to sport bruises from the constant stress of the clothespins.  I’d cum and go back to snapping my feet with the rubber bands.  Finally I was able to turn the sex toys off one by one.
 
    
 
   “So, how do you feel?” God asked me when I was done.  He was leaning against the door, staring at my breasts.  My nipples were slightly misshapen from the clamps.  I lifted my hand to cover my nakedness.  God only laughed.
 
    
 
   “I’m wrung out and hurt,” I replied.  I was too.  My body felt like it had been run over by ten thousand monkeys followed by a herd of armadillos.  I was sore in place I didn’t know I COULD be sore in. My clit felt huge and swollen and sensitive and I was keeping my legs spread wide just to keep my thighs from accidentally pressing against it.  My nipples throbbed still, aching deeply despite the fact that the clothespins no longer hung from my breasts.  Even my ass hurt.  
 
    
 
   He nodded.  “And what are you, Breanne?”
 
    
 
   I answered before even thinking, “A nympho humiliation pain slut,”
 
    
 
   “And what does that mean?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I swallowed.  “That I need to be hurt and fucked and humiliated.
 
    
 
   He looked over his shoulder.  “There’s another vehicle approaching,” he said suddenly.  “Do you know what kind it is?  What color?”
 
    
 
   I felt myself stiffen.  There was no way I could stand another session.  I looked through the windshield, my heartbeat increasing.  I could hear it approaching, see the dust even.
 
    
 
   God leaned in to the window.  “A gift for you, Breanne.  It’s whatever kind and color you want it to be. Enjoy.”
 
    
 
   My throat was dry…”whatever make and color” I wanted?  My mind raced.  Would it be a sedan?  A convertible? A coupe?  And what color would it be?  Red? Yellow?  Orange?  Green? White? Silver?
 
    
 
   My fingers tightened on the steering wheel as it appeared, barreling toward me. I closed my eyes, thinking so hard about what I wanted.  As it closed down on me I opened my eyes and looked at the vehicle barreling past.  
 
    
 
   And with all the types of vehicles out there, and colors of the rainbow to choose from, I guess it’s pretty clear what it was, isn’t it?  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut, after all.
 
    
 
   Thank God.
 
    
 
   Just One Blowjob
 
    
 
   03/25/11
 
    
 
   It took me about forty minutes to find it.  Mostly because there aren’t that many of them around.  And why would there be one on a small back road?  It was closer to Houston and I’m surprised it was still up and running.  Prices were high of course, but I figured maybe the owner of the gas station also rented out the appliance repair place next door or something.
 
    
 
   I pulled up on the far side of the station.  There weren’t any customers, but there were still two cars.  One behind the station and one in front of the appliance repair place.  I sat there for a moment, considering my options.
 
    
 
   At first I had figured I’d have the ability to choose from customers.  Now that really wasn’t possible all things considered.  I looked down at my outfit and shifted uncomfortably.  I was wearing my stripper shoes, my flipflops having been flung to the side of the cabin as I donned the inappropriate for just about everything but fucking footwear.  My legs were bare, all the way up.  And I mean that.  The only thing that could remotely be considered decent was the black skort I was wearing.  It was ultra short, having been given to me when I was a slightly smaller at the hip sixteen.  It also had the “shorts” part cut out, meaning that my skort was actually a skirt; a skimpy ass revealing skirt that I had to literally wear under my hip bones to keep from flashing my pussy.
 
    
 
   But that wasn’t all I was wearing.  I was also sporting a regular fashion for Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts; a rope thong.  It was made of one ¾ inch thick rough hemp that wrapped around my waist and then from back to front where it was looped and tightened with a clove hitch.  This sunk the rope deeply through my ass crack, labia, and over my clit.  It was very uncomfortable, especially with the tightening knot positioned right over my clitoris.  Of course the rope thong wasn’t just decorative either.  It was holding in a 12 inch long black rubber dildo; my Core Driller.  So whether I was sitting, walking, or just holding still I was constantly uncomfortable and sexually stimulated.
 
    
 
   And that’s it.  I had been wearing a shirt and bra earlier, but I took those off for the drive. I had gotten plenty of looks too, but here I was, bare from the waist up and the thighs down.  Honestly, if it had gotten me out of the crotch rope and Core Driller I would have pranced around naked!
 
    
 
   With my options limited, I opened the door of the truck and crossed my arms across my bare chest.  The warm sun caressed my skin and I quickly walked passed the convenience store windows, hoping I wasn’t seen.  Every step was hard.  The Core Driller didn’t like me moving with fast steps and I felt as if someone had shoved a baseball bat inside me and was jerking it back and forth with sharp pulls.  My guts were getting bruised!  Of course this wasn’t even close to the abrasive pain I was feeling from my clit.  The rope rubbed me raw with every step and my poor clit was slowly becoming red, chaffed, and swollen.  By the time I got to the appliance repair store I was ready to collapse.
 
    
 
   It seemed dark inside, but once my eyes adjusted to the light I saw two Hispanic men, eyes wide, mouths open in surprise.  They were both dressed, but sort of greasy (not because they were Mexican, but because they had been working on washers and dryers and stuff!)  I walked up to the first one and smiled.
 
    
 
   “Can I please give you a blowjob?” I asked politely.
 
    
 
   The two guys looked at each other and then grinned.  There was a flurry of Spanish, which I couldn’t follow and then he reached up and grabbed my breasts, kneading them hard.  Next thing I knew I was being pulled behind the counter and into the back room.
 
    
 
   They had least made a pretense for my comfort, though I’m sure they wondered why I was wincing as I was moved around.  A cushion of some sort was dropped on the floor in front of me and I went to my knees.  The first guy immediately stood in front of me, freeing his cock from his jeans.
 
    
 
   Oh yuck.
 
    
 
   He was rancid, and I mean seriously rancid.  It was everything I could do not to gag.  After a moment though I literally cleaned his cock with my mouth and I no longer could taste the acrid slime.  His foreskin was literally gross.  But I took it all and kept sucking and rubbing his balls until he finally popped, shooting a stream of thick goopy white cum across my face.  It dripped down my chin and over my lips and onto my bare breasts.
 
    
 
   And then guy number two was there, putting his cell phone into his jeans pocket before yanking out his wand.  I didn’t really object at this point.  It would hardly be fair for me to suck off one and not the other, right?  So I put my effort into another spurt of cum across my face and was rewarded about eight minutes later with another spurt of wetness that splattered on my cheek and neck and then dripped wetly onto my chest.
 
    
 
   I blinked as guy number three moved into position.  Where the fuck had he come from?  And guy number four was standing in the doorway, watching.  His cock was already out and he was stroking it!  I turned my head, only to get smacked in the face with a cock.  Something was said in Spanish and cock was pretty much forced into my mouth at that point.
 
    
 
   After guy number three was satisfied I handled guy number four and guy number five.  I was covered in cum.  My knees were hurting and my breasts were literally soaked.  My face was nothing but white cream and I suddenly understood what bukkake must be like for Japanese girls.  
 
    
 
   “No! No more!” I said loudly, getting up.  I stumbled along as they moved aside and I wondered if I was about to get raped.  Not my most brilliant moment.  I stumbled out of the appliance repair shop as the entire gaggle of guys followed.  The parking lot was full now.  I opened the door to the convenience store and hurried inside.
 
    
 
   The clerk was Indian or Pakistani, not sure which.  He stared at me for a moment, eyes wide.  There was one customer as well, a white guy purchasing gas and a soda and they both looked at me in astonishment.
 
    
 
   I swallowed, walked right up to the counter, cleared my throat and said “Excuse me, do you have a tissue I could wipe up all this cum with?  I’ve given a few too many blowjobs.”
 
    
 
   The white guy let out a quick bark of laughter.  “Lady, you don’t need a tissue.  You need a fucking bath towel.”
 
    
 
   I ignored the comment. “Do you have a tissue, sir?” I asked the clerk.  Politely I hope.
 
    
 
   He nodded toward the back of the store.  “There is a bathroom in the back.  You can clean up there.”
 
    
 
   I smiled.  “Thank you.”
 
    
 
   It only took me fifteen minutes to get cleaned up.  There was nothing I could do about the cum in my hair, but I managed to mop up the white spooge that had splattered my face and shoulders and tits.  The skort needed washing and I felt rather dirty.  And incredibly horny.  I put my hands down on the sink and pumped my hips.  The rope and knot slid through my pussy and over my clit and as I thrust forward the Core Driller did what it was supposed to do.  I  felt the orgasm overwhelm me and then I let out a soft cry of anguish and pleasure as I came.
 
    
 
   I’d say I looked decent when I came out of the bathroom, but since my breasts were still on display, I don’t think decent is the right word to use.  The white guy was still there, chatting with the clerk and obviously waiting for me.  I stepped back up to the counter and offered my thanks to the clerk.
 
    
 
   “This is not proper behavior,” the clerk said.  I shrugged, then turned to leave, only to be caught by the arm.  The white guy’s fingers tightened slightly.
 
    
 
   “So do you only do Mexicans or are good old American boys on your list to?”  
 
    
 
   My eyes narrowed.  I’m all about patriotism, but not about racism.  “The terms didn’t specify race sir, just that I needed to give a blowjob. I’m done now.  Thank you.”
 
    
 
   “What are your rates?” he asked, still pressing.  I felt his hand on my ass and watched his eyebrows quirk upward.  “What the hell?” he asked, pulling the skort material upward.  The exclamation of surprise was impressive.
 
    
 
   To make a long story short, I went back to his place.  Some of it was because there were five guys waiting for me outside of the convenience store and I didn’t feel like doing all of them.  Plus I think a few more had shown up.  I DID get to take off my crotch rope and take out the Core Driller. The sex was pretty good and two hours later, when he dropped me back off at my truck, the appliance shop was once more deserted except for the one car out front, and they never came out to check on me.  
 
    
 
   Short and sweet and pretty fun! Pretty stupid too.  Me I mean, not the assignment.  So hope you enjoyed hearing about how dumb I am. Maybe I should be a blond instead of a red head!  See ya
 
    
 
   Sanded
 
   This is about to be the most technical write up I’ve ever done.  Technical as in lots of prep work.  As everyone knows, I accept assignments from just about anyone (so if you’ve got some ideas, let me know!) and one of my new dommes decided that as a pain slut, I needed to branch out a bit.  She REALLY knows how to hurt a girl, and since this was going to be new to me, I thought I’d follow her instructions to the letter.  
 
   I have to tell you that right now I feel like I got fisted by someone wearing vampire gloves, or maybe a baseball bat coated in sandpaper. I tried following NHPS Rule #1 and frankly, there is just no way. It hurts too much.  But I don’t want to get ahead of myself.
 
   Let’s start at the beginning, shall we?  
 
   On Thursday morning I visited a large toy store and bought a bag of play sand, the kind that parents put in the sandbox for their kids, right?  It’s pretty clean, soft, of uniform granules, and seemed like the perfect start to the process.  My new domme, Kittish K had set an assignment that required a bit of prep and I took about two cups of that sand and dumped it into a pasta pot filled three quarters to the top with boiling water.  I let it simmer for awhile and then I used a ladle to scoop all of the scum that floated to the top.  To be honest, there wasn’t much.  I stirred the sand a bit, made sure I had all the impurities out, and then poured out as much of the water as I could.  The wet sand got dumped out on a baking sheet and then stuck in the oven at two hundred degrees.  It took about ten or fifteen minutes to dry completely, and when I was done I poured it into a tuperware container. 
 
   Feel free to try this at home kids.  Just remember, I’m not responsible for how it makes you feel.
 
   So with the prep work done, I read Kittish K’s assignment for a fourth time:
 
   Part one: Ask one of your trusted friends to apply sand to your clit, all along your inner labia and inside your vagina for at least 30 minutes and up to 1 hour. No cumming allowed in part one! The sanding should be done all in one session, with no breaks or diversions. 
 
Part two: Once you've been well sanded and gotten cleaned up, head out dressed in heels, short skirt, and tiny top. Find 3 strange men to fuck. Before fucking each one, ask the first guy to apply a clothespin to your clit and flick it 10 times, then ask the second and third ones to flick the clothespin 10 times each. Should any of them decline to play with your clothespin, do it yourself within 5 minutes of fucking them.
 
   The trusted friend I had asked to help me was John, the guy with the dog who I met at Thomas Park last year.  He’s got a nice back yard and said that anytime I needed help, he’d be happy to assist. He’s also the most demented of my… paramours, always willing to make it hurt, so I thought this assignment would be perfect for him.  He willingly agreed and so on Saturday morning, right around ten, I piled into my truck with a bag full of stuff and sand, and drove over to John’s place.
 
   He lives on the north side of town in a rather nice subdivision.  I like his place too. His ex-wife left him and he owns the house and it still has the nice touches that make a home… homey.  I especially like his coffee table, a thick heavy wide table that’s perfect to lay on with your legs spread. But that’s not where we did this. I was just reminiscing.
 
   I was dressed in flip flops, blue jean shorts, pink bikini cut panties, a tee shirt, and a bra when I arrived at his front door step.  Of course I was stuffed too. I had my seven inch G-spot vibrator buried in my pussy and it was on low as well.  I was well sauced.  I could feel the wetness between my legs.
 
   I was also still a bit tender.  You probably are aware of the fact that I had spent all of Friday with my 12 inch Core Driller stuffed up inside me, held in place with my hemp crotch rope thong.  This had chaffed my clit and pussy quite a bit and while I wasn’t hurting technically, I was already tender.  This made me just a bit… nervous, especially considering what John was about to do to me.
 
   John was of course the soul of courtesy, greeting me with a kiss and a hug.  Then he pushed me up against the wall, yanked up my shirt and bra, and munched on my nipples for a minute or two.  Frankly at that point, if he had ripped off my clothes and fucked me right there in his hallway, I’d have been happy.  But he didn’t. Instead he finally let go and led me to the kitchen.
 
   “So what’s in the bag?” he asked politely.
 
   I laughed and opened up my luggage.  First I pulled out the plastic tub.
 
   “This is the sand,” I said with a grin.  Then I pulled out my six inch straight vibrator.  It didn’t have batteries in it.  “This is your applicator.”  He grinned.  Then I pulled out the short skirt, high heels, and a chevron top that would barely cover my breasts.  “And this is the outfit for later.
 
   He nodded, then one eyebrow went up.  “And the clothespin?”
 
   I sighed and pulled one out of the bag.  “Just checking! I want to make sure you do the assignment correctly! That’s all!”
 
   I rolled my eyes as he turned to the counter.  I hadn’t seen it, but now I noticed the black dildo gag he was holding in his hand.  I swallowed.  I don’t particularly like gags.  Plus it had a good four or five inch rubber cock sticking out of it.  I knew what I’d be doing.
 
   “Shall we get started?”
 
   I nodded and began undressing.  It wasn’t a strip tease. It was just a quick shedding of clothes. John watched me like a man who has just been given a great big sirloin steak. I kicked off my flip flops, and then shucked my shirt and bra.  My skirt slipped down my legs, followed by my panties.  Lastly, I pulled the 7 inch g-spot vibrator out of my pussy, turning it off in the process. I stood before the man who was about to torture me; naked, ready, and willing.
 
   “Let’s go in the back. I’m all set.”
 
   We had chatted on Thursday about the best way to do this.  At first I thought inside might be best, on the coffee table, with a plastic sheet laid out underneath to catch extra sand.  John however had other ideas and felt that me staked out in the back yard was the better option.  Sure enough, he had everything ready.  There was a thick heavy beach towel laid out, four heavy wooden Buffy the Vampire stakes, and four equal lengths of heavy but soft nylon rope.  The garden hose was laying to the side and I could tell it was already full of water, merely waiting for someone to twist the little nozzle to release the pressure.
 
   John’s backyard is kind of cool.  It’s mostly garden, but more than a little over grown with a little patch of lawn. It’s very very private.  I stood on the towel and opened my mouth as he put in the dildo gag.  It was very… uncomfortable.  I sucked on the rubber cock, tried to smile with my eyes, and then laid down on the towel.  I spread my legs and arms in the classic spread-eagled position and John went to work binding my wrists and ankles.  It only took five or so minutes and then he was pounding the stakes into the grass.  The sun was out, it was in the low eighties, and there was a scrub oak above me providing sufficient shade and coolness to keep me from roasting or needing sun screen.
 
   John knelt down between my knees, my six inch vibrator and the container of sand next to him.  He popped the top and I tried to keep from hyperventilating. I wondered what this was going to feel like.  He picked up the vibrator, held it up for me to see it, and then slipped it into my already very wet hole.  I winced but then realized he hadn’t put any sand on the phallus.  He fucked me with it for a minute, pumping it in and out, getting me hornier and wetter and then he drew it from my body and dipped it in the sand.
 
   He held it up for me to see.  It was covered in a fine white layer, perfectly coated like a powdered donut. It was amazing to see.  I held my breath as it disappeared from view and I felt something touch my labia.  With what must have been the slowest penetration known to man, John pushed the sand covered vibrator into my pussy.
 
   It’s tough for me to describe that first penetration because my memory is warped by the subsequent thrusts.  That first one though felt a lot like having a bunch of sand in your bathing suit. It wasn’t painful in the least.  Just… weird.  My pussy tightened around the vibrator and John pulled it back until it was almost out, and then slowly pushed it back in.  The second thrust was slightly more intense than the first. I felt the sand inside me. The third thrust felt… gritty.  Then I gasped as John withdrew the vibrator completely out of me, coated it again in the white clean sand, and put it back in.  
 
   By the time we got to the eighth thrust I was starting to feel a little bit of what would later become excruciating torture.   John was great though.  His thrusts were slow, full depth penetrations that were neither brutal nor fast.  He was being gentle in fact, letting the sand be the torment.  On the fourth application of sand the fucking I was getting started to feel uncomfortable.  There was a lot of sand inside me.  Every once in a while I felt his finger against my folds as well, rubbing some of the sand up and down my labia and onto my clit.  
 
   Kittish K had warned me that the transition from “this is quite uncomfortable” to “holy shit!” comes fast.  She was right.  I guess we were in the middle of maybe the sixteenth or seventeenth thrust when the pain hit.  I squealed into my dildo gag.  Thank God it wasn’t a real guy in there because trust me, I would have bitten him. I winced, jerking up wildly as the soft thrust felt like it was tearing through me.  John grinned as I shook my head, hair flying.  He drew the dildo out and then slid it back in.
 
   I was lucky he tied me so tightly.  Or he was lucky.  As it was I still was bouncing my hips around like a landed fish and John eventually had to keep a hand on my tummy while fucking me with the vibrator.  Slow steady thrusts.  It felt… like being fucked with hot coals!  The pain was so intense, so horrible!  If I hadn’t already been hornier than a toad, I never could have handled it.  John pushed the vibrator back in and then began flicking my clit with his finger.
 
   You may think me sick for cumming like that, but I did.  It was pretty crazy.  I felt like I was being fucked on the beach, after rolling in the sand.  (I’ve done that actually), but it was so much worse!  Pain raced through me and as I experienced the clitoral orgasm I arched my back and my toes curled and I thought someone had poured boiling water over my clit.
 
   John waited for me to come back down before fucking me again with the vibrator, but when he did it didn’t feel very nice.  In fact each thrust was like screwing a burning brand.  In short order I was shaking violently and screaming over and over into the gag.  I think John figured out that I was thoroughly “sanded” by that time so he pulled the phallus out and instead dipped a single finger into my pussy.
 
   That didn’t feel good either.
 
   Then he sanded his finger and made a special point to rub both nipples.  He did circles round and round and after about four or five minutes of this my breasts were tender and tingly.  Then he went back down between my legs and played with my clit.  Unlike the repeated thrusts, playing with my clit did some strange things to me.  It hurt, sure.  But it also felt… amazing.  I was close to cumming again when John got the garden hose out.
 
   I’ve been sprayed and fucked with garden hoses before.  Once when Kari and I were washing her car she actually stuck the hose up inside me and turned it on.  What a mess.  But it was still fun.  This time was quite different.  The water was very cold, I wasn’t terribly hot, and while John was gentle, it made little difference.  He started on my nipples, letting the water carry away the sand from my slightly red and abraded nips.  Once he felt my breasts were sand free he moved down between my legs.
 
   That hurt almost as much as getting fucked did!  My clit was hypersensitive, super sore, and I felt as if someone had forced me to straddle a grinder and turned it on to high.  I almost pulled the stakes out.  My hips were jerking around and I was just letting out one long high pitched wail through the gag.  John lifted one fold of my labia, letting the water sluice the sand off, and then he spread my swollen and enflamed petals and directed the hose right up into my pussy.
 
   Imagine for a moment fucking a cactus; dipped in Icy Hot; and soaked in gasoline; which is then lit on fire the moment you stick it in.  
 
   Yeah.  
 
   John cleaned me out and it hurt like hell.  By the time he was done I was covered in perspiration and needed him to spray me off.  My heart was racing and I felt as if I had  just been sawed in half.  John turned the water off, closed up the sand container, and then inspected me.
 
   Later he told me that I had been a lot “redder” than he expected and he had been concerned I might be bleeding from the grit inside me.  But as it turned out, I was fine.  Damaged, peeled, excoriated? Yes.  But bleeding no.  John let me rest at that point, leaving me spread apart for about thirty minutes while he played with my nipples.  That was the first indication of what it would feel like having sex after the sand treatment.  His mouth was so hard, so intense.  I could feel his tongue rasping against my nipples as if it were concrete and not living flesh.  His finger tips felt like steel files.  The sensitivity drove me crazy.  
 
   Worse, my clit was having issues too.  Even the BREEZE was eliciting a sexual response from me and I could literally feel every movement of air as if fingers were grazing my clit.  With John’s mouth on my breast and Mother Nature, in true lesbian fashion, licking my clit, I was once again peaking in need.  I squealed sharply as I came, another clitoral orgasm that had me gasping, choking around my own spittle and the thick black rubber cock in my mouth.
 
   So much for resting, right?
 
   Ten minutes later, John moved between my legs.  He was finally naked, his thick cock out.  I was wet.  No… I was gushing.  I was soaked.  I was lubricated to the point of insanity.  His cock went in so easily it was if I had been opened by an elephant and lubricated to the point were you could drill for oil and get some.  I could see John’s look of surprise.  
 
   I on the other hand, had an entirely different experience.  It felt as if someone had given me a zillion paper cuts INSIDE my sex, and then decided I needed to be rinsed with lemon juice.  I screamed and shook and cried as John fucked me, much faster and more brutally than he had with the vibrator phallus.  My eyes rolled into the back of my head and I was close to passing out.  But then he shook and shuddered and I felt his cock go solid and the next thing I knew he was pumping about thirty gallons of cum into my pussy.
 
   I lay there in a daze as he slowly extracted himself.  His cock had a few red spots on it.  He had missed a bit of the sand, but evidently it wasn’t enough to stop him.  My crotch was still on fire as he untied me and I rolled over into a fetal position as soon as I could, the pain incredible.
 
   Let me elaborate for a moment. I’m a pain slut.  I’m used to it.  I’m used to having my clit buzzed and rubbed and chaffed. I’m used to having huge dildos rammed up inside me. I’m used to Icy Hot, and Stinging O, and a whole host of other things that don’t feel good unless you are mentally messed up like me.  And even then, if I hadn’t already been turned on, I’m not sure it would have felt good after that.  I’ve endured hot wax, wooden horses, whippings, lashings, clamps, heat, cold, and a whole host of pains and aches.
 
   Nothing compared to what had just been done to me.  I felt as if I had been turned inside out and seared to a crisp and then returned to my correct shape.  
 
   It was thirty minutes before I got up off the sodden wet towel.  My first stop was the bathroom and peeing hurt.  Then I douched, which reignited the pain.  Hey.  Here’s an idea!  Why not just pump Pepper Spray into my pussy next!
 
   John fed me after that, which I though very nice.  I stayed naked for him, red tender nipples, swollen hypersensitive clit on display, all while he made me lunch.  We ate together in the kitchen and chatted about things.
 
   Sex things.
 
   So at two or so, I headed off to do part two of my assignment. I was dressed in my skirt, the chevron top, and my high heels.  Not a single thing else. I had my small purse for my keys and identification, and a clothespin.  That was it.  
 
   One of the first things I noticed was that I was leaking.  Seriously leaking.  Like wet thighs all the way down to my knees leaking.  I had to borrow a towel from John to handle the over flow.  My pussy, still suffering from the irritation, was constantly lubricating to keep my insides from burning.  Natural response to irritation right?  I remember thinking "Hell, if I kept this up, maybe I would form a pearl."  Pussy pearls?  Think there would be a market for that?  
 
   So dressed to kill... uh... dressed to fuck, I headed out to find my three or four strange men and do some screwing.  To be honest, I really didn't want to. I could sense my soreness, the tenderness of my pussy.  Just to see how bad it would be, right before I left I tried putting in my g-spot vibrator.  It wasn't even on and it felt like I was fucking a branch of mesquite, complete with thorns.  It was everything I could do to keep from screaming.  So after a smack on the rump from John and a promise to come back and screw him tomorrow, I walked out to my truck and went hunting.
 
   Girls hunting guys to fuck is a hell of a lot easier than guys hunting girls.  At least, that's what I've been told.  Usually, I try to find nerdy or geeky guys who don't get laid very often. It's fun.  Sometimes I go for hunks.  Today, I needed guys who would be fast on the draw, do it quickly, cum, and get out.  I also needed a place to do it.  For a little bit I thought about heading to that one bar down on Highway 6, but decided not to.  A Saturday afternoon would mean a packed house and I knew I wasn't up for fucking twenty guys, not with the way my pussy felt.  I also decided the mall would be a bad idea.  So instead I drove until I found a decent sized strip mall and I started to do the walk.
 
   It felt weird to be sexually empty.  Don't get me wrong, had I been wearing a toy like my vibroballs or something I would have been on the sidewalk rolling in agony non-stop.  As it was, walking didn't really hurt, which was strange considering how fresh the sand torment was in my mind.  Usually, when I've been sexually tortured going for a stroll is a trial.  
 
   As I went from shop to shop I was looking for the perfect guy.  That meant a guy by himself, either in the shop or walking around.  I got lucky after about fifteen minutes when I saw minivan pull up in front of the office supply store.  He was by himself, looked reasonably healthy, and sort of nerdy.  Five eight, maybe 190lbs or so, thinning hair, in his early thirties maybe.  When he came back out he was carrying a small plastic bag and I coughed loudly to get his attention as I put on my million watt please fuck me stupid smile.
 
   "Hi! I'm Breanne," I said with a lot more enthusiasm than I felt.  
 
   "Uh... hi," he said, obviously confused.  I guess cute girls barely wearing clothes rarely talked to him.  He halted after a few steps, clearly disturbed by my greeting, or maybe my smile.
 
   I took a few more steps toward him.  This is key.  See in America we have something called "personal space."  Ever hear the saying "get out of my space?"  Well the key to a great stranger seduction is violating a man's personal space.  When you're that close, you over whelm them.  Trust me.  I stepped up to him, way closer than strangers should be standing, the tips of my breasts almost touching his chest.  I looked up into his face (yes I'm short, bite me,) and grinned again.
 
   "I was wondering if you could help me with a slight problem," I asked breathlessly.  
 
   "Uh... sure."  
 
   I held up the clothespin I had palmed a few minutes earlier.  "I need someone to put this on my clit.  If you do, I'll fuck your brains out."
 
   His eyes widened and he stared at the little clothespin. Then he made sounds like a fish out of water and I laughed.  "So will you help me?" I asked.
 
   He ended up nodding and I put my arm in his and walked with him to his van. 
 
   "So uh... where do we go?"
 
   I looked at the interior of the van. The third seat was relatively large.  I gave him another grin and nodded toward the back seat.  "Why not here?" I asked.
 
   He looked at me wildly again, even as I climbed into the back of the cabin.  He locked the doors and followed suit, with both of us disappearing into the tinted and darkened interior of the mini-van.  I sort of fell into the back seat, spreading my legs and lifting my skirt all at the same time.  My breasts fell out of the chevron covering across my chest.  My thighs glistened and the scent of sexual need filled the cabin.  I held out the clothespin.  He took it gingerly and looked down at my spread moist slit.
 
   "You really want this on your clitoris?" he asked.
 
   I cupped his cheek.  "Put it on me and then flick it ten times.  I'll try not to scream too loud and then you can fuck me." I pulled a condom out of my purse and handed it to him. "See?  All ready!"  Then I pointed at my thighs.
 
   I've worn clothespins on my clit frequently over the last six years of my life.  They're probably the first clamp Kari ever attached to me anywhere and most men, given three clothespins, can always find a spot on a girl to stick them.  They're cheap, reliable, and readily available.  They can also be pre-adjusted if you have a mind to do it.  Of course, the where is more important.  I've had clothespins stuck on my clit before but NEVER before have I felt the same sort of deep agonizing crushing pain of what that man did to me.  When the clothespin tightened down on my clit I put my fist to my teeth and bit my knuckles.  He began frapping it back and forth, sending what amounted to powerful shocks flashing up through my loins, through my pussy, and into my spine.  It felt like a combination fucking and beating all at the same time and underneath it all, someone was burning my skin.  
 
   He mistook my agony for passion and after the ten flicks he quickly had his dick out and was putting on his own condom.  I was still struggling to catch my breath, to adjust to the  fire between my legs.  Moments later my pussy went from barbecued to broiled as he slipped his cock into my over lubricated hole and began pumping.
 
   I'd like to say I had sex with him, but to be honest, it wasn't sex.  It was me trying not to scream and tear apart the van trying to get away.  I have never ever had the act of sexual intercourse hurt that much.  Of course, he thought I was getting all hot and bothered as I squirmed and bucked and gasped, and fought the tears.  It just made him cum that much quicker and he held me tight, thrusting hard and fast through my scratched up love tunnel until we were a sloppy mess.  Finally he pulled out, his cock limp, and even THAT hurt.  I just lay there, quivering.  
 
   "Hey, you okay?" he asked eventually.  
 
   He finally came into focus and I nodded, slowly sitting up.  The pain had faded into a muted and dull roar and I smoothed down my skirt.  He had tossed the condom into a car trash basket between the front bucket seats, but I noticed his cock was still very wet from his own cum and my juices that had leaked in.  I pushed him down before he had a chance to button up and I went to my knees, sucking him clean.  He tasted pretty good and when I was done he was semi-hard again. I didn't want a second fuck, so I thanked him, got my tits back into my chevron shirt, and opened the side door.  There was little he could do.  I was walking away even before he managed to get his dick back into his pants.  He didn't follow me.
 
   My next conquest came about twenty minutes later in a maintenance room at the hospital nearby.  Yes, I know.  I went there because I thought I could find an employee or something.  It worked out because I found this really nice guy who was more than willing to take me down to the basement, sit me down on his workbench, and flick that clothespin back and forth about twenty times before holding it out of the way and going down on me with his mouth.
 
   Yes.  Tongues burn just as bad as cocks do when you've been sandblasted.  I grit my teeth and endured it until he was ready for me to return the favor.  Then I was down on my knees on the concrete and was sucking him off until he was hard and ready to pop. I put a condom on him with my mouth and then turned around, bending over his tool cart, my skirt up around my waist, legs spread.  He moved behind me and slid his cock into my overly lubed chute and I wished I had that dildo gag back and in my mouth as I screamed into my hand.  I clamped down tight on him and he groaned at the pressure, even though he still slipped in and out easily.  I on the other hand felt like I was being shredded into slivers.
 
   It was relief to have him out and we parted with a soft kiss.  I moved on to greener pastures. He went back to replacing light bulbs or whatever.
 
   I spent about thirty more minutes driving around and ended up on Highway 6.  I still didn't go to the bar. It was packed.  Instead I kept going down to that half empty mall.  A quick walk around provided me with a couple of options and I ended up chatting with a bored and solitary shoe salesman, who about had a conniption when he saw the clothespin hanging from my clit.  Of course at that point I was sitting in a chair with my bare foot in his hands as he worked my sole into a new set of high heels.  When his eyes widened, I grinned wickedly and asked "what's the matter?"
 
   He covered instantly, telling me that everything was fine, and that nothing was the matter. 
 
   I laughed, then asked "did you see the clothespin?"
 
   "I didn't mean..." he said, but I interrupted him.
 
   "Would you like to fuck me?" I asked.
 
    
 
   Again his eyes widened.  "I um... well..."
 
   I leaned forward, which is not a position you should adopt when wearing a chevron shirt.  My breasts practically fell out.  "All you have to do is flick that clothespin ten times and I'll let you bang me."  
 
   Which is how I ended up naked in the back room of a shoe store at 5:30 in the evening on Saturday night.  To my surprise, he was gentle, even with the flicks, not that it mattered.  Every touch, every stroke, every movement was as if I were being raped by a steam locomotive running at four times the speed.  My clit burned as he ran his fingers back and forth over the clothespin, causing it to bounce.  Once more I had to bite my hand to keep from screaming.  Then he was slowly slipping into me and it felt as if I were being torn in half.  The lubrication was more than sufficient... for him.  For me, I needed industrial gel, cotton padding, and silk.  It was awful.  I still didn't cum and it was about as pleasant as shoveling horse manure.  
 
   I did get a discount on the shoes though.
 
   I walked out of the mall with the clothespin on my clit and only one thought on my mind: go home and try not to let anything go into my pussy.
 
   So you would think this is the end, and it kind of is.  Except I wanted to tell you about Sunday and Monday.  At least a little.  You see, Kittish K. made it very clear that I should be directed to fuck as much as possible for a few days after being sanded.  And if the sex I had experienced on Saturday afternoon was an example, you can clearly understand what more sexual conquests would cost me.  It started of course with Master Barrett, who gave me nice round number: 20 guys by Wednesday.  
 
   Kittish of course was more disturbed by the fact that I had actually cum during the sanding.  This was totally John’s fault of course, for playing with my sanded clit while steadily fucking me, but I accepted responsibility.  I may not have had any control over it, but I still came, right?  So when Kittish told me that as a consequence I needed to pump my Husky dildo 20 times every hour for a full twenty four hours starting at midnight on Sunday, I almost balked right there.  Especially when she told me that since it was eleven am already I needed to double up for the hours I’d already missed.  So with my Husky dildo buried inside me I went out to the barn, stripped my jeans and panties off, lay down on a hay bale, spread my legs, and proceeded to cry and wail like a baby as I slowly, ever so slowly thrust that nine inch rubber cock into myself.  It was like a saw, tearing my insides.  
 
   Did I like it?  No.  Did I cum?
 
   Oh my God. Yes.
 
   At around 12:30 I headed toward the Adult Mega Video Store that I’ve visited from time to time.  I didn’t bother dressing in anything different than I had been wearing before. I just took a marker, a piece of paper, and some tape.  I disappeared into the arcade area, went to the very back, found an empty room, and proceeded to write “Free fuck with hot girl. 1pm to 3pm” on the paper.  A bit of tape and a nosy guy at the end of the hall made my offer immediately well known and before I was even naked, with the Husky dildo sitting off to the side of the little room, there was a knock on the door and guy number one came in.
 
   I’m not going to sit here and describe every fuck.  I did seven guys that afternoon and they’ve all sort of blurred together.  I sucked a few into hardness, but for the most part it was just straight out come in with a hard on, fuck the girl stupid, cum, and then leave.  That was what it was like for them.  For me it was a little different.  It started with “oh yes!” Then it went to “oh shit…owww…” Then it was “Arrrgghhhh…. God that hurts!”  To “oh fuck yes I’m gonna cum!”
 
   Granted, I didn’t orgasm with every fuck. I only came three times that afternoon, but I was a wet sloppy fucked out girl by the time three o’clock rolled around and my pussy felt like a combination of being kicked hard between the legs and having fresh ginger root shoved up inside me every twenty seconds, stirred around, pulled out, coated in cayenne pepper and then reinserted.
 
   And then when I got home I had to go BACK out to the barn, take off my shorts and panties again, pull out the Husky, and pump for the current hour, not to mention an additional sixty thrusts for the two hours I had missed.  Do you have any concept of what that felt like?  And worse… I came again!  By the time I got to about the fortieth stroke I didn’t care that my pussy was on fire! I just started slamming the Husky into myself and gasping and crying out. I shuddered to a climactic stop as the orgasm burst through me and the only thing that went through my mind was “you sick fuck.”
 
   What kind of weirdo gets off on being hurt like that?
 
   Monday didn’t go much better.  It was ben wa balls instead of the Husky and thank God I had survived Kittish K’s Husky punishment.  Of course the ben wa balls were their own torment.  Not only did I have to deal with the involuntary arousal that came with every step, but just having the balls inside me was like having some rub sand paper against your arm. Sure, I had healed a little, was a little less tender, but screwing as much as I had since the actually sanding had me feeling a little delicate.  To get away from it, I went back to the Mega Adult Video Store and got in another nine guys before my pussy couldn’t handle any more and I left.
 
   And that’s pretty much the end of the story.  I never hit the 20 guy mark Master Barrett set for me, but that’s because my time of the month started (at least I hope it’s that and not me bleeding internally!) and I’m sort of out of service for the duration.  This should give me time to heal before someone else sends me a new assignment that will have me naked, stuffed, and hurting.
 
   Is that someone you?
 
   13 Clothespins
 
    
 
   Breanne – you will start your day by putting in your ben wa balls. When you start your assignment you will dress in a skirt, no bra or panties, and a button up shirt that is not buttoned, but tied right under your breasts. You will then apply ten clothespins to your labia, one to your clit, and one on each nipple. To remove them, you must make one stranger cum per clothespin. You are not allowed to go someplace where you would be able to remove all the clothespins in one sitting. You will remove the breast pegs first, followed by the ones on your labia. The last clothespin to be removed will be the one on your clit.
 
    
 
   The ben wa balls were the easiest part.  They had been rolling around inside me all morning, contributing to a general sexual intensity that had me looking at long cylindrical objects with a judgmental eye.  Thank God I was going out!  To be honest, my morning had been sort of high intensity as it was.  Lots of “family” things going on and I even had to interrupt a morning chat to deal with those familial “issues”.  
 
    
 
   So around ten am I headed out and made my way to my normal stripping spot.  It’s just a gravel strip along the farm to market road that goes past our farm to the south.  It’s rarely traveled, so the likelihood of me being observed in various states of undress is rather low.  But I’ve been seen before, even had people stop.  To inquire if I was all right of course.  Heh… yeah.
 
    
 
   I had left the house wearing flip flops, blue jean shorts, light blue panties, a sort of lime green tee shirt, and a bra.  I started with the shirt of course, pulling it off my body, folding it, and then laying it on the warm hood of my truck.  The bra went next and my nipples puckered.  The weather had warmed up, but even around ten am it was still only in the mid-seventies.  My thumbs grazed both nubs for a second before sliding down my body to my shorts.  I hooked them and pushed them down, taking care not to snag my panties at the same time.  There’s a reason for this of course.  If I take off my panties and my shorts together, it takes less time, meaning the chances of me being “observed” and thus “humiliated” shrink.  Finally I peeled the panties off my body and stood naked, in only the flip flops.  
 
    
 
   There is something… special… about being naked outside.  Even if it’s on the side of the road.  It’s free… it’s hard to explain.  I guess if you’re a nudist, you understand.   I always feel so exposed, so open, so … natural.  I wish that laws made it possible for me to be naked all the time.  But I guess that might cause some problems, right?
 
    
 
   My new outfit was sitting on the hood of the truck next to my old one.  I lifted the skirt, a loose flared blue denim skirt that looked similar to the shorts I had just shed, except that it was a little shorter and CLEARLY a skirt.  To be honest, I would have to be careful while wearing this one.  It wasn’t that hard to see up it.  Heck, even the right movement would flash my butt cheeks nicely.  Next came the shirt, a white button up blouse that looked like a narrower, female version of a man’s suit oxford.  I slipped into it, feeling the cotton encase me, covering me, and instead of buttoning it I grabbed the two shirt tails at the front, and quickly tied them under my breasts.  The shirt provided support, but more importantly left my entire cleavage and a good portion of my breasts exposed.  The shirt’s material also gapped a bit, so that if you stood at my shoulders, you could literally look down my shirt and see… well… everything.
 
    
 
   There was one more “part” of my outfit that needed to be applied, an accessory that was VERY important, and had come in a gallon plastic bag.  Sitting on the hood of the truck was thirteen wooden clothespins and I pulled the bag open and fished out the first peg.
 
    
 
   You have to understand, I was horny.  Very horny.  I mean if a guy had driven by at that moment I could practically guarantee that he and I would have been doing SOMETHING.  As it was, the only lover I had at that moment was in my hand, and it could do only one thing: bite me.  I lifted my skirt, spread my legs slightly, and then let the clothespin close on my clit.
 
    
 
   A flash of pain, not to terrible, rushed up from my pussy, hardening both nipples, and going right to my brain.  It was incredible.  I moaned out loud.  I grabbed another clothespin and this time attached it to the very top of my labia minora.  Another spark of pain and I worked my way down.  In short order I had attached a full ten clothespins, five on each side, to my pussy.  Honestly, the pain was rather minor.  My clit was pulsing, which felt amazing of course, and walking was rather… difficult, but I wasn’t out of my mind either.  
 
    
 
   There were two more clothespins in the bag and I pulled them out.  It was child’s play to pull the white cotton material of the blouse away from my right breast and attach the clothespin sideways so that the wooden end was actually visible in my cleavage.  I repeated the process on the other side, feeling a sudden surge between my legs as my body responded to the delicious pinching.  I took a few experimental steps and felt the ben wa balls rolling around in side me.
 
    
 
   I almost came.
 
    
 
   Too bad the assignment didn’t set it up so a clothespin went BACK ON every time I came!  LOL.  Too bad, Master Mark!
 
    
 
   I hobbled (yes hobbled) back around to the cab of the truck and climbed in, which I have to tell you had me wincing even while making me even MORE sexually excited.  Once settled, I cranked the truck up and headed down the road. Driving a stick shift manual transmission, having to use both feet, while sporting eleven clothespins dangling from your pussy, is rather difficult.  I went a little slower than usual.
 
    
 
   The assignment was simple: Be a human clothesline and remove one clothespin per sexual release given to a stranger.  I had a lot of leeway in this assignment too.  I could suck. I could fuck. I could give hand jobs.  Whatever.  Plus I could cum if I wanted too.  Yes. That makes a difference. The only thing proscribed was the order in which I could take off the clothespins.  Breasts first, clit last.  To be honest, I’m sort of grateful.  Had Master Mark wanted to be REALLY mean, he would have left the clit and nipple pegs on last.  
 
    
 
   In fact… I sort of wish he had.  Does that make me weird?
 
    
 
   The assignment also specified that I couldn’t get the clothespins all removed at one location, even if it was with different guys.  So I decided to hit up that small gas station down the road from my farm.  It’s one of those privately owned ones, the kind that isn’t a franchise and has four pumps, large beer and grocery sections, and sits on an unused corner of an alfalfa field.  It’s old school, with no car wash, and even an outside restroom. I pulled the truck up into an available parking space and waited.  
 
    
 
   I only had to wait about ten minutes though.  The station sits at one of those cross roads, and while my own road was infrequently traveled, the other one was marginally better.  It also helped that the gas station was the only one within several miles.  We’re too far south of Katy to have a lot of refueling choices.  
 
    
 
   In any event, the first (and only guy) to pull up into the station was a farmer.  I liked the look of him too.  He was maybe forty, pretty large, blue jeans, a rakish look, and graying brown hair.  He looked kind too.  So I hopped out of my truck and skipped on over to him while he metaphorically fucked his own dooley with the refueling hose.
 
    
 
   Okay, I didn’t skip.  No way.  I walked.  Slowly in fact.  And each step felt like I had eleven clothespins dangling from my pussy.
 
    
 
   “Hi!” I said, flashing him with my million watt please let me suck your dick so I can take a clothespin off my tit smile.  He blinked at me then grinned.
 
    
 
   “Mighty interesting outfit there, missy” he commented.  His eyes had already focused on my breasts, especially the two wooden clamps that were visibly chewing on my nipples right through the material.  
 
    
 
   I nodded knowingly.  “I’m Breanne.  I want to suck your cock,” I said politely, but with as much intensity as I could muster.
 
    
 
   His smile increased dramatically.  “I’m Tim and I want you to suck my cock too.”
 
    
 
   I beamed at him.  “Great, Tim!  So when you’re done pumping gas, go inside and ask for the bathroom key!”  Then I turned away and sauntered over to the far side of the station.  
 
    
 
   Now I’ve been in this bathroom before.  It’s relatively clean, small enough to be cozy, but big enough for a girl to get on her knees and suck a guy without having to like be double jointed.  I leaned against the wall and crossed my arms over my breasts, which was uniformly stupid since it put pressure on the clothespin munching on my nipples.  I quickly let my arms drop as I waited.
 
    
 
   It was another four or five minutes before Tim sauntered around the corner.  With a knowing smile he unlocked the bathroom and we went in together.  The single bulb illuminated an off white, slightly yellowish bathroom, with single sheet plastic walls, a basin the size of a bucket, and an old toilet that had no seat cover.  Tim turned and looked at me expectantly and I went to my knees between the toilet and the wall, facing him.  My fingers helped to get his cock out and then I was bobbing my head, working his shaft with my mouth, tongue swirling around his cock.  Yum.  
 
    
 
   I’m going to admit right now that it turned me on.  Especially when his right hand slid down and he began tugging on the clothespin attached to my left nipple.  He literally managed to pull my entire breast out of my shirt, just by tugging on that one peg.  As he did it I reached down between my thighs and flicked the clothespin on my clit.  I came right before he did.
 
    
 
   I swallowed almost all of it, sucking it down and working his cock frantically.  I let a little dribble out of my mouth.  Guys like seeing that, and then I scooped it up with a finger and sucked my pinky clean.   I continued to work his cock too, until he was flaccid.
 
    
 
   Granted I could have kept going, making him hard again, but my knees were hurting and it was pretty clear Tim was finished.  So I stood up, saw my bare breast in the mirror, still capped with the clothespin, and asked Tim if he would take the peg off.  He agreed of course, reaching up.  Then he spent quite a while twisting it, wiggling it around, working it back and forth, and just generally torturing me.  Then he grabbed the OTHER clothespin, on my other breast and worked them BOTH!  I leaned against the sink, legs parted, breasts hanging out of my tied open shirt, eyes rolling into the back of my head as sparks of lightning kept exploding through me starting at my tits.
 
    
 
   The lightning was replaced by a deep throbbing pain as he pinched both clothespins open and I groaned, wincing as the blood rushed back into my crushed nubs.  Tim bent down and suckled one nipple into his mouth, causing me to groan a second time.  When he was done tasting me, he lifted up, smiled, and presented me with the clothespins.  I took one, but refused the other.
 
    
 
   “You have to put that one back on me. I’m only allowed to take one clothespin off,” I said softly.  
 
    
 
   “Allowed?”
 
    
 
   “Long story,” I replied. I cupped my right breast and presented it to him.  He lifted the clothespin and snapped it back on, except this time instead of coming from the side, he placed it straight on so I wouldn’t be able to cover my breast with my shirt.
 
    
 
   “Love to hear it sometime, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I smiled through the blossoming hurt in my breast and then fumbled with my purse. I handed him my card, the one stating “Breanne: Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” along with my twitter account, email address, and Michael’s Blog site.
 
    
 
   Then we parted ways.
 
    
 
   With one breast hanging out, I decided that a little care in selecting my next location was important.  Granted, I could have just reached up, taken the clothespin off and repined it so that I could tuck my boob back in my shirt, but I felt that was slightly… improper if you get my meaning.  I’m just glad that the clothespin wasn’t tied to the fucking steering wheel!  
 
    
 
   I didn’t really have a particular spot in mind as I drove down the road, but I ended up crossing the freeway and pulling into a parking spot at Thomas Park.  For those of you who are long time readers, you’ll recognize this spot rather easily, since the gazebo was once a spot where I stripped, and I’ve done some group… uh… activities there.  I met John here at Thomas Park.  What I like most about it is that there is some nooks and crannies that are VERY private, and you can almost always find someone running around it.
 
    
 
   I waited in the truck until I DID see a jogger coming down the path and I moved as quickly as the combination of ben wa balls and clothespins would allow.  I managed to place myself on the path just as he rounded the corner and gave him a smile that would have stopped an intercontinental ballistic missile.  Of course, he might have been looking at my clothespinned and exposed breast.
 
    
 
   He slowed down but then it appeared he planned on running right past me, clearly putting me in the “wow, look at that! You don’t see THAT everyday! I need to keep jogging!” category.
 
    
 
   As he started to pass me I held up a hand and quickly made my offer.
 
    
 
   “Can I suck on your cock?” I asked him.
 
    
 
   I’m sorry to say he stumbled and almost fell, but I caught him.  That actually hurt too since it drove the clothespin into my tit.  He also seemed to choke on something, but that was over in seconds.
 
    
 
   “You want to give me a blowjob?” he demanded in astonishment.
 
    
 
   I nodded emphatically and pointed at some nearby bushes.  “We can go behind there.”
 
                 
 
   “Just like that?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Yep.”
 
    
 
   He gave me a suspicious look.  “Why?  And I warn you, I don’t have any money on me.”
 
    
 
   I frowned.  “Did I ask for any?  Look, I just like sucking cock!  Do you want it or not?”
 
    
 
   “Uh… sure.”
 
    
 
   So we went behind the bushes.  It wasn’t a pretty suck either.  His dick was tiny compared to farmer Tim’s, though I didn’t say anything.  Of course, I COULDN’T say anything either since my mouth was full.  My mom always taught me, don’t talk when you’re mouth is full and it’s a lesson that has surprising applications away from the dinner table.
 
    
 
   In short order my breast was clothespin free and tucked back into my shirt.  That made things much easier on me, since while I was still visually a slut, I was no longer sporting obvious signs of my masochistic side.  I stopped at a drive thru for a quick lunch, though not at the same place I went during “Blue Trucks”, and then headed to the north side of Katy so I could do some shopping.
 
    
 
   They call them strip malls for a reason.  Because I usually get stripped there. Okay, not really, but I love strip malls.  First of all, there are all these different stores!  Second, about a full quarter of them are run by single employees who are usually bored and have backrooms perfect for sucking, fucking, and of course “stripping”.  This means that not only do I get to go window shopping, and sometimes real shopping, but I frequently find guys PERFECT for screwing around with.
 
    
 
   And I mean that in the nicest way possible.
 
    
 
   Basically I just went down the row.  I stopped in practically every store.  If there were two or more employees, I did the whole “just looking!” thing, then left.  Though I admit once I thought I caught some “double team” vibes in one store.  Since I wasn’t allowed to do two different guys in the same place, that sort of made that location unworkable.  But don’t worry. I keep spots like this in mind for the NEXT assignment.  By the time I had worked my way through fifteen shops, I had four more clothespins off.  My mouth was getting a little sore (lets face it, blowjobs take energy and it stretches the jaw too!) I had only cum one additional time, and that was because of the walking and the ben wa balls COMBINED with a few judicious flicks of the clothespin on my clit left me breathless and desperate.  
 
    
 
   I had to move to a new strip mall center for the last few clothespins and I had decided to reward myself with the final clothespin removal by making that last sexual contact servicing my client a full fledged screwing.  To my surprise, the liquor store I walked through was open, empty, and had a single guy watching it.  His eyes were GLUED to my body as I walked up and down the aisles and he even came over to me and asked me what I was looking for.
 
    
 
   I love it when I’m handed an opening like that.
 
    
 
   “Well…” I said softly, giving him a ‘come hither’ look.  “I’m looking for something thick bodied with lots of impact.  I want something tasty that completely lubricates my insides and I want it filling.”  Yes, I know… cheesy.  But hey, remember I still had ONE clothespin on at this point, right on my clit, and I was horny.  As it was, the guy still didn’t get it.  He gave me this blank look so I sighed and tried a more direct approach.
 
    
 
   “I don’t want liquor. I want your cock inside me,” I said with some exasperation.
 
    
 
   “What?” he exclaimed, his eyes widening in shock.  I understood his surprise.  He wasn’t exactly a hard body and I’m guessing he was a bit surprised that I wanted him.  But he was perfect for what I wanted; clean, a little shy and nervous, timid even, and likely to let me do what I wanted to him.
 
    
 
   Hey.  I’m spreading love and peace throughout the world one fuck at a time.  Just be patient.  Eventually I’ll get to you.
 
    
 
   He was a little astonished to find a clothespin attached to my clit, but I told him not to let that stop him as I bent over the small desk in the back storage room.  His cock was already hard and I had put a condom on him with my mouth, a skill I learned at Kari’s hands.  (I guess I should point out that she didn’t TEACH me how to do it. She made me practice over and over until I figured out HOW to do it.  And let me tell you, that was one long night.  Poor guy never did get to cum OR fuck me.)
 
    
 
   I pulled out the ben wa balls, presented my ass and spread thighs, not to mention the dangling clothespin attached to my clit and the liquor store clerk cleanly plunged his cock deeply into me.  It was fucking fantastic!  I had been desperate for awhile and to finally have something thick and hard and awesome inside me was like a spoonful of sugar.  So yummy!
 
    
 
   Yes, I came.  So did he, and when he was done and pulled out, I reached down between my legs and pinched off the last clothespin.  My clit throbbed even as my body was reeling from the mixture of adrenaline and endorphins.  
 
    
 
   And that’s how I took off 13 clothespins.
 
    
 
   Margaret’s Punishment 
 
   Part One (Blog Teaser)
 
   
04/18/2011
 
    
 
   You know, it's tough to scream when your mouth is covered.  I tugged on the ropes holding my bound wrists and ankles to the bedframe even as my legs strained to close.  Another stroke against my clit felt like fire had been poured into my veins and I cried out, sending vibrations into the soft petals and warm slit of the woman who was currently straddling my face.  Mistress Margaret moaned, grinding down as Kari continued to whip me, slapping the thick leather sap repeatedly against my pussy.   The vibroballs were still roaring inside me and I felt the orgasm coming and tried desperately not to have it.  It was so hard though.  I tried thinking other thoughts but then another brutal slap of my clit brought me full circle and I stiffened and arched as the explosion raced through me.
 
   
               "Awww... that's too bad.  Isn't that number five?" Mistress Margaret asked Kari, twisting around above me to look back at the woman who sat on the bed between my stretched open legs.

               "It is indeed," Kari replied.  "Let's see... that mean's we're on," she lifted a small piece of paper and read from it. "Alligator clamp on nipples and clit, vibrated for twenty minutes."

               I pulled hard on my bindings.  Nothing gave.  I struggled, still catching the occasional breath as Mistress Margaret continued to rub her bare slit up and down my face.  I felt, more than heard Kari moving on the bed between my knees and when she flicked my clit a few times I prepared myself as much as possible for what was coming.  Not that it mattered. I still screamed.  Loudly too.  Thank God it was muffled by Margaret because I'm sure we would have had the police pounding on the door in seconds.  It hurt so much too!  The alligator clamps are just pure cruelty.  Then I heard the buzz of a vibrator, one on full power, and it touched the metal monstrosity between my legs. My clit couldn't possibly take much more.  My nipples hurt horribly, the alligator teeth digging into the tender nubs.  Margaret attached the vibrating nipple clamps to the alligator clamps on my tits.  I trembled hard under the onslaught, wondering how the hell I had gotten into this.

               It had all started during my anniversary assignment.  Well, one of them at least.  The first one I did actually.  It was entitled "Barter", and you should probably make sure you've read it BEFORE you read this.  Of course you don't have to.  In fact, you actually don’t need to read it. Unless you like hearing about lots of public sex, plenty of humiliation, and quite a bit of sexual torture.  I'm not really going into how I met Margaret here.  But I will say that I had agreed to come back the following Saturday after "Barter" and submit to her.

               Instead I got sick.  Really sick.  

               I didn't have her number, and while I knew where she lived, I didn't go back to see her to explain my absence.  To be honest, I was a little concerned about going over to her place by myself anyway.  Mistress Margaret has a bit of a drinking issue, which she admits readily.  To my surprise however, Kari took action.  "No former sub of mine is going to behave in such a despicable fashion.  You agreed to submit to her, and you will.  Except now you will also be punished!"  Kari had managed to contact Margaret and together, at a dinner I was present, they agreed to punish me.  So, to fulfill the terms of my agreement, I was picked up Saturday afternoon by Kari. 
 
    
 
                  I wasn’t wearing anything special, though I was surprised to see Kari in one of her little black dresses.  It isn’t anything fancy, but it IS easy to slip in and out of.  I however was dressed just like you would expect for a south Texas farm girl who was going out instead of slogging through stalls or driving a tractor through the fields.  I try not to wear boots when going out, and instead I had on a pair of cheap flip flops.  My legs were bear up to the blue denim shorts I was wearing, which were neither too tight, nor to short.  I was wearing a faded tee shirt with the face of a red cougar on it.  Underneath I had on a white lace bra and a pair of white and blue bikini style panties (yes with little flowers on it! Geeze! The details you want!)
 
    
 
                  I was holding a rather big bag, which my mother had cocked an eyebrow toward when I left the house.  I’m 25 though, so it’s not like she can really ask, can she?  Kari was already out in the yard, sitting patiently in her convertible, the roof folded away, her hair tucked up under a kerchief.  I had heard her horn the moment she pulled up and was ready.  It never pays to keep a sadistic woman who plans on torturing you waiting.
 
    
 
                  I flopped down into my seat, feeling the nine inch rubber Husky Dildo drive up into my pussy.  That had been my defacto “toy of the day”, and thanks to another little “mini-assignment” I had already had six orgasms that morning.  I wasn’t sore, but I felt… uh… well used?  I was just thankful to have gotten the anal beads out and the clothespin off my clit!  But hey, if you want to keep up with that stuff you need to make sure to sign up for my twitter posts or read my Facebook page.  Whatever… right?
 
    
 
                  Anyway, Kari sped off.  And when I say SPED, I mean gravel was flying and dust and dirt came shooting up out from under the wheels as she spun the car around in our farmyard and took off down the drive.  There was a bump and I was glad for the seatbelt as we moved from rocks to asphalt and then we were hurtling down the farm to market road, right passed the spot I usually do my stripping routine.
 
    
 
                  (If you don’t know what I’m talking about, well… you aren’t reading enough of my assignments!)
 
    
 
                  “You bring your high heels?” Kari asked politely.  I nodded and opened the bag.  Inside was a jumble of objects, each of them taken from my toy box.  I HOPED that the selection was symbolic, rather than a statement of what was going to happen to me.  But my stripper shoes, two rather clunky high heels, each with four inch platform soles, and a heel that on normal shoes would have topped four inches by itself but was now eight, was nestled amongst vibrators and dildos, clamps and plugs.  There was also the usual weird stuff.
 
    
 
                  Yes, weird stuff.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  We ALWAYS have weird stuff.
 
    
 
                  I lifted the shoes out and held them up as we turned onto the frontage road along the highway.  We were still west of town and Kari sent us hurtling eastward.  We hadn’t even made it to the freeway when Kari suddenly pulled the car over and I felt the pit of my stomach fall like a bowling ball from the top of the Empire State Building.  I knew exactly what was expected of me.  
 
    
 
                  “Are you following NHPS Rule number one?” Kari asked as she put the convertible in park.  I looked over and nodded.  
 
    
 
                  “My Husky dildo, Kari,” I replied meekly.  
 
    
 
                  She seemed to nod.  “Isn’t that the one you have to wear panties to keep in?” 
 
    
 
                  I nodded in reply, not wanting to say anything more.
 
    
 
                  Kari shrugged.  “I suppose it’s just as well.  Okay.  Everything but your panties, and don’t forget to put the shoes on.”  Her eyes were diamonds; cold, glittering and totally uncaring about the play of emotions going through me.  It’s one thing to strip on a rarely traveled back country road.  It’s another to do it on a road that run parallel to one of the nation’s busiest highways, with cars going past every ten or so seconds.  I grabbed my high heels, opened the car door, and went to the front.
 
    
 
                  It was Mistress Ellen who can take credit for this particular process, this humiliating debasement that causes me distress and has the potential to create havoc among a driving population that is increasingly old and stupid.  At least Kari was smart enough to have me do my change of attire on the frontage road, and not on the freeway shoulder.  I started by taking off my shirt.  I didn’t just throw it down either.  Standing there with my bra completely exposed I took the few extra seconds needed to fold the shirt neatly.  Mistress Ellen insisted that I fold my clothes BEFORE getting dressed in any new outfits.  After my shirt was folded, I unbuttoned my shorts and stepped out of them.  Well OF COURSE!  You think I’d take off my bra next?  It’s basic psychology.  We want the protection as LONG AS WE CAN!  Seriously.  Of course after my shorts were folded and lying atop my shirt, I didn’t have any choice.  At that point I was wearing flip flops, my bikini brief panties and my bra.  Since I wasn’t taking off the panties anyway, the next thing to go was…
 
    
 
                  The flip flops.  He he he… evil grin.  Hey look at the girl in that weird mismatched bikini up there changing!  Wow… hot and sexy right?  I slipped out of my comfortable footwear and exchanged them for the wobbling insanity of the “stripper shoes” two clear plastic heels that brought me to a staggering six foot height.  It took me a moment to get my balance.  Hey!  I’m not a professional stripper.  I don’t spend night after night standing on a stage in these things, wiggling my ass and trying to milk MONEY out of guys.
 
    
 
                  Finally I took off my bra.  The temperature was a balmy eighty five or so, but my nipples still puckered immediately.  I guess it was from being outside, where people could see me.  You’d think I’d get used to it, right?  As often as I’m naked in public, you’d think I’d be like “oh well, here’s my body!”  But I just NEVER seem to get there.   Granted, I do it easier now.  When I was sixteen and Kari would strip me naked someplace, like the park, an ice cream cone in hand, and have me lie down and then put my feet up on the park bench, only to watch her bite the bottom of the cone off and stick the thing into my pussy as a funnel for melting ice cream, that was much worse than today.
 
    
 
                  I took my time walking back to the passenger seat, not wanting to fall and break my neck.  I tucked my clothing away in my bag as I got in and Kari nodded in appreciation as I sat down.  I felt the Husky dildo drive up into me again.
 
    
 
                  “Very nice.  Now buckle up,” she said.
 
    
 
                  I pulled the strap across my chest, settling it between my bare breasts.  Then Kari gunned the engine and we were roaring down the frontage road toward the highway.
 
    
 
                  Two girls with long hair, in their mid-twenties, one with red hair and one blond, in an open convertible, would attract tons of attention even if one of them wasn’t practically naked.  As it was, with one of them naked except for a pair of panties, and the other (the prettier one of course) in a slinky black dress, we got TONS of attention.  At the light we were honked at, shouted at, and waved at.  Kari, her thick sunglasses on her face waved right back, a beaming smile on her lips.  I sat still and quiet and demure, trying very hard not to think of all the eyes on me.  But one hand was in my lap, fingers down between my legs and I admit it, I was pushing on the Husky Dildo, moving it slightly in and out of myself.
 
    
 
                  I know. I’m terrible.
 
    
 
                  The drive took only fifteen minutes or so, but it felt like an hour.  I kept expecting us to get pulled over by the cops, but it never happened.  Besides, technically I was “legal” though just barely.  It isn’t against the law not to wear a shirt.  We pulled up to another “posh” apartment complex off Memorial, shrouded in lush foliage and Kari typed in the code to get through the gate.  Moments later we were weaving our way through the familiar architecture and incredible landscaping I had seen back in January.  Except now everything was bright green, with full leaves and incredible vividness.  Kari pulled into a parking space and I looked around fearfully.  No one was around.  Kari pulled a bag from behind her car and I snagged my own.
 
    
 
                  Together we got out of the car and moved toward the apartment door in front of us.  I recognized it of course. I’d been there a few months before.  I felt totally conspicuous in the stupid high heels, wearing nothing but bulging panties, stuffed with a stupid rubber cock.  It felt… awkward.  We got to the door and Kari knocked softly.  Within seconds the door opened and there was Margaret.  She was dressed in black leather pants and a white silk shirt.  Her hair was done up and a black beaded necklace hung from her neck.  She smiled at Kari and leaned forward.  They kissed each other’s cheek.  I looked at Mistress Margaret and got a dirty look.  Then she stepped aside and Kari and I entered the apartment.
 
    
 
   Margaret’s Punishment 
 
   Part Two
 
   
04/18/2011
 
    
 
                  It was a little tidier than it had been the last time I was there.  There weren’t any wine glasses left around.  Everything was in shades of green and gold and the black granite countertops seemed to add a nice counterpoint to the décor.  I could see Kari taking it all in, her eyes narrowing as she immediately assessed the design.  If you don’t know, Kari is an interior decorator, a rather posh expensive one who caters to select clients and businesses.  She’s damn good if you can afford her.  I could tell she felt Margaret’s design was only passable.  But Kari is good at keeping her mouth shut, a skill I sometimes seem to lack, and Kari hid her disapproval well.
 
    
 
                  After the door shut, the first thing Margaret did was offer Kari a drink.  Kari gave her a penetrating look and then asked for a glass of water.  Kari will drink wine, but I know now that she and Margaret had discussed the alcohol content of the day’s events.  Margaret smiled and poured Kari a glass of water, and then one for herself. Margaret didn’t drink a single glass of wine the entire time we were there.  I’m actually proud of her.
 
    
 
                  There’s a side line, right?  Breanne’s Seven Step Sobriety Program.  Have a naked sex pain slut stay with you whenever you want a drink and you can only fuck or torture her when you are sober.  That’s motivation, right?
 
    
 
                  “Breanne, please lay out the contents of your toybox on the counter,” Kari ordered me as she sipped her drink.  She moved next to Margaret, her voice low as they discussed… damn… my naked ass?  I ignored the comments, not to mention Margaret’s observation that my ass was painfully bare of cane marks or welts.  Instead I focused on setting out my collection of sex toys.  First I laid out my vibrators.  I have five of them.  Then I laid out my two dildos, the Core Driller and my “Bang Me” dildo.  I kept the Husky inside myself though.  Then I laid out my selection of clamps, including the alligator and binder clips.  Out of my vibrating toys, everything was laid out except my chastity belt, which Kari had told me not to bring.  So I set out my RVP, my anal beads, even my butterfly. I set out rubber bands, ankle and wrist cuffs, my tack mat, even my butt plugs.  Lastly I placed my bondage collar, my breast tack bra inserts, and even Mike’s Pussy Tack Insert onto the counter.  It took about five minutes to get it all laid out.
 
    
 
   
  
 

               Kari was giving Margaret a run down on all the little toys there were.  I heard her explain what the metal steel phallus was for, and how to use such and such to its maximum effectiveness.  When I was done, Kari smiled at me, and then handed me HER bag, telling me to lay out the contents on the coffee table.  I didn’t start trembling till I saw what was inside.
 
    
 
                  My toys are all pretty much sex toys.  You can pick them up at practically any novelty shop.  Sure, the clamps are a little on the darker side, but I don’t own a cat’o’nine tails whip, or a selection of canes, or a crop.  Kari had also packed her portable TENS unit, the electro toy with the little pads and… oh look! She upgraded from sticky pads to actually clamps!  Wow.  I dug through the bag and pulled out her wooden paddle, the leather sap, her vampire glove, several tubes of various oils and unguents and lotions.  She had added a violet wand to her collection now, and it had a few oddball attachments, one of which was obviously intended to be inserted INSIDE me, not to mention one that looked like a rake.  There was a bag full of chopsticks, as well as a small bag of rubber bands.  There were things I had never even seen before, like this pink circle thing with five or six little metal clamps attached to strings that were embedded through the circle. I could see little pressure clamps on each string and it didn’t take me long to figure out what THAT was.  My heart thudded painfully when I set out the Wartenburg Pin Wheel and the speculum.  Holy shit!  There was even a leash, which matched the bondage collar I had set out with my own gear.
 
    
 
                  Margaret was impressed and asked Kari a lot of questions.  Evidently Mistress Margaret was not as big into “toys” as Kari.  Of course, I was well aware that most of Kari’s toys were not intended to use on me in particular.  I’ve seen Robert with some pretty serious welts and bruises, and even now, it’s not particularly hard for me to imagine Kari raking his cock and balls with the violet wand.  Heck, I can even see her putting on that circular clamp thing, attaching it to his scrotum and stretching his ball sack.  Kari takes being a sadist seriously.
 
    
 
                  When I was done Kari ordered me to remove my panties, my high heels, and the Husky dildo.  I did it immediately.  Are you kidding?  Who would disobey with all that punishment stuff laid out?  I stripped in a heart beat, removed my high heels, and pulled my Husky out, wet and sticky, holding it in my hand.
 
    
 
   “Clean it,” Kari ordered.
 
    
 
                  Thank God it wasn’t my Core Driller. I opened my mouth and stuck the nine inch dildo in as deeply as I could. The taste was… musky, but exquisite and extremely familiar.  I did my best despite the fact there was no way I was going to be able to deep throat a nine inch cock. Sure, I can handle six or seven inches, but once you get past that I’m not equipped to get that much down my esophagus.  Guess I need to meet a sword swallower and have him teach me his tricks, yeah?
 
    
 
                  When the Husky Dildo was clean, Kari told me to put it with my other dildos and then come stand in the middle of the living room, in front of the coffee table.  I did so and both women approached me. I stood still, my heart thumping as they touched me, stroking my body with long fingertips.  I felt nails graze my nipples, my clit was pinched lightly, my bottom squeezed.  I was probed, prodded, examined, felt and plumped.  Kari lifted my hands and placed them behind my neck. 
 
    
 
                  “Spread your legs wide apart,” Kari whispered to me.  I nodded and opened my legs.  The carpet felt good against my bare feet, but the touching was distracting.  Margaret moved behind me. I felt her finger slip into my pussy and I moaned softly.  Kari walked away, heading to the counter.  To my surprise she picked up the two rubber tack inserts, the ones that usually go in my bra.  She brought back both pieces of black rubber, the insides studded with the little tiny tips of metal pins.  
 
    
 
                  “Stand on tip toe, Breanne,” Kari said.  She gets like this when she’s domming anyone.  She gives short, terse orders that broke no question, no disobedience.  When she is getting set to torment you, it’s never complicated.  You don’t have to think.  Just obey.  So when I rose up on my arches it never occurred to me she was about to put those tack things under my fucking heels.
 
    
 
                  It’s one thing to have them pressed into your breasts.  It’s another thing to have a full one hundred and fourteen pounds drive those spikes into your heels.  Trust me, I had plenty of motivation to stay up on tip toe.
 
    
 
                  “Stay in position,” Kari said.  I whispered something along the lines of “yes ma’am” or something like that and watched as she picked up the cat’o’nine tails.
 
    
 
                  If you have never been hit with a cattail whip, or ever hit someone with one, you need to understand that the bark is much worse than the bite.  Oh sure, it can hurt, sting actually, but it SOUNDS much worse than it feels.  It’s impressive visually, and can leave a sub’s skin nicely red, but you aren’t really going to manage welts or serious bruising with a cat-o-nine-tails.  That said, when someone who knows how to wield it decides to use it on your breasts, while your legs are spread, you’re wobbling on tip toe, and your hands have been laced behind your neck, they can do a lot to you.  Worse, if you know you have to stay in position, there isn’t much you can do to mitigate the blows.
 
    
 
                  It wasn’t fire that laced across my breasts next, but a slight sting.  My entire bosom shook and I swayed for a moment, almost putting my heels down into the tacks.  I winced a little, pressed my lips together, and kept quiet.  Kari swung again, just as hard and little sparks of pain exploded through my chest again.  The cat-o-nine-tails completely covered both globes and Kari made it obvious she was directly aiming for my breasts.  She didn’t bother with my stomach, or back, or anywhere else. She concentrated on my tits.  Ouch.  I counted silently, despite not being told to.  At twenty Kari stopped, smiled, and handed the whip to Mistress Margaret.  
 
    
 
                  Margaret hit me just as hard as Kari and by the time I reached twenty the second time my breasts were starting to feel pretty hot.  They stung too.  Sort of like a hand spanking actually.  Both breasts were tinged pink and my nipples were standing straight out.  My legs were hurting, the calves burning with even more pain than was coming from my breasts but I stayed in position, not wanting to drop down.  I was bobbing up and down a full inch or so as I struggled to stay in position.
 
    
 
                  While Margaret was busy whipping my front, Kari wasn’t just watching.  To my astonishment, she stripped out of her dress.  Underneath, unknown to me, was a black leather bustier that was laced up the front, along with a pair of boy shorts. They were so hot though!  Her long blond hair was out from the kerchief and pulled back into a single pony tail, keeping it out of her face and her deep cleavage was certainly on display.  When Margaret hit twenty, Kari grabbed my set of Japanese clover clamps and brought them forward.
 
    
 
                  In seconds the stinging heat of the whipping was complemented by the sharp pinch of both clamps crushing my nipples.  Kari didn’t bother with a light setting.  She went right to the setting of “Holy Shit! That fucking hurts!”  I cringed, wincing, almost folding as Kari tested the clamps by giving the chain between them a good hard yank.  
 
    
 
                  “Get on all fours, slut.”  I gratefully fell to my knees, relieving the burning in my calves.  I fell forward, my breasts swinging, the weight of the clamps and chain tugging on my nipples.  It was hard.  I put my hands down and arched my back.  I didn’t know what was coming, but I was sure it would hurt.  
 
    
 
                  “Lower,” whispered Kari in my ear, kneeling down next to me.  I scrunched down lower and I felt Kari grab hold of the chain between the clamps and pull me closer to the carpet.  I had to raise my bottom upward, almost putting my head in my arms in order to assume the position that Kari wanted.  It relieved the pressure on my nipples though, but I felt Kari continue to hold the chain.  Movement from this position wouldn’t be an option.
 
    
 
                  Margaret was moving around the apartment and with both the coffee table and the sofa right in front of me, my field of vision was rather limited.  I knew she picked up something from both the table and the counter, but when she returned to move behind me, I only got a glimpse of what she was holding: the wooden paddle.
 
    
 
                  I’ve been smacked with that thing before, trust me.  It’s about two feet long, drilled with fucking holes to make it hurt more, and is wielded like a baseball bat or a sword.  Kari has owned it since we were juniors in high school, and I’ve been spanked more often with that damn thing than any of her boy toys have managed unless Robert somehow remains Kari’s sex slave for the next four years.  I was spanked for not studying hard enough.  For not wearing the right clothes.  For not learning how to do oral sex right the first time.  Hell, I was spanked just because Kari WANTED to spank me.
 
    
 
                  Which is how it should be, right?
 
    
 
                  So I prepared myself to be spanked.  Sure, it would be Margaret doing the spanking, and not Kari, but hey, it really doesn’t matter, does it?
 
    
 
                  And that’s why I wasn’t prepared to have something thick, relatively hard, and a little short, shoved into my pussy first.
 
    
 
                  Oh sure, I recognized it.  It was one of my butt plugs.  The picture Michael has currently on my toybox list isn’t quite accurate. It’s not that big.  But it’s big enough.  I gasped, my hips churning as Margaret worked it in and out of my pussy, thoroughly lubricating it in my own need.  Then, when it was covered in my juices, she moved the tip up to my ass.  I let out a whimper, even as the tip pressed up against my ass.  I tried to relax, to brace myself, to open and let myself accept what was coming.  But as it turned out, that wasn’t really necessary.
 
    
 
                  See, the plug was a nail and the hammer was the paddle.  Margaret hit the plug hard and drove the first two inches into me in one fell swoop before my ass even had a chance to tighten.  Then she pushed and held it in as my body instinctively tried to eject the intruder.
 
    
 
                  I hate having things in my ass.
 
    
 
                  Of course during this fight over my anal tract, I was squirming around like a freshly dug up worm.  Kari just held on to the clover clamp chain, pinning me literally to the floor by my nipples which were now being slowly ripped off my body. Okay, not really, but it FELT like that.  As my brain adjusted to the new pain coming from my bosom I was surprised by a second hit on my ass and then the plug was all the way in.  Ooohhhh….
 
    
 
                  And that was when it started.  The spanking I mean.  Having the plug in was just… oh… I don’t know… an accessory?  Something to make it ache more?  All I know is that Margaret began walloping my ass and practically every stroke seemed to smash that plug in an extra inch or so.  In essence, I was being spanked both externally and internally, since the paddle turned my ass red while the driven plug bruised my insides.  Add to that the fact that Margaret was hitting me hard enough to rock me forward at least several inches, and you can imagine what THAT was doing to the pinching clamps on both breasts.  And Kari just sat on the floor next to me and held me down by the clover clamp chain.
 
    
 
                  I have no idea how many times I got spanked, but when it was over I was crying, my ass felt like it had been dipped in boiling lava, and my nipples felt like they were being crushed between two twenty ton blocks of stone.  
 
    
 
                  There’s an image, right?  Me, standing in Egypt in the time of the Pharaohs, a naked slave girl bringing water to the male workers, standing too close to the works as a group of men lever one block into position.  I turn just at the wrong moment and get both nipples stuck between the stones… just the nipples mind you.  And they leave me there, then men each taking the turn behind me as I am helpless to resist them…
 
    
 
                  Uh… never mind.
 
    
 
                  Kari let up on the chain as the fire in my ass stopped heating up and I heard the paddle drop down on the coffee table above my head.  I hurt.  Oh God I hurt.  But my pussy was dripping too.  That’s what makes it so bad.  Why on earth would my pussy be dripping from having my ass stuffed and cooked, while held down with clamps on my breasts?  It’s just… sick.
 
    
 
                  Kari pushed me over and I rolled onto my back, gasping, still crying as the carpet came into contact with my blistered ass.  Okay, in hindsight, my ass wasn’t blistered.  Margaret maybe hit me ten or fifteen times.  She didn’t break skin, and all she really did was make it bright red, which faded to a light shade of pink by the time Kari and I left that evening after dinner.  Sure, it hurt, but it was more like an immediate thing.  No damage.
 
    
 
                  I lay there, staring up at the ceiling for a moment, trying to get control back.  That basically meant I was waiting for my body to stop hurting.  It took about five minutes before the pain in my ass changed to a fiery heat.  Unfortunately, my breasts didn’t get any better.  Once clover clamps tighten, they stay that way until someone releases them and I wasn’t about to reach up and open them without permission.
 
    
 
                  When I had managed to stop sobbing I realized that Kari was stroking my head and shoulders, working her way down my sides.  It was calming and felt good.  Finally I managed to stop sobbing, only to find myself hiccupping.  That is so damn embarrassing, especially when you’re a sex pet.  It made Kari laugh and after a moment we were both giggling as I tried to hold my breath to stop those horrible hiccups.  Even Margaret came back from the kitchen to look at us, grinning.
 
    
 
                  “Butterfly position, sweetling” Kari said to me as I struggled with my jumping diaphragm.
 
    
 
                  I nodded even as another hiccup popped out and I brought the soles of my feet together.  My knees bent outward as I brought my heels as close to my sex as possible.  I straightened my arms straight out to my sides and held myself open.  
 
    
 
                  The first time Kari taught me the Butterfly position, I was sixteen, wearing a mini-skirt and a halter top, and was sitting on the hood of her car.  Of course I was already deep in thrall to her, so I wasn’t wearing panties or a bra, but this was before I became an acknowledged nympho humiliation pain slut, so I wasn’t stuffed either.  We were out at the lake and it was a summer evening.  We were planning on meeting Jason, Kari’s then current boyfriend there and we were waiting for him to show.  
 
    
 
                  “Lay back,” Kari had said to me in the summer twilight.  I did as she asked, looking up into the darkening Texas sky.  I could hear the crickets and cicadas and the grasshoppers all around us.  
 
    
 
                  “Pull your legs up, put your feet together,” she had told me. I did as she asked, but was unsure and her hands had guided me.  She slipped my flip flops off, pressed the soles of my feet together, and pressed my knees outward.  My skirt had no where to go but up and in moments I was exposed, a feeling that at sixteen I was starting to get accustomed to.  Kari ran her fingers up my body as the sexual intensity of need made me immediately wet and she moved my arms straight out from my body.  Then I felt her hands on my halter and it went up, exposing my breasts as well.  I felt her hands slide down my torso, back over my hips, bunching my skirt up around my waist.  Then her warm breath was on my thigh, moving higher, her hands like soft silk against my skin.  Her mouth came closer and then I felt her tongue against my clit and I cried out in ecstasy.  
 
    
 
                  Not everything Kari does to me is sadistic.
 
    
 
                  Saturday afternoon I lay in Margaret’s living room, knees bent outward, heels together and brought upward and I felt Kari’s tongue against my clit once again.  I gasped as my body responded immediately and powerfully, rushing up through both the hiccups and the pain of my earlier punishment to meet the sensation with an answering hunger.  Kari licked at my clit, eliciting a number of stuttering, hiccup punctuated moans from me.  “Don’t cum,” I heard, but ignored it as she suckled my clit and then bit down gently.
 
