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   FOREWORD – OR FOREPLAY?
 
   By Tina Larsson, author of “The Love of the Lash”
 
    
 
    
 
   Yes, I was actually wondering about what it would be as my sweet friend Bre asked me to write a foreword for her latest book. For rest assured: this gal is hot! Not only is she a great storyteller but she has a gift for writing the most exciting and vivid descriptions of sex, BDSM, and submission that you could ever hope for. In short: reading her works is extremely arousing. As for myself I prefer to print her stories out and read them in bed, one hand holding the print-outs while the other hand is… ummm busy elsewhere.
 
    
 
   Bre created the term NHPS (Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut) and that is a very good description of this talented Texan writer, for she doesn’t only write about her fantasies – she lives them! Actually, it may be hard to tell where fantasy takes over from reality as many of her writings are based upon real life experiences. She has a Mistress in real life, Miss Kari, whom I must congratulate at having such a wonderful slave girl. Bre also does lots of assignments for Doms and Dommes and that may include self-punishments, having sex with total strangers, using various sex toys to keep her in a constant state of arousal… the list is endless. As the first paragraph in her book of rules says: A NHPS should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock.  I am sure you will grasp what is so special about Bre as you read her story. You will easily get hooked and then there will be no turning back. Breanne Erickson is here to stay.
 
    
 
   What surprises me is that Bre is so modest about herself and her writing ability. Although she is more productive than most erotic writers I have encountered she doesn’t seem to think her works are anything special. As a reader I would say she is a very special kind of author. Her stories are naughty, very detailed, intense… and so wonderfully erotic! As her self-esteem improves day by day I am sure you can look forward to even more arousing tales – tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut! Now enjoy this book.
 
    
 
   Love ya, Bre…
 
    
 
   Tina Larsson a/k/a tinaslut, Stockholm, Sweden
 
    
 
   Visit Tina’s Blog at http://www.tinaslut.blogspot.com
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   For Caz, who inspired me to be the best I can.  May your heart heal. - Bre
 
    
 
   [bookmark: July4thone] 
 
    
 
   An Ass-warming July 4th
 
   Part One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   There are consequences to every decision, even the simple ones, and you might say that I have a better understanding than most people about how those consequences come back to bite you in the ass. Or should I say spank you in the ass?  The trick of course is to know what is correlative and what is causative.  For example, if you were to whip me across the breasts while I was happily dealing with my RVP on full power, there is an excellent chance you would think that your actions CAUSED me to have an orgasm. And yet in truth, you don’t really know. It COULD have been because I can’t stand the buzzing spinning of the Rotating Venus Penis on full power.  However, if I go to Kari’s July Fourth Party to be sexually tortured in exchange for her setting me up for a rather embarrassing lunch, then that is causative.  Wow.  That’s confusing.  Anyway, who cares, right?
 
    
 
   To be honest, my day of sexual torment started long before the party.  Most mornings I wake up around 5 am, get out of bed, and then check my computer.  Why?  Well the simple reason is because that’s the “Change Out Time”.  Change out for what?  Well, if you’ve been reading my blog, then you should know.  It’s time to change out the toy I’ve got inside me.  Monday morning when I awoke, I had a pair of nicely quiet, unobtrusive ben wa balls sitting inside my pussy.  Since they’re only sexually stimulating when I walk (which I did PLENTY of on Sunday, thanks to the “ice up your ass” concept, but that’s another story!) I wasn’t in desperation quite yet.  So I fired up the computer and checked my email.
 
    
 
   Usually SOMEONE has decided what toy I’m supposed to be wearing and what circumstances surround its use.  It used be a simple “Put your vibroballs inside you.”  But now there are extras: “Put your vibroballs inside you and have them on low all day.”  See?  It’s like everyone says “how far can we push Bre?”   I technically am not getting “used to” having a sex toy in me constantly, thanks to switching them out, but my tolerance for sexual stimulation seems to be going up. I remember a year ago that spending three hours with the vibroballs on low would have driven me up a wall and had me cumming repeatedly. Now I can go practically the whole day.  Of course I’m still a wreck who wants to cum, but I can hold it in.  
 
    
 
   Usually.
 
    
 
   But that morning it was Kari who decided on which toy I would wear to keep me in compliance with NHPS Rule #1: A nympho humiliation pain slut should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock. If cock is not available, the NHPS should stuff herself with whatever objects/toys are available in order to keep herself sexually aroused and ready.
 
    
 
   So sitting there in my nightgown, my pussy twitching slightly around the ben wa balls, I read Kari’s toy selection.  I was to wear my Husky dildo, a nine inch flesh toned rubber cock complete with balls at the base.  At one point this dildo was my largest and I’ll tell you, I love riding either the tractor or my horse Star with it in.  The only downside is I have to wear panties with the Husky, because otherwise it likes to slide out.  Of course if I DO wear it with panties, it still comes out about three or four inches every time I stand up, necessitating an adjustment by hand (which in public is very awkward, especially if you’re wearing a short skirt) or walking funny.  I guess I should mention that sitting down is also a trial, since you literally get a three or four inch thick penetration.  
 
    
 
   Kari’s “circumstances” though were quite… intriguing.  
 