    
 
                  I try to be good about following orders.  Really.  But some… well, some I just can’t seem to get the hang off.  “Don’t cum” seems to be one of those. I cried out loud as the orgasm rushed through me, surprised at the suddenness of the explosion. It was powerful, a clitoral orgasm that had taken advantage of my heightened sensuality, from the spanking, the plugging, even the breast whipping and clamping.   Kari drove her tongue against my clit, rubbing it back and forth rapidly even as I was in the throes of that orgasm, as if she KNEW that I wasn’t going to obey.  
 
    
 
                  I came that summer night too, six years ago, knowing I wasn’t supposed too.
 
    
 
                  When I had calmed down a second time, though admittedly it was easier to come down from orgasmic heights than painful punishments, Kari sat up, shook her head and said “Too bad.  That’s one.  No more cumming, Breanne.”  I didn’t really respond.  I was too out of it still.  Kari looked over at Margaret and asked “what’s the proscribed punishment?”
 
    
 
                  I tilted my head as Margaret pulled out a piece of paper.  I blinked a little as she read the “proscribed punishment”.
 
    
 
                  “Breanne is to be shocked,” Margaret said.  She gave me a wicked little smile.
 
    
 
                  At the time, I thought to myself “shocked?” What the heck does that mean?  But I found out quick enough.  Margaret put down the paper and picked up both the TENS unit from the coffee table above my head and the violent wand.  I watched as Margaret, on all fours which was so weird looking, crawled to the nearest electrical socket, plugged both toys in, and then returned to me.  Kari handed her the violent wand, giving up her place at my feet while Margaret knelt down, my spread thighs, feet, and pussy all within range of her touch.  Kari meanwhile began unraveling the wires to the clamp attachments for the TENS unit.  I was watching her, waiting for her to release the clover clamps on my nipples, when suddenly I felt something that wasn’t quite painful on my right thigh.  I jumped of course, but didn’t get out of position. I lifted my head and Margaret was running the tip of the violet wand, a rather odd shaped “dildo” looking glass purple glowing thing along my skin.  I let out a loud whimper as it got closer to my pussy.  When she neared my clit, she pulled the violet wand away from my skin about an inch and held it above my clitoris.  Then she let it get closer until the spark jumped.  
 
    
 
                  I did lose it for a second. The soles of my feet came apart as my legs twitched.  It didn’t exactly hurt, but it was like… well… getting a particularly hard love pat on the ass when you are so totally not expecting it.  Or getting a decent breast squeeze while at a party suddenly.  Margaret then moved the wand back down my thigh, sending little sharp sparks into my skin every inch or so.  The closer the wand got, the more it felt like heat and vibration.  If she held it farther away, there were these little jolts of electricity.  It was… incredible.
 
    
 
                  Then came the agonizing pain as the blood rushed back into the crushed nubs of my nipples as Kari took off the clover clamps.  That elicited a real cry from me and hurt much worse than practically anything I had endured up to that point.  And consider… that wasn’t even INTENDED torture.
 
    
 
                  Or perhaps it was. I wouldn’t put it past Kari.  Especially considering she gave me about twenty seconds of time to adjust to the blood flowing back into the tips of my breasts (all while Margaret continued to shock me from one knee up the inside of my leg, across my clit, along my labia and back down the other leg) before calmly attaching two new sets of forceps clamps to my nipples.  The only good news?  They weren’t ANYWHERE near as tight.  Of course then Kari turned on her portable TENS unit and suddenly my nipples felt this powerful and rather uncomfortable tingle.  It wasn’t painful per se, but it was intense.  To be honest, it turned me on.  It was like… um… someone massaging my nipples, but from the inside, using their tongue and lips.  I know… weird description, but that’s what it felt like.
 
    
 
                  Then Margaret turned up the violet wand and got to work.  She only touched it along my inner thigh and the backs of my legs, up to my groin where she spent an inordinate amount of time sending sparks into my clit, along my labia, and even down to my perineum.  I think she would of sparked my anus too if she hadn’t stuffed it full of rubber.  Now the violent wand alternated between an “ouch” and an “ooh”, depending on how close the glass was too my skin.  This went on several minutes with my pussy beginning to convulse every time the wand was touched anywhere near it and then Kari turned up the juice running into my breasts.  Or actually, she increased the pulses and intensity. 
 
    
 
                  Margaret refocused; concentrating on my clit now and the jolts of electricity she was zapping me with was creating a few issues inside me.  They hurt, a bit, not like a spanking or whipping, but they also felt good.  It confused me.  It confused my body.  I’m used to pain being mistaken for lust, or for combining with it to create something more powerful.  But I had just orgasmed and I while the pulsing, touching, shocking, humming heat I was feeling was quickly getting me back to that point, I wasn’t quite there yet.  
 
    
 
                  Another harsh shock against my clit had me crying out and once again I almost lost control of my body and tried to close my legs.  My knees jerked up off the floor and Kari’s hand snapped down on my right leg, holding it down to the floor.  That helped.  Of course Margaret took that as a good sign and trapped my other leg down while repeatedly shocking me multiple times right there.  Then she did the unthinkable.  She slipped the violent want into me.
 
    
 
                  At first as it went in I just felt heat and this vibration.  It didn’t hurt, but as she drove it straight in and pushed deeper, I suddenly felt the shock, that little jump of spark that moved from the wand into my flesh.  It was… strange actually.  It was incredible, don’t get me wrong.  It made me entire pussy contract into this clenched muscle.  Clench your fist right now.  That’s how tight I was when the shock hit. Margaret drew the wand out, sent a spark into my clit, and then reinserted it.
 
    
 
                  This happened maybe a dozen more times before I couldn’t handle it anymore.
 
    
 
                  No I didn’t lose position.  No I didn’t say stop.  When I say I couldn’t handle it anymore, I meant I couldn’t keep from cumming.  I begged though.  I asked for permission to cum.  All Margaret said was “no cumming, slut,” all the while chuckling under her breath.  Kari was no help either, giving me a shrug of her shoulders and a wink.  I tried not to cum, but when someone is fucking you with a violent wand, alternating it with direct shocks to your clit, while but is stuffed with silicon, and your breasts are being electrified in direct pulses, there isn’t much you can do.  I cried out as my body tightened, my teeth clenched, my toes curled, and I shuddered through another climax.
 
    
 
                  “Tsk, tsk.  That makes two,” Kari said with a laugh.  “No cumming, Breanne.”  Margaret pulled the violent wand away from my pussy and turned it off.  
 
    
 
                  “Let me check the punishment list,” she said, putting down the wand.
 
    
 
                  I didn’t care.  I was slightly out of it.  Ever get to that point where everything is wonderful, where your body feels slightly disjointed from reality and you’re flushed with endorphins and adrenaline and you’re on cloud nine?  Yep, that’s where I was.  I didn’t hear, much less care what the punishment was for cumming a second time.  I heard Kari tell Margaret to get it out and check it, while Kari’s fingers unlatched the clamps on my nipples.  
 
    
 
                  I lay there, still basking in the afterglow of wonderful sex when Kari came back to me, hands full of my bondage cuffs.  I had brought the real ones, not the fake Spencer’s cuffs that I can rip open myself.  These were the really nice leather buckle cuffs Kari bought me when we got to college.  I let her put them on me, no arguments, still content, slowly coming down from the heights of orgasmic bliss.  Got to admit, when I use the metaphor of “falling off the edge of the cliff into orgasm”, it’s hard to explain that I’m falling UP.  Right?
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                  I was pulled to my feet next and led into Margaret’s bedroom.  Mistress Margaret was carrying two different metal bowls, both covered with towels, so I wasn’t able to see what was in them.  Margaret’s bedroom hadn’t changed since I was last there, except she had cleaned up all the dirty wine glasses on her headboard shelving unit.  A row of white candles now sat upon the wooden headboard, several of them flickering. The mattress was still a queen sized bed, sitting atop an expensive wooden frame.  The sheets were silk, but there was a heavy terry cloth towel spread out on the bed. A dresser stood against one wall and the master bath door was open revealing just how expensive the apartment actually was.  I was pushed onto the bed, onto my back, and spread open.  It took Kari and Margaret only moments to have me tied spread eagled, legs open, to God knows what on the bed frame.  All I knew was that my ass was directly in the center of that towel.
 
    
 
                  Margaret began undressing and I watched as she removed first the silk blouse, exposing those beautiful large breasts, followed by her leather pants.  She wasn’t wearing panties.  Her slit was trimmed, not shaved and she approached with a smile on her face.  Since I was more or less centered on the bed, she had enough room to climb atop me, straddling my head with her knees, so that I was looking up into her crotch.  Then she spread her knees and lowered herself down.  She must have showered before we arrived because her only scent was bath oil, despite my nose being pressed into the crack of her ass.  My mouth opened as her petals pressed against my lips and nose and I stuck my tongue out to lap at her sex when she began grinding down on me.
 
    
 
                  My only warning was a single drop of freezing cold water.  It landed on my thigh for some reason, right on one of those tender spots Margaret had spent so much time pressing the violet wand too.  My brain suddenly recognized the sensation, but before I could even reason out the why, Kari pressed the frozen ice dildo against my clit and seared me into oblivion.  I screamed, or tried to, but it doesn’t work very well when your mouth is covered with another woman’s pussy.  I bucked my hips, but I was tied rather tightly. I wasn’t going anywhere, and even my back and forth movements did nothing to dislodge the iceberg that had been shoved up between my legs and held against my most tender bits.
 
    
 
                  Just as my clit began to loose all feeling and the searing cold numbed my nerves, Kari slipped the rounded and slightly melted tip downward through my slit.  I yelped again, dragging in a breath in one brief moment before tasting the wetness of Margaret’s pussy.  I literally froze as the ice dildo was pushed into my hole, stuffing me with an elemental cock of nature, as if they frozen gods of the north had come down and decided to take me as a sacrificial virgin.
 
    
 
                  Uh… sorta virgin?  Yeah well, find me a virgin these days willing to fuck an ice god!
 
    
 
                  Kari worked the berg in and out and Margaret worked her hips.
 
    
 
                  “Let me have some,” I heard from Mistress Margaret and then next thing I knew, not only was I having to eat her out, but she was hunching over, rubbing another piece of ice across my breasts, going back and forth.  My nipples contracted and I felt trickles of cold meltwater flow down across my hot skin to soak the towel beneath me.
 
    
 
                  There is only so much ice fucking a girl can take though.  Once you get numb, there really isn’t any point to continuing; which is why Kari just shoved the remnants of her ice dildo into my pussy and left it there to melt inside me.  Of course at that point I should have know what was coming next, but I was more than a little distracted by the fact that I was being smothered by Margaret and only allowed to breathe occasionally, my nipples were being iced, and my pussy felt like I had just being fucked with a liquid nitrogen nozzle.  
 
    
 
                  That’s why I didn’t brace myself for the steel dildo being pushed into my pussy.  Now normally the fact that my steel dildo is made from a huge solid chunk of solid iron that isn’t an issue.  Of course, if that huge solid chunk of steel has been HEATED in an OVEN to about a hundred degrees, and then let cool only enough so that you can gingerly hold it with some major discomfort, then it becomes something else.
 
    
 
                  Slip it into a spot that’s been frozen and numbed, and that heat feels like molten lead.
 
    
 
                  Let’s just say that Margaret got the ride of her life at that point.  
 
    
 
                  And while I was bucking and yelling and gasping for air, Kari bent over and began licking my clit again.  It was incessant, even as she wiggled the heated steel blank inside me back and forth.  My central nervous system overloaded and I began shaking.  My nipples were cold and being rubbed with the hard edge of an ice cube.  My pussy was contracting repeatedly and painfully around a three inch steel cock that seemed to be cooking me from the inside out.  My face was covered with the soft folds of another woman’s sex. And finally, my clit was being delicately and rapidly tongued by someone who knows what makes me cum.
 
    
 
                  I felt Margaret twist around on top of me, reaching for something on the headboard shelf, but it never occurred to me she would grab one of the candles that I had seen flickering there when I had come in.  So when she next ran the edge of her melting ice cube across my left nipple, and then tipped the candle over to spill onto my upturned tip, it burned just as surely as the heated steel dildo.  I was too busy crying out into Margaret’s sex to notice that Kari had gotten up from the bed and that no one was still licking my clit, but that “break” only netted me a few seconds.  I was too preoccupied with getting waxed.  Then I felt the weight of the bed give again and Kari’s tongue was pressed once more to my sensitive nub while she moved the dildo in and out.
 
    
 
                  Kari once quoted Robert Frost’s “Fire and Ice” to me, and I’ve quoted it to you before.  But Frost got it wrong.  Fire and Ice are not either or.  Trust me.  You can have the world end in BOTH fire and ice.  I know.  
 
    
 
                  I was getting close to cumming and I think Kari knew it because her tongue started going into hyperdrive. I tried holding off, but when Margaret’s ice cube melted, she flicked the wax off my nipples, got a fresh cube, and went right back to rubbing the rough edge against my breasts.  Then I got waxed again.  Over and over.  She’d rub the wax off with the ice.  Re-wax me.  Then ice me again.  
 
    
 
                  Then Kari got another cube as well and pressed it to my clit, which had me in knots.  I screamed into Margaret’s pussy, but not in pain.  Oh God no… not in pain.  In frustration!  I was so fucking close!
 
    
 
                  And then Kari poured something on my clit.  Now, three days later, I know it was oil.  But then I had no clue what it was.  All I knew is something smooth and silky and cool had just coated my clit and was slipping down my folds.  If I had known it was oil, I might have been able to prepare, and thus hold off.
 
    
 
                  Because Kari then waxed my clit.
 
    
 
                  And I came.  Hard.
 
    
 
                  They let me too.  In fact, they didn’t just let me, they both continued their ministrations, making sure that my orgasm was this massive powerful thing that left me breathless (though that could have been my restricted airflow as well.)  Kari had grabbed the steel dildo and rammed it in with these rapid hard thrusts that built up the pressure even as Margaret discarded her ice and reached down to pinch my nipples.  The wax cracked and fell, but that was hardly on my mind as my body reacted to the intense stimulation.
 
    
 
                  It took a while, but I returned to earth from orbit, settling down into a sort of sex-induced catatonic state where the only movement I was making was to run my tongue along the salt tang folds of Margaret’s body.  The rest of me seemed… detached, as if someone had severed my spinal cord and only decided to send my brain sporadic messages of “wow, everything is great! Thanks!”  I felt incredible.  Kari had removed the steel dildo, leaving me empty and only slightly regretful.
 
    
 
                  “Well, that’s number four, isn’t it?” asked Margaret.  “I believe the punishment for that orgasm is a thorough sapping, isn’t it Kari, dear?”  
 
    
 
                  “I do believe you’re right, Margaret,” Kari replied.  Both of their voices seemed to be coming from a long way away.  I heard the click of the steel dildo being set on the side table.  “I’ll be right back.”
 
    
 
                  I felt the weight of the bed change and I was left alone with Margaret.  She shifted her hips and began pumping, thrusting her pussy against my nose and mouth, gliding up and down my chin, my lips, and almost up to my eyes.  My face was covered in her wetness and I could even feel it dripping down my cheeks and into my hair.  All I could do however, was continue to lick at her clit every time it got close enough to my mouth.  
 
    
 
                  That minute felt like a lifetime though and I was only vaguely aware of Kari coming back into the room.  There was the briefest feeling of movement above me and then something struck me between the legs, right on my sore, sensitive, frozen, hot waxed, swollen clit.  I stiffened as the pain exploded up through me much like orgasm does, except this just fucking hurt.  I let loose a pretty impressive yell that did nothing but get lost in Margaret’s depths even as a second stroke landed, smashing my clit into my pubis and setting my groin on fire.
 
    
 
                  Then I felt a single finger tip touching my skin, my folds, my clitoris, lifting it, checking it, rubbing it back and forth.  The single finger turned to several and my folds were open.  I felt something press against me, slipping through the wetness, caressing rather than hurting.  The pressure built behind it and then the object popped into my body.  I recognized it then.  It was one of my vibroballs, a small ovoid purple object attached to a small remote.  The other “ball” was pressed to my slit and in moments it joined its brother.  Then Kari turned them on.
 
    
 
                  I was seventeen before Kari had found vibroballs and they were probably the third “insert” type toy I ever had.  Kari had been using vibrators and ben wa balls on me since almost the beginning, though there was a six month stage when I had been forced to keep a pair of golf balls up inside my pussy.  Nothing is more embarrassing than walking down the hall to your English class, a sophomore in high school, while wearing a skirt and tee shirt, no bra or panties, and have a wet golf ball fall out from between your legs and go clattering down the hall, during class change.  Nothing.
 
    
 
                  My first time with that first set of vibroballs was on a school day.  I wore them much like I frequently do now, with the balls inserted, the wire wrapped around my body and up to my waist band, and the remote either tucked into the skirt, or stuck in a pocket.  That first day I was in shorts for some reason, with the remote stuck in my back pocket.  Kari had demonstrated the function of the vibroballs on the way to school, sending me into paroxysms of orgasm as the unfamiliar sex toy vibrated me into cumming twice on the way to school.  Thank God she didn’t make me wear the thing ON.  I had absolutely no stamina back then.
 
    
 
                  But we shared a class that day.  Second period in fact, and Kari sat behind me.  During the lecture she pulled the remote out of my back pocket and began playing with the settings, starting them off really low to watch me stiffen in my seat, to the highest vibration to watch me silently suffer and try to conceal the orgasm I was having.  Several people noticed I was having difficulty, though not why.  Even Ms. Hudson asked me on my way out if I had ants in my pants.
 
    
 
                  God, could you imagine what her face would have looked like if I said “No, just a set of vibroballs in my pussy!”
 
    
 
                  The whole day was like that.
 
    
 
                  So I recognized the vibroballs when Kari slipped them into me, bound as I was on Margaret’s bed.  They hummed to life inside me, and not at the lowest setting, but rather high, almost if not at full power.  I groaned as the balls churned my insides to butter and almost had me creaming.  My hips rocked and thrust and then, just as I was expecting another stroke to my clitty, someone (I suspect Margaret) plumped up my left breast and began snapping the leather sap against my nipple.
 
    
 
                  I won’t lie to you.  It hurt.  She MEANT it to hurt.  But I suspect that if you’re reading this, you want it to hurt too.  Now granted, she couldn’t let loose with REALLY hard swings, but she got a lot of wrist action in there.  The strokes came fast and hard, like whap whap whap whap whap and fire exploded in my tit and just seemed to bloom into this mushroom cloud of OWWWWW.
 
    
 
                  And Kari began licking my clit.
 
    
 
                  And the vibroballs shuddered inside me.
 
    
 
                  And my ass clenched around the rubber anal plug
 
    
 
                  And my tongue drove upward into Margaret’s pussy.
 
    
 
                  I’m not sure how or why or even when Margaret decided my left breast had had enough.  All I knew was that the explosions of pain and heat had stopped leaving me with a throbbing aching section of my body whose messages to my central nervous system were being seriously confused with what was coming up from my nether regions.  Kari’s tongue was magic and THAT was the priority message going to Breanne’s brain.  The message “your nipple is being targeted and feels like you’ve had a blow torch applied to your skin” thing was sort of pushed under the first message, making it seem even MORE important.
 
    
 
                  I have a little trouble distinguishing pain from pleasure if you couldn’t tell.  At least I do when I’m experiencing a little of both.  Or if the pain is done to pleasure centers.  Giving me an Indian rug burn isn’t a turn on.  Sapping my clit?  Oh God yes.
 
    
 
                  Then my right breast was plumped, squeezed so that the nipple was distended, and then thoroughly and completely smacked.  The sap struck my tit so hard that I felt the blow all the way to my spine.  Then Margaret went to town, flicking her wrist into this fast series of strokes that superheated my skin and started a fission reaction in my bosom.  The heat was almost unbearable. I could still feel the beating from my left breast and now my right side was being added to the mix.  Kari’s tongue continued its rolling suckle and stroke, confusing my brain and body until I was wriggling in a mixture of ecstasy and anguish.
 
    
 
                  Margaret finished my right breast and the pressure abated, though not the heat.  I felt cooked, well done, with a side order of Orgasmic O’s.  My breasts, both of them, felt huge and heavy and hot, and I’m pretty sure had my hands been free to cup them, I would have been on gingerly holding them.  In fact, I DID have bruises on both breasts after that, though it took a few days for them to really show nice and purple.  
 
    
 
                  Of course, Margaret finishing with my breasts meant that the sap had been handed off.  Kari’s mouth left my pussy, her finger no longer slipping along the folds of my sex, her tongue far away from the little nodule of pleasure she had been working during my breast beating.  I felt the warmth of her face move way and I moaned in longing, lifting my hips, thrusting my pubis forward in desire, in need, in desperation.  I couldn’t see Kari, but I imagined her smiling, understanding my desires, my wants, my lust.  I could see her bending back down to suckle me again, her mouth opening in soft wet release.
 
    
 
                  And the sap struck my clit, like a splash of burning acid, to sear away the pleasure and change it into something even more sexually powerful.  Each stroke was a single movement, unlike Margaret’s beating, each stroke delivered with an overhand swing that ended with the leather rectangle smashing down into soft flesh, delivering a thick “swack” sound that seemed sharper due to the wetness.  These strokes landed on my clit, but then slid downward with the force, flattening and spreading my labia, dragging the leather along my folds.  I tugged on the ropes holding my bound wrists and ankles to the bedframe even as my legs strained to close. 
 
    
 
                  Another stroke against my clit felt like fire had been poured into my veins and I cried out, sending vibrations into the soft petals and warm slit above me. Margaret moaned, grinding down as Kari continued to whip me, slapping the thick leather sap repeatedly against my pussy. I could tell Margaret was close to cumming, if she hadn’t already.  There certainly was enough moisture on my face, dripping down my neck and into my hair for her to have come several times. The vibroballs were still roaring inside me and I felt the orgasm coming and tried desperately not to have it.  It was so hard though.  I tried thinking other thoughts but then another brutal slap of my clit brought me full circle and I stiffened and arched as the explosion raced through me.
 
   
               "Awww... that's too bad.  Isn't that number five?" Margaret asked Kari, twisting around above me to look back at the woman who sat on the bed between my stretched open legs.  I took the opportunity to suck in a breath.

               "It is indeed," Kari replied aristocratically.  "Let's see... that mean's we're on," she lifted that small piece of paper again and read from it. "Alligator clamp on nipples and clit, vibrated for twenty minutes."

               I pulled hard on my bindings.  Nothing gave.  I struggled, still catching the occasional breath as Mistress Margaret continued to rub her bare slit up and down my face.  I felt, more than heard Kari moving on the bed between my knees and when she flicked my clit a few times I prepared myself as much as possible for what was coming.  Not that it mattered.  Those metal teeth bit down onto my swollen heated clit and nipples, chewing on me in those tight painful bites.  
 
    
 
                  You know, when these get put on right before I cum, they don’t feel too bad.  But when they get put on right AFTER, they’re awful.  But I guess there is a reason this was called “Punishment” right?  It wasn’t supposed to feel good completely, right?  Right?
 
    
 
                  After a moment, Margaret got up.  She had been straddling me quite a while and I relished the ability to take in air without wiggling my head around or arching my neck.  She padded off to the bathroom while Kari pulled my seven inch g-spot vibrator forward, twisted it on to its maximum setting, and pressed the vibrator to the very end of the clamp.  Would you believe that WHERE you press the vibrator to the jumbo alligator clamp hanging on your clit is actually important?  See, if you press the vibe right at the jaws, literally touching the clit at the same time, and the sensation is very very intense.  Sexually intense.  If you touch the vibrator to the middle, then its not as intense but the pain increases a bit and there isn’t as much sexual sensation.  Move the tip of the vibrator out to the very edge, and what you’re doing is moving the alligator clamp, and the entire weight of the clamp vibrates and moves.  That is easily the most painful. 
 
    
 
                  Of course Kari didn’t bother keeping in one spot.  She ran the clattering tip of the vibe up and down the alligator clamp.  I found myself wincing as the vibe went out to the tips and gasping when it touched the narrow head of the clamp.  Ever get a back massage where there was only one spot that really needed?  Remember how you tense up and gasp when that one spot is rubbed, but the sensation of hands on your back, stroking you up and down feels good?  Yeah, that was me.  
 
    
 
                  I was only vaguely aware of Margaret, wearing a soft bathrobe, leaving the bedroom and going out toward the kitchen.  It didn’t really matter to me, especially with what Kari was doing.  But she returned a few moments later with my vibrator clamps, two specially designed toys designed to be attached to a willing victim’s nipples, with two dangling little battery and motor cases hanging down.  While I was focused on what was happening between my legs, she attached each of the vibrator clamps, to the smaller alligator pinchers chewing on my nipples, letting the weight of the toys tug my breasts outward.  It hurt.  But then she turned the vibrating function on for both breasts and suddenly things got a lot more interesting.
 
    
 
                  The alligator clamps on my nipples didn’t “vibrate” like the one on my clit, which was sticking practically straight out.  The small little clamps had been pulled to the side, stretching the tips of my breasts over and pressing the metal against my breasts.  The vibrator clamps actually hung off my body, to the sides and I could feel them vibrating against my skin, almost a ticklish sensation.  The movement was still “traveling” up the chain and connections to my nipples, but it was light, almost feather like, though the pinch of the alligator clamps was still causing enough pain that I wanted them off. 
 
    
 
                  The real action was down between my legs.  Kari knows how to play me like a virtuoso.  After ten minutes of up and down vibration, not to mention the big rolling timpani constantly sounding inside me, my pussy was pulsing like a quasar.  My muscles kept trying to contract, to get my clit away from the torment, as my hips rolled and my back arched.  I thrust. I rolled. I twisted.  I jerked.  I undulated. Nothing kept Kari from slowly moving the vibrator from one end of the alligator clamp to the other.  
 
    
 
                  My body was humming by this point and as the clock ticked I found myself floating on this sea of pain laced ecstasy.  Every time Kari ran the vibrator up the length of the jumbo alligator clamp, she touched my clit, sending jolts of orgasm inducing sensation directly into my nervous system.  My chest started heaving and then Margaret sat down next to me and began playing with one of the clamps on my breasts.  It was too much.  I overloaded.  I cried out, I begged them to stop. I begged them to give me permission to cum.  They did neither.  Margaret worked my nipples harder, literally grabbing both vibrator clamps, pulling them up and away from my body, and slowly twisting.  Kari didn't let up her own virtuoso work between my legs and after gritting my teeth, holding my breath, and even shaking as much as the ropes would allow, I came in a squirt that splattered across Kari's face and cleavage.  
 
    
 
                  I was let up then and all three of the alligator clamps were removed from my delicate parts.  I was totally wrung out, a little hungry, and very sore.  A quick solo shower managed to get most of the aches out, but I can tell you that my fingers only gingerly cleaned certain spots on my anatomy.  When I went back to both of my mistresses, I found them dressed and waiting for me out in the living room, discussing what punishments and tortures to next inflict upon me.  Still naked and unstuffed from my shower, I was directed to stand in the middle of the room while Kari and Margaret talked about dinner and what they should do with me.  Pizza was discussed, along with keeping me naked to answer the door, or even better, tortured and answering the door.  Margaret especially wanted to see what would happen if I was in some serious sexual pain and need when the food was delivered, but Kari held out for eating dinner at a sit-down-restaurant.    It had the simplicity of being easy, and the only real obstacle was my attire.  Since I had a choice of south Texas farm girl or naked, they decided to do put me back in my shorts and tee shirt, with just a few modifications.
 
    
 
                  Do you have any idea how hard it is to eat a gyro when your pussy is stuffed with a four inch spinning vibrating cock?  Or instead of a bra, you happen to have two different sets of rubber bands around your tits, one around the base and one just around the nipple?  Or what it feels like to be sexually stimulated at the same time you're dealing with the chemical enhancement capabilities of Stinging O, which has set certain parts of your anatomy on fire?  Let me tell you, it's tough.  It's very tough, and both Margaret and Kari enjoyed my discomfiture at being in certain places at certain times, dealing with certain issues.  So despite my blue jean shorts and stupid tee shirt, dinner was still an adventure.
 
    
 
                  Of course as soon as we got back to the apartment I was forced to strip naked again.  Don’t worry. I’m used to it.   But I admit I was a little surprised when Kari ordered me back onto Mistress Margaret’s bed.  My heart thudded painfully as Margaret bound my wrists and ankles again, once more stretching me out.  I wondered what would come next.  Another round of alligator clamps?  More pussy whipping?  Or would I get to endure another round of fire and ice?  
 
    
 
   Kari came back into the room holding the pink plastic circle that I had seen earlier.  I got a pretty decent look at it again, seeing the elastic strings stretching from the frame to the small rubber tipped duck bill clamps in the center.  Then it was taken from my view and I felt the plastic against my thighs.  Kari started on my right labia, clamping it lightly. It didn’t hurt.  That actually surprised me. I was prepared to grit my teeth and hold my breath, but as Kari attached the other little metal pegs, all I felt was a bit of pressure.  It certainly wasn’t anything horrible.
 
    
 
                  But then Kari tightened the string.  At the time, I didn’t understand how, but now I know that there is a little plastic stopper on the opposite side of the frame, so you when you draw the cord up through the plastic circle, thus pulling the clamp toward the frame, you can then release the plastic stopper and keep the clamp pulled tight.  Kari went for opposites and after about a minute I felt the oddest sensation; my pussy spread open and exposed, the soft inner parts now available for whatever they wanted to do.  The last clamp went on my clit and I hissed as even that tender nub was pulled taut.  Kari and Margaret switched and I watched as my former mistress (and I guess she could be called my current one too) Kari peeled her clothes from her body and straddled my face just as Margaret had done earlier.  
 
    
 
                  Before I had managed to do more than dab my tongue at Kari’s clit, I felt something sharp touch my inner labia, rolling upward.  I recognized the sensation almost immediately.  It was the pinwheel.  The sharp metal pins pricked me as it rolled up the inside of my inner fold.  I gasped, getting a mouthful of Kari’s sex juice as the wheel lightly perforated my clit and then started back down the other side.  It was rather intense. 
 
    
 
                  Mistress Margaret continued to run the medical pinwheel through my folds and over my clit multiple times while I worked to satisfy Kari.  Unlike Margaret, Kari allowed me to bring her to orgasm quickly, ignoring my cries and moans as the little spiked tool was mercilessly applied to tender areas.  Just as Kari got off I felt Margaret roll the pinwheel away from my pussy and up my stomach.  I lifted my head to look down and watched as Margaret aimed for my right breast. The little pins went straight up and over my bosom and then Margaret applied pressure as she rolled the spikes right through my nipple.
 
    
 
                  Ow…
 
    
 
                  This went on for quite some time, back and forth across my breasts while Kari cleaned up and then got dressed again.  I was a little distracted when Kari left the room, but when she got back I noticed she was holding my Core Driller dildo and she moved up onto the bed while Margaret continued to spike my nipples.  I gasped when Kari pushed the Core Driller up into me and didn’t bother to stop where I was comfortably filled, but tried to get every last inch of thick rubber into my body.  I groaned again, my toes curling and then Kari began doing what she does best.
 
                  Telling me not to cum and then doing everything in her power to make it happen.
 
                  I’m not sure how many thrusts it took, but I screamed through my orgasm, begging her to stop, to let me calm down, and then begging her to let me cum.  Through it all she just laughed and told me not to cum, all the while shoving that large dildo in and out through me like a baker kneading dough.  Of course Margaret added her two cents in as well, rolling the Wartenberg wheel across my nipples, down my side, across my clit and through the pushed apart folds of my sex.  Let me tell you, you haven’t REALLY felt the effects of a pinwheel until someone is pricking your spread labia while someone else is pushing a twelve inch dildo in and out of your body.
 
                  Margaret looked up at Kari over my glistening skin. I was exhausted, worn out, and half out of my mind with the mix of adrenaline and endorphins and hormones rushing through my bloodstream.  Margaret smiled and waved the pinwheel.
 
                  “Well, she came again.  What’s the punishment for that?” Margaret asked.
 
                  Kari laughed, pulling the large dildo out of me.
 
                  “The punishment?  Well let’s see what the paper says.”  She leaned over and picked up that small piece of paper.  I lifted my head and looked down my body at her.  She read it quickly and then smiled.
 
    
 
                  “Ah, of course,” Kari said, looking at Margaret through lowered lashes. “Breanne gets shocked.” 
 
                  Margaret grinned and gave my left nipple a delicate but rather strong squeeze. “Fantastic.  I’ll go get the violet wand.”
 
                  I blinked as Margaret left the room.
 
                  “Kari?” I asked softly.  
 
                  “Yes sweetling?” Kari replied, leaning close and giving me a soft kiss upon the lips.
 
                  “Haven’t I already been shocked?” I asked.  My mind couldn’t help focusing on the sharp jolts of painful electricity that Margaret had earlier sent shooting into my clit and through my loins.  
 
                  “Of course.”
 
                  “Then I don’t understand.” I was confused, why were we doing an earlier punishment over again?
 
                  Kari grinned and held up the paper.  It took me a moment to focus, to concentrate on what it said.  “Start over at the beginning.”
 
                  And we did.
 
   Orgasms At The Mall
 
    
 
   04/20/2011
 
    
 
   Breanne, you will go to the mall dressed in your stripper shoes, daisy dukes, and your loose white cut off t- shirt.  Underneath your clothing you will have your vibrating anal beads inserted, you will wear your RVP, and you will have clover clamps attached to your nipples.  You will wear your rubber bands on your feet.  Prior to inserting the anal beads and RVP, and attaching the clamps, you will coat all three toys with Stinging O.  When you arrive at the mall, both functions of the RVP, as well as the anal beads, will be turned to maximum.  You will place two of your half pound weights on the chain between the clover clamps.  You will then walk the mall with the goal of giving out to strangers more orgasms than you.  When you orgasm, you are too give yourself 10 snaps of the rubber band to each foot.  After every orgasm you are to remove the sex toys, re-lubricate them as well as your nipples, and continue your walk.  You will remain at the mall for a minimum of three hours.  Each orgasm must take place in a different location in the mall. – Master Barrett
 
    
 
   I stood there for a second, trying to decide what to do.  Duck and hide?  Run?  Turn and face the consequences?  To be honest, I so rarely even SEE a car or truck on the little farm to market road south of my farm, let alone while I’m in the process of stripping!  I stood there, completely naked, wearing just my flip flops, while the truck approached.  Worse, it was coming from the north, meaning that the driver was about to get a really good view of my bare ass.  I closed my eyes, hearing the thrum of slowing tires.  I could hear the slight squeal of brakes and when I opened my eyes, the white pick up truck was stopped opposite mine, the driver, a grizzled looking guy in his fifties sat there staring at me with a big grin on his face.
 
    
 
   “You doing all right missy?” he asked politely enough, though his eyes didn’t come close to my face.  I sort of expected that to be honest.  When you’re only wearing flip flops, what do you expect?  It’s not like you can wave your hand in front of a guy’s face, point to your eyes and say “I’m up here.”  Not like that.  I put on a big pretend smile, pushing my acute embarrassment down into my stomach.  Already that sensation was sinking and I could feel the wetness between my legs increasing.  I wondered if he knew what the large flesh colored rubber thing sitting on the hood of my truck was.
 
    
 
   “I’m fine, sir.  Thanks for asking. Just getting changed,” I replied nonchalantly, as if this were a daily occurrence.  
 
    
 
   “Really.”  His eyebrows went up.
 
    
 
   I nodded emphatically this time.  “Absolutely!  See?”
 
    
 
   I picked up my white tee shirt and pulled it down over my head.  It covered my breasts, but just barely, leaving my entire midriff exposed.  Worse, the shirt was loose, and stuck out, leaving quite a bit of room for roaming eyes to look UP my shirt.  Talk about weird, right?  I gave my audience another smile.
 
    
 
   “I see.”
 
    
 
   I could tell he wasn’t moving until I was finished, so I ignored the sudden pulse between my legs and picked up my RVP, (my Rotating Venus Penis!) and slipped it in, making sure the four inch cock was firmly buried inside my now quite wet, dripping, and already desperate pussy.  A quick glance told me that my audience was now NEVER leaving, hoping that even MORE interesting things would happen. I decided to oblige him.  Normally I put my vibrating anal beads in while half laying down in the cab.  This time however I pulled them out of the bag on the hood, squirted a little grapeseed oil on them (I keep a bottle on hand at ALL times) and began pushing them one by one into my ass, facing away from Grizzly Adams in the truck, with one leg up on my truck’s bumper.
 
    
 
   Nothing was said, even though it took maybe four or five minutes to get all eight balls seated inside my bottom. I’m not a fan of anything in my ass, but since the assignment I was embarking on required it, I really didn’t have a choice.
 
    
 
   “You enjoy that sort of thing?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I turned and looked over my shoulder.  I shook my head.  “Not really.”
 
    
 
   He gave me a quirky look.  “Then why do it?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “I got told too.”
 
    
 
   He didn’t reply, mentally digesting that as I grabbed hold of the daisy duke short shorts.  They were blue denim, extremely tight, and I felt like I was constricting the blood flow into my legs as I pulled them up my thighs.  I had to pull hard to get them over my hips, but I managed and then I buttoned them up.  The remotes to both the RVP and the anal beads went into the back pockets and I smiled over at my audience.
 
    
 
   “See? All dressed!” I announced.
 
    
 
   He shook his head in wonderment.  “Where were you when I was younger,” he asked, more of himself than me.  Then he gunned the engine and took off. I stared, watching him go, my pussy contracting around the little cock of the RVP.  I turned back toward my bag and got out my fuck me shoes, the four inch platform heels I affectionately and accurately call my “stripper shoes”.  They went on my feet while my flip flops got tucked into the bag.  Then, dressed appropriately, I went to the mall.
 
    
 
   It was still closed, which was good, though the common mall area was already open to the public.  Being Sunday, I knew it would be pretty busy come lunch time, and I was sort of dreading the last two hours of my three hour “tour”, especially dressed the way I was.  I was a walking billboard for sexuality.  You could visibly see the square base of the RVP through my shorts, right in my crotch, which of course would raise all sorts of questions (mostly WTF is that?), not to mention the fact that the shoes, super short tight shorts, and the cut off white tee shirt would draw the eye as well.  I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties and the opportunities for potential exposure was high.   
 
    
 
   I sat in my truck for a few moments and reached into my bag.  The first thing I got out were the rubber bands.  I slipped off the fuck me shoes and popped a rubber band over each arch.  Thank God they were flesh toned already.  They were barely noticeable.  Then I got out the Japanese Clover clamps.  Clover clamps have these large thick metal mechanisms that are designed to tighten the more they are pulled on .  I didn’t even have to lift my shirt in order to pinch the tight pincers onto my nipples.  I shuddered in sexual ecstasy as the slight discomfort in my breasts electrified and intensified the sensation in my pussy. The chain between the clamps dangled down beneath the bottom of the shirt, stretching almost too my belly button.  It was fairly obvious the chain was connected to my breasts.  That’s where I hung the 1 lb. weight too.  It pulled on my nipples and I could literally FEEL the clamps tightening a bit more.
 
    
 
   I pulled out my bottle of Stinging O, lubed a finger, and dipped it into my shorts.  In moments both my rear and my clit began tingling and I had to bite my lip as my pussy began throbbing in earnest.  Another daub of lotion, applied to my aching nipples, added even more intensity to my immediate sexual need.  I got out of the truck trembling, already close to orgasmic release, and I headed into the mall.
 
    
 
   At the door, I pulled both remotes out of my pockets and turned them on, to maximum.  The vibrating anal beads roared to life in my ass, sending ripples of bottom tightening need through my loins.  The RVP began shaking, translating the back and forth movement into the four inch cock penetrating my depths, but also through the large rectangular base, the top of which was pressed to my clit.  I thumbed the slider for the rotating function and the cock inside me not only vibrated, but began to spin.  My jaw tightened as I took a few tentative steps.
 
    
 
   And exploded orgasmically with a wet groan as I leaned against the wall, eyes closed, my entire lower half seemingly to pulse in wet rapid jerks.  I tried (in vain) to keep my hips from jerking around in a lewd display of virtual fucking.  I’d tell you that I recovered almost immediately afterward, but that would be a lie. I didn’t recover. I NEVER recovered.  While I cam down from my climax, I only made it down a bit before the running, churning, pulsing, throbbing sexual toys inside me turned me around and started me back up the mountain.  I opened my eyes and walked on, looking for the first available guy to actually suck or fuck or at least make cum.  
 
                 
 
   There aren’t a lot of people at the mall an hour before opening on a Sunday. I passed one security officer who gave me a very long hard look, but then we kept moving and I didn’t get kicked out at that point.  I approached two guys while walking along, both of them venders, and both, while obviously wanting to cum with me somewhere more private, felt they couldn’t leave their booths.  What the hell is wrong with people these days?  Fifteen minutes later I was ducking into a small shadowed alcove between two stores as orgasm number two rushed through me.  I let out a soft whimper of sexual release as my thighs moved in and out and I turned against the wall, specifically the corner, and began rubbing my body up and down the façade.  
 
    
 
   Orgasm number three came twenty minutes later, which is surprising because it felt really quick, especially considering what was going on in my shorts.  My walk had become rather stilted, mostly from the swaying of the chain connected to my breasts, the weight, and the intense stimulation being inflicted upon my nether regions.  Not to mention the fact that I had to find a bathroom right after each orgasm.  Got to apply a little bit of Stinging O, right?  
 
    
 
   It wasn’t till around eleven thirty that I managed to score my first “other orgasm” and it was just in time too, since while I was on my knees in the men’s bathroom sucking this one guy’s cock, I shuddered through my fourth orgasm.  Evidently it improved my performance because moments later he came, spurting into my mouth, across my face, and splattering my white cut-off tee shirt.
 
    
 
   Oops.
 
    
 
   I tried to clean it up as best I could, but admit I was a bit distracted by the fact that I was STILL being over-stimulated with sex toys.  My orgasms were getting farther apart, but they were getting more intense too, and I was having more trouble keeping my game face on.  Do you have any idea how hard it is to HIDE the fact that you’re having an orgasm while walking along in public?  Or even the fact that you’re being sexually stimulated?  I must have looked like I was drunk, weaving and waving, one hand on the wall keeping me semi-upright.  All I really wanted to do was strip naked, lay on the floor, rip the toys out and off and let anyone who wanted fuck me.
 
    
 
   And that’s just the physical torture.  Let me explain the MENTAL.  First of all, when you’re being constantly stimulated like that, your brain doesn’t handle it all that well.  Sure, it feels good, especially at first and your body releases all sorts of pleasant chemicals into your blood stream.  Your brain can handle both the stimulation and the resulting climax.  But then, when that stimulation DOESN’T STOP, your brain starts to ask, “what the hell is wrong here?”  It begins a conflict with your body’s nerves.  Then, if you orgasm again, it really gets messed up.  As your nerves begin to report over-stimulation, your brain suddenly starts thinking orgasm is bad.  Now it my case, my brain was ALSO processing every look, every smirk, every leer, every grimace of disgust, every laugh, of everyone I passed.  Even if they weren’t meaning me, my brain, in it’s hyper-sensitive state, interpreted it as commentary on my attire, my behavior, on me.  I flushed with embarrassment.  I cringed at the derogatory comments I thought I could hear.  Then there was the pain, another aphrodisiac as far as I’m concerned.  My nipples ached and throbbed.  My clit was tender and sore.  My ass felt bruised from all my tight and involuntary squeezing of the vibrating anal beads.  My feet ached from the heels, and even the few times I had found a quiet out of the way bench to take off the shoes, I had only done it to snap those stupid rubber bands multiple times against my soles.  I hurt. I was embarrassed. I was over-stimulated.  And I was still cumming.
 
    
 
   In hindsight, it was stupid.  I walked past Julie’s jewelry store.  I’m not sure if it was because I had hoped she’d be there, or because I hoped she wouldn’t, but she was and she saw me, her eyes widening at my attire.  It was right before noon and the mall was quickly filling up with people, all of whom seemed to be staring at me.  Perhaps it was the splatters of cum on my shirt, making a good portion of it semi-transparent.  Perhaps it was the fuck me heels.  Maybe it was the fact that my shorts were so tight they were waiting for the blood flow to my legs to get cut off.  Maybe it was because I seemed to be having trouble walking, clearly in the throes of some sort of emotional or physical overload.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck are you doing, slut?” demanded Julie as the she pulled the gate upward.  I stumbled into the tiny store and she closed the metal grating behind me.  “Back room. Now.”
 
    
 
   I stumbled my way through the store, more from an approaching orgasm than any inability to walk gracefully in four inch platform heels with an included four inch heel.  I opened the back door to the small storage room and office and Julie followed.  Boxes lined the shelves and I stepped around the small chair and desk and stood near the one bare wall.
 
    
 
   “Explain yourself,” she ordered.
 
    
 
   So I told her everything.  About how I was supposed to walk the mall dressed like this, stuffed with vibrating anal beads, my RVP, coated with Stinging O, my nipples clamped and weighted, rubber bands on my feet. I told her the goal was to give more orgasms to other people than to have myself.  
 
    
 
   “How many have you had?” Julie asked. 
 
    
 
   “Four.  But I’m pretty close to number five right now,” I said, though I admit my voice was a little rough, trying to maintain control.
 
    
 
   “How many orgasms have you give out?” 
 
    
 
   “One” I whispered.
 
    
 
   “What happens if you screw up?” Julie asked.
 
    
 
   “I get ass fucked a lot,” I replied.
 
    
 
   Julie nodded, her lips pressed together.  She lifted her hand and I flinched, expecting her to hit me.  But instead her fingers went past my face and grabbed a roll of duct tape from the shelf near my head.  
 
    
 
   “Turn around,” she ordered.  I complied, wondering what was about to happen.  She roughly grabbed my left wrist and I heard a strip of tape being pulled from the roll. I felt her press it to my bare skin, right below my hand and then she brought my other arm down.  I blinked in surprise.  Suddenly I was BOUND, my hands behind my back!  Tightly secured (and yes I DID try to get loose), Julie tore a smaller strip off the roll and placed it across my mouth.  Then, bound and gagged, she pushed me into one darkened corner of the odd shaped back room.  I found myself staring at a wall that contained a fuse box and a few steel pipes that went from floor to ceiling.  I was pushed forward until my nose touched the pipe.
 
    
 
   Then I felt Julie’s hands on my shirt, lifting it up, exposing both breasts.  I almost fell when she unclipped the clamp from my right nipple.  Blood rushed back into the crushed nipple and if she hadn’t pushed me against the wall I would have fallen.  The orgasm that had been building inside me suddenly surged.  I made little wailing noises through the duct tape across my mouth.  
 
    
 
   And then Julie threaded the chain connecting the clamps AROUND the pipe.  Behind it actually.  Then with dreaded efficiency, she squeezed the clover clamp open and before my nipple was even recovered, crushed it again tightly.  I exploded, shaking in orgasmic bliss.  I pulled away from the wall and pipe and the clover clamps tightened as I tugged.  Pain lanced through my breasts.
 
    
 
   When the orgasm was over I found myself leaning against the wall and pipe, clearly tired, clearly weak, and barely able to stand.  But I had no where to go.  Julie smacked me once on the bottom, declared she had to open the store, and to enjoy myself.  When she was gone I looked around.  There was a bracket holding the pipe to the wall just inches below where I was chained, so there was no way for me to sit down.  Even had the office chair been close enough for me to snag with a foot, I wouldn’t have been able to do much more than kneel on it.  
 
    
 
   After ten minutes, I was seriously considering yanking out of the clover clamps.  Had they been any other kind, I would have.  Even if they had been the alligators, I was in so much agony that I would have done it.  I never realized how being forced to maintain a single position, especially when only marginally bound, could hurt!  My legs hurt.  My breasts felt as if someone had pinned them to a board and I was being lifted by them.  My clit felt as if someone had given it a rug burn.  My ass hurt almost as much as when I’ve done large butt plug speed penetrations.  My feet…oh god!
 
    
 
   Julie appeared about fifteen minutes after I had come.  Without a word, she stepped up behind me, grabbed my right foot and lifted it up as if I were a horse and she were checking my hooves.  I’ve done that exact thing thousands of times.  She slipped off my fuck me shoe, grabbed the rubber band, and started snapping.  Pain exploded up from my sole.  And she didn’t wait for me to recover either.  I jerked, but her fingers tightened on my ankle and there was nothing I could do. I squealed, shaking, my breasts pulled taut as I moved my body away from the pipe.  Ten snaps hurt like hell and then she put my shoe back on and picked up the OTHER foot.
 
    
 
   I was crying by the time she put my stripper shoes back on and then she was holding my bottle of Stinging O, squirting a liberal amount on her finger.  This went onto my clamped nipples, without releasing the clamps of course.  Then she unbuttoned my shorts, yanked them down to my knees and lubricated my clit with enough lotion for it to slide down through my folds.  A cool tingling exploded through my slit that quickly turned to the same sort of chemical heat my nipples were experiencing. I screamed and stamped my feet, but short of giving myself another hard yank on my breasts, nothing was accomplished.
 
    
 
   She left me again.  Orgasm six hit maybe twenty minutes later and my pussy was on fire.  I was starting to drip snot that mixed with tears as she came back in, grabbed my right foot and…
 
    
 
   An hour and a half.  Eleven orgasms total at the mall, though I admit the last one was on the way out while being escorted by security to my car.  Julie finally released me around one thirty, when I had experienced a total of ten orgasms.  I could barely stand at that point.  The soles of my feet were bright red.  My breasts had become numb, and I hurt in places that I shouldn’t have thanks to the awkward position.  Several times during my ordeal she had pulled the RVP completely out of my pussy, squirted Stinging O on the rotating vibrating cock, and jammed it back in.  Even my pussy ached and my clit… well that was just so swollen and red that a single fingernail dragged across it would have had me jumping.  Julie was smart and didn’t take the gag off until AFTER she unclipped my left nipple from the clamp and pulled me away from the pipe.  She did let me sit down though, and while I cried and sobbed and tried to collect myself, she sucked on my hurt breast, tonguing it.  Then when it appeared I had recovered, she clipped the clover clamp back on.
 
    
 
   She cut the tape on my hands and I pulled the strip from across my mouth.  
 
    
 
   “You better freshen up a bit before you go out,” Julie told me.  I nodded and moved to a tiny mirror on the wall by the door.  My face was blotchy and Julie handed me a wet wipe.  I cleaned myself up, pulled my shirt down over my clamped nipples, and got my shorts back in order.  My shirt had dried so it was no longer semi-transparent in spots, but it was clear that SOMETHING had been squirted across my chest.  
 
    
 
   “Before you go…” Julie said suddenly, right before we left the office, “there’s just one more thing.”
 
    
 
   I turned and looked at her, a quizzical expression on my face.  Suddenly she lifted both hands and then brought them together as if she were going to box my ears.  Except her target was lower.  I felt the impact on the outsides of both breasts and the impact set the chain and clamps swaying.  My breasts already hurt so much. I brought my arms up over them, holding myself, my teeth clenched tightly as tears once more came to my eyes.
 
    
 
   “I didn’t want you thinking that I wasn’t going to hit you anymore,” Julie said.  Then she grabbed me and kissed me, hard on the lips.  “I want you.  Call me for a date.”
 
    
 
   Then I was pushed out of the back room.  Another love tap on my ass sent me forward and I stepped out into a ridiculously crowded mall.
 
    
 
   I was instantly the center of attention.  I kept my arms folded across my chest, trying to hide my clamped breasts, my bared midriff, and the dangling weight.  It had been ten or fifteen minutes since my last orgasm and all I could think about was “oh shit, I’ve got to make nine more people cum before I climax again!”  I began stumbling down the corridor, glancing at shops and people, enduring stares and glares, licked lips and hungry eyes.  At one point someone squeezed my butt cheek, but when I whirled I didn’t know who had done it.  
 
    
 
   It was too busy!  My mind whirled. There were too many people. My skin crawled as I brushed against one person and then another.  My nipples throbbed.  I felt another orgasm building.  My steps were halting, faltering and as I leaned up against one store façade, trying to calm down, to keep the next orgasm from laying me out on the floor.
 
    
 
   “Miss?”
 
    
 
   I looked up.  It was a security officer, is white shirt immaculate.  
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?”
 
    
 
   Not “are you okay?” or “can I help you?”  but “what are you doing?”
 
    
 
   I summoned up every bit of strength.  “Walking the mall, sir.”  
 
    
 
   He looked down at my attire. “Dressed like that?” he demanded.
 
    
 
   I glanced around.  People were staring.  “Is there someplace close by that’s private where we could talk?” I begged.
 
    
 
   He thought about it for a moment, then nodded.  A few moments later I followed him into a service corridor and then he unlocked a maintenance room.  I looked around.  More pipes.  Lots and lots of pipes.  I turned toward the security officer and explained what was going on.  All of it.  I showed him the clamps, lifting my shirt.  I pulled out the remotes for both the anal beads and the RVP.  I explained to him I had to make more people cum than I had, and I told him how short I was of achieving my goal.  The only thing I left out was Julie and my hour and a half being sexually tortured in the back room of her store.
 
    
 
   He stood there impassively, not even reacting to my story or exposed breasts.  His arms stayed crossed, though his eyebrows went up a few times.  Finally when I finished he shook his head.  
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Breanne.  This isn’t a good place for this kind of thing.  We’ve got kids here, there’s going to be complaints.  You’re going to have to leave mall property.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened.  “Please! I have to make more people cum!” I begged.
 
    
 
   He shook his head.  “Sorry. I’ll escort you to your vehicle.”  He turned to leave.
 
    
 
   “What if I refuse?” I demanded.
 
    
 
   “Then I’ll call the police and have you trespassed and you’ll never be allowed to come to the mall again.  Not to mention you might get arrested for public lewdness considering what you’ve got stuffed up inside you right now,” he said.  “So let’s go.”
 
    
 
   I hesitated.  Not getting arrested was on my list of things to do that day, but with ten orgasms and only one returned, I just HAD to reduce the upcoming punishment.
 
    
 
   “Wait!” I said.  “Please!  Please! Okay, I’ll leave.  Just one thing.”
 
    
 
   He turned and gave me a bored look.  “What?”
 
    
 
   “Let me suck your cock,” I said hurriedly.  “Then I’ll go.”
 
    
 
   He stared at me for a moment.  I tried to look as sexy and desirable as possible.  I lowered my eyelashes, crossed my ankles, and tried not show that I was getting close to another orgasm.
 
    
 
   He took a step toward me, then another.  When he was in touching distance I went to my knees.  I just unzipped him, since he had those big belts on and I didn’t want to undo it.  In moments his cock was hitting me in the face and I wrapped my mouth around it and did what I do.
 
    
 
   He was much cleaner than guy number one.  He tasted pretty good too, and when he came I managed to swallow it all.  Then we straightened his uniform, I stood up, and he escorted me out of the mall.
 
    
 
   In the parking lot I swayed, cried out and fell against him.  He held me upright while the orgasmic rush exploded through me.  I looked down. The crotch of my Daisy Dukes was soaked.  I shuddered and he held me up.  Finally I was able to take another step.
 
    
 
   “You can’t drive like this,” he said as we got to my truck.  I pulled the remotes out and for the first time in almost three hours, turned the motors to blessed stillness and silence.  I gave my security guard a wan smile.
 
    
 
   “I can drive now.  Thanks for helping me to my truck.”  
 
    
 
   “No problem,” he said, smiling at me.
 
    
 
   “See ya!” I said, then climbed into the truck.  He watched as I got my keys into the ignition.  Then he rapped on the window.
 
    
 
   “Will I see you again?” he suddenly blurted.
 
    
 
   I grinned.  “Probably on my next assignment!  But hopefully you won’t have to ask me to leave next time!”  
 
    
 
   Then I drove away.
 
    
 
   Yes. I know. I violated all sorts of strictures on this assignment. Master Barrett was… uh… well… to be honest, he was pleased.  Evidently I owe him something like 62 ass fucks that were to be originally delivered one per hour, but obviously I can’t deliver on THAT requirement.  So he’s thinking up an alternate punishment for screwing things up so badly.  In my defense, it was Julie’s fault.  She fucking TIED me to a pipe for over an hour!  She hit me too!
 
    
 
   Um… please excuse me. I need to go call Julie actually.  Got to arrange a date!
 
    
 
   See ya!
 
    
 
    
 
   The Scrubbie
 
    
 
   04/26/11
 
    
 
   Okay, first of all… for all you sadists out there, yes… I spent Sunday in agony.  But this write-up isn’t ABOUT Sunday.  It’s about SATURDAY, and a little nylon scrubbie I had between my legs thanks to Kittish K.  But, I also made a promise.  So even though I’d NORMALLY end this little tale after the assignment is completed, I will extend it just a bit longer and provide a BRIEF explanation of the ordeal I experienced on Easter Sunday.  And yes, it hurt.  A lot.  But let’s move on.
 
    
 
   You'd think I'd had enough of walking around malls dressed like a two bit hooker, my pussy tingling and creaming, while being the center of humiliating attention.  But no... obviously not.  Saturday started rather innocently. I had spent the early morning stuffed with my vibroballs, on low, slowly churning my insides into a mishmash of sexual need at least till a little past eight.  Then I had an online torture session with Master Barrett that changed things dramatically.  The vibroballs came out and the business end of a bristle brush went in.  After I was close to cumming, Master Barrett had me attach a clothespin to my clit and THAT pushed me over the edge.  Then I was in trouble for cumming when I wasn't given permission, so for punishment I had to keep the brush in, the clothespin on my clit, with a weight attached, and then with a butt plug up my ass. At least until I started my assignment.
 
    
 
   I had originally planned to do the assignment AFTER lunch, but obviously, I moved things up on the schedule after that. I waved goodbye to my mom and headed out to "run errands".  I had my bag with me.  A few minutes later I had left the farm and pulled over.
 
    
 
   I slammed the door of my truck closed and stepped out into the brilliant south Texas sunlight.  It was warm, in the high eighties, even that early in the morning, and I was sort of glad that I was about to change into a pair of tight denim shorts, my high heels, and a cut-off tee shirt.  I pushed my hair out of my eyes even as the south breeze whipped it around my head and I moved to the front of my truck in a sort of sedate motion, calm and collected.  I pulled my regular tee shirt off first.  No one was around of course, the road empty in both directions with nothing but a few early grasshoppers and the swish of grass echoing in my ears.  Very different from last week. The Farm to Market road that runs past my farm is not a very busy road.  It's all asphalt, mostly crumbling, and I'd be surprised if more than a dozen cars and trucks would pass by in an entire week, much less the two minutes it took to tug off my shirt and bra, fold both items up, and put on the new cut-off tee shirt.  I felt the wind against my tummy, blowing up my shirt, caressing my breasts.  I'm a 36C and I filled out that cut-off tee rather well.  The front of the shirt dangled, leaving enough space between the bottom of the shirt and my skin for the average size car to drive up between my breasts and not encounter resistance of any kind.  I personally think it looked rather hot, but that's just my opinion. 
 
    
 
   Next I had to deal with my "below the waist" issues.  I was wearing a knee length skirt, which granted is a little long for my taste.  I like my thighs exposed usually.  But with a four inch brush handle sticking out of my pussy, along with a clothespin dangling downward, weighted with a piece of string and five heavy steel washers weighing about a quarter pound, not to mention a thick four inch butt plug in my ass, the long skirt was definitely the way to go.  I unzipped it down the side and stepped out of it, wincing as the weights knocked against my lower thighs and my clit sent sharp protests in the form of pain up to my brain.  Of course, it was my ass that hurt the most.  When you have to take out the plug and put it back in every ten minutes or so for two and a half hours, your anal tract eventually starts protesting too.  I almost passed out when I pulled off the clothespin.  Removing the plug was a relief.  Taking out the bristle brush... well... that was sexual agony.  Everything went into a plastic baggie for cleaning later.

               Free of my morning toys, I kicked off my flip flops and then slipped a blue bikini cut pair of cotton panties on.  I forced the same shorts I had soaked the crotch in last week up around my waist.  It took a moment.  Don't worry, they were clean and decent, and they slipped over the panties rather nicely.

Next I put on some sensible shoes.  Okay. Sensible for a nympho humiliation pain slut.  They were heels of course, but not my stripper shoes.  These were simple black strap open toed sandals with a three inch heel.  Enough to look sexy.  Of course with tight denim shorts and a shirt that barely covered my presented tits, it had a more "slutty" effect than I intended.  Oh well, too bad, right?  Thank God Kittish hadn’t specified me to wear my “fuck me” shoes.  Those are just so over the top!

               After getting escorted off mall property the previous week, I decided that going to the nearest mall was probably not the smartest idea, especially since I was essentially wearing practically the same outfit.  Instead I drove about twenty minutes east and hit up a slightly smaller mall I've gone to a couple of times.  I drove around a bit and finally found a parking space.  I had been told in quite plain terms by Kittish that I needed to find a parking place as close to the entrance as possible.  That was tough. I drove around for ten minutes until I finally found one two spaces away from the end of the aisle and front row.  As a result, I was right next to the path a lot of people were walking on.  I waited for a little bit until I got a clear spot and that's when I reached up and began unbuttoning my shorts.  It didn't take much to push them down to my knees.  I reached over to my bag and pulled out the next item I needed: the scrubbie.  This was a rather simple ball of nylon loops made for "scrubbing" left over food off of dishes.  To my fingers, it felt rather rough, but when I dragged it along the inside of my arm, all I felt was a slight scratching. That wouldn't be too bad, right?

               I pulled the front of my bikini cut panties out away from my pussy. I was wet already, but that wouldn't surprise anyone, would it?  I'm wet most of the time.  Sometimes that’s a bit of an inconvenience.  On the other hand I've been told that it's always nice for a guy to be able to place his dick right there and just push and I just open up and take it.  Evidently some guys really like the fact that they can do a full penetration on the very first thrust.  Go figure.  I’m weird, or so I hear.  Taking hold of the yellow scrubbie, I squeezed it until it had changed shape from the usual disk into something more elongated.  Then I delicately placed it against my pussy, spreading my petals open and making sure that the top edge of the scrubbie rubbed against my clit while the bottom three quarters were splitting my pussy in two.  I let the elastic of my panties snap into place and then pulled up my shorts.

               Even before I got out walking, I knew that I was in for a hell of a sexual ride.  Just pulling my shorts back up set the scrubbie moving against my clit and pussy.  I froze as it slid against my flesh, a sort of cool tingle, part scratch, part caress, and part electricity. I made sure I had everything I needed in my purse, and got out of the truck.  The first few steps were... odd.  But odd in a good way.  It felt... well it's sort of difficult to describe.  First of all, each step caused the scrubbie to basically slide through my slit just a little, which was already well lubricated.  Despite that however, I could feel the scrubbie literally brushing my skin, a rough sort of rub that while generally mild, felt slightly intense. It’s tough to describe really, and I don’t think a man would understand it ever. See, at the beginning of the assignment, I wasn't hyper-sensitive and the scrubbie felt cool and rough and stimulating. It wasn't the same sort of intensity I was feeling the previous weekend with the RVP.  That was all up inside me, and while my clit was being vibrated as well, I was having mostly vaginal orgasms.  

               I began walking the mall.  The nice thing about picking a smaller less frequented mall is that while you're still being stared at, you don't have as far to go, or quite as many people to walk through.  That first circuit was difficult though.  I was again the center of attention.  Thank God I wasn't wearing the stripper shoes too!  As it was, people kept staring at me.  Maybe it was the sexy heels.  Maybe it was my obviously too tight shorts crawling up my butt crack with just a tad bit of cheek hanging out.  Maybe it was the fact that I was wearing a white loose tee shirt cut halfway down, that left everything one inch below my breasts bare.  Or perhaps it was the fact that if you bent down to tie your shoe, you'd be able to look UP my shirt and see just about everything.  Maybe it was the fact that my nipples were hard and pointing straight out, leaving two little tent like bumps in the cloth.  

               Or maybe it was the way I was walking.  See, after about thirty steps I realized that the normal way of walking was going to be an issue.  Every step caused the scrubbie to slide almost a full centimeter or so through my slit and with both my panties and the tight shorts, my clit was getting rubbed directly and frequently.  This had created even more lubrication and I could feel myself ripening.  I found myself thrusting my hips every once in a while in rhythmic jerks, even as I moved toward the opposite end of the mall.  My walk had changed into something incredibly sexual, with my hips swaying wildly from side to side.  I'm sure my ass was QUITE a sight from the back as I walked by, especially since every step included some sort of roll.  By the time I made it to the center court, I knew that this was going to be almost as bad, if not worse, than the previous weekend's Orgasms At The Mall. 

               Of course, I didn't have Julie hitting me or chaining me to a pipe either.  And to be honest, the Rotating Venus Penis has me cumming in minutes. It’s that intense, so I guess the scrubbie wasn’t QUITE as uh… difficult.

               I made it to the far end and started back, my mind filled with thoughts of sex.  I resisted the urge to reach down and press hard against my crotch.  The problem I was facing was that while I was being stimulated, it wasn't QUITE enough to send me over the edge into orgasm.  Instead I was just right there, looking over the cliff, knowing that a simple touch would be sufficient.  The walk back to my starting point took longer and I had to stop several times as I THOUGHT I was teetering on the edge, only to have the sensation ebb and let me take another step.  

               By the time I reached the entrance doors I had come in at, my clit was tingling in a way I had never felt before.  I'm sure had I bothered to look, it would have been a little red, chaffed, and swollen.  My pussy felt a little odd too.  The petals were hyper-sensitive and it seemed I could actually feel the little nylon loops scrubbing at my folds.  I couldn't help tightening and squeezing the parts of the scrubbie that were buried between my spread and puffy petals.  That was when I started looking for guy number one.  

               It didn't take me long to find him either.  He was a teenager and had that look of utter obliviousness that I like.  He was wearing dark blue jeans and a tee shirt, you know… the typical guy outfit.  You should have seen how surprised he was when I approached him, especially after I caught him staring at me for a good long time.  So with predatory instincts, I lowered my lashes and headed straight for him.  Heck, even that walk had me practically cumming. I made sure to cross my ankles too.

               "Hi. I'm Breanne," I told him, flashing him my brilliant million watt please let me suck your cock smile.  He blinked, shocked that I had come over to him.  He stammered something unintelligible and then cleared his throat and tried again.

               "Uh.. Nick.  Nicholas."

               I grinned and held out my hand.  "So do I call you Nick or Nicholas?" I asked politely. I avoided the obvious and probably worn out joke about Santa Claus.  He took my palm and squeezed lightly, as if he were afraid of breaking me.

               "Nick is fine."

               I squeezed back, but didn't let his hand go.  "Like what you see?" I asked.  I took a step closer too.  See, here in the old US of A, we've got something called "personal space".  That's the "personal space" around you that you don't want people violating. I find the easiest way to get a guy to go along with what I need is to violate their "personal space".  Trust me.  It works like a charm.  What guy can say no to a girl who is standing close enough to touch, taste, and hold?  Right?  The tips of my breasts grazed his arm.

               He nodded stupidly, very aware of my hard nipples moving back and forth across his bicep.

               My eyes narrowed.  "Well good, cause I have a BIG favor to ask of you. And I think you'll like it."

               "What?" Nick asked, curious, but still a little shell shocked.

               I opened my purse and pulled out the two small binder clamps.  They were black and designed to handle ½ inch sheaves of paper, perfect for pinning on a girl's nipples.  I held them up in front of Nick's face.  "I need you to put these on my nipples and in exchange, I'll suck your cock until you cum," I paused momentarily to savor his stunned expression.  "Interested?"

               He looked around in confusion.  "Uh... where uh... do..."

               I had already thought of that and with a grin led him into the department store right near where I had spotted Nick in the first place.  The scrubbie rubbed at me and I started trembling slightly.  We went to the restrooms and then I pulled him into one of the "family" rooms, which I knew was a perfect place for what we were about to do.  Once we were in private I put the binder clamps on the counter and pulled my shirt up and off.  My breasts sprang into view and poor Nick about had a coronary.  I call it “Tits Impairment”.  His eyes suddenly focused on my breasts and I grabbed his hands and put them on my breasts, letting him massage them.

               "Flick your fingers across my nipples," I begged.  He ran his fingertips across the pointy bumps and I felt my entire body sort of twitch. I was right on the edge and I reached out, grabbed his head, and pulled it down to my breasts.  "Suck on me!" I demanded, then I felt his mouth open and he was chewing on my nipples, sucking them into his warm wet mouth.  I groaned in pleasure, my chest starting to heave as the sensations went straight down between my legs.  Suddenly I knew I was close and I grabbed the binder clips, pushing them into his hands.  "Clamp me," I told him, knowing that I was only seconds away from cumming.

               He pulled his mouth away from my breasts, almost with what looked like irritation, but then his fingers found mine, taking the binder clamps.  He lifted them up to my breasts, pinching the little metal mouths open.  I laced my fingers together behind my head, presenting my chest to him and then he pinned my nipples, crushing the nubs.  I cried out, suddenly overloaded, the excruciating pain in my breasts shooting down my spine straight to my pussy.  I trembled hard, my hips churning and thrusting wildly.  Then I sank to my knees as I exploded in sexual release.  My clit felt as if it had been struck by lightning.  Then it was like I had just slid down a rough steel pole right on my pussy.  My fingers found Nick's buckle and button and I scrambled, even as I was struggling with the orgasm, to get his cock out. I've never wanted cock so badly in my life.  

               Technically, I guess you could say I "gave him a blowjob".  But truth be told, I  DEVOURED his cock.  I swallowed.  I sucked. I deep throated.  I bobbed, I rammed. I let him skull fuck me.  I sucked his balls.  I even squatted at one point and let him fuck my tits.  He exploded a few minutes after I did, spurting ribbons of white cream at my face. I caught most of them in my mouth, though a few splattered and dripped down my chin and onto my chest.  I swallowed, licking up the remnants with a finger, while going back to work on Nick's cock.  I sucked his flaccid dick until he was hard again.  I could still feel the need, the urge, the pain in my tits, the desperation between my legs, though in retrospect, I think that last one was the scrubbie.  Every movement was like someone scrapping my nerves and the ones sensitized went to my "turn Breanne ON" switch.  I sucked Nick until he was hard again and this time I made him play with the binder clamps, twisting them and moving them around while I sucked on him.

               I was getting close again and I pulled back, still on my knees in front of Nick.  I looked up at him, desperation written clearly across my face.

               "Kick me!" I demanded.

               "What?! What do you mean?" he asked, his eyes a little wild.  His cock pulsed in front of me and I grabbed it and squeezed it, bending forward to kiss it and lick the tip again.  He moaned.

               "I mean," I said, between wet sloppy licks, "that I want you to" lick... "kick me between the legs."  I went back to munching on his wiener

               "What? I can't! I mean... seriously!  Breanne, you can't expect.... ohhhh!"  The tirade cut off as I grabbed his nuts and squeezed, ever so slightly.

               "Either you kick me right now or I will crush your nuts!" I said harshly.  I tweaked the tip of his cock too, just to help him get there.  

               My legs were already spread wide, my knees at least two feet apart.  Nick pulled his right foot back, which must have been hard considering I was hanging onto his scrotum.  Then he swung it forward and kicked me, lightly, between the legs.  The scrubbie jammed into my pussy, but it was considerably less than what I expected, and a LOT less than what I needed.  I snarled "AGAIN!" and this time Nick did me proud.  I felt the top of his foot slam into my crotch, lifting me up slightly and making me grunt and then fold.  I let loose of his balls and almost poked my eye out on his cock.  Even as I was struggling to handle the pain, I opened my mouth and almost gagged on his cock.  I felt the scrubbie move through my slit, scratching and teasing and chaffing me.  I sucked hard and Nick groaned and I felt his cock jerk again and then his foot came back up to my crotch.  The third kick was much less powerful than the second, but stronger than the first.  Most importantly though, it SLID between my thighs literally dragging the scrubbie across my clit and down.

               I was lucky I had cock in my mouth because my scream of release was pretty damn loud.

               Leaving Nicholas was pretty hard, and honestly if there hadn't been two very pressing concerns, I would have liked to hang with him for a bit.  Sure, he was six years younger than me, but so what?  Any man who can kick me on demand has got the juices I need.  Now what pressing concerns could I possibly have, especially since I needed to complete a circuit and find a new guy to be my fuck buddy?  The binder clamps of course!  Those things hurt a lot more than clothespins and over time, even more than alligator clamps.  So after making Nick come a second time, I kissed Nicholas goodbye and went to walk the mall, nipples throbbing and my pussy aching and tingling.

               The two orgasms I had already experienced since starting the assignment stood me in good stead.  Of course since that morning, I could add an additional three to the list.  I had one with just the vibroballs that morning while doing my chores.  One with Master Barrett while fucking myself with that silly brush, and then another about twenty minutes before the assignment while taking out and putting back in the anal plug.  So by the time I said goodbye to Nick, I was ready for orgasm number six of the day.

               Of course, before I could have orgasm number six, I had to find guy number two.  His responsibility would be simple.  Remove the scrubbie, fuck me stupid, put the scrubbie back in.  How hard is that, right?  Well, evidently not that hard when you’re a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut who walks around the mall wearing super short shorts and a midriff baring cut off tee shirt.  Of course, I had to do another circuit before SELECTING a guy, but it gave me a chance to not only suffer more, but do a preliminary sweep of possible fuck buddies.  
 
    
 
                  One guy caught my eye.  He was standing in front of this small shop that sold a bunch of hand bags.  He was dark skinned and watched me like a hawk, and the thing I really liked was that despite a lot more people walking around the place, most staring at me too, his store was painfully empty.  On my second walk past he gave me a smile when I gave him one of my million watt please fuck me stupid while tweaking my clamped nipples grin.  I wonder what he thought of the weird bumps on the front of my shirt.
 
    
 
                  Those weird bumps were of course the binder clamps, which let me tell you, were throbbing like mad.  I completed my circuit and then headed back to the little store where my target was waiting and when he saw me approach his eyes widened.  He was more than a little surprised when I stepped right up to him.
 
    
 
                  “Hi, I’m Breanne!” I said with another grin, though this one not QUITE as powerful as my earlier one. I didn’t need to blind him. I could already tell this was going to go well.  
 
    
 
                  “Devon,” he replied without a trace of accent.  I had been expecting Indian or Pakistani accents and was surprised… not that I don’t like Indians or Pakistani guys, of course!   
 
    
 
                  I reached out and extended a hand… another little trick of mine.  Guys will always shake hands and if you want to get them to do something, it’s an easy way to break that “personal space” barrier.  Just don’t let go.
 
    
 
                  And I didn’t!  I pulled him into his store in fact.  And I stroked his palm with my fingers, even though I didn’t let go.  I could see him break out into a sweat!  It was so cool!  
 
    
 
   So when we were well inside the store, I turned to him, standing too close of course, and I gave him a look of both hunger and desperation. “Devon?  I need some help.  I need someone to fuck me, right now.  Can you do that for me?”
 
    
 
                  “I love American girls!” he suddenly said.  Uh… okay.  I know I’m not the only NHPS out there, but had Devon already been used once?  Weird!  He pulled his hand out of mine and hurried over to the front of the store.  In seconds he had pulled a series of sliding glass doors across the front and locked them.  Then he came back to me, grabbed my wrist, and pulled me into the back room.  
 
    
 
   I was painfully empty of stock.  In fact, I’m guessing most of their product was up front.  Oh well, it gave us plenty of room.  I stripped for him, right down to my panties.  He was fascinated with the binder clamps and kept touching them, and when I showed him the scrubbie, peeking out from inside my panties, he grinned with pleasure.  Pulling it out, he didn’t bother to make sure not to scratch me again and I shuddered as the nylon loops rubbed painfully across my clit.  Then I peeled off my panties, stood there naked with only the binder clamps and my high heels on, and proceeded to do my thing.
 
    
 
                  Which basically involved me getting a condom out of my purse and putting it on Devon’s cock with my mouth.  Then after getting him prepped, I lay down on my back, spread my legs, and we screwed like bunnies.  It was interesting. I know… not the usual adjective I use when describing another fuck session, but the truth is that having the scrubbie inside the folds of my pussy for so long had done some “interesting” things to my sensitivity. Devon’s cock felt unusually thick and it rubbed me in ways I wasn’t used to.  There was also a tinge of ouch from his pubic hair scratching against my clit, but by the time I really noticed it, I was stuffed and he was pumping and it didn’t matter any more.  I wrapped my legs around him, let him flick the binder clamps on my breasts, and rocked my hips.
 
    
 
                  He came first, which actually surprised me, especially considering I was the one who had been sexually tortured for hours.  He rolled off me with a sigh of satisfaction while I shuddered, my body trying to reconcile the missing dick between my legs and the terrible urgency of approaching orgasm.  I looked over at him and realized… he was done.  His eyes were closed and I wondered if he was actually going to go to sleep!  I groaned as the heat inside me ebbed and then went back down to a slow simmer.  With a sigh of exasperation, I rolled and got to my knees, then picked up my clothes.  I covered my breasts up with my shirt, the nipples still burning and aching. Then I pulled my panties up and retrieved my scrubbie.  I went back over to Devon, knelt down next to him, and poked him in the shoulder until his eyes opened.  He smiled at me. I gave him a little sneer in return and handed him the scrubbie.
 
    
 
                  “Can you put this back in?” I asked him, holding the elastic of my panties out from my waist.  He nodded, not even cluing in to the fact that I was not pleased.  Of course, him sliding (yes SLIDING) the scrubbie over my clit and into my folds almost brought me right back up to the boiling point.  But then he pulled his hand away and it took me almost a minute to calm down enough to stand and waddle my way over to my shorts.  The scrubbie moved through my slit and over my clit with every step and it felt like a heated metal brush being dragged over my flesh.  I pulled my shorts up and when everything was in place, looked up to see Devon putting his own attire back in order.
 
    
 
                  “That was wonderful!  When will you come back?” he asked.  “I will want to fuck you again!”
 
    
 
                  Uh… yeah sure.  I gave him a vapid smile, just to appease him and promised to come back sometime.  Then the bastard wanted me to BUY A PURSE!  Yeah… right.
 
    
 
                  I headed back out into the mall, knowing I needed to make another full round and then I’d be able to find someone to remove the nipple clamps… and hopefully fuck my brains out and let me orgasm.  Of course, before I could do that I had to make another complete circuit.
 
    
 
                  That last circuit gave me a few issues.  First of all I was still really horny, which is never good for my mental state.  I start thinking things like “maybe if I just stripped naked here I could have a gangbang orgy!”  That’s great for fantasy but would shortly end with me being hauled off (naked of course) by the police.  And I wouldn’t even get banged in the cop car, or body cavity searched or anything.  
 
    
 
                  The other major problem I had during that last circuit was the fact that the scrubbie’s movement up and down my slit, and most especially over my clit, was becoming a major distraction.  It wasn’t just a “reminder” of my sexuality, it was an active participant in my torment, constantly rubbing and scratching and exciting and hurting all at the same time.  And for a girl who gets turned on by a bit of discomfort and sexualized pain, this was like liquid nirvana.  Hot liquid nirvana, poured directly onto my pussy.  I was lucky I could even walk straight.
 
    
 
                  Actually… I’m not sure I WAS walking straight most of the time.  I think I was actually weaving like a drunken sailor, my hips twitching and my chest heaving.
 
    
 
   When I finished my third circuit I was so desperate that I would have propositioned a man who had just finished eating pickled herring.  That’s how needy I was.  I went outside the mall for a moment to try and get a grip on things… to just STAND there and let the roaring inferno between my legs settle just a bit.  It was very very warm outside, not the baking south Texas Summer Heat of course, but still, it was the sort of day with a high humidity that just made your clothes STICKY. 
 
    
 
                  Admittedly, I was sticky for other reasons than the humidity, but let’s not get into THAT.
 
    
 
                  So there I was, leaning up against the wall right in front of the entrance.  My loins were thrust slightly forward and I was pumping slightly, just from residual urges.  My nipples felt like they’d been torn off, chewed up, and then reattached.  I closed my eyes against the tides of emotion and need flowing through me.
 
    
 
                  When I opened them again, he was staring at me.  Khaki shorts, twelve dollar polo shirt from Wal-Mart, along with white tube socks and cheap sneakers.  He was going slightly bald, but couldn’t have been over forty.  Probably mid-thirties.  Maybe sixty pounds over weight, clean shaven, and glasses.  Really really thick glasses.  He was trying very hard not to make it LOOK like he was looking at me, but he was.  He had even sat down on the bench across from me.  
 
    
 
   I licked my lips and then straightened, feeling the scrubbie move between my labia, sending a little lightning sensation through my tenderized clit.  Slowly, I crossed the sidewalk to the other side of the entry way and sat down beside him.  Our eyes locked and he sat their with his lips pressed tightly together, as if speaking might scare me away.
 
    
 
                  “Hi,” I said with a smile as I sat down.  Then I clenched my teeth and tried very hard not to let my face reflect what my body was feeling.  Seriously, I would have scared poor Greg had he seen me wince, flinch, and then make a soundless “ooohh”.  As it was my entire pussy convulsed violently even as I was crossing my legs and introducing myself.
 
    
 
                  “I’m Breanne.
 
    
 
                  “Greg.”
 
    
 
                  “Whatcha doin’ Greg?” I asked politely, but with a definite hint of tease.  Trust me, a nympho humiliation pain slut can make asking for you to pass the ketchup sound like a sex act.  
 
    
 
                  His eyes widened at my tone.  “Waiting for the bus.”
 
    
 
                  Oh my… the bus?
 
    
 
                  “Where ya’ going?”
 
    
 
                  “Home.”
 
    
 
                  How depressing.  “Want a lift?” I inquired politely.
 
    
 
                  “You’ll take me home?” his tone belied his surprise.  What was up with this guy?
 
    
 
                  I shrugged.  “Sure.  My truck is over there.” I pointed over at where my truck was sitting.
 
    
 
   He stood up and I followed suit.  But I stopped him before he had taken another step.  
 
    
 
   “I’ll drive you, but there’s something you have to do for me first,” I explained.
 
    
 
                  His expression went from relief to deep suspicion.  “What?”
 
    
 
   “Come with me for a moment?” I begged.  He nodded.  I pulled him back into the mall and into the department store.
 
    
 
                  It was only a minute or two before I had us both secreted away in the family bathroom inside the department store, just like my first tryst.  When we were alone and in private, I stepped close to him.
 
    
 
                  “Hold out your hands, Greg.”
 
    
 
                  He held them out to me, palms up and I grasped his wrists and turned them down.  Then I pulled them to my chest, pushing them up under my shirt.
 
    
 
                  Greg started to pull back, obviously alarmed.  He started to speak by I shushed him and then his eyes were locked on my now exposed and obviously clamped nipples.
 
    
 
                  “What, what, what!?” he stammered.
 
    
 
   “Please take them off for me?” I begged him.  “They hurt and I need them off.”
 
    
 
                  He nodded, his thick fingers grabbing hold of the binder clamps.  I gasped, almost crumpling to the floor, standing up right only by hanging on to Greg.
 
    
 
                  “No… you’ve got to pinch them open, Greg!” I gasped.  The deep pain went away but I still felt it’s after effects and then another sharp surge as he managed to pinch open the clamps.  Blood rushed back into my crushed nipples and I almost passed out from the intensity.  Greg took a step back, unsure of what to do with the binder clamps.  Finally I was in command of myself and held out my hand. I took both clamps and then slowly went to my knees, my fingers tightening in his belt.
 
    
 
                  “Now I want to do something nice for you, Greg.”  I unbuttoned his shorts and he let me.  It took me only a moment to get a pair of mostly gray Fruit of the Looms out of the way and then I had a thick cock in my face.  It wasn’t very long, but it was rather meaty.  I had to open extra wide to take it in.  Greg was clearly in shock.  Evidently he didn’t have the internet either and he’d never contemplated getting a blowjob.  On the flip side, he was very clean, which I can’t tell you how much I appreciate.  Make a note guys… clean your cock after you masturbate!
 
    
 
                  And so Greg got his very first ever blow job.  Yes, I know it was his first because I asked.  I did a really good job too.  It’s not often I get to blow a virgin.  When he popped it was like a volcano erupting.  I got TONS of goo squirted into my mouth and was dripping down my chin.  Finally we got cleaned up and poor Greg was grinning like he’d just discovered that today he’d won the lottery and had Christmas all at the same time.  
 
    
 
                  I tucked my arm into his and we headed back out the parking lot.  He didn’t move that fast and that suited me, especially since I was still clamping down on a scream every step.  While my breasts were only now starting to recover, I was still dealing with the scrubbie between my labia and rubbing against my clit.  We got to my truck and I unlocked it.  Once we both had climbed in, I turned to him and asked him where he lived.  I was given the directions and I started the truck up and got the AC blowing.
 
    
 
                  He didn’t live that far away, a little farther south and to the east.  As we were driving, I grilled him, asking a few more questions.  He lived with his mom and dad, worked at a nearby convenience store, and was thirty five. He didn’t have a girlfriend and had pretty much given up on ever having one.  Despite his now very positive attitude, it was depressing.  He wasn’t stupid either.  I mean he answered all my questions and seemed bright enough.  He just was… a loser.  By choice I imagine, though I think it had more to do with the way he was raised. 
 
    
 
                  I was having trouble with the stick shift so my driving was a little erratic.  All right… to be honest, every time I had to push down on the clutch the scrubbie did some interesting things to my pussy and THAT was distracting me, making me erratic.  But through it all I just sort of felt this feeling of pity for Greg.
 
    
 
                  When I saw his neighborhood, I got even more depressed.  No one took care of their lawns, trash was all over the place, and young kids… too young actually, were roaming the front yards and chasing balls into the street.  No adults.  I kept expecting to turn the corner and find the resident drug dealer.  Greg directed me to a suburban flat house that looked WORSE than the surrounding homes and I just couldn’t help it.  I turned toward Greg and asked “Hey, you wanna come hang out with me for a while?”
 
    
 
                  It was if I had asked him to marry me.  His eyes widened and his face brightened as if this were the best thing that ever happened to him.  I smiled, patted his leg and drove off.  I knew where I was heading, even if he didn’t, and we chatted about a few things while I tried to get to where we were going and not wreck.  Thank God I wasn’t wearing the vibroballs or something that would send me over the edge.
 
    
 
                  I pulled up to the park and got out of the cab.  I had a blanket behind the seat and I grabbed it too as Greg followed me up the embankment.  When we got to the top I led him down the trail and into the woods beyond.
 
    
 
                  Not a lot of people know about this little spot in west Houston.  It’s actually a flood plain for the bayou, but there are a ton of trails and stuff throughout the whole place and I found it a few years ago when I was looking for private places to screw people.  I have spots all around Houston and Katy where I can take someone for sex, just about any time.  It makes it easy and I’m not about to reveal my spots… mostly because some goodie two shoes will shut them down.  Not cool.
 
    
 
                  So I spread the blanket out under a stubby live oak in some long grass, patted the blanket and had Greg sit down next to me.  We chatted a bit more, but it wasn’t ten minutes before I was rubbing his cock through the shorts again and then I was tugging his khakis down and off and then I was naked except for the panties.  I gave him a wicked smile and told him that he had to do one more thing before we fucked.
 
    
 
                  It was utter relief to get the scrubbie out from between my petals.  Greg tossed it aside, totally astonished that I had been walking around with that nylon bundle scrubbing at my sex.  I peeled my panties off and then straddled him.  I found his flag pole moments later and my soaked and over stimulated pussy slid down nicely in one simple movement and then we were grinding against each other, my breasts in his hands as we moved in the humid heat and soft breeze.  I came first, I was just so close anyway and I screamed out loud, not caring who might be around.  I ground my hips down and just shuddered as my clit and labia tingled and then a few moments later it was Greg’s turn to spurt, filling the condom nicely.  I just collapsed on top of him and he held me, which was rather nice.  Finally I rolled off and started to get dressed again, this time sans scrubbie.  We went back to the truck and I headed back to Greg’s house, dropping him off with a fond smile.
 
    
 
                  It was a little hard saying goodbye to Greg.  How do you tell a man, who has never had sex before, that the first woman he’s ever loved, will no doubt ever see him again?  Greg was already asking me out for dinner and even gave me his phone number.  I didn’t exactly lie to him, but… I still feel bad about it.  Wouldn’t you?
 
    
 
                  And that’s how my Saturday ended.  Of course, my clit was really sore and tender and my inner labia looked like a lobster’s roasted tail!  Touching my clit was like stroking it with a live wire.  Which made Sunday even more terrible.
 
    
 
                  Ah… Sunday.
 
    
 
                  When I woke up I intended to make it a light day.  Oh… maybe my Husky Dildo, or the ben wa balls or something… anything that didn’t touch my clit.  But Master Barrett was waiting for me, his email already in my in box.  Not the Husky, not the ben wa balls, but the vibroballs, on low, all day.  Oh yeah… and my butterfly clitoral stimulator, on low, all day.
 
    
 
                  Well there was just NO fucking way I was going to be able to handle that. I mean seriously, I would have to be tied DOWN in order to keep from ripping the butterfly off my body.  I know… you are all saying “SO TIE HER DOWN! SOMEONE TIE HER DOWN!”  Well, I was at home, not at Kari’s so you’ll just have to be disappointed.  There are limits to my willpower. Of course I immediately private messaged Master Barrett and told him that there was no way I would be able to do that short of locking myself into a spread bar and putting my wrists in locked cuffs.  So we worked out a deal.
 
    
 
                  I had to keep the vibroballs on low all day… that was a given.  But for ten minutes every hour, the butterfly had to go from off to high.  Every fucking hour.  I put on my shorts and before I even headed out to deal with the critters I turned on the butterfly, which was sitting right above my swollen and scrubbed clit.  I cranked up the vibroballs too, feeling the sexual stimulation immediately bring a flush of moisture between my legs.
 
    
 
   Pins and needles.  I barely made it out of the house and to the barn before I was screaming into my knuckle.  I came about five minutes later, which REALLY sucked because it meant dealing with a full four or five more minutes WITHOUT the sexual urgency of oncoming cumming muting the sensation of having my clit literally chaffed off my body.  Have you any idea what it’s like lying on a bale of hay, twitching uncontrollably, while one tiny spot on your body is …
 
    
 
                  Wait.  You don’t have a clue do you?
 
    
 
   Uh… have you ever had a sunburn?  Remember what your skin felt like?  All hot and stretched taut but just slightly painful to the touch?  Okay… that’s our starting point.  Now imagine that being done to you cock.  Now imagine me coming over to your place, with you sitting on the couch. I’m naked of course, with a big bottle of aloe gel.  Then I squirt a great big glob of the gel onto your cock and begin rubbing it.  Can you imagine it?  It feels so good because it’s a turn on, but it also hurts a little because your skin is so damaged from the sunburn.  Now, I work the whole length, but then I start to focus just on the tip, twisting my fingers around and around, until you’re gritting your teeth.  Sure, I slide my hand downward every once in a while, just to keep the sexual tension going, but I still keep the tip tormented.  You want it to stop, but you know that if you move, if you close your legs, if you push me away, then I’ll stop, leaving you in desperate need, and I won’t fuck you.  
 
    
 
   There.  Does that help?  Do you understand now?  I hope so.
 
    
 
                  When my first ten minutes were up I turned the butterfly off, which was such a relief that I didn’t even bother to turn down the vibroballs for another ten minutes. I just laid there, my body basking in the relief.  Then, only SLIGHTLY recovered, I hauled myself to my feet, went back to the house to find my shoes (yes I ran out barefoot), and started to get my chores done.
 
    
 
   By the time I was done, I needed to turn the butterfly stimulator on again.  I was horny already, thanks to the combination of vibroballs and the knowledge I was about to suffer another ten minutes of direct agony.  I went to one of the stalls, braced myself, and turned the vibroballs up to maximum.  My pussy clenched, pulsing and then I turned on the butterfly.
 
    
 
                  I’ve never had to endure getting sprayed with a power washer between the legs, but I imagine it would feel something like that ten minutes with the butterfly on high.  And yes, I came again, though much later in the session.  I buckled anyway, falling to the floor and curling into a ball, my legs jerking as my hips thrust away.  I could barely get my fingers down to the controls to turn OFF the butterfly.
 
    
 
                  I came again during the third time I did.  But not the fourth.  The fifth time I did my ten minutes out in the barn I came hard, which I expected, especially since the vibroballs had been churning me up non-stop since five am.  My sixth session, just after eleven in the morning sent me on another orgasmic spiral, but just barely, right at the very end.  No orgasm at noon, but at one o’clock I headed out to the barn, my pussy so wet and ready that I knew I’d never make it.
 
    
 
                  So I grabbed my steel handcuffs and took them out with me.  Now don’t worry. I had the key on a string around my neck.  I turned the vibroballs up to maximum, held the butterfly remote in one hand, and cuffed myself to the tractor steering wheel.   Then I cranked up the butterfly.  The remote fell from my hand, deliberately I might add, but by then it didn’t matter.  My clit was on fire and I was bucking, my toes curling in the flip flops as sparks of sexualized pain shot up from my clit.  It was like a violet wand set on high, being continuously held to your clit while a vibrator is buzzing against it.  I know… impossible… but… it was mind blowing.  Seriously.  I was crying out, yanking on the cuffs, then twisting on the seat trying to get to the key to unlock my wrists.  Honestly, the only way the orgasm I had could have been better is if my ankles had been cuffed, with my legs tied and pulled far apart into the splits, along with some serious clamping of my nipples.  That would have made it perfect!  
 
    
 
                  Of course, I ended draped over the steering wheel, my shorts soaked, groaning.  When my watch beeped finally I took the key, my fingers fumbling, and managed to unlock myself.  So there you go… a whole extra MINUTE being tortured.  I turned the butterfly off and the vibroballs down.
 
    
 
                  The next two sessions were orgasm free, but just after four o’clock I had another mind blowing orgasm.  To be honest, I was close when I started.  And admittedly, I turned the vibroballs up a little earlier than I should have.  Like fifteen minutes earlier.  What can I say? I was feeling it.
 
   
  
 

 
 
                  I came again at five, which was my twelfth session, though this time I didn’t come during the “ten minutes”.  I was so close when my watch beeped.  So I just laid there on the hay bale and did an extra two minutes until I came.  I also helped myself along by reaching down and adding a few extra pounds of pressure and movement to the butterfly.  Is that bad?
 
    
 
                  I liked the sensation so much that I did a repeat before dinner at six.
 
    
 
                  And afterward too, at seven.
 
    
 
   I had taken care of my evening chores and even showered, which gave me a brief respite from the vibroballs, since I can’t exactly shower with them in.  When I was done, I put fresh clothes on and told my parents I needed to check a few things out in the barn.  The vibroballs were back in and the butterfly clitoral stimulator was snuggly strapped above my tender, swollen, chaffed clit.
 
    
 
   When I got outside, I crossed over to the barn, my flip flops smacking in the night air.  It sounded like light spanks.  I went through the barn out to the other side and looked out into the twilight.  It was still pretty light outside and I took off my shirt.  I wasn’t wearing a bra so my bare breasts took on a soft glow of amber from the evening sunset.  I pulled a particular item from my short pocket, and then pushed the blue denim shorts downward.  Standing there naked except for the two remotes running to my pussy, and a pair of flip flops, not to mention the item in my hand, I walked up to the goat enclosure.  The pen is surrounded by a white painted metal pipe fence, three rails and I lifted the clover clamps and chain and draped it over the top rail.  Then I clamped my nipples.  
 
    
 
                  A moment later and my buzzing vibroballs were buzzing away at their highest setting and my pussy had started that arduous climb to the orgasmic cliff edge.  Then with trembling fingers I turned the butterfly on, to high of course, and let both remotes fall to the grass.  I held on to the fence for dear life.
 
    
 
                  I’m sure you can guess what happened, right?  I came for the eleventh time that day, screaming of course.  And way too early.  I leaned against the fence, trying to handle the earthquake pain between my legs, tears in my eyes.  It hurt so damn much!  My knees buckled and suddenly my nipples felt like they were being ripped off my chest.  That helped of course.  And then I was doing this weird dance, bending my knees, twisting my hips, all before the grace of God.
 
    
 
                  When my ten minutes were up… I could hear the beeping from my watch in my shorts… I immediately bent down to pick up the remote.  Unfortunately I forgot to unclip the clover clamps first, so was rewarded with another massive jolt of OUCH.  I scrambled to free myself, fingers shaking and then managed to get the butterfly turned off.  The vibroballs went back down to low and I stumbled over to my clothing.  It took me awhile to get dressed and calmed down enough that I felt comfortable going back inside, but I finally did, smelling once more of the sweet and musky scent of sexual release.  So much for my shower right?
 
    
 
   I went upstairs and fell into bed completely clothed, still stuffed with the vibroballs and with the butterfly still pressed to my clit.  I was so tired… so exhausted… and my clit still hurt.  I rolled over and pressed my face into the pillow.
 
    
 
                  I forgot to turn the vibroballs off.
 
    
 
   And for the first time in my life, I slept the whole night with a toy vibrating inside me.  Now THAT’S an accomplishment.
 
    
 
   My love to everyone.
 
    
 
                  - Bre
 
    
 
    
 
   Blowjob Friday
 
    
 
   04/30/11
 
    
 
   Breanne - I know it's your TOTM, but that shouldn't stop you from doing assignments. Today is Blowjob Friday, and it's time to get back to your earlier roots. Today you will insert your vibrating anal beads and you will wear your butterfly clitoral stimulator OVER your panties, but under your shorts or skirt. You will wear a tight "sexy" tee shirt. You will turn the vibrating anal beads to maximum. You will set the clitoral stimulator to low. You will also bring your Stinging O and your alligator nipple clamps. You will go and find three men, all strangers, and offer them blow jobs. You are not allowed to cum until you have sucked off all three guys. After sucking the first man, you will turn your vibrating anal beads and your clitoral vibrator to medium. After sucking off the second man, you will turn your vibrating anal beads to low and your clitoral vibrator to high. You will then suck off your third man. After he cums you will turn the anal beads off and cum. However, if you have an unauthorized orgasm during your first two blowjobs, after completing the service, you will ask your paramour to apply both the Stinging O to your nipples as well as the alligator nipple clamps and you will wear them through the remainder of your assignment. Should, on the off chance, you have TWO unauthorized orgasms, after completing the assignment and climaxing, you will turn the anal beads back to maximum and apply Stinging O to your clit. You will then find a FOURTH man to suck to completion while you remain clamped, stung, and vibrated. You may have a SECOND final orgasm.

Brandon
 
    
 
   Usually, when it’s my TOTM (Time of the Month) the general rule is that I’m off.  This gives me a break, allows me to catch up on my writing (if needed) and generally allows me to be miserable all by myself.  I’m unusually moody during my TOTM and on day four I start cramping pretty bad too.  Not good, right?
 
    
 
   So why did I accept this one?  Because I DIDN’T CUM the day before my TOTM started, so it had been THREE DAYS since I came.  That makes a difference.  And while during my TOTM I usually abstain from sexual activities, it really doesn’t make me LESS horny.
 
    
 
   So Friday afternoon after I had rigged the irrigation sprinklers in the southwest field, I packed what I needed and hopped into my truck.  As usual, I stopped just down the road from my farm’s gravel drive and moved to the grill in order to get “prepped”.  Prepping wasn’t as …um… revealing as usual though, since all I needed to really do was remove my shirt and bra and put on one of the tee shirts that Kari bought me in college.  Friday I wore my “Catholic School Girl Gone Bad” shirt, an overly tight pink shirt that was getting a little thread bare. In fact, all my tee shirts from those days are too tight and a little threadbare.  Guess I need new “bad girl” tee shirts, right?  
 
    
 
   I slipped off my flip flops and then shucked out of my shorts.  I had put in the vibrating anal beads before leaving the house, mostly because getting them fully implanted is best done on your back (unless you have help of course) and takes about three or four minutes.  Not a good thing to be trying while standing in front of your car.  So with my remote in hand, I then grabbed my Butterfly Clitoral Stimulator out of my bag and strapped it on over my white cotton panties.
 
    
 
   Why over?  Duh.  Please tell me I don’t need to explain this.  
 
    
 
   Next I pulled on my little school girl skirt.  It’s red and black plaid and frankly, more than a little too short.  With practically no effort I can let anyone behind me see my panties.  All it takes is the slightest bend.  It’s flared too, so if I twirl, or walk up stairs, it’s loose enough to move on its own.  Talk about a cock tease…  
 
    
 
   I tucked the anal beads remote into the waist band while I stuffed my folded clothing into the bag next to the alligator clamps and the Stinging O, then slipped my flip flops back on.  Moments later I was driving away.  I decided to head east on I-10 and stop at one of the adult novelty shops that masquerade as “News Stands,” thanks to Houston’s idiotic laws preventing the sale of adult material.  It just doesn’t make sense.  Tax it and make it legal!  That’s all you have to do!  We will STILL BUY IT!  Put a sin tax on it and voila… budget shortfall gone.
 
    
 
   But hey, we’re not here to discuss politics or taxation policies, are we?
 
    
 
   I went to the nearest one, which is sort of seedy, but I figured Friday afternoon would net me what I needed and when I pulled up to the front door, I knew I’d have my three cocks sucked quickly.  There were plenty of cars. I turned on the anal beads to full and steadied myself for a moment.  Then I padded into the shop, my flip flops flapping against the soles of my feet and my breasts straining against the fabric of my shirt.  The words “Catholic School Girl Gone Bad” were distorted thanks to my nipples poking up like hard pebbles under the material.  When I asked for a cup of tokens and handed the money over, the girl at the counter gave me a disgusted look, even as she handed me the clinking and essentially worthless bits of metal. I thanked her anyway, and walked through the stands to the arcade, my ass vibrating like a California freeway.
 
    
 
   There were a couple of guys who noticed my entrance and I played it up for all it was worth.  Arcades like this are frequented by gay guys, and while I have no problem with gay guys, they were unlikely to come to me looking for a blowjob.  But if I had SOMEONE’S attention, I could get a groove going.
 
    
 
   The arcade was very dark and lit with red and blue lights.  To be honest, it was the kind of place that under normal circumstances, a girl would be STUPID to be walking around in unescorted, much less wearing a super short skirt and a tee shirt with no bra, which practically screamed “do me!”  Of course, since my goal was exactly to get “done”, I was in the right place.  I walked down the hall, past a few half opened doors until I bumped into the first guy.  His eyes widened and I smiled, stepping up close.
 
    
 
   “Care for blowjob sweetie?  It’s free,” I said softly.
 
    
 
   He nodded and I dropped the cup of tokens and pulled him into the nearest room.  He shut the door and I immediately got down on my knees as he sat on the small wooden bench.  There was a television behind me, with some sort of porno playing, but I gave him my own little show as I peeled my shirt up, exposing my breasts, and then worked to get his cock out and wet.
 
    
 
   I’m a pretty good cock sucker.  Hmmm… maybe I need a resume?  Wouldn’t that be a hoot! LOL… I’ll write one up for the website’s Character Corner! LOL.  Anyway, I’m very very good at sucking cock.  There are a few tricks that I use.  First of all, don’t just unzip a guy’s pants.  If you can, pull the pants down, as well as the guys underwear or boxers or briefs or whatever.  You want access to his balls.  Trust me.  Then the thing to do is have one hand on the shaft, one hand caressing his scrotum, and your lips and tongue circling the tip.  While you do the tip, you start moving the hand on his shaft up and down gently until your fingers touch your open lips, then back down to the base.  Then after he’s nice and hard and extended, you start bobbing your head in time with the movement of your hand.  That way he can’t tell where your mouth starts and ends.  His entire cock ends up being “sucked”.  You try to get him as deep as possible and between every bob of your head you make sure to do a circle with your tongue around his glans and then really apply some suction.  Another fun trick is to actually blow a little air out as you go DOWN on him to.  So suck and tongue circle at the top, blow air as you go down, swallow as you hit the bottom.
 
    
 
   See?  Not so hard?  Now there is one other thing I like to do when I get them to the plateau.  See guys get hard and horny and then they float there for a few minutes like a boat that’s already filled with water, but still won’t sink.  Right then you have to give them a push toward popping.  So that’s when I use both hands on their cock.  My right hand pumps rapidly up and down on the shaft while I use my left hand in a sort of twisting movement, rubbing my fingers along the edge of their cock tip.  If they’ve got foreskin, you pull that back and get that super sensitive area beneath. If they’re cut, you’ve already got access to it!  Then the moment they’re bucking, you go back to the suck, lick, swallow, and blow method.
 
    
 
   Guy number one came hard, squirting lots of cream into my mouth.  Quite a bit dribbled out, but that wasn’t too bad since it landed on my tits anyway and guys like it when a girl is sloppy when it comes to drinking cum.  He groaned as it spooled out and I cleaned up every drop like a good girl.  Finally he was finished and I gave him a loaded smile.  As I helped him get buttoned back up, I asked him to tell any guys he met out in the hall that I was giving three free blowjobs, and two more were available.  He grinned, agreed and opened the door.  
 
    
 
   I turned the butterfly clitoral stimulator on.  The assignment called for it to be on medium, while turning my anal beads down to the same setting.  Except my Butterfly only has three settings; off, low, and high.  So I turned the Butterfly to low and my vibrating anal beads to medium.  The Butterfly buzzed against my clit and I bit my lip as the sudden surge of sexual energy exploded through me.  Then there was a polite knock and guy number two came in.  
 
    
 
   He was thin and well over fifty years old, with white hair, a large bald spot, and a wide grin.  All he said was “I heard you’re giving free blowjobs.”  I introduced myself, told him “yes” and then went back down to my knees, focusing on getting the new guy’s cock out.  It only took a moment, despite his assistance (he kept getting in the way) and in less than a minute I had my lips wrapped around his meat.
 
    
 
   When you haven’t had an orgasm in well over three days, especially when you are a certified nympho humiliation pain slut, having something buzz against your clit, while your ass is stuffed with another buzzing toy, while sucking on cock, isn’t exactly soothing.  In fact, it’s down right stimulating.  I found my hips rocking in time with my bobbing head and when I sucked I found my pussy tightening as well, even as I wriggled and jiggled my hips.
 
    
 
   I’m sure you know what happened.  It was almost karma, wasn’t it?  I mean seriously, why do my doms keep assigning me these “do not cum” tasks and then seem SURPRISED when I fail spectacularly?  Come on!  How was I supposed to hold off with the Butterfly RIGHT ON MY CLIT! BUZZING!  With a cock in my mouth and the anal beads in my ass shaking like mad!  HUH?  HOW?  OF COURSE I CAME! Duh.
 
    
 
   I came before he did, which sort of sucked. I pulled my head up for a moment and let go of his cock while I fumbled for my bag.  I pulled out the bottle of Stinging O and the alligator clamps and handed him the bottle.
 
    
 
   “Would you please put a little on my nipples?” I begged him.
 
    
 
   He readily agreed and used more than a little.  Moments later both of breasts were on fire, and not just the nub.  Then I handed him the little metal alligator clamps, connected on the chain and he grinned as he pinched them open.  I cupped my breasts, leaning back and presenting.  Then there was this explosion of pain from my tits, my nipples seemingly compressed, crushed, and chewed on all at the same time. I gaped, gritting my teeth as the pain blossomed inside me, and then spiraled down to a single point of my anatomy: my clit.
 
    
 
   I shuddered, felt my body ripen again, sexual energy exploding through me.  I grabbed hold of it, harnessed it, and got cock back in my mouth.  He exploded moments later, no doubt turned on by the visual image of my sexual suffering.  This time I wasn’t as lucky with the spurt of wet cream and it got in my hair and across my cheek, dripping down onto my rolled up tee shirt.  I did my best to lick it all up, while still cleaning my guy’s soda straw, but the tee shirt was toast.  Sorta.  Anyway, I pulled it off and used it to wipe up some of the extra spunk.  
 
    
 
   When guy number two left, guy number three was already waiting out in the hall.  So was guy number four and five.  There eyes widened when they saw the nipple clamps and chain spanning my breasts and I pulled guy number three into the little stall and closed the door.  
 
    
 
   All I can say about guy number three, is that I wish I had been fucking him instead of sucking him.  His cock was huge.  And thick too.  It would have been much better shoved into my pussy.  As it was I ended up having to only take PART of his cock in my mouth, rather than getting most like I usually do. I don’t deepthroat by the way.  The only reason some guys like deepthroat is because the girl gags and her throat tightens around their cock and it’s a nice way to humiliate her.  That isn’t really something I need to do because usually I’m pretty much already humiliated out the wazoo.  I’m also not into gagging. I once threw up at a frat party one night my freshman year while deepthroating.  Now THAT’S a funny story…  but a tale for another time I guess.
 
    
 
   Anyway, guy number three came before I did.  In fact, I didn’t cum till I was bobbing up and down on guy number four.  Which was well after guy number three, so I was totally in compliance with the assignment.
 
    
 
   What?  It NEVER SAID I COULDN’T WILLINGLY SUCK MORE GUYS, did it?  Nope… Besides, what was I going to say to the line?  Sorry, no more?  
 
    
 
   Of course, that’s what I said after I did guy number six.  Told them my mouth was hurting.  There were some suggestions about using my pussy, but I told them I was going through my TOTM and oddly enough, every one of those gentlemen (yes gentlemen!) accepted that.  So after guy number six spurted across my bare breasts and I had experienced my fifth orgasm, I licked it up the sperm with a finger.  Then I pulled on my cum soaked shirt, grabbed my bag, and was given a nice escort back to my truck.
 
    
 
   Once locked in my cab, I turned off the Butterfly vibrator and the anal beads, settling down in blessed stillness.  My clit ached.  My jaw did too.  And as I turned the key in the ignition, I realized that maybe BlowJob Friday should happen EVERY time I go through my TOTM.
 
    
 
   What do you think?
 
   Clamped Ready
 
    
 
   05/06/11
 
    
 
   You know, sometimes a day just gets really complicated.  I woke up at my usual five am, laid in bed rubbing and touching myself until I exploded, then slipped in a pair of ben wa balls, got dressed, and went outside to take care of the critters.
 
    
 
   What? I work on a farm.  Duh.
 
    
 
   You’d think everything would be smooth sailing from that point right?  Sure, the ben wa balls FELT great. They moved around inside me with every step, keeping me wet and ready… just in case someone wants to stick a cock in me of course.
 
    
 
   Later that morning though, when I was finished with the critters, and breakfast, and the first load of laundry was already running, I got online and had a chat with Master Barrett.  And that hurt.  A lot.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure if it was the alligator clamps on my nipples, underneath my short tee shirt, sans bra of course, or the jumbo alligator clamp he made me attach to my clit.  My loose shorts and cotton panties were easy to pull aside, and moments later… down.  But I almost screamed with the pain, which in a house full of people, wouldn’t have been good.
 
    
 
   He made me cum of course.  He knows that I’m going on a date tonight with Julie and that she has a tendency to want to hurt me, but I guess he wanted to make sure it did.  Hurt I mean.  So I had to twist the alligator clamps, take the one on my clit off and put it back on.  Then I got a Stinging O covered finger fuck, along with a second one after I came the first time and asked to take off the alligator clamps.  
 
    
 
   When the second one was finished I again asked to take off the alligator clamps. It’s not because I don’t like them. I do. It’s just they hurt like HELL!  They aren’t my tightest clamps, but the fact they have metal teeth that just dig in… well… my nerves don’t handle biting as well as they do crushing.  I have no idea why.
 
    
 
   So do you think Master Barrett said “Sure! Take them off!”  Of course he didn’t!  Instead he said “You can take them off AFTER… you masturbate to orgasm once with your Husky Dildo, AND masturbate once to orgasm with just your vibroballs.  Then, after you masturbate a third time to orgasm, using your g-spot vibrator, you can take the alligator clamps off.
 
    
 
   I almost cried.
 
    
 
   But I got out my Husky dildo and took out the ben wa balls.  Then I fucked myself, trying to cum while it felt like my clit was being crushed by a boot between two sheets of broken and slivered glass.  I came, maybe after fifteen minutes, hurting and burning and needing and wanting and with my panties stuffed into my mouth to make sure that any noises that I couldn’t control would come out muffled.  
 
    
 
   Then I tossed the Husky Dildo aside and despite the pain at my nipples and clit, worked the two vibroballs into my soaked and tormented pussy.  I twisted the knob to the highest setting and tried hard to work myself back into a frenzy.  Admittedly, I got to the point where I was twisting the alligator clamps on my nipples, sending those same metaphorical glass shards piercing my clit, deep into my breasts by way of the tips.  Imagine getting pierced, multiple times.  I could only rotate the clamps ninety degrees, but even that felt like someone had taken a hot brand to my chest.  Two hot brands if I did it at the same time.  Finally I was close enough that I was able to reach down between my legs and lightly, ever so lightly, wiggle the jumbo alligator clamp chewing on my clit.  I came in a teeth gritting rush that had me shaking.  When it was over, I just hurt.  So much… everywhere.
 
    
 
   And I pulled out the vibroballs.  All I could think of was taking off the clamps.  Please, God, just let me take off the clamps. Oh God they hurt so much!  I grabbed the G-Spot vibrator, rammed it into myself and began pumping.  Every thrust seemed to jounce the clamp on my clit, the little teeth sawing away as I did something similar to my pussy.  With the vibe on high, I twisted it inside me, pulling it out and plunging it back in with force and heat and desperation.  And it wasn’t sexual desperation, not at first.  It was “shit please make this stop hurting” desperation.  
 
    
 
   But at some point, some nebulous ethereal point, it became something else.  That’s where Barrett wanted me this morning; that strange mental state where pain and pleasure are indistinguishable and I pulled out the vibrator and held it directly against the toothed jaws of the jumbo alligator clamp.  The vibrations translated through the metal into my nub and then I was jerking like a landed fish, one hand tugging on the chain connecting the clamps on my breasts, the other plunging the vibrator into my pussy and making sure to hit repeatedly against the jumbo alligator clamp.  
 
    
 
   I came, harder than I had all morning, collapsing onto my bed in a sweat soaked heap of sex juice, pain, and naked pleasure.
 
    
 
   I buried my face in my pillow as I took off the alligator clamps, one at a time, gasping and shuddering and when I was done there was the obligatory wet spot on my pillow. FROM MY TEARS!  YES IT FUCKING HURT THAT MUCH!
 
    
 
   And now I’m ready for my date with Julie.  The ben wa balls are back in, I’m still wet and ready for cock, or for a whipping…
 
    
 
   Or God help me…
 
    
 
   More alligator clamps.
 
    
 
   Julie’s Date
 
    
 
   Preparation
 
    
 
   Friday afternoon I spent a few minutes up in my room, ostensibly packing my bag.  It was an overnight bag of course, but it was also a bit more diabolical than that as well.  Let’s see… toothbrush? Check.  Floss?  Check.  Twelve inch black rubber Core Driller dildo?  Check.  Vibroballs?  Check.  My list also included my Butterfly Clitoral Stimulator, my vibrating anal beads, a small bag containing several pairs of different sized binder clamps, and of course a number of other minor but just as evil toys that had been requested.  I had also packed my stripper shoes. Everything was there except for ONE thing missing from my overnight bag, mostly because I was told not to bother.
 
    
 
   Clothes.
 
    
 
   Sure, I was dressed.  My exposed toes were slipped into a pair of thin flip flops (I’d call them thongs, but I don’t want to confuse anyone!) and my ass was conservatively encased in a pair of blue denim shorts.  Underneath that was a pair of blue cotton panties.  Higher up, I was in an old tee shirt over a white cotton bra.  As a nympho humiliation pain slut, I was following NHPS Rule #1, which means I have to keep my self STUFFED, so there was also a pair of ben wa balls nestled between my petals, keeping me soft and moist and ready with every step.
 
    
 
   I slung my bag over my shoulder and said good bye to my family.  They knew I was going out, though I seriously doubted they knew or would approve of what I would be doing “out and about”.  I’d be back by six am on Saturday in time to feed the critters, and that’s all that really mattered.
 
    
 
   Thirty minutes later I was pulling up to a small apartment complex on the north side of town.  It was one of those places that look a little run down, but is just barely hanging on to respectable tenants.  I parked the truck, grabbed my bag, and headed over to the nearest building.  I skirted some yucca sticking out into the walkway, and was soon standing in front of a dirty green door.  I lifted my hand and knocked.
 
    
 
   I know.  Some of you are asking “Wait a moment, why isn’t Breanne naked?  Isn’t she supposed to be naked?”  Yeah, well… when I go to KARI’S place, that’s the rule.  But I wasn’t AT Kari’s apartment. I was at Julie’s, and that’s a whole nother breed.  The door opened after my second knock and there she stood.
 
    
 
   When I first met Julie, she was a brunette.  Tonight however she was… uh… blond?  No… that’s not quite right.  White haired.  Seriously.  She bleached her hair to the color of snow.  Plus the front was standing straight up and the back was artfully messy, sticking out in all different directions.  Her dark brown eyes seemed to be chocolate and her lips were covered in a bright blue lipstick that made her look a bit like an ice princess.  She was wearing a black choker with an azure stone right at the hollow of her throat.  My eyes went downward.  A black leather bra covered her breasts and she was wearing a black fish net shirt over the bra.  More dark leather went from ankle to waist, a tight pair of form fitting pants that seemed to match her brassier.  She wore black open toed high heels, sensible yet sexy.  Lastly, there was a steel ring belt around her middle, complete with two sets of handcuffs, clearly attached so that they could be removed easily.
 
    
 
   “Breanne,” she said in way of greeting as I smiled softly.  I didn’t move. I just braced myself.  
 
    
 
   “Well come in,” Julie said, stepping back and opening the door fully.
 
    
 
   I blinked.  That was not what I had expected.  I stepped into the apartment.  Julie’s taste in furniture ran toward the eclectic.  It wasn’t really styled in anything other than “Julie”.  There was a large couch, one of those huge massive deep things where you could actually lay two abreast comfortably.  The television was big, maybe 42 inches, and there was an Xbox console sitting underneath the television on the stand.  The coffee table was scarred and battered, and had holes drilled in it, obviously from screws, and I remember that Julie had once told me that she had bound a girl to the coffee table once and screwed the metal strips holding her down to the wood, right before whipping her raw.  I wonder when it will be my turn?
 
    
 
   I put my bag down on the sofa and turned toward my host.
 
    
 
   “So strip, fuck slut,” Julie suddenly demanded, giving me a disdainful look.  Her hand started to come up but I grabbed my shirt and had it over my head in seconds.  
 
    
 
   You have to understand.  Julie is a hitter.  If you don’t move fast enough, you get smacked.  It’s that simple.  Heck, sometimes she hits just because she wants to.  In fact, right after I peeled off my shirt and unhooked my bra, her hand swung at my breasts, slapping my left tit hard enough to sting and sending a ripple reaction through my entire bosom.  I winced, my teeth clenched, but didn’t cover or cry out.  Crying out isn’t so bad, but God help you if you cover.  Julie doesn’t like that.
 
    
 
   I kicked off my flip flops and then pushed my shorts and panties to the floor.  I got smacked twice more, once more across my breasts and once across my ass.  Then I straightened, hands entwined behind my head, legs spread slightly, up on my tip toes, waiting.  Julie moved around me, her fingers lightly touching my back, my shoulders, then moving downward to my ass.  Her hand lifted again and I braced myself, knowing what was coming, and it did.  I grit my teeth and only hissed as her hand smacked into my rear again.
 
    
 
   Then she came back into view and started going through my bag.  It only took seconds for her to find what she was looking for.  Soon my vibroballs were on the table, sitting right next to my bag of binder clamps.  She opened the small plastic bag and dumped the metal clips onto the coffee table.  Then she walked across the room and returned from the kitchen bar with a small box.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready for your assignment?” she asked me.  
 
    
 
   I nodded.  A few weeks before one of my fans, Caz, had sent me an assignment.  It involved a few interesting things; visiting lesbian bars, having lots of sex, oh yeah… and being clamped.  When I had agreed to go out with Julie, she had asked if there was an assignment that needed a chaperone.  It was as if Caz’s assignment was MADE for Julie.  She is MUCH more into the lesbian scene than I am.  She knows the bars, and frankly she’s better security than even Robert and Kari.  I mean, who messes with Julie?  
 
    
 
   Julie dropped the box on the coffee table and told me to open it. I did, fingers trembling already, and found my evening’s outfit.  In seconds I knew I was in trouble.  The skirt was black, skin tight, and would barely cover my ass.  Frankly I had doubts about that, but as it turned out it really didn’t matter.  The top however was more of an issue.  It was a Bolero jacket… just the jacket.  And while it did close across my front, it pushed my breasts both up and down so that the bottom half of each mound stuck out of the bottom even as the tops were smashed together, creating a cleavage you could ski down.  Under Julie’s watchful eye and the occasional raised hand, I slipped into the clothing and then strapped on my fuck me shoes.
 
    
 
   When I was completely dressed, which actually meant sort of dressed and possibly even inappropriately dressed, or half-naked, Julie grinned and then pushed me back over to the coffee table.  The box hadn’t just held the clothing I was wearing for the evening.  There was also a spool of string and several dice.  Julie pulled out the string.
 
    
 
   “Let’s get you prepped for this evening, shall we?” 
 
    
 
   I cringed.  I had hoped to avoid this until we were actually going IN to the various bars, but since I wasn’t driving, I suppose Julie felt that my torment could start immediately.  She scooped up the two smallest binder clamps, the kind that would only fit over the actual nipple, rather than the areola.  They were tiny, and she held them up, pinched between her fingertips.  I knew better than to pull away, or resist, so I actually presented my breasts to her, the Bolero jacket open at the front.  
 
    
 
   Oh god they hurt!  I almost cried right there!  Pain shot up from my nipples in this tight agony that was almost too much for me to handle.  I’m not sure why it hurt so much.  I mean, it’s not like I haven’t had those things on before.  Maybe it was because Julie put them on and she didn’t put them far enough back.  All I knew was that it felt like I had just had my nipples crushed.
 
    
 
   Julie grinned as I dealt with the hurt and she uncoiled a length of the string.  A quick snip with a pair of scissors freed up about an eighteen inch stretch and she strung the line through the metal loops of the binder clamps, tying them so that should someone tug on the string, it would yank both clamps off together.  She had me button up the bolero afterward and all I can say is that the stupid jacket made my nipples hurt even more.
 
    
 
   “Bend over the coffee table,” Julie said next.  I did as I was told, spreading my legs even more than they had been before as I bent over the wooden tabletop.  I felt my skirt ride up and then Julie helped it go the rest of the way, baring my ass.  Her hand came into view, picking up one of the larger binder clamps and I bit my lip, trying hard not to burst into tears. I knew where that one was going.
 
    
 
   Sure enough, her fingers teased my clit a few moments later and then she pulled the ben wa balls out of my pussy.  I moaned slightly.  Removing those things always sends a little shiver of pleasure through me and thanks to the binder clamps on my nipples, the tiny sliver of delight seemed even stronger than usual.    You know, I’m still not sure why I’m like this.  Why does hurting a little bit (or a lot) make the sex so much better?
 
    
 
   Anyway Julie didn’t waste time.  In one hand was the clamp and in the other was the first sphere of my vibroballs.  I felt her rub the plastic globe against my soaked slit and it disappeared up inside me.  From my bent over position, I had a very good view and my glistening sex seemed to gobble up that little tidbit until I felt it embed itself deeply inside me.  Then the second one went in and when Julie turned them on with the remote control, I groaned in immediate sexual need.
 
    
 
   Which is when she put the one inch binder clamp on my clit of course.
 
    
 
   I did jerk away that time, my knees closing, my legs folding, dropping down as if I had just been kicked in the crotch.  Now I think I should mention that my binder clamps have been uh… altered… slightly of course… so that they don’t actually do any damage to me.  All have been bent outward a little so that rather than tightening down to metal on metal (and thus either cutting me or doing serious damage) they tighten down to about a quarter of an inch between the edges.  That’s enough for a nipple, or my clit, or a fold of labia to be nicely caught and tormented.  So if you’re planning on going out to the office supply store, keep that in mind.
 
    
 
   Still hurts like hell though.
 
    
 
   So with a soft buzzing inside me and a crushing bite on my clit, I found myself literally lying on the coffee table, panting softly.  Julie evidently liked it because suddenly she brought her hand down sharply on my ass and proceeded to spank the crap out of me.  In short order my brain forgot about (or at least minimized) the pain coming from my clit and nipples and it became all about wriggling my bottom. Julie was leaning hard against me, literally keeping me there on the table as fiery heat exploded through my ass.  It didn’t take long before tears finally escaped my eyes and dripped down onto the marred surface of the table beneath me.
 
    
 
   Which is when she let me up.
 
    
 
   When I was able to stand up, she let me close the Bolero jacket, sending fresh sparks of agony through my throbbing nipples, and then I was able to push down my skirt.  She laughed at me, tucked the vibroballs remote (which was still set on low) into my skirt’s waistband, and grabbed the dice from the box.  Then we headed out, me wobbling on my fuck me shoes and Julie lightly smacking me on the bottom to encourage me to move faster.  Thanks to the blistering I had gotten moments before, even those light touches were good motivation.  I just tried to balance things between teetering on those shoes, falling to my death by broken neck, and my burning ass.  Hey.  YOU try to balance those issues all at once and tell me which one you’d go with!
 
    
 
   Julie drives a beat up old Ford Focus which I personally think is something of a joke.  It’s ugly, it’s small, but on the flip side, it gets better gas mileage than my pickup.  Not sure it could beat my Saturn sedan, but I guess it’s all comparative.  Julie has her car decorated in punk rock stickers, including one for a band called “Free Beer”, which I think has to be the dumbest and yet smartest name for a rock band ever.  Can you imagine putting up signs for your concert?  FREE BEER! Saturday Night at blah blah blah… everyone would show up!
 
    
 
   And then lynch you.
 
    
 
   There are also a few other more disturbing stickers, like the one of the fancy mushrooms and the marijuana leaf.  I asked Julie about that once, since I know for a fact she doesn’t actually USE drugs, of any kind, unless you count Mountain Dew and Dr. Pepper as drugs.  She says it’s about image.  I think it’s stupid because when a cop pulls you over the first thing he’s going to ask is “do you have anything illegal in the car, miss?”  But hey, it’s not my car, is it?
 
    
 
   Club One
 
    
 
   We drove for about forty minutes toward downtown and then pulled up to our first location.  I was a little put off by the various cars and such that were in the lot, but the neon lights of the club were more than enough to tell me that Julie’s selection would be decent.  Since the drive had been difficult thanks to Julie’s playing with the vibroball settings the whole way, I was grateful to just have them at one setting, with the remote stuck back into my waistband.  I was terribly horny of course and Julie pulled me aside out in the parking lot, right at the hood of her car.
 
    
 
   “Do you remember the points of the assignment?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes Mistress Julie. I’m not allowed to cum unless the person I’m with yanks the clamps off my nipples.”
 
    
 
   Julie grinned.  “That’s right.  You will also introduce yourself tonight only with ‘I’m Breanne.  Can I make you cum?’  I think that will set things off well.”  She smiled again.  “Oh yeah, and don’t forget to announce your orgasms.  We don’t want you accidently cumming.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard.  She lifted her hand and held out the set of dice.  “Roll to see how many women you have to make cum at this bar.”
 
    
 
   I took the dice in my hand and got ready to roll them.  Before I could cast the dice, Julie grabbed my arm at the elbow.  “Oh, and try not to get doubles.  If you do then that’s also the number of punishments I do to you at this bar.”
 
    
 
   I tried to swallow but got a little choked up.  THAT wasn’t part of the assignment.  Trembling, I took the dice and rolled them onto the hood of Julie’s car.
 
    
 
   A five and a three.  No doubles.  Thank God.
 
    
 
   But it also meant that I’d have to make 8 women cum at this bar alone.  It still wasn’t even dinner time and I wondered how many lesbian/gay bars Julie intended to take me too.  She scooped up the dice, tucked them into a pocket, and escorted me into the bar.
 
    
 
   The inside was a bit smoky, but I don’t mind that too much, provided that the cigarette smoke isn’t being blown up my nose.  I could hear some pretty hefty music and there were laser lights and flashing strobes that quickly overloaded my eyeballs and left bright images floating in front of me.  Julie led me through, obviously aware of where everything was and I wobbled along behind her as we made our way to the dance floor.  There were only a few other women dancing, ranging in ages from Julie’s late teens to one lady who looked like she was around thirty five.  Attire also ran the gambit from Texas cowgirl (who would have thought I could have come in normal clothes?) to sex slut.  In fact, one other girl was wearing a similar short black skirt, but instead of a Bolero jacket, she was wearing a skimpy halter top that practically had her boobs hanging out.  Of course, I’m not one to talk, considering the state MY boobs were in.
 
    
 
   Julie wanted to dance and I did my best to grind my hips next to her as we jigged and jagged on the wooden floor.  The heavy beat was intoxicating and I felt my senses, or should I say my brain, being mushed.  We finished our second song when that thirty five year old woman approached us.  She was wearing a nice rather conservative dress in blue and her long blond hair was clean.  She wasn’t unattractive either.  
 
    
 
   “Hello!  I’m Rita.”
 
    
 
   “I’m Julie!” shouted my chaperone over the beginning notes of the next song.  She turned and looked at me.
 
    
 
   “I’m Breanne,” I said.  “Can I make you cum?”  I tried not to let the humiliation I was feeling creep into the greeting, but I’m pretty sure it made it in anyway.  Rita’s eyebrow went up and she gave me this interested smile.  
 
    
 
   “Is that a proposition, honey?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Uh… well… yes.  Yes it was.  I nodded.  “Yes, Ma’am,” I replied.  It never hurts to be polite.  
 
                 
 
   “And how do you want to do it?” she asked.  “With that luscious mouth of yours?”  Rita came closer and I felt her arms brush mine.  The tips of her breasts seemed to poke through the thin dress.
 
    
 
   I blushed scarlet, right down to the tips of MY breasts.  
 
    
 
   Julie laughed.  “Feel free to take her to a table, Rita” Julie said, and then turned toward me.  “And remember Bre, no cumming unless…” she didn’t finish the sentence, which I didn’t need anyway.  I knew EXACTLY what needed to happen in order for me to be allowed to cum.  I also suspected that an unauthorized orgasm would result in punishment.  But while I blinked at Julie, Rita grabbed my arm, slipping her wrist down to mine and pulled me toward the back of the club.
 
    
 
   I found myself sitting down into a booth as Rita slid into the seat opposite mine.  A waitress appeared a moment later, took Rita’s drink order (just a beer) and my request for an overly expensive water.
 
    
 
   What?  You should know better!  I try really hard not to drink when I’m out screwing!  Gosh, do I LOOK stupid or sexy?
 
    
 
   You better have said “sexy” by the way.
 
    
 
   Anyway when our drinks had come Rita looked at me and then put her hands down by her sides. I could tell she was pulling up the dress.
 
    
 
   “All right sweetheart, time to see how talented your tongue is!”  
 
    
 
   I nodded and glanced around. No one was looking, and Julie was dancing like a crazy woman in the middle of the dance floor.  Hurriedly, I slipped down under the table into darkness.  The floor was clean, thank God.  I always worry about stuff like that, especially in bars, but my knees found smooth tile or linoleum or something and put my hands on Rita’s thighs.  She opened up for me and the little bit of light from above the table filtered down past her stomach and illuminated a trimmed bush above a shaved slit.  No panties.  Evidently I wasn’t the only one going commando at the club!  She tilted her hips and then I touched her clit with my tongue, my hands on her thighs spreading her apart.
 
    
 
   It was… good.  Really, really good.  Don’t get me wrong, I love sucking cock.  And while I generally choose guys over girls, it’s not because I don’t like girls too, it’s because guys come with the right equipment without having to mess with straps or ties or buckles.  But there is something about pleasuring another woman.  Women know where to touch, suck and lick, that men just seem never to get.  I’ve gotten good and bad oral sex from guys.  But I’ve never gotten bad oral sex from a woman, and frequently have gotten GREAT oral sex from a woman.
 
    
 
   So I worked Rita’s clit up and down and all around, kissing, licking, sucking, nibbling, and generally just doing the things I know I like.  For example, I love it when I’m about half way to orgasm and the person between my legs starts these little dabbing licks of my clit.  No sucking needed, no love bites, no rubbing.  Just these tiny darting laps of the tongue to bring me to climax.  It’s awesome.  So that’s what I did to Rita.  I felt her move under me, my arms in her lap.  Her breathing got heavier and I felt her hands on my head, holding me down to her slit, pushing and yet stroking my hair all at the same time.  I worked harder and faster (yes Michael I know I’m not supposed to use those words, but it’s the truth!) and then Rita was letting out this high pitched keen that I could barely hear over the music.
 
    
 
   There was a sudden gush of fluid as she came into my mouth.  It wasn’t quite ejaculatory, but more like bending down to a water fountain and pressing the button, only to discover the water pressure is higher than you thought.  That’s what Rita’s orgasm was like.  I did my best to continue licking, but Rita was sensitive after she came and pushed me away.  I knelt there beneath the table, the taste of her still in my mouth, my nipples throbbing, my pussy tingling in desire.
 
    
 
   “Come out from under there, little one. Sit by me,” I heard Rita say. I crawled out from under the table, wiping my chin off with the back of my hand.  I slid into the seat next to Rita and she wrapped her arms around me.
 
    
 
   “That was wonderful,” she said softly, kissing my ear and nibbling on my lobe.  I stiffened a little and sighed.  Her hand came up to the Bolero Jacket, across my front and I winced.  She mistook my reaction to be one of not wanting to be touched and she pulled back a bit.  “What’s wrong?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “I’m sorry Ma’am, its just the clamps I’m wearing hurt.”
 
    
 
   “Clamps?”  
 
    
 
   I nodded and looked down at my chest.  Rita’s eyebrow went up and she reached over to my jacket, this time unbuttoning the front gently.  It only took a second.  When the jacket front released my breasts practically exploded outward, both tips still firmly capped with the tiny black and steel binder clamps.  The little string between them dangled down and Rita let out a tiny whistle of appreciation.
 
    
 
   “Those must hurt,” she said, still staring at my crushed nipples.
 
    
 
   “Yes Ma’am,” I replied.  
 
    
 
   “What’s the string for?” 
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “So they can be yanked off when I cum, Ma’am.”
 
    
 
   Her voice became husky.  “Really… and do you like it when they get yanked off?  Do you like to cum, Breanne?”  Her hand touched my thigh, moving upward.
 
    
 
   I almost melted.  “Yes Ma’am,” I whispered.  Her fingers pushed my skirt up and then Rita’s eyes widened again. 
 
    
 
   “Another clamp?  You naughty girl!” she said, grinning.  She flicked the clamp on my clit up and down, sending lightning shocks through my entire body.  I jerked a bit like a puppet on a string.  “Do you like that?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I moaned, nodding.  It was all I could do!  I felt her fingers slide into my pussy as her thumb moved the binder clamp on my clit back and forth.  The vibroballs were still buzzing away inside me on low.  Not that it mattered.  I was so horny, so close, that even had the vibroballs been off, I would have been close.
 
    
 
   “You want to cum, don’t you?” Rita asked, whispering.  I whimpered.
 
    
 
   It was too much.  The sensation of her fingers, the flicking of the binder clamp, the painful bite of the nipple clamps, all in this darkened and barely illuminated corner of the bar.  My head pounded in time with my pussy and I felt the orgasm building, only to crest as I gripped the table hard in both hands and groaned.  Rita felt it in me, her fingers going crazy between my legs.  Then as I let out my cry of release, her hand came up, grabbed the twine between my nipples, and yanked hard.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure I can really describe to you what that did to me.  It was like suddenly pouring nitrous oxide into a revving car engine.  It was like drinking those energy drinks.  It was like harnessing an explosion and using it to catapult you out farther than you ever could have on your own.  It was unnerving and awesome and amazing and excruciating all at the same time.  I felt winded; my nipples throbbed in burning heat as the blood rushed back into the crushed nubs.  I fell forward over the table, crying, cumming, gasping, quivering, and generally just being a blob of sexual jelly.
 
    
 
   It took me almost ten minutes to pull it together.  Rita stayed with me the entire time, but I was also vaguely aware that Julie had joined us again.  She sat across from me and Rita, giving me this self-satisfied smirk, as if she were personally responsible for my orgasm and torture.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne’s quite a young lady,” Rita said to my night’s mistress.  Julie laughed.  
 
    
 
   “She needs to have the clamps put back on.” 
 
    
 
   Rita’s eyes narrowed, feeling my shudder under her arm. “Give her another minute?”
 
    
 
   Julie nodded and shrugged.  “No rush.”  Rita continued to hold me until Julie looked down at her watch.
 
    
 
   “It’s time Breanne.  Ask Rita to put the clamps back on your tits.”
 
    
 
   The entwined binder clamps were sitting on the table in front of me and I reached out slowly and picked them up.  I didn’t look Rita in the eye.  I wasn’t sure I wouldn’t burst into tears.
 
    
 
   “Please, Miss Rita?  Please put these clamps back on my breasts?”
 
    
 
   “Are you sure, Breanne?” she asked.  
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Yes Ma’am,” I replied.
 
    
 
   Rita took a big sigh and then pinched both binder clamps open.  She held them up, both of us twisting in the bench seat in order for her set them in place.  Then she let up on the pressure and I gasped loudly, jaw clenched, as both cruel little vises clamped down hard on my tips.  I had another uncontrollable shudder shake me to the core.
 
    
 
   “Give me the remote, Breanne”
 
    
 
   I looked up at Julie who was holding out her hand.  To Rita’s shock, I pulled the remote to the vibroballs out of my waist band and handed it over.
 
                 
 
   “What’s that?” Rita asked, obviously quite interested.  Julie grinned and thumbed the dial upward.  The muted shaking between my legs suddenly intensified as the new “medium” setting set my still churning insides to quivering.
 
    
 
   “It’s Breanne’s vibroballs.  Keeps her wet and ready,” Julie replied.  “She likes having toys inside her, don’t you Breanne?”
 
    
 
   I mumbled something unintelligible.  I didn’t want to look at Rita.
 
    
 
   “Now, I met a few people while dancing and I want you to go introduce yourself to them, if you’re ready.”  Julie jerked her head across the bar toward another darkened table where two women sat drinking… and occasionally glancing over at me.  I reached up and quickly closed the Bolero Jacket, covering my clamped breasts.  I felt the heat of my blush slide down my face.
 
    
 
   “It was nice meeting you,” Rita said as Julie slid out of the opposite seat, hand outstretched to me.  
 
    
 
   “Yes Ma’am. It was good eating you… uh I mean, meeting you too.” That embarrassed me even more.  Stupid Freudian slips.
 
    
 
   Rita chuckled and then let my hand go.  I stood next to Julie who took my arm and turned me away and we headed toward the other table.
 
    
 
   When we got there I looked down at two brunette girls, both a little short and with a lot of extra curves.  Julie pointed to first one and then the other.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, this is Jessica and this is Lane.”  Both girls nodded to me and I took a deep breath.
 
    
 
   “My name is Breanne.  Can I make you cum?”
 
    
 
   I spent the next thirty minutes under THEIR table.  Lane shaved.  Jessica was furry.  But I licked them both, using my fingers and tongue until they shivered and jerked in their seats.  I didn’t cum and both girls snickered and gave me odd glances when Julie finally pulled me out from under the table and led me away.  I was given another glass of water and told to rest for a moment, which I did.  Of course that ended shortly as another woman approached me, introducing herself.  Julie tried to hide her laugh as I responded with “Hi, I’m Breanne.  Can I make you cum?”  She didn’t try to stop me either as I was led away to the bathrooms.
 
    
 
   Monique sat on the toilet in the handicap stall, with me on my knees in front of her.  I was naked, my jacket and skirt hanging on a hook and she kept playing around with the vibroballs remote, moving the intensity setting up and down over and over, depending on some internal signal only she heard.  I worked at her clit, trying to keep from going over the edge myself, but when I got close I begged her to yank off the binder clamps.  Monique smiled, grabbed the line and tugged several times before doing the deed.  She pulled my head down afterward, pressing me screaming into her clit.
 
    
 
   It took me maybe a minute or two before I was ready to start licking again and Monique stroked my head as I finished her off.  Her orgasm wasn’t nearly as intense as mine, though I’m guessing it wasn’t as painful either.  When we were done, she kissed me softly, had me get dressed, and then, right before I closed the Bolero Jacket, she put the binder clamps back on my nipples.
 
    
 
   God that hurt.
 
    
 
   The next hour was a whirlwind of women and names.  Of course, I made four more ladies cum.  All of them were hot, though they ran the gambit from one girl in black leather about Julie’s age, with dyed black hair and enough facial piercings to set off an airport metal detector, to one forty something woman who was strangely muscular, with these stringy thighs.  It was… weird.
 
    
 
   But on the whole it wasn’t bad either.  I didn’t cum again, though by the time I had finished off my eighth orgasm I was close to it myself.  Part of that was because the vibroballs had gotten turned up to high and left there.  Part of it was I was a sex object and loved it.  
 
    
 
   Finally we said goodbye and headed out to the car.  Julie quietly turned the vibroballs off before helping me into my seat.  That was a bit of a blessing, not that it did much to settle me.  I was soaked and I could feel the juices running into the crack of my ass and dampening my skirt. 
 
    
 
   Club Two
 
    
 
   It took only fifteen minutes to get to our second stop.  We got out of the car and Julie stopped me again at the front, her hand extended.  I took a deep breath and picked up the two white cubes, each side sporting a different number of dots.  I closed my eyes and rolled, my heart thudding painfully.  I wasn’t sure I could handle another eight “services”.
 
    
 
   “Two and three,” declared Julie with a frown.  Just five!  Thank GOD!  I let out a little sigh of relief.  And no doubles!  So no punishment either!  Woohoo!  I gave Julie a grin and she scooped up the dice and tucked them into her purse.  Then she spun me around, grabbed the vibroballs remote from where it was tucked into the small of my back, and turned them up to medium.
 
    
 
   “Remember, don’t cum unless you WANT the punishment,” she said with a little bit of heat.  I guess she was hoping for a higher number on the roll.  
 
                 
 
   We had spent almost two and a half hours at the first place and I was starving by this point.  Julie was too and instead of making for the dance floor, or even trying to introduce ourselves (with my usual “Hello, I’m Breanne. Can I make you cum?”), we moved to the back of the place and ordered food.  It wasn’t anything impressive.  Just a burger, and admittedly we could have gotten better elsewhere, but I drank down the diet soda like crazy and filled my tummy
 
    
 
   Okay, yes I know that a burger and soda isn’t exactly healthy for me, and if I were still back in college sitting on my ass most of the day, I’d agree with you. I remember when I got up to 128 lbs.  But I’m 116lbs today thanks to the very active lifestyle I lead (he he he!) not to mention the fact that I don’t eat a lot of junkfood.  Most of my meals are at home, made by my mom and trust me, that helps a lot!  I wish I had a metabolism like Kari, my former mistress and best friend.  She can sit there and eat an entire gallon of ice cream and it makes no difference whatsoever.  It’s sickening.
 
    
 
   Of course by this time it was a little after eight and the place was pretty full.  Julie and I pushed our plates away and made our way out onto the dance floor.  The music was pretty low key, certainly not like the stuff at the final club Julie took me too, but I still moved pretty good.  Of course moving around was also a sex act for me.  My nipples and clit throbbed from the clamps on them, though the crushing pain had sort of numbed into a desperate ache.  The vibroballs were doing their thing and I realized, sort of suddenly, that if I didn’t find someone to yank the binder clamps off my breasts in short order, I’d be on the receiving end of some punishment, Julie style.  
 
    
 
   Trust me.  You don’t want to be on the receiving end of Julie style punishment.
 
    
 
   I blinked, turned around in a circle, and spotted this… girl.  I’d say woman, but if she was over twenty one, I’m a granny.  In fact, I’m pretty sure she wasn’t older than Julie, who has all of nineteen years under her belt.
 
    
 
   (Yes.  I know about the fake ID.  But she didn’t buy any alcohol the entire night.  She just used it to get in.  I just sort of looked the other way, okay?)
 
    
 
   Her hair was a dark chocolate brown and she had this cute upturned nose.  She was wearing this sequined blouse that only barely covered her chest, but what really got to me was the flared black leather skirt and the four inch heels she was wearing.  Sure, I was in my stripper shoes too and wobbled around on the dance floor looking like a drunken sailor.  She was dancing in these heels like she was BORN in them.  Talk about sexy.
 
    
 
   The moment I approached her I noticed her eyes locked on my Bolero Jacket.   It was buttoned of course, but since it only had TWO buttons, there was still a lot of me pressing outward.  Plus there was the fact that I had two binder clamps on my nipples underneath the jacket, which caused just a bit of some bumping in the material.  Needless to say, I think she was interested.
 
    
 
   I gave her grin, which I’m not sure she noticed.  But then finally our eyes met and there was something electric between us.  Her mouth opened and she licked her lips and suddenly I knew what a steak feels like.
 
    
 
   Ok.  I’ve ALWAYS known what a steak feels like.  I mean geeze, when you walk around dressed as a NHPS as often as I do, you GET those looks.  But I was a little surprised to get it from Kelly like that.  Oh.  That was her name.  Kelly.  But I didn’t find out her name until after I found out what she tasted like.  Anyway, Kelly looked at me with the hunger that usually I only see in guys.  So there we were on the dance floor, surrounded by people, with us just standing there, still as stone.  My fingers were already unbuttoning the jacket and I had it loose, exposing the tips of my aching breasts, complete with the pull string of agony before I even introduced myself.
 
    
 
   “Hi, I’m Breanne.  Can I make you cum?” I said.  It wasn’t a whisper, due to the music, but it was pretty low and soft nonetheless.  Her eyes flashed and then her hand was in mine and I was being led off the dance floor.  In moments we were at the back of the club in a dark corner.  She shoved me down onto a bench seat and then actually straddled me, our faces close.  I felt her sex grinding against mine, which thanks to the binder clamp on my clit, was a mixture of ecstasy and agony.  Her fingers found the twine between the clamps on my tits and she started tugging, pulling and twisting and moving my breasts around.
 
    
 
   Well, duh. I came.  Of course I did!  How could I NOT cum with all that going on?  Seriously! I mean I had the damn vibroballs in my pussy on medium, the binder clamp between my legs being wiggled around by another girl’s pubis and then she was doing this crazy thing with the twine and my breasts.  I think I gasped something along the lines of “pull them off!” right in the middle of my orgasm, but she didn’t.   She just kept jerking the line back and forth.  Then after I had sort of collapsed into the seat, melting like a great big puddle of chocolate ice cream, she slid down my body, lifted my skirt… and gasped.
 
    
 
   Yeah.  I guess the binder clamp on my clit came as a surprise.  Or maybe it was the fact that there were wires disappearing into my pussy.  Who knows?  I felt Kelly move between my legs for a bit and then there was this burst of agonizing pain, as if someone had just shoved a splinter through my clitoris.  Kelly held my legs apart as the hurt rushed up from my clit and then her mouth was on me, licking gently.
 
    
 
   Which felt like having someone flick my clit repeatedly.  Hard.  Come on, after having my clit clamped for what… three hours?  OF COURSE IT HURT TO TAKE IT OFF!  I could barely stand it!  And if it hadn’t been for the two fingers she shoved into my pussy, and the rolling movement of the vibroballs, I would have been crying and shoving her away.  But I can say this: Kelly is just as good at oral sex as I am, maybe even better.  In about two minutes I was right back where I had been when I met her: in a general state of extreme horniness.  A few minutes later I was gasping and holding her head against my crotch like some sort of demented sex goddess in need of worshiping.
 
    
 
   Through half closed eyes I moaned and groaned and thrust my hips and then realized that Julie was standing a few feet away from me, a look of pure fury on her face.
 
    
 
   Oh shit.  I was sitting there, legs spread with one foot up on the bench seat beside me, with this glorious girl’s face buried between my legs.  At least my exposed breasts still sported the binder clamps but I knew that Kelly had removed the binder clamp on my clit and attached it to my skirt.  Getting it out of the way, you know?  I’m guessing Julie was mad because it wasn’t ME doing the licking.  I stiffened, but Kelly had no way of knowing Julie was there and she kept lapping at my clit until I was in the throes of another quivering climax.  Talk about totally unfair.  
 
    
 
   When Kelly was done and I was pretty much a blob of gelatin on the bench seat, Julie tapped her on the shoulder and she came up in surprise, chin glistening with my wetness.  She wiped her face with the back of her hand.
 
    
 
   “Breanne was the one supposed to be servicing others,” Julie said with a little bit of heat.  Kelly blushed.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, but she was just so… delectable. I couldn’t resist,” Kelly replied with a sheepish grin. Me? Delectable?  Cool!
 
    
 
   Julie’s expression softened a bit and she grinned.  “She is delectable.  But now she has to be punished for orgasming without having the clothespins yanked off when she came.”
 
    
 
   Kelly’s eyes widened.  “Oh!  So that’s why she begged me to do it the first time,” she exclaimed.
 
    
 
   “The first time?” Julie asked, her voice filled with steel and barbed wire.  Oh shit…
 
    
 
   Kelly nodded.  “Oh yeah, the first time I made her cum.  Of course I didn’t pull them off.  They look too good on her.  This was the second orgasm.”
 
    
 
   Julie turned and looked down at me. I tried to sink into the bench cushion, willing myself to disappear.  It didn’t work because Julie reached down, grabbed me by the hair, and pulled me up out of the bench seat.  Kelly glanced at Julie, a little surprised.  
 
    
 
   “Not one, but two punishments, Bre.  How sweet…” Julie muttered, pushing me down on to the table so that my torso was pressed to the wood.  I felt the pressure of my body force the nipple clamps to bend upward, sending new shards of pain up through my breasts.
 
    
 
   Then Julie produced the dice, the same little white cubes I had already had to roll twice.  She slapped them down on the table in front of Kelly, who had sort of fallen back onto the seat, a little stunned at how things were progressing.
 
    
 
   “Roll those for me?” Julie asked Kelly, even as my mistress yanked up my skirt, exposing my ass.  Kelly nodded and took the dice and they rattled and rolled around my head, right in front of my eyes.  My heart thudded for a seconded as I saw the first six roll up.  Then the other dice revealed a four.  Ten.  Ten Spanks.  Well, that wasn’t so bad.
 
    
 
   “Twenty!  Twice the roll!” crowed Julie.  I jerked a little in response to her declaration, but didn’t get off the table, or run away.  I contemplated it of course, but by the time my brain reached “yeah, but what do I do in the parking lot?” Julie had brought her right hand down, slamming it into my right buttock.
 
    
 
   Good thing my thighs were against the edge of the table, because that spank would have sent me flying.  A bright pain exploded in my ass and then quickly became this horrible sting.  Even as I sucked in a breath, already feeling the heat, Julie let loose with another swat, evening out the pain between both cheeks.  My head came up and I clenched my teeth.  Damn that hurt!  She smacked me again, laying her open hand right on top of the first blow.  My fingers curled into fists and I struggled to handle the excruciating punishment.
 
    
 
   “Yeah!  Give it to the bitch!” I heard a voice say behind me.  I opened my eyes.  It hadn’t been Kelly.  A quick glance back revealed two things: Julie with arm upraised, about to blister my ass with another strong smack.  Plus a gathering crowd of women who were very interested in what my ass was going through.  They formed a ring around the table, which I suppose was good, because it kept things… uh… sorta private?  Yeah, whatever.
 
    
 
   I lost count.  I know, a hand spanking shouldn’t ever make you loose count, right?  Have you ever been spanked by Julie?  I think she must have nerve damage to her right hand because I have NEVER been spanked harder, open handed, by anyone, including a man.  By the time we got to twenty, my ass was on fire and I was positive that I could have roasted marshmallows on it.  Or maybe grilled some chicken.  I’ll tell you this: it was tough to sit down for the rest of the night.
 
    
 
   But that was just ONE of the punishments I had coming, which I had totally forgotten.  Julie grabbed my arm and pulled me upright, letting my skirt fall down.  I was roughly spun around to face my tormentor and audience and then pushed back again, almost screaming through my tears as my ass came in direct contact with the table edge.  It hurt.  
 
    
 
   “Lean back, palms on the table, legs spread as wide as you can go,” demanded Julie.  The crowd murmured their approval as I, trembling, tried to get in the position Julie asked for.  Some of you might recognize it.  Michael has used it in a lot of his stories and I know Julie has read some of them, so it’s not a surprise she asked me to “assume the position”.  I knew what was coming.  I’ve read those stories too.  My Bolero jacket was already unbuttoned, so both breasts, with clamps, were completely on display.  But it was my skirt Julie touched.  She lifted the front and exposed my wet and tender slit, glistening and slightly swollen.  Then she cranked up my vibroballs, moving the dial to the highest setting and allowing the vibrational thunder to set my pussy humming.
 
    
 
   “Roll the dice,” Julie ordered Kelly.  I didn’t see Kelly expression but I heard the clatter of the dice behind my back.  The entire crowd leaned in to see what had been rolled, but it was Julie who gave me the bad news.
 
    
 
   “A five and a three,” she said, grinning.  You must like eights today.  Of course that means sixteen, doesn’t it, because it’s a punishment?”  Then, to my absolute dismay, she pulled my leather sap out of her purse.  When the hell did she take THAT out of my bag?  The crowd “oohhed” respectably as Julie moved to my side, positioned the small flexible leather paddle above my clit, and then delivered a single solid full stroke that caught not only my tongue teased clit, but my entire inner and outer labia as well.  Up to that point I thought my ass was hurting bad.
 
    
 
   Yeah.  Right.
 
   
               I folded.  But Julie caught me and kept me upright even as the results of her stroke buckled my knees.  Suddenly Kelly was there on the other side of me, helping me to stand and just as I managed to find the strength, Julie hit me again.  The second blow wasn’t quite as bad as the first, but it still hurt and I ended up tilting even farther back, putting as much weight as I could on the table.  The edge dug into my butt cheeks and THOSE hurt, but not as much as my pussy.  Julie let another stroke land and my knees closed involuntarily.  This resulted in two more self-proclaimed volunteers moving forward to hold my legs apart.  I was sort of lifted up and pushed back on the table.
 
    
 
                  Do you have any concept what this was like?  Seriously?  I mean, there I was being publically humiliated and punished, and all of these women were there, not just watching, but HELPING Julie to hurt me.  It was like a mob mentality.  They were encouraging Julie to hit me harder, and more often!  They cared about my suffering, but only because they wanted it.  To them I was nothing more than… uh…
 
    
 
   A nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   The vibroballs roared inside me as my blood pounded through my ears.  Everywhere I looked there was someone staring at me, cheering Julie on, demanding another stroke.  My nipples throbbed and time seemed to slow down as the sap swept through the air and impacted again hard against my clit.  There was a spark, then an explosion, and it rushed through me like blast of arctic wind.  The fires inside me whipped into a frenzy and then I realized it.
 
    
 
   I was about to cum again.  It was just too much; the vibroballs, the clamps, the girls staring, the sap, being held open, soft hands with strong fingers holding my knees, my ankles, my arms.  I threw my head back as Julie somehow sensed what was going through my mind and body and let loose with the remaining strokes in a violent furious flurry.  The sixteenth stroke landed just as I was shy of my orgasm and I bucked, my hips thrusting, as I keened my need.  It must have been obvious because a ruckus began in the crowd and I heard a few people telling Julie I needed more strokes.
 
    
 
   They were right of course.  That was exactly what a nympho humiliation pain slut needs.
 
    
 
   Julie knew it too evidently, because he leaned down to my ear and whispered “I’ll whip you till you cum, but remember to announce it!”  Then the sap hit me again between the legs.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure how many strokes I took before I came.  It wasn’t many.  But I know that I squirted pussy juice out to about three feet, my orgasm was so powerful.  When it came I did my best to announce it, screaming out to the heavy beat of the music and the cheers of the crowd “Oh God! I’m going to cum!”  Julie made to reach up to the nipple clamps, but it was Kelly who grabbed the string first, yanking it hard and tugging both binder clamps off my nipples in a pain generating ripping that matched the final stroke of Julie’s stolen sap.  
 
    
 
   I didn’t exactly pass out, but I wasn’t really aware of what was going on for the next five minutes or so.  There was applause.  My skirt was lowered, and I was helped (or pushed) into the bench seat as Julie sat down next to me, one arm around my body, pulling me against her.  Kelly remained in the seat opposite as the crowd slowly dispersed, many giving compliments to Julie and Kelly.
 
    
 
   I hurt actually.  And I felt incredible.  All at the same time.  That’s the one sucky part about being a pain slut.  You get these incredible orgasms from it, but the afterglow feels more like the aftermath of a won boxing match.  Of course, the fact that Julie hadn’t bothered to turn off or even down, the vibroballs, helped me to stabilize much quicker than if I had been totally bereft of ANY sexual stimulation.  
 
    
 
   Finally I was coherent enough to listen in on Kelly and Julie’s conversation.  Mostly it was about me, what we were doing there at the club, the requirements I was under as part of the assignment, the fact that I was a nympho humiliation pain slut. Stuff like that.  Kelly was intrigued.  She wasn’t big into BDSM, but the whole thing with me had turned her on.  Julie grinned and asked if she was ready to cum herself and she nodded.  That’s when Julie turned to me, poked me a little, and asked if I was ready.
 
    
 
   My brain still wasn’t working all that well, but I nodded.  Julie grinned and told me to “present” my tits.  I did, rather stupidly I might add, totally unprepared for the fact that Julie immediately put the binder clamps back on my nipples.  Some of you might call that cruel.  Some of you might say that was adding insult to injury.  Heck, some of you might even say that was adding injury to injury.  And all of you would be right.  But it was also what I agreed to, remember?  And I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  It’s my purpose to be hurt and fucked.
 
    
 
   And it wasn’t over either, because the moment I had come to grips with the little monsters chewing on my nipples, Julie removed the binder clamp Kelly had put on my skirt when she was first licking my clit.  I started hyperventilating as I unwillingly but voluntarily spread my legs.  My clit was swollen and red and still suffering the after affects of a rather brutal whipping.  My entire pussy looked like red raw meat, except for the fact that I was still leaking sex juice (and it was getting worse actually).  Julie teased my clit a bit, eliciting wincing hisses from me and then, when I was totally unprepared, she let the half inch binder clamp close on my clit.
 
    
 
   My hands flew to my crotch and I almost broke my nose as I pitched forward and smacked my forehead against the table.  When I managed to lift myself again, Kelly was looking at me in alarm and Julie was just sitting there, a smug look on her face.
 
    
 
   “Now, fuck slut, you will get on your knees and make Kelly cum, or I will give you another punishment.”
 
    
 
   I moved at that point.  I did NOT want another punishment.  So I slid out of the bench seat and moved over to Kelly’s knees.  I didn’t have to push them apart.  The skirt slid up and then Kelly helped by pulling down her panties.  She stepped out of them, the black silk and white lace slipping off those incredible high heels.  She was shaved, but had left what men affectionately and rather stupidly call “a landing strip”.  I drove my tongue in and proceeded to concentrate on what I was doing.  
 
    
 
   Kelly came almost immediately, wetting my face and making little moaning sounds as I tongued her to completion.  Then Julie pulled me back a bit, but kept me under the table.  I heard Kelly and Julie talk for a bit, but then Julie got up and left, leaving me with Kelly’s panties.
 
                 
 
   In moments, another set of gorgeous legs moved into the bench seat I was facing and I studied the woman’s knees.  She was wearing some sort of slinky dress, which she then pulled up.  I leaned forward and helped her take her panties down.  She wasn’t shaved, but I drove right in, tasting that musky tang of sexual desire.  It only took five or six minutes and then she too was humming with pleasure and leaking her juices.
 
                 
 
   Julie kept me down there as a parade of girls sat down.  All but one had panties, and none of them got them back.  During the whole thing I slowly, but steadily felt the sexual urges in my OWN pussy get stronger and I was slightly disappointed when Julie tapped me and told me to come on out.
 
    
 
   I brought the collection of underwear with me, four sets of panties ranging from the black silk, to a thong, to a pair of white bikini briefs, to a set of blue flower print panties.  Julie had me hold my arm out and she threaded them onto my wrist and up to my shoulder.  It was… embarrassing.  Really really embarrassing.  So with my five orgasms complete, we waved goodbye to a bunch of really disappointed ladies and a few smug satisfied ones and left.  Kelly was waiting at the door and she kissed me goodbye.
 
    
 
   The Final Club
 
    
 
    “I’m sure you remember this place.  It’s co-ed, but almost all the guys there will be gay, so don’t worry about them.  It’s going to be really loud, very dark, and you’ll have a headache afterward.”
 
                 
 
   I snorted. “I have a headache now.”  I had recognized the club we were now parked in front of.  Julie had taken me here on our first date almost half a year ago.  Of course, that date had all been about me and her.  While a couple of her friends had “sampled” a bit of me that night, I wasn’t technically on the menu.  Not like I would be tonight.
 
    
 
   Julie reached over and opened the glove box.  Inside was a bottle of extra strength acetaminophen.  I took three, just a tad bit above the recommended dosage.  But I figured I needed it.  We got out of the car and I paused at the hood, just as Julie pulled out the dice.  She handed the two spotted cubes to me and I rolled them, watching them bounce across the hood.  But before they stopped, Julie suddenly slapped both hands down on the dice, covering them.  She looked at me intently, her face only illuminated by the sparse parking lot lights and a bit of bright orange neon glow.  
 
    
 
   “What did you roll?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “I don’t know! You’re covering the dice.”  Duh.  
 
    
 
   She shook her head.  “No.  What did you WANT to roll?”
 
    
 
   What?  I blinked again.  My brain wasn’t QUITE working as well as normal. I was tired.  It was half past eleven and I was thirsty and I hurt and I was horny too.  Not a good combination for elevated thought processes.  
 
    
 
   Julie repeated the question.  “What did you WANT to roll?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I thought about it.  Was she asking me to choose my numbers?  Was she going to compare them to what was on the dice?  What if I picked lower than the dice, would that get me a punishment?  What if I picked higher?  Would she go with that?  I tried to understand what she wanted, what would please her.  Was this some sort of test?  I didn’t dare choose low, and I couldn’t handle something too high.
 