    
 
   Breanne – You will wear your nine inch Husky dildo today.  You will wear panties to hold it in.  For thirteen minutes every hour you will masturbate with the Husky dildo.  Go slowly because you must masturbate for the full thirteen minutes regardless of whether you cum.  If you do cum however, you must put on your alligator nipple clamps and wear them until your next session, which cannot be less than forty seven minutes away.  I’ll see you at noon today at the below address: - Kari
 
    
 
   Please forgive me about not printing the address. I’ve got good reasons.  Like I don’t want people showing up at that particular spot.  So after sliding in the Husky dildo, posting on Facebook and twitter about my… uh… condition and status… I slipped into a skirt, panties, and a tee shirt, slid my toes into a pair of flip flops, and waddled out to the barn to start my morning chores.  I was half way done when I settled down on a hay bay, spread my legs wide, checked the time, and then pushed my panties aside.
 
    
 
   I hate slow masturbation.  It drives me crazy, but I really really didn’t want my nipples clamped with the alligator clamps.  Those things fucking hurt.  They’re metal clamps, with teeth, and chew on you leaving little red marks where ever they bite.  Talk about painful.
 
    
 
   So I didn’t cum that first time. I got my thirteen minutes done, and then desperate, horny, soaked, and trembling, I finished my chores.  Of course just as I was finished it was time to masturbate again.  I went back to the hay bale, laid back, slipped my panties down to my ankles, already knowing what was going to happen.  I’m sure had anyone walked in they would have enjoyed the sight of me: shirt up exposing both breasts, my knees bent, spread open, that thick dildo sliding in and out.  I took my time, not even caring, having already made up my mind.  At around the ten minute mark I could feel it.  There wasn’t anything I could do to stop it.  So I embraced it, loved it, moaned loudly, and came with a wet squirt that had me biting my lip to keep from screaming in pleasure.  With a minute or two left to masturbate, I reached down to my skirt pocket and pulled out the alligator clamps.  I put the left one on first, gritting my teeth and wincing as the pain bit through me.  Then the right one went on and little spurts of agony raced through both breasts down to my sex.  And I pumped again.  One minute was just enough to reignite the fire, but not enough to work myself into orgasm. Which was good.  I needed the sexual urgency to build and flame in order for me to stand the harsh clamps.
 
    
 
   I stayed outside and curried Star and Rambo (don’t ask.  Dad named him,) trying to ignore both the sensation of being somewhat stuffed , repeatedly sliding the dildo back into myself, while working with both nipples caught in what amounts to something like baby pit bulls latched onto your breasts.  Ostensibly, I was waiting for masturbation session number three, hoping to get the alligator clamps off before heading inside. I wasn’t wearing a TIGHT tee shirt, but under the right circumstances they could be noticed and I’ve been having enough trouble with one of my parents lately that something like this might not be a good idea to flaunt.
 
    
 
   Of course, suffering sexually for an hour followed by a thirteen minute large dildo masturbation is not a good mix for getting my alligator nipple clamps off.  I’m sure you can figure out what happened. So after I orgasmed (in the first five minutes and then again during the BACK half!) I pulled my shirt down over my very much still clamped tits and went inside.
 
    
 
   After an awkward and short breakfast, I went up to my room and masturbated again.  Fortunately, the pain in my breasts and the fact I had been sitting still for most of the last hour gave me the opportunity to free my nipples from those horrible clamps.  I swore I wouldn’t wear them again.
 
    
 
   I managed to make it through most of the morning, but I blew it right after eleven am.  So as I dressed for Kari’s party, I started with the alligator clamps.  My stars and stripes halter top went over them, which made them hurt like hell since my halter top is tight, my blue denim skirt, panties, and my flip flops. I also packed a bag, stuffing some of my toys as well as my high heel fuck me stripper shoes inside.  
 
    
 
   Then, with a thick oxford shirt over my halter top, I waved goodbye to my family, kissed everyone, and promised to be back in time for our family fireworks.  Dad grabbed me and hugged me tight and I almost screamed.  His hand went down my back, then over my ass, and he reached under my skirt, finding the extruded base of the Husky dildo.  He pushed it back in and I let out a gasp.
 
    
 
   “Have fun, NHPS,” he whispered, pronouncing the acronym as “nips.” 
 
    
 
   I TOLD you things had gotten awkward around the house.
 
    
 
    
 
   The address Kari had given me was near her apartment and still within walking distance of Rice University.  I was somewhat familiar with the area, thanks to the number of times I’ve driven around down there, so I was able to find the spot with out much difficulty.  In fact, the hardest part of the drive was trying to ignore the flickers of sharp pain still coming from my nipples.
 
    
 
    I discovered that the address went to a really nice private condominium complex, all decked out with lush landscaping, beautiful architecture, and such well maintained lawns that I KNEW there was a homeowner’s association and no one mowed their own grass.  I found the address Kari had given me on a cul de sac and I pulled my truck up next to several other vehicles, including Kari’s BMW convertible and Robert’s SUV.   My truck made the seventh and I slipped out of my flip flops and into my fuck me shoes.  
 
    
 
   I was still a few minutes early, but I didn’t really care.  I carefully walked up the small sidewalk and noticed that the front porch took a sharp turn to the right, granting a lot of privacy to whoever stood ringing the doorbell.  A huge white oleander pretty much guaranteed that no one from the road could see the front door. I contemplated stripping for a moment, but then decided against it.  I didn’t know who would be answering the door, or whose place this was, and I figured I should wait for Kari to tell me what to do.  I reached up, pressed the bell, and waited.
 