    
 
   And so I looked her in the eye.
 
    
 
                  “Double fours,” I whispered, only barely audible above the rushing cars in the street near by.  
 
    
 
   Julie’s eyes flashed in triumph and her fingers tightened around the dice, picking them up.  I never knew what I rolled.  I don’t even think Julie did.  I had cast the dice and she had won.  That was all that she cared about.
 
    
 
   “Eight orgasms.  Four punishments,” she said aloud.  My eyes widened and I shuddered.  Julie reached back into the car and grabbed my bag full of toys.   Oh shit.
 
    
 
   We spun our way to the door, Julie in sensible heels, me in my fuck me stripper shoes.  Oddly enough, we were about the same height. Julie’s a bit taller than me.  We got to the door and went in, only to be stopped by a sexy hunk of a guy wearing less clothing than I was.  We were in a small vestibule and I could hear the heavy beat of techno music beyond another set of doors.
 
    
 
   “Hey Jules!” said the hunk.  My night’s mistress greeted the guy with a perfunctory kiss on the cheek and handed him a five.  He took it, and then looked at me expectantly.
 
    
 
   Julie frowned.  “Come on, Rick.  She qualifies.”
 
    
 
   He shook his head.  “Nope.  The jacket.  Otherwise she pays.”
 
    
 
   Julie rolled her eyes.  “Fine.”  Then she turned toward me and unbuttoned my bolero jacket.  In seconds my clamped nipples popped out and Rick’s eyes widened.
 
    
 
   “Wow.  She passes now.”  
 
    
 
   Julie bowed her head slightly, then we both accepted little smiley face stamps.  Moments later I was literally blasted by a wall of sound as Julie opened the doors and led me into a maelstrom of weaving dancing bodies, red and blue lights, cigarette smoke, and a definite tinge of something a little nastier.  
 
    
 
   The place was packed of course, and I saw lots and lots of girls way prettier than me.  The guys there ranged from effeminate to hunks with these rippling pectorals and I felt my pussy tighten as I imagined what those cocks would feel and taste like.  Unfortunately, none of them were on the menu.  In fact, I didn’t get cock even ONCE.  I would even have accepted it up the ass!
 
    
 
   We threaded our way through the mash of bodies and off back into one of the back corners.  Julie was greeted a number of times by both girls and guys and I was getting some pretty serious looks, all from other women.  We managed to find an out of the way spot and two spare chairs against the wall with a tiny table.  Julie set my bag down on it and pulled out my butt plug.  She handed it to me.
 
    
 
   “Punishment Time, fuck slut!” she shouted at me, though I could barely hear her.  Of course my attention was on the rubber cone now in my hand.  “You’ve got one minute to lube that as best you can before I ram it up your ass!”  
 
    
 
   The words “oh shit!” went through my mind again and the first thing I did was put the stupid thing in my mouth.  Of course it didn’t fit.  The damn thing is about four inches wide!  I licked and sucked on it as best I could while Julie chuckled, watching me.  But then I had an idea and I moved the plug away from my mouth and down between my legs.  I pulled up my skirt, trusting to the noise and crowds to hide what I was doing.  Quickly, I ran the tip of the plug through my slit, coating as much as I could with my cream. My clit throbbed and I groaned as I accidentally brushed the clamp still chewing on my nub, but it wasn’t too bad.  A moment later Julie was standing in front of me, hunched over, her hand on mine, moving the plug. I tilted my hips, exposing my bottom as I slouched back in the chair.  I gasped as I felt the slippery tip of the plug against my rear end and I tried as hard as I could to relax. 
 
    
 
   It didn’t help much.  Julie still had to push hard. It was decidedly uncomfortable.  I HATE having things in my ass.
 
    
 
   About a minute later I was completely stuffed.  The vibroballs were still in me and on at medium and the butt plug was uncomfortably rammed up my rear end. I shuddered a bit, trying to get used to the sensation.  Let’s be honest, anytime someone shoves something up your ass it takes a moment to get used to it.  Of course, as far as “punishments” go, this one wasn’t THAT bad.  But my ass was still sore, the vibroballs were doing some distracting things to me, both nipples and my clit hurt, and frankly I was tired and a little worn out.
 
    
 
   Julie smacked me once, hard, across my bared breasts.  The binder clamp on my left breast snapped off, sending another sharp pain through my bosom.  I gasped, hands going to my tits, but Julie pulled me up out of my chair, and pushed me out toward the dance floor.
 
    
 
   “Go find a girl to make cum and bring her back here,” she ordered.  “And put that clamp back on!”
 
    
 
   I stumbled a bit on the fuck me shoes even as one hand grabbed the dangling binder clamp.  Suddenly I found myself in the midst of the dancing throng and there were technocolored faces illuminated by the dance floor lights weaving and bobbing in front of me.  One very pretty guy with messy hair, no shirt, and tight leather pants spent a moment in front of me, and then, still swaying to the heavy beat of the techno music, took the binder clamp from my hand, and politely put it back on my left nipple.
 
    
 
   I had to grab him to keep from falling.  He took it well actually, supporting me, grinding against me, making it look like I was dancing as his hands clenched my bottom.  Yes, that hurt too.  But how was he supposed to know I had been SPANKED earlier?  Finally I was good enough to handle things and I thanked him.  He let me go immediately and disappeared into the throng.  I sort of just stood there for a moment, but I guess if you need a dance partner at a gay bar, one of the best ways to immediately get one is to wear a bolero jacket with nothing underneath and leave it unbuttoned.
 
    
 
   And so I danced.  It was easy to get into the rhythm, because the whole building was literally shaking with the deep base.  Spots flashed before my eyes, but that was more the lasers and weird lights above me than anything else.  My first dance partner was this stunning blond with hair that just came straight down and was sheared short around her cheeks.  There was a single black streak in it though, from almost the center of her head down toward the front and left side.  It was… intriguing, especially since she kept messing with it as she danced.  Her attire was closer to Julie’s fish net shirt and black leather bra and pants than my miniskirt and jacket, but only in the amount of skin it covered.  She wore an artfully ripped black skirt that showed off her graceful thighs, green and black striped stockings that went up under her skirt, and a black tee shirt with this cartoon cat on the front and the words “I like Pussy”.
 
    
 
   Yeah, like I needed the subtitle to figure THAT out.
 
    
 
   When there was finally a semi-quiet moment (that lasted all of four seconds as they switched songs) I leaned over to her and introduced myself.
 
    
 
   “I’m Breanne!  Can I make you cum?” I asked in a shout.  Hey… even without the music it was still pretty loud in there and frankly, I was losing my hearing anyway.  Her eyes widened and her mouth opened in this soft O and then she smiled, her bangs lowering over her eyes.  She nodded and I took her hand and lead her back to where Julie was sitting.
 
    
 
   Except Julie wasn’t alone now.  She had three other people with her: one guy and two girls, the table littered with crumbs and half empty glasses.  She turned and looked at my new acquisition, appraising her smartly, but then grinned and scooted over.  I sat the blonde girl in the chair and knelt down in front of her.  With a knowing grin I lifted her skirt and she spread her knees a bit.  Then I was able to duck my head underneath the cloth and disappeared into darkness.
 
    
 
   No panties.  I was to discover this was actually pretty normal for this club, unlike the other two I went to that night.  She scooted forward to the edge of the chair and I began lapping at her clit while slowly sliding a single finger in and out of her pussy.  She was as sweet as she looked and it only took four or five minutes before her hips were doing this push up into my face, grinding her sex against my mouth in hungry need.  Personally, I was doing okay.  The pain of the clamps held me at a plateau that had me horny and needy and wanting, but wasn’t pushing me toward the edge of that orgasmic cliff.  But that changed when, just as my little evening snack was cumming, Julie (I think) grabbed the vibroballs remote from the small of my back where it was tucked into my waistband. Then the shuddering between my legs went from medium to high and I suddenly felt as if I need a good thorough fucking.
 
                 
 
   I stiffened, but was already being pushed out from under the blond girl’s skirt.  She gave me a kiss on the cheek and waltzed away without another word and I blinked, still trying to deal with the increased sensations between my legs.  I turned to Julie, who reached out, grabbed my arm, and literally pushed me under the table at one of the two girls who had joined her.  Hands moved me in the appropriate direction and I found my face between another set of thighs. Again, no panties and in moments I had my tongue against another clit.  I managed to make her cum before I reached the end of my tether, but just as I was being positioned between the legs of the third girl, which was the second sitting with Julie, it got to be too much.  
 
    
 
   I reached over and grabbed Julie’s knee, squeezing it.  She ducked her head under the table.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to cum!” I gasped, clearly in the throes of the orgasm.  Julie laughed, reached out to the twine connecting my nipple clamps and yanked hard.
 
    
 
   Did you know that in order to set off a nuclear bomb, you have to set off all these little explosions, all at the same time, directed inward?  Yeah. I read it in a book one time.  So a little explosion sometimes makes a big explosion.  And that’s the best way for me to describe what happened.  When the clamps got RIPPED off my nipples, the pain exploded through me like lightning hitting an electrical transformer.  It went straight to my pussy, which clenched violently around the vibroballs and had my hips jerking and thrusting even as my hands went to my clit.  
 
    
 
   Yes.  I pulled on the clit clamp.  Then I twisted it too, all in the space of maybe two seconds.  
 
    
 
   And then I screamed.  Loudly.  Not that it mattered.  It was lost in the din of the music and while I’m sure Julie and her three friends heard it, no one else did.  The orgasm was like eating dark chocolate, drinking champagne, getting a new car, and having the living crap beaten out of me, all at the same time.  I sagged down when it was done and just held on to Julie’s knees.
 
    
 
   She stroked my hair and we stayed like that for about ten minutes.  Finally Julie tapped me and told me to come out from under the table.  I crawled out and stood, looking down at the foursome.  The boy was sitting next to Julie.  He was an Asian guy, very good looking, but clearly gay.  The two girls sitting opposite of Julie (one of whom I had already had sexual relations with) were cute, but a bit Amazonian.  Both were brunettes and were wearing too much makeup.  I was about to say hello, but Julie tapped my arm and drew my attention.
 
    
 
   “You still have six more women to make orgasm, plus you have three more punishments coming.”  She held up the binder clamps and dangled them in front of me.  “Plus these have to go back on.”
 
    
 
   I almost burst into tears.  
 
    
 
   “So let’s handle your punishment, shall we?” Julie said.  “Turn around.”  There was a flash of steel and one of Julie’s handcuffs, the decorative ones on her belt, was now free. Trembling, my breasts jiggling in the multicolored light of the club, I turned around and presented my hands.  Julie was at least as good as a cop and had the steel bracelets around my wrists in a heartbeat.  Once I was cuffed, hands behind my back, she turned me around and ordered me to kneel.
 
    
 
   “Kneel and put your breasts on the table top.”   There was a series of snickers from Julie’s companions as they stared at my bared breasts, the nipples sporting some odd shaped dark smudges which later turned into some spectacular bruises.
 
    
 
   You try being clamped for practically eight hours straight, with multiple forced removals and reattachments and see what your tits look like afterward!
 
    
 
   I knelt of course and settled my 36c cups onto the table top.  They sort of flattened a little, but considering what came next, I don’t think Julie or her friends minded.
 
    
 
   Cold.  That was the first thing they did to me.  Two glasses, filled with half melted ice and covered with condensation, were slid across the table top to rest gently against my abused nipples.  At first it was agony, but within maybe twenty seconds my nipples started to numb.  Thankfully, Julie had one hand pressed into the small of my back, which kept me from yanking away.  They left the glasses there for a minute or two, and then removed them.  Then one of the girls grabbed one of the cardboard coasters that littered the table, turned it on it’s side, and pressed the edge into my nipple, crushing it between the table and her makeshift torture tool.
 
    
 
   I cried out and even pulled away a little, but with my nipple trapped and pinched, I wasn’t going anywhere.  Then the Asian boy did the same thing to my right breast, reaching across Julie to deliver the same torment.  This went on for a few minutes, with them alternating the pressure and such until I thought they were going to manage to detach the tips of my breasts.  Then the glasses got slid back against my nubs.
 
   Julie rummaged in my bag and I admit I was crying when I saw what she pulled out.  She uncapped the bottle of Stinging O and in moments my nipples went from cold to tingling to hot and burning.  I winced, grimacing, trying to handle it, when Julie pulled me to my feet by the arm.  
 
    
 
   The first swing of her hand impacted across both breasts, a deep smack that set them both swinging painfully.  If her arm hadn’t been entwined in mine, her fingers clutching the handcuffs, I would have pulled away.  As it was I had no power to fight her, much less stop her, and so the ten or so open handed slaps to my bosom each hit with full force, more or less where she wanted.  Now the pain which had been centered just on the tips of each breast blossomed outward to encompass my entire chest and I felt like I had just had my tits crushed in a vice.
 
    
 
   Julie pushed me forward, turning my body toward the brunette girl I had already licked to orgasm.  SHE took aim, striking my breasts along the sides, practically using my boobs as a punching bag.  It hurt.  But then Julie twisted me again and the girl whose cunt I still had to lick lifted her hands, holding the binder clamps on the twine.  Julie’s hand clamped over my mouth as I cried out, screaming and shaking my head.  The last thing I wanted were those clamps on my nipples again.  Not after what they had just done.
 
    
 
   “What are you?” hissed Julie in my ear.
 
    
 
   I bawled, more from expected pain than from what I was enduring.  But then, the binder clamps hadn’t been applied to my nipples yet.  
 
    
 
   “WHAT ARE YOU?” she demanded, shaking me.  My head rolled as I sobbed.
 
    
 
   “A-a-a n-n-n-nympho h-h-humiliat-t-tion pain s-s-slut,” I stammered.
 
    
 
   “And what good is a nympho humiliation pain slut?” Julie asked, her voice only slightly louder than the pounding music which seemed to only emphasize the throbbing of my heart, my nipples, my clit, and my head.
 
    
 
   “T-t-to be hurt, embarrassed, and f-f-fucked,” I whispered.  I don’t know if Julie heard me.  I was shoved forward, held in place by Julie’s arm as the second brunette girl put the binder clamps over my nipples and let them close without a word.
 
    
 
   Ouch.
 
    
 
   And then Julie pushed me down to my knees.  
 
    
 
   “Now get under there and make her cum!” Julie ordered.  I shuffled forward, blinking tears out of my eyes. My nipples throbbed in red tinged agony and I could barely see.  Hands were stuck under the table, guiding me forward, holding me up as I tipped.  My hands were still cuffed and so I ended up with a face pressed against the second brunette’s thigh and then I was nose deep in pussy.  
 
    
 
   I know this sounds weird, but it’s not easy to lick pussy or even suck cock when your hands are bound behind your back.  Oral sex is about fine control, and so it took a lot longer than my usual in order to make her cum.  It also didn’t help that she had a thick patch of fur and I kept having to spit hair out of my mouth.  For those of you that LIKE oral sex, please remember that your partners would prefer smooth bald petals.  At least I do.
 
    
 
   
  
 

When I was finished I crawled out from under the table and let Julie unlock my wrists.  I hurt in more places than I can count, but underlying it all was that same sexual urge.  The vibroballs had been on high for at least forty minutes or so and that combined with making another woman cum, the pain localized in my breasts and clit, was exactly the sort of torment I respond the best too.  Sure it hurt, but all in all, it was a sexual turn on.  Never forget that.
 
    
 
   When I was uncuffed, I was sent out again to the dance floor.  It took all of two songs before a pretty girl a bit taller than me, with pink hair, pink halter top, and pink stretch tights was walking with me back to Julie’s table.  It took a bit more effort to get her clothing off, but I managed and then these long legs were open and one was resting on my shoulder while I, in plain sight, slid pink tongue against pink petals on pink girl.
 
    
 
   That was a lot of pink.
 
    
 
   But there was a side bonus doing it out away from Julie’s table.  We attracted an audience.  So after Miss Pink was finished, I found myself with a line.  In short order Miss Pink was replaced by another college aged girl who shucked out of a pair of black jeans with little to no modesty whatsoever.  And after she had cum, her fingers entwined in my hair, holding my face between her thighs, I got to taste this gorgeous black girl with glowing skin and this fantastic hair do.  
 
    
 
   Julie gave me a break after that, turned down the vibroballs to low, and handed me a glass of water. I greedily sucked it down.  Another glass was given to me and I downed that one too.  Then after sitting next to Julie for a few minutes, my night’s mistress made me stand up and face her.  I did so, not knowing what was about to happen.  
 
    
 
   “Pull your skirt down to your knees,” Julie ordered.  My heart thumped in time with the music.  Down?  Here?  I flushed crimson, though in hindsight I have no idea why. I mean, half a dozen girls had bared THEIR loins in order to have me bring them off, why not have me exposed as well?  Obviously the club didn’t care, though I bet if there were a bunch of cocks hanging out there’d be some issues.
 
    
 
   I pushed my skirt down and then Julie pulled another piece of twine out of her bag.  To my horror, she tied one end to the binder clamp on my clit, while the other end was tied to the strand between the nipple clamps.  Then she took the vibroballs remote, jacked it up to full power, and proceeded to jiggle the string.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure how long it took for me to explode like that.  I kept my hands down, but it wasn’t long before the constant tugging and pulling on my nipples and clit set me off.  The vibroballs and butt plug helped too. I admit it.  And when I fell forward, hands on the table, the crowd around me watching in pleasure, Julie realized I was cumming even as the words left my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Oh God! I’m cum…” I didn’t get to finish the statement because that’s when Julie yanked the string.  Three, rather than two, snaps were clearly audible and all three clamps went flying across the table and rang as they hit several glasses and fell to the tabletop.  
 
    
 
   Me?  Well my knees buckled and I went down.  What did you expect?  I spent the next few minutes twitching and gasping on the floor, my skirt down around my ankles, my breasts clearly visible, gushing and gasping and crying and cumming.
 
    
 
   Julie squatted down next to me, still twitching on the floor.  “When you’re ready to lick more cunt, fuckslut, just come on over and I’ll put the clamps back on you.”
 
    
 
   Even now, several days later, the very thought of what Julie did to me that night has me both scared to death, remembering the agony, and so wet that it’s hard not to pump the 9 inch Husky Dildo I’m currently stuffed with.  Yes.  I write these things stuffed with toys.  Didn’t you know that?  And I’ve got a clothespin on my clit too.  That’s supposed to motivate me to finish.  Of course it’s a distraction too.  I SSOOOoooo want to masturbate right now.
 
    
 
   I have no idea how long I was on the floor before I crawled over to Julie.  I pulled myself up, holding on to the table, and then laced my fingers together behind my head.  I stood there resolutely, trying not to think about the clamps going back on.
 
    
 
   But they did.  She started with the one on my clit and you should have seen me shy away as she touched me, spreading my labia apart so she could get to the small nodule.  The twine was still attached too, so I knew that if I came again, not just the clamps on my nipples would get yanked off, but the one on my clit as well.  I grimaced as the binder clamps went back on my breasts and then Julie pulled my skirt back up and made a show of closing my bolero jacket, though she didn’t button it.  My breasts stayed covered for all of maybe four seconds.  Julie turned the vibroballs to low, and then I was told to turn around and make someone cum.
 
    
 
   To my surprise, I had NO shortage of volunteers.  Evidently I was the evening’s entertainment and in short order I was once again on my knees licking pussy.  I finished my seventh and then my eighth and would have been forced to continue if Julie hadn’t intervened, pulling me to my wobbly fuck me shoed feet.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready for your third punishment?” she asked politely.  My response was swallowed by the cheers and catcalls around us.  There were even some shouted suggestions.  Yes.  Thank you very much.  Whoever it was that suggested I be “branded” needs to have their head examined.  
 
    
 
   Julie pulled out the handcuffs again, but ordered me to take off the jacket first.  I did.  I handed it over carefully, folded, and she laid it on the table.  Once again Julie brought out the handcuffs, locking my wrists firmly behind my back.  Everyone was cheering.  Then Julie yanked my skirt back down, all the way to my ankles, and I was standing there buck naked in the stupid club, surrounded on all sides by a bunch of women, who probably were normally not quite this sadistic.  Julie removed the vibroballs, tugging them gently out of my pussy and turning them off.  These (still wet) were dropped on my jacket.  Then she unclipped my clit, setting off a wince of agony from me.  She told me to stick out my tongue and when I did, she pinched the binder clamp open and let it close.  I couldn’t close my mouth with the clamp on the end.  
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs wide, fuck slut.  It’s punishment time,” Julie announced.  I did my best, even as she turned me to face the audience. I lowered my eyes, scarlet in humiliation, my legs parted so they could see every part of me.  I didn’t see who Julie pointed to.
 
    
 
   “One kick, right in the cunt.”
 
    
 
   Before I could move, before I could even object, the small olive skinned girl in front of me swung one foot and delivered a decent strength kick directly into my crotch.  If Julie hadn’t been holding me up I would have fallen.  It hurt, but not like the clamps did.  Also it wasn’t one of those ball crushing blows I see those stupid jocks giving each other.  This wasn’t like a power kick or kicking a soccer ball.  This was like a light kick.  Just enough to hurt.  Not enough to break something.
 
    
 
   But evidently that wasn’t enough for Julie, because even though my knees were folded together, almost touching, she selected another contestant to play “Kick Breanne Between the Legs.”  I got told to spread ‘em again and I did, still leaning against Julie.  That second kick was a bit stronger than the first, bruising my entire pussy and lifting me to my tip toes before dropping me back down.  Oddly enough, I started laughing and crying at the same time.  It was this “oh shit oh my god that fucking hurts!” sort of thing. It’s tough to describe.  But I guess the guys who’ve been kneed understand what I’m talking about.  It hurts too much all you can do is laugh, right?
 
    
 
   I got kicked seven more times.  Some were harder, some were softer.  All of them hurt like hell.  And when Julie was finished, she tossed the binder clamp to one of the disappointed individuals who hadn’t got to compete in “Kick Breanne’s Cunt” and held me still while the girl viciously reapplied the binder clamp to my clit.  I just sobbed.
 
    
 
   Then Julie motioned for my bag and it was handed over.  She extracted my Core Driller, the giant twelve inch dildo that looks like a mini rocket ship and displaces enough of my insides to make it quite uncomfortable.  I was spun and then bent over the table, my still tender and stuffed ass on display, along with my wet open slit. Julie took great pleasure in working the largest dildo I own deep into my body.  I almost came too.  It just felt so GOOD to have something, even fake cock, in there.
 
    
 
   Julie unlocked my right hand from the handcuffs and made me stand up.  Then to my horror, she had me bend a little, reached between my legs, and drew the handcuffs up into my crotch.  She secured the metal bracelet once more around my wrist and then took great pleasure of securing the metal ring attached to the base of the Core Driller dildo to the chain of the cuffs.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t straighten up. My arms weren’t long enough.  Worse, if I pulled even a little, all I did was drive the Core Driller even deeper into my pussy.  Everyone was laughing at my predicament and then Julie was pulling my skirt up.  Do you have any idea how stupid you look when your hands are down both the front and back of your skirt, you’re not wearing a top, and you’ve got a stupid binder clamp stuck on your tongue?  Hell, it wouldn’t surprise me if there are a ton of pictures out there on the internet already.  If you see this red haired girl with her hair down in front of her face, with hands in her skirt front and back, not wearing a top… well… that’s me.  God I hope there aren’t pictures!
 
    
 
   We slowly walked from the club with Julie holding my jacket and my bag as well as her purse and every step was sexual agony for me.  The motion of walking kept driving the dildo in and out and by the time I got to the car I was ready to cum.  My body trembled as Julie sat me down in the passenger seat, one arm crushed behind my back, hunched over, the cuffs and Core Driller digging into my pussy.  She buckled me in and then noticed that I was almost there, so close to the edge.
 
    
 
   “Do you need to cum?” Her dark chocolate eyes seemed to glow in delight.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Yes please!” I begged, though it came out garbled since my tongue was hanging out, still sporting the clamp that had been on my clit
 
    
 
   She stroked my cheek, then my neck, moving down to my still clamped breasts.  Julie tugged on the string, sending little sharp flecks of pain through my bosom.  I groaned, my hips bouncing and churning as I fucked myself on the Core Driller, my arms pulling upward.  My wrist grazed the clamp on my clit and then I closed my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Oh God! I’m cum…” Once again, I didn’t have a chance to finish my statement.
 
    
 
   I’m pretty sure you know why too. 
 
    
 
   Julie dropped the twine bound clamps, all three of them, into the cup holder between the front seats and planted a soft warm kiss on top of my head.
 
    
 
   “Now we’ll go home and you can use that incredible tongue on me,” I heard her say.
 
    
 
   And then we went back to her place.
 
    
 
   Assignment Done.
 
    
 
   Love,  Bre.
 
    
 
   Ass Fucks
 
   A wise man once said to me, “the anus is an exit, not an entrance.”  In essence, I heartily agree.  It wasn’t exactly designed for “entrance”, being somewhat prone to dryness, lacking the necessary lubrication, width, and interior nerves.  And yet, after spending practically an entire sixteen hours on my stomach, lying there with a pillow carefully positioned under my hips, I can honestly say that under the proper circumstance, you can go in the out door.
 
   Friday morning started with the usual.  Well, almost.  I had sent Michael my “Julie’s Date” write-up. Blogger was down. But I had gotten my usual discourse of fan mail which included questions about how I was doing, suggestions for more sexual torture assignments (yes… a special shout out to you Gene and your suggestion that I try what happened in Michael’s Skeleton Closet story “Bitten”.  No fucking WAY EVER!) and another marriage proposal.  Seriously.  STOP IT!  I’m not marrying someone that I’ve never met.  Besides, all you guys know is what I’ve told you. I’m a real person, with real issues, and it’s not all sex ya’ know?  I have some uh… baggage… that comes with knowing the real me that isn’t common knowledge.  So stop asking me to drop everything and move to Australia and become your personal ranch fuck slave.
 
   Though I admit, your offer to have me stripped naked, bound to that rock out in front of the house, and whipped repeatedly sounded awesome.  
 
   Boy did I get sidetracked! Sorry!  Okay… back to Friday.  So after answering some email, doing the Facebook thing, I finally tugged my g-spot vibe (which was off since I was sleeping) out of my pussy and cleaned it off.  Yes, with my tongue.  Come on! I know proper nympho humiliation pain slut etiquette!  Once it was clean, I sterilized it with some rubbing alcohol, put it away, and got out my vibroballs.  I slipped these in, pulled on a pair of shorts, turned the remote up to low, and tucked it in a back pocket. I pulled on a plain white cotton bra, a tee shirt, and then went out to the barn to take care of the critters.
 
   No I didn’t cum.  I didn’t try either.  I had a very nice orgasm the evening before in the bed of a pick up truck, parked under the stars.  So I wasn’t on the edge.
 
   At least not at that point.
 
   After getting my chores done, I went back inside, removed the vibroballs, cleaned them, and then hopped into the shower for a little preparation work.  I scrubbed myself, and then did the self-enema thing that I needed to do. I even bought this little “do it yourself” thing from one of the novelty shops.  It was… well… let’s just say that I’m not into that sort of thing so we can just all agree it did what it was supposed to do.  After that I made sure the rest of me was clean.  Then I dried off, applied a liberal amount of grapeseed oil to my ass, which I pretty much do most days anyway as a precaution against anal penetrations of any sort, and slipped into something more comfortable; namely a pair of gym shorts and an old tee shirt. I eschewed the bra and panties, but I did slip something more comfortable into myself!  The vibroballs went back in, though I didn’t turn them on.  I had a bit of a drive ahead.
 
   I left at seven so I could be at the fraternity house by my assigned time of eight o’clock.  I actually wanted to get there a little early, so we’d have time to set up. But I’m getting ahead of myself.  Let me start at the beginning.  A while back ago I was supposed to do yada yada and I fucked up.  Seriously fucked up.  And when I was supposed to be doing yada yada, I had been told that fucking up would result in ass fucks.  Unfortunately, Julie (yes the same Julie who took me on a date LAST week on Friday) got involved and made things worse, which racked me up a total of 63 owed ass fucks.
 
   Yeah.  63.  That’s not something you can just go out and do.  
 
   Now let me explain something else.  Ass fucking is not something that I enjoy.  In fact, I pretty much dislike ANYTHING in my ass.  I don’t like plugs.  I don’t like the vibrating anal beads.  I don’t like probes, or dildos, or vibrators in my ass.  I don’t even like COCK in my ass.  That said, for some reason, I am physically and medically built for ass fucking.  Or at least, that’s what I’ve been told.  Evidently I have a well rounded derrière, with plenty of “bounce”, as well as an easily relaxable sphincter that seems built to accept long thick firm lengths of whatever anyone wants to stick up in there.
 
   Why me?
 
   Master Barrett, the online dom that I “owed” the 63 ass fucks, was both impatient for me to “pay up” as well as insistent that I do them in one lump sum.  So with my ass on the line (pun intended) thanks to the threat of imminent unpleasant tortures, I scratched my head until I came up with a possibility.
 
   Zeb.
 
   You might remember Zeb from “Seven Days of Sluttiness”, that insanity that red carpeted my “Anniversary Assignments”.  If you remember, or haven’t read it (which you should!), on the last day, Kari made arrangements for me to spend the day at a fraternity we were familiar with.  I showed up wearing my fuck me stripper shoes, leather ankle and wrist cuffs, a  bondage collar, a pair of clover clamps, the Rotating Venus Penis (RVP), and my denim duster.  That’s it.  I then spent the entire day being fucked, sucked, sucking, and ass fucked and whipped.  Lots and lots of whipping.  I barely was able to stagger out of the building.  But while I was there, one of the guys and I got along rather well.  His name was Zeb and he turned out to be a big fan.  He purchased a membership to Michael’s VIP Lounge and read every single one of my archived assignments.  He’s cataloged the tortures.  He has LISTS of the NAMES of people I’ve FUCKED.  
 
   Hell, I don’t even remember the names of the people I’ve fucked.  I sorta don’t have the heart to tell him that sometimes I change the names in the write up to protect the guilty.  
 
   Sometimes I just make up names too.  That’s usually when I’ve fucked a guy and either didn’t GET his name, or don’t remember it.  Like the guy from last night. I think it was Bill or Bob or Buddy or Bubba or something, but while we were laying on that horse blanket in the bed of his pickup, all I knew and needed was “cock. Here. Right now.”
 
   See? I’m a simple girl.
 
   When I arrived at the frat house, things were quiet though there were still a number of students walking past the building toward the Cougar campus.  While technically “off property” the fraternity house was close enough that you could easily walk to most classes.  I parked my Saturn in the lot, and stuck a note on the dashboard that said “Breanne’s Car.  Tow and you will answer to Zeb.”  I didn’t expect any problems, but I wanted to make sure everyone knew which one was mine!
 
   I flip flopped my way up to the door and rang the bell.  Over my right shoulder was my large toy bag, crammed full of practically every sex toy I own.  Only a few things had been left out: my chastity belt (which doesn’t fit in the bag), my wooden triangular prism, and stupid stuff like that.  My purse was ALSO on my right shoulder.  Under my left arm was a box.  A large box.  Full of condoms.  Come on, anal sex with forty something guys, the day after exams are over?  Of COURSE I brought CONDOMS!
 
   Zeb opened the door even before I knocked. He must have been waiting for me.  Zeb is tall, thin, and lanky, with a mop full of hacked short, blackish brown hair.  It’s usually pretty messy too.  We’ve been out twice since the frat party and his idea of dressing up means putting on a clean tee shirt.  I’m not sure he knows what a comb is.  He wears glasses, these huge black plastic framed thick ones.  But he’s a genius.  Seriously intelligent, if a little sexually naive.  I guess I’m sort of running a “BDSM 101” class because he keeps telling me he’s learned so much from reading my assignments and Michael’s stories.
 
   I gave him a quick kiss on the cheek as I stepped into the foyer of the frat house.  The place was unusually quiet, though there were a few guys standing in the common room, obviously waiting for me.
 
   “Lot of guys are sleeping in,” Zeb informed me.  Surprisingly he wasn’t holding his iPad, which I had seen in his hands practically every single other time we had met.  Or screwed.  Do you know how weird it is for the guy you’re having sex with to have his technological shit right by your head while you’re being fucked?  Strange…
 
   “Okay, let’s get you set up!” Zeb exclaimed.   “Why don’t you take off your clothes?” he suggested.
 
   I hesitated momentarily. I had expected not to be stripped naked until I was up in my “room”, but I’m a NHPS and we adjust to stuff like this rather easily.  So I pulled my shirt off, tossed it on the floor and then proceeded to push my shorts down my legs.  In short order everything I was wearing was in a small pile by the door.  The pile was pitifully small; two flipflops, a pair of denim shorts, and a faded blue green tee shirt.
 
   Now I was definitely the center of attention. I recognized a couple of my admirers from January’s romp, but then Zeb took the vibroballs remote from my hand, cranked it up to medium, and used it as a makeshift leash to lead me up the stairs.  Once again I found myself in the living quarters of the frat house and I was led down the senior hall.  There were a few empty rooms, doors open, and I realized that a few of the frat members had already graduated and left. Then Zeb opened one door that had been decorated with a printed piece of paper declaring it “The Butt Fuck Room”. How quaint.
 
   Inside there was a large double bed, with crisp white sheets and a single round cylindrical bolster pillow.  A side table and chair sat in one corner, along with a clock and a bottle of orange scented mineral oil.  Zeb’s iPad was also sitting on the little table.  I set my stuff down and Zeb helped me unpack the box of condoms as well.  He unzipped my toy bag and pulled out my heavy leather bondage cuffs, both ankle and wrist, and then helped me into them.
 
   “I don’t want to be tied down for this,” I told him, even as he started to buckle the leather restraints tightly around my wrists.  
 
   “I know.  Don’t worry.  This is more for appearances than anything else,” Zeb replied.  I shrugged.  Fine.  Whatever.  When I was “costumed”, Zeb asked me to lay down on the bed, face down, and get comfortable.  I did.  The bed WAS comfortable.  Very soft and sheets were at least 400 count.  What?  I’m a WOMAN DAMN IT!  We NOTICE shit like that!  And YES it makes a DIFFERENCE!  I also noticed that the place needed drapes instead of those stupid ugly blinds!
 
   I settled down with a sigh, but jerked slightly when I felt Zeb’s hands on me.  I heard the cap of the mineral oil pop open and the citrus scent filled the room.  I let out a little squeal as Zeb poured a liberal amount into the crack of my ass and then I spread my legs as his probing fingers did a pretty good job lubricating me.  I let out a low moan when he stuck his forefinger in my butt up to the knuckle.  It felt… damn… it felt… good?  Especially when he wiggled it around.  Of course he hadn’t turned off the vibroballs either, so I was already getting nice and wet and horny.  Zeb massaged my ass, frequently dipping into my rear, stroking my petals, and it wasn’t long before I NEEDED a fucking.
 
   Then Zeb got up, wiped his hands on a towel, and stepped out of the room, leaving me alone.
 
   It felt a little odd. It wasn’t quite yet 8 o’clock and as I laid there I sort of contemplated what I was about to do.  I was actually allowing myself to become a live fuck doll of a sort, a non-reactive hole for a entire building full of horny college guys to come and fill.  I’d be here HOURS.  I knew I’d have LUNCH here, and probably dinner as well.  I wondered things like, “would my ass hold out?” and “ how much is this gonna hurt?”
 
   The door to the hall was still open, not that it made any kind of a difference.  I hadn’t expected privacy in any event, and so while I was musing I really wasn’t aware of the fact that I had been joined until there was pressure on the bed.  Before I could turn and look I felt warm breath on my ear and then heard a familiar voice.
 
   “I graduate tonight, and I can’t tell you how pleased I am that for a graduation present, I get to fuck you in the ass, Breanne.”  The pressure changed and I turned my head.
 
   “Rusty!” I exclaimed.  Rusty was the president of the fraternity and had been instrumental in completing my “Seventh Day of Sluttiness.”  It was actually good to see him and I twisted onto my side and wrapped my arms around him.  We kissed and then he tweaked my nose.
 
   “Are you my first fuck today?” I asked, letting him go and once more laying my head down on the sheets.  He only laughed.
 
   “Of course. I am the president!   Besides, almost the entire fraternity decided to stay for today.  There were only a couple of guys whose parents were coming to pick them up, or who couldn’t get their travel plans changed, who didn’t want a shot at your ass.”
 
   I heard the unbuckling of a belt and turned to watch him disrobe.  His jeans had come off and he pulled his tee shirt off as well.  Standing in boxers and socks, he then shucked the blue print boxers off and exposed a rather hard cock sticking straight out.  He took a condom from my box and rather expertly put it on his shaft.  I had bought “pre-lubed” of course, because I’m not a dummy and then Rusty climbed up behind me.  
 
   “Put the bolster under your hips,” he told me.  I wriggled around until my ass was sticking up in the air, supported by the cylindrical pillow.  I spread my legs lightly, still feeling the sensation of the vibroballs inside me.  Then there was the gentle pressure gliding through the crack of my ass, stopping softly right at my anus.
 
   The actual act of anal penetration really can’t be described in anything short of gross.  First of all, the anus is where… well… you know comes from.  And despite the fact that I’d already used the bathroom early that morning, showered, cleaned myself and even given myself an enema, it’s still not exactly a decent conversation topic.  Now I’m going to admit that I’ve had some experience with anal sex.  Way to much to be honest, and when you’re about to get fucked in the ass, you quickly tend to categorize guys into two slots.  Ones who know they want to fuck you in the ass and know where to go, and guys who would LIKE to fuck you in the ass and only have a general idea of where to go.  Seriously, I can’t tell you the number of times on Friday I was lying there, with guy number whatever straddling my thighs, his cock pressed firmly into my tender crack, rubbing up and down, who then went too low and managed to stick their cock halfway into my pussy.  Talk about ridiculous.  One guy actually tried to stick his pecker into my pussy despite the vibroballs buzzing around in there and then had the audacity to exclaim “Wow! Your ass is tight!”   
 
   My response was “That’s because you aren’t IN my ass, dumbass.  That’s my pussy and you must not get much if you can’t tell the difference!  Now stick your cock in my ass or get off and let someone who knows what the fuck they’re doing do it!”  I know… a bit harsh, but you’ll come to understand my mood a little better in a bit. I don’t want to get a head of myself either.
 
   Rusty however definitely qualified for group one.  He knew he wanted to fuck me up my ass, and knew where to put his cock.  I winced and grunted as he pushed his meat past my anal sphincter, impaling my poop chute all the way up to his balls.  Thank God for liberal amounts of oil and lubrication.
 
   What?  Didn’t like poop chute?  Anal tract?  Shit hole?  Back door, Exit, Balloon Knot, Brown Star, Winking Eye, Bung Hole, Chocolate Starfish, Corn Hole, Gary, Ham Flower, Hershey Highway, hey… the list keeps going.  Deal with it.
 
   Rusty’s weight felt incredible and his hips settled on my buttocks as he started slowly sliding in and out of my ass.  To be honest, combined with the vibroballs on medium, the ass fucking was actually sort of pleasant.  I enjoyed it.  Of course Rusty was gentle and it was my first ass fuck of the day.  Trust me, I wasn’t nearly so cool about things when we got to number sixty eight.
 
   It didn't take him to long to finish either and I felt him thrust harder than before, grunting a few times.  Evidently my ass is not as sensitive as my pussy, because usually I can tell right before a guy is going to pop because his cock gets just a touch harder and seems to swell, and if you aren't in the middle of your own orgasm, you can sense it happening.  But when Rusty started spurting, filling his condom up while still plugging my rear end, I had no clue it was about to happen.  Then he groaned, sighed, tugged his cock out of my ass, and rolled off me.  
 
   Yeah. I feel used.
 
   The condom went in the small trash receptacle later (you should have seen how full it was by the end of the day!) and then Rusty patted my tush and walked out.  Congratulations on your graduation day.  I sighed, but then Zeb came back into the room, unbuckling his pants.  
 
   "Your turn?" I asked a little sarcastically.  Zeb only grinned.  Then he grabbed a condom and put it on over his own dick.  Zeb's cock is average size and didn't feel like I was being ripped by a fence post.  He slipped his cock into my ass with little to no problem and I just laid there while he fucked me.  It wasn't exactly... a turn on.  It was just... getting ass fucked.  Even with the vibroballs it wasn't something that got me going.
 
    
 
   In retrospect, I think maybe Master Barrett made a slight mistake in having me do so much anal.  Perhaps if I had been unused to having things up my ass, the day of ass fucking might have been a bit more... painful.  As it was, I'm very comfortable with large objects being shoved up my rear.  I've had so many days of butt plugs and vibrating anal beads that a steady stream of condom covered cocks was actually... not bad.  Time consuming, yes.  Bad? Not really.
 
   After Zeb there I was told there was a bit of a line.  I folded my hands under my head and just closed my eyes and let them cum.  I was limp, a rag doll, a twenty five year old female sex toy.  Sure, I greeted each new guy, but it didn't go any farther than that.  I just concentrated on not tightening up too much.
 
   What I DID discover is that one out of every four guys who tried to ass fuck me, ended up shoving their cock half way into my pussy.  Thank God the vibroballs were in there or I would have had to give lessons.  Hello.  This is my ass. (Points to my ass).  This is my pussy.  (Points to my pussy.) Any Questions?  Geeze. I know I was lying on my stomach, but have a LITTLE control guys!
 
   That first hour I got four guys done and that included both Rusty and Zeb.  The third and fourth guys actually were pretty quick. I didn't know their names and they came in hard and ready.  One guy didn't even say anything to me.  He just shucked out of his boxers (he came ready!), grabbed a condom, put it on, and then climbed up on the bed and in one full thrust pushed his rod right on in as if he had done it a million times.  
 
   Hour number two went a bit quicker, but that was because Zeb asked me if I'd be willing to give a blowjob to the guy waiting, while being fucked in the ass.  At this point I was so bored, the thought of sucking cock was nice.  I was rotated so that instead of facing the wall and the headboard, my arms and face were right at the edge of bottom of the bed.  In came one of the underclassmen, all while I was being re-perforated in the rear.  The guy dropped his boxers and I discovered that being butt fucked on a bed actually IMPROVES blow jobs… or more accurately, makes them less tiring.  See instead of ME having to bob my head up and down on cock, I just let the pounding I was getting on my rear to translate all the way up to my mouth.  I know this may sound sorta gross, but in a kinetic energy sort of way, the guy hammering away at my butt was doing the oral fucking of the guy next in line.
 
   Zeb made it very clear to the line of guys in the hall that the blowjobs were an extra and that they might get a short one or a long one, but that immediately after the guy screwing my ass had cum, they had to get their condom on and get to it.  I have to admit, the whole method seemed to work rather well.  I would open my mouth, do a bit of licking and sucking, then just make an O shape and let the impact from behind do the work.  It would get the guys pretty hard.  We only had one screw up, where the guy who was butt fucking me took a bit longer than usual, which caused a bit of a stir when the guy I was blowing came.  It was a bit of a surprise too.  I wasn’t prepared and almost choked to death on the cum.  But I managed and Mr. Oops got sent to the back of the line.  Poor guy.  
 
   We went on like that for another hour which meant six more guys I think.  I’ll be honest, I wasn’t keeping track.  That was Zeb’s job.  We had agreed on that at the very beginning.  But it had been a full three hours and I’d been pounded for almost the entire time and even the one minute or so break between ass fucks wasn’t sufficient.  Yes, a teaspoon or so of grapeseed oil was squirted in there every few guys, but still… the ass just isn’t designed to do what I was letting be done to it.  Finally I asked for a break.  Zeb nodded; politely told the guy up for a blowjob to come back in twenty minutes, let the guy straddling my thighs finish up by popping, and then told me to roll over.
 
   Which was EXACTLY what I wanted.  Trust me, three hours or so on your stomach, with varying weights between 160 to 240 pounds straddling you is a workout.  Not to mention that weight driving a six to nine inch pile driver into your ass.  So when Zeb had me roll over it was a blessing.  I flung my arms up above my head, letting them dangle off the bottom of the bed while I just closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation of NOT being ass fucked.
 
   I should have kept my eyes open, though admittedly it probably wouldn’t have made a difference.  Zeb came up, grabbed my wrist cuffs and snapped them together.  I looked up at him in surprise and he just grinned.  Then he pulled one of those bungee cord hooks we use to secure hay bales to the trailer out from under the bed and literally hooked it to my wrists.  Next thing I knew my arms were bent back over the edge of the bed.
 
   “What?” I barely had time to ask.  But another guy had joined Zeb and they quickly moved down the side of the bed, hands on my body, until they got to my ankles.   My legs were drawn apart, which still felt kind of nice since most of the guys who screwed my bottom had pushed them together.  But what concerned me was when Zeb and the other guy secured my ankle cuffs to the headboard frame.  I couldn’t see how, I just knew my legs were spread.  Really wide.  
 
   Then I got REALLY concerned, because my captors then pulled long Velcro straps out from under the bed at my knees and bound each leg midway.  I pulled, and I think I asked a few more demanding questions, probably not being very nice to Zeb.  In short order I was secured, legs spread, even bent outward at the knee slightly.  Zeb disappeared from view for a moment and I heard some movement out of my sight.  Then Zeb and his friend reappeared and my voice caught in my throat.
 
   Zeb was holding my leather sap.  His friend had a thin willowy cane.
 
   If you have read “Seven Day’s of Sluttiness:Day 7” you know that Zeb had a lot of fun with that sap.  Well, on THIS Friday, he turned my vibroballs to full power and then looked down at me as I stiffened. 
 
   “I don’t want you thinking that breaks are a good thing, Breanne.  So during every break your pussy and tits are going be whipped until you’re ready to continue the ass fucking.”  Then, without waiting for a reply, they both hit me.
 
   Not hard actually.  The cane was more a light tap across my breasts and even Zeb went pretty lightly on my clit.  Of course it was still a shock, the impacts sending both shivers and lightning through my body.  In seconds the fire that had been banked during my anal ordeal suddenly was stoked into a roaring flame and I found myself lifting my hips to meet the sap.  The cane snicked down a little harder too, setting a line of fire across both nipples.  Zeb picked up the pace as he noticed my obvious sexual response and his friend reached out with his left hand, grabbed my right nipple, pulling my breast upward and taut.  He then proceeded to cane the soft underside of my right tit, sending sparks of pain up through me, which then suddenly u-turned and rushed down my spine to my clit.  My pussy convulsed on the vibroballs and then I came in a loud cry of release.
 
   And those bastards continued to hit me!  I didn’t even get a BREAK!  Finally it was too much and I yelled “OKAY! FUCK! I’M READY! FUCK! SOMEONE ASS FUCK ME!”
 
   The strokes stopped, but the vibroballs didn’t.  My legs were unbound from both the straps and the headboard, but rather than free my hands and roll me over, Zeb and his friend bent me in half and using two more of those elastic bungee cords, put me in the most uncomfortable position for ass fucking I experienced.  They jammed a pillow under my ass, tilting me up. The next guy was invited in and he climbed up onto the bed to find my pussy right in front of his face, with my pelvis tilted upward so that my gaping ass hole totally available and easy to penetrate.
 
   I won’t speak for all women here, but I much prefer to get ass fucked from behind.  The whole “on your back with your legs over your head” position is for the birds.  Sure, it applies some pressure in some different areas, but it’s not any more of a turn on, at least for me.  And frankly it was a bit uncomfortable and I noticed the guys were taking a bit longer to cum when they couldn’t lay on me in the standard reversed missionary position.  Here’s a tip guys: Life is NOT a porn video.  No one actually can have real sex the way you see in the videos.
 
   I did three guys like that before I demanded another break.  That surprised Zeb, but they immediately stretched out my legs, bound them to the headboard, knees once again outstretched in the straps.  I knew what was coming (and who would be cumming soon) and this time I goaded Zeb and his friend (who I never did get his name) into hitting me a bit harder.  This time when I finished cumming, I had actually welts on my tits.  Granted they weren’t more than some deep red lines, but you could at least see them.  Zeb and his friend stopped and released me.  All of me.  Feet, knees, and even my hands. 
 
   “You hungry?” Zeb asked.  
 
   I realized I was hungry AND thirsty, with only one good squirt of cum having gone down my throat all morning.  I nodded in appreciation.
 
   Naked except for the ankle and wrist cuffs, with Zeb holding the vibroballs (thoughtfully turned to low), I was led downstairs to the common room. I was an immediate attraction.  Everyone wanted to get a glimpse of me.  I was taken to a table where someone had thoughtfully laid out a nice table setting along with some sushi.  I like sushi and Zeb knew it but I have to admit, it was a nice touch.  There was also a Dr. Pepper there to wash it all down, as well as a glass of water.  Sweet.  
 
   I was seated, but Zeb then went to the extra trouble of pulling my legs behind the chair and clipping my ankles together.  This spread my legs rather obscenely.  He then turned the chair, so rather than facing the table, it was pointed inward toward the rest of the room.  Like I said, I was on display.  Then to my astonishment, he secured my wrists behind the chair.  
 
   A large bowl was brought out and Zeb dipped his hand into it and pulled out two pieces of paper.  He read off the names, which I forget now.  I’ll just call them Bob and Joe.  Bob and Joe, obviously underclassman, bounded forward with gusto.  Bob stood at my shoulder, his hands already on my neck, while Joe moved down between my legs.  
 
   “What would you like first, Bre?” Bob asked me politely.  I told him I wanted the soda first.  He grabbed the can of Dr.Pepper, brought it to my lips and let me drink; all while his other hand went down and began squeezing my breast.
 
   Meanwhile I felt fingers against my thigh, driving deeper toward my pussy.  Eventually Joe touched me, his fingertips caressing my clit and labia, wriggling around inside me and along my slit in this slippery dance that had me close to cumming in seconds.  Bob began tweaking my nipples, tracing fingers across the welts applied earlier.
 
   And I came.  Hard too.  That earned a round of applause as well.  Then I got to eat a few bites of sushi and had more to drink all while two new names were drawn from the bowl.  Lunch took thirty minutes and I discovered that evidently it was a game Zeb had decided to let everyone play.  If your name was drawn and you and your partner could make Breanne cum the quickest, then you got put at the top of the repeat list.
 
   What was the repeat list?  Well the frat normally only houses about 40 or so guys.  And they had about five or six gone.  If I was going to get to 63, the number of butt fucks needed, a few guys were going to have to go a couple of times.  Anyway, I came three times during lunch and I have no clue who won anyway.  I remember Joe and Bob though.   I saw them multiple times after lunch.
 
   Zeb gave me an opportunity to use the bathroom which was decent of him, but I was back on the bed, on my stomach this time, once more facing the door, in short order.  Then the assembly line of cock sucking and butt fucking and moving on began again.  Zeb turned my vibroballs back up to full for the after lunch session and I have to admit it helped.  
 
   Let me talk about my ass for a moment.  I want to because its pointless to describe each and every guy who took his rock hard cock out my mouth, put on a condom, climbed up onto the bed behind me, and promptly shoved his prick into my red, tender, slick, oiled rear.  No… let me explain to you what it felt like.
 
   First of all, I don’t like anal sex. I’m not a fan of things in my ass. I’ve said this often, haven’t I?  But I think Master Barrett really made a mistake with all the things he’s had me shove up in there.  I’ve become slightly… used to it.  What with the anal beads and the plug, I’ve sometimes had more penetration in my ass than elsewhere.  So even BEFORE I started this marathon of butt fucking, my rear end was already pretty stretched and loose.  Zeb made sure I stayed lubricated with occasional applications of one of those syringe squirters, filled with grapeseed oil (which I provided).  When there is careful preparation, and you’re already well stretched, then it’s not that hard to get screwed in the ass.  Also, unlike your pussy, the ass doesn’t exactly “close” as quickly.  So even between guys I have no doubt that my rear end looked like a particular soft cream colored mountain with a huge tunnel right in the center.  
 
   But by two o’clock that afternoon, I needed another break.  I’m guessing it was because I had endured a number of unusually large guys in a row and my insides were getting compacted.  I said as much to Zeb who nodded, helped me roll over, bound my wrists above my head and then proceeded to spread my legs.
 
   Yes.  He pussy whipped me again, and his friend did the cane thing on my tits.  This time they weren’t as gentle, and since the vibroballs were still going on full power, I came pretty quickly.  And of course they didn’t stop.  I let them continue.  My ass still felt… wrong… sort of.  So I just grit my teeth and keened as my clit started to swell and redden and hurt.  But it was the cane across my nipples in one really hard stroke that finally had me ready to go back to butt fucking.
 
   I was untied, given water, and then, to my surprise, Zeb pulled the vibroballs out of my pussy.  He had me kneel on the bed and brought my Rotating Venus Penis toy over.  For those of you unfamiliar with my RVP, it’s a harness that fits around the waist and upper thighs.  It consists of a four inch plastic cock, mounted to a rather large base that curves forward and up to your clit.  It’s got good batteries and a remote with two sliders on it.  The first slider causes a vibrator inside the base to shake, rather violently too in comparison to most vibrators.  This translates along both the plastic cock inside you and directly into your clit as well, were a small bump on the “base” touches you. The other slider handles the speed of the rotation function, spinning the four inch cock inside your pussy.
 
   It’s a fuck unlike any other.
 
   The other thing about my RVP is that it doesn’t cover my rear end.  So in short order I was once more laying on my stomach, my sore breasts pressed against the bed, with one cock in my ass, one cock in my mouth, and the plastic four inch cock of the RVP setting up this sort of orgasmic cascade.  I only made it through one and a half buttfucks before I came, clenching my anal intruder tightly, and according to him, greatly increasing the sensation.  This led to my wrists and ankles being locked together while both the vibrator and the spinning function on the RVP was increased.
 
   I will be the first to admit that anal sex is VASTLY improved as a sexual activity when you’ve got buzzing, fucking, and spinning going on elsewhere.  Then it becomes this throbbing pulse BEHIND it all.  That and the warmth of a body on top of me, cock in my mouth, and everything combined into more orgasms.  Zeb told me later that I was averaging two orgasms an hour from that point.
 
   I had to take another break around five thirty, but that worked out well because instead of the whipping I was expecting, I was untied and the RVP was removed.  Zeb grabbed my Core Driller dildo, the 12 inch black rubber monstrosity that I’m frequently impaled with and then took me downstairs for dinner.  Once again I was shown to a chair in the packed common room, but before I was allowed to sit down, the Core Driller was positioned at my slit and I was forced to sit on it.  Okay… maybe not FORCED, but encouraged.
 
   Dinner was fast food, but I handled it just fine.  I wasn’t bound this time and I was just allowed to eat.  Surprisingly, I was tired.  Despite my not having to do any work, consistent and constant orgasm burns a ton of energy.  After eating they removed the  Core Driller and I was once more led upstairs. Zeb politely informed me that I was currently at 49 complete anal fucks.  I rolled my eyes.  That meant I at least had to do another 14, and with an average between four and five an hour, it meant I’d be fucking for another three or four hours.  
 
   This time Zeb had me lay on my back with my legs up in the air and I just stayed in position as the next set of cocks came in to do their thing.  There was no more sucking.  I looked each guy in the face as I got fucked in the rear.  The first guy took fifteen minutes and I told Zeb we needed a different position.  So once more I found myself rotated on the bed, this time on all four, while my next cock moved behind me.
 
   And flattened me down.  Oh well.  Back to being on my stomach.  Life sure isn’t like porn videos, is it?
 
   I went back to sucking cock.  Zeb didn’t bother to stuff me with anything, so it wasn’t that much of a sexual turn on, just this steady impalement of my rear end.  Thank God I was still well lubed.  But even with all of the lubrication I could tell I was starting to get a little sensitive.  There’s only so much that a girl can take.  Another hour passed, then a second.  I had done eleven.  Just three more to go, so I asked for a break.
 
   I stared up at the ceiling as they bound me.  I didn’t care. I was so tired and all I knew was that nothing was up my ass.  They could do anything they wanted to me now that nothing was in my rear end.  Zeb’s friend wasn’t there this time, so Zeb pulled my clover clamps out of my bag and quickly attached them to my nipples.  It ached, but I didn’t care.  They weren’t in my ass.  Then he poured a liberal amount of Stinging O onto my clit, working it deeply into my pussy, and as I started to heat up, he grabbed my sap again.
 
   “Tell me before you’re about to orgasm,” Zeb said softly even as my hips were going up and down, the heat of the Stinging O already doing its thing inside me.  Then Zeb swung.
 
   I have no idea how many times I took the strokes.  I don’t know if Zeb counted, but I’m pretty sure it wasn’t that many before I arched my back, teeth clenched, whispering “I’m c-c-close!”
 
   And that’s when Zeb stopped.  He put the RVP back on me, while still tied.  He didn’t turn it on either.  Then he unbound my feet and legs, flipped me over, and with my hands still bound, had the next guy come in.  In moments a thick huge cock was rammed up my tender ass.  The movement, the pressure of the fucking, rubbed my clit against the RVP’s base and the next thing I knew, I was cumming.
 
    When my partner was done butt fucking me, stripping off his cum filled condom, Zeb cranked both sliders on the RVP to max. I squealed and writhed on the bed, but was already in the process of being pinned again, the gentleman on top of my ass much heavier than me, so in essence I was being tortured in a myriad ways.  He came before I did and was replaced, but I only made it halfway through the next butt fucking before I came.  And Zeb didn’t turn down the RVP either. He kept it going!
 
   Another ass fuck came and went.  And then another.  And another.  I got lost in it all.  I think I came three or four more times.  All I know is that a few minutes after ten pm, Zeb turned off the RVP after another one of my screaming orgasms.  My bottom was empty.  And he leaned over and kissed me.  
 
   “Sixty eight, Breanne.  Well done.”  
 
   That was it.  No more whipping.  No more sex.  No more anal fucks.  Slowly I rolled out of bed and asked for my clothes.  Zeb helped me remove the RVP. I slipped my legs into the gym shorts I had worn earlier, and then pulled on my shirt.  It took a moment to gather everything up, but finally I was able to head downstairs.  A lot of guys complimented me on my way out, a couple even kissing me while working in a few gropes.  When I finally got to the door Zeb stopped me.
 
   “I know you’re sore, but I have to ask you something,” he said.
 
   I blinked.  “What?”
 
   “Are you following NHPS Rule #1?”
 
   Crap.  He knew I wasn’t. I had forgotten.
 
   “Give me the ben wa balls,” I told him, handing my bag as I started to push down my shorts.  There was a crowd in the foyer watching me.
 
   Zeb shook his head.  “I don’t think so.  You forgot.  That deserves some punishment.  And I have the perfect item for it.”  He snapped his fingers and his friend suddenly appeared holding a wrapped box.  Zeb’s friend handed it to me and with my shorts around my ankles, naked from the waist down, I trembled as I unwrapped it.
 
   And so now I can add a new toy to my list.  An all natural rubber double penetrator. It actually looks like the aftermath of a mutant human castration, with two cocks growing out of the obscene flesh colored base.  One is thin, long and narrow.  The other thick.  I suddenly realized what was going to happen and I bit my lip.
 
   “Bend over Breanne,” Zeb ordered.
 
   I did as told.  That’s what a NHPS does.  I did as told, bending over, my hands on the front door of the fraternity house.  Zeb’s friend yanked up my shirt, exposing my breasts while Zeb moved up behind me, holding the double penetrator.  The thick cock touched my pussy and I gasped, not expecting it to feel as good as it did.  But then I felt the other cock, that weird sick second penis.  It touched my bottom and I cringed.  Zeb didn’t care.  He began working it in and in short order I was stuffed like I hadn’t been all day.  There was a full sized rubber cock in my pussy and my ass was now completely plugged with the weird thin second cock.  Zeb pulled my gym shorts up for me.
 
   I straightened and then he handed me two clothespins.  “For the ride home.  As punishment for not being stuffed.”
 
   I’m going to admit, I was starting to get angry.  But a NHPS can’t object.  So I took the clothespins and put them on my nipples.  Double penetrated and clamped I started to tug my shirt down.
 
   “No.  That stays up till you get home,” Zeb said.
 
   I glared at him.  But I took my bag and waddled (yes waddled) out to the truck.  It’s tough to walk straight with full sized cocks in both your ass and pussy.  I climbed up into the cab and Zeb helped me up, watching and enjoying my wince as I sat down, driving the thick rubber dildos deeper into both my ass and pussy.
 
   “Hey, it could be worse. I could have put the vibrating anal beads in there.”
 
   I looked at Zeb, but then couldn’t help laughing.  His smile was so infectious.  “If I wasn’t so tired and sore, I’d let you,” I replied.  I rolled down the window and he closed the door.  
 
   “I had a lot of fun, Breanne.  This was pretty awesome. I’m here during the summer if you need more help with any assignments.”  Then he reached through the window, flicked both clothespins, sending shards of … oh my god! SEXUAL AROUSAL? right down my spine, straight to my… ASS?  I clenched my butt cheeks tightly together and let out a startled gasp.
 
   “Night, Bre.  Safe driving.”  He turned and started to walk away.
 
   “Wait! Zeb!” I suddenly yelled.  He turned around, an inquisitive look on his face.
 
   “How many times was it you who fucked me up the ass?” I demanded.  His grin deepened, and then he held up four fingers. I guess there are benefits for being the guy in charge.  Damn, I must have really been out of it.
 
   I drove home, a full forty minutes, with half my brain on the road and half on my clothespin clamped tits, my dildo stuffed pussy, and the soft pliable cock shoved up my ass.
 
   And in the end I concluded one very important thing.  There are worse things to have done to you, than being ass fucked.
 
   Alligator Clamp Bra
 
    
 
   05/20/11
 
    
 
   Breanne – For today’s assignment you will start off by dressing in the shortest skirt you own.  You will not wear panties.  You will also wear the tiniest halter top you own.  Do not wear a bra.  You may wear whatever footwear you desire.  There is a bit of preparation as well.  Prior to beginning your assignment you will retrieve your alligator nipple clamps.  You will find some thin string, not rope, and you will measure out enough string so that it is long enough to run from one nipple to the other, behind your neck.  You will then cut that length from the string.  Tie one end of the string to one of the clamps.  You will thread the other end of the string through the opposite clamp, and tie the string with an adjustable clove hitch, thus enabling you to shorten the length of the string.
 
    
 
   With your “alligator clamp bra”, and dressed appropriately, you will visit your local farmer’s market or upscale grocery store.  Prior to going in, remove any sex toy from your pussy as well as remove your halter top, and put on your new bra.  You will then adjust the length of the string so that the “alligator clamp bra” pulls upward on your breasts so that their entire weight is supported.  You may then put your halter top back on.
 
    
 
   Go into the store and purchase three vegetables that are large and vaguely dildo shaped.  When you get back to the truck, you will roll down the window and proceed to masturbate with each vegetable in turn.  When you cum, you will make your usual announcement.  You MUST orgasm with each vegetable before you may either remove the alligator clamp bra or leave the parking lot.
 
    
 
   Should you attract attention, you may ask the person to unclip your nipples.  You may choose to reward the person with sexual services if you desire.
 
    
 
    
 
   Sometimes, assignments that seem simple sure have a lot of specific instructions. I think I could have made this one a lot easier.  Seriously, it doesn’t take that much to figure out how to make an alligator clamp bra.
 
    
 
   And talk about ouch.  Damn it hurt too.  Plus there were complications.
 
    
 
   Around eleven am, right before lunch, I was out in the barn measuring string.  I was dressed in blue denim shorts, bra, and a tee shirt, but I wasn’t wearing panties.  Instead I was stuffed with my Rotating Venus Penis, a peculiar sex toy that provided enough stimulation to usually have me floating through orgasmic clouds.  As Michael once teased another author: the O-zone!  Anyway, it had already been a tough morning for me.  Since I had been wearing the RVP since five am, I had been dealing with direct and powerful sexual stimulation every twenty five minutes or so.  At the top of every hour I had to turn the RVP to full power, both the vibrating and rotating parts; for five minutes.  So not only did I have a chunky plastic and rubber base shaking like mad against my clit and via the four inch cock, inside me, but I ALSO had to deal with said four inch cock SPINNING.  
 
    
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
    
 
   I have trouble with the spinning part.  Five minutes is USUALLY too much for me to handle.  I wasn’t supposed to cum either, not until my assignment, but I had already had four that morning, which while feeling good, wasn’t good for me or for the upcoming task.  Of course, part of the reason I had difficulty handling the top of the hour torment, was because the bottom of the hour torment was five minutes with just the vibrator on full power.  That kept me sexually ready, stimulated, and needy, so by the time I got back around to the top, it was likely for me to fail.
 
    
 
   I feel like everyone is setting me up to fail.  These assignments are like practically DESIGNED for me to fuck up.  Gosh guys, it’s not like you NEED a reason to punish me!
 
    
 
   So at eleven, I was out in the barn, trying to measure string.  This would have been simple had I not been shuddering my way up the mountain of orgasm, close to reaching the pinnacle. I took the spindle down, pressed one end to my breast, and then draped it over my neck and down the other side.  I sort of marked it with my thumb, and then pitched over in bliss as the explosion inside me.  I ended up on the floor, the string still in my hands, trying to endure the last forty seconds of direct stimulation left in my “five minutes”.
 
    
 
   When my watch alarm beeped loudly, I used the remotes to silence the mechanical sex monster between my legs.  Then, blinking the daze of sexual release from my eyes (as well as my fifth orgasm of the morning) I grabbed my box knife, and cut the string.  The alligator clamps were already out on the work bench and thanks now to the silence of the RVP, I made short work of tying the string to the nipple clamps.  Now, besides the thin metal chain running from one metal toothed jaw to the other, there was also a much longer strand of nylon string, forming a sort of neck support.  I played with the thought of shortening the chain too, making it an actual “bra” and then grabbed an unused key ring, splitting the metal and threading it through two of the links, thus shortening the chain by a good seven inches and making it so my breasts would not only be pulled upward, but together as well.  Got to have some cleavage, right?  Geeze was THAT a mistake.  Of course the other mistake was not trying it out to make sure I got my measurements correct.
 
    
 
   After lunch on Wednesday I headed out, still dressed like I was that morning.  I pulled over to the side of the road, just like usual, right after turning out of my farm’s entryway.  I was the only vehicle in sight, which was ALSO usual.  So I got out of the truck carrying the skirt and halter top, and went to the front grill.
 
    
 
   I took my shirt off first, folding it gently and laying it on the hood.  Next came my bra, folded as nicely as you can fold a bra, and laid gently beside the shirt.  To be honest, this is my favorite part.  Naked from the waist up, not breaking the law, the wind blowing against my skin… seriously, if you haven’t been naked outdoors before, it’s an amazing experience.  Kari and I actually played around with becoming nudists back when we were seniors in high school, mostly because I was naked around her so much.  We ended up NOT doing it because Kari decided she didn’t want to have to explain the bruises and welts on me.  Clothes ARE good for hiding that sort of stuff from your parents and other people.
 
    
 
   The road was still empty and likely to remain that way, so I shucked out of my blue jean shorts and stepped out of them.  I was wearing flip flops anyway, my chosen footwear for this adventure.  Sure, I could have worn my fuck me shoes, but those things hurt my feet and draw attention like flies to dead meat.  Uh… poor metaphor.  Sorry.  Anyway, I figured that I was going to have enough issues with just the Alligator Clamp Bra to worry about.
 
    
 
   I left the RVP in.  It was currently off, but wouldn’t be in a few minutes as the clock’s hands got closer to twelve.  But I didn’t quite have to worry about that just yet.  I grabbed my skirt and pulled it up.  The instructions had dictated I wear my shortest skirt.  Well, my shortest skirt happens to formerly be a skort.  It’s black lycra and was given to me when I was seventeen by a sadistic teenage dominatrix who got her pleasure by watching me walk through the mall dressed like a whore, making me bend over occasionally to pick crap off the floor, exposing the fact that prior to putting on the little black fake skirt, she had taken scissors to the “short” part of the skort, making it into exactly what it looked like.
 
    
 
   As a result I had two choices. I could wear it over my hips so that it wouldn’t fall down, thus exposing several inches of my ass and quite a bit of my pussy.  Or I could wear it UNDER my hips, thus ensuring that my privates were barely covered, but that one wrong step or moment’s inattention would result in my suffering a… uh… wardrobe malfunction.  Can you hear me chuckle at that?  And to be honest, I’d do it with a lot more style than others I could name.
 
    
 
   I opted for the below the hips method.  Mostly because the assignment had me sans panties, which meant that while an accidental exposure might not get me arrested, actively walking around with a too short skirt and flashing my goods probably would.  So I delicately settled the skirt right under my hips and tried not to wiggle too much.
 
    
 
   The halter top was much easier.  I have about half a dozen of these.  I choose a plain pink one with an around the neck tie, rather than the typical shoulder to back support.  I figured this one would do a better job hiding the string holding up my Alligator Clamp Bra.  I was right.  But as it turned out, “hiding” the Alligator Nipple Clamp bra wasn’t really an option.
 
    
 
   So dressed to kill, or at least fuck, I got back in the truck and headed toward someplace that would meet the requirements of the assignment.  I ended up opting for one of our local grocery stores.  Don’t worry.  It was an upscale one with dark wood paneling and muted lighting, especially in the floral, deli, bakery, and produce sections.  The lot wasn’t exactly full on an early Wednesday afternoon, but it wasn’t empty either.  It also didn’t help that it was located in a strip mall with everything from yoga to restaurants, to an active bank on the corner of the lot.
 
    
 
   I pulled up, my heart thumping in my chest and found a spot out in the boonies, or B.F.E. as some people like to call it. (Beyond Fucking Egypt), but in reality I was pretty much even distance between the road and the store.  There were maybe fifteen parking spaces between me and the other cars, which I felt was perfect.  I put the truck in park and then did what I had to do.  It was twelve o’clock.
 
    
 
   So I turned the RVP up to full power, on both the stupid spinning cock and the vibration.  I clutched the steering wheel as the sensations rolled up from between my legs, sending me spiraling upward with sexual energy.  When I looked down, I could actually see the pink base of the RVP, clearly exposed since my “skirtish” skort  had ridden up almost a full five inches.  God, I was lucky I wasn’t ever pulled over!  Two or three minutes in I decided I might as well put on my bra, right?
 
    
 
   There are times when I think to myself “I should take the Saturn.”  It has tinted windows.  My Ford F-150 does not.  But part of me says “that’s the way certain people want it to be.  Besides, now you have a better view of who is around you.”  I’m not very good at arguing with myself, am I?  As it was, my truck was pointed away from the main traffic areas (I’m not stupid. Sorta.) so except for a quick glance around to assess the risk, I was able to remove my halter top rather quickly.  I grabbed my alligator nipple clamps, draped the string over my head, and let the clamps dangle down.
 
    
 
   Which is when I realized that I had made a pretty major mistake.  
 
    
 
   A little perturbed, I grabbed the clamp dangling down by my left breast.  Carefully, knowing it would hurt, I pinched the evil little thing open and then let the very end of the clamp snag my nipple.  I was right.  It hurt.  A lot.  But I was already so hot and bothered from the RVP that it made absolutely no difference whatsoever.  The pain just got sucked right into that spinning vortex between my legs and made it stronger.  I reached to the other side, sliding the little slip know down to length the string, and discovered that I had REALLY screwed the pooch.
 
    
 
   The string was too short.  In hindsight, I shouldn’t have measured the string while wearing a bra.  I also think that CUTTING the string while in the midst of an orgasm was probably not one of my more brilliant moves.  As a result, I think the string was about three or four inches shorter than Master Ham or Master Mark had intended.  I pulled on the string, which of course tugged on my left breast and nipple rather painfully, and even with my left forearm holding up my left tit as high as possible, while lifting my right breast up, I had trouble getting the second clamp on.  I managed though, but barely.  My breasts were in agony, pulled and tugged sharply upward in this excruciating way.  But they were ALSO pulled together, the alligator clamps almost twisting to forty five degrees between the alternating tug of the connecting chain and the string. The areolas were pointing directly up, the undersides of my breasts were now the front.  Pain washed over me as I picked up my halter top, my movements making everything much much worse.
 
    
 
   And then, as I pulled my shirt over my new Alligator Clamp Bra, I exploded with a loud cry, a gush of wetness that soaked the seat beneath me, which made me shake like a storm lashed tree.  It was a few minutes before I was able to really figure out what to do next.  Orgasms like this, pain filled ones with lots of possible humiliation, are rather intense.  In some ways, they’re like getting high.  Except instead of illegal drugs (which I HATE!) I do it with endorphins and adrenaline.  Trust me, natural highs are WAY better than doing it with drugs.  
 
    
 
   I did manage to turn the RVP off, but only after my brain had started to work again, although I was still a bit mind fucked.  Slowly, trying not to move my upper body or arms any more than I had to, I pulled the RVP out of my soaked crotch, down my legs, and over my feet.  According to the assignment, I wasn’t supposed to wear it into the store.  I smoothed my skirt down as best I could and used some tissue to wipe up the seat.  I had no clue if the skirt was soaked as well, but honestly, it was black and probably wouldn’t have been noticeable even if it WERE soaked.  I opened the door of the truck and got out, grabbing my purse at the same time.  That, in and of itself, almost had me crying out, folding as the pain in my tits almost floored me.  It was like hot flaming needles being shoved through each nipple; and then electrified.
 
    
 
   Hmmm… I wonder when THAT will eventually happen to me?  That actually doesn’t sound that bad any more.  Maybe I need to alter my limits, just a bit.  OOHHH!  Personal Growth!  Aren’t you guys proud of me?
 
    
 
   I did manage however, to stay steady on my feet, adjust my skort skirt appropriately an inch or two below my hips.  Thank God I shave.  If I had even had a little bit of hair down there, it would have been CLEARLY visible.  As it was, I think there was only about an inch of material between my clit and my exposed abdomen.  But hey, at least my ass and pussy were covered.
 
    
 
   And I headed into the store.  It was a long walk.
 
    
 
   Throughout all this there was one little thing I had failed to really notice.  Of course, inside the store, I figured my skirt would be the real attention grabber.  I mean, seriously, it was SO short!  Oh… and the other reason I didn’t wear the fuck me shoes?  My hips roll a LOT when I’m in heels.  Could you imagine twitching your ass just one time too many and then whoosh, down your skirt goes?  Anyway, I though my skirt would be the attention grabber.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t.  It was my alligator clamp bra.  
 
    
 
   When I caught this one woman staring at me, half in shock, half in horror, and half in what I suspect was disgust (yes I know that’s three halves.  Bite me mathematicians.) I finally looked down at my chest for the first time. I had been so preoccupied with how it felt that I hadn’t bothered considering how it looked.  My halter top was obscenely stretched.  The low neck line bulged oddly now and due to the chain BETWEEN my clamps, my breasts were pulled tightly together.  The clamps were actually SHOWING as were my nipples!  The halter wasn’t even covering the upturned bitten tips of my breasts!  It was… well… oddly erotic.  I felt a renewed sense of moisture between my legs and I quickly turned and readjusted my halter top so that I left a great deal of belly exposed, but managed to cover up at least my clamped nipples.  The material of the halter bunched up at my neck, but I felt I could handle that.  The real issue now was that the clamps were CLEARLY defined under the material, and the odd shape of my breasts, tilted upward, made it clear that they were pulling on my tits.  Harshly too.  I took a deep breath.  Smart thing was for me to just get my produce and go.
 
    
 
   Thankfully, the produce section is not that far away from the entrance, even if it is in back of the store behind the deli and bakery.  I flip flopped my way to fruits and vegetables, clearly on display (me, as well as the produce), with a number of shoppers openly staring at me.
 
    
 
   I grabbed an ear of corn, a cucumber, and a banana.  I was all finished and heading back to the front to make my purchase when a man in a shirt and tie, with a nice name tag sporting the store’s logo, stopped me.
 
    
 
   “Miss, I’m sorry, but you are inappropriately attired to be here.”
 
    
 
   I understood every word.  I DO have a college degree.  But I blinked and pretended ignorance.  “Excuse me?” I asked.  I didn’t stop though, I continued walking to the cash register.  Unfortunately, being approached by management had caused more of a commotion than just me walking slutlike through the store.  Now people wanted to see what happened.  Mr. Manager (who will remain unidentified because I don’t want him or myself in trouble) walked with me.
 
    
 
   “Your clothes are inappropriate to shop here.  You will need to leave,” he repeated.  His voice was firm but I could tell he was ogling me.  Hey… when a girl walks by you, dressed like I was, you’d ogle too, even if it was only to express your shock.  I could hear the laughter behind me, the chuckles of derision, mostly from women.  But I guarantee you, every man and lesbian in that store was trying to get a better look at me, hoping for the right twitch that would bring down my skirt and wondering how the hell it was staying up.
 
    
 
   Yeah, I was wondering that too.
 
    
 
   I walked right up to the do it yourself register and immediately began purchasing the produce.  Mr. Manager walked right up to me and touched my arm, saying “Please miss, you can’t make a purchase, you have to leave…”  His sentence sort of trailed off because I jerked away, glared at him, and said “don’t touch me!”
 
                 
 
   Which is of course right when my skirt decided to head south for the winter.
 
    
 
   I bent over, grabbing for it as my bare ass was immediately exposed.  A chorus of cheers, hoots, and muttered “outrageous” comments were clearly heard and as I pulled my skort back up I quickly turned in feigned outrage and demanded “WHY DID YOU PULL DOWN MY SKIRT, YOU PERVERT?”  and then “HOW DARE YOU!”
 
    
 
   Wow, you should have SEEN the reaction on his face!  Shock. Alarm.  Then slow comprehension.  He began to turn red and I quickly finished scanning my zucchini and banana.  I already had the five dollar bill in my hand and fed it into the machine.  As the stupid thing was spitting out my change, Mr. Manager leaned in toward me.
 
    
 
   “You will leave immediately or I will call the police and have you arrested for trespassing.”
 
    
 
   I took my change and bagged produce. To be honest, I was a bit frightened.  I mean sure, I was putting on a good show, but I didn’t really want the police involved.  He had witnesses who could testify that he hadn’t touched my skirt.  But I had to stay on the offensive if I was going to be able to finish all this.  
 
    
 
   “I’m leaving, okay?”  I grabbed the receipt and almost ran to the door.  Which was a mistake, because I ended up having to grab my skirt a second time to keep it from falling.  My tits burned in agony with every jogging step and I felt my shirt slipping again.  By the time I was back out in the truck, my nipples were once again clearly exposed, my halter top too low to keep most of my breasts, especially the attachment points for the cruelest bra I’ve ever worn, covered.
 
    
 
   I jumped in my truck and locked it.  I almost burst into tears as well.  My pussy was soaked. I felt humiliated; embarrassed beyond anything I’ve had to do before.  It was awful!  And yet… such a turn on.  Why was I so horny?  I didn’t understand it. I still don’t.  I grabbed the cucumber, a huge monstrosity only good for sandwiches and fucking.  I spread my legs, slid the massive end through my slit, and drove it in deep.
 
    
 
   It was good to be fucked by something that hard, that big, and very cool. I was so hot.  It felt… amazing.  I pumped rapidly and with a lot of force, ramming the cucumber into myself in this miniature frenzy of masturbatory delight.  I came in minutes.  Then, sated, I pulled the cucumber out, tossed it aside, and began again, this time with the banana.  My nipples were throbbing painfully, but one of the other reasons I like taking the pickup, rather than my sedan, is because of the leg room. My thighs were open about as wide as I could manage.  My skirt was up around my waist and I leaned back, letting the curved, all natural dildo do its best to get me cumming again.  It took a bit longer, a full ten minutes or so, along with some clitoral manipulation, but I did it.  The orgasm wasn’t nearly as impressive as the one BEFORE I went into the store, much less the one AFTER I came out.  But it WAS an orgasm.  So I put the banana aside.
 
    
 
   I was in the middle of shucking the corn when my worst nightmare pulled into the lot.  It was a police car and it made its way unerringly toward me.  I almost panicked, but I had at least enough presence of mind to yank my skirt down as much as I could. I was also covered in corn husk, which meant that I wasn’t exactly exposed.  The police car pulled up right in front of my truck and I watched as a burly yet gray haired police veteran got out of the cruiser.
 
    
 
   I was already rolling down the window as he approached and I could tell from his demeanor that he didn’t really consider this a serious call.  I wonder what the call was like.
 
    
 
   “911, what is your emergency?”
 
   “Yes, this is Store yada yada and there is a half dressed nympho humiliation pain slut wandering around.  She’s out in the parking lot and won’t leave, even though we’ve asked her too.”
 
   “All right, can you describe her?”
 
   “Yes, she’s white, got long red hair, pretty thin, great body, wearing a super short black skirt that keeps falling off.  She isn’t wearing any panties, and trust me, we know because the skirt fell off while she was here in the store.  She’s wearing a pink halter top and it looks like some sort of clamps on her breasts under the shirt.”
 
   “Excuse me, did you say ‘clamps’?”
 
   “Yes.  Clamps.”
 
   “On her nipples?”
 
   “That’s correct.”
 