    
 
   For all of five seconds.  The door opened and Kari stood in front of me.  She was wearing her black leather pants, leather boots and a black leather bustier that pushed her breasts upward and together. Her hair was pulled back in a tight French braid and her lips were ruby red. I blinked in surprise.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne,” she said, eyeing me.  I stood there transfixed.  I knew that this party was going to be… uh… intense… but to see Kari in her dominatrix outfit like that… well, it’s a sobering sight.  My nipples throbbed painfully.
 
    
 
   “You are not appropriately dressed for the party.  Knock when you’re ready,” Kari said lightly, and then closed the door.
 
    
 
   I blinked.  Not dressed appropriately?  Well that could only mean one thing, so I hurriedly stripped, not wanting to leave Kari standing in the doorway waiting on me.  My tee shirt and halter top came off, bearing my nipple clamped breasts.  I pushed my skirt down as well as my panties, locking my thighs together to keep the Husky dildo in place.  I stuffed it all into the bottom of my bag and then, as prepared as I could possibly be, I knocked on the door.
 
    
 
   Kari opened it immediately, looked at my naked body and then focused on the nipple clamps.  She reached out, snagged the chain connecting them, and then with a wicked grin, pulled me into the condo.  My chest heaved as the excruciating pain exploded through my nipples, and I sort of duck walked into the living room.  It was exquisitely decorated, Kari’s style written all over it, when I realized that the art, the furniture, even the living room rug looked oddly familiar.  It was Kari’s furniture!  From her apartment!
 
    
 
   “What do you think of my new place?” Kari asked.  I gasped.
 
    
 
   “This is yours?” 
 
    
 
   Kari laughed and nodded.  “Absolutely. Just wait till I show you around!”
 
    
 
   “Wow…” was all I could think of to say.
 
    
 
   “Now, you know almost everyone here, but there is one person I want to introduce you to,” Kari intoned, her hand still wrapped around the chain between my nipples.  She pulled me forward into the living room and I realized that the room was almost packed.
 
    
 
   Sitting in one of the plush leather easy chairs was a woman I’ve known for over a year.  It was Mistress Sara, a dark brunette lesbian dominatrix who had done some rather viciously awesome things to me during several outings, not to mention one rather brutal caning at her place.    She was dressed in her scarlet leather, in an outfit that almost matched Kari’s black, except Sara’s shoulders were covered in a bolero type leather jacket.  She waved to me and sipped something red from a wine glass.
 
    
 
   Another woman sat opposite from Sara and I recognized her too.  It was Mistress Margaret, an attractive older woman who I had met during one of my first year anniversary assignments.  She was dressed in a simple but elegant dress of rich scarlet with black swatches. She too had a glass of wine and from our previous encounters I wondered how much she had had to drink already.   But what was more amazing, was that there was a naked girl kneeling at Margaret’s bare feet, licking and sucking on Margaret’s toes with almost ferocious intensity.  There was a furry “dog’s tail” sticking up out of the girl’s ass and my own rear end puckered in sympathetic memory. I’ve done that before.
 
    
 
   The naked girl looked up for a moment and I had another surprise.  It was Lisa, the girl from the Dog Kennel I had been taken too back in February as part of my anniversary assignment from Mistress Ellen, one of my online dommes.  Lisa’s brown hair was loose and hung down around her face, concealing much of it, and she had lost a bit of weight since I had met her   She had cream colored skin, much lighter than mine with no tan lines, a clear complexion, and these huge brown eyes that looked like great big pools of coffee.  There was a thick collar around her neck, but I could tell it wasn’t a bondage collar, like the one I had in my bag.  It was CLEARLY a dog collar, complete with a little doggy bone tag.  She also sported some rather nasty looking bruises and a few marks that looked like they came from a whip.  Her bare breasts hung down low and I could see that the nipples were grazing the carpet.  She went back to licking Margaret’s feet after our eyes met for just a second.
 
    
 
   Finally I turned toward the one person I didn’t recognize. “Breanne, this is Mistress Isabelle.”
 
    
 
   Kari pronounced it Eee-sa-bel, three syllables not two and I ducked my head in acknowledgement.  “This girl is pleased to meet you, Mistress Isabelle,” I intoned.
 
    
 
   Isabelle was wearing a white silk blouse with ruffles and a plum colored velvet skirt.  She had dark lustrous hair and I think she either had Indian or Greek blood in her.  She had dark skin, dark eyes, and almost blue black hair, which fell in curly locks down to her shoulders.  She was in every way the opposite of Kari’s blond, blue eyed, Nordic coloring.  She leaned forward toward me, a hungry look in her eyes.
 
    
 
   “I’m pleased to meet you, Breanne.  Spread your legs for me.”
 
    
 
   A sudden flurry of panic shot through me.  “Um… Mistress Isabelle? If I open my legs the dildo inside me will fall out.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes hardened instantly and I literally felt the anger in her.  “Hold it in.  And I will say this only once today.  You will obey me instantly or you will be punished.”
 
    
 
   Yeah.  Well… fuck the dildo right?  I mean in a choice between “let’s not let the dildo fall on the ground” and “you’re about to have the snot beaten out of you for disrespect” it’s not so hard a choice, right?
 
    
 
   So I spread my legs.  Wide too.  No half measures.  The Husky dildo immediately reacted to the application of gravity and my poor clenching ability.  It was about at my knees when Isabelle’s hand shot out and grabbed it.
 
    
 
   Wow.  Good reflexes.  
 
    
 
   I stood there, a little surprised, legs spread, arms down at my sides. Kari had let go of the nipple clamp chain, so really the only thing hurting me at that moment was the residual throbbing of the alligator clamps chewing on my breasts.  Isabelle examined the Husky dildo for a moment, and then placed the tip at my sex again.  Slowly she worked it in to me and I tried very hard to hold still, to not react.  But my hips sometimes have a mind of their own and as soon as she had it all the way in and started to pump it, my loins contracted and began thrusting back against her dildo filled hand.
 
    
 
   “No! Do not move!” Isabelle demanded.  Kari moved and sat down on the couch.  Sara continued to sip her wine as did Margaret.  Lisa was still on foot sucking duty and wasn’t watching.
 
    
 
   I tried hard not to move but it had been over an hour now since I had last masturbated and I was horny.  Isabelle hand fucked me for a few minutes and then, when I had proved that I had absolutely no control over the lower half of my body, Isabelle ordered me to turn around and bend over.
 
    
 
   Yeah.  
 
    
 
   I turned around and spread my feet again.  Then I grabbed my ankles and got bopped in the nose by the alligator nipple clamp chain.  It wasn’t a very comfortable position and it didn’t help when Mistress Isabelle began ramming the dildo into my pussy again.  I ended up having to put my hands on the floor to maintain my balance.  This went on for several minutes before suddenly she repositioned the Husky dildo a little higher, aiming for a different hole.  I gasped as she shoved.  A full inch went in before I involuntarily tightened, yelping at the anal penetration.  It hurt frankly.  But the hard and vicious spank on my right buttock had me unclenching in seconds.  Another few inches went in and I groaned and let out a little sob as the deep aching pain of another butt fuck speared through me.
 
    
 
   So with half the Husky dildo stuffed up my butt, I got another slap on the ass that stung and I heard Mistress Isabelle say “Now sit down facing us and keep those legs spread.”  I cringed at the thought but knew that there was no way to get out of it.  I moved to all fours and the slowly turned around into sort of a crab position, facing Isabelle and Kari.  Kari was holding her cat-o-nine tails in her hand and before I even had a CHANCE to sit down, thus driving the Husky dildo deeper, she flicked her wrist and the whip sliced down between my spread legs, hitting my clit and pussy and bringing a gasp of shock and pain to my lips.  My back arched and my hips jerked while my knees involuntarily started to close.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you dare close your legs, and sit down now!” Kari said, the tone in her voice absolutely clear.  There are times when you can get away with certain things.  Every submissive girl knows that.  And then there are times when it really doesn’t matter how you feel.  You either do it or accept the consequences.  So gritting my teeth I told my brain to tell my knees to get spread or there were going to be some dire penalties.  Then I tried to sit down.
 
    
 
   Have you ever sat down with a nine inch rubber rod up your ass?  No? I thought not.  Most people haven’t.  Unless you are a frequent anal masochist with a wide assortment of various plugs, no one is prepared to sit on a nine inch rubber dildo.  I certainly wasn’t.  Sure, I’ve HAD cock up my ass, even big cock.  But usually I’m prepared for it.  Now granted, I’d lubricated my ass that morning. I do EVERY morning.  A little squirt of grapeseed oil in there keeps things well oiled and ready.  But I was expecting a butt plug, or maybe a small vibrator, or maybe the anal beads.  I wasn’t expecting a thick human analog giant rubber cock.
 
    
 
   It went deeper as I put more weight down toward my ass and I groaned as it speared me.  It hurt too and as I dropped further down my body felt like a baseball bat was being unmercifully shoved up my colon.  I don’t like things in my ass and I went down as fast as I could, which meant pretty damn slow.  Kari evidently didn’t like that and before I could even protect myself I got another vicious stroke between the legs.
 
                 
 
   Yeah, well THAT worked.  I tipped backward and the dildo went in another inch and then folded as I lost my balance. I plopped down, my hands behind me, my legs trembling and open wide in front of the two women on the couch.  I bit my lip as the pain in my ass spread through me like a smoldering fire.  God my butt hurt!
 
    
 
   Kari handed Mistress Isabelle the whip and I cringed as she raised it.  “Keep your legs open Slave,” she said and I closed my eyes and braced myself.  The first stroke Isabelle laid on me hit my left thigh and stung like hell. It actually hurt enough to diminish the pain in my rear.  She didn’t wait either, but struck again, this time leaving red marks on my right thigh.  As my legs trembled and I sat there in that ridiculous pose, half reclined, supporting my upper body with my arms, my legs spread, knees wide open, and my hips rocking forward I knew what was coming.  It did too.  The third stroke landed right on my pussy and felt like a bucket of hot wax had just been dumped on me.  
 
    
 
   Isabelle hit me between the legs another two or three times, enough for me to have problems keeping my legs open.  My crotch was on fire.  Kari sat there through the whole thing just watching too.  My labia had swollen slightly and my petals had spread wide.  My pussy was gaping open at that point and you could probably have driven a semi truck in without too much trouble.  Isabelle snapped her fingers and barked “Lisa!  Here girl!”
 
    
 
   I blinked, still mentally reeling from the fiery introduction to Mistress Isabelle.  I turned and saw Lisa crawling toward Isabelle, on all fours, her furry little tail up in the air wiggling.  She got to the couch and put her hands up on Isabelle’s leg, stuck her tongue out, and actually panted.
 