   “And she’s in her car?”
 
   “Truck.  It’s a brown Ford F-150.  Can’t miss her.”
 
   “All right, we’ll dispatch an officer.”
 
    
 
   The officer came right up to the window.
 
    
 
   “Afternoon miss, want to tell me what’s going on?” he asked, very politely I might add, all the while surveying the interior of my truck.  It looked like I had killed a corn stalk in there.  Corn husk was every where and a still partially peeled cob was lying on the seat next to me.  He also did some serious eyeing of my breasts, which weren’t exactly covered.
 
    
 
   “Just getting some fruits and vegetables, officer,” I said innocently.  He quirked an eyebrow, looking around the interior of my truck.  Oops.  The cucumber and banana were buried underneath corn husk. I didn’t go looking for them. I kept my hands on the wheel.
 
    
 
   “Right.  So what’s up with the clamps?” he asked.  Ah… right to the point.  Well, it wasn’t against the law to walk around with alligator clamps on your nipples.  
 
    
 
   I gave him this sad look, like I was the victim.  “They really really hurt.  Would you mind taking them off?” I asked hopefully, giving him my sad little cute girl look.  You should have seen him blink, his face dead pan.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?” he asked clearly unsettled.
 
    
 
   I made things easier by tugging down the collar of my halter top.  “I’d love to get these things off.  As you can see, they really hurt.”  Now before you go ballistic, remember that in Texas, there is no law that says a woman can’t go topless.
 
    
 
   His expression changed to alarm.  “My God!  Are those alligator electrical clamps?” he demanded, coming just a bit closer.  I nodded, wincing.  It wasn’t ALL an act.  They did really hurt.  But all of this attention, especially from a rather handsome guy, even if he was around fifty, was getting my juices flowing again!  What can I say, guys who have handcuffs, long metal batons, and can conduct body cavity searches turn me on.
 
    
 
   “So why don’t you take them off?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I frowned.  “I’m not allowed to.  Not until later.  But if a concerned bystander helps, they can come off now.  Please? Please help me?” I begged.
 
    
 
   Mr. Police Officer glanced around and after making sure no one was close, he reached into the cab of the truck.  His fingers found the clamps and quickly pinched them open, freeing each nipple in short order.
 
    
 
   My response was not feigned, nor was my relief.  I did my best however, to keep the cry of agony I let out as the blood rushed back into my nipples from being too loud.  Even the cop looked slightly alarmed as I hunched over the wheel.
 
    
 
   Finally free of the horrible “bra”, my breasts immediately sank down to their normal braless position, well within the confines of my shirt.  Of course, my breasts still hurt, badly too, but I could at least function now and frankly every passing moment made the pain just a little less intense.  
 
    
 
   “You okay?” he asked.  I nodded, still not trusting my voice.  But finally I smiled weakly up at him and thanked him.
 
    
 
   “Sure.  No problem.  Okay look, we got a call from the store.  They asked you to leave and they’re upset you’re still here.  I need to ask you to leave or I’ll have to take you in for trespassing.”
 
    
 
   I guess he was going to ignore the exposure incident.  Fine by me.  I turned to the officer and used my background and knowledge as a criminal justice major in college to ask a very pertinent question.
 
    
 
   “But sir, I’m not ON their property!” I protested.
 
    
 
   The officer blinked.  
 
    
 
   “The parking lot is not owned by the store.  It’s owned by the owner of the strip mall.  So the store management can’t criminally trespass me or ask me to leave the parking lot. Only the owner of the property can,”  I pointed out.  
 
    
 
   I’m guessing this was NOT what Mr. Policeman expected, especially out of a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Hey.  I WAS going to go to law school before my dad got hurt in that stupid accident.  
 
    
 
   “All right,” the police officer said slowly, “would you rather be arrested for indecent exposure instead?”  
 
    
 
   Uh… oh.  I thought about that for all of about a second and then brightly said “I’m leaving!”  I fought the law and the law won.  That’s the thing about cops and not lawyers.  Cops just want to get the job done, so sometimes they work in round about ways.  They want peace and quiet, no complaints, and to be able to go home at night alive and have a beer.  As long as I left and became someone else’s problem, or preferably no one else’s problem, the cop would be happy.
 
    
 
   He nodded.  “Good.  I’ll just follow you out of the lot to make sure you don’t get lost.”  
 
    
 
   I nodded and started the truck.  He watched me carefully as I put it into gear and began rolling.  He headed back to his cruiser.
 
    
 
   And while I slowly moved toward the exit of the lot, I frantically scrambled to get my ear of corn completely shucked.  As I made my way up the aisle, being careful to stay within the painted lines, driving very slowly, I managed to get the ear of corn clear of its husk.  I wriggled in my seat and despite being followed by the police, managed to push the cob up inside my wet, wanting, desperate, needing pussy.  I got it seated properly too, really deep, wedged up between the seat and my body.
 
    
 
   Then I was in the road and Mr. Police Officer followed me down to the intersection and then went a different direction.  I drove along for another five minutes, before pulling up into a quiet parking lot.  Then I got busy.  It didn’t take that long to finish.  I came with a soft sigh, playing over in my mind a bunch of “alternate endings”…
 
    
 
   …“All right miss, please step out of the truck,” the police officer said.  I did, my nipples burning from the Alligator Clamp Bra he had refused to take off.
 
    
 
   Getting out of the truck was just as awkward as I suspected it would be, and as expected my skort immediately slid down my legs, exposing my bare and pantiless ass to Mr. Policeman.  Rather than pull them up, I stepped out of them, leaving them on the asphalt.  Mr. Policeman grabbed my shoulder and spun me around, pushing me hard up against the side of the truck and I bit my tongue as the pressure he applied to me drove the clamps deep into my breasts.  He grabbed my right arm and pulled it behind my back and quickly snapped his cuffs on me.  My other arm joined in a moment later and I discovered what true agony is when the new position drew even MORE on the alligator clamps.  I could actually feel my nipples tearing.
 
    
 
   He marched me over to his cruiser and deposited me, naked from the waist down, in his back seat.  My shirt wasn’t covering my crushed and clamped nipples which was good, because I could now see a bit of blood coming from the nubs.  I struggled, but it wasn’t any good.  Pain lanced through my bosom as Mr. Policeman went BACK to my truck.  He came back a few moments later, holding in gloved hands, my still slimy cucumber, the wet banana, and the partially shucked corn.  
 
    
 
   “And what were you doing with these?” he asked politely, ignoring the agony I was in.  I panted, struggling for breath as the pain chewed through my ability to hold it together.  “F-fucking myself!” I gasped.
 
    
 
   “Really?  Why am I not surprised,” he replied.  “You got anything in there right now?” he asked.
 
    
 
   In response, partly because I could barely speak thanks to my nipples being ripped to shreds, but also because I wanted it, I just spread my legs.  Mr. Policeman reached down and slipped two fingers into my well.  They went in easy thanks to my amazing lubrication, and he finger fucked me for a moment, bringing me right to the edge of orgasm.  He stopped right before I came, pulling out and leaving me in desperate straights.  
 
    
 
   “Looks like you didn’t finish.”  He grabbed the corn, yanked off the few extra strands of husk, and then promptly brought it down between my legs. I leaned back and then over, spreading myself in his back seat, my nipples being ripped right off my chest as he rammed the corn into my pussy…
 
    
 
   I blinked.  There was no cop.  My nipples only ached, and I was in a deserted parking lot over a mile away from the grocery store.  The gooey wetness of my eighth orgasm of the day, and third for the assignment (not counting the one I had at the beginning thanks to the RVP) was dripping down into the crack of my ass, soaking the vinyl seat, my skirt, and the corn on the cob.  I tugged it out, sighing in explicit happiness…. And took a look at the time.  Just fifteen minutes to go.
 
    
 
   All total, the assignment took an hour and half plus a bit of travel time. I made it back to my farm to market road, the one just south of our farm that borders our property just as the clock was reaching the top of the hour.  I stopped the truck and got out, moving to the front of the truck.  I pulled off the halter top.  My nipples were sore and sported dark blue bruises, but I wasn’t bleeding.  There were also some red lines along the sides where they had been stretched.  I put on my bra and my tee shirt.
 
    
 
   Then I twitched my tail and the skort slid down my ass, falling to the ground.  I stepped out of it and then picked up the RVP, slipping the four inch plastic cock into my super slippery, well used, well fucked pussy.  I strapped it into place and then slipped into my denim shorts.  I pulled the remote up.  It was hanging out of my waist band and I stood there a moment, knowing what had to happen next.
 
    
 
   I thumbed the sliders upward, both for the rotation and vibrating function.  The RVP roared to life inside me, vibrating my clit directly and sending that revolving need through me.  Girls are multi-orgasmic, and as long as we don’t get… well… sensitive, we can keep going.
 
    
 
   I held onto the front of the truck, fingers white with desperation.  I wasn’t supposed to cum.  I wasn’t supposed to cum!  If I came, I’d be punished!  Oh God!  No… Please!  I can’t! It’s… ohhhhhhhhh...
 
    
 
   Maybe my punishment will be wearing the Alligator Nipple Clamp Bra again…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Bar Edges
 
    
 
   05/26/11
 
    
 
   I know most of you were expecting to hear all about my Saturday afternoon with Julie and about how they (yes THEY) tied me to the coffee table, tried to Chinese Water Torture me, and ended up proving that a stupid soda bottle and an ice pick don’t work for homemade dungeons.  Of course, I was still tortured, and let me tell you that hot wax in place of dripping water, along with repeated beatings to break the cooling wax off and expose skin (and clit) for another drip drip dosage is… uh… a lot of fun.
 
    
 
   But that’s NOT the tale I’m telling. Yes, I’m working on it.  But I’m eight pages in and I just sort of lost my mojo for writing it.  So I’m putting it on the back burner while I deal with YESTERDAY’S quickie assignment. Maybe this will get me going, right?  Of course I have ANOTHER quickie assignment today.  Guess were’ back to DAILY assignments, aren’t we?
 
    
 
   Well, I’ll make this short and sweet.
 
    
 
   Of course it was Master Barrett, who plotted and conspired against me.  The idea was simple.  Dress in white short shorts, a pink bikini top, and my eight inch platform fuck me stripper shoes, along with my four inch butt plug rammed into my ass and my Husky dildo filling up the other half of my lower body.  That’s a LOT of rubber shoved up inside one person, but I’ve had that in before, so it wasn’t THAT bad. Just a bit uncomfortable.  Of course, I wasn’t allowed to orgasm… at least not until AFTER I completed the assignment.
 
    
 
   The assignment was to go out for lunch, a restaurant of my choice, and sit there and eat my lunch.  Oh yeah, and to edge three times.
 
    
 
   What’s an edge?  Simple.  The edge is the point between climax and desperation. In order to edge, you have to masturbate right to that line, but don’t cross it. Don’t fall off the orgasmic cliff.  It’s all about will power and desperation and being careful.  It’s easy the first time.  It’s harder the second.  The third… well… you’re lucky if you catch yourself scrabbling in the dirt, holding on to those little vines to keep yourself falling into the orgasmic abyss.
 
    
 
   There were lots of choices for various restaurants, but my attire limited me dramatically.  Seriously, the shorts were so tight and crawling up my ass that you could actually see my balls.  Yes, I said that right. MY BALLS.  My husky dildo actually has a half set of balls at the base.  I suppose it’s so that you can stand it up, but on me, it almost looked like I was packing some hardware.  BRASS hardware!  Of course, there was also the fact that I was wearing a bikini top, which isn’t that odd down in Galveston, but isn’t that common up where I live, despite only being an hour away.
 
    
 
   Oh… and the shoes.  Those are almost like bright neon lights exclaiming “SHE’S A SLUT!”  So as you can imagine, every eye was on me the moment I walked in.
 
    
 
   I choose an off-brand pub.  Not going to say where, but just know that there was lots of dark wood, a mostly empty dining area, hard chairs at square tables, and a couple of booths.  Of course my first problem was where to sit. I had the whole place to choose from practically, since there were like only four other customers (all guys, all staring).  Then I was approached by one of the staff, a nice looking guy in a black apron.
 
    
 
   “Can I help you?” he asked, staring at… well… everything but my face.
 
    
 
   I smiled, not that it was noticed.  Oh well.  “Yeah, I’m just here for lunch,”… amongst other things.
 
    
 
   He glanced up at my smile.  “Lunch?  Yeah… all right,” he replied.  “Follow me, please.”  I followed him into the place and he led me straight to one of the bar tables.  Oh shit… 
 
    
 
   “Um… are any of the dining room tables available?” I asked politely.  The bar table was right out in the open and rather exposed.  Tough to masturbate three times to the edge of orgasm while in plain view.
 
    
 
   He gave me an odd look. “We don’t open the dining area until four.” 
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and nodded.  I climbed up into the chair, feeling the husky dildo shift around inside my pussy. I was already horny of course and that helped.
 
    
 
   “So… do you work for Treasures?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   Treasures is a strip club a little farther down the road.  I guess I looked like one of the working girls there.  Do they actually go out in their stripper shoes? I sorta doubt it.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “No,” I replied, but I didn’t say anything else.  No reason to get into THAT conversation, right?  He handed me a menu.
 
    
 
   “What would you like to drink?” he asked.  I ordered a diet soda and he walked away.
 
    
 
   I was now sitting in the middle of the bar floor, about twenty feet away from the bar itself.  There were about fifteen tables, each with two or four chairs around them, all elevated, making sure that everything from the waist down was totally exposed.  The seats were not cushioned.  There was not only the bar tender, but the waiter and I suspected a cook too, though in a moment that was confirmed as someone told him I was in the bar and he came out to ogle me.  Worse, the air conditioner was on and the waiter had stuck me right under the vent. In about four seconds my nipples hardened into little granite pebbles that were VERY visible under the thin bikini material.  I shifted in my seat which of course drove the butt plug in a little deeper and shifted the Husky dildo around some more.
 
    
 
   My diet soda came and I ordered a burger.  Nothing too complicated right?  Plus fries.  Got to have my carb!  Anyway I was already feeling very… uncomfortable, but in a sexual way.  I was the center of attention, everything was exposed (unwillingly, but exposed nonetheless) and I needed to complete three edges before I was allowed to cum.
 
    
 
   There are always a couple of options for edging. You can actually put your hand down there, which is of course the fastest easiest way. You can do it THROUGH your shorts if you are okay with a clitoral orgasm, which I was.  Or you could wiggle your way to an orgasm.  
 
    
 
   Or you can eventually do all of the above.
 
    
 
   I started off with a gentle but occasional thrust of my hips, moving my ass in a sort of rolling motion where my skin didn’t move, but everything INSIDE me did.  This sent a sort of ripple of pleasure through my body that wasn’t quite specific on one spot, but sort of moved the dildo and the butt plug around.  I waited maybe ten or fifteen seconds, looking around the bar and sipping my drink, and did it again, except twice in rapid succession.
 
    
 
   This went on for about ten minutes and let me tell you, that by the time my burger was brought out, I was nicely desperate.  But being ready and willing to rip not only your own clothes, but the clothes of your waiter off is NOT what edging is.  Edging is when your orgasm has actually started and you stop it.  Seriously, even guys can do it, (except much harder because guys don’t have the same will power or strength girls do.  Don’t believe me?  Try it.  Masturbate right now guys… rub that cock thinking about me kneeling down to give you a blowjob.  Rub it till you can feel the pulse and you’re going to cum.  NOW STOP!  Take your hand away… see the drop of cum on the tip, leaking out?  Feel like you’re going to explode?  Yeah… I bet you came anyway.)
 
    
 
   I took a bite of my burger, put one hand down in my lap, and in combination with the varied hip thrusts, began to press on my clit through the shorts.  Due to the nature of my position, this required me to spread my legs a little and I DID notice that one of the other customers was getting an eyeful and had readily realized that I was TRYING to masturbate.
 
    
 
   Of course, I wasn’t trying, I was doing, and a few minutes later I clenched my jaw, held my breath, and tried desperately not to cum.  It worked, but only barely, and I think practicing edging helps too.  I’m a professional too and I’m sure that makes a difference.  A professional masturbatuer?  A professional slut?  But no matter what I stiffened in my chair, let a shudder run through me and just endured the tension until I felt the urgency ebb slightly.  A moment later, disaster averted, I went back to my burger.  
 
    
 
   I’ve cum in a lot of weird places before, and I have to admit there is something… titillating about doing it in public. It’s embarrassing of course, being on display like that, making a fool of yourself, but for me it’s a turn on, which of course makes an assignment like edging even MORE trouble. I’m already wet, already desperate, already wanting… and now I have to masturbate to the very edge of orgasm and then stop?
 
    
 
   Thank God I didn’t have the VIBROBALLS in!  Forget the edge, I would have dived off the cliff!
 
    
 
   I was halfway through my burger and I put it down. I was reasonably sure I could edge again. It had been five or six minutes since my last near miss with the BIG O Asteroid.  Maybe I could do it again?  I started my little chair dance, that sort of jerking wiggle, timed to one or two per minute, and then picking up to about twenty.  As I got more and more turned on, the less aware I was of my surroundings. One hand went back down between my legs and it was like a light switch going on.  Suddenly I was soaked, the front of my shorts becoming translucent as I leaked juice copiously.  Of course the other problem was that I moved a lot quicker toward that edge.  That’s the problem with edging of course.  The more often you do it, the better likelihood that you’re going to slip and fall to your orgasm.  So as I pressed and rubbed my clit through the thin white material I found myself on a down hill slope, moving very fast.
 
    
 
   I’m guessing you’re placing bets on whether I came or not, aren’t you.  Well I didn’t. I stopped myself, but it was SO hard and I was breathing hard and letting out little moans of desperation.  I was also the floor show as the cook, the waiter, and three of the four patrons were all trying to watch me without LOOKING like they were watching me.  I didn’t realize this until I opened my eyes again though and caught them at it.
 
    
 
   My seat had gotten a bit uncomfortable, and that’s because I had literally soaked my shorts. I was very sticky and very hot and bothered.  I was sort of at the point where my hips would need conscious and specific brain power to keep them still. My pussy wasn’t any better off, convulsing and squeezing the husky dildo like a hungry monster.  What I REALLY wanted to do was peel off my shorts, yank the Husky dildo out, and then ram it back in, repeatedly.  Or even better, get volunteers.  Real cock is ALWAYS preferable.
 
    
 
   I tried to eat the rest of my hamburger, giving myself TWICE the amount of time to calm down.  It didn’t help much.  I was still desperate. Still horny. Still soaked.  My thighs kept opening and closing and I couldn’t stop squeezing the Husky Dildo inside me. Hell, even the butt plug got some pretty good massaging.
 
    
 
   I finished my burger and fries, with a full fifteen minutes between my last edge and the one I was about to do.  Finally, with not much more excuse to BE at the restaurant, I sipped my diet soda, purposefully wiggled my hips (instead of the regular and unconscious virtual fucking they had been engaged in since the last edge) and got down to business.
 
    
 
   I wanted this one to be fast and hard.  So with two fingers pushing and rubbing against my clit, I worked myself rather noticeably onward.  My hips rocked.  My clit seemed to burn underneath the shorts and in short order I found myself shuddering, my hips thrusting, my fingers moving in little circles over my clit, mouth open, eyes closed.  I brought my left hand up to the bikini top and found my left nipple, and pinched.
 
                 
 
   Then I stopped.
 
    
 
   Let’s describe this metaphorically. Imagine me running across this meadow, stark naked.  At the far end of the meadow is a drop off, a perilous cliff.  I’m running straight for it, as hard and as fast as I can.  Twenty feet away, instead of slowing down, I suddenly put on a burst of speed.  Ten feet from the edge I start to stop, but I fall down.  I slide through the dust and the dirt, fingers scrabbling to hold on as my forward momentum drives me right toward the edge.  My feet go out into the air, then my knees.  My bottom suddenly is unsupported and I feel myself dropping, giving in to the force of orgasm.  My breasts scrape against the rock and dirt and sharp little plants, my fingers digging in to the loose soil as my torso begins to drop.
 
    
 
   And then I catch myself.  A single root, a vine, a rock… whatever.  I dangle from the edge of cliff, chest heaving, straining, crying out, wincing, teeth clenched.
 
    
 
   “Geeze girl, just go ahead and do it if you have to.”
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes and saw the cook at the end of the bar.  He was leaning forward on his elbows, his dark hair tucked up under a white hat.  He was clean shaven, but older.  The waiter stood next to him and barked out a laugh. I flushed crimson.
 
    
 
   But then I shrugged. I gave them an intense stare and then swiveled in my seat.  The first thing I did was pop the material of my bikini top up, exposing both breasts.  That got EVERYONE’s attention and two of the other customers got up and moved to the bar.  Then I unbuttoned my shorts and did a half jump in my seat as I tugged them down far enough to get to my clit.  Of course it also meant that the Husky dildo base and balls were now plainly visible.  
 
    
 
   “Holy shit! No wonder she’s horny!”
 
    
 
   With one hand on my breast, tweaking and pinching a nipple and the other between my legs, hips thrusting forward and my feet splayed wide, I proceeded to let go of that vine and plummet, falling into the abyss.  With a sigh of relief I cam loudly, squirting more juice that this time splattered the chair and the floor.
 
    
 
   “Feel better?” the cook asked as I calmed down, still the center of attention.  I felt MUCH better.
 
    
 
   “Yeah… that was a relief!” I gushed verbally, adding my flowing words to the moisture I had already spurted.  
 
    
 
   “Need another drink?” the waiter asked. I nodded gratefully.
 
    
 
   Not much more to tell.  I drank my soda, moved to the bar and chatted with two of the customers, the waiter, and the cook.  Then I took each of them into the women’s restroom, one at a time, for a quick blowjob.  The cook got a bit more.  I came two more times, which was really nice.
 
    
 
   But it wasn’t till I left that one of the guys complimented me on my attire.
 
    
 
   “I love the way you can see the black base of the butt plug right through your shorts. I wondered what that was before you even sat down the first time!” 
 
    
 
   I blinked.  Oh my god… you mean you could see it BEFORE I soaked my shorts?.....
 
    
 
   He grinned happily and patted my ass.
 
    
 
   I guess there’s more than one way to be on the edge…
 
    
 
    
 
   A Walk, A Cantor, and A Gallop
 
    
 
   05/27/11
 
    
 
   Most people, when they’re asked “what do you think you’ll see in Texas?” think of horses.  And longhorn steer.  And in some spots, they’d be right.  Granted, it’s a little unusual to see ten gallon hats and spurs in downtown Houston, but it wouldn’t be odd either.  Me?  Well I was born here actually.  I’m a southern girl, Texas bred, Texas true.  That means my cheeks have freckles, I know how to shoot a gun, and I ride horses.
 
    
 
   Not every Texan rides horses and when you get off the plane at the airport, it’s not that likely you’ll see saguaro cactus either.  Prickly pear… maybe.  But there won’t be herds of tumbleweeds either, unless you get off the airport in Amarillo, or maybe El Paso.  Let me tell you, dealing with a herd of tumbleweeds sucks!
 
    
 
   Anyway, I have a horse.  She’s a quarter and her name is Star.  I’ve had her since I was about twelve, though I’d been riding since I was four.  We have a few others, but we’re mostly out of the horse business since dad got hurt in the accident a few years ago.  I try to ride all of them occasionally, but Star is still my favorite, and still mine.
 
    
 
   So today, after finishing my write up for yesterday’s assignment, I told my mom I was going to go exercise Star and headed out to our barn.  Of course, Star wasn’t there, not on a beautiful day like this, so after getting my gear together and throwing everything I needed into my bag, I chucked my saddle into the back rack on our ATV and rode out to the Mesquite field to find her.  She came at a whistle and I gave her some apple slices I had with me.  Then I saddled her, cinched her, and then got myself ready for MY ride.
 
    
 
   Master Barrett’s assignment was simple in its cruelty, rewarding in its nature, and meant that I needed to pretty much strip down completely.  Of course I was in the middle of a field, with no one around, so that made things a lot easier when it came to being nude outside.  I took off my shirt and bra, draping them on the ATV, and then rubbed in enough sunscreen to give my skin a slick sheen.  Next I pulled off my boots, though I left my socks on.  My shorts went next, followed by my panties, all of which were then left on the ATV.  It was a bit… dicey… pulling out the vibroballs, mostly because my pussy didn’t WANT to be empty.  But I forced my will on my sex, telling the little monster that it would shortly be stuffed with more than it really wanted.
 
    
 
   I pulled on a pair of lose gym shorts, the kind you would NEVER really want to ride a horse in.  Then I pulled a roll of string and a set of alligator clamps on a chain out of the bag.  The alligator clamps are exactly what they sound like.  To metal toothed jaws that bite down hard enough to leave little red marks.  The chain between them sports two key ring loops, so that the chain can be doubled and shortened, which it currently was.  Lastly, the string was tied to one of the clamps, which you’ll see, made for some interesting wearing.
 
    
 
   I cupped my left breast and pinched open the first alligator clamp.  I admit, I have a love/hate relationship with these things.  They hurt like hell. But when I wear them, my orgasms are like twice as powerful and quick to cum.  I positioned the little metal jaw so that the clamp was upward, the nose pointing downward.  Slowly it closed and a massive surge of pain shot through my tit like getting pinched by some evil bully girl in grade school, except right on the tip of your breast.  I gasped and winced and even said “OWWW!”  
 
    
 
   Star looked at me, and then pulled some green piece of crap out of the ground and ate it.  Horses.  Go figure.
 
    
 
   The other clamp went on just like the first and in moments I was standing there, my nipples throbbing and hurting in the sun, bare breasts totally exposed to my horse.
 
    
 
   I unspooled the string and strung it over my bare shoulders and across the back of my neck.  I pulled out a pair of scissors, cut a generous amount of string off, and then slipped the end through the clamp attachment for the other alligator clamp.  I pulled the string tight, then tied a clove hitch, creating a sort of “Alligator Clamp Bra” out of string, metal chain, keychain loops, and two rather vicious biting metal jaws, chewing on my nipples.  Then, in what perhaps was the cruelest thing demanded of me by the assignment, I tightened up the string, drawing my breasts up by not only the tips, but with the TEETH of the alligator clamps.  Worse, the shortened chain between the steel piranhas on my tits pulled my breasts together, creating cleavage, but in a way that no bra from Victoria’s Secret ever did, trust me.
 
    
 
   It hurt like hell.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and then wished I hadn’t.  I turned back toward my ATV and bag and pulled out the last item needed.  I carried it over to Star, trying not to move my upper body too much.  Not that it helped.  Even with the string not as tight as I’ve had it, or as short, my breasts were still heavy and being supported by the bite of the clamps.  Talk about OUCH.  I had slipped my boots back on after the gym shorts, so it was easy to put a foot up into the stirrup, grab the horn, and pull myself upward.  Even with the object in my hand it wasn’t hard.  Of course I pulled my breasts in a number of awkward and painful directions, but all in all, a job well done.
 
    
 
   Settling down into the saddle was a relief, but only for a moment.  I was wet of course, between the legs, mostly from the vibroballs.  I stood up in my saddle and reached down between my legs.   The loose shorts also made it easy for me to move aside the material and touch parts of me that usually you don’t touch outside of the privacy of your own home.  For me, it was all about moving the tip of a twelve inch rubber rocket ship shaped dildo into position, buttressed by the saddle itself.  Slowly I let it spear into me and I had it in at about six inches before I wedged it between my cervix and the saddle.  Then I settled back down.
 
    
 
   Don’t let anyone tell you that girl’s are built to handle large sized cocks with ease.  We aren’t.  Well, not exactly.  Sure, we stretch inside and we can ADJUST, but if you just ram twelve or fourteen inches into something that isn’t USED to taking it, then you can hurt yourself.  So I worked my Core Driller in slowly.  Sort of.  Okay, I did it sort of fast because hurting myself isn’t exactly something to be avoided. In fact, most people I know WANT me to hurt.
 
    
 
   I’m also going to be the first to say that sitting a horse with a 12 inch rocket shaped solid rubber dildo inside you can be agony.  It was like trying to take a fence post up there.  Or a fisting, except the guy wants to use his foot and go up to his thigh.  Okay, maybe it wasn’t that bad, but I’d be lying if it didn’t take my mind off the agony in my nipples, at least for a few minutes.
 
    
 
   So settled as much as I was going to possibly be, I gave Star a little kick and let her move off at a walk.
 
    
 
   Oh My Fucking God.
 
    
 
   Have you ever ridden a horse?  If you have then you know what it’s like.  It’s not a smooth ride, especially at a walk.  Every step causes you to sway back and forth, and if you’re not sitting right (like with a twelve inch rubber cock shoved up your pussy) you shift your weight with every step.  Now, if your breasts happen to be supported by nothing more than two evil cruel metal toothed vices, and are then SWUNG left and right, you quickly go from “oh wow this is highly uncomfortable” to “oh my fucking God this fucking hurts!”
 
    
 
   And if you are a nympho humiliation pain slut on top of it all, that “hurt” goes to sexual urgency, need, demand, and then “oh god please fuck me now!”
 
    
 
   I kicked Star up into a canter.  This changed the motion dramatically.  Rather than gentle slow painful side to side movement, yanking on my tits and shifting the dildo inside me, we went to up and down pistoning motions.  This caused my breasts to bounce, the down swing yanking painfully on each nipple as the teeth of the alligator clamp bra dug in to my nubs.  Of course this REALLY changed how the Core Driller dildo worked inside me.  Before it sort of churned me into sexual need.  Now it was PUMPING me into it.  Have you ever ridden a bike over really bump gravel, or hit a pot hole?  Yeah.. imagine a road of nothing but potholes.  Now get rid of the shocks and imagine the frame of the car is attached to a pole that goes right to your crotch.  THAT’S what it felt like.  Star would canter and I’d go up, sliding a full four or five inches off the rubber cock, then I’d slam back down, impaling myself as deep as humanly possible, my nipples burning in agony, until I completed the cycle, coming back up.  It was better than a machine fuck and while I’d still prefer a human stallion between my legs, this was… impersonal, totally emotionless.  Star had no idea she was causing me such consternation, pain or sexual sensation and it was this detachment from what I was experiencing that made it so awesome.  If a guy had been fucking me like this, he’d have slowed down, hoping to make things easier on me, or speeded up, making them harder.  As it was I had control of Star’s speed and I was right at this level where it was just… super intense but not beyond what I could handle.  I came after a few minutes, screaming my brains out and sending rivulets of juice streaming down my thighs all the way into my boots. 
 
    
 
   I slowed Star to a walk and that reduced some of the immediate sensation, but after a few minutes I wished two things.  One, that I had lubed the Core Driller with some oil, and two, that each step my horse took wouldn’t swing me so much.  It wasn’t that I was motion sick or anything, it’s just that every swing tugged painfully on my breasts.  
 
    
 
   Do me a favor.  If you aren’t reading this at work, reach up and pinch your nipples for me.  Hard.  But also pull UPWARD on them.  Now, while you’re pulling up, push them together.  Hurts a bit yeah?  Now with both hands tug left, now right.  You can even do this if you’re a guy.  Hell, if you want to sort of come close, put some nipple clamps on. You don’t have to use alligator clamps and you don’t have to do it very long.  Just for a couple of seconds even.  I just want you to have an inkling of what this felt like.  The CLAMPS support the weight of my breasts and that just fucking hurts.  I’m not exactly an A cup either, just in case you haven’t noticed.
 
    
 
   After about ten minutes of pussy churning, nipple torturing walk, I picked up the pace again and we trotted around the field.  The bouncy up and down movement typical of a cantor came, but at a slightly slower pace.  Of course this set me right down the path to orgasm number two.  Part of that was because my legs were spread widely, to seat the horse, but also because I lifted up slightly, thus causing the Core Driller to slip out about four or five inches, only to be slammed, yes SLAMMED, back into me at the next step.  Ever seen those fucking machines on those online videos?  Yeah.  Think that, except in a more natural setting, and with more penetration.  And sitting straight up.
 
    
 
   I think I was able to handle the trot for about four or five minutes before I kicked Star into a cantor, and then into a full out gallop.  Honestly, the gallop REDUCED the stress on my body.  I wasn’t jerking around as much, nor swaying, and while there was still some decent pumping of the Core Driller in and out of my pussy as I rode, the motion smoothed out.  The wind whipped in my face and then I cried out and yanked up hard on the reigns.  We came to a stop which forced me down into the saddle.  That movement caused the Core Driller to be forced up into me even deeper.  And that forced me to cum.  Violently.  
 
    
 
   You know what crossed my mind at this point?  At least when the endorphin and adrenaline high had passed?  
 
    
 
   Too bad I don’t have those vibrating anal beads in my ass!  Can you believe that? Why would I think that?
 
    
 
   I walked Star back toward the ATV, feeling every step she took like a painful slap across… well… across the parts of me that were hurting.  To be honest, even my pussy felt a bit abused.  The Core Driller is about as big as I ever want to go when it comes to fake cock.  Twelve inches is pretty impressive and bigger than most cocks out there by a long shot. A foot of black rubber embedded in my abdomen isn’t exactly EASY to handle.  My petals are bruised, there are tender spots on my insides, and I suspect that my cervix is bruised too.  As we rode back, I slipped my boots out of the stirrups, leaned back in the saddle, and checked things out.
 
    
 
   My labia were bright red. I know because the stupid gym shorts had literally scrunched together and had become a single strand of cotton that didn’t even keep the Core Driller in me.  I slipped the crotch of the gym shorts aside and my fingers slipped through the copious wetness soaking my shorts, saddle and crotch.  I tugged the Core Driller out from the saddle a bit and pulled the massive rubber cock out about three quarters of its length.  That felt amazing and I couldn’t help putting it slowly back in.  Then I pulled it out again.  In out, in out, in out.  Geeze, it’s like an Aggie sex manual, isn’t it?  I spent a good fifteen minutes with one foot propped up on the saddle in front of me, wedged against the horn, while I slowly, gently, and deliberately masturbated on horseback.
 
    
 
   LOL, that’s one of the history books, right?  
 
    
 
   But as I got close to my orgasm I realized what I wanted again.  So I put my leg down, pushed the Core Driller as deep inside as I could, wiggled my ass on the saddle to wedge everything in, and kicked Star hard.
 
    
 
   We took off.  And by we, I mean both of us.  Star went horizontally across the field as horses are wont to do.  I took off vertically, exploding like the rocket shaped dildo inside me and screaming out loud as I was launched into orgasmic orbit.  With my chest heaving, I turned Star around, cantered back to the ATV, and slid out of my saddle. I barely caught the Core Driller as it slipped out of my pussy.  I’m lucky I caught it at all. It was… well… let’s just say that I was still very very wet.  
 
    
 
   My shorts were ruined.  Well, maybe not ruined, but they were going to need a serious wringing out followed by a washing.  Or not.  Anyone want to buy a pair of pussy juice soaked gym shorts that smell like horse, vanilla soap, strawberries, and sex?  Wouldn’t THAT be a fun online auction? 
 
    
 
   I used the unsoiled portion of my shorts to dry off… well… as dry as I could manage.  Then I took off the alligator clamps.  Thank God I was in the middle of an uninhabited field with no one nearby because I screamed and clapped my hands to my breasts, hunching over as the blood rushed back into my chewed up crushed nipples.  When I had somewhat recovered and the pain had been replaced with a decidedly uncomfortable throbbing ache, I examined myself.  Both nipples sported a row of angry looking red welts, though one had an actual cut.  There was a single drop of drying blood on that spot and I trembled slightly.  Then I put on my shirt. I couldn’t bring myself to put on my bra too.  There was just no way. Even the shirt just HURT.
 
    
 
   Then I grabbed my vibroballs, slipped them both in, and turned them on low.  My regular panties and denim shorts went on next, and then I removed Star’s saddle.  It wasn’t long before I was back at the barn.
 
    
 
   There is one little end note to this story.  When I was done, I had quickly gotten on line and Master Brandon asked about my afternoon. I told him what I had done, and how the alligator clamps had cut me.  He asked if I had sanitized things...
 
    
 
   Uh.  No.  Stupid me, right?
 
    
 
   “Breanne, that’s not smart.  Go get bowls, big enough to fit each of your breasts in.  Then also get a bottle of rubbing alcohol.”
 
    
 
   You can see it, can’t you?  You know what he made me do?
 
    
 
   Yeah. You can.  He did.  And oh my God it fucking stung so bad.
 
    
 
   It might be time for another ride… complete with my Alligator Clamp Bra.
 
    
 
   If You Make A Slut Suck, 
 
   She’s Gonna Want To Cum
 
    
 
   06/02/11
 
    
 
   You would think I would get a break.  But oh no… not me.  The general response is “you may not be able to fuck, but you sure can suck.”  So off I went, except this time with a few caveats to make things a little more difficult.  What could possibly make sucking a guy’s cock more difficult?  Well that’s simple.  Try doing it with a pair of clover clamps swinging from your tits?  Or with your ass stuffed with vibrating anal beads?  Or the absolute worst thing to do to a girl who is in the middle of her TOTM (time of the month): force her to wear her butterfly clitoral vibrator; on high.
 
    
 
   After  lunch I dressed in something that wouldn’t exactly be a problem walking out past my mom and dad and proceeded to head toward the mall.  My attire was nothing more than my high heels (not the fuck me ones, but regular heels), bare legs going up to my mid-thigh denim flared skirt.  On top I was wearing a very loose tee shirt, a little oversized and I admit when I got to the mall I pulled my bra out from underneath it, knowing what needed to happen.  Lastly I spent a moment stuffing my ass with the anal beads and then strapping on the Butterfly to sit right over my clit with my panties in between my skin and the little plastic vibrating knob.
 
    
 
   I like walking the mall dressed somewhat normal. No one looks at you, or stares at you.  To be honest it can be tiring always looking and dressing like a slut.  In fact, to be honest, I hate it.  The problem is that it embarrasses me, which makes me wet, which encourages me to cum.  The mutters, the stares, the laughter… it’s trying.  Even though I know most of them are making fun of me because they can’t do it, or get away with it, or aren’t thin enough, or just too prudish it still bothers me sometimes.  It’s nice to be lost in a crowd and not worry about being picked out, or cumming in public or something.
 
    
 
   I headed back to my favorite mall, the closest one here in Katy and I started walking the various neighborhoods looking for just the right guy. It didn’t take long of course.  I’m actually pretty picky when it comes to selecting the right guy.  I usually try to pick a guy that looks a little clueless and I like it when they’re just a bit pudgy.  Oh, I still like chiseled bodies too, so guys… don’t think this is like some excuse not to take care of yourself,   I like clean cut guys who look confidant but clueless when it comes to girls.  Gamers are especially fun but nerds are pretty awesome too.
 
    
 
   My target that day was a guy named Jeff.  He had flaming red hair, okay, not flaming but a definite match to my dyed locks and when we locked eyes his expression deepened.  He was about to pass me by after checking out the goods, but I grabbed his arm, hauling him around in a circle to face me.  His eyes widened in surprise but I think it was my smile that disarmed him.
 
    
 
   “Hi! I’m Breanne,” I said with my sexiest voice.  I can do a lot to a man with just my voice.  Guys are so visceral.  Girls would never be sucked in by just a single touch and a husky tone!  
 
    
 
   Jeff gave me his name and I grinned.  A single finger from his collar bone down his chest was enough to turn him into a glob of quivering jelly and I asked him if he would be willing to do me a little favor.  He nodded immediately as my finger went lower and then when I dragged it over the bulge in his pants he let out a slight gasp. 
 
    
 
   “I want to suck cock.  Do you happen to have a cock?” I asked.  Then I pressed my hand against his crotch.
 
   
  
 

 
 
   He nodded stupidly but I took his acknowledgement of his male parts as acquiescence and grabbed his hand.  Fortunately, I’ve spent quite a bit of time at the mall and I know the best places to do sexually stupid things in semi-public.  There happens to be this one store with six dressing rooms that are rarely monitored and usually empty.  And if you pick the very last one, you can even be a little loud.  I’ve actually had sex in four of the six stalls though.
 
    
 
   Jeff allowed me to lead him into the back of the outlet store and then with a wink we went into the medium sized dressing room.  I told him to sit down and then I really shocked him.  I pulled the nipple clamps out of my purse and handed them to him.  He held them gingerly, a little tentatively even, at least until I pulled my shirt up, exposing both breasts and my very clamp ready nipples.  I cupped my tits and got close, pursing my lips.  I didn’t even have to tell him what to do. He knew already.  He lifted the clamps and the next thing I knew both nipples were crushed in the heavy bite of the clover clamps, the chain dangling half way down to my belly button. 
 
    
 
   Next I lifted my skirt and let him get an eyeful of my panty-clad pussy, along with the purple Butterfly vibrator over my clit. I turned it on, high of course, and immediately felt the stirring of my sexual desire as the toy frantically rubbed at my clit.  Then I tugged the anal vibrating bead remote out of the one of the skirt’s pockets, handed it to Jeff, and suggested he turn it to high.  He asked what it was for and I told him.
 
    
 
   “It’s for the beads in my ass.”  
 
    
 
   Jeff cranked the remote up all the way.
 
    
 
   And thus I was ready to suck cock.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take me long to get Jeff out.  He was of average length, maybe a little bigger thanks to his size.  He was pretty tall, maybe six feet and a little over two thirty I’m thinking.  More importantly, he was clean.  I immediately pushed his knees wide apart, tugging his shorts off one leg.  Then I did my thing.
 
    
 
   Do you have any idea how hard it is to suck cock while your nipples are hurting because the guy you’re sucking is tugging on the chain?  Or how hard it is to suck cock when your ass feels like it has a bread mixer stuck up your hole?  Or when your clit has been pressed to a revving engine with no signs of stopping?  I’m a good cock sucker. I admit it.  But that’s just too many distractions.  I was certainly pleasuring Jeff, but it was taking way to long to get him to cum.  And with Master Barrett’s restriction “don’t cum, Breanne.  If you do, then you have to get twenty spanks on the bottom from your guy”, it wasn’t long before you know what happened.
 
    
 
   At least my scream of pleasure was muted by the fact I was gagged with cock. Jeff could tell that I experienced an orgasm. I wasn’t very quiet about it.  I pulled my face off his dick and swallowed once.
 
    
 
   “I wasn’t supposed to cum!  Now you have to punish me and then I’ll suck your cock some more,” I said.  Jeff blinked.
 
    
 
   I stood up, turned around, and lifted my skirt.  My panty-clad ass was right in his face.
 
    
 
   “You have to spank me as hard as you can.  Twenty swats,” I told him.
 
    
 
   It took a moment, but we finally arranged ourselves in a way that kept me from smashing my head into the dressing room wall, but still had me bent over his knee.  My skirt was around my waist and neither the anal beads or the clitoral stimulator had been turned off, much less down.  My breasts dangled downward, the clamps and chain swinging painfully, and that was before the first stroke!
 
    
 
   Jeff was a mediocre spanker.  Oh, they stung, but they didn’t HURT.  If those strokes were the hardest he could give, he has issues.  They also went too fast.  Granted, I was almost ready to cum again before we finished, but he delivered the last few so fast that I was on my knees again, his cock in my mouth before the orgasm hit.  I only managed to bob my head a few times and stroke his balls a bit before I was shaking and trembling and letting him yank my breasts by the clamp chain.  
 
    
 
   Evidently, all of this combined was enough, because as I sucked hard in my orgasmic state of bliss, deep-throating his cock, he began spurting thick white streams of goo into my mouth. I gagged, choking on the sperm, but eventually managed to swallow it.  Some dripped out onto my tits, but in my experience, guys like that.  So we both came, one right after another and when I came down from the top of my mountain, he was limp and smiling, eyes closed.  I stood up, licked the last of his snow-white cum from the slope of my breasts, and pulled up my skirt again.
 
    
 
   Yes.  Another set of spanks. And no, we didn’t turn off either the anal beads OR the butterfly.  Again the strokes were nothing to complain about, but they weren’t exactly butt blistering spanks that would set me off.  With my clit becoming painfully sensitive, all I really wanted to do when the last spank added heat to my ass, was to turn off the butterfly.  When Jeff let me up, I did exactly that.  Then I turned off the vibrating anal beads.
 
    
 
   I moved to take off the clover clamps, but Jeff stopped me.  “Please? Leave them on?  You look so sexy with them.”  
 
    
 
   I laughed, straddled his lap, and pressed both breasts against his face.  My fingers went through that red hair and I playfully pulled him against me.  We stayed like that a moment and then I finally pulled away and picked up my shirt.
 
    
 
   It was a little uncomfortable having the nipple clamps on underneath it, and you could easily see the odd looking malformed bumps at my nipples, clearly clamped.  I helped Jeff get his package stowed and we headed back out into the mall, hand in hand.
 
    
 
   He insisted on buying me a drink, and we sat in the food court chatting a bit.  I told him all about being a NHPS and he even checked out the website and everything on his iPhone.  (Hi, Jeff!).  Of course, through the whole thing my nipples were both tightly crushed in the bite of the clover clamps and enough people had caught site of the odd shaped bumps where my nipples were supposed to be, that I was attracting attention.  
 
    
 
   Attention, when you are wearing nipple clamps, translates into humiliation.  Humiliation, if you are a nympho humiliation pain slut, translates into sexual stimulation.  Sexual stimulation, if you aren’t real picky, means finding a partner to suck.  And if you find a partner to suck, it means that your butterfly clitoral vibrator and the vibrating anal beads need to be on, at full power.  And of course, sucking on a guy’s cock with all that other stuff going on becomes a strong orgasm that just rocks you to the gut.  And if you orgasm like that, in that situation, it can mean only one more thing.
 
    
 
   Another spanking.
 
    
 
    
 
   Water Torture
 
    
 
   One thing that may be more of a daily assignment, or more appropriately, a weekend assignment, is a kiddie pool under Kari's coffee table, you tied supine with your legs by your head & ice cold water dripping randomly on your anal sphincter, perineum & clit.  Add "breaks" where Kari can drip hot sauce, lemon juice, wax, jello, or use a water pick or toothbrush vibe on any of those parts, say total time 2 hours, no orgasms with penalty of punishment. - H
 
    
 
   I logged off the computer and took a deep breath.  It was more than a bit crazy.  But it wasn’t like I had a choice.  I grabbed my toybox and opened it.  It took me only a moment to find what I was looking for and I tossed all three items onto the bed next to me.  My bottle of grapeseed oil was there too, and after a moments rummaging in my bureau I found a tee shirt and denim shorts as well.
 
    
 
   The next step was of course removing the vibroballs.  I had slept with them in.  Off of course, since I have trouble sleeping with buzzing things inside me.  I pulled off my nightgown and then, totally naked, slowly tugged the two plastic bullets out of my pussy and then put them on the floor.  Lying down on my bed, I leaned over and grabbed the first item; my ben wa balls, two latex covered golf ball sized spheres that disappeared into the still wet and soft folds of my well.  I wiggled my hips to get them settled, feeling the wonderful ring as they shifted inside me.  
 
    
 
   But that wasn’t the true torment.  Oh no.  See I had asked one of my Facebook friends, John L. to decide what toy was going to be stuffed up inside me for the day, and he REALLY REALLY wanted my vibrating anal beads to fill my ass.  So I agreed, despite the fact that after that whole “ass fuck” thing with Zeb and the guys, I’m STILL not really ready to have my rear end stuffed again.  But hey… we have to please the fans, right?  So slowly I worked them in, filling my rear end with those eight stupid plastic separately vibrating spheres.
 
    
 
   And as much as I hate things being in my ass, this was STILL not the true torment.  No, see John KNEW what I was planning on doing Saturday afternoon.  He knew where I was going and what was going to happen.  So he made me wear my Butterfly Clitoral Stimulator.
 
    
 
   Wait for it…
 
    
 
   Right.  That wasn’t the true torment either.
 
    
 
   The true torment was the fact that I had to have the damn thing ON for five minutes out of every fifteen.  Granted, at least he didn’t specify to have it on full power, or that I couldn’t cum.  But I think practically everyone knows how much trouble I have handling the Butterfly.  I think I came like four or five TIMES before I even TRIED heading over to Julie’s apartment.  Every single one of those orgasms was clitoral.  I want you to understand that.  Seriously, you need to comprehend that my clit had spent the entire morning and two hours of the afternoon essentially strapped to a motor that spun an off balance weight at approximately two thousand rotations per minute.  Let me try to put this in perspective for you guys.  Imagine having to work all day with me under your desk.  And during every fifteen minute period, I get out some baby oil, lube your cock, and proceed to rapidly and aggressively jack you off as hard and as fast as possible.  If you cum, too bad… we’re going the full five minutes.  If you ALMOST cum, but the time is up, too bad.  Maybe you’ll get lucky next time.
 
    
 
   Damn.  I should actually do that to some guy sometime.  Sounds like fun.
 
    
 
   Have I successfully communicated to you how tender and sensitive my clit was Saturday afternoon?  I hope so because this fact is VERY important.
 
    
 
   I got things taken care of early and managed to sneak out of the house with my bag of toys in one arm and my white sundress in the other.  Again, I stopped on that little stretch of road, just outside our farm, in order to change.  It was hot, so I went quick, holding the vibrating anal beads remote in one hand as I returned to the cab of my truck.  In short order I was heading north and soon crossed I-10.  
 
    
 
   Julie lives in one of those apartments that are close to being a slum, but are still hanging on by their teeth to respectability.  You can tell… the landscaping is well maintained, but hasn’t been updated in about ten years and you can tell some of the plants need to be replaced.  New boards have replaced some rotten balcony railings, but the whole place needs to be painted.  I parked near Julie’s door and headed toward my sexual destiny.  
 
    
 
   As usual, I steeled myself as I knocked on Julie’s door.  I personally can not think of a time when Julie hasn’t greeted me with something less than a slap across my breasts.  Occasionally it has been something far more serious, and since I knew we were planning on STAYING at her apartment, I figured I was in for some serious bitch slapping.  The door opened and I flinched slightly, expecting the pink mane and brown eyes and stinging hand…
 
    
 
   It wasn’t Julie.  Oh my, no.  I blinked in surprise.
 
    
 
   “Hi, Bre!” Kelly said with a big grin.  “Come on in.”  She reached out a hand and took mine, pulling me into Julie’s cave.
 
    
 
   I found myself once again in Julie’s living room.  Television set, old couch, scarred wooden coffee table, but there were some additions as well, not to mention Kelly herself.
 
    
 
   I had met Kelly two weeks before on another crazy assignment that Julie had ended up chaperoning.  A stunning brunette with this super round gorgeous baby face, enough curves to make an Astros’ no hitter, and this incredibly soft skin that I just wanted to rub myself up against.  Kelly leaned in close and kissed me.  It was a long kiss.  A wet kiss. A kiss with tongue.
 
    
 
   No before you say “eeeewwwww”, first of all you need to know that I’m bi.  If you didn’t know that, then now you do.  Second, Kelly is either bi or lesbian. I don’t know which. All I know is that we work well together.  And by work I mean orgasmically.  Of course, that’s experience talking.
 
    
 
   Kelly’s hand slipped down to my waist during our kiss and then moved around to my front.  Another inch or two down and her fingers found my butterfly vibe.  It was off, since the standard rule is “not while driving”.  Just remember that guys.  If I’m driving… no BUZZING.  Could you imagine THAT accident report?  “Breanne wrecked and died because she was distracted by an orgasm triggered by the inappropriately timed use of a sex toy”.
 
    
 
   I felt my dress being pulled up and then Kelly’s fingers were against bare skin.  Once more they found the butterfly and she turned it on.  One click, to low, then a second one to full power.  I gasped, shuddering in her embrace and still lip locked to her.  A moment later she broke the French kiss and grinned.
 
    
 
   “Julie said you’d be wearing it and that I should make sure it’s on.”  Her grin was both beautiful and mischievous and I suppressed the urge to kiss her again.  
 
    
 
   Kelly wasn’t the only surprise however.  There was another girl in the room, one who I wasn’t that familiar with.  Mostly because the last time I had seen her was in a smoky club with this super loud music.  Oh… and because I had been under a table between her legs licking her into an orgasmic stupor.  She was a big girl, another brunette with hair as dark as Kelly’s, but not quite as lustrous.  She had vaguely Hispanic features, as if the Latin genes had been tempered slightly by mixing with something Nordic.  She waved, standing up, and came over to me, holding out her hand.
 
    
 
   “You might not remember me, Breanne,” she said politely, taking my one free hand.   (The other had the anal beads remote in it.)  
 
    
 
   “I remember you.  We met in one of the clubs two weeks ago, just like Kelly.”
 
    
 
   The girl grinned.  She had a pretty smile.  “I’m Mayra.”  
 
    
 
   Mayra was wearing a tee shirt and jeans and had huge breasts, stretching the shirt out quite a bit.  I tried to remember whether she shaved, but couldn’t match the pussy to the face.  Damn.  That’s embarrassing, isn’t it?
 
    
 
   I turned my attention momentarily to the coffee table.  Julie obviously had been doing some preparation for the festivities.  A large blue tarp was now under the coffee table, propped up into a sort of basin by towels and other unidentifiable bumps under the plastic.  As before, the table was under the main light, but there was now a thick strand of string and a mesh net dangling down from the light fixture.
 
    
 
   
               “Well, well, the guest of honor is finally here,” a slinky and steel laced voice said. I turned slightly and saw Julie come into the room.  I blinked.  She was wearing… a bikini.  Yeah. I know.  Weird, huh?  And it was… cute.  I think I felt the earth shake.  Her hair was now bubblegum pink and slicked back into straight lines and laid flat against her skull.  There was just enough fringe hanging at the back of her head to give her a girlish appearance.
 
    
 
   Not that the bikini wouldn’t do it either.  Julie has curves, trust me.  She’s just a little bony too.  If YOU saw her walking down the beach you’d look twice.  
 
    
 
   “Why is she still dressed?” Julie asked.  The question was obviously not for me.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Julie,” Kelly replied.  She looked at me and smothered a little laugh.  I didn’t have to help.  Mayra did and both girls grabbed the hem of my dress, pulling it up and off my body in one sweet little motion.  I love sun dresses.  They are SO easy to take off.  I stood there totally naked except for my flip flops, the butterfly vibe buzzing madly against my clit, the ben wa balls, and the anal beads remote.  Julie grabbed the remote and the beads joined the butterfly in a mad sexual dance.  They stepped away, Mayra with my dress, as Julie handed Kelly the remote to my rear end.
 
    
 
   And then Julie hit me.
 
    
 
   I gasped as the blow stung my left breast and travelled across to my right.  My entire chest seemed to twist as my bosom attempted liftoff, with only my skin and a few nerves managing to hold my tits to me.  It hurt and I yelped.  Granted, more with surprise than with agony, but my fingers clenched into fists and I had to press my arms to my sides to keep from grabbing my breasts and hugging them to my body.  It was good that I didn’t cover either, because almost immediately after the first blow, Julie swung both hands upward, smacking the underside and nipples of both breasts simultaneously, seeing if she could get them higher than my head.
 
    
 
   Owwwwww ooohhhhhh… ooooooh.
 
    
 
   “Wow. Can I try it?” Mayra asked, her eyes flashing.  Julie laughed and stepped aside.  Mayra moved in front of me, lifting her palm.  She swung hard and her open hand impacted against my left breast.  Unlike Julie’s stroke though, which was almost more graze than blow, and carried over to my OTHER breast, hurting both, Mayra’s smack made my breast bulge and then flatten and I felt this ache of pain rather than a sting.  Without warning she swung her left hand at my right breast and then in a flurry of back and forth strokes proceeded to bitch slap my breasts red.
 
                 
 
   “Whoa! Mayra.  That’s good girl!” Julie suddenly said, lifting a hand and stopping Mayra.  Mayra blinked and then nodded, stepping back.  I felt as if someone had just dipped my breasts into hot lava.  They stung.  They burned.  They felt hot and heavy.  And honestly, I have bruises on them that I’m pretty sure came from Mayra.  Of course it’s tough to see them under the welts, but we’ll get to that.
 
    
 
   Julie put her hands on my shoulders and turned me toward Kelly.
 
    
 
   “Do you want a turn?” Julie asked softly.  I almost ran at that point.  I wasn’t sure I could take MORE slaps.  Kelly lifted one hand, as if she was going to hit me, but then used one thumb to stroke a nipple.
 
    
 
   “No, I think she’s had enough there,” Kelly said.  I almost wept in relief.  Trust me, I don’t think I could have handled more.  
 
    
 
   Julie told me to take off my flip flops and I did.  Then I was moved into the makeshift tarp pool under the coffee table.  A large thick fluffy pool towel was spread out on the wood and then Julie was pushing me down on it.  My tormentors must have discussed what to do previously, because they moved like a well oiled machine.  Kelly retrieved my leather ankle and wrist cuffs from my bag.  Mayra appeared with several skeins of rope.  Julie… Julie put her hand over the butterfly and rubbed it violently back and forth across my clit.
 
    
 
   Of course I came.
 
    
 
   So while in the throes of release (which I also admit seriously changed the nature of the ache in my breasts) Kelly and Mayra proceeded to get the leather buckles locked tightly around my ankles and wrists.  My arms were set down by my sides and then tied to the coffee table, making it impossible for me to use my hands.  I could touch my hips, but that’s about all.  Julie moved out from between my legs as her two assistants got my ankles done.  Then Julie reappeared with a makeshift spreader bar.  It wasn’t more than a long wooden stick, a dowel, with eyehooks at each end.  This was clipped to each ankle and suddenly I found myself unable to close my legs.
 
    
 
   Of course the fact that the butterfly and anal beads were still buzzing away at my clit and ass made all of this more like inconsequential events.  It wasn’t until Mayra and Kelly bent me in half, bringing my bare feet up to my nose, did my positional predicament become more of an issue. I gasped as Julie quickly tied my feet so that I remained bent in half.
 
    
 
   Talk about uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   Mayra moved down and started by turning off my butterfly vibrator and the anal beads.  Then she ripped open the Velcro straps holding on the butterfly, exposing my red and swollen clit.  I know it was red and swollen because I could see it.  You have to understand that my FACE was about a foot away from my pussy.  Mayra gave my clit a pretty hard pinch that caused me to yelp, but since Julie was busy with more rope, she didn’t really notice.  Then the ben wa balls got extracted.  Now, realistically, pulling ben wa balls out of a girl doesn’t require anything more than slipping your finger through the draw string and pulling.  No where does it say you need to grab hold of her labia and stretch it as far as you can, while pinching hard.  However, Mayra did just that. It hurt, but she did get the ben wa balls out.
 
    
 
   Next came the anal beads and Mayra just pretty much yanked them out in one strong pull.  Usually when I extract the anal BEADS, they come out one at a time, in order for… oh.. geeze.. do I really have to explain it?  I’m sure you can figure out why.  But Mayra just pulled.  I grit my teeth and hissed.
 
    
 
   Julie, who evidently was oblivious to Mayra’s abuses, came out from under the table and quickly wrapped rope around my upper thigh, right at my crotch, and at my knee.  Then she moved to the other side, and started the same thing.  The rope was smooth thank God. I’m not sure I could have handled it if it had been that rough stuff I use as a hemp thong.  That stuff is DESIGNED to abrade skin.
 
    
 
   Julie disappeared under the table again and to my astonishment, I felt a tug on both legs.  They were already spread rather well, but in seconds my knees bent outward and my hips were bound to the table in a way that made it impossible for me to move.  Literally impossible.  I could wiggle my toes and fingers, and shift my shoulders a bit, but I was rather well secured.
 
    
 
   I think I’ve mentioned it, but Julie’s done bindings before.  And on this coffee table too.
 
    
 
   Kelly stood above me, holding a piece of duct tape wrapped metal.  It was about two inches thick and maybe fourteen inches long.  Julie disappeared from view again and then came back to stand above me.  She took the metal from Kelly and bent it slightly.  My eyes widened when I realized she had a drill in her hand.
 
    
 
   Yes. A fucking drill.  It had a screwdriver thingy in it though.  Julie bent down and I felt the metal touch my neck and I flinched away.  The sound of the drill motor was loud and shrill and I felt the towel underneath me twist and pull.  Then Julie bent the thin metal around my neck, and I realized what it was.  She was using it to secure my head and neck to the table!  The drill zipped again and I swallowed.  The makeshift collar wasn’t restricting my airflow or cutting into me. It just prevented me from lifting my head up.  Sure, I could still sorta see my pussy, but that’s because it was elevated.  On the flip side, my back was getting tired.
 
    
 
   Julie took care of that by shoving another rolled up towel into the small of my back and I relaxed a bit, letting the towel take my weight.  All in all, I was relatively comfortable for a girl who was naked, bent in half with her pussy and ass up in the air above her, toes at the same level as her ears, tied down and collared.  Not bad at all.
 
    
 
   Mayra came into the living room clutching a two liter bottle of soda.  Or actually water.  The soda was gone, drunk or dumped, and the bottle was now filled with crystal clear water.  There was condensation on the sides.  She handed a metal pick to Julie as the bottle got stuck into the mesh bag above me.  All three girls crowded around as Julie took the pick and stuck it into the very bottom of the bottle.
 
    
 
   Nothing happened.
 
    
 
   I watched Julie’s smile turn to a frown and then she stuck the bottle again, this time a little harder.  The ice pick sank into the plastic and when she drew it out, a spraying stream of very cold water squirted out at an angle and soaked Kelly’s shirt before splattering down on me.  
 
    
 
   We ALL squealed.  Julie’s hand shot out, which sent more water down on me, but managed to cover the hole as they all began talking.  The bottle was turned upside down and the flow stopped.  Then Julie was pulling the bottle out of the net and she and Mayra disappeared into the kitchen with the stupid thing.
 
    
 
   I was very wet.  Soaked might be a better word, but so was Kelly.  She stripped off her shirt, revealing those perfect breasts, no bra, and grabbed a towel.  She dried herself off first, but then worked to dry me as well, which I really appreciated.  It was a wonderful sight to have her bent over me, breasts dangling.  At one point she moved over my head and when she rubbed her breasts over my mouth I couldn’t help suck and licking her.  Oh wow… it was incredible.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I can understand why guys go gaga for breasts.  I mean, they’re soft, smooth, silky, pliable, perfect… there’s just a compulsion to taste them, lick them, squeeze them.  And I guess in my case at least, pinch them, slap them, bind them, clamp them, cane them, and hurt them.  But Kelly’s breasts were made for soft sex.  Trust me.
 
    
 
   I have no idea how long it took before Julie and Mayra came out from the kitchen, but it was a while.  Probably ten or fifteen minutes.  I really wasn’t counting the seconds because Kelly was doing some amazing things to me during that time period.  She was touching me all over, running her fingers over my body.  Once, she even knelt on the table and ran her tongue through my wet slit.  I shivered in desire.  I was in heaven. I could have stayed like that forever… tied down beneath Kelly, her tongue and fingers tormenting me, never letting me cum, but just being right there at the surface non-stop.
 
    
 
   But the assignment wasn’t to “let Kelly tongue torment you sexually.”  It was too be Chinese Water tortured, which was supposed to be broken up into sections by punishment.  Of course in reality, I think I took a break from the punishment sessions by being water tortured.  Eventually Julie and Mayra returned, holding a different bottle.  Carefully, and this time only dripping one or two small drops on me, they slid it into the net.
 
    
 
   I braced myself as it spun above me.  I felt one drop land on my thigh.  Then nothing.
 
    
 
   “Come on…” I heard Julie mutter.  About ten seconds later I finally felt another drop.  This one landed on my labia and it was cold, but certainly not this horrible thing.  Julie seemed impatient with the speed of the drops.  Evidently, from what I overheard, Julie and Mayra suspected the mesh net was keeping the water from coming out enough.  This of course resulted in more fiddling with the bottle and a squirt of cold water that splashed my legs and torso as Julie probed the hole gently with her ice pick.
 
    
 
   Either she got lucky or something, because rather than a stream of water, when they let the bottle back down a steady drip drip drip came falling down to land on me.  The first few drops hit well above my clit, slipping down my stomach.  Then my tormentors literally MOVED the coffee table, sliding it three inches forward.
 
    
 
   The next drop landed on my clit.  It was an interesting sensation, and not one that bothered me.  The water drop exploded, splattering my thighs and eventually dripping back down through my crotch.  The next drop fell, and the next and all I felt was this little pressure and a bit of cold.  Then there was the water which began flowing down my stomach to trickle off my side, or through my slit into the crack of my ass.
 
    
 
   They stood there and watched for about five minutes before Mayra and Julie moved to the couch. As for me, the constant dripping wasn’t really annoying.  The only odd thing was that it seemed as if each drop was getting heavier.  Kelly moved around to my head and was running her fingers over my calves and up to my feet.  Then she pulled down her shorts and panties and the next thing I knew her bare slit was positioned over my mouth.  It was a fine distraction to the water falling and trickling down my body.
 
    
 
   Thanks to all the bondage I was in, I had a tough time getting Kelly off.  Most of it was because my feet and the spreader bar were in the way.  Mostly it was Kelly who had to get in the proper position and hold it there since there was little I could do to help.  Eventually she turned around and literally sat on my face, holding herself up just slightly, her back resting against the wooden dowel between my ankles.  
 
    
 
   My sense of time was slightly off since I couldn’t exactly look at a clock. I don’t know how long it took me to make Kelly cum, but when she was done and got up, I looked over to see Julie and Mayra curled up together caressing each other’s bared breasts.  Neither was wearing a shirt and Kelly moved over to join them on the couch.  Me? I got to suffer the falling water droplets.
 
    
 
   I’m guessing we went about forty minutes before we ran out of water.  To be honest, it didn’t really bother me.  Sure, it was… irritating.  But torture?  No.  Since then I did some research on the internet.  The original torture is supposed to be on the forehead.  That causes you to flinch and close your eyes and tense your muscles and it’s tiring.  I was more tired and stressed from being doubled and bound with my toes around my ears than I was from the stupid water drops.  I guess because I wasn’t tensing when they hit, they weren’t having much effect.  
 
    
 
   When the water ran out however, the girls untied my legs but not my arms or head.  With a sigh of relief I was unfolded and Mayra and Kelly worked my legs for me a bit.  Then, with preplanned efficiency, they held onto the spreader bar while Julie reappeared, this time with a lit candle.  Julie’s target of course was my clit and while the first two drops hit my pubis, the third landed perfectly on my swollen and waterlogged nub, splashing hot wax around and instantly coating the hot little button in searing heat.  I cried out and would have bucked around except for the fact that my hips were still firmly tied to the coffee table.  This of course meant that Julie had ample opportunity and not much difficulty in completely coating my entire slit.
 
    
 
   I’ve been waxed before, but I have to admit, this time was a little different.  Maybe it was the fact I’d been butterfly vibrated all day.  Or maybe it was the dripping water.  I don’t know.  It was just the fact that this waxing seemed much more intense, more penetrative.  I squealed like a stuck pig.
 
    
 
   Julie handed the candle to Mayra who dripped a line of wax spots up to my breasts and then proceeded to liberally coat both nipples and areolas in ever expanding circles. I felt hot and cold all at the same time. I was busy dealing with the heat on my breasts when suddenly there was an explosive crack and my pussy suddenly reported some serious pain to my brain. I jerked upward, my throat digging into the metal collar as I looked down my body toward the end of the coffee table. Julie was kneeling down at the end, the leather sap in her hand, lifting it up again for another stroke.
 
    
 
   It came of course and with just as much force. I yelped a bit and then Kelly came over and effectively muffled my screams with her pussy as Julie continued to pussy whip me and Mayra painfully pinched the wax off my nipples. Then came another coating of wax. It became a sort of pattern. I'd get maybe five strokes directly to my clit, shattering the cooled wax. Then Mayra would move the candle back down and recoat my pussy while Julie moved up to my breasts, spanking with hard rapid strokes that made me want to cover them. All the while I was yelling and screaming, my open mouth was covered by Kelly's pussy, which was literally leaking buckets of juice. 
 
    
 
   I have no idea how long we did that, but I know that it was at least four repetitions of back and fourth and that Kelly orgasmed at least once. ME? I came twice, both times when Julie was whipping my clit. What? I can't help it! You KNOW how much that turns me on. Anyway after awhile, Mayra put up the candle and asked for the sap. Julie gave it up willingly and sat back on the sofa as Mayra proceeded to beat the cooled wax off my body.
 
    
 
   And when I say beat, I really mean FLAY. I've NEVER been struck so hard or with that pace. My skin literally BURNED she hit my breasts and stomach so hard. It really hurt. More than once Julie had to tell her to take it easy and eventually Julie was the one who ended it when my screams were getting past Kelly's cunt. My clit was swollen and sore and looked like it had been smacked into submission as well as thoroughly and repeatedly coated with hot wax.
 
    
 
   They left me alone for a bit with Kelly stroking my hair and chest while Mayra and Julie disappeared once more into the kitchen. When they came back, they had the two liter bottle filled again. Julie put it in the net and... no water. Sure the hole was still there, but no water was leaking out. Julie adjusted it. Then moved it. Then took the cap off. That helped but it wasn't dripping, it was spraying. Then she recapped it, but took her ice pick and made a bigger hole.
 
    
 
   I got drenched. The hole was too big and a torrent of rather hot water splattered down to scald my skin. I admit I wasn't exactly prepared for it, but thanks to Mayra's enthusiasm with the candle, I was already pretty warmed up, so all that came from me was a yelp. Julie and Mayra plugged the bottle, jerked it out of the net and carried it off to the kitchen. This started a twenty minute escapade, with me tied down the whole time, while Julie and Mayra tried to figure out a way to replicate the first hour of my torment. In the end they concluded one very important thing: Soda bottles make horrible Chinese Water Torture Devices. They never got it to work again and Julie ended up conceding failure. I was told to have my friend Mike the Hardware guy build us a droplet dispenser soon and we'd try again.
 
    
 
   So do you think they let me up? Hell no. They bent me in half again and Julie left only to return with a small white box which she plugged into the wall. I didn't see it until afterward, but the white cover of the box was actually a sort of bucket. You turned it upside down and filled it with water. This then was placed on top of a sort of water pump, which then drew the water through a plug in the bottom of the lid and pumped the water out through a plastic tube to a sprayer. Julie called it a water pick. 
 
    
 
   With my ankles up at my ears and my wrists still firmly bound to the same rope holding my hips in place, there was little I could do about the water pick. Julie aimed it right at my clit and pressed the button. A very rapid thssstt thsssth thssth sound came from the device and then the first squirt hit me. The water was cold but more importantly, it struck my clit with a rather intense and powerful force. It was like forty times the amount of pressure the water droplets gave. Almost immediately I was soaked, water was dripping through my slit and into the crack of my ass. Streams started forming under my back and then slid to drip over the sides of the table. This was quite distracting, but nothing really eased the intense sensation of the water pick stream pulsing at my clitoris.
 
    
 
   I want you to understand what it felt like. If you happen to have a water pick, go get in the bathtub and fill up the reservoir, take the pick and either point it at your clit or, if you happen to be male, at the tip of your cock. Now... don't move it. Feel that... arousal that isn't quite arousal? Feel that discomfort that isn't quite pain? Yeah. Now imagine not being the one HOLDING the pick. See how long you can stand that sort of direct stimulation. Ten minutes? Twenty? Try for two and a half hours! If you DON'T have a water pick... well... uh... go buy one. There.
 
    
 
   Julie, Mayra, and Kelly each switched off. While Julie was taking her turn seeing how deep the red color of my clit could go, Mayra was clamping my nipples and tying the chain to the spread bar. That way if I twitched wrong, it would yank on my nipples. She liked it when that happened and tried hard to make sure that I was constantly jerking my legs upward, pulling hard on my breasts. At one point she took the sap to the soles of my feet. Had my nipples not been crushed in my clover clamps, I would have yanked whatever clamp was on my breasts off... even had it been the alligator clamps.
 
    
 
   At one point when the girls switched, Kelly kept the water pick trained on my clit while Julie handed her my waterproof vibrator. I came hard almost immediately and this time it was Mayra who straddled my face, holding on to the spreader bar like a bicycle handle. (Yes. That fucking hurt my nipples. A lot.) All in all I started to loose track of the number of orgasms I was having. Some were clitoral, pain laced spikes of pleasure and intensity that took my breath away and made me loose track of everything. Then there were the occasional vaginal orgasms that seemed to start somewhere deep inside me and take every piece of me with it. My clit began to burn and I couldn't help tightening my pussy up constantly, whether the waterproof vibrator was inside me or not. Mayra kept turning on and off the vibrating anal beads. Then, while Kelly was busily "water picking" my clit, which by this time was so sensitive and swollen that I felt like someone was scrubbing it with a bristle brush, Julie left the room. When she came back she was holding a roll of duct tape. 
 
                 
 
   That's when things got bad. First, a long strip went around my left leg with the water pick (still pointed at my clit by the way) held firmly in place. Another strip was torn from the roll and THIS one went across my mouth. Kelly and Julie left me to stew and suffer while they retired to the couch, wrapped in each other's arms. This left Mayra to her own devices and she rummaged around in my bag until she found my 12 inch dildo, the Core Driller. Mayra moved back down to the end of the table where the water pick device sat. She didn't even have to move it. She lifted the giant dildo, placed it at the sopping wet hole between my legs, and pushed.
 
    
 
   To be honest, it didn't hurt or anything. I was too distracted by the agony in my clit. I would have begged them to stop, to turn it off, offering anything. But the duct tape kept me quiet except for some sounds like "EEEEEEEERRREEE EEAASSEEEEE OOOOOOOOOOH!!" which is NHPS for "holy fucking shit that fucking hurts oh my god please I'm gonna cum again oh no... god it hurts so fucking bad! my clit is being rubbed raw!"
 
    
 
   I've been told that the Grand Canyon took six million years to form. That's actually quite impressive considering what the water had to cut through. I have great respect for the power of water, for its ability to erode, to weather, to crack, and eventually break even the hardest material. Julie finally realized I had had enough when I was bawling and shaking and crying out through the duct tape. Of course part of that might have been the fact that Mayra was patiently trying to fit as much of my Core Driller dildo in my ass as possible, using both water and grapeseed oil to facilitate entry. But nevertheless, eventually Julie stopped the water pick, and while it was left taped to my leg, they unclamped my breasts, untied my legs, and let me unfold enough to breathe normally.
 
    
 
   "How's your clit?" Julie asked, ripping the duct tape off my mouth. The moment I could speak I was gushing with pleas and protestations and begging for release. Kelly knelt down and began massaging my breasts while trying to stifle my whining with kisses. Julie listened dispassionately, then leaned down and rather brutally checked my clit. That fucking hurt too. But then she stood up and walked away as Kelly continued to try to calm me down.
 
    
 
   My neck was still locked in the metal strip screwed to the table. My hands and hips were still bound, and my ankles were still locked in the spreader bar. Fifteen minutes later, after my clit had gone from a nine on the 1 to 10 pain scale to an eight, Mayra and Julie came back into the living room and grabbed my feet. Once more I was doubled, my ankles around my ears, groaning as another strip of tape was put across my mouth. The water pick was refilled and turned back on, except this time, instead of pointing it at my clit, they went low, aiming for my perineum. That's the sensitive spot between your genitals and your ass. Mine is exceptionally sensitive since I once got it cut (don't ask, I won't tell you). The water was warm and that was a blessing, and the supersensitive sexual urgency and agony that went with direct clitoral torment was diminished greatly. 
 
    
 
   Of course, twenty more minutes in, I had a slightly different opinion. I began to understand the Chinese Water Torture could be brutally effective. Part of it is because the skin is not intended to be subjected to constant repetitive pressures. The nerves over-excite and the standard physical responses tax the mind and body. After a while, the repetitive tap of water being spurted at that sensitive spot between my legs was like someone trying to drill a hole through my ass... and not through the part that already HAS a hole. Had I been a spy, I would have said anything, told them anything, agreed to ANYTHING in order to make it stop. 
 
    
 
   Eventually Kelly and Mayra were doing the sixty nine on the couch while Julie played with me. She would block a bit of the spray and then let it hit me again, or she would run her fingers through my slit. One of her favorite things to do was slide her pinky into my ass and try to curl it. Julie worked me up and down, frequently using her mouth on me. Right when I was getting close to orgasm she'd twist the water pick and send another set of spurts at my clit and have me screaming as I exploded. It was very tense.
 
    
 
   I was finally untied and helped to Julie's bed. Everything was tender. Everything was sore. Kelly came in and proceeded to give me a massage (non-sexual) that was absolutely incredible. Her being naked made it that much nicer too. I slept a bit, rested, and then later that evening joined Julie, Kelly, and Mayra out on the couch for pizza and a movie. Of course, since Kelly and I were both naked when the pizza arrived, we got to answer the door and pay the guy. Mayra suggested me giving him a tip, but Julie squashed the idea pretty quickly. 
 
    
 
   Technically, I don't think I really followed the whole Chinese Water Torture thing, did I? Julie has her own plans for a repeat. She wants to tie me to a chair outside somewhere, legs drawn up and with me slightly slipping downward so that my clit, pussy, perineum and ass are all exposed. She wants five water picks and a sort of mounting stand. The idea will be for a stream of jetted water to strike each nipple, my clit, my perineum, and my ass all at the same time. Mayra suggested I wear the vibroballs on high for that one too. 
 
                 
 
   Kelly wants something more traditional. Me tied to a bed, restrained tightly so I can't move side to side, with a real Chinese Water Torture device above my clit. Then, instead of an hour or two or even three, I would spend the day there, strapped down, as drop by drop we see if water really can carve out a canyon. 
 
    
 
   Mayra suggested we get a water hose and one of those jet sprayers, tie me up outside, and just let it rip until I can't take it any longer. Then she suggested I be gagged and restrained in such a way that I CAN'T SAY when I can't take it any longer. She also added some whipping, spanking, breast caning, and alligator clamps tied to helium balloons. Don't ask me. I think she's a sadistic freak.
 
    
 
   Me? Don't ask me to choose. You know I can't. Julie will have to buy or find four more "water pick" devices. Kelly will need to wait until my friend Mike builds a real Chinese Water Torture device. Mayra... well... all Mayra really needs is a water hose and a nympho humiliation pain slut, right?
 
    
 
   I happen to know a NHPS who might be willing to volunteer.
 
    
 
   My best to everyone!
 
    
 
   The Shirt
 
    
 
   I pulled open the door quietly and glanced down the upstairs hallway.  Dark ripples varied with beams of sunlight through glass windows.  The hall was deserted, just as I expected.  My darting eyes moved left and right, quickly analyzing the best way to proceed.  Theft is never an easy thing and the last thing I wanted was to get caught.  I was dressed inconspicuously of course; barefoot, blue denim skirt, a pair of dark pink panties, white cotton bra, and a tee shirt.  But if you got close, and I mean really close, you might have also heard the slight buzzing sound coming suspiciously from my under my skirt and beneath the panties.
 
    
 
   That was the vibroballs trembling inside me.  
 
    
 
   Yes.  It is tough to commit theft when you’re being sexually stimulated, but I’m used to it.  Oh… not theft! I mean being sexually stimulated.  I’m a NHPS: nympho humiliation pain slut.  Of course on that day, that afternoon, I was ALSO a thief.
 
    
 
   I hurried down the hall, my bare feet quiet on the plush carpet.  I found the appropriate door and turned the knob, knowing the room behind was empty.  I had carefully cased the joint first, making sure that those who also had access were busy elsewhere in the building.  The door creaked a little and I winced, freezing.  I wasn’t sure it would be heard.  
 
    
 
   When no one appeared to investigate, I entered the room.  It was dark and I didn’t dare turn on the light.  I navigated the darkness with the aid of a few stray beams of sunlight filtering through the closed blinds.  There were only a few obstacles to avoid and I did so easily.  Familiarity is a handy thing to a thief, and I had been in this room hundreds, if not thousands of times before.  Hell, in all probability, I was CONCEIVED in this room.
 
    
 
   I found the inner sanctum.  I was going to need a bit of light at this point, and a quick flick illuminated the tiny chamber where my sought after booty was hung.  Moving as fast as possible, I snatched my prize off the bar with only a slight clang as metal scratched metal and then I had it pressed to my chest.  This would be the hard part. Escape.  I couldn’t fold it, couldn’t hide it away.  Speed was my only option.  I almost forgot to turn off the light…
 
    
 
   Once more I checked the hall.  Deserted.  Thank God.  I stepped out into the bleak light, totally exposed, my prize clearly visible.  Just a few more steps!  I almost tripped I moved so fast and I snatched at the door knob leading to safety.  It opened and I pushed my stolen goods through first.
 
    
 
   “Breanne?” my mom’s voice came from the stairwell.  I turned and looked.  Her head had just appeared and my hand quivered as I held the item inside my room, against the wall, hoping she hadn’t seen.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mom?” I asked innocently. I’ve had lots of practice at this.  I’m REAL good at feigning innocence.  Trust me on this.
 
    
 
   “Would you mind grabbing a new towel for the downstairs bathroom? The one down here got dirty.”  
 
    
 
   I smiled, nodding.  “Sure, I’ll bring it down in a moment.”
 