    
 
   What the fuck?
 
    
 
   Isabelle stroked her hair, then her shoulders, and then her breasts, tweaking the nipples slightly.  “Go lick Breanne’s cunt little doggie.”
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: July4thtwo]An Ass-warming July 4thth
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
   “No.  Wait!”  
 
    
 
   I glanced over to my right and saw Sara rising from her chair.  Her high heels made her feet incredibly sexy and she stepped over to me delicately.  “Not yet.  Let’s make it a game.  Scoot back into the center of the room, Breanne.  Keep that dildo up your ass though.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  The last thing I wanted to do was move. However it would move me farther away from Isabelle and her whip and that had its appeal.  Glancing up at Sara, I began crab walking backward.  The best part was taking some of the pressure off my ass.  I got centered in the living room and slowly settled back down, grimacing when the Husky dildo went a bit deeper into my rear than I expected.  I took a deep breath, taking stock in what hurt.
 
    
 
   My nipples hurt of course, but they had for hours and frankly the continued pressure of the nipple clamps had basically dulled to a throbbing ache.  Yes, my breasts still hurt, but it wasn’t the big issue.  My ass hurt the most as my weight drove the dildo deeper and I felt like I was pinned, impaled in a way that I could barely handle.  Then of course there was the fact that my pussy was almost scarlet from Isabelle’s whip strokes.  Add the discomfort of a weird position, with a good portion of my weight on my arms to keep from driving the dildo all the way up inside me, and you can imagine the strain I was under.  
 
    
 
   “Lay down flat on your back,” Sara ordered.  Willingly!  With a sigh of relief I toppled backward.  The dildo in my ass practically shot out, no longer held in place by my weight and angle.  I groaned in relief.  Sara picked up the Husky.
 
    
 
   “Don’t worry, Isabelle. She’ll have something back in there soon enough.  This just isn’t the right thing.  Why don’t you get her a little more tender while I get a few things from the kitchen?” Sara walked away and then Isabelle was standing over me.  The whip came down between my outstretched legs and I hissed but held my position.  There were two more strokes, both aimed at my pubis and then one stroke landed across my breasts.
 
                 
 
   Now that fucking hurt.  The cat tore at the nipple clamps and chain and I cried out as a fresh wave of agony lanced up from the tips of both breasts.  “Isabelle, those are alligator clamps.  If you’re going to hit her tits, you need to take them off.  They could tear her,” Kari said.
 
    
 
   Isabelle glanced back at Kari and nodded.  Then she reached down and removed both clamps, pinching them open.  
 
    
 
   I screamed.  Oh… it wasn’t a blood curdling scream. It was one of those “holy fucking God oh shit that fucking hurts” screams.  You know, the kind you let out when you stub your toe so bad you’re positive you broke it screams? Like that, except maybe just a tad worse.  I was positive someone had just shoved huge needles through both of my nipples.  But it was actually just the blood flowing back in to the crushed tips.  Of course I lost my position. My hands had come up to my breasts, cupping my tits, holding them in a sort of protective embrace as I tried to adjust.  You try being alligator clamped for almost two hours.
 
    
 
   Mistress Isabelle bent down and yanked my arms away and then pulled them above my head.  I was still reeling from the pain and she knelt on my hands, pinning them.  Then she whipped my breasts again.  From her position above me, she could only strike one at a time so she just alternated.  The lash bit into my rib cage below my bosom as well as the breast itself and heat flashed across my chest and abdomen.  I can’t see the welts now, a day later, but my skin had flashed red and you could easily see the marks of each strand scoring me.  
 
    
 
   I heard a clinking sound but paid it no mind thanks to the whipping my breasts were getting.  Then Isabelle leaned forward and landed another strong and painful stroke right between my legs and I jerked my thighs closed, squealing.  
 
    
 
   “Open your legs, slut!” Isabelle demanded again.  I complied, shaking, fearing what was coming.  It did too, almost immediately and my clit burned as the whip kissed me again.  I managed to keep my legs open, but only by thrusting my heels downward and my pubis upward.  That made an inviting target again, but Isabelle didn’t hit me.  Instead she stood up and returned to the couch.  I laid there, limbs trembling, shaking in both desire and agony, not knowing whether I wanted more or not.
 
    
 
   That’s a pretty weird place for a nympho humiliation pain slut to be in.
 
    
 
   “Breanne,” said Sara.  I opened my eyes and saw the brunette woman standing above me, hands full.  She bent down and placed two hand towels on each side of me “Stretch your arms out to your sides, palms up.”
 
    
 
   I complied, partly because I was scared of what Isabelle might do to me if I didn’t, and partly because I do what I’m told.  Usually.  Mostly.   When I had done it, Sara knelt down and moved the towels into place under my upturned hands.  Then she put a small shot glass in both hands.  Lastly, she filled both small tumblers with water, all the way to the top and I clenched the glasses to keep them from spilling.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, don’t spill any of the water.  If you do you’ll be punished by one of us each time.”
 
    
 
   Well THAT got my attention.  It was hard just holding on to them like this.  I knew that I wouldn’t be able to keep from spilling just from time alone. Eventually my body would begin to ache and cramp, I’d get muscle spasms… something would happen.  I’d spill the water no matter what.  Which is exactly what Sara had in mind.
 
    
 
   “Now, Lisa.  Lick her cunt.”
 