    
 
   Mom returned the grin and then disappeared downstairs.  Disaster averted. I slipped into my room and closed the door.  Holding up my prize I looked at it with a mixture of fear and excitement.  I would need it in just a few hours.  Hopefully Dad wouldn’t miss it either.  He had enough of them, though he only wore them on Sunday morning for church and we had already done that… come and gone.  I lifted the metal hanger and stuck it on the hook in my closet.  It had to stay unwrinkled of course. Who on earth would want to wear a dress shirt, a man’s six button dress shirt, wrinkled?
 
    
 
   Not me.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Getting the shirt to my truck was actually easier than you would think.  I merely hid it inside another article of clothing.  I told my parents I was heading off to Kari’s place, which was absolutely true, if not exactly a correct timeline of my afternoon’s itinerary.  They told me to have a good time, but I doubted if they could even comprehend what I was about to do.  And that the words “good time” might be considered slightly inappropriate.
 
    
 
   Once in the truck I turned my vibroballs off.  It felt good to just sit in quiet bliss for a moment.  Don’t get me wrong, I like having the vibroballs in me.  NHPS Rule #1 says that I have to be stuffed at all times.  Granted, I wish it were with cock.  Real cock, but unfortunately I can’t strap a Viagra dosed guy to my backside (too bad huh?) with his cock buried inside me.  But I can and do put a variety of sex toys up there to keep me… uh… how was that description? Oh yes… wet and ready.  I started up the truck and in four minutes pulled out onto the rather infrequently traveled Farm to Market road that runs along the southern border of our farm.  
 
    
 
   It’s not much of a road, granted.  The asphalt is so old that in some places it’s more gravel than solid roadway.  The yellow double line you aren’t supposed to cross is more like a guideline, which in some spots is pretty dangerous because you think you’re allowed to “pass” when technically it’s not a good idea.  Of course, it’s more common to have to pass someone’s tractor than another car.  Me though, I pulled over to the side of the road.
 
    
 
   Ever since last year I’ve been using this deserted stretch of road to do something just a bit daring and in some cases, just a tad bit illegal.  I stopped the truck, got out, and moved to the grill with a few items from the cab.  Of course I was still dressed in my “thieving” attire, but I quickly managed to remove my tee shirt and bra, folding both neatly and placing them on the hood of the car.  
 
    
 
   Yes, I was naked from the waist up, but I’m used to it, and I think I can count the number of times I’ve been observed stripping and changing here on one hand.  As usual, there was no one moving around in the Texas heat and I didn’t linger.  It’s fucking hot here and the last thing I wanted to do was start sweating buckets.  In short order my denim skirt joined the shirt and bra and I pulled the white dress shirt off the hanger and quickly slipped into it.  
 
    
 
   It was huge on me.  I’m petite and my dad is not.  I had to roll up the sleeves almost to the elbows just to make them fit my arms.  I buttoned it up too.  Well, mostly.  There were seven buttons if you count the one at the collar and not the stupid fake one at the bottom.  I was allowed four.  So I started as low as possible and worked my way up.  That didn’t work.  It left the collar wide open, so I unbuttoned the one at the bottom, revealing a bit… ok… a lot of bare thigh, and got things tightened up at the top.  
 
    
 
   The next item was a bit trickier to get on.  First I tugged my panties down.  Not off mind you.  Just down.  Then I strapped on my butterfly.  
 
    
 
   Now I’m not talking a bug here.  I’m talking a butterfly shaped sex toy.  Yes, I know… a little weird and girly, right.  Well I didn’t make it. I just wear it.  It has four straps which enables the wearer (me) to fit it snuggly, directly and purposefully, right over my clitoris.  The straps tighten nicely and even if I was running, that little butterfly shaped plastic piece would sit over my clit.  It has a small bump on the underside, a sort of probe for that man-made insect sitting on my “flower”.  On the front side there is a three position switch.  One setting is off, which is where the switch was at that moment.  The other two options were “low” and “high”.  I left the butterfly clitoral stimulator alone. I didn’t need the distraction.
 
    
 
   But I pulled my panties back up and tucked the wired remote leading to the vibroballs right into the waist band.  Got to keep everything neat, right?  I wasn’t planning on wearing the flip flops, but since I had more driving to do, I kept them on, gathered up my clothes, and headed back to the cool air conditioned cab.  
 
    
 
   The drive wasn’t bad.  Traffic toward Houston’s downtown was light thanks to the weekend, and despite the fact I had never ever been to my destination, the directions Kari had provided me were up to her usual standards; perfect.  Of course as each mile passed under my truck’s wheels, I felt my insides tighten, and I don’t mean my pussy tightening around the silent vibroballs. I mean my stomach clenching in panic and fear.  It’s one thing to strip on the side of a rarely traveled road.  It’s something else when you do it… well… I guess I shouldn’t get a head of myself, right?
 
    
 
   The parking lot was surrounded by a forest of trees, immaculately sculpted landscaping, and even a really pretty fountain right in the middle of a grassy courtyard garden.  I pulled my truck in to one of the available parking spaces and then realized that once again I was a dandelion amidst a garden of roses.  My beat up Ford F-150 was the only vehicle there that was older than three years.  It was also a bit dirty.  It was also the only pick up.  There were a few SUVs of course.  Two Hummers, an Infinity, a few BMWs, but most of the cars in the lot were sedans; expensive ones.
 
    
 
   I slipped out of my flip flops and put on my fuck me shoes.  These were a purchase I made almost a year before and I had been forced to wear them often enough that I was used to the eight inches of height they added to my stature.  Technically, the heels were only four inchers, but when you added a four inch sole to both heel and toe you can get some serious height.
 
    
 
   And serious wobble.  I’ve practiced enough with them not to look ridiculous, but still, it pays to have a hand out to catch yourself on these platform fuck me shoes.  You know what I’m talking about, right?  Strippers wear them all the time while dancing.  They LOOK awesome, but let me tell you, each step is a disaster waiting to happen.  But thankfully I didn’t fall.  
 
    
 
   I looked around for Kari’s car, but her BMW convertible was not to be seen.  She had told me to go in and not to wait, which I felt was incredibly cruel.  I took a deep breath.  Dressed in just a man’s semi-buttoned dress shirt, panties, and high heel stripper shoes, I carefully moved across the parking lot and went into the restaurant.
 
    
 
   Cool air surrounded me immediately and the change in temperature was a welcome relief, until I noticed that my nipples had suddenly stiffened and were now making two incredibly sharp points at the front of the shirt.  Thank God I hadn’t been directed to wear nipple clamps too!  That thought went through my mind and I felt the sudden clenching of my pussy.  Damn! I forgot! I was supposed to turn everything on when I went inside!  Before going through the inner doors, I moved to the side, pulled up the shirt slightly, and stuck my fingers into the front of my panties.  A quick flick of the switch on the butterfly almost sent me into paroxysms of ecstasy.  I didn’t set it to low. I set the butterfly stimulator to high, just as ordered.  I bit my lip as the shaking against my most tender, most sensitive sexual trigger sent ripples of bliss upward through me.  
 
    
 
   I grabbed the vibroballs remote and managed to slide the rheostat to maximum too, just as ordered.  My entire pussy was now enduring the sexual equivalent of an earthquake rated at approximately 9.6 on the Richter scale.  On the NHPS scale, with 10 being “Oh God! I’m Cumming!” and 1 being “if you touch me with that you better make sure I’m tied down first” I was already at 8.5 and quickly climbing.  I struggled to take a deep breath and with my hips already doing this weird churning swing, I opened the inner doors and shocked the hell out of the greeter.
 
    
 
   She was younger than me and looked at me in absolute surprise. It would have been comical if it hadn’t been for the fact that I was quickly closing in on the Big O and I really didn’t want to be gushing through my first orgasm standing there in the entry way of the classiest and most expensive restaurant I’ve ever eaten at.  I took another step, stumbling slightly as my pussy went through another series of convulsions and my clit tried to hijack my brain for some serious “let’s get it on” communion.  I bit my lip as I walked up to the little desk the greeter girl was sitting at and then said softly, “Kari’s table please.”
 
    
 
   Kari is my best friend.  She has been since we were in elementary school together.  When I was fifteen she became more than a friend.  She became my lover and mistress.  My sophomore, junior, and senior years of high school were a blur of sexual escapades and exploration that I should probably write down some day.  From my first experience walking the halls of the school, stuffed with golf balls, to being offered as a prize to Kari’s boyfriend, both of them fucking me and ending up in a ménage a trios that would have made an incredible porn flick, to being turned upside down at the park, sans panties, with a melting ice cream cone stuck into my pussy.  Kari was, and still is, inventive.
 
    
 
   We stayed together through our freshman and sophomore years of college, but after two years we both discovered that our relationship wasn’t working out.  Both of us, despite being professed bi-sexuals, discovered we both really really liked boys.  Of course there were other issues. Kari is a hyper-neat freak. I’m not a slob, not really, but if the fucking dishwasher is RUNNING, I’ll put a dirty dish in the sink and come back and put it in the dishwasher later.  Living with Kari, you do that, and I swear to God you will be strapped down to the punishment chair with a twelve inch dildo shoved up inside you while she belts your ass and breasts.  And the whipping only stops when you cum.  
 
    
 
   We both agreed to end our living arrangement and while I found a room mate who had absolutely no sexual interests what-so-ever and happened to be devoutly religious (and disapproving of my sexual activities,) Kari found her first boy toy within a week.  While my roommate Jamie and I had our differences (and some AWESOME arguments), Kari’s first boy toy lasted two months.  A month later, her second toy began living with her.  A whole procession of sex slaves were enthralled to her during her junior and senior years. 
 
    
 
   Her current boy toy Robert has been with her for almost two years now, which makes him the longest lasting slave she’s ever “owned”.  He is a dedicated masochist, totally subservient, but incredibly sweet too.  He works from home, which is actually her apartment, and does stock trading.  Almost every time I’ve met Robert we’ve treated each other as something special.  We both love Kari.  I hate it when she makes me watch him suffer.
 
    
 
   While I am no longer “collared” by Kari, we still have a physical relationship.  I’d tell you all about it, but if you really want to know, you can read about it in some of my other tales.  Trust me, they’re worth it.  
 
    
 
   Today, Kari is an upscale interior designer and makes so much money that she can afford the tab for the restaurant I was currently in.  She’s an incredible friend too.  For example, I am somehow an employee of her interior design business (which I think I’ve actually helped out at two or three times!) and I get free health insurance. I haven’t figured that one out, yet I’m really grateful for it.  Farm girls really don’t have great benefit packages, though admittedly, mine has some unusual perks.
 
    
 
   The point is, using Kari’s name anywhere, is usually a ticket to something rather grand.  I had been directed, specifically, to ask for Kari’s table.  The poor greeter’s eyes widened and she struggled to put my attire and lewdly thrusting hips aside before she nodded and said “right this way please.”  Kari’s name is magic in some places.  
 
    
 
   I followed the girl who was wearing more clothes on her bottom half than I had on my entire body as we threaded our way through the restaurant.  Almost instantly I was the center of attention and the noise level of the place actually dropped as conversations were stilled.  The dining room was half empty, which also meant it was half full and the full half were all, and I mean ALL, staring at me.  
 
    
 
   The place was wood paneled with brass fittings and soft low illumination.  The walls were booths, while the center of the floor had a number of small white cloth covered tables.  The greeter girl led me through the maze to a single table, smack dab in the middle of the restaurant.  There were public sidewalks with more privacy.  A soft hum began again and I was positive the topic of conversation had changed at every single table.  I flushed scarlet from the head all the way down and a quick glance past my now tingling, desperate, and about to orgasm pubis, confirmed it.  Even my toes were red.  
 
    
 
   “Uhh… can I p-p-please have a booth?” I begged the greeter girl quietly through clenched teeth.  I could FEEL the eyes boring into me, especially my back.  She gave me a quizzical look and then bent down to the table.  A card, folded in half, lay on the table. It had been facing away from me but she held it up.  It read “Reserved. Kari’s Table.”  Ah… of course it did.
 
    
 
   “This is the table reserved for Kari, miss,” the greeter girl said, still trying to ignore my attire and behavior.  “She called earlier and said that you shouldn’t wait and to order right away.”
 
    
 
   I heard her, but by this time, I realized two things.  One, I had been set up, as usual when dealing with Kari.  Second, I had to sit down immediately or I was going to do a standing rendition of the scene from “When Harry Met Sally” except without the faking part, and if I was going to be able to keep it quiet and toned down, I needed to be seated.  I yanked a chair outward and fell into it with a quick “thank you” directed at the greeter girl.  She said something about the waiter, but I was already in the beginning throes of cumming and heard something along the lines of “your waiter siin fnnmasdma sdfmm mmmmmmm”  
 
    
 
   I pressed my thighs together as the spasms shook me to the core.  My eyes closed and my fingers clenched tightly into fists as I locked my jaw and tried very very hard not to gasp, cry out, scream, moan, or even hiss.  I trembled, my hips shifting, my bottom jerking around in the wooden seat.  I’m absolutely positive that I looked like I was passing a kidney stone.
 
    
 
   Or having a super powerful clitoral orgasm right there in the middle of the semi-crowded restaurant.
 
    
 
   My chest was heaving when it was over and I opened my eyes to find a rather astonished waiter standing in front of me.  He was blond, about twenty two or twenty three, and very handsome.
 
    
 
   “Um… I’m Gavin. Can I get you something to drink?” he asked, clearly enraptured by what he had just witnessed.  A menu now sat on the table. I glanced around.  Wow… look at all the people staring!  I glanced back at my waiter, Gavin and nodded.  “A Celtic Creamsicle please.”
 
    
 
   He gave me a confused look and I took a deep breath.  The buzzing hadn’t stopped and already I was feeling the rebuilding sensation between my legs.  It made it tough to concentrate.
 
    
 
   “Uh… vanilla ice cream, butter schnapps, Irish cream, and caramel,” I told him.  I don’t drink much and usually on assignments I didn’t drink at all.  But there wasn’t enough alcohol in a Celtic Creamsicle to do me any harm and I needed the sugar.  Ok… the alcohol would be good too.
 
    
 
   “Right away, miss,” he replied.  I watched him back away, not wanting to tear his eyes off me.
 
    
 
   When I was left alone I took another deep breath.  My fingers trembled and I put them in my lap.  I found the bottom button of the shirt, at least the bottom button that was still buttoned.  Quickly I slipped the little plastic disc from the hole and I felt the shirt part around my thighs.  That was the assignment; one orgasm, one button.  One hour or three more orgasms to go.
 
    
 
   I sat stiffly at the table trying to simultaneously ignore the various looks and glances from my fellow diners as well as the steadily building sexual earthquake slipping around inside and against my sex.  I picked up the menu, trying to distract myself.  It didn’t help, but I at least made a selection, deciding on the grilled chicken salad.  
 
    
 
   Gavin returned three or four minutes later with my Celtic Creamsicle, my favorite alcoholic beverage (don’t give me more than one of these by the way!) and a glass of water.  Then he whipped out his pad and took my order.  
 
    
 
   When Gavin disappeared into the kitchen, I sat and thought about my predicament.  Here I was, in an upscale, high class, socially elite restaurant, wearing less than I do when I go to bed.  I had been seated in the middle (THE FUCKING MIDDLE !) of the place, where I could be on display, rather than tucked into a back corner.  My pussy was stuffed with vibroballs, rolling and rattling along at maximum power, sending ripples of sexual bliss through my body.  This was enhanced of course by the powerful vibrations of the Butterfly stimulator, which was directly pressed to my clit.  My now half-buttoned shirt barely kept my breasts concealed, much less contained and the high heels only added additional incentive for every man and woman there to keep their eyes on me, rather than their dining partners or food.
 
    
 
   I came again while waiting for my food.
 
    
 
   I didn’t do such a good job keeping quiet the second time and while I admit it wasn’t a full blown screaming orgasm, I let out some serious moans and groans along with a high pitched whine as I struggled to contain my involuntary enthusiasm.  There were also plenty of visual clues for my fellow diners. I fell forward, fingers clutching the edge of the table.  My eyes were closed and I shook like a tree in a strong gale.  My hips jerked wildly, clearly exposed to the sides thanks to the seating arrangement.  My knees opened, concealed under the table. One high heel encased foot shot out, leg outstretched as the orgasm ripped through me.
 
    
 
   When I was done, I noticed the sound level had once again dropped.  Um… yeah.  I took another deep breath, trying to adjust to the new levels of sensitivity between my legs.  YOU try vibrating yourself into multiple orgasms on one single, high nerve density spot!  Most women couldn’t handle the Butterfly staying on like that.  It begins to hurt a bit.  But I’m not like most women.  I’m a NHPS, a nympho humiliation pain slut, and that little bit of hurt… well that was like the icing on a cake.  
 
    
 
   Of course with orgasm two I had a tough choice to make.  Do I release the button above my belly, or the one just below my breasts?  I thought about this for a moment, and then realized that I wasn’t leaving there with my shirt buttoned anyway.  So I undid the button at my belly.  At least my breasts weren’t on display yet.  Of course the shirt fell away a bit and now my panties, not to mention the black straps of the butterfly clitoral stimulator, were clearly in view from the sides.  A few of the diners were dutifully checking out my underwear arrangement.  Probably trying to figure out what the black straps were for too.
 
    
 
   “My my… don’t you look delectable,” a familiar voice purred in my ear.  I looked up to see Kari standing there in stunning red, tall and blond, her chiseled beauty a marked contrast to my “girl next door” cuteness.  I’m freckled.  Kari’s skin is one unblemished white surface.  I wear little makeup and it looks contrived.  Kari wears little make up and she looks natural.  I am short and awkward.  Kari is tall and graceful.  I was wearing practically nothing.  Kari was in a designer business suit that cost more than every article of clothing I owned put together.
 
    
 
   She sat down across from me as I struggled to keep my composure.
 
    
 
   “You set me up!” I whispered, my anger giving me an edge at dealing with the renewed sense of orgasmic urgency coming from between my legs.  Kari gave me a mischievous grin.
 
    
 
   “You asked me to help you with this assignment, did you not?  Then stop complaining about how I’ve gone about it.  Had you performed this little stunt at McDonalds or even Hungry’s you would have been asked to leave before your first orgasm.”  Kari’s eyes were a bit cold, but then she smiled.  “Besides, this was an opportunity for us to have lunch together, right?”
 
    
 
   I sat back in my chair and folded my arms over my barely covered breasts.  “You didn’t have to put me right in the middle of the damn dining room.”
 
    
 
   Kari leaned forward.  “And do you think your Master Barrett, much less your adoring fans would have been pleased if you had been stuck in some quiet corner, much less a private room?  You are a nympho HUMILIATION pain slut, Breanne,” Kari replied, emphasis on “humiliation.”
 
    
 
   I let that pass. She was right.  Besides, Gavin came out at that moment.
 
    
 
   “Hello, Kari,” he said with great deference.  It took me a moment to realize that it wasn’t just because Kari was an important customer.  I know the look and feel.  At one point, obviously a few years before, Gavin had been one of Kari’s boy toys!  I gave him another hard look and wondered how long he had lasted.
 
    
 
   “Your usual, Kari?” he asked deferentially.  She shook her head, reaching out to squeeze his arm.  Then she leaned down and picked up her purse, putting it on the table.
 
    
 
   “Not today, Gavin.  I’d like a Long Island Ice Tea today, and bring me the grilled chicken salad as well,” she said as she fished something silver out of her four hundred dollar designer handbag.  She handed it to Gavin, but I didn’t get a good look at it.  “Please put this in the freezer.  It’s dessert for Breanne, here.”
 
    
 
   He nodded obediently, taking the item. “Yes Kari.”  
 
    
 
   Kari smiled.  “There’s a good boy.  Go along now.”
 
    
 
   Sometimes I hate her.  Sometimes I envy her.  I always love her.
 
    
 
   How the hell did she know I ordered the grilled chicken salad? It hadn’t even come out yet!
 
    
 
   I took a sip of my caramel and liquor milk shake and finally relaxed a bit.  I was with Kari.  All was right in the world. Kind of.
 
    
 
   “Now, while you’re still able to talk, let’s discuss what this little venture is going to cost you.” 
 
    
 
   I winced.  Every time I asked Kari to help with an assignment, there was a cost.  Oh… not in money.  In coin far more tangible, far more personal, and so far, if experience was a decent indicator of future debts to be paid, far more sexual.  If you don’t believe me, go to Volume #3 and read up about Kari’s Super Bowl Party. Trust me.  Kari is expensive.
 
    
 
   “I’m having another party, this time for Independence Day, and I would like you to assist at that party.”
 
    
 
   The butterfly suddenly seemed to be just a tad bit more intense and I felt my loins tighten around the vibroballs inside me.  
 
    
 
   “Will I be fucked?” I asked rather matter-of-factly.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled.  “Absolutely.  Frequently even.”
 
    
 
   “Will I be tied up?”  
 
    
 
   “Very much so,” she replied.
 
    
 
   “Whipped?” I asked, pressing my hands down on the table, trying to resist the sudden surge of pressure building over my clitoris.
 
    
 
   Kari leaned forward, eyes flashing in delight.  “As much as possible, and in tender spots.”
 
    
 
   The tsunami inside me built and I could feel the rise.  “Clamped?” I asked in a whisper.
 
    
 
   “Tightly, at multiple points,” Kari assured me.
 
    
 
   “Waxed?” my voice was now high pitched.  Kari looked thoughtful for a moment.
 
    
 
   “Maybe, but it’s more likely I’ll just tie sparklers to your nipples and watch you squirm.”
 
    
 
   The vision of me bound tightly, spread eagled, upright, and with lit sparklers pressed to my breasts was too much for my body to handle at the same time I was being sexually stimulated.  This time I let loose, letting out a loud cry of ecstasy as the orgasm exploded through me, destroying every shred of decency and humility I had left.  I was a wreckage in the chair, the wooden seat and my panties soaked with my juices.  Kari wasn’t embarrassed in the least, accepting my humiliating orgasm and the attention it drew as not just her due, but as envy of her power.  I would give money to have the sort of self-confidence and supreme hubris that Kari has.
 
    
 
   Of course, on the flip side, people who don’t rub her right call her “bitch”. Either you love Kari or you hate her.
 
    
 
   I started the downward spiral as my brain slowly began exerting control over my muscles again.  Unfortunately I was also experiencing one of the worst types of paradoxes for nympho humiliation pain sluts.  That paradox involved my clit, which was well past the point of over-stimulation and well into the realm of “oh God, please STOP!”  The stop part comes from the fact that at that point, a vibrator pressed to your clit hurts.  Now it doesn’t hurt like a broken arm, or a splinter.  It hurts in a very specific way.  It’s tough to describe… sorta like your nerves being on fire.  If you’ve never felt your nerves over stimulated try it sometime and see how you like it.  But the paradox part comes if you ALSO happen to be a pain slut, and pain, especially in sexual places (like your clit) makes you want to cum.  The pain serves as a shield to help you get through the constant sexual excitement, but conversely it also adds fuel to the fire, making that sexual excitement stronger, eventually allowing it to overwhelm the pain shield in the first place.  
 
    
 
   So there I was, my body in this hyper state of awareness, wanting to cum, loving and hating the hurt of the stimulation, knowing that another orgasm was going to come whether I wanted it or not.  I lifted my hands toward the third button.
 
    
 
   “No.  Not that one.  The top one,” Kari interrupted.  She hadn’t said a word during my entire vocal performance, watching and waiting as the orgasm triggered all of my body’s natural responses.  Even as my hips twitched and jerked in response to the pain/stimulation at my clit, Kari was directing me.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and moved my fingers a bit higher.  Carefully I undid the button at my breasts, taking care not to open the shirt any more than absolutely necessary.  Now I was pretty much naked from the toes on up, except of course for the pink panties and butterfly stimulator positioned over my clit.  The men’s shirt I was wearing was now held closed by a single button, approximately mid-way down my body.  A simple brush of the hand would expose perfectly both of my breasts.
 
    
 
   Gavin appeared at that moment with our meals and did his absolute best not to make it TOO obvious that he was looking down my shirt.  To be honest, I didn’t mind all that much.  I’ve been seen and fucked by enough of Kari’s boyfriends over the years that one more didn’t bother me.  I remember the first BOY I had sex with.  His name was Jason and he worked with Kari at the fast food place that was her first job.  They dated once together and then Jason was introduced to the joy that is dating a dominatrix and her submissive.  I was a gift, a living sex toy, and I remember Jason fucking me while Kari straddled my face and the two of them kissed.  Then we did the Chinese Fire Drill and it was Kari getting drilled while Jason pinched and twisted my nipples, following Kari’s orders.
 
    
 
   Despite the fact that my stomach was finally getting a word in edgewise in the chorus of nether region song, I was still finding it hard to sit still.  Have you ever heard the term “ants in your pants?”  Well I’m pretty sure had I been wearing any pants, everyone would have been thinking it.  As it was, my ass was wiggling around on the chair seat in a rather vain and involuntary mixed goal of both stopping the pain in my clit and making me cum again.  It was a combination of reflex withdrawal and urgent thrusting.  Worse, my pussy was doing something similar, tightening and relaxing in a strange unconscious pulsing that only seemed to make the vibroballs buzzing inside me larger and more intrusive.
 
    
 
   I tried to put that all aside but I know now that while my attire, slow exposure, and rather obvious orgasms, had been the reason for all the stares, my twitching ass and bouncing were now MUCH more entertaining as everyone in the restaurant knew I was having problems down below.  Even better was the fact that no one wanted it to stop.  I picked up my fork and began to eat the grilled chicken, mentally putting my situation, nudity, and the fact my loins had a mind of their own, aside.  
 
    
 
   Kari talked about inconsequentials, neither mentioning the July 4th Party again nor discussing the obviously increasing problems I was currently experiencing.  I let her talk.  Not because I had nothing to add, but because it was taking every ounce of my attention just to fucking eat and not put my hands down to my crotch.  Of course, even HAD I put my hands down there, I’m not sure what I would have done.  There were two options.  Do I press hard on the Butterfly Clit Stimulator and cum?  Or do I pull it off and end the pain?
 
    
 
   That’s the sort of question that’s tough to answer when you are slipping down the hill toward the Cliffs of Orgasm.  
 
    
 
   Kari finished first of course, and Gavin was there in seconds to take her plate.  As he picked it up, she looked at him and smiled.  “Gavin, if you would be a dear, please bring that little item I gave you, the one I asked you to put in the freezer.”  She looked at me with a dark lustful gaze.  “I think Breanne might be ready for her dessert.”
 
    
 
   Gavin nodded.  “Certainly, Kari. I put it in the blast chiller in the kitchen so it would get colder quicker.”
 
    
 
   “Oh?  How thoughtful! Go get it dear.”
 
    
 
   I put another forkful of spinach and chicken in my mouth, trying hard not to think about dessert.  I somehow doubted it would be a bowl of ice cream.
 
    
 
   I continued to eat, which was hard enough without me wondering what torment was coming next.  Wasn’t it enough that I was only half dressed, barely covered, and vibrated to the point of going banana fucking nuts crazy?  Wasn’t it enough that I was literally on display, a sex pet of a powerful successful woman, a spectacle of sexual control, a toy?  I could HEAR the comments about me!  Vulgar, disgusting, slut, whore, lewd, were only some of the words I heard, and if it hadn’t been for the looks, the hungry, desperately jealous looks, I would have ran from the restaurant if I could have gotten away with it.  Or if I had been pretty sure I wouldn’t trip on the stupid high heels.
 
    
 
   I pushed my plate away. I wasn’t going to be able to eat any more.  Not like this.  I put my fork down and then Gavin put a small whiskey glass down in front of me.  It wasn’t filled with fluid.  It was the metal object Kari had given him earlier when she first ordered.  But now, up close, I recognized it.  My heart gave a sudden lurch and the sexual urgency between my legs ramped up.  This wasn’t going to take long.  
 
    
 
   “Gavin?  Would you mind putting it on Breanne?  Her hands aren’t exactly steady right now,” Kari pointed out.
 
    
 
   Gavin looked at me, and then at Kari.  He reached into the cup and picked up the chain, but then he dropped it with a hiss.  He picked up the cup even as he yanked a clean white towel out of his apron and dumped the contents of the glass into his protected hand.  
 
    
 
   “Sorry Kari. It’s very cold,” he apologized to my former mistress and lover.  Kari smiled.
 
    
 
   “Not at all.  Hold on just a moment, Gavin.”  She looked at me pointedly.  “Breanne, let’s make sure that Gavin can do this properly.”  She reached across the table and pushed my glass of ice water closer.  “Take that and make sure your nipples are nice and hard and wet, please.”
 
    
 
   I looked at her.  Seriously?  Hard and wet?  Trembling, I picked up the glass.  Condensation had built up on the outside of the cold glass and immediately pooled under my finger tips to slide dripping down to the table.  With my left hand, I pulled my shirt open, exposing my left breast to Kari, Gavin, and about half the restaurant.  The touch of the cold wet glass was almost unbearable but I did my best to soak my nipple.  It went immediately hard of course, a cold wet bump that seemed to stick out half an inch.  I moved my hands to the other side, exposing my right breasts and repeated the process.  So now TRULY exposed, with both breasts completely visible, nipples hard and wet, stuffed and tortured with vibrators, wearing nothing but a mostly open men’s shirt, pink panties, and stripper shoes, I turned my face to Gavin who had maneuvered the clover clamps and chain around in his towel.  He bent toward me, pinching the clamps open, his fingers protected from the intense cold of the bare metal.  I took a deep breath and held it, already clenching my teeth, preparing myself.  The metal came closer, then closer and I closed my eyes…
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
    
 
   I love Christmas, don’t you?  It’s my favorite time of the year!  There are lights and presents and music and just a general feeling of awesomeness, right?  Every year my Mom gets out a bunch of DVD’s and video cassette tapes and we have this movie marathon.  We get to watch White Christmas and Holiday Inn.  There’s It’s A Wonderful Life with Jimmy Stewart.  And then of course there is that often watched tale that I felt taught me some of life’s lessons, or should I say mistakes, so that I wouldn’t have to make them myself.
 
                 
 
   You know the story.  There is this silly blond kid with glasses who wants a BB gun for Christmas.  “You’ll shoot your eye out kid!” was what he is told, and sure enough, he managed to do something stupid.  But that isn’t the lesson I was talking about.  My dad taught me guns and I’ve NEVER shot my eye out or anything like that.  Of course, the first gun my dad taught me to use was a Ruger 10/22 and I still have it.  No… the lesson I’m referring to, that came from “The Christmas Story,” involved cold, a frozen piece of metal, and a rather wet body part.  In the story, the dumb kid was dared to stick his tongue to a frozen sign post.  Yeah.  Dumb, right?  My dad told me to “learn from the mistakes of others since you’ll never live long enough to make them all yourself.”  Good advice.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure what hurt worse at that moment, the tight pinch or the searing cold.  Okay, never mind. I do know. It was the fucking cold.  It went through me like a spike, piercing both nipples like hot wires and then driving all the way through my body and out my back.  Every internal organ either shuddered or tightened.  My heart skipped a beat or three.  Even as I let out a muted squeal that was the equivalent of “holy shit, oh my fucking god!” I clapped my hands to my breasts in agony.  This was not smart.  Clover clamps are rather large and all this did was sear MORE of my areola not to mention the palms of both hands.  The cold was awful. It was worse than awful.  This wasn’t applying ice to my nipples.  This was like applying DRY ICE to my nipples.  The clamps literally FROZE the water that I had just applied to both nubs and I was pretty sure that a well placed flick of a finger would shatter the tips of my breasts.
 
    
 
   As my brain began computing all of this in the one or two seconds after the application of clamps, I realized something else that was almost lost in the sensation.  I was cumming.  Seriously cumming.  The moment the searing pain in my nipples exploded through me it had started the chain reaction.  My pussy was grinding and clenching, my hips were thrusting rapidly forward, virtual fucking, and my ass was tight and hard.  My legs had spread wide apart even as I tilted backward in my chair.  Unwilling to touch the clamps, I cupped both breasts as I threw my head back and practically went into orgasmic convulsion right at the table.  Now my clamped breasts were pretty much visible to everyone except the poor schmucks directly behind me. 
 
    
 
   A minute later I was still cumming.  I think.  I wasn’t exactly timing myself.  Maybe it was half a minute.  All I know was that it didn’t stop.  Yes, most girls are multi-orgasmic, and this was one of those times where I hit the peak, slid down a few feet, and then went right back up.  I think I did this four or five times.  I lost control of my jaw at some point and let loose several wild cries that would have shamed Sally on her date with Harry.  Gavin took a step backward, a little disconcerted at being right next to the center of attention while Kari watched, her long fingered hands tucked under her chin.
 
    
 
   When I finally started to come down from my climax, all that registered was the pain.  Now, yes I’m a pain slut, but I’m not a pure one I guess. I NEED the sexual component to withstand it.  Otherwise I’m a wimp.  And frankly, I was all sexed out.  Technically speaking of course.  My fingers moved down to my clit, digging into my panties, and I turned off the butterfly for the first time in over an hour.  Having that off was enough, barely, for me to open my eyes and look over at Kari.
 
    
 
   “Feel good?” she asked.
 
    
 
   No I did not fucking feel good!  My tits were still burning with cold!  My pussy was still contracting around the damn vibroballs!  I was still on display as a living sex toy!  I’d complain about my nipples crushed by the clamps, but to be honest they were so cold I couldn’t really feel it.
 
    
 
   “Yes, Kari.  Thank you for helping me cum,” I said softly, but with a bit of tremble in my voice.
 
    
 
   “Don’t forget to unbutton your shirt, dear one.”
 
    
 
   I nodded, fingers fumbling for the last white button.  It popped open and the shirt fell away, leaving my entire front exposed.
 
    
 
   Kari turned to Gavin.  “Gavin, would you please take Breanne into the private room and fuck her brains out.  Except I don’t want you to cum inside her, or even in a condom.  I want you to put all of your cum into her panties.  And when you bring her back to me, those panties need to be in her mouth.  Understood?”  Kari’s tone brook no argument. To be honest, I wasn’t in any condition to object either.  I was barely cognizant of what was going on frankly.
 
    
 
   Gavin stepped over to me and took my hand.  Thank God he didn’t grab the chain.  I stood, wobbling on my high heels, but he wrapped one arm around me and together we walked through the dining area toward a back room.  My eyes were glazed, but I could tell every eye was on me.  I didn’t care.  Not at that point.  The vibroballs were still buzzing and my nipples felt like pin cushions as they began to defrost.  The fact that my shirt was totally open down the front made little difference.
 
    
 
   The private back room was rather large, with separate tables.  However none of them had table covers, much less the usual flower arrangements or stuff on them.  I guess they didn’t set up the back room until they needed it.  Gavin helped me over to one corner where a row of chairs had been placed against the wall.  He sat me down, then gently reached to my breasts, and unclamped me.
 
    
 
   I hissed of course, but obviously the clamps had warmed up enough from contact with my body that Gavin could handle them.  I had red marks though over each nipple and down my breast, and even a few across my chest where the chain had touched me.  He put them aside as I cupped my breasts, trying to both warm them and massage them.  Talk about pins and needles!  While I did that, he began tugging my panties down.  I lifted my ass off the seat for a moment to give him access and then he set them aside.  They were literally saturated. I could tell.  I had four orgasms in them and they were soaked with enough juice to fill a glass.
 
    
 
   Next he took off the quiet butterfly.  I was glad to have it off frankly, even though it wasn’t purring any more.  Then he pulled me up to my feet, his fingers on my shoulders, and he pushed off my dad’s shirt.  It fell to the floor as I melted into his embrace.  He was warm and handsome and perfect and I kissed him and then his fingers were stroking me, cupping my bottom, coming up my spine, sending shivers of pleasure through me.  His hands found my breasts, squeezing them, but staying away from the nipples at first.  I could feel is need, his urgency and I slid down his body, unbuckling his pants.  His apron was in the way and he had to turn around so I could untie him.  Then he spun again and I quickly tore open his fly, unzipping and pulling and tugging and exposing until a thick full cock popped out and smacked me in the face.  
 
    
 
   I didn’t just give him a blowjob. I devoured him. I sucked, slurped, swallowed, licked, gummed, and even lightly bit his cock with an energy and hunger I rarely use on a guy.  He was one of Kari’s boy toys and even if he only lasted a week, I knew he would have been able to withstand what I was doing to him.  He was hard as a rock anyway and I had him moaning in under a minute.
 
    
 
   The remote to the vibroballs had fallen to the floor and while I was sucking, I traced the wires from my pussy back to the controller.  Moments later the rumble inside me stilled and I began tugging out the balls.   I knew that Gavin would want something more tangible, more soft and wet.  The two bullets tumbled to the floor and I groaned as they came out.  Then I pulled away from Gavin’s wet cock and turned around, going to all fours and wiggling my ass for him.  Gavin didn’t wait. He kicked off his pants and boxers, knelt down behind me, and rammed him self deep.
 
    
 
   I’m going to just say it.  There is no substitute for cock.  Not really.  Oh sure, there are TONS of toys that make a girl cum, and some that even stimulate in ways no cock can ever hope to.  But when it comes down to it, I love having cock inside me.  Real, blood pumping, rigid cock.  It felt incredible.  Sure, there was absolutely no way I was going to cum, at least not before Gavin, but it still felt wonderful being filled like that.  Better yet was the way I manipulated the fucking.  By doing it doggie style, I had managed to make sure that NOTHING touched my clit.  
 
    
 
   A moment later Gavin gasped and then yanked himself out of my pussy.  He grabbed my soaked panties from the chair near us and held it over the tip of his cock as white goo spurted into the pink cotton.  I let out a little whimper. That cock had felt so good!  Gavin set my panties aside and then took a deep breath.
 
    
 
   “That was incredible, Breanne” he whispered into my ear.  I nodded and straightened up, still on my knees.  
 
    
 
   “Thanks,” I replied.  “I wish your cock was still in me.”
 
    
 
   He laughed. “Me too.  You aren’t anything like Kari.”
 
    
 
   Now it was my turn to laugh. “How long did you last?”
 
    
 
   Gavin grimaced.  “Two weeks.  She’s just too…” he trailed off.
 
    
 
   “Intense?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He nodded.  “Did you know she has a cock vise?  She’d get me hard, then crush my cock for doing things like leaving plates on the counter.”
 
    
 
   I chuckled and stood up.  “You should have seen what she did to me for that! And I lived with her for two years in college.”
 
    
 
   He flinched. “Dear God!  Two YEARS?” 
 
    
 
   I laughed and found my shirt.  I pulled it over my shoulders and concealed my breasts, but made sure not to button it.  “Yeah, but it was fun.”  I turned around and grabbed the vibroballs, butterfly, and clamps.  “Do you think I could have a take home box for this stuff?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Gavin’s eyes widened and then he laughed, loudly.  “Sure!”  He moved over to a small closet and rummaged around for a moment, producing a Styrofoam container. I dumped my toys (and Kari’s clamps) into the container.  I turned and faced the door.  I wasn’t sure I was ready to walk out there, not like this. I was totally nude under the shirt, from head to toe, and with every button loose the shirt tails flared open.  This wasn’t cover, it was enhancement and I felt my stomach tighten in a knot.  They would be staring again, except this time it would be even worse.  My swollen red pussy would be completely on display.
 
    
 
   Gavin stepped up next to me, studying my face.  “Are you okay?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I licked my lips.  “Just a little terrified of stepping out there like this.” I motioned down at my naked self.
 
    
 
   “Maybe you should button up the shirt?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “Not allowed to.”
 
    
 
   Gavin looked thoughtful for a moment.  “You need something to distract you.”
 
    
 
   “What?” I said, just a little confused.
 
    
 
   “You need something to take your mind off the people, being exposed.”  He lifted his hand and took my take-home box away from me.  I let him, wondering what he was going to do.  Then he popped it open and pulled out the clover clamps.
 
    
 
   I held still as he gently, ever so gently, reapplied the still slightly chilly pinchers to my nipples.  They didn’t hurt so much as ache and I moaned as they tightened down on the tips of my breasts.  Then he pulled out the vibroballs.  He knelt between my legs and I helped by spreading my feet wide.  Slowly, gently, he worked them in. I moaned except for when he touched my clit by accident.  Then I hissed and flinched.  He took the remote and looked at it, and then I felt the vibroballs hum to life, but on the lowest setting available.  He looked around for a moment, trying to figure out what to do with remote, but then he HUNG IT ON THE NIPPLE CLAMP CHAIN.  I cupped my breasts again and groaned.
 
    
 
   When he pulled the butterfly out of the container, I stopped him.  “No.  Not that one. I can’t.  It will hurt too much.”
 
    
 
   Gavin nodded, dropped it back in to the container and closed the lid.  He handed me my take home box and looked at me.
 
    
 
   “Feeling distracted now?”  
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Very.”  The quick fuck I had gotten had turned my libido back to simmer and the low setting of the vibroballs was like a slowly heated pot of water.
 
    
 
   He laughed.  “Oh! I almost forgot!”  He turned and hurried back over to the line of chairs against the far wall.  We both had forgotten, but he remembered.  He scooped up my panties, holding them between forefinger and thumb.  Would you believe they actually dripped on the carpet?
 
    
 
   “Sorry about this,” he said, apologizing.  I swallowed, took a deep breath, and opened my mouth.
 
    
 
   Cum and salt and musk and this tanginess assaulted my taste buds and I almost gagged.  Gavin snagged the remote to the vibroballs, which was still hanging down at my belly, the wire looped over the chain between my breasts before running down to my pussy.  He spun the dial, bringing me up to medium. I felt a pull, a tug, which first translated into my nipples, and then into my sex.  I stumbled forward as he drew on the wire and I was led, clamped, stuffed, buzzed, and grossly gagged, back into the dining room.
 
    
 
   The silence that fell was amazing.  They all stared at me.  Kari gave me and Gavin a look of surprise, but it quickly changed to one of amusement and pleasure.  She stood up, dropping a hundred dollar bill onto the table.  I have the feeling that was just Gavin’s tip.  We approached, me a sex object and nothing more, Gavin, her former boy toy, her current minion, her trusted assistant.  Kari bent and kissed him on the cheek.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Gavin.  I appreciate it.  I’m sure Breanne did too.”
 
    
 
   He nodded and handed her the remote. She thumbed it up to maximum power and my hips began rocking.  I moaned loudly, but the panties kept me quiet enough.  
 
    
 
   Wow.  It just occurred to me that the preceding sentence was really weird.  Could you imagine taking that out of context?  “I moaned loudly, but the panties kept me quiet enough.”
 
    
 
   Try explaining THAT to people!
 
    
 
   “Tell everyone goodbye, Breanne” Kari directed me.  Eyes wide, I turned, summoning the courage to finally look them all back.  Every face was directed at me… some with disdain, most with lust and want.  
 
    
 
   I said it, “goodbye everyone,” but it came out so muffled and so garbled that it was meaningless mutter. I could have said, “come and get it! Free pussy to fuck and abuse!” and no one would have understood it either.  Then Kari tugged on the remote wire and I followed her out, obedient and docile.  The hot Texas sun actually felt good on me as we went outside. I didn’t realize how cold I had been.  I turned my face up and felt the sunshine, the warm air… it was wonderful.  
 
    
 
   Kari led me to her car, opening up the door and helping me in.  “We’re going to go back to my place for a few hours.”  I looked at her, unable to voice my concerns.  What about my truck?
 
    
 
   Kari grinned.  “Then you, me, and Robert will come back here for dinner.”
 
    
 
   My heart thumped painfully and a zillion thoughts rushed through my head.  Kari walked around to the other side of the car and got in.  She turned and looked at me with a mischievous smile.
 
    
 
   “You can be dessert again.  I’ll even let you button up your shirt.  At least until you orgasm.  This time though, you’ll start off wearing the clamps, as well as the vibroballs and butterfly.  Hmmm… maybe we’ll stuff your ass too,” she mused.
 
    
 
   My response was lost in the salty musty tang of my panties, soaked with the cum of two people.  I knew I wouldn’t be wearing them again today.  As for dinner?  Well… let’s just say that lunch was just an appetizer….
 
    
 
   But dinner is another story, for another time.  Bon Appétit!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Another Scavenger Hunt
 
    
 
   06/15/11
 
    
 
   Saturday morning started normally.  Well... now that I think about it, maybe I should amend that statement.  Saturday morning started normally for me.  Basically it involved getting up, stripping out of my pajamas, laying out something to go take care of the critters in, and making sure I was nice and stuffed.  Stuffed meaning having a sex toy up inside me.  I had received the email the night before, so it wasn't like I was surprised or anything.  All I felt was a fluttering in my stomach, a sort of nervousness that comes when you KNOW you're going to be doing something that will embarrass you, humiliate you, and probably have you cumming as well.  Of course that was combined with the rolling sensation of the ben wa balls, two small golf ball sized spheres that were, at that moment, shifting and rolling around inside my pussy with every step.  I chucked on some clothes, went downstairs and out to the barn.  Then I did my chores.  Sure, the ben wa balls were tickling my insides, but that just kept me wet and ready. 

               Breakfast came and went and finally I was able to take my leave gracefully from the kitchen table.  Everything I needed was already packed up and in a bag.  Mostly it was clothes. I could hardly walk out past my parents in the "required" outfit.  But there were a few other tangibles included.  I managed to get out to my truck, still wet and a little bothered, and headed off starting my "scavenger hunt".

               The first stop was the side of the road however.  Since I was wearing shorts, a tee shirt, bra and panties (and of course the ben wa balls), I needed to dress more appropriately for what Master Brandon had assigned me.  So at the front of the truck I tugged off my shirt and bra, folded them neatly, and set them aside.  I COULD have put on the tee shirt I had brought, but that's not how stripping works.  You have to get completely undressed before you put anything else on.  That's the rule.  So with bared breasts I pushed down my shorts and panties and then began to slip into the new outfit.  

               The shirt was too tight, but I expected that.  It was too thin too, thanks to me having worn it frequently during my freshman and sophomore years of college.  It was a light pink, slowly fading to white, with the words "Porn Princess" emblazoned across the front. I'm not sure what that means.  Does it mean I STAR in porn?  Does it mean I spend a lot of time looking at Porn?  Does it mean I WRITE porn?  Hmmm... whatever.  The shirt squeezed my breasts together and frankly I looked like one of those rolled sausages.  Thank God I don't have love handles.  As it was, the low collar on the tee shirt revealed enough cleavage to keep the eyes locked in certain spots.  I tried not to take deep breaths. I didn't want the shirt splitting on me.

               The denim skirt was my shortest one, but still semi-respectable.  Sure, had I done jumping jacks I would have been in trouble.  Thank God jumping jacks weren't on the list of Things To Do!  So now dressed, properly in flip flops, skirt, tight embarrassing tee shirt, sans panties and stuffed with my ben wa balls, I got back in the truck and got out my list.

               First of all, I knew I was going to have to really think this one through.  Actually make a plan.  If I just went down the list I could end up having some issues.  The plan was simple.  Master Brandon had given me a list of “places” that I had to complete a sexual act in.  Simple masturbation to orgasm would net me a single point.  A blowjob would get me five, and actually fucking someone would get me ten.  Plus there was a bonus.  In each spot Master Brandon had specified a few special “persons.”  Were I to complete said sex act with the special person, I’d get an additional five point bonus.  The only problem was that a  few of Master Brandon’s Scavenger hunt "special person" suggestions were... well... kind of seriously inappropriate.  

               Seducing a preacher?  Or Worse? Did he want me to go to hell?

               Oh wait... maybe that might get me to heaven...

               Or maybe Meatloaf was right.  "Good girls go to heaven. Bad girls go anywhere."

               What?  Yes... I like some of Meatloaf's music.  Bite me.  

1. Public Park - Special Person: Jogger.

               Where was I? Oh yes... on the road deciding where to go first.  It was still early Saturday morning and while I had a few available options, I wanted things to be a little quieter.  Morning in Texas is about the only time you can really do anything outdoors unless you're a sadistic weirdo, and not in the good sexual way.  So I headed east and stopped off at one of my favorite parks.  The morning air was still very humid and getting unpleasant quickly, but within a minute I saw several joggers who would fit the bill.  Of course, I could have just found a nice park bench, lifted my skirt, and shoved in my Core Driller, but that would only have earned me one point and I had no idea what the "reward" would be for having a low number of points.  So I decided that if I was going to do this, I'd try to do it right.

               Before I got out of the truck, I pulled my ben wa balls out and dropped them in an empty cup I had brought along for just that purpose.  Soaked and horny, I left my perch and started walking down the concrete path, enjoying the serious eye fucks I was getting every time a jogger passed me.  I was looking for the right one, as well as an appropriate spot, and found both about a quarter mile down the trail.  It is right were the path curves from south to east and there is that branch, one of which leads to the forested area by the bayou and the bridge, while the other keeps on the north side of the Buffalo Bayou.  There's also a maze of bike trails back in there and as Mr. Right jogged by, I gave him my million watt” please come into the bushes and fuck my brains out” smile.

               He was five nine, really short dark hair, and about forty.  He also had a wedding ring.  Now, sometimes it's dangerous going after married guys, but frankly, for quick fucks, I think married guys are awesome.  They just want the fuck and not a date.  Of course occasionally you get one with morals, which granted is pretty rare, but happens.  In my case, I did well.  He slowed down as I smiled and when I said hello he actually stopped.  

               "Well hi yourself," he said easily to me.  I watched as his pecs rippled under his shirt. Yummy.  

               "Think you can do me a favor?" I asked politely, cocking one hip toward him, lifting one foot to toe point, and arching my back a little to emphasize my breasts.  Hey, there's an art form to seduction!  

               "Anything, sweetheart," he replied easily enough.  He had already caught his breath.  Damn. I wish I was in that good of shape!

               I cocked my head back toward the bushes.  "Take me back there and fuck my brains out."

               His eyes widened a bit and he looked over at the bushes, then me.  "Seriously?" he asked.

               I nodded.  "Seriously."  Then, because the nearest other jogger was WAY down the trail, I lifted my shirt and my breasts popped out.  His eyes REALLY widened and he got this silly grin on his face.  His hands came up and grabbed hold of both my breasts, giving the tips a judicious squeeze. I almost came right there.

               "Oh yeah, bring it sweetheart."

               I reached out and grabbed his hand as the jogger started getting much closer.  I pulled my breasts free of his grip and then practically dragged him off the trail into a little clearing that was relatively private.  Twenty feet away, the other jogger ran past without even glancing in our direction.  In seconds my breasts were once more under assault, fingers pinching the nipples and I moaned, eyes closed, my pussy pulsing in desperation.  

               "Like that, do you?" he asked.

               "Oh yes... harder... hurt me," I whispered.  He did.  He almost drove me to my knees he pinched my nipples so hard.  My hand had found his cock though.  His shorts were easy to slip off once I untied the drawstring and then my hand was stroking him. He was like granite... like steel, and then he bent down, replacing one set of fingers with his mouth as he suckled my nipple.  Then he dragged me down to the grass, pushed me onto my back, and discovered that I wasn't wearing panties under my skirt.

               I did manage to get a condom on him, but only barely, before he plunged into me with aggressiveness I really liked.  I wasn't just a girl... I was fuck meat.  It wasn't about my pleasure.  It was about his.  He took me fast and hard and used me, and when he was done, stood over me, stripped off the condom and tossed it aside, then wiped his sperm coated cock on my tits and face.  I sucked him clean, not because I wanted to, but because he didn't give me a choice.  His fingers were wrapped in my hair and he just shoved his semi-rigid cock into my mouth.

               When we were done he grinned, pulled his running shorts up, and then thanked me.  Then with a wave he left me rumpled and sitting on my ass in the grass, legs spread and still smeared with our combined juices. I was desperate to cum, but I slowly stood up, straightened my skirt, lowered my shirt to cover my breasts, and picked bits of grass out of my hair.  Then I headed back to my truck.  The hardest thing was putting the ben wa balls back in.  I sat in my truck, the air conditioner on full blast, struggling to get a grip and not just masturbate to orgasm right there.  Finally I got a hold of myself, and with one location and fifteen points ahead, I took off down the road to my next stop.


2. Fast Food Restaurant - Special Person: Manager 

               The next place I was pretty sure I wanted to tackle was either the fast food restaurant or the parking lot.  As it was, I kept an eye out for an appropriate spot to stop at.  The good news was that it was now late enough in the morning that the breakfast rush was somewhat over, especially on a Saturday.  I pulled into a restaurant on Westheimer, one that I've been in before (but not had sex in), because their lot was mostly empty.  Once again I removed the ben wa balls, which of course caused a resurgence of my earlier sexual difficulties.  Then I went inside and cased the joint.  There were two guests sitting in the dining area, munching on their late morning breakfast tacos or whatever, while two or three people worked behind the counter.  I was looking for the manager of course, and quickly found him by sight. He was the well dressed one in the back.  

               "Hello miss, can I help you?" asked the guy at the register.  I backed off, waving my hand in front of my chest, which momentarily blocked his view.  Trust me, he wasn't looking at my face.

               I pretended to look at the menu while I considered my options.  I could just buy a taco and Core Driller myself to orgasm in a booth.  But the problem with that is that if I choose masturbation as my "activity" for this location, I had to go all the way.  Full explosion.  Kinda messy with the Core Driller and frankly, a little loud.  It's not every girl that can take a 12 inch black rubber cock in the shape of a rocket ship and keep quiet while doing it.  I certainly can't.  

               I stepped back up to the counter.  "Can I please have a word with the manager?" I asked politely.

               The clerk raised an eyebrow, but nodded. "Jose?  Girl here wants to talk to you!"

               Jose the Manager came up to the counter, and clearly within ear shot of the clerk, (who was STILL staring at my breasts) asked me if I needed help.

               I nodded. "Can I speak with you privately please sir?" I begged.

               The clerk lifted the eyebrow again and Jose shrugged.  Then he came out from behind the counter as I moved toward a far wall, out of ear shot of the overly curious clerk.  

               "What can I do for you?" he asked, his Mexican accent sounding sweet and spicy all at the same time.  

               I lowered my lashes and once more positioned myself properly; hips askew, shoulder cocked, breasts pushed forward straining the material of my shirt, one foot arched and up on toe.  

               "Please, can you please take me into the back room and fuck me?" I asked through lowered lashes.  I didn't look him in the eyes.  I wanted demure, submissive, and fuckable to come across.

               "What?" he demanded, his eyes narrowing.

               "Please?" I begged again. "I just need your cock inside me."

               His face darkened and I moderated my request. "Or a blowjob? Please?  Can I at least suck your cock?" I begged.  I took a step closer.  He took my arm, but instead of leading me into the back, he propelled me toward the door. This was NOT going the way I expected.  I whined a bit and then I was rapidly pushed outside. 

               "Now stay out!" he said loudly.  But then he ducked his head.  "Meet me around back."  Then he gave me a soft but firm shove.

               Blinking, I walked around the outside of the building toward the back.  I had to detour around the fenced in dumpster, but finally I arrived at the back door.  I waited three or four minutes before finally it cracked open and Jose the Manager appeared.  His finger was on his lips, cautioning silence and then I was pulled into the cool interior.  I found myself in a tight hallway that led to the kitchen.  There was a small open door on the right, complete with window, and another door on my left.  Jose opened the door to my left and pushed me into a dark room.  He followed me inside and then snapped on a light when the door closed.  

               Of course, almost immediately after entering the room, I had pulled up my shirt, so when he flipped on the light a quick turn brought my bare breasts into view again.  He locked the door and then approached, hands forward to grope me, which I not only allowed, but encouraged.  His head came down and he found my nipples.  While he sucked on me, his fingers found my skirt waist band and pushed, sending my denim to the floor.  That's when things got more complicated.  I got turned around and bent over group of boxes, my ass up in the air.  Jose moved up behind me and started off by ramming his thumb into my pussy.  Then he moved a bit higher and managed to get that same wet digit into my ass.  This elicited quite a little coo out of me and I wiggled back.  A few moments later the thumb was pulled out and Jose managed to slip a decent amount of chorizo up there instead.

               Now when I say chorizo, I'm of course joking.  It was actually cock, and not Mexican sausage.  Well.. okay... it WAS Mexican sausage, but live Mexican sausage... oh ... shit.  Never mind. You get the idea, right?

               Now why on earth Jose decided to fuck me up the ass I'll never know, but since I was bent over the boxes and didn't really have a say in things anyway, I just let it be and took it up the ass like a good girl.    He pumped for three or four minutes and then squirted a decent amount of sour cream into my rear end.   My problem was that while he had a good time, I was still in terrible straits, desperate and needing a fuck like you wouldn't believe.  Instead I got ass reamed and then told to get dressed and get out.  It was rather brutal.  I stood there at the back door, my eyes hurting from the bright sunlight, trying to figure out what to do next.
 
   

3. Adult Video Store - Special Person: Clerk 

               To be honest, I just started driving. That in and of itself was tough enough. Sitting there with my skirt practically up around my waist, my pussy stuffed with the ben wa balls and my ass still aching from the butt fuck was almost more than I could handle. I started looking around, looking for something on my list.  I was hoping to see a drink truck delivery at a gas station, but in the end I passed one of those "Newsstands" that double for porn shops here in Houston.  Desperate and willing to fuck anything, I tugged the ben wa balls out, shuddered, dropped them in the cup, and then proceeded into the shop.

               What a weird place. I'd never been in there before and the main desk was in the center of the room and rather large.  Sure, there was the typical "fake" magazine section up front, but then you went through a little doorway and got to peruse the outer wall of porn magazines and DVDs.  Talk about crazy. Every moment you're being watched by the clerk too.  Their arcade was actually to the side, but I didn't want in there.  I walked up to the counter instead, looked at the young man working, who was rather cute, and put my arms on the counter top. Since the counter came to my chin, and that's while standing on tip toe, I still got to look up at the clerk.
               
               "Would you be interested in either a blowjob or fucking me silly?" I asked politely.  I was in a PORN shop.  No need to dance around the subject, right?

               He blinked.  "I'm gay."

               I'm absolutely sure my expression was one of profound dismay.  Gay?  Okay, I'm fine with that. I'm bi-sexual.  But there was no fucking way I was going to leave that shop without cumming.  I bit my lip and thought for a moment.

               "Anyone in the arcade?" I asked, glancing at the side door.

               He shook his head.

               "Well, fuck.  Do you mind if I masturbate then?" I asked.

               "Seriously? Here?"  

               I reached into my bag and yanked out my Core Driller.  "Absolutely.  I'd let you watch if you want, not that you'd be interested."  

               He shrugged. "Go right ahead."

               There was a rather uncomfortable wooden chair sat in one corner and I immediately went to it and sat down.  It didn't take much to lift my panties up and expose my clit.  A quick fishing trip in my bag produced the 12 inch Core Driller and then I immediately rammed it in.  It didn't take much to drive me over the edge and the only disappointment I had was that I didn't have an audience during the whole thing. A Gay Guy... that's just fucking stupid!  I quickly came, pulled out my Core Driller and stood up.  My skirt fell down, covering my assets and I took four steps.  That's when the clerk coughed and gave me a dirty look.

               "Excuse me, you've made a mess of the chair," he said pointedly.

               I glanced back at my seat.  Sure enough there was a rather conspicuous wet spot on the wood, a few inches in diameter and most definitely a real puddle.  I shrugged.  "Sorry."

               His face got a little dark.  "That's not very polite of you. I didn't even complain when you fucked yourself here.  The least you could do is clean it up."

               I sighed. "Got a paper towel?" I asked.

               He shook his head. "With your tongue."

               My eyes widened slightly.  "You're kidding." 

               That's when he pulled out the paddle. It was obviously a real BDSM paddle, the kind that costs thirty or forty bucks.  It was black leather complete with little silver studs along the sides.  I got a quirky and snotty look on my face. "For all you know, I may like that kind of thing," I replied.  

               He shrugged.  "If you do, it means you'll be on your knees licking that chair clean with your skirt around your waist."  He snapped the paddle against his palm.  

               Ah... decisions decisions, right?

               So I went back to the chair, knelt down and began licking up my cum.  My hands went down to my skirt and I slowly lifted it, pulling it up to my waist.  I had my eyes closed so when the paddle hit me, I wasn't really prepared and it stung, bad.  I hissed, almost cried, and kept licking.  Two strokes, then three, then four.  He didn't pause much between blows and I began licking faster.  Finally, when my ass was smarting and I was literally ten or twelve strokes in, I felt like I had sufficiently cleaned the chair. My mouth was FULL of the taste of sex, salty and musky and even tangy.  My ass hurt like the dickens.  I lifted my head and struggled upward to my feet as the clerk caught my ass one more time before the skirt covered it.

               "You're almost enough to make me straight" he said with a grin.

               I gave him a wry smile and opened my bag.  I dumped the Core Driller into it and pulled out one of my business cards.  "Let me know next time you and your boyfriend want a little female help for a trio."  Then I walked away.

               Damn my ass hurt!

4. Library - Special Person: Librarian


               I drove east on Westheimer, keeping my eyes open for the appropriate opportunity.  For almost the first time that morning the ben wa balls weren't a pressing issue for me.  My orgasm and the spanking had been sufficient to knock most of the sexual urgency out of my life for the moment.  Instead I concentrated on driving.  I passed a number of gas stations, but I was really hoping to find one with a drink delivery guy at it, so I kept going.  Of course I was heading toward the Galleria.  There were all sorts of "locations" down in that neck of the woods and I almost missed one of them as I was driving past. A quick U-turn got me back into the correct parking lot and I pulled in to the rather crisp and sharp looking beige strip mall.  My target was the comic book store and I went in with something akin to resignation.  This was not my ideal concept of a good location for a masturbation, blowjob, or fuck.

               And I was right.  The first problem?  Kids.  Several of them.  Second problem? Multiple clerks.  Third problem?  No bathroom.  Fourth problem?  No privacy for a masturbation attempt.  Not good.  The clerks gave me some pretty extreme looks, but they were older and I got the wrong sort of vibe.  It wasn't a "ooh, I'd like to do her" vibe.  It was a "what the fuck is she doing in here?  Nice looks, but will she buy anything?" sort of vibe.  So I put off the comic book store and got back in my truck.  Slipping the ben wa balls back in was a bit of a trial.  Evidently putting ben wa balls in and taking them out, is actually almost more trying and stimulating than walking around with them in.

               I only had to drive a short distance, but I pulled up into the half filled lot and once more tugged the ben wa balls out, dumping them in my plastic cup. The cabin reeked of pussy juice and even the air conditioner was having a hard time dealing with the scent.  I cracked a window and got out.  I smoothed my skirt down over my still stinging and overly warm ass and headed into cool air, the quiet stillness, and the sharp scent of paper and cardstock.  Welcome to the Library.

               Michael once told me that Houston's libraries sort of suck, because rather than going with several large libraries located in strategic spots around the city, they opted for small branch libraries scattered like leaves across the metropolitan area. I wouldn't know if one way or the other is better for finding the book you're looking for, but for me, having that small library was excellent.  The first thing I did was make a grand tour, checking out the new book section, fiction, mystery, and of course, the various librarians.  There was only one working that afternoon that was male and he was this thick necked white guy with long dark brown hair.  It wasn't exactly dirty, but it was... untidy.  He also wore a beard and mustache, trying to counterbalance the fact he couldn't have been more than twenty five or twenty six.  He was sitting alone at the information desk, which I thought was a boon.  I approached and gave him my million watt “please stick your bookmark inside my pages” smile.

               "Can I help you?" he asked politely, but with a bored tone.  Ooohhh, was his day about to improve or what?  I leaned over, making sure my breasts were like RIGHT THERE, and then quietly asked "I'm looking for a book on how to give good blow jobs."

               Geeze, you'd think I had asked for instructions on how to commit political assassinations!

               "Excuse me, miss.  I don't think we have any books like that here.  You'll need to look elsewhere," the librarian harshly told me, his dark eyes now openly staring at my breasts.  Of course they were only inches from his face so I guess it's sorta expected.

               I managed to look contrite and disappointed all at the same time and I gave him a little pout.  Then I changed the expression to cut.

               "Well, maybe if I practice, I'll get better at it?" I said in a sort of sign song taunt.  His eyes widened.  "Would you be willing to practice with me?" I asked.

               "What? ME? Why?" he demanded, looking around wildly.  I shrugged.  "Cause you happen to have a cock and I need to practice," I told him, but then I leaned forward even more and whispered.  "But if you would rather just fuck, I'm fine with that too!"

               It took him a while to think, but not that long.  After a moment he stood up, took a key from the desk and said in a slightly too loud voice, "let me get you set up in a study room."  

               I followed him and rather than being led to one of the glass windowed private study rooms, he led me to a solid door marked "A/V".  He opened it quickly and ushered me in and I found myself sandwiched between a variety of metal carts and television sets and stuff.  I turned back to the librarian and found him already unbuckling his pants.  Seconds later he whipped out his book mark and I sank to my knees, opened my mouth, and took a long hard pull.  I'm going to admit, I sorta played with myself while I sucked him off.  I know, I shouldn't have, but I did and I needed it too.  As it was he took a bit of time to make pop.  When he finally did cum the first squirt went into my mouth.  The second squirt was shot across my cheek with white spooge dripping down onto my shirt.  I did the best I could to swallow as much as I could, but I still ended up with a rather obvious cum spot on my shirt, just above my left breast.  

               He thanked me politely and mumbled the usual platitudes but I didn't care.  I gave him a chaste kiss and then headed out.  I had other places to go, other things to do, and more cock to fuck and suck.

5. Top Floor of A SkyScraper - Special Person: Woman in a Business suit. 


               I pulled into the Galleria and decided that despite the general purring of my pussy, the rumbling of my tummy was suddenly more important.  Since I knew it might be a little while, I left my ben wa balls in and walked from my truck to the food court.  That might have been a mistake, though others might see it as merely expected.  I mean seriously, I still am a nympho humiliation pain slut, right?  So while I ate I figured out where I needed to go from there and just went with the flow.  That flow meant Williams Tower and I headed over there after my chicken salad sandwich was safely inside me as surely as the ben wa balls.  

               Though in different spots I might add.  I’ve never stuck a chicken salad sandwich up my pussy.

               The sky bridge is pretty cool and connects Williams Tower to the Galleria.  I've been in the tower a few times before so I knew my way around.  The place was almost completely deserted, especially on a Saturday, so I was alone as I rode the elevator up half way, got out, and moved to the second set of elevators.

               Don't ask me. I have no idea why some of the elevators don't go all the way to the top.  Do I look like an architect to you?   I FUCK architects.  That's about as close to building design as I get.  

               I wish the sky observation floor was still open to the public, but it isn't. Fuck you terrorists. Instead I found myself wandering the top accessible floor.  It's another world up there and I looked seriously out of place.  Who wouldn't dressed in flip flops, a short skirt, and a skimpy top declaring the wearer to be a "Porn Princess!"  I had already gotten a lot of looks just from the fact that I wasn't wearing a bra.  And now, thanks to my walk around the mall sans panties (which is always a turn on for me) while stuffed with ben wa balls, I was more than ready to find some action.

               Unfortunately, I was required to find A WOMAN, in a BUSINESS SUIT.  Yeah.  Like that was likely.  Well, I started roaming and trying really hard not to attract any more attention than absolutely necessary.  Mostly I hung out at the restroom and elevators areas, figuring that it was a better ploy than knocking on random offices and seeing if any were occupied, and if they were, occupied by a female, and if occupied by a female, if they were dressed in a suit.  And if in a suite, would they be open to sexual relations.

               That's a lot of if's.

               Forty minutes later I was getting tired of standing around. I had already seen several quite serviceable guys who would gladly have followed me into hell itself in order to screw my brains out.  I was just about ready to make the decision and go with the very next guy who walked my way when SHE came.  

               It wasn't technically a business suit, but it was close.  The skirt was a little flashy to be part of a suit, but she was wearing a coat and she passed me on the way into the women's restroom.  Even better, she had given me a serious sort of look as we passed each other in the hall.  Now granted, it might have been because of what I was wearing, or the fact that I seemed a bit distracted (gosh... I wonder why?)  But regardless I followed her into the bathroom.  I washed my face and hands while she did her business and when she came out and we stared at the mirror together, I finally summoned the courage to still both the butterflies in my stomach and the ones in my pussy.  

               "Hi. I'm Breanne," I said with what I hoped was an inviting smile.  She looked at me. Her long brunette hair was pulled back and held in place with a few pins.  I stared in fascination with her throat.  It was white and perfect and rather beautiful. I wondered how beautiful the rest of her was.

               "Josephine," she said curtly, and went back to washing her hands.  I felt a little crushed.  Talk about a shut down.  I finished washing my hands and went to the paper towel dispenser.  I couldn't help looking at her bottom while I dried off.  You could see the little Y shape of her thong disappearing into the crack of her ass.  Oh my god... it was just incredible.  She caught me looking too.

               "Are you looking at my bottom?" she demanded, whirling, wet hands held up.  I pulled a paper towel out of the dispenser and handed it to her.  She muttered thank you and began drying off.

               "Well?"

               I nodded.  "Yes.  You've got a beautiful backside."

               Her eyebrow went up in a quirky but rather puzzled expression.  

               Hmmm... a little warmer.  So I went for broke.

               "I want to kiss your bottom. I want to make you cum. I want to make love to you."

               Her face went white, but her eyes traced my curves.  

               "You're a lesbian?" she asked, somewhat nervously.  

               I nodded yes. Why confuse her with a “bi-sexual” answer, right?  

               She licked her lips, obviously thinking about something, and then I was told to follow her.  I did of course and she led me around to one of the private offices.  It was a posh office, two rooms, and no... I'm not giving her name or her office number or anything.  Sorry.  But that's just not right.  Besides, she was obviously only interested in girls.  I sat down on the plus chair across from her desk.  Josephine remained standing and then did the strangest thing I ever thought I'd be on the receiving end of.  

               She did a strip tease.  
 
    
 
                  It was hard core too.  There was no music of course, but she was a natural, twisting her body this way and that and frankly she’d be top dollar at some of the more expensive clubs.  Her jacket came off and then she unbuttoned her shirt.  The bra underneath was this really expensive pink lace, but she had it off in seconds, exposing smallish but perky little breasts.  The skirt came off next and I discovered that she was wearing matching panties AND a GARTER BELT.  Wow… old school. I like it! 
 
    
 
                  Want to know how to tell a slut from a girl who just likes to dress up nice?  That’s really simple if she’s wearing a garter belt.  Are the panties on the inside, or the outside?  In Josephine’s case, she was able to peel those panties right off without a moment’s hesitation, leaving the garter belt in place and holding up her thigh high stockings.  And in that state she moved straight toward me, climbed up onto the arms rests of the chair, and began feeding me her breasts.  And that’s how you tell a slut from a good girl.
 
    
 
                  Would it surprise you to know that I have NEVER had a lap dance before?  Never. Not once.  Oh sure, I’ve DONE them, usually with all sorts of broken rules, since I understand that technically you’re not supposed to touch the girl giving you the dance, and that you’re generally not supposed to masturbate them, caress them, have oral sex, or regular sex either for that matter with them.   I have to admit, lap dances are kinda fun.  I think I’ll have to do more.  Of course I broke the rules too, because from my understanding the person GETTING the lap dance isn’t supposed to touch.  Fuck that. I sucked on Josephine’s fine nipples and even nipped them a bit, just to get her going, while my fingers stroked her back and bottom.  She wriggled on top of me like a professional and then slid her way down my body until she was on her knees in front of me.  Her hands came up to my breasts, gave them both a decent squeeze, and then pulled up my shirt.  I wasn’t wearing a bra of course, so it was immediate exposure and Josephine decided it was time to sample the goods.  Her mouth came up and began nibbling on me, sucking and biting lightly.  Her body squirmed in closer, pushing my knees apart.  I felt fingers slide down my hip and then across my thigh.  I gasped when she found my slit, but she pulled away from my breasts when she encountered the string to the ben wa balls.  She leaned backward and pushed my skirt upward as I lifted my thighs and spread my legs.  With both legs propped up on the arm rests now Josephine bent down, her nose and fingers exploring.  She tugged on the string, discovered the ben wa balls, and then slowly pulled them out.
 
    
 
                  With her teeth.
 
    
 
                  The moment my pussy was empty she dove right back in with her fingers, pushing two into me and literally finger fucking me.  This loud squelching noise filled the little office and I started quivering.  Remember, I had been WALKING around the top of the Williams Tower for like forty minutes or so. I was TERRIBLY bothered.  She worked me into a froth and in short order I was keening as the orgasm rocked through me.  
 
    
 
                  But Josephine wasn’t done.  Oh no.  The moment I came her mouth came down on my clit and began this intense tongue action that I can only describe as amazing. It was like she sucked and licked me at the same time.  While she was doing this one of the fingers that had been stuck up inside me moved down and the rather lubricated nail and finger began scratching and pushing against my anus.  It felt incredible and I didn’t even object when she pushed her finger in, up to the knuckle.  My eyes rolled into the back of my head and I had a second orgasm.   Things would have continued along that vein too if I hadn’t reached out and pulled Josephine away from between my legs.  We exchange a very wet full tongue kiss and I tasted myself on her mouth.  Then I brought my legs down and stood up, pulling her with me.  Then I pushed her down into the chair and lifted her legs up, one at a time.  Then it was my turn to do a little spelunking!  
 
    
 
                  Josephine wasn’t shaved like me, but she was very closely trimmed and I had no trouble getting in there and bringing her to a quivering orgasm. Her fingers were curled in my hair, holding me to her crotch as I licked and nipped her clit until she was letting out this high pitched wail.  Her whole body stiffened as she came and it was quite a strong orgasm.  Then she sort of melted into this relaxed, totally limp rag doll position and I went back to licking, except this time going from her clit all the way down to the bottom of her slit in long strokes of my tongue.  I tasted her explosion and was rewarded with a tangy flavor that seemed a little sharp, just like Josephine herself.  As I went back up to her clit, my fingers found her nipples and I began rolling them between thumb and forefinger, slowly increasing the pressure as I applied more darts of the tongue to her clit.  She responded rather well and was soon heading for another orgasm.  With my mouth still firmly pressed to her slit, I brought one hand down away from her breast and reached for my bag.  I found it and then with both hands managed to unzip it.  I did all this blind of course, since my face was still pressed tightly to Josephine’s skin, her thighs against both cheeks.  I found what I was looking for by touch alone and then, without even a hint of warning, I brought it up between my breasts, pulled my lips away from her pussy, and plunged the Core Driller into Josephine’s body.
 
    
 
                  She went rigid, gasping, her eyes quickly finding the black rubber rocket ship shaped intruder as I pushed the first six inches in easily.  After that it began to get a little tight.  She reached down to grab the dildo, I’m not sure whether to stop it or help it, but this was my show and I knocked her hand away.  I pulled it back out, not completely though, and then slipped it back in.  My left hand came up and pinched her clit, rolling it around and you should have seen her stiffen, her body tightening up, her hands balled into fists.  I managed to get almost three quarters of the dildo in her before she came.  It had taken repeated thrusts and I’m pretty sure that poor little Josephine had been contenting herself with just clitoral orgasms and some light masturbatory play.  She didn’t keen or wail when she came that second time, she SCREAMED.  Yeah.  A loud purely animal call of lust that I’m sure had the other offices on the top floor be occupied would have resulted in either a call to security or a polite knock to ask if they could come in and watch.  It wasn’t a cry of pain… oh no. It was a cry of absolute release.  Totally fucking awesome!  I kept pumping the Core Driller in and out as well as flicking her clit until she finally couldn’t take it any more, reaching down and grabbing my wrists.  Her chest was heaving and there were actual tears streaming from her eyes. 
 
    
 
                  I started to pull the Core Driller out but she gasped and strengthened her grip on my wrist.  
 
    
 
   
  
 

               “Oh God, no! Please leave it in!” she begged.  Uh… okay.  I slid it back in and added another inch of penetration.  She had only taken nine or so inches of it.  A series of spasms hit her and she shuddered again, still clearly under the sway of the adrenaline/endorphin mix her body had pumped into her brain at the height of my… um… direct stimulation.  To be honest, the sight of Josephine sitting there in the chair, thin legs up, still in garter belt and thigh high stockings, with a giant black dildo sticking out of this well trimmed pussy will be one of my favorite memories for years to come.  Seriously, I’ve NEVER seen a woman enjoy getting fucked that much before.  It was awesome.
 
    
 
                  I stood up and grabbed my ben wa balls which were on the carpeted floor and stuck them back into my pussy.  Josephine watched with interest.  As I straightened my skirt and pulled down my shirt, she reached between her legs and slowly pulled the Core Driller out until only an inch was still inside her.  Then, to my complete surprise, she pushed it back in again, groaning.  She repeated this and I moved back to my former position between her knees, taking it from her.  Slowly, I began pumping it in and out as she moaned, her thighs trembling.  The word “depraved” went through my mind.
 
    
 
                  “I’ve never felt anything like it,” Josephine whispered to me as I managed to get ten inches into her.  I drew the dildo out.
 
    
 
                  “What? You’ve never had a dildo inside you?”  She shook her.
 
    
 
                  “Never.  Just my fingers,” she answered. I blinked in surprise.
 
    
 
                  “What about a vibrator?” I asked.
 
    
 
                  She shook her head.  Now the word “deprived” went through my brain.  I drew the dildo almost all the way out and pushed it in again.  Josephine acted like a junkie getting a fix.  Wow.
 
    
 
                  I stayed like that, slow pumping the Core Driller into Josephine for another twenty minutes.  We managed to get all twelve inches into her as well as pick up the pace until she came a third time.  Of course that one wiped her out and she was nothing more than a feminine shaped and scented blob of jelly that could barely move when I was done. I pulled out the Core Driller and while she watched, proceeded to lick it clean.  Then with most of the fluids gone, I wiped it on my shirt and tucked in back in the bag.
 
    
 
                  “Where do I get one of those?” she asked.  I laughed.  Oh the opportunity!
 
    
 
                  We got dressed and Josephine followed me downstairs.  She was a little nervous as we crossed the parking lot to the Zone d’ Erotica store right across the lot, but she loosened up when I put my hand in hers.  Together we went into the store and I helped her choose a decent vibrator and a nice dildo. I had to discourage her from getting this giant fourteen incher too.  Finally she settled on a rather nice impersonation of my Husky dildo – nine inches, and a turned tip g-spot vibrator.  
 
                  
 
                  “Come back to my office and help me try them out?” Josephine asked as we left the store.  I checked my watch.  It was almost three o’clock by this time and I still had a ton of “locations” to visit.  I explained I had to move on and we exchanged numbers. I headed back toward the Galleria and my car, while Josephine went back up to her office. I have no doubt that she didn’t get much more “work” done that day.
 
    
 
   
6. On A Bus - Special Person: Any guy in a suit 
 
    
 
                  The nice thing about being at the mall was that it wasn’t a long wait for the bus.  I stood at the stop with about four other people for around ten minutes before one of the standard advertisement laden vehicles pulled up.  A few dollars from my purse bought me passage and I climbed on board one of America’s most inefficient mass transport systems ever designed.  Our bus had eleven passengers.  I looked for a guy in a suit, but there weren’t any.  Too bad. I took a seat at the back of the bus, well away from any of the other riders, and watched the scenery change.  Ostensibly, after nine stops I had to conclude that I wasn’t going to even see my “special guy” much less get to suck or fuck him.  So resigned to a single point I reached between my legs, pulled up my skirt, and pulled out my ben wa balls.  After my sexcapade with Josephine, I wasn’t exactly “ready” to orgasm and even working the Core Driller into my pussy on the buss wasn’t really enough of a turn on to get me seriously ready to orgasm.  I began pinching my nipples and lifted up my shirt, exposing one breast as I slowly but surely walked toward the edge of Orgasm Cliff.  This was all done in a relatively private way since no one looked back and no one sat down near me.  Hell, I could have taken some poor girl’s virginity and sacrificed her to the sex gods back there and gotten away with it.
 
    
 
                  I came just as we were pulling up to an office building east of the loop, much closer to downtown, and still on Westheimer.  Still in the throes of orgasm, I yanked the Core Driller out of my pussy, stood up, smoothed down my skirt and yanked down my shirt, and headed for the door.  A number of people looked at me with shocked faces.  I was flushed, clearly breathing hard, and was holding an incredibly wet 12 inch dildo in my right hand, in plain sight.  Even the driver gave me a shocked look as I climbed down to the sidewalk.  Just for fun, I turned back to the bus as it started to roll away. I couldn’t see any faces because of the printed advertisement over the windows, but I knew they could see me.  So I sucked on my Core Driller like a little girl enjoying a popsicle.  I would have given money to see their expressions!
 
    
 
                  As soon as the bus rolled away I wiped off the dildo (yes on my shirt. Yes… a little gross.  Sorry.) and put it away.  I turned and looked up at the imposing structure which had prompted me to cut short the afterglow of orgasm.  Eleven stories tall and all glass and concrete, the bottom floor was a bank, which meant the building would be open on a Saturday.