    
 
   Oh.  Oh shit.
 
    
 
   I heard the tinkle of Lisa’s dog collar and tag and then she was up between my legs.  I gasped as her tongue touched my clit and then it was practically everything I could do to control myself as Lisa lapped at my pussy.  It felt incredible.  It was soft and gentle and probing and she alternated licking my clit with these long laps along my folds.  She even stuck her tongue up inside me.  It was pure bliss.  Heavenly even.  I almost sighed deeply in pleasure, but remembered the stupid water.  
 
    
 
   How long did I last?  Oh, maybe five minutes.  I could feel the orgasm coming and I tried, really.  I didn’t WANT to spill the water.  To be honest, Lisa was cruel and picked up the pace of her tongue lashing as I got closer.  She stopped the full length tonguing of my folds and concentrated on my clit.  That was the clincher of course, and as the powerful clitoral orgasm finally exploded in my loins and rushed outward, I held on as tightly as possible and tried so hard not to spill a drop.
 
    
 
   I felt the water on my right hand first.  Then there was wetness in my left palm.  I was still shaking from the orgasm when Sara came over, looked down at me, and made a “tsk tsk tsk” sound.  I was still in lala land when the tumblers were taken away from me and Isabelle scooted forward, the whip in hand.  Sara held up a finger.
 
    
 
   “You’ve already done a pretty thorough job on her Isabelle.  Why don’t we let Margaret have some fun and then we’ll try again and if she screws up again we can show her Kari’s second bedroom.”
 
    
 
   Second bedroom?  Kari got a second bedroom?  But… why?  It wasn’t like Robert didn’t sleep with her.  Kari ALWAYS slept with her boytoys.  In fact, where WAS Robert?  Was he sent out because Sara and Margaret are lesbians?  Why did Kari need a second bedroom?
 
    
 
   That is what went through my mind while Isabelle settled back into her seat next to Kari and Margaret got up and retrieved something from her purse. A quiver of fear went through me when I saw the violet wand.  I’ve been tortured with that thing before and let me tell you, it can do some nice things, and some painful things.  The look on Margaret’s face told me it would be the later.
 
    
 
   She made some adjustments on the device and then ordered Lisa to continue licking me.  I was told to stay in place and keep my hands on the ground.  Then Margaret decided to fry my breasts.  She let the spark from the violet wand jump over an inch to my nipple, eliciting a sharp cry from me, partly because my breasts were already so sore.  But she didn’t just concentrate on the tips of my bosom.  Oh no… she zapped me all over.  On the sides of my breasts, in between my breasts, on my belly, on my tongue, you name it and she hit it with a tiny bolt of lightning.  I could barely lay still and Lisa ended up straddling one of my legs to help keep me down as my body jumped around like a landed fish.  Eventually even Sarah helped, grabbing my arms and pulling them over my head and holding me down.  
 
    
 
   When I was covered in a sheen of perspiration and my chest was heaving with my gasps, cries, and sobs, Margaret told Lisa to lick my nipples.  Lisa crawled forward and I felt the cold touch of her dog tag on my skin.  Then she suckled my right nipple and began teasing the hardened pebble of flesh.  It felt odd.  Not because of Lisa, but my nipple was still hurting and to have it feel that kind of pleasure… well… it was just a little weird.
 
    
 
   Of course it was also a distraction because Margaret moved down between my legs.  I never saw it coming.  She just brought the wand down to my exposed, swollen, wet clit and zapped me silly.  I screamed, half sat up, and swung my legs together in a sudden jerk. I only barely managed to stop myself before I hid Margaret’s target.  Of course even that little loss of control seemed to infuriate her and in what seemed an almost contrived progression, Isabelle came up off the couch with her leather sap and sat on one outstretched leg while Margaret secured my other leg.
 
    
 
   I was totally unable to move with literally four women either holding me down or tormenting me.  Sara had my wrists.  My left leg was stretched out, almost a full 90 degrees from my body, and held in place between Margaret’s thighs.  My other leg was almost bent the same amount, held in place between Isabelle’s knees.  I couldn’t move and then Margaret and Isabelle took turns.
 
    
 
   Shock. Swat. Shock. Swat. Shock. Swat.  
 
    
 
   My hips wouldn’t hold still.  I bucked. I rocked. I squirmed.  But there was no where to go and with Lisa licking and chewing on my breasts, alternating between tender nubs, it was everything I could do just to keep from screaming too loud.  Then I felt something push up inside me.  Another zap to my clit came and I tightened up around whatever it was. The sap landed on my mons again. Finally Lisa moved back to the other side and I caught a glimpse of Kari kneeling down, the balls of my Husky dildo barely visible.  Another shock hit my clit and then I was cumming like you wouldn’t believe.  
 
    
 
   They stopped and let me up after that and Kari pulled me to my feet after I had calmed down enough to function.  Isabelle returned to the couch and Sara and Margaret took turns having Lisa perform stupid dog tricks, rewarding her with either a chocolate cookie treat or a finger fuck.  I shook my head and followed Kari into the kitchen. It was huge, with granite counters and even a really chic wrought iron pot rack and everything.  Knowing Kari, I knew to open the nearest cupboard and I got out a glass.  
 
    
 
   “Do you like it?” Kari asked, waving her hand around the kitchen as I helped myself to a squirt of water from Kari’s brand new stainless steel refrigerator.
 
    
 
   I laughed weakly.  “Why didn’t you tell me? I’d have helped you pack!”  
 
    
 
   It was Kari’s turn to chuckle.  “Are you kidding me? I paid to have the packing done!”  
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes. Evidently being independently wealthy has its perks.  I looked around the kitchen. It was a dark crimson and black with all steel appliances.  There was even an island and the black granite counter tops glistened.  I could see Robert cooking in here. He’s a great cook.
 
    
 
   “So where is Robert?” I asked politely.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled.  “I wanted him out of the way since Sara and Margaret are lesbians.  He’s in the second bedroom.” 
 
    
 
   It was my turn to blink in surprise and Kari crooked one finger, motioning me forward. I put down my glass and followed her down the hall.  We passed the lavish second bathroom, all done up in gold and green and then Kari opened the next door.  
 
    
 
   Unlike the rest of the house, this room wasn’t carpeted, at least not wall to wall.  Stone tile had been laid and there were two carpets on the bare stone floor, but they only covered small areas. The walls were painted a softened shade of dark blue. Several pieces of furniture immediately caught my attention.    Closest to the door was my wooden horse standing on a raised platform.  The wooden spine glistened with oil and I remembered my brutal day of riding the thing.  The extra height of the raised platform would make it much easier to suspend weights from the rider’s ankles.  There were even several concrete weights complete with chains and D Link carabineer hooks. Opposite along the other wall was an “I” bench, serving as both rack and a sort of full access spread-eagled restraint.  The walls had several shelves mounted here and there, complete with a full assortment of whips, crops, cuffs, spreader bars, and other boxes filled with God knows what and there was a small folding door at the back, clearly for a closet  A large black beam of wood crossed the ceiling and there was even a set of metal cuffs attached to a rope which ran through a pulley to a hook on the wall.  A metal stock stood in the center of the room, and then the back corner had a full sized black leather covered St. Andrew’s Cross, tilted slightly backward.
 
    
 
   Oh, and it had a man strapped to it.
 
    
 
   He was blindfolded and gagged and mostly naked. I say mostly because there was something on his cock, some sort of restraint that kept his prick folded over and also seemed to be vibrating since it was plugged into the wall behind him.  It looked agonizing because I could see his hips thrusting forward, but also the grimace of pain on his face.  
 
    
 
   “Robert!” I exclaimed.  Kari chuckled but there was no response from Robert, not even a more alert stance.  I took a few steps forward and realized his ears sported two white ear buds and I spotted the iPod tucked away on the backside of the cross in a little pocket of leather.
 
    
 
   “He can’t hear us.  Can’t see us,” Kari announced.  “Probably doesn’t even know we’re in the room with him.”
 
    
 
   I pointed at his groin.  “What’s that on his cock?”
 
    
 
   Kari grinned.  “A little toy I ordered recently.  It bends his cock in half, vibrates the tip, and delivers a sharp electrical jolt any time he starts to harden.”  
 
                                             
 
   “Ouch” I said with a grimace.  “Sounds painful.”
 
    
 
   “After what you just endured, I think he can handle that little thing,” Kari replied.  “We got the ‘I’ bench just for you though.” She pointed at the “I” bench to my left and I gave it a closer look.  The main up and down part of the bench was a padded leather support, not much wider than six inches.  The top and bottom cross pieces were simply black metal bars, about four inches wide and squared off.  The clever part was that each cross bar had a pulley and an eyebolt at the corner uprights, all of which were threaded with steel cable attached to black leather cuffs of the kind that Kari had purchased for me ages ago.  These were clipped on, rather than permanently attached.  The ropes ran to a pair of winches that could be hand cranked to adjust the tightness of the ropes.  It looked… uncomfortable.  What I did think was odd was that the bottom half was on casters, while the top half merely had sturdy legs. I asked Kari about it.
 
    
 
   “The bottom half can be rolled outward and extended with a crank.  That way it also serves as a stretching rack.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  Wow.  A do-everything sort of torture device.  I’m still wondering how much that thing cost to make!  And who does that? Did she like call a local metalworker, explain what she wanted, and then pay him a shitload of money?  I know Robert didn’t make it.  He doesn’t have a wood shop or anything. His play place is the kitchen when he’s not trading stocks or suffering at Kari’s hands.  
 
    
 
   “Oh, and take a look at the horse,” she said. I walked over to the wooden horse. It looked just like it did last time, solid with a blunted tip at the top widening to a full ten or twelve inches at the base.  The legs were sturdy and the whole thing looked sturdy enough to sit two or three nympho humiliation pain sluts.  The wall behind it had a number of whips and crops and a few boxes containing God knows what.
 
    
 
   “Take a look at the end” urged Kari.  I moved around to the front of the horse and frowned.  Nailed into the end of the horse’s spine was a cast iron star figure.  My eyes narrowed.  Cute.  I turned and frowned at Kari, not amused.  Star is the name of my real horse and I ride her practically every day if I can swing it.  Naming this monstrosity designed to torture ME after my horse was rather… cruel.
 
    
 
   Kari laughed at my expression and pulled me out of her dungeon.  She took me to the master bedroom.  She didn’t have any intentions other than a homeowner’s pride in her place though.  As expected, the bedroom was exquisitely decorated, a contemporary style that I appreciated.  The king sized bed had a black full steel frame and posts, perfect for bondage.  A giant fifty six inch television was mounted to the wall above the long double bureau, right across from the bed and somewhat predictably, the ceiling was mirrored.  The walk in closet was bigger than my room at home.
 