7. Office Building - Special Person: Janitor 
 
    
 
                  The building WAS open, but the bank wasn’t.  That didn’t bother me. It wasn’t like I was going to make a deposit or anything.  In fact, I was looking to make a withdrawal actually… of white cream out of some janitor if I could manage it.  I started my floor by floor sweep, slowly moving upward via the stairs. I was starting to get just a little agitated after my quick stop at the ladies rest room when I first got in the building.  I had washed my Core Driller and reinserted my ben wa balls, and of course the up and down movement of climbing stairs had been the necessary action needed to get my ben wa balls rolling.  By floor eight, I was getting just a tad bit desperate.  Of course, that’s when I found the janitor.
 
    
 
                  Well… actually… cleaning lady.  
 
    
 
                  She was Hispanic (is that a surprise here in Houston?) and was working diligently at the restroom.  She was maybe about forty, a little short, a little overweight, and clearly would not be in the mood to get hit on by a nympho humiliation pain slut.  So I left her to her work and proceeded to the stairwell again where I supercharged my pussy by exploring every floor and going up.  Near the top,  I was headed toward the restrooms when a man came walking down the hall.  He was maybe thirty eight or so, with a receding hair line, khaki pants and a dark green polo shirt.  He was empty handed and seemed to be going to the same spot I was, but our eyes locked and I picked up the pace just slightly so that we would meet at the restroom doors, rather than miss each other. I didn’t waste any time.
 
    
 
                  “Hi! I’m Breanne!” I said enthusiastically and quite brightly, with a huge smile on my face.
 
    
 
                  He blinked.  Evidently he wasn’t expecting that sort of greeting.
 
    
 
                  “Uh… Richard,” he managed to say, but his eyes were glued, and I mean GLUED, to my chest.  I took a deep breath. Who says I can’t cheat?
 
    
 
                  “Nice to meet you, Richard! Where are you headed?” I asked.  
 
    
 
                  He tore his eyes away from my heaving breasts and looked at my face with a slightly suspicious look.  “The bathroom?”  He said it like “are you an idiot?”
 
    
 
                  I took a step closer, intentionally violating his personal space.  The tips of my breasts grazed his arm as I twisted a bit.  I lowered my lashes and voice at the same time.  “Need some help?” I asked.
 
    
 
                  His eyebrows went up.  “Going to the bathroom?”
 
    
 
                  I grinned. “I can hold it for you,” I said mischievously.
 
    
 
                  He took a step back and gave me a look of mixed horror and interest.
 
    
 
                  I let out an exasperated sigh.  “Look, I just want to give you a blowjob.  Are you interested or not?” I said with some heat.
 
    
 
                  The look of horror on his face was replaced with surprise.  “Oh.  Oh… Okay.  Sure… I mean, well… uh… why me?”
 
    
 
                  I smiled again, but not intensely.  “Because I want cock and you’re here and so am I.”  
 
    
 
                  He nodded and then looked guilty. “Will I owe you anything?”
 
    
 
                  I grabbed his arm and led him into the men’s restroom.   “Tell you what, you shoot a nice thick spunky load down my throat, and we’ll call it even.”
 
    
 
                  We went into the restroom and were treated to the normal bathroom décor.  Large mirror, several stalls, a few urinals and I’m guessing the cleaning lady had already been there because the place was immaculate.  Even the toilet paper was restocked.  Richard looked at me in embarrassment for a moment.
 
    
 
                  “Um… I do really need to pee.”
 
    
 
                  I laughed at him.  I know, not nice.  But I did.  Then I pushed him toward the urinal.  He looked sheepish as I stepped up next to him.  As soon as he fished his cock out of the white briefs he was wearing I reached over with my left hand and grabbed his cock, even as I pressed my breasts into his back.  He stiffened.  
 
    
 
                  “I’ll hold it for you,” I whispered. “Told you I’d help.”
 
    
 
                  Of course, under my hand like that poor Richard immediately stiffened like a plank, his cock growing a good three or four inches as the blood rushed into his manhood.  I didn’t help when I began stroking it, rubbing it up and down with my finger tips, all while Richard tried in vain to pee.
 
    
 
                  Finally I turned him around, hand still on his dick and said “I guess we’ll just have to make you cum first.”  Then I dragged him into the handicap stall and pushed him down onto the toilet.  Richard’s cock was relatively normal.  He was circumcised, which is actually pretty common these days, and clean.  I got down on my knees because that’s where a nympho humiliation pain slut is supposed to be, right?  Then I bent my head downward and began licking his tip.  This changed into sucking and stroking and then I yanked down his trousers and briefs, exposing his balls so I could play with those too.  I stroked, I licked, I squeezed, I rubbed, I deep throated, I twisted.  I even pulled up my shirt, showing him both bare breasts.   Nothing.  He moaned a lot.  It obviously felt good.  But nothing happened.  Ten minutes, then fifteen passed. I started worrying.
 
    
 
                  “You need to cum,” I whispered between sucks.  
 
    
 
                  “I… ugggh… can’t… eeeehh… in this… ooohh…. position!” he declared.
 
    
 
                  I pulled my mouth off his cock and snagged my bag.  Inside where a number of small square packets and I pulled one out and ripped it open.  Sticking the contents in my mouth and moving it around like bubble gum, I went back down on Richard’s hard shaft, slipping the condom down over his wet prick with a skill that only hours of practice, tied up Viagra laced boy, and a vicious dominatrix with a fucking paddle could have achieved.  Once Richard was sheathed I pulled away and lay down on the floor of the stall, spreading my legs.  I reached down and yanked the ben wa balls out of my wet slit and dropped them on the tile.
 
    
 
                  “Fuck me, Richard! Cum for me!” I said.
 
    
 
                  Richard fell off the toilet but crawled over to me.  Kneeling between my legs, he lowered his cock down and gently speared my sex, slipping himself in nicely.  His feet were tangled in his pants, but he managed to kick off one shoe and then pull one trouser leg off.  He lifted one leg and straddled me, locking my knees together beneath his ass while his cock slipped repeatedly in and out of my pussy.  His face came down toward mine, but then slipped down to my breasts as he bent slightly.  He squeezed one tit and then began sucking on my nipple.  It felt good, but wasn’t exactly the most incredible of sensations for a girl.  Richard pumped a bit more, let go of my breasts, and then clenched his teeth as he groaned.  I felt his cock spasm and then turn to granite inside me and I knew I was about to make that withdrawal.  There was a shudder and he gave three more little thrusts before collapsing on top of me.  I lay there in a state of near apoplexy since the tile was cold under my ass and back, and I was about as close to orgasm as you can get and not cum.  
 
    
 
   8. On A Train/Subway - Special Person: Handicapped Person 
 
    
 
                  About thirty minutes later I got off another bus (again no guy in a suit by the way) at Elgin and Main and walked south just a bit along the tracks until I got to the next station.  It wasn’t a long walk, but it was still very hot outside and the fact that I was still desperately horny thanks to Richard’s urgency, not to mention the ben wa balls rolling around inside me, prompted me to hurry.  Hurry up and wait that is.  I got to the platform and there wasn’t a train in sight. I had to wait a full 15 minutes or so, sitting there on a bench, being stared at a by a few other passersby and train riders as I shifted around and tried to sit still.  Plus I was resisting the urge to pull out my dildo and fuck myself with it.  
 
    
 
                  The other thing I was looking for was a handicapped person.  Not a single one in sight.  My plan was simple. Ride all the way down to the Astrodome and back, looking for the right person. If I made it all the way up to downtown, then on the way back to the Ensemble Station I would go ahead and at least get my one point.  Finally the train arrived and I climbed aboard with my ticket.  There were two cars so I moved to the southern train and proceeded to find a seat.  Which is when I realized I was going to have a serious problem.  
 
    
 
                  Unlike the bus, the trains had benches, two long benches running down the sides, facing each other.  It’s also the only train in Houston.  This meant that no matter WHAT I choose to do, I’d be in plain sight doing it unless I managed to be incredibly lucky.  With each passing station the realization of two truths became stronger.  One, there were no handicap people riding.  Two, I was going to get arrested for public lewdness.
 
    
 
                  It took a full half hour or so to get to the Astrodome. I could see Reliant Stadium behind it too.  We crossed the loop and I saw the stupid field where Astroworld used to be. I miss Astroworld.  Stupid Six Flags.  Can you imagine the sort of trouble I could get into there if they were still open?  Anyway, two passengers got off and no one got on. I was alone.  How’s that for dumb luck?
 
    
 
                  I didn’t bother waiting for a handicapped person to get on the train. I had only a few minutes between stations!  I whipped out my Core Driller, spread my legs, dug out the ben wa balls, and literally rammed the 12 inch rubber cock into my pussy with a mixture of immediacy and need that had me gasping even before the train picked up speed.  My skirt was up around my waist, my legs were spread, and just to make things really good, I lifted up my shirt so that I could judiciously pinch a nipple while driving the dildo in and out.
 
    
 
                  Thank God I was already really horny.  And thank God no one got on at the Astrodome station.  If they had, they would have gotten the show of a lifetime because I was close enough to orgasm not to dare stop and in a situation where had anyone stepped on to the train, I wouldn’t have been able to get everything concealed in time.  As it was I was gasping and shaking as we rolled into the next station and I managed to extract the Core Driller and close my legs just in time.  Two single passengers and a family got on.  
 
    
 
                  One of the passengers stared at me for a moment and I realized that while my legs were concealing my sodden wet sex, I was still holding in plain sight the 12 inch Core Driller dildo, not to mention the fact that my shirt was still up, exposing my breasts.  I turned beat red and quickly yanked down my shirt.  Then I was confronted with the still wet and slick dildo.  Do I just stick it in my bag?  I twisted in my seat and turned away, hoping that no one would come over to investigate.  I started licking it, tasting my own cum.  One of the single passengers however thought I was interesting enough to come over and see what ELSE I would be doing.  He sat right across from me, but didn’t say a word, just watched me lick my dildo.  The family had glanced at me and moved to the far end.  Passenger number two was oblivious.
 
    
 
                  Which left me with a sort of audience.  I finished with the Core Driller and then put it away.  We made another stop, but no one got on or off and then we started moving again.  I turned to face passenger number one.  He was in his mid-thirties, brown hair, slightly overweight but not obese, and sat there with a silly grin on his face.  I smiled back at him.  I won’t swear to it, but I’m pretty sure there was a twinkle in his eye.  So I shifted in my seat and faced him directly.  Then, ever so slowly, I spread my legs.  
 
    
 
   Now I didn’t just throw them wide open.  I did it innocently, like I wasn’t aware I was doing it.  First one inch.  Then two or three a minute later.  By the time we reached the next stop my knees were at least a foot apart.  During the whole time I had also been judiciously pulling up my skirt, ever so slightly.  So when he finally did get a really good glimpse of my pussy, my skirt wouldn’t have covered it had I been standing.  He licked his lips and continued to stare at the goods.
 
    
 
                  Which is when I pulled out my ben wa balls.  With a quick glance up the train, I brought them down to my pussy.  My audience almost gasped in surprise as I tilted my hips and began slipping the first ball through my petals. I’m sure he thought I was masturbating.  The first ben wa ball slipped in and then I maneuvered the second one to follow.  Stuffed and ready for more sexual torture I rolled my hips and then gave my audience one of my million watt please stare at me and masturbate every time you think of me smiles.   I would have gone a bit father, but my stop was coming up.  It wasn’t the ensemble stop.  New plan.  Since I had earned my one point on the tram, it was time to find my next location.  When the train stopped I closed my legs, much to passenger number one’s disappointment and then I waved.  He blinked as I got off the tram, but didn’t follow.
 
    
 
                  Which I suppose is good, right?
 
    
 
                  The train sped off and I looked out across a campus that I’ve wanted to attend, dreamed of attending, but never had the money or the grades to attend.  Rice University.
 
    
 
    
 
   9. On A College Campus - Special Person: Faculty Member 
 
    
 
                  It was getting late in the afternoon and almost immediately I realized that the likelihood of me finding a faculty member at the campus, on a Saturday, was rather a long shot. I had already wandered three buildings and while I had seen a few prospects, they all appeared to be students.  Granted, I was looking for a prof in an office, like what I was used to at UH, but evidently none of them work the weekend.  
 
    
 
                  Actually things worked out though.  I mean ANY one who works for Rice is considered faculty, right?  Did it HAVE to be a professor?  Probably not.  Why not a Teaching Associate, right?  They’re faculty!  As it was I was in the Mechanical Engineering Building when I finally got exasperated at my luck.  I had been walking for almost an hour and the ben wa balls, despite my earlier orgasm on the train, had gotten me right back to the point where I was pretty much willing to fuck anything ambulatory with the correctly shaped appendage.  I would have just found a quiet corner to Core Driller myself, but I figured “geeze, you’re on a college campus! Can’t you find SOME guy to fuck?”
 
    
 
                  Which is what I did.  I bumped into this guy coming out of a lab of some sort.  He was tall, thin, maybe twenty something, wearing jeans and a tee shirt.  We saw each other and of course my attire was more than enough to get his attention.  Or maybe it was my short skirt.  Oh… probably it was the Porn Princess tee shirt with incredibly visible nipple bumps on the front.  I gave him one of my million watt” please take me somewhere here on campus and fuck my brains out” smiles.  He nodded and started to walk past me, but I detoured and literally “ran” into him.
 
    
 
                  Oops.
 
    
 
                  “Excuse me,” he said politely, while still staring at my breasts.  To give the guy credit, it was sort of hard NOT to stare at them at that point. Up close the material of the shirt was almost transparent.  You could easily see the dark brown circles of my nipples.  It probably didn’t help that I was taking deep breaths and arching my back either.  
 
    
 
                  “It’s me who should be apologizing,” I said with a grin as I extracted my arms from around him.  “I wasn’t watching where I was going!” I gave him a speculative look. “I’m Breanne.”
 
    
 
                  “Ross,” he said.
 
    
 
                  I smiled again, putting my entire sexual being into that grin.  “Hi Ross.  Are you busy right now?”
 
    
 
                  He gave me a weird look but then shook his head.  “Nothing I can’t put off. Why?”
 
    
 
                  I laughed.  “I need some help.  I’m looking for a room.”
 
    
 
                  “Oh.  What room?”
 
    
 
                  I shrugged.  “It’s not a particular room. I just need a private, quiet, sorta dark room.”
 
    
 
                  He looked at me quizzically.
 
    
 
                  “Okay.  What do you need it for?”
 
    
 
                  Now it was my turn to look enigmatic.  I grinned mischievously.  “I’ll show you once you find it for me.”
 
    
 
                  I guess that explanation was sufficient because he literally just reopened the door he had come out of and let me look in.
 
    
 
                  It was nothing more than a medium sized classroom, except instead of individual desks there were several large tables.  Each was surrounded by several chairs.  I stepped into the room and he flipped one of three sets of light switches.  Several lights came on, just enough to provide a little illumination.  A large marker board on one end of the room was covered in equations and other wizardly scribble that a humble little nympho humiliation pain slut wouldn’t understand.  The door closed behind us and he looked at me in expectation.
 
    
 
                  “Private room.  Now what?” he asked pointedly.
 
    
 
                  I peeled my shirt upward over my head, letting him see everything. I didn’t even turn away.  His eyes nearly popped out of his head as he got what I call “Tits Impairment”.  It’s a psychological condition that affects guys when they see (in real life only) tits.  But of course I didn’t stop there. I wriggled my hips and sent my skirt to the ground too.  Now he was seriously having trouble and Ross licked his lips as I kicked my skirt off one foot and then began walking toward him.  He stood his ground though, which I have to admit was pretty impressive considering that I felt like a lion huntress going for her next meal.  
 
    
 
                  “Now I fuck your brains out,” I said as I wrapped my arms around him and stood on tip toe to kiss him.
 
    
 
                  It was a hungry kiss.  A deep wet kiss.  Then I practically tore his clothes off, dragged him to the floor, and started in on his cock using my mouth.  We rotated around and I found myself in a sixty nine, his tongue probing my slit and clit.  There was one awkward moment when he found the ben wa balls, but these were extracted with a minimum of fuss and quite a bit of interest on his part.  As for me, my mouth was full when he tugged them out of me, so I didn’t say anything.  
 
    
 
                  He rolled me over and off him after a few minutes and then I was spread open on the cheap carpet.  Ross moved up my body, his mouth on my belly then breasts, tasting, biting, nipping, and sucking.  Then I felt his cock slip deep inside me and we were screwing violently, wrecking ball and building as he absolutely destroyed me.  I came first. I was too close… to ready.  Then I just moaned and let him do what he wanted.  
 
    
 
                  He took me to dinner afterwards, which I thought was very nice, and then he dropped me off at my truck, which was nicer still.  We exchanged emails so I’m sure I’ll hear from Ross again.  But I still had eleven more locations to hit before I was done, and even though I still had the rest of the evening and all of Sunday, I didn’t have THAT much time.
 
    
 
   10.  SuperStore - Special Person: Sports and Outdoor Gear Associate 
 
    
 
                  It was after eight when I pulled off of Interstate 10 and threaded my way to the retail giant affectionately known as Wally World.  Ostensibly I was supposed to find the Sports and Outdoor Gear Associate.  But after I asked around, I discovered that the regular sports section person had already gone home for the evening.  Damn.  Now I’ve messed around in Wal-Mart before and I have to tell you, they are NOT open to Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts using their establishment as a playground.  As it was, there aren’t any good spots to fuck people in Wal-Mart.  Sure, you can go behind the building, or do it in the parking lot, but the dressing rooms are off limits because they monitor them so closely.  And there are too many associates to find one and hope they can take you to a private spot. It just won’t happen.
 
    
 
                  So what did I do?  Well, I picked out some clothes, went to the dressing room by myself, and proceeded to masturbate with the Core Driller until I came.  Took a bit of time too and I’m sure the girl manning the desk was starting to wonder what the hell I was doing in there.  I wish something more exciting had happened but it didn’t. It was just the typical me sitting in a small booth, one leg propped up on the bench, plunging a dildo into my pussy.  Now I have to admit that having the mirror was rather nice.  It definitely gave me a new perspective on my masturbatory prowess.  I’m pretty good actually.  
 
    
 
   In A Swimming Pool or Spa - Special Person: Anyone wearing a swimsuit. 
 
    
 
                  I’d been out all day and I was hot and tired and to be honest, thoroughly fucked.  Between cock, the Core Driller, and my ben wa balls, I had literally spent almost the entire day with something between my legs that was either pumping, impaling, or rolling around.  That’s a lot to deal with for any one.  But as I was about to leave Wal-Mart, a thought struck me and I made a quick purchase of two items.  Then I got back into the truck and proceeded down I-10 toward Highway 6 where there were a number of hotels, each of which had a nice cool pool.  Getting into a hotel is rather easy, and I don’t mean by actually renting a room.  The trick is to look like you belong.  For me it also helped that I was 1. hot and 2. carrying something that looked an awful lot like a hotel door key card.  Of course this was just my library card, but at a distance, the front desk clerk has no idea, right?
 
    
 
                  So still dressed in my denim skirt, pink porn princess tee shirt, flip flops and ben wa balls, I strolled into my “chosen” hotel with a determined look and an expression of “I belong here and I know exactly where I’m going.”
 
    
 
                  And to be honest, I did belong there and I DID know where I was going. I was going swimming.
 
    
 
                  I also had my purchases from Wal-Mart in a white shopping bag.  I turned right down the main hall and went about ten doors down until I found what I was looking for; one of their meeting rooms, dark and empty.  A ton of dark emerald green chairs were stacked along the wall and the crimson floor with the little gold blotches seemed to reflect a red light.  I quickly opened the door, slipped inside, and stripped naked.  Now usually when I strip naked it’s for a crowd, but in this case I was all alone and I needed it to be that way.  My clothes, purse, and ben wa balls all got stuck in one of the white shopping bags and I tugged the tags off my new bikini.  It was just a little small for me, but I didn’t mind.  I wrapped up in my towel, left the flip flops on, and proceeded to head back out into the hall.  Another right and I quickly found myself at the door leading out to the pool.  I didn’t need an access card to get out and I stepped out into the pool area.  One of the things I had looked for when choosing a hotel to “crash” was someone already in the pool area.  You never want to risk having to climb over a fence.  In my case there were a number of people swimming already and I made it look like my “key” wasn’t working.  A quick request and one of the guys immediately came to help out the poor red haired girl in the tiny bikini.  Hell, I could have probably been climbing over the fence and they would have assisted me!  Trust me, trespassing is always easier to get away with when you’re barely dressed.
 
    
 
                  Oh.  And it probably helps to be a girl too.
 
    
 
                  Despite the late hour there were six people swimming in that tiny pool.  Unfortunately for me, two were female, one who was obviously a mother of two children in the pool.  There was the husband and then there were two guys as well.  I immediately made friends with practically everyone and spun a nice yarn about being from San Antonio here to visit friends.  I would have said New York or Dublin, Ireland or someplace cool, but I’ve at least BEEN to San Antonio and can fake SOME knowledge of it!  Anyway, our pool games went much more smoothly when both the husband and one of the guys started playing around to me.  Now the wife was not so happy about this and gave him some pretty nasty looks and I gave up on him pretty early.  But concentrating on the other guy was definitely a plan and our game of tag quickly turned sexual, though underwater.  Mick (that was his name) thought it was pretty cool that wrestling with me resulted in some rather provocative squeezing.  Even better was when I didn’t object.  I had his cock in my hand several times while basically we waited for the family to leave.  Mick’s friend could see we were pairing off and excused himself to head back to their room and around ten thirty or so Mick and I were finally alone in the pool.
 
    
 
                  I swam out into the deep end and then casually removed my top and bottom, throwing my swim suit over at Mick who watched in astonishment.
 
    
 
                  “Skinny dipping, are we?” he said nonchalantly.
 
    
 
                  I laughed and shook my head.  “Nope, pool fucking.”
 
    
 
                  His eyes widened and I swam over toward him and quickly wrapped myself around him.  His hands roamed my body and explored my depths a little, but one thing that pools are not good for is sex.  At least not without some very specific lubrication options.  Pool water tends to wash away the naturally occurring juices that make sex fun.  So after a good bit of judicious tickles, touches, and me going underwater to give him a very short blowjob, I found my swimsuit and made to pull Mick toward the steps where we would be able to do something a little more interesting.
 
    
 
                  Mick grabbed me by the breasts and pulled me close.  “Let’s go back to your room,” he whispered.
 
    
 
                  I shook my head.  I could hardly confess that I didn’t HAVE a room.  “I want you to fuck me here, in the pool.”  
 
    
 
                  What man says no to that?  Mick sure has hell didn’t.  I got out of the pool long enough to get a condom and then, with him sitting on the stairs, his cute cock poking up out of the water, I straddled him and impaled myself rather nicely.
 
    
 
                  Once he was fully embedded and I was very well lubricated, we did sort of move back into the water.  It reduced my comfort level a bit, but seemed to encourage Mick who thrust himself into me with enthusiasm before finally crushing me in an orgasmically induced bear hug that almost made me turn blue.  I didn’t cum of course, but that’s not unexpected.  When he was finished, we separated and I swam around for a bit looking for my swim suit.  Finally I found it and Mick helped me put it back on.  
 
    
 
                  I wrapped my towel around my bottom and Mick and I both left at the same time.  He offered to walk me back to my hotel room, obviously hoping for an invite, but I turned the tables and offered to walk him to HIS room.  That was not what he was hoping for obviously, but he didn’t see a decent way to turn things around.  So we went together and he popped his door open.  His friend was already asleep, obviously expecting us to be in my non-existent room.  Ooops.  Damn. Oh well, right?
 
    
 
                  I gave Mick a good night kiss, half hoping he would invite me in and I’d get to screw him again, and then his buddy for good measure, but he did the gentlemanly thing and just asked if we could meet for breakfast.  I just smiled and said we’d run into each other.  He kissed me again and then I waved and walked off.  He didn’t follow.
 
    
 
                  Damn.
 
    
 
                  I didn’t bother changing back into my skirt and tee shirt, I just stepped into the meeting room long enough to push my ben wa balls back in.  Then I headed for home.  Due to the late hour, I didn’t bother to change and walked into the house in my now dry swimsuit, the ben wa balls making sure I was very aware that I hadn’t cum lately and keeping the crotch of my bikini bottoms damp.
 
    
 
                  To my surprise, my father was still up and when I walked in on him in the living room, the History Channel showing some documentary, we looked at each other in surprise.  
 
    
 
                  “Nice swimsuit,” he said to me.  I swallowed hard.  This bikini was a tad bit smaller than anything I had ever worn around either of my parents. I think I flushed crimson.
 
    
 
                  “Have a good time?” he asked.
 
    
 
                  My brain short circuited.  What to tell him?
 
    
 
                  “Uhhh… I was over at Kari’s apartment and she loaned me a suit.”
 
    
 
                  “Oh…” my dad replied with a knowing look.
 
    
 
                  I didn’t say anything for a moment.  “I’m uh… going to go to bed.  Night Dad!”
 
    
 
                  He watched me go, and then said softly, “Good night Bre.  Get your rest.  I have no doubt you’ll need it for tomorrow.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Another Scavenger Hunt 
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
   06/17/11
 
    
 
   Church - Special Person: Preacher 
 
    
 
   Sunday started off just as you would expect: with me terribly horny and wanting a serious screwing.  But since I wake up like that on most days, it’s not like this revelation is news or anything.  I resisted the urge to run my fingers through my petals.  I was wet, which is no surprise either, and I have to admit that getting a hold of the small string attached to the ben wa balls that had nested inside me all night sent shivers of an animal like lust through me to the core.
 
    
 
   But I pulled them out and dropped them on my… um… excess juice towel.  (Yes, that is exactly what it sounds like.)  Sunday’s toy was rather more intense, intentionally so, and I slipped the two vibroballs into my pre-lubricated well with a familiarity that most women reserve for their special lovers.  I wriggled my hips to seat them, and then moved the dial to the lowest setting.  The two vibroballs began trembling inside me, changing the sexual urgency inside me from “present on the horizon” to “fast approaching orgasm.”
 
    
 
   There were still a lot of things to do that morning.  I went downstairs, pausing in the living room.  My dad, surprisingly, was asleep on the couch.  That was terribly weird.  But then again, so was the fact that he had been up when I got home.  Usually my father is a ten o’clock bed fiend.  For him to stay up, watching the television, was rather unusual.  Even odder was the fact that he didn’t go back upstairs to bed.  It also meant that despite the fact that one of the special “places” Master Barrett had listed was “Your Living Room”, I knew I’d have to do my thing in the living room last.  I could hardly go grab my Core Driller dildo and have a go at myself while Dad was lying on the couch sleeping a few feet away!  So I tiptoed past him and went out to the barn. 
 
    
 
   I took care of the critters and an hour later was in the kitchen helping my mom get breakfast ready.  She chewed my dad out for sleeping on the couch, but it wasn’t a serious yelling and he took it meekly.  But he smiled at me with a gleam in his eye and an easy laugh.  Obviously he wasn’t fazed by my mother’s “mothering.”  I guess we’re all used to it!
 
    
 
   After breakfast I changed into something a little nicer, a respectable summer dress.  Yes, I know, every one of you is disappointed.  But you don’t go to church dressed like a hooker when you’re accompanied by your family.  There are some things you just don’t do.  On the flip side, I still looked hot.  Well… I THINK I looked hot.  I wore two inch heels and my bare legs were long and smooth and nicely shaped and everything.  
 
    
 
   After Mass we stopped at the recreation hall for donuts and hobnobbing, which is what my mom calls it.  I call it boring.  So while my parents were off doing their weekly chitchat with friends, I strolled off into the semi-populated bowels of the church.  Our church isn’t exactly the biggest on the planet and it doesn’t take very long to wander your way through it.  However, we’ve been going for about… oh… all my life, and that kind of familiarity breeds… uh… well… um… not contempt (sorta), but a knowledge of where to drag eighteen year old Grant Chase in order to bestow my blessings upon him.  
 
    
 
   That spot happened to be an Audio/Visual closet that was only marginally stuffed with an old television set on a cart and some other strange and barely recognizable electronic things.  I had to ask my dad once what those strange boxy cartridge things were (I’ve been in the AV closet quite a few times since I was 15) and he laughed when he said they were 8-tracks.  I was like, “8-tracks? They only have eight songs?”  
 
    
 
   Yeah, I know.  I should dye my hair blond, right?
 
    
 
   Oh geeze, Kari is so going to kick my ass when she reads that one.  Blond jokes were instant punishment back in the old days.  I once had my hands tied behind my back, stood in the center of the living room, and watched as Kari used string to tie my nipples to the ceiling fan.  It went around, twisting the string tighter and tighter, pulling me upward.  She didn’t turn off the switch until both nipples were purple and I was standing on tip toe.  I tried hard not to make blond jokes after that.  
 
    
 
   Grant Chase was your typical high school senior.  Don’t worry, he was of age, and more than willing to accompany me to that small closet, pull down the front of his black pants, and let me nibble on his holy scepter.   While he wasn’t the priest, I sorta doubted I’d be able to seduce our good shepherd into taking a little extra care of one of his sheep.  So the sheep would have to fuck the sheep.  It wasn’t much of a problem.  Grant wasn’t used to girls like me and my skills at sucking cock, while not legendary, are pretty decent.  He popped within five minutes of being in my mouth.  I swallowed most of it, but on his last spurt he accidentally jerked out of my mouth and sent a stream of cum that hit my left shoulder and trickled down my dress.  Damn.  I tried to clean it up with toilet paper, but anyone with half a brain would know it was cum.  
 
    
 
   It didn’t help either that by this time my vibroballs had me in a state of hyperactive sexuality.  I thought about fucking Grant, but I had forgotten my purse, and thus my condoms, and I wasn’t about to rely on the Holy Spirit as a means of making sure everything was kosher.  Besides, I’m not quite sure God would have my best interests in mind.  He did say “go forth and multiply,” right?  Besides, I’ve met God and he seemed pretty sexually sadistic.  I’m pretty sure he LIKED the idea of me being desperately horny in his house.
 
    
 
   After church we headed home.  I expected my mom to say something about the semi-transparent blotch on the upper slope of my left breast, but it was my dad who stepped close, lifting a finger and running it, not over the stain, but along side it.  He shook his head without a word and then got in the car.  I drove everyone home (Dad can’t drive with his leg like it is) and ran upstairs to change.
 
    
 
   I also stuffed everything I needed in my bag.  Condoms? Check.  Clothes to change in to?  Check.  High heels?  Check.  Clover clamps?  Check.  List of places and people I needed to fuck?  Check.
 
    
 
   And so with a wave to my family and my dad’s admonishment to “have fun!” (Oh trust me I will, Dad!) I hopped into my truck and drove down our gravel drive.  The farm to market road that borders our farm was, as usual, deserted, so it wasn’t much of a problem to strip off my tee shirt, bra, denim shorts, and panties, and pull the tight stretchy short black skirt up over my ass.  Master Brandon had kindly granted me the right to wear what I wanted today, as long as it was “appropriately slutty”.  So instead of a tee shirt, I wore my chevron shirt, a beautiful top that left my back completely bare and tied around my neck and then once more down by my waist.  The collar was low, leaving a lot of cleavage visible, but the sides of my breasts were also exposed, making the gold, brown, and red pattern of the shirt that much more appealing.
 
    
 
   Once appropriately attired, I headed down the road to my first stop.  It was time to buy a new car.
 
    
 
   Car Dealership - Customer Buying a New Car 
 
    
 
   Anytime you step onto a car dealership’s property, there is some sort of internal inaudible alarm that alerts every salesman that someone, probably gullible, has arrived.  I’ve never bought a new car actually.  My Saturn coupe was bought used, but I actually bought it, so I’m at least somewhat familiar with the process.  You go in, get fawned over, take a vehicle for a test drive (you have to give them your license and credit card to do that) and then you and the sales clerk go for a nice little drive.  Then you come back, visit the finance people while they run your credit and add up the total amount for the car including tax, title, and license, and usually a zillion fees.
 
    
 
   I was planning on just seeing things through to the “end of the test drive section”.  Granted, the assignment specifically stated that the “special person” was a customer buying a new car, but the likelihood of me finding a person actually BUYING a car was pretty slim, not to mention the fact that getting said person alone… well… I was hedging my bets.  Easier just to fuck or suck a sales guy any day of the week.
 
    
 
   I got out of my truck and wandered on over to the Chevy Suburbans.  I was looking for something very specific in my “new car.”  I needed heavily tinted windows, as wide a body as possible, and a comfortable looking back seat, preferably one that folded down.  I’ve had sex in a lot of different cars before (including one really weird and gymnastic session in a mini Cooper) and let me tell you, for good sex, you need a pretty generous back seat.  Or if you’re a SUV person, good padding is essential.  Let’s see… I’ve had sex in a Dodge Durango, a Nissan Pathfinder, a Ford Explorer, the Lucerne, two Cadillac SeVilles, a number of Camaro sports cars, two Corvettes, one Ford Mustang, a whole smattering of pick up truck beds (including mine), the mini-Cooper I mentioned, and once in a modern VW Beetle.  I may have forgotten a few.  When you test fuck as many cars as I have over the years, it sort of all blends into this mishmash of interior textures and colors.  Sorry.
 
    
 
   Oh wait… someone just asked me how many cars I’ve actually fucked, not how many cars I’ve gotten fucked in.  Well damn… that’s a different question.  Um… let’s see.  Well there was that stick shift in the one Camaro.  And I fucked the trailer hitch on a pickup once.  And then of course there was that one incident with the parking break…
 
    
 
   I only had to look at three different Suburbans before the sales guy descended upon me.  I’m not going to describe him.  Let’s just say he was my type.  Granted, I have a rather wide open opinion of my type (male and reasonably clean and healthy) but he had a gruff cuteness about him as well that made me want to untie my shirt and let him wax and buff my front end.  
 
    
 
   I told a little white lie in order to get him to get the keys to the Suburban and in short order I was climbing in and out of the vehicle.  He did seem a little confused as to why I checked out the backseat first, rather than getting behind the wheel, but after I sat down in the driver’s seat and pretended to check all the controls, he was much more comfortable.  That’s when I told him I wanted to take it for a test drive.  He was very pleased and we walked back to the sales center for them to take a copy of my driver’s license and hold onto a credit card while I took their sales clerk for a test drive.
 
    
 
   Oops.  Did I say sales clerk?  I meant their SUV.  
 
    
 
   I’m one of those girls who are fairly comfortable driving new and large vehicles.  I’ve been driving our tractor at the farm from the time I was ten.  Our combine pulls a large assortment of harvesters, bailers, ploughs, and cutters.  I think I could probably handle anything from a semi-truck right down to a tank.
 
    
 
   A tank!  Wow!  There’s an idea!  Anyone who let’s me drive their tank around can use me for target practice afterward!  Especially if they’re working on their PENETRATION ability…   
 
    
 
   I started the SUV with … uh… Greg.  I’ll call him Greg, sitting next to me. I drove carefully, and well under the speed limit as I turned out onto the frontage road and drove cautiously east bound.  I had a plan and it was a pretty good one.  I went all the way down to the light, crossed the intersection, and then got on the freeway.  That made Greg a little more nervous, I could tell.  But I accelerated normally and made some lighthearted talk about checking acceleration and smoothness of the transmission.
 
    
 
   What?  Don’t look at me like that. I’m not stupid. I may not be able to repair an engine, but I change the oil on the tractor and both my cars.  Usually.  I have a BASIC understanding of how it all works beyond “put gas here” and “push pedal to make go.”  
 
    
 
   To ease Greg’s fears, I took the next exit, which was all part of the plan.  Another left had us facing in the correct direction, but instead of getting back on the freeway, I turned right instead and began making comments about stop and start and how I wanted to test the vehicle under low speed neighborhood conditions.
 
    
 
   Greg was reasonable, but now he was looking at me a little differently.  I’m not sure what his deal was.  That was why I immediately pulled the Suburban over at the first large enough shoulder.  
 
    
 
   “Is anything wrong?” Greg asked.  I gave him one of my million watt “come get in the back seat with me” smiles.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “Nothing.  But I need to check something in the back seat.”
 
    
 
   Greg gave me this confused expression and I hopped out of the driver’s seat, and climbed into the back.  Greg twisted in his seat to watch me, which was exactly what I wanted.  I slowly slid side ways until I was literally lying across the bench seat.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” Greg asked.  The tone of his voice made it tough to tell whether he was getting turned on or whether he was concerned this sale wasn’t going to go where he wanted it to go.
 
    
 
   “I’m testing this seat,” I replied.  “I’m not sure about the texture though.”  I wriggled a bit which had my skirt slipping upward in no time.  I reached up to my chevron shirt and obviously squeezed both breasts.  Greg looked at me with astonishment.
 
    
 
   “Hey… you can’t…” his voice trailed off.  That was possibly in response to the fact that I had scrunched the shirt material and managed to pop my breasts out of the sides of the shirt.  Now the material was crumpled and nestled between both breasts as I played with the tips.  I suddenly sat upright, legs spread.  From the way Greg’s eyes moved from my breasts to my crotch, I knew that my pussy was now clearly in view.
 
    
 
   “Do you think this back seat is good for sucking cock?” I asked, still maintaining a professional tone.  His mouth was still open.  “Would you mind coming back here?  I need to test it.”
 
    
 
   Have you ever seen a zombie movie?  Or a hypnosis session?  Or how about Star Wars?  It was definitely a “these aren’t the droids you’re looking for” moment.  Greg was clearly a weak minded fool because my Jedi mind tricks had him out of the front seat and into the back before he even had time to think about it.  He closed the door and I immediately was unbuckling his pants.  His cock was hard and I went down on his stick shift, immediately moving him from park to drive.  He moaned as his engine revved and I pistoned up and down on his rod.  There was plenty of lubrication; my mouth provided plenty and I could taste a bit of pre-cum as well.  His fingers found my breasts, squeezing the tips and sending sparks through my plugs, igniting my fuel and making me ready for a nice long road trip.
 
    
 
   Okay, maybe that’s enough car puns, right?
 
    
 
   I could tell he was getting close.  I had intended this whole operation to be just a blowjob, but I was way too desperate.  Instead I grabbed my bag, got out a condom, and put it on Greg’s exhaust pipe.  He didn’t object. In fact, when I pulled out the vibroballs and turned them off, he seemed to enjoy the whole sight.  Then I discovered that the back seat of a Suburban is certainly big enough to fuck in.  I straddled him like a lap dancer, ground myself down, and ran his thick cock through my (mani?)folds.  His thighs pumped against me and he grabbed me, pulling me down for a hungry kiss even as his rough hands caressed my breasts, tweaking my nipples.  I felt him rise up, his cock spearing me as I let myself open and then I was pinned.  I put my hands on the roof as he thrust upward and we made love, pulsing in time to the purr of the engine.  Minutes later we changed position and I was suddenly on my back against the seat, my legs up in the air, with him kneeling between my legs. My head was pressed against the door but that didn’t matter to me.  All that mattered was that the new position was incredible and Greg drove into me with an urgency that had me screaming in delight and begging for it to be harder and faster.  I came with a cry and Greg thought it was him.  It wasn’t.  He wasn’t a better lover than any other I’ve had, but I’d been in a sexually deprived state since the previous night, struggling with almost constant sexual stimulation.  I was dry tinder.  He was fire, along with a large bucket of gasoline.  Is there any surprise I exploded?  I don’t think so.
 
    
 
   But it made him feel good and a moment later he added his own exhibition of acceleration to the intensity of my detonation.   Then Greg slumped against me, his mouth nibbling on my breasts as we both slowly throttled down.  Greg stayed in me until he was soft, which I absolutely love.  I hate guys who pull out seconds after they’ve come. I want the weight, the sense of fullness, of being complete.  It’s… romantic.  
 
    
 
   I helped him pull off the condom and I tossed it out the window before going back down and sucking him clean.  His cum was salty and a bit tangy, but not bad and he just moaned, managing a semi-hard response.  I stopped then.  I was pretty much satisfied at that point.  I retrieved my vibroballs from the floor of the back seat and slipped them back into my wet and satisfied pussy, turning the dial back to low.  I felt them of course, but the tension was gone.  The vibrations just felt… good.  Present, but neither intense or stimulating.  Of course I knew that would change.  But it would be a while before I was dry tinder again.
 
    
 
   I fixed my shirt and skirt as Greg managed to get his own casual business outfit back in place.  We returned to the front seat, me with a smile and Greg with a stunned look.  Granted, he did smile at me a lot, but his eyes kept going down to my breasts.  For fun, I wiggled my eyebrows and pulled my shirt away from my right breast, baring it.  We drove almost all the way back to the dealership with my right nipple exposed and Greg rather intensely focused.  I pulled the Suburban back up to the curb and then tucked my breast back into my chevron shirt.  Greg blinked, as if he was slowly becoming aware of his surroundings.
 
    
 
   “So do you like the car?” he asked with a grin.  “Does it meet your needs?”
 
    
 
   I laughed.  “Not as much as the salesman does.  Is he an available option?” I asked.
 
    
 
   There was a long pause.  “He might be.”
 
    
 
   I looked up at Greg.  His eyes were intense and he was staring at me. I blushed.  
 
    
 
   I swallowed.  “Do you have a business card?  I have a couple of other SUV’s to test drive,” I replied without thinking.  Greg’s eyes widened and then his expression darkened.  I realized what I had said.
 
    
 
   “Oh! No!  Not like that!  I was test driving YOU at that point. Not the SUV.” I blushed again, more than a little embarrassed by my slip up.  Greg seemed to relax and pulled out a business card.  A pen clicked and he quickly wrote something on the back.  He handed it to me and I saw a phone number.
 
    
 
   “That’s my personal cell phone.  I’d love to hear from you.  Maybe do dinner some time?” he asked.  I smiled and tucked the card into my purse.
 
    
 
   We said goodbye and I gave him a kiss on the cheek before getting back into my truck.  I’m not sure I’m going to call him, but he seemed to be on the level and a really nice guy.  I put my truck into gear and rolled on.
 
    
 
   Gas Station - Special Person: Soft Drink Delivery Guy 
 
 
   I pulled into the next gas station I passed, not because I needed a fuck, but because I needed gas. I know. That’s a surprise, isn’t it?  So after filling up the pickup, I grabbed my bag and headed inside.  Of course, the soft drink delivery guy was not there, and only two clerks were manning the register.  I hung around for a bit, waiting for a decent customer but no one came into the store that met that requirement.  I thought about trying to seduce one of the clerks into the bathroom for a quick suck or fuck, but they seemed rather business like and I was pretty sure the older one was either a supervisor or a manager.  With a sigh I headed off to the back of the store and went into the ladies room.  It was empty except for me, so I had my pick of stalls.  Once I was sitting, I extracted the vibroballs and hung them on the door hook. Talk about silly! 
 
    
 
   Getting out my Core Driller was easy enough, and it slid in nicely thanks to all the lubrication I had just recently expressed, but to be honest, it took me almost twenty minutes, and some pretty serious flicking, pinching, and rubbing before I was able to push my body into an orgasmic response.  It wasn’t anywhere near as satisfying as fucking Greg, but it still felt good.  It wasn’t until I was at the sink, already enduring the vibrations of the vibroballs again, washing the Core Driller, when I realized that I was supposed to wear the Clover clamps if I had to masturbate instead of fuck or suck.  Master Brandon had felt that I needed additional motivation to try extra hard to find someone to blow or fuck.  With a deep breath I pulled them out, holding the two clamps and their connecting chain up.
 
    
 
   The nice thing about the Chevron shirt is that it doesn’t pull tight UNDER my breasts.  Instead it’s a little open air with the point facing downward.  Staring at myself in the mirror, I popped the shirt off my left breasts and delicately placed the pincer of the clamp on the nipple.  It tightened, sending a sharp sensation through me.  Pain laced through my breast, spiraling downward toward my sex.  I recovered my breast, not that it made much difference.  The rather clear outline of the clamp was easily visible through the material and the chain dangled down across my bared belly.  I lifted the other clamp, lightening the load on my left breast and I exposed the other side of my chest.   In short order I was clamped there too, the hanging chain providing weight and a visually intriguing accessory to my outfit.  The shirt wasn’t long enough to hide the chain swinging across my belly between my breasts, though the clamps and a little bit of the chain right in the middle was concealed.  My nipples hurt, quite a distraction I admit, and I felt my pussy contracting around the shaking trembling vibroballs.
 
    
 
   I know it says something about me personally, but when I walked out of that restroom, I was already wet and wanting to fuck again.  Does that make me some sort of sex addict?  Does it mean I’m sick?  Soft in the head?  Or does it just mean that “nympho humiliation pain slut” is the perfect title for someone like me?
 
    
 
   I did get quite a look from the younger of the two clerks who saw the chain and had absolutely no trouble figuring out what the chain was dangling from and how.  I gave him one of my million watt “please take me to the bathroom and fuck me up the ass while your partner screws my pussy and pull on this chain hard” smiles.  
 
    
 
   Too bad I had already earned my one point.  

Movie Theatre - Special Person: Ticket Taker 
 
    
 
   Just a bit further down the road is one of those multi-screen stadium seating theatres and it was relatively easy to drop in there and scope the place out.  Sunday afternoon wasn’t packed, but the theatre was still doing business. Lots of people going to see the summer movies.  In fact, I had just gone to see Pirates of the Caribbean: On Stranger Tides a few days before with Becca. Good movie.  Not quite as awesome as the first one but way better than two and three.  Trust me.  Jack Sparrow could do me in a heartbeat and he wouldn’t have to mistake a Spanish Convent for a brothel to find me either.
 
    
 
   Master Brandon had stated that my special person was the ticket taker.  This posed something of a problem.  First of all, I didn’t have a ticket.  Second, the ticket taker appeared quite busy.  Third, well… she was young, pretty, and barely legal.  And by barely I mean that if I were hiring her to pose for nude pictures she’d have to wait a year.  
 
    
 
   But the age of consent in the grand State of Texas is seventeen and I’ll be totally honest.  Amber looked delectable.  She was this willowy blond with dark streaks in her hair, a bit too much eye liner, and these full pouty lips.  Her hips and breasts were still pretty small, she hadn’t filled out much yet, but I could tell she would.  She also had this innocence about her that I found immediately attractive.  Ever seen a butterfly about to emerge from its chrysalis?  That’s the feeling I got when looking at Amber.
 
    
 
   I struck up a conversation with her and after ten minutes we were giggling together like school girls.  This was interspersed occasionally with her taking someone’s ticket and directing them to the appropriate theatre, which she did very well.  It only took her about ten minutes to summon the nerve to ask about the obvious part of my attire that was drawing attention.
 
    
 
   “They’re nipple clamps,” I whispered conspiratorially.  Her eyes widened. 
 
    
 
   “Oh my God! Don’t they, like, you know, hurt?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I laughed and nodded. “A little, but it feels good to me. I like it.  Of course I’m stuffed with vibroballs too.”  I reached into the waist band of my skirt and extracted the remote control, complete with wire disappearing into my clothing.  I stepped a bit closer and turned up the vibroballs to high so she could hear the buzzing.  I shuddered a bit from the sensation as she watched, mouth a bit open.
 
    
 
   “Why are you wearing them?” she asked, intently curious.  I smiled at her. “I have to. I can’t take the clamps off or turn off the balls until I make someone cum.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes widened and she suddenly looked around the lobby of the theatre.  It was so cute.  She didn’t even consider herself when looking for potential partners for me.  
 
    
 
   “You mean you have to seduce someone?” she asked, still astonished. Apparently this was rather new to her.  I grinned and nodded again.
 
    
 
   “So like, who are you going to chose?” she asked, once more looking around.  Her eyes lingered on the two guys running the concession stand and then on a few of the customers.  I gave her a warm smile and a very intense stare.
 
    
 
   “I chose her awhile ago, Amber.”
 
    
 
   It took a moment but finally the gears turned all around in there and the color drained from her face.  Her eyes widened even more and she swallowed.
 
    
 
   “Me?”  
 
    
 
   I nodded.
 
                 
 
   “Why me?” she squeaked.
 
    
 
   I leaned in closer.  “Because I want to taste you and make you cum.”
 
    
 
   “But… but… I’m not…” she stammered, clearly disturbed.  
 
    
 
   “See if you can get relieved and meet me at the restroom,” I said authoritatively and walked away.  Now everything rested with Amber.  Would she come?  Would she cum? I certainly hoped so!  But everything was now up to her. I crossed to the other side of lobby and disappeared into the lounge in front of the restrooms.
 
    
 
   I waited.  And I waited.  But it was less than fifteen minutes before Amber appeared.  She saw me, eyes wide, trembling slightly.  I grinned and stood up, my hand outstretched and she took it.  I started for the restroom, but she shook her head, put a finger to her lips, and then led me to a door marked “employees only”.  Moments later we were in the bowels of the theatre, hurrying down a well lit hallway.  At almost a run we took a turn and then Amber was pulling me up a stairway.  To my surprise I found myself on a second story.  There were several small rooms, each containing a projector.  Amber put a finger to her lips, and I understood.  Be quiet.  I followed her down another small hallway and then she opened the door at the end.  We entered and she flipped on the light after the door closed.
 
    
 
   Boxes.  Lots and lots of boxes.  Amber grinned at me.
 
    
 
   “This is where we store the marketing stuff and reels.  I looked down at one of the labels. It was for something called Dr. Wiggins’ Market.  Never heard of it.  Oh well.  I turned back to Amber who was standing there, clearly unsure of what to do or how to do it.  I took a step forward, lifted my hands, and cupped her face.  She stiffened a bit at the touch, but as I leaned forward and kissed her, she seemed to melt a bit, leaning into my body as our lips melded.  My fingers slid down her neck and over her shoulders and down her sides.  No sense in taking it too quickly, right?
 
    
 
   I bent my head and touched my lips to her jaw and then nibbled my way back as she tilted her head upward.  I kissed her exposed neck and felt her shiver under my touch.  With my hands around her waist, I pulled up the silly black polo shirt she was wearing and ran my fingers against the skin of her sides.  She let out another gasp as I caressed her.  She tasted like strawberries and cream and it took me a moment to figure out that I her hair was scented like something fruity.  I totally agree with that.  Women should ALWAYS  smell like something sweet and fruity and delicious.  
 
    
 
   Amber finally touched me, putting her hands on my sides.  It felt amazing.  Her soft inexperienced hands moved up, encountered the chain, and didn’t know where to go next. I pulled my face away from her and then touched her hands with mine.  I brought her finger tips up to my breasts and then helped her to grasp the shirt material and pull it, exposing both clamped breasts.  
 
    
 
   She let out a low whimper and reached up, clearly intending to remove the clamps. I stopped, her catching her fingers just in time.
 
    
 
   “No!” I whispered.  “Don’t take them off.  Pull on them!” I begged.  Her eyes widened and she grabbed the chain.  One single gentle tug was enough to almost make me swoon and I reached out to her and lifted the polo shirt upward.
 
    
 
   She was wearing a white cotton bra which in moments was fully exposed as she helped me pull the polo over her head.  It was tossed to the side and then our hands were together, behind her back, working to release the clasp.  Then we stood as the material fell, breast to breast, the steel coldness of the clover clamps the only thing between us.  I reached down and began unbuttoning her pants and she let me.  Pink panties with little purple hearts… how adorable!  I tugged her panties down as well.  She resisted just a little, pressing her thighs together.  But a little pressure from me and in moments she was sitting on one box with me kneeling in front of her.  I gently spread her legs.  She tried to close them again, but my mouth left little hot kisses on her skin from the knee all the way up and as my mouth got closer and closer to her pussy she opened up more and more.  Finally I was there.  She didn’t shave but that didn’t bother me.  What little hair she had by her petals was light and not in my way.  My tongue darted out and she gasped as it hit her clit.  Her fingers entwined in my hair and I gave her a slow circle of my tongue, thoroughly licking that tiny nub of sensitivity that I know so well.  
 
    
 
   I wished I could have taken my time.  I would have loved to tie Amber to my bed and use my mouth on her for hours, alternating it with a vibrator and ice and hot wax and oil and so many other things.  But I didn’t have hours, and neither did she.  So I used my tongue and then my fingers.  Imagine my surprise when I stuck two fingers into her body and found…
 
    
 
   Holy Shit.  A virgin.  
 
    
 
   I pulled back out and sucked my fingers clean. She tasted a bit like soap and delicate girl and I wrestled with myself on this one.  God did I want to take her so bad!  She was literally naked except for her socks, head tilted back, perfect little breasts popping outward, hips churning, wanting, desperate, needing, innocent.  I needed to make her cum so I went back to sucking on her clit.
 
    
 
   And she did cum.  She came and cummed.  A generous squirt of juice splattered my face as she exploded and she let out a quiet cry of absolute abandon.  Her chest heaved and I saw her face flushed and passionate.  Talk about a conquest!  My own pussy was quivering and I knew that I was practically ready to fuck just about anything that moved.  Slowly she recovered and I got hold of myself.  She straightened up and finally looked at me, a dazed expression on her face.
 
    
 
   “That was….” Her voice trailed off.
 
    
 
   “Wonderful.”  I bent down and picked up her bra and held it out.  She took it gratefully, realizing that time was short.  She hurried back into her clothes and then turned to face me.  
 
    
 
   “Can I take those clamps off you now?” she asked.  I nodded.  Her fingers reached up and pinched the little jaws open and I winced as the blood rushed back into my crushed nipples. I let out a little whimper and then she handed the clamps out me.  Oh god… it was almost too much.
 
    
 
   She covered my breasts back up and then we hurried back downstairs, back through the hall where she gave me a deep rapid crushing kiss and hug before walking back out to the ticket station.
 
    
 
   I went to the bathroom, jacked the vibroballs to maximum, and rubbed my fingers against my clit until I came, shaking like a leaf in the wind.
 
    
 
   Desperate people do desperate things.
 
    
 
   Amber?  We spoke.  We traded phone numbers.  I’m taking her out next Saturday.  She has no clue what’s coming either.  She won’t be a virgin when I’m done with her, trust me!
 
    
 
   A Government Office of some kind - Special Person: Government Employee 
 
    
 
   Did you know that most government offices are not open on Sunday?  Yeah, I did too.  But for that matter, most government offices aren’t open on Saturday either, so berating myself for not doing it the day before wasn’t really an option.  I guess I should take Master Brandon to task for such a difficult task. I must have driven around for forty minutes after leaving the movie theater looking for an OPEN government office before I found one, and the one I found was NOT the kind of place you want to be asking guys if they’d like to be sucked or fucked.
 
    
 
   No, I wasn’t at a prison. But I might as well have been.  Of course at prison you’ve got two types of guys.  One type wants it but can’t have it.  The other type wants it but shouldn’t have it.  Nothing worse than being the loot in a state level game of cops and robbers.  
 
    
 
   It’s always been a fantasy of mine though… to get arrested by a police officer, physically and completely searched – preferably strip and body cavity type – forced to put on a prison jump suit, but with certain cuts made to certain parts, locked in solitary confinement where officer after officer came in to interrogate me about some crime, touching me, fucking me, making me suck them over and over.  Handcuffed.  I want to get fucked with someone’s baton, their flashlight, hell… what would it feel like to have my pussy pepper sprayed?  Would it hurt?   I want a cop with an old fashioned weighted sap, standing over me, bringing the leather paddle down right between my legs, or maybe across my breasts.  Am I sick?  Am I demented?  Or am I just a nympho humiliation pain slut?
 
                 
 
   Or maybe at the very end, they take me to my new prison cell, and make a slight mistake. I’m pushed through the door and find myself in a large room, with 24 prisoners, all looking at me, all male.  The gang bang only takes two minutes to start and doesn’t ever stop… 
 
    
 
   Okay… I’m good.  Sorry about that.  Didn’t mean to get lost in my thoughts!
 
    
 
   Of course, walking around dressed like I was in the police station is not real smart either.  Everyone probably thought I was a hooker. I mean, I was sorta dressed like one.  Thank God I didn’t have the nipple clamps on. They were safely in my bag.  
 
    
 
   I admit, I did toy around with the idea of asking a cop to screw my brains out.  But most cops are honorable guys, and unless you get them out of uniform and with a beer, cops are, in general, too good to corrupt that way.  Even by free nooky.  They even have a term for it – girls calling the cops to get a nice burly guy to come fuck them: fender licker calls.
 
    
 
   So rather than risk getting arrested for soliciting sex I decided that I could handle another masturbation session with the Core Driller. I made my way to the women’s restroom and proceeded to use one of the stalls to do a rather complete and through self-fucking.  The place was empty, right up to the moment when I was getting ready to cum.  The door opened and I clenched my teeth together and struggled to keep things quiet.  I stopped the pounding thrusts and just gently and slowly pushed the Core Driller in and out.  
 
    
 
   The woman who came in choose the stall next to mine.  Worse, she wasn’t wearing heels like me, she was wearing a set of rather comfortable but serviceable black sneakers and I could see the hem line of her black pants.  It took her a while to get set up too and I knew… there was a cop next to me.
 
    
 
   Have you ever fucked yourself with a dildo?  It’s not exactly super quiet.  So I had to practically STOP, which was not cool.  I tried to find a decent balance point between keeping myself sexually stimulated (so I wouldn’t loose my place) and not make more noise than any decent person would in a stall.   I pumped slowly, felt the orgasm coming, tried to stop and then practically bit my tongue while my body reacted to the sweet stimulation and the feeling of having a twelve inch long, four inch thick, black rubber rocket ship shaped cock shoved through me.  I know I made SOME noise but I’m guessing from the lack of response that all Ms Police Officer was thinking was “what the hell is she crapping over there?”
 
    
 
   With a deep and somewhat silent sigh, I pulled out the Core Driller and set it aside on the handrail above the toilet paper dispenser.  Then I fished out my vibroballs and inserted them, but didn’t turn them on.  Are you kidding me?  She would have heard it in a heartbeat in that restroom.  Then I waited for her to finish and leave so I could go wash the Core Driller and put on the nipple clamps.  And I waited.  I got impatient and with a little clinking got out my clover clamps and put them on, wincing and gritting my teeth, breath held as I tried to stay as silent as possible.  I think I let out a few grunts or groans, but hey… I could have just eaten a Chili Dog at James Coney Island.  
 
    
 
   Finally I got impatient.  Ms. Police Officer evidently HAD eaten a chili dog at James Coney Island because she was spending an awful long time on the john for someone who wasn’t trying to masturbate quietly with a 12 inch long black rubber dildo.  So I stood up, smoothed out my skirt, grabbed my purse and the dildo, and opened the stall door.  A quick peek confirmed that someone was in one of the other three stalls, but no one was at the vanity.  So I quickly went to the sink and began washing the Core Driller.  I figured if Ms Chili Dog finished, I’d hear her getting her gear back in place LONG before my handling a 12 inch long dildo would be an issue.
 
    
 
   However, it never occurred to me, and it should have, that ANOTHER police woman could walk through the door at any moment.  
 
    
 
   So imagine my surprise when the door swung open and in walked the female version of Wyatt Earp.  I was half bent over the sink, cleaning with soap and water, what was OBVIOUSLY a 12 inch long black rubber dildo.  Had I not been wearing a guilty expression of “oh shit” on my face, I might have gotten away with it.  As it was, the first thing out of her mouth was “what the hell?”
 
    
 
   I flushed crimson.  “Uh… Just finishing!” I muttered and quickly turned away, hiding the dildo from sight.  I made a few steps toward the paper towel dispenser.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is that?” she demanded.  “Hey. Turn around. Now.”  The tone of voice she used made it clear that we were no longer “women who are all in the bathroom,” but “police woman and potential suspect”.  
 
    
 
   Of course that tone caused Ms. Chili Dog to rapidly finish up and start getting her gear into place even as I slowly and cautiously turned toward the second officer.  She was blond, French braid, exactly what you’d expect.  Her vest did unpleasant things to her figure, but she could have been cute.  I have no clue. I don’t date female police officers, though maybe I should. If I’m ever going to have a shot at my fantasy, even if it’s only part of it, I’ll need someone with the right gear, right?  Anyway, her right hand was on her gun, but she hadn’t drawn it thank God.  I was quaking in fear.
 
    
 
   “What is that?” she asked, pointing at my Core Driller.  I held it up and it sort of flopped around a bit.
 
    
 
   “Uh… It’s a model rocket ship,” I replied lamely.  
 
    
 
   What?  It IS!  Have you seen it?  It’s got little bumps and four stages and everything.  Hell, paint it white and slap a NASA sticker on the damn thing and you could sell it in Wal-Mart’s toy aisle for God’s sake!
 
    
 
   There was a commotion behind me and then Officer Chili Dog came out looking a little grumpy.
 
    
 
   “What’s going on?  Oh… what the hell is that?”
 
    
 
   “Oh my God. Is that a dildo?”
 
    
 
   “Where you fucking that thing in here?”
 
    
 
   “How long is that thing?”
 
    
 
   “You’re not serious…”
 
    
 
   “No, I heard her! I thought she was just having digestive troubles.  She must have been fucking herself with it.”
 
    
 
   “What’s with the chain?  Are those clamps?  Shit!”
 
    
 
   “Wow.”
 
    
 
   “Disorderly conduct?”
 
    
 
   “Nah.  Public Lewdness?”
 
    
 
   “Didn’t see it.”
 
    
 
   “Jury wouldn’t like it.”
 
    
 
   “Probably get thrown out by the D.A.  No visuals, and you wouldn’t have known if she hadn’t been washing it in the sink.”
 
    
 
   This is how the conversation went and I was definitely not a part of it.  I did lower my hands though.  Now I happen to be a college graduate and my degree is in criminal justice.  To be honest, I was much more worried about the public lewdness issue.  There was a case there.  It wasn’t a great one, but these two officers COULD arrest me for public lewdness.  
 
    
 
   “Let me see that,” the second police officer said.  Officer Chili Dog stepped closer.  She was a heavier brunette, a bit older than the first.  I held out the dildo and she took it, swinging it like a baton.
 
    
 
   “My god that thing is huge,” the blond asked.
 
    
 
   “You don’t really get this whole thing up in there do you?” I was asked.
 
    
 
   I was already rather embarrassed and wished they would just let me go.  But technically I was still under “detention” and I knew it. I swallowed and nodded. “Yes ma’am, I can get it all in,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Seriously?  All the way?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  Officer Chili Dog laughed with disbelief.  “I sure would love to see that!” 
 
    
 
   The conversation stopped suddenly.  The blond police officer looked over at the brunette and I just sort of stood there.  Things had gotten… uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   Officer Chili Dog turned toward the other officer. “Jan, I’ll handle this one, okay?”
 
    
 
   The blond looked at both of us and then gave this sort of rueful smile.  “Sure.  I got a report to write anyway.  Don’t take too long though.”  She turned around and walked out of the bathroom.
 
    
 
   I blinked and the words “What The Fuck?” appeared in glowing flashing lights above my head.
 
    
 
   I turned toward the other woman and said intelligently, “uhhhh….”
 
    
 
   She laughed.  “You’re not under arrest, and you’re free to go.  But if you are willing, I’d absolutely love to see that thing fit inside you.”  She pointed back toward the stall I had just vacated.  
 
    
 
   Well gosh, that’s just not an opportunity you get every day, is it?  I mean how often does a lesbian cop ask you to masturbate for her?  Not very often.  So I took a deep breath, nodded my agreement, and went back into the stall.  Officer Chili Dog followed and leaned up against the wall as I turned and faced her.
 
    
 
   “Are those clamps on your nipples?” she asked.  I nodded.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t suppose you’d mind showing me?  Should be easy enough,” Officer Chili Dog asked.  I took a deep breath and popped both breasts out of the shirt, exposing the tight crushed nipples, both locked within the powerful bite of the clover clamps.  The police woman smiled, staring at my breasts.
 
                 
 
   “Well, go ahead. I want to see that thing go in there.”  She waved her hand, hurrying me a long.
 
    
 
   I sat down on the toilet a second time and lifted my skirt, spreading my legs.  Of course not wearing panties makes it much easier to get to your pussy and I heard a muttered “should have guessed” from the police woman.  Then I reached down and extracted the vibro balls.
 
    
 
   Officer Chili Dog came off the wall and took two steps forward.  “What the hell are those?  My god, are you some sort of slut?”
 
    
 
   My reply was automatic and out of mouth before even thinking about it. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I said.
 
    
 
   She grunted as I put aside the vibroballs and took the remote out of my waist band.  I grabbed the Core Driller from where it was sitting, wedged between the wall and the handicap hand rail.  The vibroballs got set down on the toilet paper dispenser and I brought the Core Driller down between my legs.
 
    
 
   She watched every second and even got closer to get the nitty gritty.  I worked it in, partially turned on from the absolute worst humiliation of the day not to mention the fact that I was still scared of going to jail.  Sure, I could call Kari, but I’m not even willing to IMAGINE the punishment I’d earn for THAT.  I’d be lucky if I’d even be able to WALK for a few days.
 
    
 
   I did manage to work the Core Driller in rather deeply and quickly thanks to the clamps, circumstances, and the fact that I was still pretty well soaked.  Officer Chili Dog watched the whole thing and when I was deep in the throes of ecstasy, legs spread, breasts clamped, not even bothering to keep my voice down or try to hide my noises, the police officer came up to me, grabbed the Core Driller, and rammed it several time into me for herself, making sure that all 12 inches was fully embedded.  I groaned and she grabbed the chain between the clamps and pulled nicely.  I popped immediately.
 
   “Nicely done,” she said, complimenting me.  “Just don’t do it at the police station again, okay sweetie?”
 
    
 
   I nodded as she stepped out of the stall and left the bathroom.  I repeated the process I had done just a bit before.  I pulled out the Core Driller, replaced it with the vibroballs, and then cleaned the Core Driller in the sink. I’m going to admit it. I was sore. It was also getting late and I was getting hungry.  I got everything tucked away (either inside me) or in the bag.  Then I stepped out of the bathroom.  
 
    
 
   To my surprise, there was an out of order sign on the door.  That hadn’t been there before and the only thing I can surmise is that the blond cop put it there.  I headed for the entrance and the safety of my truck.  But as I was walking out, I saw Officer Chili Dog and in a sudden flash of brilliant inspiration, I approached her. She was talking with someone and I waited politely until they were finished.  Then she turned to me, face wary, but very professional.  
 
    
 
   “Can I help you miss?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Can I get your name and badge number?” I asked.
 
    
 
   That wariness in her eyes suddenly turned to major concern and she put her hand on her belt.  The leather creaked under the stress of her grip.
 
    
 
   “And why do you need that?” she asked.  
 
    
 
   I stepped closer to make sure no one could possibly over hear me.  “Because I like being in handcuffs, and would love to be arrested and searched properly some evening.”
 
    
 
   That look of wariness flashed into surprise and then became a smile.  She fished a business card out of her pocket and grabbed her pen, scribbling something on the back.
 
    
 
   “Don’t call 911 to talk to me, sweetheart.  Call my cell phone.”
 
    
 
   She handed me the card and walked away.  I still have it.  I haven’t called the police yet.  But I’m planning on it.  Fantasy… here I come!
 
    
 
   As I left I realized that despite two masturbations and the clear involvement of a government official, I still hadn’t earned more than a single point.  Damn.  I wish I could have fucked her!
 
                 
 
   Comic Book Store - Special Person: Any geek 
 
    
 
   I went looking for a comic book store at that point and to my dismay, people don’t buy comic books on Sunday.  Surprise surprise.  Every store I looked up and went to was CLOSED!  How’s that for crappy?  So I went to an upscale large book store, figuring… gosh, they’d have comic books, right?  Well they do.  But evidently comic book people really don’t buy them from Barnes & Noble.  Maybe it’s the selection.  Beats me.  But I hung around in the comic section, getting hungrier and hungrier as NO ONE came up and even LOOKED at the comic book stuff.  Or was it called “graphic novels?”  Whatever.  By that time I would have gladly screwed just about anyone who showed up.  Qualifiers?  “Have you ever read a Batman comic book?” would have been enough.  As it was the combination of the vibroballs, nipple clamps, and hunger motivated me to go find an appetizer for dinner.
 
    
 
   That appetizer came in the form of a good looking guy I picked up in the music section.  He was not a geek.  Definitely not a geek.  Sorry. I did LOOK for a geek, but I was in a preppy part of town and the store employees were starting to give me looks.  I mean, I was hanging around wearing a shirt that revealed some questionable personal jewelry and didn’t do much to conceal or obscure HOW the chain was hanging.  
 
    
 
   When I approached Jessie, this rather dashing college aged guy with a mop of curly brown hair, he seemed a bit shy.  But it didn’t take long for my particular brand of charm to put him at ease and soon we were laughing together.  I had my hands on him a few minutes later.   When I told him I wanted to take him to the bathroom and suck his cock, his only reaction was surprise and then a quick nod.
 
    
 
   I’m going to admit, I’m tired of fucking in bathrooms.  The problem with these “fuck in public” assignments is that if you don’t want to get arrested, where else do you even get a smidgen of privacy, right? I mean, was I just going to whip out his dick right there in the computer software section?  Should I have taken him over to the café?  Or how about the customer service desk?  Hell, there’s a fucking STAGE in the children’s area.  How about that? 
 
    
 
   Exactly.  No good place.  So it was back to the bathrooms.
 
    
 
   I was just ready to move on so I did Jessie pretty quick.  We weren’t interrupted either, which was rather nice.  I’ve had bathroom sucks before where it was either me suck EVERYONE or meeting a nice police officer.
 
    
 
   Jessie’s cock wasn’t anything special, but it was decent in size and frankly, I would have loved to fuck him.  But I was worried about doing it in the restroom like that.  It would have taken twice or three times as long and in the end, my concern over the time and exposure was more pressing that the buzzing of the vibroballs and the pinch of the clamps.  Besides, I got to take the clover clamps off the moment we finished, and trust me, after I swallowed his cum, I took those clamps of with relief.
 
    
 
   Jessie, who thought I was the best girl who ever lived, asked me out for dinner and in the interest of my pocket book and time, I agreed. It was already after six and we had a really nice one hour dinner.  We left my truck at the book store and went in his Sentra.  Nice car actually.  I got to see a lot of it.  Even the back seat.
 
    
 
   Large Parking Lot - Special Person: Security Guard 
 
    
 
   After dinner we played a new game. It was called “Do As I Say”.  Jessie, who was reacting quite well to the fact that my hand was literally down the front of his pants, took my directions in stride.  When we pulled back into the parking lot of the bookstore, I had him pull into a parking spot well out of the way of the other cars, in a back corner, where it would be easy to see an approaching car.  I pulled my hand out of his pants and then told him to wait there for a moment. 
 
    
 
   It was already dark outside and I got out of the car.  Then I got in the back seat.  The first thing I did was untie my shirt.  Bare breasted, I then worked my skirt down.  Jessie watched, astonished from the front seat.  I laid both articles of clothing on the seat back and then made a simple “come hither” gesture with one finger.  In seconds Jessie was out of the car and jumping into the back seat.
 
    
 
   Well, it wasn’t a suburban, let me tell you that.  But it wasn’t bad either.  Jessie was intrigued by the vibroballs and spent several minutes playing around with the settings before finally pulling them out and letting me straddle his lap.  I slid downward, impaling myself on his cock, feeling his muscular thighs underneath me as his mouth came down on my nipples, sucking and licking and tasting me.  Sometimes, it’s a good thing to be a delicacy.  We moved gently and as far as vanilla sex goes, it was rather nice.  
 
    
 
   His strong hands caressed me, my breasts, my arms, my shoulders, my back, and then came to rest on my bottom, squeezing me even as I rocked my hips, his cock gliding through me like a well oiled machine.  It was so much better than the Core Driller, so much better than the vibroballs. It was real, live, blood engorged cock.  And it was inside me.  
 
    
 
   I came first, a relief from the tension and torture I had endured all through dinner and frankly, since I had masturbated a second time in front of that police officer.  I’m not usually so voracious, but being put on display, in a position of sexual torment, having to suck cock, well… all of it was just enough to make sure that I was ready to pop almost from the moment I got stuffed.
 
    
 
   After I exploded it was Jessie’s turn and I worked my carnal magic until his calves tightened and he thrust once hard up into me, his fingers clutching my body.  I brought my face down and kissed him as he exploded, our bodies melded together in a stupid car, sitting in a parking lot.  
 
    
 
   What a fucking waste.
 
 
   Bar - Special Person: Bartender 
 
 
   Nine thirty found me pulling into one of our local bars, a country western place I’ve frequented in the past.  Usually, it’s been a good spot to find a willing, mostly drunk, but rather handsome cowboy with a large cock and the willingness to use it and not remember what the hell happened the previous night.  That’s always good when you aren’t looking for a relationship.  You have to be careful with cowboys. They tend to become possessive and the last thing I needed was a brand on my ass and fist fights over who would get to fuck me repeatedly.
 
    
 
   I grabbed a hat from behind the seat of my truck.  The rest of my attire, while not country, wouldn’t be terribly out of place unless I tried to line dance (I don’t line dance by the way. Don’t ask me. I’m terrible at it.)  So in a mixture of country and contemporary, I waltzed in to the bar and looked for the bar tender.
 
    
 
   Not a chance in hell.  He was too busy.  The likelihood that I would be able to either suck or fuck the bartender was about as good as me winning the lottery or flying to India in order for Avishkar Ghule to fuck me tomorrow morning.  So with a sigh of disappointment I turned away from the bar and began looking for the right guy.  
 
    
 
   The right guy showed up a few moments later.  I wasn’t picky. Typical cowboy.  Blue jeans, dark skin, stubble of a beard, button up oxford, boots.  He smelled like horses too and had already had a few too many.  It wasn’t hard to convince him to follow me into a corner and have a seat behind a table.  I sat next to him and let him do some rather rough touching before I slipped a hand into his lap and worked his jeans open.  It took a bit of work to get his cock hard, which rather sucked, but we finally got there.  Then I slid under the table and sucked and sucked.
 
    
 
   He groaned.  He moaned. He slammed his fist on the table top.  He grabbed my hair.  He made some rather loud comments.  Thank God NO ONE paid any attention whatsoever.  He was groaning loudly as I stroked his balls and then he popped without warning, a quick sudden spurt that literally caught me unprepared and sent a splatter of cum across my face and down my bare shoulder.  I blinked, shaking my head, but then suddenly he stood up, cock hanging out, as he stumbled out onto the dance floor.  
 
    
 
   OMG.
 
    
 
   I kind of left then as a number of the other guys corralled him and made him put his package away.  I was already heading out the door as he pointed back to the table and told them there was this girl sucking his cock and she’d do everyone.  Yeah… not cool.  I took a deep breath.  It was late, going on eleven o’clock and way past my bed time.  I got in my truck, slipped the vibroballs back in and set them on low.  I still had one more location to do and it was a doozy.
 
    
 
   Your Living Room - Special Person: Your dad. 
 
 
                  When Master Brandon put together is “Scavenger Hunt”, one of the last places on his list had me just a little concerned: my living room.  Don’t get me wrong, I’ve had orgasms in my house before.  All over it in fact.  But the real issues wasn’t the location.  It was the special person he had selected.  It was just a tad bit disturbing because it was my own father.               
 
    
 
   
  
 

               To my surprise, there were lights on when I pulled up to the house.  I let out a rather disgruntled snarl since it meant I had to change out of my shirt and skirt into my denim shorts and tee shirt before going in.  I did it quickly and with my cum splattered shirt and skirt under my arm, I went inside.
 
    
 
                  Like the previous night, it was my father who was sitting in the living room.  The History Channel was on and he was deeply engrossed in some Vietnam Show.  I waved at him when I came in.
 
    
 
                  “What are you doing still up, Dad?” I asked.  It was highly unusual for him to be awake this late in the evening.  I might have been a bit surly toward him.  The living room was the last place I needed to do “something sexual” in.  My plan had been to masturbate there with the Core Driller.
 
    
 
                  He smiled. “Oh, just really wanted to see this show. You’re home late.”
 
    
 
                  I shrugged.  “Been out and about.”
 
    
 
                  “I’m sure,” he replied.
 
    
 
                  How… uncomfortable.  I bit my lip and then told him good night.  After climbing the stairs I retreated to my bedroom, tossed my dirty clothes in the laundry and then headed to the bathroom.  A quick shower was exactly what I needed and I came out feeling refreshed and ready for anything.  I tucked the vibroballs back in, but I didn’t turn them on. Instead I set my cell phone alarm to wake me later, around one thirty in the morning. My dad would be in bed and asleep by then and I could finish.  
 
    
 
                  A few hours later I woke to the sound of my cell phone alarm and quietly got out of bed.  I was wearing a nightgown and I stripped off my panties and took out the vibroballs.  Then as quietly as I could, I grabbed my Core Driller dildo and my small bottle of grapeseed oil and headed downstairs.  Everything was dark and quiet and I left the lights off as I settled down on the couch.  A moment later I had one leg up on the arm rest and the other spread wide.  A thin coating of oil lubricated the tip of the Core Driller and I tugged up my nightgown, exposing my shaven slit.  The tip of the dildo slipped through me rather nicely, catching only slightly on my opening.  Of course, the next slide through my pussy dipped the tip inward, and thus back and forth, I slowly but surely worked myself up into a chest heaving frenzy.  Finally I slid the Core Driller in, feeling it open me, spreading me, fucking me, impaling me.  I drew it back out and plunged it in again.  My eyes were closed and I whimpered softly, totally caught up in the abandon of sexual gratification.  I knew masturbating would only get me one single point, but I didn't care, and there are some things you just shouldn’t and can’t do, right?  I fucked myself stupid with that giant toy, and I was so close...

               The lights flipped on and I opened my eyes to see my father staring down at me.  I dropped the dildo and closed my legs, hurriedly pulling my night gown down.  I could tell that he had seen everything: the huge black rubber dildo sliding in and out of me, my spread loins, my moaning ecstasy filled face, all of it.  My face was scarlet and I admit I felt a flash of fear.  Oh my fucking god.  What would he say?  What would he do?  He just stood there, his cane in one hand, staring down at me.  I shrank back into the cushions, the Core Driller digging into my thigh.  I wasn't about to move to keep it from poking me.  

               My father limped across to the easy chair and sat down.  His withered right leg was bent at a slightly wrong angle and I felt a flash of anger at what life had done to my dad.  He took a deep breath, eyes still on me, pinning me to the couch.  His fingers folded together and he licked his lips.  

               "Gotta tell you, Breanne," he paused.  "I'm really enjoying the blog.  N.H.P.S. huh?  Fascinating reading though."  

               The sinking feeling I had been harboring in my gullet suddenly turned to lead and iron and then plunged through my intestines, tearing me to shreds.  My heart thumped painfully against my chest.  

               "It's good to know about Kari, though.  I always thought something was going on between the two of you.  Granted, didn't think it was THAT, but your mom kept saying ya'll were just friends."

               I swallowed hard.  Oh my GOD.  My DAD has been reading Michael's BLOG!  He’s been reading my assignments?  Holy SHIT!

               "Does Mom know?" I croaked out, my entire body feeling like it had been body slammed into the wall.  My life was over.  Even now I’m still floored.  

               Dad shook his head. "Nope. She's not into the computer. I only found out by accident.  Friend of mine emailed me a link since he knew I lived in Katy.  Thought I'd get a kick out of reading about a local.  Took me all of about five minutes to figure out it was you.  I always thought you were a little dark."

               My father was not reacting like I thought he would.  "You don't mind?" I squeaked.

               He glanced over at me? "Mind?  That my kid is screwing her way from one side of Houston to the other on a daily basis?"  He shook his head.  "Ah... not really.  You should have seen me back in the sixties with your Mom at college."  He laughed.  "Maybe one day I'll tell you about that party your mom and I went to."

               Talk about uncomfortable.  I shifted on the couch and the Core Driller prodded me again in the ass.  Not cool.  I took a deep breath. This changed things. IT HAS changed things. Everything in fact.  My dad knows about me. And worse, he's okay with it.  I guess I'm not the weirdest one in my family, am I.?  I pulled the Core Driller out from under my ass and held it up.  My Dad clearly saw it, wet with oil and my juices.

               "Sorry I interrupted you.  I thought you might be here tonight,” he said.  

               I rotated on the couch, tossing the Core Driller aside.  My dad sat opposite me, in a tee shirt and his night shorts.  He grinned at me. I smiled back.

               "Dad?" I asked softly.  He cocked one eyebrow.

               "I've got a question to ask you."  My voice faltered.  I couldn't believe I was about to do this... 

               "A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut question?"

               I nodded.  He smiled at me.

               And I did. I asked it.  Assignment finished.  Total Points: 161
 
    
 
    
 
   NHPS Back Arches
 
    
 
   07/10/11
 
    
 
                  The very first time was a little odd.  I was a junior in college and at that particular moment, I had my feet propped up on the desk, the little computer camera aimed at myself from the neck down, stark naked, with both nipples tightly caught in a pair of wooden clothespins.  The view was no doubt nice, but I didn’t really care because I was fucking myself with the handle of a hairbrush.  Not the spanking kind of brush, you know… with a smooth back?  Oh no, I was doing it with a cylinder hair brush, the kind that no matter which way you turn it the bristles go through your hair.  I had been naughty and was evidently not being… NHPS enough?  I was getting close though and he said “now take it out and turn it around.”  I blinked.  Seriously?  Actually, I did blink but all I could think of was “ooooh god yes!”  And that was the first time I fucked the bristle end of a hairbrush.
 
    
 
                  It’s not exactly what you think.  Going in the bristles all get pressed flat and coming out they pretty much do the same.  So if you’re thinking of doing some brush screwing, just remember that to really make it worthwhile, you need to extract it almost all the way out and drag it over your clit.  Or get someone to do it for you.  Either way, you’ll probably cum.  I do.  But if you’re looking for torment, there’s always another option.
 
    
 
                  Leave it in.
 
    
 
                  Perhaps it was hubris or arrogance that made me decide to go along with the idea, or expand it, or whatever, but when I got the message from a new friend (Hi Peter!) about a fantastic new NHPS exercise, I couldn’t help trying it out.  For starters, instead of vibroballs, or ben wa balls, or a dildo, or even a vibrator, I got out that hairbrush from all those years ago.  It was clean of course. I’m good about that.  I lay down on my bed, spread my legs, and began to work it in.
 
    
 
   Which created my first problem.  When you work a hairbrush (business end) into your pussy, it generally means you need to be well lubricated.  Well lubricated means you’re horny, and horny usually means you’re getting close to cumming.  And since I’m not allowed to cum this week unless I’ve got some stranger’s cock in my mouth, this presented more problems than I really wanted to deal with.  Of course, I really didn’t have a choice, did I?  So I masturbated until the hair brush was deftly embedded inside me, with about two inches of handle sticking out of my pussy like a tiny plastic cock.  
 
    
 
   That was when I discovered my second problem.  While masturbating with the business end of a cylindrical hairbrush isn’t that bad bristle wise, just leaving it in and then walking around with it inside you is a whole nother thang.  See, the bristles pop out inside you and when you walk, they poke and scratch and generally stimulate your insides.  And if you’re trying not to cum, this makes life much much harder.  And considering the punishment if I screw up, I didn’t really want to cum.
 
    
 
   Well… ok… yes… yes I did.  But at five in the morning when you have to go feed the critters, it’s tough to find a spare male stranger running around the farm.  
 
    
 
   So I waddled out to the barn and did my chores.  It was terrible.  Every step was like someone brushing my inside, scrubbing me sexually.  I’m glad I was wearing a skirt and no panties because I leaked constantly. My thighs were soaked, and by the time I was finished with getting the critters fed and the other things I needed to prep the day, I was about as horny as you can get and not be lying on your back with your legs spread and your hand thrusting away.
 
    
 
   I still had about forty minutes before it was time to go in for breakfast and then getting ready for church and I knew it was time to get my new exercise done.  NHPS Back Arches. 
 
    
 
   What’s a NHPS back arch?  Well you should know by now that NHPS stands for Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and if you need info on that, go buy the damn book. It’s called “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volume #1” and is only 99 cents for crying out loud!  Usually I do NHPS Pushups, which usually involves finding a naked NHPS (which is pretty easy because I AM one), a special tack mat with tiny sharp pin prick points that are only a millimeter long (long enough to prick, not enough to bleed), and then some specific movements.
 
    
 
   For a NHPS Pushup, you strip off your clothes, put the tack mat under your breasts, get in pushup position, and then drop down, but ALL THE WAY DOWN, and then you take your hands and put them behind your back, resting your weight on your breasts.  Yes.  It does hurt.  That’s the point.
 
    
 
   But today I wasn’t doing NHPS Pushups. I was doing something worse.  Much much worse.  NHPS Back Arches.
 
    
 
   Hello Breanne, I have just been reading about your NHPS pushups. I have a slight variation for you if you would like to try. Firstly you will need your Bristle Brush, Bristle end in your pussy, secondly your Vibrating anal beads no need to say where they go, and of course you will need your Tack Mat. Wish I could listen to this. The exercise is, Back Arches. Lie on you front with your legs crossed at the ankles, keep your feet firmly anchored to the floor Hands and arms straight out in front of you Raise your upper body off the floor, keep your neck in line with your spine Hold for one second and then slowly lower to the floor I am not sure how many you will be able to do, so the challenge is to do as many as you can, then do five more.  -Peter
 
    
 
   Trying not to cum from the hairbrush inside me, I got out my vibrating anal beads. I so hate these things.  I hate things up my ass.  But dutifully I did it. How could I not?  So I leaned way back on a hay bale and slowly but surely slipped bead after bead in.  Then I turned them on.  My ass clenched around the beads which of course caused my pussy to tighten around the hairbrush, which of course drove the bristles deep into my insides.  MMMMMM….
 
    
 
   I took my tack mat out of the storage bin at the end of the barn and tossed it down on the floor.  The next step was easy.  I peeled off my tee shirt, unhooked my bra, and even slithered out of my skirt.  I figured if I was going to do this right, I should do it totally naked.  With the beads vibrating at their maximum setting I stretched out, keeping my breasts up off the floor.  With a quick hand I dragged the tack mat underneath me.  I crossed my ankles and then lowered myself down, raising my hands above my head, stretching them straight out instead of putting them behind my back.  Instantly I felt the spikes all over my breasts.  It felt like… well… honestly?  It felt like the damn brush in my pussy!  Tiny pin pricks all over!  I lifted myself up, but instead of going straight, lifting my whole body, I merely bent, arching my back, arms and spine and neck straight. The little pin pricks of pain disappeared from my breasts, but something rather different happened in my pussy.  The angle changed and the brush couldn’t handle it.  One side of the bristle end suddenly dug painfully into me.  Since each bristle was plastic, it wouldn’t cut me or anything, but boy did it feel… intense.  Wow.  Then I went back down and once more tenderized my tits with pins.
 
    
 
   My pussy was rapidly tightening and loosening around the brush and my hips jerked a few times.  So I did it again.  And then again.  Each arch of my back was much worse than the one before it, and I don’t mean in pain.  I mean in a “holy shit I need to cum” way.  By the time I got to my seventh back arch, my hips were no longer under my direct control and I was humping… the floor.  Yes.  How’s that for an image.  The girl was so fucking horny she fucked… THE FLOOR.
 
    
 
   Of course, not really.  What I was really fucking was that damned brush!  And oh my god it felt good! I needed it. I wanted it.  And I did as many back arches as I could, thrusting my hips even as I dipped back down, mashing my breasts into the tack mat. The buzzing in my ass just made things more vivid, more intense and I was on my eleventh back arch when I couldn’t take it anymore.
 
    
 
   Yeah. I came.  That’s what you wanted right?  Me cumming?  That way I’d get punished?  Yeah, well thanks.  So now tomorrow I get to wear the fucking hemp rope thong while stuffed with my g-spot vibe on low.  Do you have any idea what that knot right over my clit is going to do to me?  And I’m STILL not allowed to cum unless I’ve got cock in my mouth!
 
    
 
   Sigh….
 
    
 
   After I collapsed in orgasmic bliss, I rolled off the tack mat.  My breasts were covered (and still are by the way) with little red dots where the tacks bit into my skin.  My nipples were a bit red and tender, but I wasn’t bleeding anywhere.  Once I recovered, I rolled back into position and did five more NHPS Back Arches.  Why?  Because I was supposed to.  NHPS Rule #2, right?  What did that do to me?  Just make me insanely horny again.
 
    
 
   Which is why at church, while my family was scarfing down donuts in the reception hall, I was in the AV closet with one of the youth ministers sucking his cock while I *ahem* brushed my pussy till I popped.  How’s that for a vivid picture?  I’d pull the bristle brush out, scraping it over my clit and then push it back in.  I came before he did.  Don’t worry.  I gave him a GREAT blowjob as payment for helping me to cum.  Ah, I love religious people!
 
    
 
   So… what’s the score now?  Well, I’m horny again, but that’s mostly because I’ve been walking around all day with the brush stuck up inside me, bristles rubbing my pussy.  Wouldn’t that drive you crazy too?  I’m thinking of going out and finding another cock too suck, but I also think that I should do one more thing before I go out like that.
 
    
 
   Another set of NHPS Back Arches…. Don’t you think?
 
    
 
    
 
   Stipulations
 
    
 
   07/20/11
 
    
 
   It’s not often that I write something up that WASN’T an assignment, but occasionally it happens.  Okay… so I can’t remember the last time, but gosh after the weirdness of today, I couldn’t really NOT write it up.  Don’t worry, it won’t be this huge story like Kari’s July 4th Party, which I’m still working on.  Yes, I know. You want to read it.  Well I’m halfway done through Part Four and…
 
    
 
   Do you really want to hear my excuses?  No, I don’t think so.  So let’s talk about the situation I found myself in yesterday morning.
 
    
 
   First of all, you probably are very aware of Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1.  It’s pretty simple and to paraphrase it nicely, I have to keep either a cock or a sex toy up inside me at all times in order to keep myself wet and ready for sex, torture, or punishment.  So every morning when I get up, I sign on to my email and check to see if anyone has set me a particular toy for the day.
 
    
 
   Sometimes I don’t get an email which is why I pick something easy, with no “stipulations”.  Stipulations like “no cumming”, or “vibes on low”, or “vibes and spinner on high”.  The stipulations are little extras usually sent by one of my various online masters or mistresses, or even a fan with a cruel streak.  (I admit I like fan sent “stipulations!”)  In any event, I had spent the last week with a variety of toys stuffed up inside me, ranging from my Core Driller dildo to my Vibroballs, all with the stipulation that I was only allowed to cum if I had a stranger’s cock in my mouth.
 
    
 
   Which meant that no matter what sex toy I had in me, I had to run out, find some strange guy who met my basic criteria (which admittedly is tantamount to being clean and polite), make an offer, and then try to time my necessary release to the impending blow job.  Do you have any idea how difficult that is to do?  Granted, finding guys wasn’t that hard, but the timing part was insane!  Worse, Master Barrett, who set this little stipulation, selected toys for me over the week that made it very very difficult to control my libido.  Punishment was extreme and frequent.  Lemon juice, NHPS pushups, and my hemp thong.  Do you have any idea what lemon juice poured over a chaffed clit feels like?
 
    
 
   So with my full week of “cumming with cock” Master Barrett decided that a follow up was needed.  This week’s theme is “cumming with cunt”, which doesn’t make things easier. It makes them harder.  Worse, nothing else about the stipulation changed.  It has to be a stranger, not a girl I already know, which meant I couldn’t camp out at Becca’s (who would have LOVED this), or Julie’s, or Kari’s, or even Amber or Kelly.  In short, I was (and still am technically) facing the situation of approaching strange women and asking to have oral sex with them.
 
                 
 
   I know what you’re saying “well gosh, that’s what lesbian bars are for,” right?  Yeah, well, lesbian bars aren’t open at five thirty in the fucking morning.  And the first day of my “cumming with cunts” stipulation also had me wearing one of my more… difficult to tolerate… toys.  
 
    
 
   The Rotating Venus Penis is pretty simple; two motors, a plastic slightly curved base, and a four inch plastic cock.  The case is long enough to hit your clit and curve under toward your ass and the plastic cock is just a plastic cock.  But the motors are the big issue.  One motor causes the whole damn thing to vibrate.  The other causes that plastic cock to spin.  Let me tell you, I can handle the vibrator function, even on high, for quite a while.  Add the spin bit to it, and I’m melting like jelly.
 
    
 
   But it wasn’t Master Barrett who set me to wearing my RVP yesterday.  It was Master Brandon, one of my OTHER online doms.  Master Brandon has a bit of a sadistic streak and I tried to explain to him that me keeping both the vibrator and spin functions on low all day, whenever I was in private (meaning around family), would no doubt result in an uncontrollable orgasm, especially considering that I hadn’t cum in quite a while.  Master Brandon hesitated, and then replied.
 
    
 
   “You know, Breanne.  You’re right.  You may not be able to control yourself.  So let’s motivate you, shall we?  If you cum and your tongue is not stuck up inside another woman, you will immediately stuff your ass with your vibrating anal plug, the big one, as well as put your tack inserts into your bra and complete ten NHPS pushups.  Furthermore, for every unauthorized orgasm you have, you will ask a stranger (male or female) to either give you twenty bare bottom spanks or fifteen smacks to your bare breasts.”
 
    
 
   So with that little tidbit stuck firmly in my mind, I got dressed for the day.  Of course the first thing I started with was the RVP.  This slipped into my already wet and sopping hole, which of course had been stuffed with my vibroballs all night.  Granted, they were off at least, which was a small blessing, but having had them on practically 16 hours straight the previous day, I was pretty ripe and ready to boil.  I get that way.  Besides, that’s the point right?  That’s why I follow NHPS Rule #1.  You never know when someone is going to walk up to you, smile, and say “pull down your pants so I can shove this cucumber up inside you!”
 
    
 
   Okay, that doesn’t actually happen to me, at least not on a regular basis.  It did happen once, but that’s another story.
 
    
 
   After I had the RVP settled into place, I immediately turned it on, which in hindsight was probably not a good idea.  Of course I didn’t have a choice either.  It was either that or invite a bunch of people into my bedroom, which would have been a problem since they were all sleeping.  Almost immediately I felt my body going through the sexual hoops necessary for orgasmic release and my hips were just going nuts as I pulled out a pair of shorts and a tee shirt and a bra.
 
    
 
   Panties weren’t really necessary since I was wearing the RVP. In fact, I don’t think I own a pair of panties that would fit properly while wearing the RVP.  Panties for me are more of a convenience.  I wear them when I’m allowed to, instructed to, or need them to hold something in.  When I was in college, Kari like to stuff my cylindrical hair brush inside me and fit the handle through a little hole in my panties.  Talk about awkward walking.  Ugggh.
 
    
 
   So sans panties, I put my bra on.  Then I donned my shorts and tee shirt.  I stuffed my bra tack inserts into a small bag along with my tiny bottle of grapeseed oil and the vibrating anal plug, and then headed downstairs to do my morning chores.
 
    
 
   When you work on a farm, there are some basic things you have to do. Our farm is mixed use, meaning that we grow plants and we raise livestock.  Granted, not much of either, but half our land is good for grazing and half our land is good for crops.  We do soy beans, corn, alfalfa, and occasionally cotton, depending on the rotation we’ve got going.  Oh yeah, and we tried kale too.  Who the hell eats kale?
 
    
 
   Livestock wise we have a shitload of goats, about forty head of cattle, five horses (including my Star!) some pigs and geese and chickens and stuff like that.  Oh yeah, and there’s a fucking emu out there somewhere that I can’t catch.  Dad bought her (or him, I can’t tell which) off a fellow rancher with about ten others and things didn’t work out.  It’s a long story that isn’t worth hearing unless you’d rather read about emu husbandry rather than my sexual antics.
 
    
 
   You don’t, right?
 
    
 
   Anyway, down in the family room I put on my socks, jammed my feet into my work boots, laced them up and headed out to the barn.  By the time I got there, I was REALLY getting worked up.  Being out and about, moving around, all while being sexually stimulated, tends to get me even more lubricated.  I slopped the pigs. I feed the chickens.  I put out new hay for the horses.  I scratched and loved on Star and Jeb.  I got the tractor loaded and drove out to the north field and put out new feed for the cattle.  
 
    
 
   I don’t feed the emu.  It can find its own fucking food or drop dead. I could care less.
 
    
 
   Of course through all of this hour and a half to two hour long process the RVP was doing its thing inside me.  The vibrations were bad, I’ll admit it.  Even on low they were getting to me.  But it was the spinner that really had me moaning.  The vibrations… well, I’m used to those. I’ve been vibrated for years.  In college I used to get online, strip naked, turn on my webcam and mic, and stuff myself with a vibrator on low before finding some guy to play hotseat pool with me, or before I would serve an hour or two as “room slut” in one of the Slave chat rooms.
 
    
 
   I was an awesome room slut.  I’d greet every guy who came in with a hello and me on camera, totally naked, from the chin down, legs spread, usually with a clothespin on my clit and nipples and lit candles ready for use.  I remember one room moderator who would take a poll of what “torture” the guys wanted the room slut to do to herself every thirty minutes.  I was FORCED to make suggestions and then they all voted on it.  Do you have any idea how hard it is to sit there and suggest ways for the guys to torture you, knowing that you have to act it out in just a moment?  It’s not easy.
 
   Anyway, back to the RVP.  By the time I was heading back to the house for breakfast, things had gotten to a head.  My pussy was doing sexual gymnastics, pulsing and pushing and squeezing and squirming.  My hips wouldn’t stay still and the RVP just kept vibrating and spinning inside me.  I’m not sure if the vibrations from the tractor engine were the straw that broke the camel’s back, but I was still a good quarter mile away from the barn when I couldn’t take it any more and I put my foot on the brake and stopped the heavy machinery as my body went into orgasmic overload and exploded.
 
    
 
   I screamed.  Not in agony.  In bliss.  I like screaming during orgasms, and since I was a good distance away from the house, I didn’t feel like I was in danger of rousing the rabble.  So I just sat there shaking, one hand against my crotch, pushing and rubbing the RVP against my pussy, loving every long second of that orgasm.  Finally I was done and I climbed down off the tractor with just a glance toward the house.  On the far side, with my back to the goat pen, I pushed down my rather damp shorts and grabbed my little bag.  I extracted the butt plug and bottle of oil and lubricated the plug.  Then I began working the large black plastic monstrosity into my ass.
 
    
 
   I am NOT a fan of things being in my ass.  Bad enough there’s shit in there.  But I hate having toys in there too.  Cock isn’t too bad, but toys… what is it with everyone sticking toys in there?  I know… it’s punishment.  It’s encouragement for me NOT TO CUM.  But seriously, I was set up.  I’m not stupid. I know and they know there is no fucking way I could withstand that kind of stimulation and NOT CUM.  What did Barrett or Brandon expect me to do? Leave without doing my chores and go sexually assault some jogger in Memorial Park?  
 
    
 
   Actually, at that point I probably would have been willing to do that.  
 
    
 
   I had trouble getting the plug in so I bent over at the waist, one hand at my ass, holding the black rubber plug at my anus, with about an inch already buried inside me. I was trying very hard not to squeeze it out.  Then I backed up to the back tire, set the base of the plug against the rubber, and pushed.
 
    
 
   You know, in a way, it was like fucking the tractor.  
 
    
 
   With enough pressure at my back door, the plug slipped in and seated itself while I groaned and winced.  I reached down to my ass and turned the damn thing on and immediately a rumble started in my ass that was one part sexual turn on and two parts “oh my god what the fuck is that? Please stop!”  I climbed back up on the tractor and drove, rather uncomfortably, back to the barn.
 
    
 
   I parked the tractor, got down, pulled off my tee shirt and bra, and then proceeded to use my tack mat (I like it better than the inserts and I didn’t want to get my shirt dirty) to do my ten NHPS pushups.  Of course through all this the RVP was STILL spinning and vibrating and my ass was now clenching repeatedly around the buzzing plug.  I’m still positive that seismographs in California was picking up the Breannequake occurring in Houston, Texas.
 
    
 
   The NHPS pushups hurt, but then they always do.  That’s the point.  My bare breasts were immediately turned into red speckled globes of “ow” and the nipples seemed roughened.  To be honest, NHPS Pushups are a lot like meat tenderizing.  You take a piece of round steak, take a spiked hammer to it or a needler, and punch about a zillion holes in it before batter dipping it and frying it up in your skillet.  Well, in essence, that’s what I was doing to my breasts… except without the batter dipping and frying part.  Though I guess the 15 smacks I got later definitely qualified as “frying”.  They hurt.
 
    
 
   I put my bra and tee shirt back on and then got to do the one thing I had wanted to do for a while; turn OFF the RVP.  I thumbed the remote down, turned off the vibrating anal plug, and went inside for breakfast.  It was a needed break, trust me.
 
    
 
   After breakfast I went back outside to the barn, spun up the RVP and anal plug, grit my teeth, and took Star out to our southwest fields to set the irrigators up.  It’s a pain in the ass, much more than the anal plug, but not quite as penetrative I admit.  I discovered that riding a horse while wearing the RVP is not a good idea because it presses against you much tighter, causing all sorts of sexual urgency problems.  I hurried though.  I didn’t want to get to a point where I would need double the number of strokes I had already earned with my first unauthorized orgasm.
 
    
 
   So with everything set for that morning, I headed for home, put on a blue denim skirt, and then traded in my boots for flip flops.  Then with a wave to my mom, I jumped in the truck and headed out to find oral sex and relief.  So where does a girl go when she wants to both cum and eat another girl out?  Oh.  That’s easy.  
 
    
 
   If I had more time, I would have gone to the university.  College undergraduate dorms are always a great place to find a willing girl.  But the time frame was a little off and I needed to get back by lunch time in order to turn off the irrigators and start up the other fields.  So instead I went to that other spot filled with young girls who would be ripe for a little action: the mall.
 
    
 
   I choose our local mall, rather than the one down by the tollway because I wanted something more sedate.  Our mall is so large that on a weekday morning, even during the summer, the place feels… empty. I’ve walked it often enough.  Hell, I’ve walked it wearing barely anything.  So me dropping in while wearing a totally respectable tee shirt, bra, and skirt, not to mention flip flops, was something of a novelty.  As soon as I parked, I reached down between my legs, turned on the anal vibrator and then cranked up the RVP.  
 
    
 
   Oh.  Guess I should mention.  One of my limits is not to drive while being vibrated.  I don’t think anyone would appreciate me wrapping my truck around a tree or a cactus, right?
 
    
 
   So buzzing and stimulated and quite tormented, I paraded into the mall looking for two things.  The first was of course some pretty girl I could stick my tongue into.  The second was someone who would be gracious enough to either spank me stupid or smack my breasts around.  Since Master Brandon had not specified WHO needed to do the spanking and smacking, I swung by a particular jewelry store to see if the person I really needed was there.
 
    
 
   “Hey Julie!” I said, waltzing in to the junk jewelry store she runs.  Julie is a friend of mine who I met about a year ago while performing some insane assignment there at the mall.  Julie is first and foremost, a lesbian.  Second, she is very much a dominatrix, and third, likes hitting me.
 
    
 
   “Hey Bre,” she replied, glancing over at me.  Her eyes widened when she took a look at my outfit.  “Oh my God, you’re here normal?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I blushed crimson and since we were alone in the store I lifted up the front of my skirt, showing her the pulsing buzzing RVP.  “Plus I’ve got the vibrating anal plug in my ass.”
 
    
 
   Julie grinned.  “That’s my NHPS.”  She pronounced it “nips”.  
 
    
 
   “So on assignment?” she asked me.
 
    
 
   I nodded and then shrugged. “Sort of.  I’ve got a bit of a problem that I was hoping you could help me with.”
 
    
 
   “You know I love helping you with your problems,” she laughed.  I couldn’t help smiling back.  “So what’s the problem?”
 
    
 
   “I need either a spanking or a breast beating.  Twenty to my ass and fifteen to my breasts,” I said, just a tad bit uncomfortable.  Julie’s eyes widened.
 
    
 
   “And you need this because?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Another blush.  “I came when I didn’t have my tongue in a strange woman’s pussy,” I said, my voice trembling.  The RVP vibrations and spinning were getting close to making me cum again.
 
    
 
   “Seriously? Breanne… how do you expect to be a good NHPS when you can’t even follow simple rules?”  She clicked her tongue at me.  “All right.  Go in the back room and take off your shirt and bra.”
 
    
 
   I nodded and went to the back of the store.  The back room is nothing more than an oversized walk in closet with a tiny bathroom, a desk, a chair, and a bunch of shelves.  Not that impressive.  On the other hand, I’ve been abused in that back room more than any other place in that mall.  I’ve been handcuffed to pipes in that back room. I’ve been slapped, fucked, smacked, tortured, and god knows what else there.
 
    
 
   Alone, I took off my shirt and then bra and laid them carefully on the desk.  Then I laced my fingers together behind my head and waited.
 
    
 
   That wait was awful.  She kept me waiting too, on purpose, knowing that the RVP would just be churning away between my legs, knowing that I’d be going crazy.  Five minutes passed and my hips started jerking.  I studied my breasts.  Both nipples were hard thanks to the air conditioning and the little red dots that had been so vivid right before breakfast had all faded into barely visible spots. At ten minutes I was getting close to another orgasm.  A minute later, Julie came in, took one look at me, and then swung her open hand as hard as she could.
 
    
 
   I admit I was prepared for it, but it didn’t stop the hurt. Her hand hit my left breast squarely and then continued on, dragging its way across my chest to hit my right breast as well.  My bosom bounced and I let out a low cry, biting my lip.  My pussy contracted tightly around the RVP.  
 
    
 
   She hit me again, this time from the other direction and sparks of pain shot up through my breasts.  I let out another groan as the deep hurt blossomed in both tits and my nipples felt stung.  My hips jerked again.  Julie’s third stroke across my bosom almost made my fingers slip, the urge to cover my breasts was so strong.  Julie looked at me as I half turned, bracing myself, struggling with the pain and the impending orgasm I knew I wouldn’t be able to stop.
 
    
 
   “So how many strokes do I have to give you?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Fifteen,” I said, still wincing and catching my breath.
 
    
 
   Julie nodded. “Okay.  Count them for me.”  Then she swung again.
 
    
 
   “FOUR!” I gasped.  
 
    
 
   Julie frowned. “You stupid bitch.  The first number is ONE.  And now that one won’t count.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, trying to understand.  Sure, now when I’m just sitting here, admittedly with the vibroballs in and on low, I have no problem understanding what she was talking about.  However at that moment, with so much of my attention wrapped up in repeating the mantra “don’t cum, don’t cum, don’t cum, don’t cum, don’t cum” over and over in my mind, all I could do was gape at her and blink.  The next slap stung like the dickens and my breasts throbbed.  It was all I could do to gasp out “one!”
 
    
 
   We went through fifteen more strokes, though the last few were actually just really painful powerful flicks of her forefinger against just my nipples.  I dutifully counted each stroke and flick, not even really aware of the fact that Julie had weaseled an extra four smacks out of me.  I was right on the edge when I got to fifteen and Julie just kept flicking my nipples until I couldn’t stand it any more. I think I got to twenty two when I shook like mad, cried out, and came with this powerful shudder.
 
    
 
   Oops.  
 
    
 
   When I had calmed down enough, Julie was considerate enough to ask me what the punishment was for not cumming with my tongue in a strange girl.  
 
    
 
   “Another set of spanks on either my breasts or my bottom, ten NHPS pushups, and taking out and putting back in the anal plug.”  My breasts were still throbbing and since the RVP hadn’t slowed a wit, I was still having some nether region issues.
 
    
 
   Julie nodded.  “Well go ahead and do the plug thing and then get those pushups out of the way and when you’re done I’ll be back in to hit your tits again.”
 
    
 
   I almost cried. 
 
    
 
   Julie left and I dropped my hands from my neck, shaking.  I reached behind me, grabbed the base of the butt plug and tugged it out.  It didn’t feel good coming out and let me tell you, it didn’t feel good going back in either.  When that was done I put my bra back on, then slipped the tack inserts into it.
 
    
 
   My tack inserts are just two bra cup shaped pieces of rubber studded with tacks.  The pin pricks are actually a little shorter than the ones on my tack mat, but that doesn’t keep them from hurting me the same.  With what seemed like porcupines in my bra, I stretched out in the meager space I had and proceeded to thoroughly tenderize my breasts for a second time that morning.  
 
    
 
   When that was done I stuck my head out into the store.  Julie was restocking some stand and I told her I was done.  She nodded, told me to wait, and then went back to restocking.  Beggars can’t be choosers, so I went back to my spot in the center of the back office, lifted my arms, laced my fingers behind my head, and waited for her to come and hit my throbbing, painful, fire laden breasts.
 
    
 
   I’m going to admit it. I cried.  Quietly.  Julie just gets pissed when she sees tears and blubbering brings out the absolute cruelest behavior from her.  It was just the thought of her doing another set of strokes to my breasts was almost… unbearable.
 
    
 
   Julie came in a few moments later.  She saw my tears and her face went stony.  I closed my eyes, bracing myself as her hand came up.  I expect my breasts to burst in pain, but instead, she merely grabbed my arm, swung me around, and bent me forward over the desk.  Her hand swung, yes… but not at my tits.  Her open palm landed on my ass and I hissed as the sting went through me.  She hit me again, and again, working both cheeks equally until my ass was fidgeting all over over.  This admittedly was NOT good for what was still going on inside me: namely the vibrating anal plug and the vibrating spinning sex toy, but we all have to make do.  AS it was I got my twenty butt blistering strokes, thus fulfilling my punishment requirements.  Even better, the fire between my legs had been banked, but not snuffed and it was also no longer roaring out of control.  All in all, when I finally put on my shirt again, I was in much better shape than I had been when I walked into the store.  
 
    
 
   “If you fuck up again here at the mall and come to me for your punishment, I’m going to take my belt to your tits, so just be warned,” Julie said as we kissed and I waved goodbye.  Ouch… 
 
    
 
   Julie had also been more help than just beating me.  She also gave me some guidance, like which girls in which shops might be open to a little pleasuring.  This gave me a starting point, so a little sore, a little hot and bothered, and very willing I started walking the mall.
 
    
 
   My first stop was a clothing store and a cute brunette with massive breasts.  Finding her was pretty easy, and despite the intense rotation in my nether regions, I actually managed to keep the waver out of my voice when I introduced myself and told her I was a friend of Julie.
 
    
 
   Evidently I’m also famous, because when she connected “Breanne” to “Julie”, her eyes widened. “You’re the nympho humiliation pain slut!” she gasped.  I nodded.  Next thing I knew Christy was shaking my hand and telling me she loves my book.  That made me blink.  We chatted for a while and finally she asked me what she could do to help me.  I knew she meant clothing wise but I smiled.
 
    
 
   “I’d really like to cum, because I’m desperate, but I can’t unless I’ve got my tongue up inside you,” I told her.
 
    
 
   Her eyes widened and her mouth opened slightly.  She gave me this wicked grin, asked me to wait for a moment and then went up to the register counter.  A slightly older blond woman was there and Christy said a few words to her.  She looked over at me and then smiled, nodded, said something I couldn’t hear back, and then Christy was pulling me into the store room at the rear of the store.
 
    
 
   We were not interrupted and Christy took off her black slacks with a shy smile even as I cranked up the sliders on the RVP remote.  I gasped as the RVP began churning inside me and in seconds I was climbing the walls in approaching orgasmic need.  I went to my knees as Christy pulled up a chair.  Her pants and panties were gone and she plopped down wetly with spread legs, her trimmed bush open.  I lowered my mouth and took one long slow sweet lick, starting at her bottom, going over her perineum and all the way up to her clit, which I licked rapidly for a bit while she bucked in her chair.  It felt incredible.  I began licking her, driving my tongue into her body as I went up and down, sucking on her labia, her clit, and then circling as deep inside her as mu mouth could do.  
 
    
 
   When I came it was liquid ecstasy.  My pussy trembled and roared and it felt like getting dark chocolate, a new car, and a whipping all at the same time.  Oh… that sounds… deviant, doesn’t it?  Oh well.
 
    
 
   As I came I pushed my tongue as far up inside Christy as possible and after I shuddered and came I brought Christy to the same point, even as my clit began to protest the steady and continuing buzzing inside me.  I turned the motors down as Christy exploded wetly on my mouth, eventually grabbing my face and rubbing it up and down her slit, my nose against her clit.
 
    
 
   Frankly, it was awesome, and when we were done Christy told me to wait in the backroom.  I did and a few moments later, the other woman, the blond from the register, who was easily ten years older than me and twelve or thirteen older than Christy, came into the back room.  
 
    
 
   So I got to have ANOTHER orgasm which was absolutely wonderful!  Barbara was wearing a skirt and just hiked it up.  To my surprise, she wasn’t wearing panties and her slit was totally shaved.  It was amazing.  So I jacked up my RVP again, shuddered my way through another orgasm, my clit tingling, while I licked and sucked and ate out Barbara until she joined me, crying out in orgasmic overload. 
 
    
 
   Sated, happy, and only barely bothered by the buzzing and spinning between my legs thanks to the double orgasm I had with Christy and Barbara, I headed back through the mall.  I stopped by the jewelry store to wave at Julie. There weren’t any customers and she waved to me to come in.
 
    
 
   “Get off?” she asked with a grin.
 
    
 
   I nodded, smiling.  “Barbara and Christy,” I told her.  Her eyes widened a little bit.
 
    
 
   “Wow.  Both of them? That’s cool.  Didn’t know Barbara was into girls.  That’s cool.  So did you have any more unauthorized orgasms?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I shook my head and smiled in relief. “No, I’m doing good.  The two explosions I had with Christy and Barbara are keeping my head on straight.”  
 
    
 
   “That’s too bad,” Julie replied, giving me THAT look.  “Give me the RVP remote.”
 
    
 
   Have you ever felt your heart compress and then get squeezed down through your esophagus and all the way down to the pit of your stomach?  It’s like this cramp of fear that just literally make you want to fold in half.  I’m not positive but I’m pretty sure my hand was trembling as I handed Julie my remote. She took it from gingerly, didn’t look at it, staring into my eyes.  I didn’t say a word.  Then my pussy suddenly tightened as my motorized sex toy broke the speed limit.  She tucked the remote back into my waistband and patted me with a patronizing smile.
 
    
 
   Are you wondering why I let her do that?  Are you saying to yourself “you stupid girl!  What the hell were you thinking going back by there?  Don’t you KNOW Julie wanted to whip your tits?”  Well, yes, I did know that.  But I didn’t think she’d engineer a failure on my part in order to provide herself the opportunity.  I thought she was there as a backstop to help me out.  I tried to hold out, but the RVP on full power is like getting licked, finger fucked, and twisting a dildo, all at the same time.  Add the anal plug which was still vibrating in my ass and I was on a downhill spiral that only had one possible ending.
 
    
 
   I came right in the middle of the store which was fortunately empty.  Julie was just waiting for that and she pointed toward the back storage room with this look of smugness that made me want to punch her.  I reached for my remote, but Julie stopped me and shook her head.
 
    
 
   “Do your punishments with that on.”
 
    
 
   I was shuddering and my pussy was throbbing like a laboring heart.  I was having trouble just STANDING for God’s sake.  But together we entered the back room and I immediately took off my shirt and went down on my knees.  Moments later I was stretched out, Julie watching as I lowered myself down on my bra.  A hundred tacks immediately were pushed deeply into my breasts and I groaned as I lifted my arms and put all my weight on my chest.  I did this nine more times and with RVP still going at full blast.  
 
    
 
   I finished and was still lying on the ground when Julie helped me out.  She put her foot in the small of my back, reached down, lifted my skrtand rather brutally ripped out the anal plug.  I came with a wet gasp and loud cry.  I could feel my juices leaking down my thigh.  Then I felt the plug touching my still gaping ass again and she pushed it in, rather hard too, and I cried out again as I was once more stuffed and plugged.
 
    
 
   Despite the order to get up, I had trouble.  My ass hurt.  My breasts hurt.  My pussy was pulsing and reacting and to be honest, had you asked me “Breanne, what is two plus two?” at that very moment, I would have blinked, given you a dazed, glazed over look, and replied “huh?”  Yeah, I was that out of it.
 
    
 
   Julie helped me get my bra off which was good because I was having more trouble standing.  My ass seemed to have a mind of its own and I couldn’t get my loins to stay still.  Julie lifted my hands, placed them behind my head, and then pulled her belt out of the loops of her pants.
 
    
 
   Julie’s belt was this thick black leather monstrosity complete with occasional studs, rivet holes, and double stitching.  She looped it in one hand, gave a practice swish, and then brought the doubled leather around in one of the harshest breast punishments I’ve ever endured.  The damn thing left EDGE welts.  Can you believe that?  I actually started to scream by the time we got to the fourth swing and Julie quickly reached under her own skirt, pulled down her panties, and shoved them into my mouth.  I suffered more torment while sucking on and screaming into Julie’s panties, not that it made much difference.  Thank God no one was in the shop or they would have heard an earful.  
 
    
 
   It stung like you wouldn’t believe and I was crying by the time she was done belting my breasts.  She plucked her panties out of my mouth when she was done belting me and then she turned the RVP remote down to low.  I’m not sure why I didn’t cum during that last whipping.  I know when it was finished I was really close.  A few more strokes would have been enough, or just a single stroke up between me legs.  But Julie seemed to know and stopped.  I was left in the back room alone, the RVP slowly buzzing and still tormenting me, to get dressed and then say goodbye.
 
    
 
   I headed home and was finally granted a reprieve with lunch. I admit I lingered and around one thirty or so I headed back out into the fields to turn off a couple of the irrigators.  After an hour and a half of peace, it was a little awkward to switch the RVP back on but I did it like I was supposed to and suffered.  But having had such a… prolific orgasmic morning, I was able to hold on until just before dinner.  
 
                 
 
   I was back in the barn and I was on the back end of four hours of buzzing spinning and desperation.  I didn’t want to orgasm. It was accidental.  I knew I was in trouble.  There was still an hour before dinner so I jumped into my truck.  I was able to turn off the RVP while driving, but I knew what I really needed was to cum, and cum hard so that I could handle the night and maybe even the next morning.  
 
    
 
   My brain wasn’t really working and I headed back to the mall.  Julie was gone.  So was Christy and Barbara and since I had turned the RVP back on the moment I parked the truck I was only minutes away from cumming.  With my lip caught between my teeth it finally didn’t matter.  I stationed myself near the women’s restroom and stopped the first solo girl that I passed.
 
    
 
   “Please, please can I use my tongue on your pussy?” I begged.
 
    
 
   She gave me a look of horror and pushed me away.  I asked another woman.  Similar response.
 
    
 
   It was the fourth girl I asked, a cute teen with long brown hair, a milkmaid complexion, and this really cute smile.  Her eyebrow went up and she replied “If you’d like.”  I grabbed her hand and dragged her toward the restroom.  You know those videos of guys and girls going into the restroom and screwing with a lot of force and wild abandon.  Yeah, well that was me.  I ate her up and Shelly was amazing.  She was seventeen years old (don’t worry, that’s legal in Texas), worked at a fast food joint, is bi-sexual, and tastes like strawberries.  Oh my god… I still can’t believe it.
 
    
 
   But I came.  And that’s what’s important right?  Oh yeah, Shelly came too.  I’m not that mean.  But when I came it was with the RVP on high, and my tongue stuck up as far as it could go, up a strange woman’s “cunt”.  That’s what you wanted, right Master Brandon?  Master Barrett?  That’s what you both wanted!
 
    
 
   Today’s been a little easier of course.  The vibroballs aren’t nearly as difficult to handle, though I admit, morning chores weren’t exactly peaceful.  In fact, later today I have to go back out.  I need to cum, which means my tongue needs to be inside a strange woman.  That is SO appealing.
 
    
 
   Oh yeah, I’ll need another whipping or spanking too, and if getting this written and posted takes too long… I might need both.
 
    
 
   See ya around…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Hanging For A Screw Up
 
    
 
   07/22/11
 
    
 
   Sometimes I screw up accidentally.  Sometimes I screw up on purpose.  Sometimes I don’t screw up at all.  And then most of the time I’m screwed.
 
    
 
   One of my readers pointed out that I had screwed up the whole spanking part of the last assignment.  Evidently, and while in the midst of sexual nirvana, I forgot that I was supposed to ask STRANGERS to do the whipping and spanking.  Oops.  Damn.  That would have probably hurt LESS than what Julie did to me!  Oh well… my bad.
 
    
 
   The reader also suggested a “punishment” for being a screw up, which was absolutely his right.  The punishment?  Oh… just a few NHPS pushups… with a slight twist.
 
    
 
   An NHPS pushup for every stroke you received that should have been from a stranger including the extras you received from Julie for a total of 61. Now I'm not heartless, so you may perform sets of NHPS pushups throughout a day which takes you up to the total, however for every half hour or part of half hour between each set, you must perform an additional pushup.

Finally, to make things interesting, the following modification is made to your push-ups: make or use a hemp thong, instead of tying it up at the back (if you would tie the thong at the front, rotate it 180 degrees), attach the end of the rope to something above you which ensures that your pussy will always be suspended at least 6 inches off the ground, then perform the pushups. As NHPS pushups are pushups, remember to remain straight at all times, so that your pussy acts as a pivot point.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   So a little before lunch I went down to the barn with what I would need.  Friday is laundry day so I spent most of my morning in the house.  I was dressed in a skirt of course, panties, bra and tee shirt, but tucked up inside me was the nine inch Husky Dildo, barely held in by the bikini briefs I was wearing.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I almost always wear the Husky dildo on laundry days.  See, that particular dildo won’t stay in unless it’s held in place.  Usually, if I want to stay completely stuffed, I wear shorts or something.  But a few weeks ago I discovered that if I just wear a skirt and panties, the dildo will literally slide halfway out of me every time I stand up.  Guess what happens when I sit down?
 
    
 
   Laundry day has lots of ups and downs, trust me.
 
    
 
   Once I got to the barn there was a little bit of set up to do.  The uh… modification… that was required meant getting out a bit of rope.  Not my knotted rope though, thank God. I never want to HAVE to walk that rope again.  Though I know I will, probably soon.  But instead I just got out some nylon line and my ratcheting strap and hook, got them tied together, and then tossed the line up over one of the rafters to the loft.   In short order I had it all tied off with the hook from the ratchet hanging about a foot and a half off the ground.  
 
    
 
   The next thing I got out was my tack mat. I keep this stashed in the barn.  It’s nothing more than a black piece of flat rubber that has about a zillion small tack points sticking out of one side.  Just the points mind you.  You could put your hand down on this and press as hard as you could and just come away with an unpleasant stinging sensation and about a thousand little red dots peppering your hand.  No blood.  No penetration.  
 
    
 
   I tossed the mat down a few feet to the side of the hanging hook and proceeded with the next step: stripping.  I’m really good at stripping actually.  There’s an art to it, whether you are undressing in front of a stranger, a familiar lover, or even a doctor.  Of course if you’re by yourself and doing it so that you can get on with a bit of sexual torture, really… efficiency is the goal.  So I just peeled off my clothes, starting with my shirt, then my bra, then my skirt, and then my panties.
 
    
 
   And of course, my dildo fell out.
 
    
 
   I caught it and immediately brought it to my mouth.  A quick cleaning later and I laid my dildo aside for later, and then pulled out my vibroballs.  These I slipped inside me, my already wet petals parting rather easily as I pushed in the two golf ball sized spheres into my body.  I held the remote in one hand and jacked up the vibrations to maximum, shuddering as the fires of my internal pressure boiler were stoked to even higher temperatures!
 
    
 
   Another reach into my bag produced my hemp thong, a curious construct I made almost a year ago.  I probably need to replace it.  There is one thick, scratchy, horrible strand that goes right between my labia and does some moderately awful things to my sensitive parts with every step.  The knot to tighten the crotch rope is actually a clove hitch and sits (thanks to some decent yet stupid measuring on my part), directly above my clit.  
 
    
 
   Thus attired, (which means totally naked except for being stuffed with buzzing vibroballs and wearing a hemp thong) I moved under the dangling hook.  I went to my knees, feeling the metal hook bump against my rump and I reached back and grabbed the curved metal, slipping it under the knot at the BACK of the hemp thong.  I tilted forward and then even before getting in to pushup position, I felt the pull of the hook on my thong.
 
    
 
   The rope between my legs tightened and the part that had split my pussy was now digging deeper than it ever had before.  I gasped, and I hadn’t even put my whole weight on it!  I moved into NHPS position, literally with my hands down, the tack mat underneath my chest, at a slightly head down angle.
 
    
 
   Usually when I do a NHPS pushup, my toes are on the ground.  Not this time.  The only way my toes were going to touch the ground was if I bent at the waist, almost doing a forward back arch.  The buzzing in my pussy was suddenly twice as strong and I groaned.  Then, with deliberate masochism, I lowered myself down.
 
    
 
   There were two noticeable differences to this NHPS pushup and my regular ones.  First of all, my pussy was hurting.  The rope was digging painfully into the soft tissue and I’m absolutely positive that my petals were bulging.  You try sticking an inch wide piece of scratchy rope in between YOUR labia and see what happens!  The second difference was that LESS weight went on my breasts, so the tack mat didn’t hurt quite as bad.  The rope between my legs actually took some of my weight!
 
    
 
   So I started doing my NHPS pushups.  Since my hips weren’t going anywhere vertically, it was all upper body and I mashed my breasts repeatedly down onto the tacks.  Despite it not hurting as much as usual, the tacks still bit into my nipples, and as a combination with the buzzing inside me, the rather difficult to bear pain of the rope holding me up by my crotch, all of it came nicely together.  The hardest part was keeping my legs straight and up.  
 
    
 
   Then I sort of lost control.  My body decided that since there were so many delicious sexual sensations going on, I ought to thrust.  Never ever thrust when you’re dangling by a hemp crotch rope.  Suddenly ouch went to “oh my fucking god OWWW!” The knot above my clit, which had already thoroughly crushed and flatted the nub now sawed at it as my own movements jerked the rope about a quarter to half inch through my legs.  It was easily one of the most evil torments ever devised.  I was on push up thirty seven or so when I realized that I actually got more movement when my breasts were mashed to the tacks, so I just stayed that way, my ass rolling, my legs taut, with just my toes on the ground for balance.  I know… I was supposed to keep my legs straight.  Physical impossibility when you’re cumming in this position.
 
    
 
   In essence, I fucked the rope. Oh, and the vibroballs I guess, but really it was the rope.  It was like the rope walk.  Never ending abrasion.  And adding the tacks pressing into my breasts?  Wow.  
 
    
 
   Technically all this week I’m not allowed to cum unless I have my tongue inside a woman.  A stranger.  But at that moment, between NHPS pushup 38 and 39 I came with a cry of release that was half agony and half ecstasy and all I needed as I was cumming would have been for someone to come in just at that moment and take a belt to my ass.
 
    
 
   When my orgasm was over, the pain hit me like a freight train, and I still had over twenty more pushups to do.  I went quickly, trying desperately to finish them, lowering myself down, pressing my breasts against the pin prick mat while I put my hands behind my back, clasped my fingers together and squeezed.  Then I would bring my hands back down to the floor, lift myself up, and repeat.  
 
    
 
   I tried to do the whole pivot thing, you know… feet on floor, breasts up, then feet up and breasts down.  But it was a lot harder than it sounds.  Maybe if someone made me up a specialized see saw or something to keep me straight…
 
    
 
   Anyway, the last ten pushups were brutal, but I plugged away at it because I knew, I KNEW I wouldn’t be able to handle doing this a second time.  Especially for just a few pushups.  So I did it.  All sixty one.
 
    
 
   When I was done I had a bit of trouble getting free, but when I finally got to my feet and pulled the hook out from under the knot at the back of my hemp thong, the relief was major.  I tugged the rope out of my pussy where it was lodged, but I didn’t untie it.  Oh no.  See, I had cum, and my tongue wasn’t inside a strange girl at the time.  
 
    
 
   I stumbled over to my bag and pulled out the bottle.  I walked to the back of the barn and went out the door, standing in the yard.  I was still naked except for the hemp thong and the vibroballs.  The rain clouds hovered over the entire country side but it wasn’t raining yet.  I opened the bottle and took one breath of that citrus scent, before tilting my head back and pouring a full cup full across my breasts.  The lemon juice streamed down over my breasts and the pin pricks turned to fire.  I wasn’t even aware of it when the juice soaked into the hemp thong, trickling down, until I was burning everywhere.  I fell to my knees, arms crossed across my breasts, mashing them, my thighs pressed together, the vibroballs roaring inside me.  It came upon me suddenly, out of the heat and agony.  I grit my teeth but couldn’t hold it in any longer. 
 
    
 
   And then I came.
 
    
 
   Doilies
 
   07/24/11
 
    
 
   I was more than a little nervous.  I was downright close to going home.  The butterflies in my stomach could easily have been mistaken for an incredibly deep set vibrator, but since I was only stuffed with my twelve inch Core Driller dildo, a dildo that does not vibrate, I couldn’t really blame the toy.  I stood there, my legs spread a good three feet apart, the arches of each foot pressed into the high heels I was wearing, forcing me for fashion’s sake to stand on tip toes.  The front of my skirt was down, concealing the fact that I wasn’t wearing panties, but the back of my skirt was tucked into the hemp thong that I was wearing, exposing both butt cheeks quite nicely.
 
    
 
   I was also wearing a tee shirt, just a tee shirt, and the thin white cotton material was rolled up under my chin.  I could feel the air conditioning vent blowing cool air across my breasts, both nipples hard and puckered.  My arms were up with my fingers laced behind my head.  This kept my hands busy but also forced my breasts outward.  I closed my eyes.  I didn’t want to look at her.  Hell, I didn’t even know her name!  All I knew is that she had my cane, the one I brought in with me, raised in readiness.  I admit I was taking deep breaths in preparation and the rogue thought “how the hell did I GET in this situation?” crossed my mind…
 
    
 
   This morning started the usual way, with me getting online and finding out what toy I would get to torment myself with for the whole day.  I have a large collection of course, the idea being that swapping out a different toy each day will keep me from becoming accustomed to certain sensations.  I can understand that. If I spent weeks wearing the ben wa balls I’d barely feel the arousal they can cause.  Heck, even now I have to admit that my endurance levels for toys like my vibroballs, or the RVP has increased dramatically.  There was a time that an hour on high in my vibroballs would have me gasping with orgasm.  Now… well… I’m a little better trained.
 
    
 
   I had some chores to do that morning along with the knowledge that I also had a very specific punishment assignment that evening.  That punishment came thanks to one of my facebook friends, a fellow submissive, who decided that I needed to be punished.  I know… odd for a submissive male, right?  But I suspect that Slave Caz is one of those guys who believe that misery enjoys company.  And I’ll be honest, no one knows punishment better than someone who has HAD it done to them!  
 
    
 
   Master Brandon was online and after a brief discussion about my day’s itinerary, he decided that I needed something that would appropriately fill me, stretch me in preparation of my punishment assignment, and hurt me all at the same time.  Worse, with Master Barrett’s prohibition on cumming, unless of course I had my tongue stuck inside a strange woman’s pussy, these two “stipulations” promised to make my day a sexual hell LONG before I’d have to submit to the punishment assignment in the first place!
 
    
 
   My twelve inch Core Driller is a black rubber dildo shaped like a rocket ship.  It’s large.  It’s long.  It’s thick. And it won’t stay in by itself.  There have been a number of methods I’ve used to hold it in of course, from panties to shorts to duct tape.  But the means Master Brandon is most fond of is my hemp thong.
 
    
 
   Hemp is another word for rope and my thong is about the cruelest “rope” g-string you could find.  It consists of some of the thickest scratchiest rope on our farm, a full three quarter inch wide, tied so that one strand goes around your waist, then knots in the back and comes to the front.  The crotch strand slips under the front and the clove hitch knot happens (through careful measurement of course), once tightened properly, to sit right above my clit.
 
    
 
   The nice thing about the Core Driller is that it comes with this steel ring embedded in the bottom.  That makes it rather easy to run the crotch rope through.  Of course tightening the rope does a couple of things.  First of all it makes sure that all twelve inches of hard rubber is thoroughly and completely embedded inside me.  I don’t know of many girls who routinely walk around with a foot long thick column of rubber up inside them.  Second, because I keep the rope tight, that scratchy hemp line slips deep between my labia, puffing out my petals and generally causing all sorts of mischief and mayhem down there.  Third, with every step, the entire thong slides about a quarter to half an inch, slowly rubbing, chaffing, and scratching my clit, my inner and outer labia, my perineum and even my butt crack.  
 
    
 
   There have been some suggestions about me putting a knot in the rope right over my butt hole, but I’ve been resisting THAT.  So until someone ORDERS it, I’m not going to do it.
 
    
 
   So stuffed and sexually bound, I started my daily chores with something akin to a wavering desire for a decent fuck and orgasmic release.  What I got was a slow building burn between my legs that only increased with every step and a slow but desperate longing to have that Core Driller pumping inside me like a jackhammer.
 
    
 
   Despite the clitoral stimulation, I didn’t cum that morning.  Oh no.  It was just pure sexual torment.  I sat with my family for breakfast, quite uncomfortably I might add, but still no release.  I thought about taking Star for a ride, but quashed that idea pretty quickly.  A ride on a horse while stuffed with the Core Driller and wearing the rope thong?  That would almost CERTAINLY make me cum and make the movement of the rope through my crotch an unbearable torment.  I’m not saying I wouldn’t go for a ride like that, but I’ll say it would have to be an assignment, not just me being stupid.
 
    
 
   I puttered.  I did some minor repair work on one fence.  I lubricated one of the mower rigs.  I scratched our sow’s back with a rake.  I curried and combed Star.  I went upstairs to my room and did some writing…
 
    
 
   It was after lunch when I finally gathered up what I would need and put it in my bag.  Short skirt?  Check.  Thin white cotton tee shirt?  Check.  Stripper Fuck Me shoes?  Check. A solid cane? Check.  Okay, the cane wasn’t in my bag, it was actually out in the barn and I tossed it into the truck before heading out.
 
    
 
   Now I’m not stupid. I hardly left the house dressed like a tart.  I was wearing shorts and a tee shirt and a bra of course.  My mom’s eyes would have popped out of her head and frankly, my dad doesn’t need the encouragement.  But like with most assignments, I drove off the property onto the farm to market state highway south of our farm, found a gravel shoulder, parked, and moved to the front of the truck.  It wasn’t hard to strip and despite the threatening clouds and high heat, I managed to get naked in almost record time.  Of course our road is about as frequently traveled as the Antarctic, so I didn’t see any snow mobiles, let alone cars or trucks.  I
 
   n about five minutes I had changed into the standard uniform of a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   The shirt was too short.  It was one of the shirts Kari had given me in college, this one sporting the words “Porn Princess” in faded pink lettering.  I had a whole collection of sexually inappropriate shirts.  It was a game for her.  I sometimes felt like a doll, constantly getting dressed up by my best friend and mistress, but even back then I was a nympho humiliation pain slut, stepping out to go to class wearing a shirt that said “Don’t stare. Touch” right across my breasts.  Do you have any idea how OFTEN I got groped?   But now, almost five years later, the material is worn out, the cotton stretched, my breasts are a bit bigger, and… well… they didn’t fit well back then either.  Now it’s just worse.  Think practically see thru spandex with a damned good chance of just tearing, spilling my breasts out.
 
    
 
   Thus attired I got back in the cab of the truck and headed down the road.  The punishment assignment I had received the day before had been rather specific.  I needed ten strokes to my breasts and ten strokes to my ass for every unauthorized orgasm I had given myself the day before.  Then I needed to get fisted.  Since I had experienced two orgasms during Friday’s punishment assignment, that meant forty strokes, twenty to my breasts and twenty to my ass.  To complicate matters, the forty strokes to T&A needed to be from strangers.  The fisting however… that could be my choice.
 
    
 
   In hindsight, I should have realized that it would be a lot easier to find girls willing to beat me than girls willing to let me stick my tongue in them so I could orgasm.  Lesbians can be hard to find but there seems to be a sadistic streak in most people.  So with my clit still burning from the hemp thong chaffing with every step, my pussy stuffed to the point of rupture, and my entire body sexually charged, I turned north on Highway 6 and stopped at a strip mall.
 
    
 
   I like strip malls, and not just because I usually strip in them.  They usually aren’t as busy as regular malls and it’s a lot easier to find people either working alone or with just one other person.  That makes things much easier.  Plus stores at strip malls usually are the kind of places people CHOOSE to go, rather than wander in.  That makes a difference, since it also means fewer customers to interrupt me when I’m doing something that would probably qualtify as illegal.  Maybe.
 
    
 
   I know that I probably could have found a bunch of men completely willing to cane my tits and ass without a problem, but I wanted girls.  So instead of stopping in the electronics store, or the CD store, I went with something a little more feminine.  The first place I tried was a shoe store.  The two sales clerks, both women by the way, were very attentive, if a little judgmental about my attire. They were polite of course, but when I explained that I didn’t want to buy shoes, and that what I really needed was for them to whip me with the stick I was carrying, well… I was asked to leave.  The looks they gave me were practically poisonous.  I’d say it hurt a little, and it did, but not much. I’m sorta used to it actually.  When I walk the mall dressed like this the looks I get are half hungry and half “what a slut!” and not in a fun sexy sort of a way, but in a despicable one.  
 
    
 
   So on I went.  I tried two more stores with similar if not quite as volatile results before coming across a sweet little boutique.   Doilies everywhere, all sorts of tiny statues, salt and pepper shakers, tea sets, and a bunch of other stuff a Southern Texas Cowgirl like me, or even a nympho humiliation pain slut would NEVER EVER buy.  The bell on the door rang as I went in and the first thing I saw was a gray haired thin lady look at me from the counter.
 
    
 
   “Hello, thanks for coming in!  Can I help you find something, dearie?”  
 
    
 
   Dearie?  Oh dearie me.  Still reeling from multiple disappointments and a rather sore crotch, I slowly walked (yes slowly. You would too if you had rope threaded through YOUR sex!) through the store with a slight smile and a shake of my head.  I made a show of looking at the merchandise, all of which would look kitschy, rather than classy.  Let me be honest, my best friend happens to be an upscale high dollar interior designer and she wouldn’t buy ANYTHING in this shop.
 
    
 
   When I got close to the counter I noticed another woman besides the gray haired lady.  She was sitting down in a chair behind the glass counter top, busily cross-stitching.  She was plump and had brown hair done up in a perm with silver at the temples.  A pair of thin reading glasses perched on the end of her nose.  She looked at me over the tops of the lenses. 
 
    
 
   “Goodness!  You ought to be ashamed of yourself for going out in public like that!” the plump woman said cheerfully, without a trace of either embarrassment.  I blushed crimson.  This woman reminded me a lot of my mother, who would have probably said something similar.  
 
    
 
   The thin gray haired woman gave the plump lady a glance.  “Gladys, she’s a customer. Please be polite.”
 
    
 
   Gladys made a hrummphing sound and waved a hand. “She’s no customer, Rose.  Trust me.”
 
    
 
   The gray haired lady named Rose turned and gave me an apologetic smile.  I blushed some more, suddenly feeling very uncomfortable, and it wasn’t from the hemp thong or the Core Driller.  I started to turn away, to leave, when suddenly I heard something that made me freeze.
 
    
 
   “She ought to be whipped for wearing an outfit like that out in public,” Gladys said.  The comment was meant to be heard, but only barely, so that she could deny it, but it made me hesitate.  I turned back around and walked right back to the counter.
 
    
 
   “Will you do it?” I asked, holding up the stick in both hands, across my palms.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?” Gladys asked, eyes widening in surprise.
 
    
 
   “You’re absolutely right. I DO deserve it,” I said in a rush. “Would you give me twenty strokes to my bottom?”
 
    
 
   “Your bottom!” Gladys said, somewhat shocked.
 
    
 
   “And twenty to my breasts,” I finished.
 
    
 
   Rose gasped, her hand pressed to her lips.
 
    
 
   Gladys looked up at me, her expression a bit haughty and very hard and she put down her cross-stitch and stood up. “Are you playing games, girl?” she asked me.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “No ma’am.  I’m being honest.  Please punish me?”
 
                 
 
   Gladys and Rose exchanged looks and then to my surprise, Gladys reached out and took the cane.  “Come behind the counter girl.”
 
    
 
   I nodded and moved to the end of the glass display cases and went behind the counter.  There was a bit more room in the back corner and Gladys motioned me to the very back.  She swished the cane once or twice and then looked at Rose.
 
    
 
   Rose looked much more comported now the shock of my request had worn off and there seemed to be an unspoken conversation between the two elderly women.  Then Rose nodded.  
 
    
 
   “I’ll take the top, Gladys.”
 
    
 
   Plump little Gladys grinned with a silly laugh and she turned toward me.  “Well, I’d order you to expose yourself but you are almost naked as it is.  Be that as it may, lift your skirt for me and pull down your panties.”
 
    
 
   Once more I felt the heat on my face.  “I can’t pull down my panties, ma’am. I’m not wearing any.”
 
    
 
   Gladys laughed at me.  “You ARE a slut, aren’t you!  Then lift the back of your skirt up with your hands and hold it.”
 
    
 
   I did so but then I felt the tip of the cane stab me in my left buttock. It wasn’t pleasant let me tell you!
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” demanded Gladys.  Rose came a bit closer and I felt her thin fingers touching my ass.  I practically jumped out of my skin!  
 
    
 
   “It’s my crotch rope thong,” I replied.  
 
    
 
   “My goodness!” said Rose, coming closer to look at it.  “Doesn’t that hurt?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Gladys answered for me.  “Not as much as this cane will!” She poked at my ass again.  “Tuck that skirt into your thong, girl.”
 
    
 
   I did as ordered.  What else could I do?  I had to get caned one way or the other and being in the hands of two grandmotherly aged women could hardly be worse than what Julie would do to me.
 
    
 
   As I tucked my skirt into the back of the hemp thong, Rose got even closer, grabbed the hem of my shirt, and lifted it up.  Immediately my breasts fell out.  I think I squealed a bit and made to cover my breasts, but Rose stopped me with a smile and then I dropped my hands.  She reached out and touched my nipples, both of which hardened immediately.  A shiver went through me, almost electric, and highly sexual and for a moment, I thought about asking Rose if I could stick my tongue up inside her!  Wow… geriatric sex!  Not that I mind of course, but Rose and Gladys had to be in their late fifties or early sixties.  But hey, I’m going to be sixty someday.  Or at least I hope I will.
 
    
 
   Gladys tapped my wrist with the cane and nodded and I pressed my lips together as I lifted my hands.  They went to the back of my neck, forcing me to arch my back.  My legs were spread wide apart, at least three feet.  With my shirt rolled up under my neck, both my tits and ass were exposed, ready for the caning.  As Gladys got into to position, I wondered how I got into this mess.
 
    
 
   The first stroke landed and to be honest, it was nothing.  A mere love tap.  I didn’t even gasp. The only reaction I felt was a slight tightening of my buttocks and a little sway. Of course Gladys didn’t leave it at that level.  The second stroke felt more powerful, but it still didn’t elicit the normal screams I give when Julie is beating the crap out of me.  Wait… I guess I should explain.  Julie doesn’t beat me up.  She spanks me.  She loves spanking me.  She spanks my breasts, my ass, my pussy.  She loves to hit me in those spots, over and over again, hard and soft.  So I’m USED to this.
 
    
 
   By the time we got to the fifth stroke across my rump, it was starting to sting.  Pretty badly too.  Gladys started off light but quickly found both her rhythm and strength and by ten my hips were jerking around, dragging the crotch rope back and forth across my clit and through my pussy.  I felt the moisture between my legs increasing as did the pain and as we finally got to twenty I was so close to cumming that had Gladys whipped me even once on my clit, I’d have popped merrily and been a satisfied woman for the rest of my life.
 
    
 
   Okay, no I wouldn’t have been satisfied for the rest of my life, but I’m sure I’d have been pretty good for twenty or thirty minutes.
 
    
 
   My ass felt like it was on fire as Gladys handed the cane to Rose.  The thin gray haired woman came up and stood on the opposite side of me.  She raised the thin bamboo rod at chest height, my chest, and swung it horizontally at my breasts.  The cane cut the air with a swoosh and the next thing I knew I was bent over, both hands covering my chest as I yelled, yes yelled, in agony.  My GOD did it hurt.  After a minute I was finally able to stand and look down at my chest.  Both breasts sported an angry thick red line that crossed the soft white flesh, both nipples and the cleavage.  
 
    
 
   Then, while I was still reeling from that first stroke from Rose, she snapped the cane against my ass, which caused me to stand up straight.  That hurt too.  
 
    
 
   “Hands on the back of your neck again or we’ll have to tie you,” Gladys said harshly.
 
    
 
   Hmmm… now wouldn’t that be interesting?
 
    
 
   The second stroke across my breasts was just as hard as the first.  Rose was a much more aggressive torturer than Gladys and it was everything I could do to keep my hands behind my head.  I hissed. I whimpered. I yelped.  But by the time we got to ten my breasts felt like I had dipped them in molten lead and I was hyperventilating like a landed fish.  The lines across both tits were scarlet, tinged with blue and they felt heavy as well.
 
    
 
   Two strokes later I couldn’t stay in position.  Rose was hitting me harder than anyone had EVER whipped me across my breasts.  Seriously, not even Sara’s Caning, the anniversary assignment that I endured a while back matched this one.  I thought my tits were going to split.  I buckled, tears pouring down my cheeks, my arms clutched across my body protectively.
 
    
 
   “Tsk tsk.. now we’re going to have to tie you, dearie.”  Gladys stood up and opened a nearby drawer.  They had rope.  Why did they have rope?  Who were these two old ladies?
 
    
 
   Gladys wrapped the rope around my wrists, binding my hands together.  I didn’t resist, but I didn’t cooperate either. I know.  Bad.  But all I could think about was how bad my breasts hurt.  With several loops around both wrists, firmly bound, Gladys pulled my arms upward.  My hot and heavy breasts were once again exposed and Gladys once more put my hands behind my head.  Except this time, to keep them there, she ran the long length of rope from my hands down to my ass, and threaded her rope through my hemp thong, right at the back.  Then she pulled it tight.
 
    
 
   For a moment, I forgot about my breasts hurting, which was nice.  Of course on the flip side, the Core Driller shifted inside me, going deeper, if that’s even fucking possible.  The rope thong and the knot slid along my clit and labia. And I felt the scratchy part of the rope chafe my perineum.  Add those up and they hurt.  Of course all that did one other thing.
 
    
 
   Even as I was dealing with the sudden sexual urgency Rose hit me again.  Except this time, when I jerked my hands, it yanked on the hemp thong, which ground the knot into my clit.  My hips pumped and Gladys reached over and tried to yank my skirt off.  Unfortunately, that didn’t work thanks to the rope binding my hands to my hemp thong, so she settled for exposing my pussy and tucking the material into the rope around my waist.
 
    
 
   I was dripping I was so turned on. My hips ground back and forth and the rubbing on my clit was just about more than I could bear.  Rose hit again and then again and I’m guessing they could tell I was getting close.  I was too, and I knew it.  But there was that one issue.  I wasn’t allowed to cum unless…
 
    
 
   At the eighteenth stroke I bit my tongue but managed to gasp out “please! I’m not allowed to cum unless I’m eating pussy!” Not very eloquent or classy, but hey… I’m not Kari either.  Besides, there isn’t a sexual version of “pardon me, do you have any Grey Poupon?”
 
    
 
   “Pardon me, might a tongue your clitoris?”
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, might I nibble your nub?
 
    
 
   See?  But evidently that didn’t matter than much because Gladys, not Rose, pulled up her dress, yanked down her panties, and exposed a rather thick bush of hair between her legs.  Rose put a hand on my shoulder and pushed me down to my knees.  I leaned forward.  Gladys wasn’t dirty or anything, but she had a definitive odor, like… I don’t know… old woman house or something.  Like a mixture of talcum powder and old cheese.  Weird.  But she was clean and I bent down, trying to get a decent angle since my elbows were in the way.  
 
    
 
   Gladys helped by spreading her legs wide and I finally got close enough to get my tongue into her slit.  She tasted very strong, salt and tang and musk.  She was also turned on. I could tell.  My breasts were now pretty much inaccessible, but then I felt a tap between my legs. I jumped slightly but that only resulted in another agonizingly sexual movement of the rope against my clit.  I felt the cane begin to tap my labia, the meaty thick petals that bulged on each side of the half inch thick rope buried in my pussy.  I began tonguing Gladys.
 
    
 
   Tap Tap Tap Tap Tap.  The cane came up between my legs, beating out a light pattern against my labia, one side, then the other.  I swirled my tongue through her slit and immediately found her clit.  In seconds I was dabbing my tongue against it.
 
    
 
   Snick Snick Snick Snick.  The cane came with more force and little bursts of pain exploded up from between my legs as Rose hit a bit harder.  I continued to suck and nibble on Gladys but I was increasingly having problems.  My butt was moving rapidly up and down and wriggling like a live eel.   That didn’t make things harder for Rose let me tell you.  She just kept hitting.
 
    
 
   Smack Smack Smack Smack.  Now the strokes between my legs were hurting.  Some of the blows landed on the rope, but most just continued to tenderize my swelling labia.  I shuddered as I felt myself getting close to orgasm.  I began pulling on the rope at my hands, forcing the knot to move against my clit.  I groaned, sending the vibrations of my voice down into Gladys’ cunt and then I couldn’t do anything else but cum.  
 
    
 
   I came, with my tongue buried inside a girl, a woman, a stranger.  There.  Authorized Orgasm.
 
    
 
   And as I exploded Rose let loose a few more whacks between my legs.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I’m not sure when or even IF Gladys came.  I know that I ended up on my side, screaming in orgasmic agony.
 
    
 
   Yes. I just made that up.  What’s orgasmic agony?  Well, if you’re a pain slut, you know.  It’s where the difference between pain and pleasure is only a couple of letters, rather than an actual experience.  It’s when you get to a point where your brain shuts down and your nervous system can’t differentiate between “ouch” and “ooohh”.  It’s when there are so many sensations that you lose track of them and all you can do or think or say is “oh God yes please more! HURT ME! HURT ME!”
 
    
 
   And yes. I’m sick. I know it.  Most girls aren’t constantly wet either.
 
    
 
   I was left on the floor for a bit but was treated gently.  At least until I rolled over and managed to sit up.  Rose was still holding my cane and Gladys had put her panties back on and pulled down her dress.
 
    
 
   “Are you alright dearie?” Gladys asked kindly.  I nodded and slowly got to my feet.  My shirt was still rolled up, bruised and welted breasts on display, but my skirt had fallen down in the front.  My hands were still bound up behind my head, the rope connected to my hemp thong.  I’m sure I was a mess too.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready, sweetie?” Rose asked me with a smile.
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “Ready?  Ready for what?” I asked, still sex dazed and throbbing in various spots.
 
    
 
   Rose swung the cane in a vicious arc that ended at my breasts again. I cried out, pain once more exploding through me and before I could even turn away, she swung again, sending a final lash through my breasts that I would have SWORN had cut me all the way to my sternum.  I fell to my knees sobbing.  Gladys came off her chair and hugged me, holding me tight as I bawled.  I put my head on her shoulder and just cried and cried.
 
    
 
   I hope you see the irony in this.  I certainly do.  Two old sweet ladies with a fucking doily shop are vicious evil sadists who enjoy whipping young women.  What the hell is this world coming to?
 
    
 
   Eventually I managed to get control of myself and stop crying.  Gladys untied my hands and I cupped my breasts gingerly.  Kneading them hurt and so all I could do was pull my shirt down.  Even that hurt as the cotton compressed my tits, mashing them tightly.  Gladys put away the rope and Rose gave me another warm and loving smile.
 
    
 
   “Twenty strokes to your breasts.  Now, hopefully you’ve learned your lesson about wearing outfits like that, young lady.”  Rose’s voice was stern. I nodded dutifully.  The last thing I wanted was ANOTHER caning.  I moved toward the end of the counter, where it opened up into the main shop.  I was just a little blown away.
 
    
 
   “Now now, dearie.  Are you okay?” Gladys asked.  I nodded and smiled wanly.  My breasts really really hurt.  
 
                 
 
   “She’s fine,” Rose stated, then she gave me a very stern look.  “And I expect you to come back regularly, dressed appropriately.”  She held out my cane.  Gingerly (I didn’t want to move my arms around too much) I took the weapon and said quietly, “yes ma’am, and thank you.  Both of you.”  I got warm smiles back and then I turned and walked out of their shop.
 
    
 
   Um… or maybe I escaped.  I’m not sure.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I made my way back to my truck and I’m going to admit that I did NOT wear my seatbelt across my chest. I tucked it behind my back.  There was just no fucking way.  In fact, I pulled over in a deserted parking lot and gently lifted my shirt, just to examine the damage.  My breasts from top to bottom were scarlet, with visible welts running across both, with just my cleavage clear of damage.  There were ripples of black and blue as well and I’m absolutely positive there was subdermal damage.  Oh my god... Rose fucking BEAT me!
 
    
 
   Originally, my plan had been to go see Amber, a cute little seventeen year old blond that I’ve been… uh… seeing… corrupting… dating?  Anyway the original plan was to get her hands a little dirty… in a fun way, by fisting me.  But after what Rose did to me, there was no way I could go to Amber’s place.  She’d freak if she saw my breasts at that point.  And frankly, my ass probably was only marginally better.  I suppose I could have called Kari, but Kari costs me.  If I go to Kari and ask for sexual assistance, I’m going to have to pay for it.  Oh… not in money, but in later sexual services.  It technically makes me an employee of Kari’s interior design business, but in a really weird way.
 
    
 
   But there was another option, an option that would be easier to impose upon, easier to contact, with fewer repercussions; Julie.  Of course on the flip side Julie is just about as brutal and vicious as Rose.
 
    
 
   When I got to Julie’s apartment, most of the heat had finally faded from my breasts.  They were still throbbing slightly though, which felt really weird, like someone’s hand was squeezing them gently in time with my heart beat.  My ass was fine, and I got out of the truck, winced through a deep breath, and headed down the concrete walk to Julie’s door.  I knocked gently, still trying not to move my upper body more than necessary.  Finally the green painted door opened and there stood Julie.
 
    
 
   With red hair.
 
    
 
   I don’t mean auburn either. I mean electric bright RED flaming fire hair.  It was brilliantly red.  I’m a red head (yes dyed, sue me) but mine is a more natural red.  This was about as natural as Velveeta cheese.  I stared at her in shock as she eyed my costume.  She was dressed in a loose blue tee shirt with a wide collar that hung half off her skinny thin frame.  She was wearing khaki shorts that were exceptionally tight and looked good on her bottom.  One ear had five earrings and the other six.  Her nose is pierced, along with her lip, her tongue, both nipples, and her clit.  She crooked a finger at me, motioning me in.  I took that one step, the door closed behind me and then her hand came up, swinging directly at my breasts.
 
    
 
   “NO! Please NO!” I screamed, holding my hands out in front of me.  Julie’s arm stopped a moment before contact with my forearm.  She blinked.
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “P-p-please! I can’t!” I cried out. With trembling fingers I lifted my shirt exposing my breasts.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit!” Julie gasped.  “Who the fuck did that?”  She reached out and ran a finger over my left nipple.  I think that’s the gentlest Julie has ever touched me.  So I told her the whole story.  We ended up moving to the couch and she made me show her the welts on my ass.  My shirt ended up on the floor. It hurt to wear it anyway, so I didn’t mind and Julie obviously enjoyed looking at the damage Rose inflicted upon me.
 
    
 
   “That’s pretty brutal, but it’s kind of awesome too, you know?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, not sure I agreed with Julie about that.  She continued on anyway.
 
    
 
   “So now you need to get fisted, right?”
 
    
 
   “Yes Mistress,” I replied.  Julie likes being called that.  
 
    
 
   She took a deep breath and grinned.  “Well for starters, take off that stupid rope and get the Core Driller out.”  She waved at me and then stood.  I did as well and while I stripped out of my skirt and began picking at the knot above my clit, she left the room.  By the time she got back I had managed to loosen the hemp thong.  It was a relief to get the rope out of my crotch and Julie tossed the bag she had brought from the back bedroom on the sofa.   Then she got down on her knees in front of me and inspected my pussy, grabbing hold of my swollen labia and pulling them outward to check me.
 
    
 
   “Well, for a girl who has basically been rope fucking all day, your cunt is in pretty decent shape. You’ve got a couple of small bruises forming from where Rose hit your cunny, but it’s not bad.  You up for this?”
 
    
 
   To be honest, I wasn’t sure I was emotionally up for it.  Physically… yes I could handle getting fisted.  Besides, it would allow me to cum again and NOT require my tongue be in a strange girl’s body.  I could deal with that.  I reached down between my legs and for the first time in over eight hours, slowly extracted the Core Driller dildo.
 
    
 
   You ever see those magic shows with the never ending scarf that comes out of the hat?  Yeah well, the Core Driller is sorta like that. If you pull it out slowly then you make everyone ask “how the hell did THAT fit in there?”  Sex magic… all sorts of fun, right?  Like that girl who plays the harmonica with her pussy.
 
    
 
   Or was it a kazoo?
 
    
 
   Anyway, I extracted the Core Driller, cleaned it off dutifully (yummy!), and then allowed Julie to sit me down in the very center of the couch.  I was told to spread my legs, which I did, moving my rump forward enough to make access very easy for Julie.  She pushed the coffee table aside and began putting items on it.  Oil of course was joined by several long bungee cords, complete with hooks, and then a pair of leather bondage cuffs.  These she put on my ankles and then using the bungee hooks, secured my feet to opposite ends of the couch.  Not much I could do.  Wrist cuffs were brought out next, along with a bondage collar and I let her put it all on me.  Moments later my arms were once again above my head, elbows pointing outward to my front, my wrists locked to a ring at the back of the collar.
 
    
 
   I’ll admit it.  I was nervous.  Julie has a vindictive cruel streak in her.  She likes hurting people.  She’s not just a sexual sadist, she the real thing.  Ask her to break your arm and she will.  Ask her to push pins underneath your fingernails, and you’ll be lucky if she dips them in alcohol first she’ll be so eager.  Expose yourself to her, allow her to tie you up, and give her permission to sexually torture you… well… be prepared for the consequences.
 
    
 
   Which is why I almost cried when she brought out the Japanese Clover clamps.  They came up to my nipples, my poor caned, welted, swollen, bruised, targeted nipples, and bit down.  I cried out.  It hurt.  A lot.  But Julie really didn’t care. I could see that.  Her “line in the sand” wasn’t whether it hurt.  It was whether I was damaged.  And as far as she was concerned, my nipples were just two more pieces of flesh that could withstand more torture.  Then she knelt down between my outstretched legs, grabbed the oil, and proceeded to liberally lubricate my pussy.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t fun.  My pussy hurt quite a bit thanks to both the rope and Rose’s caning.  I groaned as she pushed one, then two, then three fingers into me, fucking me with her hand.  After the Core Driller, her fingers felt good, but rather… small.  It was hard to adjust.  So when she grimaced, jacked her hand around inside me (exciting me rather nicely too), and then declared that I was too tense and tight, I had to wonder what the hell she was talking about.
 
    
 
   Julie reached back to her bag and then my heart did this wild jump in my chest.  My pussy may or may not have been tense, but the rest of me certainly got that way as she drew the black leather sap out of the bag and brought it to my clit.  She hit me about ten times, not too hard, but enough to sting like the dickens, before dropping the sap, inserting three fingers into me, and pumping.  A few moments later as I was moaning a fourth finger slipped into my pussy and she continued the in and out rhythm.  I could feel myself ripening, getting closer.  My chest began heaving, the weight of the nipple clamps suddenly added to the pleasure, rather than just hurting.  My toes curled, I arched my back.  Closing my eyes I felt the build as I rushed toward the cliff of orgasm, fully intending to hurl myself over the edge.
 
    
 
   The fingers were gone and then more pain exploded from my loins.  The sap smacked into me repeatedly, the hurt blossoming like a mushroom cloud from a nuclear explosion.  I screamed out loud, my hips thrusting up to meet her blows, each stroke landing wetly and directly.  When it seemed I couldn’t bear it any longer, Julie tossed aside the sap and folding her hand, rammed it all into me.  Her fist didn’t go in smoothly, despite her small fingers.  She had to work it back and forth a few time even as I gasped, eyes wide.  Suddenly I was right there again, my brain no longer recognizing the difference between vanilla and chocolate.  It was all the same! I started to cum, the orgasm burning through me as Julie’s fingers opened and closed inside me, her wrist twisting, my pussy clenching tightly around her fist as she opened and closed her hand. It was like fucking an earthquake. At the height of my orgasm Julie bent down and sucked my swollen, chaffed, and abused clit into her mouth.
 
    
 
   Don’t worry.  I’m almost done.  There really wasn’t anything more after that.  I soaked Julie with a spurt of cream that made her yelp and then give the nipple clamps a tug.   I was untied, forced to lick my own juices off the couch before Julie handed me a Lysol wipe.  Then we took a shower together and Julie dabbed some Blue Emu on my ass and tits.  Healing right?  Finally I helped her clean up the toys and squirmed back into my clothing.  As I buckled on the stripper shoes she patted me on the shoulder.
 
    
 
   “Hey, you want to go out next week?” she asked. I smiled.
 
    
 
   “Sure.  What day and where we going?” 
 
    
 
   Julie smiled.  “I’ll call you about that day, but as far as where we’re going… well… I think shopping might be fun.”
 
    
 
   “Shopping?  Really?” I asked, totally clueless.
 
    
 
   My dominatrix grinned.  “Absolutely, and I’ll want you to wear something that makes this outfit look respectable.  I’ll have it for you here.”
 
    
 
   I flushed crimson again. “Just so I don’t go to jail, Julie!”  The last thing I needed was my dad coming to bail me out of the slammer.
 
    
 
   She gave me a quick kiss, her eyes alight in mischief.  “Oh no… we won’t be visiting the jail.  I need a few things; a new dress, some hair dye,” she paused momentarily and smiled.  “And oh yeah; some doilies.” 
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