    
 
   So once the tour was over, Kari took me back out to the living room.  Lisa was on her back, eyes closed, with Margaret straddling her face, naked now, while Isabelle worked MY husky dildo in and out of the girl.  I frowned a little, but kept my mouth shut.   I wasn’t in a position to really object.
 
    
 
   Sara took my hand and pulled me away from Kari and in moments I was laid across her lap.  I wasn’t sure what was going to happen for a moment, but then I found out quick enough as Sara slapped my ass hard.  I grunted a bit, my hips rocking, but I bit my lip and endured it as Sara struck me again.  The spanking continued even as Lisa was gasping and together, a dog and a slut, we suffered and dealt with the stimulation given us.  Sara continued the spanking, burning my ass; I was sure it was hot enough to cook eggs, until Lisa came, screaming out and whining in a rather canine like voice.  Sara pushed me off her lap and I fell to the floor, my rear end on fire.
 
    
 
   It took them a few minutes to decide what to do next and I crawled over to Lisa.  She was lying on her side, arms cocked weirdly, as if she were a sleeping dog.  I rolled her onto her back and she actually brought her hands and knees upward, stretching her back and exposing her tummy.  I think she actually wanted a tummy rub!  I reached out a hand and indulged her, while examining some of her bruises.  Most of them had turned an ugly but healing yellow, but there were a few on her thighs that still looked bad.  There were also some half healed welts.  I’ve had welts before and I know the difference in how they look depending on what you get hit with.  I’d bet a lot of money that Lisa had been getting strapped with a belt – frequently.  
 
    
 
   In fact, I spoke with Kari about it.  Oh, not at the party… a few days afterward.  She was just as concerned about Lisa as I was.  Evidently Kari had “helped” Lisa learn the basic ropes of submission and pet play, with the girl taking to it easily.  Kari had told her that she wouldn’t “domme” or possess her, and that Lisa would have to find her own “owner”.  Lisa did and it wasn’t until a few weeks later that Kari found out that Lisa had basically “given” herself to her boss, David Keller.  According to Kari, Lisa still “works” at the Kennel, but instead of taking care of the dogs, when she gets there, she strips, puts on a collar, and spends the day up in Keller’s office getting fucked.  When she isn’t getting fucked, she’s down in the yard doing obedience training or getting “bred” to some of the kennel’s other guests.
 
    
 
   Yeah. I know.  Yuck, right?  But evidently she likes it.  I’m still a bit concerned.  I don’t own a dog, but I know animals, and you don’t “train” them by beating them.  I don’t even use spurs.  
 
    
 
   I rubbed on Lisa for a little bit but then she rolled back onto all fours, whined a little and padded off toward Kari.  I blinked, a little disturbed, but then Kari came back into the room with Lisa on a leash and she handed it to me.  
 
    
 
   “Would you take her out back.  She needs to go outside.”
 
    
 
   Uh…. Huh?
 
    
 
   I took the leash, my disturbed look no doubt getting more disturbed.  But you don’t argue with Kari when you’re buck naked in her house and there are a zillion ways for her to hurt and punish you for disobedience.  I nodded, muttered a “yes, Kari” and was then pulled by an eager Lisa toward a large curtained sliding glass door at the back of the living room.
 
    
 
   The backyard was fenced in by a brick wall, heavily landscaped into a beautiful garden, and had a grassy plot about the size of a postage stamp. Okay… it might have been a bit larger, but not by much.  The patio was actually nice, except for the fact that there was an above ground spa sitting off to one side, easily big enough for six people or eight if they were close friends or fuck buddies.  I unclipped Lisa’s leash and she scampered out into the grass, tongue actually hanging out.  She went around in a circle and then headed over to one spot by a flower bed and…
 
    
 
   Okay, we don’t need to get into this right? I mean, we’ve all seen dogs pee.  Lisa did the whole thing.  She lifted her leg and everything.  Talk about taking pet play too far.  Okay… sure… I did the same thing at the Kennel during the anniversary assignment… but I just thank God she didn’t have to poop.  I’m not averse to cleaning up shit – I do it all the time on the farm, mucking out stalls and such, but doing it for an intelligent sentient human who has decided to BE an animal? I’m not sure I could handle that. 
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   I tried talking to Lisa after she was done watering one of Kari’s obviously fresh flowerbeds, but she was rather deep in her role as a puppy dog and her responses consisted of a variety of yelps, whines, and barks that sounded very dog like.  Finally I gave up, tugged on her leash, resisted tossing a stick for her to fetch, and led her back into the condominium.  I’m sure had anyone been able to see over the brick wall surrounding the back yard it would have been a site to see; one naked nympho humiliation pain slut wearing nothing but high heels leading one naked nympho humiliation pet slut wearing nothing but a dog collar and a leash.  Weird right?  But still pretty cool.
 
    
 
   Once we were back inside Kari came forward and led all of us, including the two lesbian dommes, into the second bedroom.  I followed along obediently, not really thinking about what was coming, which in hindsight was rather stupid.  The first thing I noticed was that Robert’s cock was no longer caught in that strange looking cock trap.  Now it was standing straight out at attention, with a thick metal cock ring complete with metal pins sticking into the flesh of his shaft.  His balls were hanging rather low and they were a dark shade of pink thanks to another ring which was squeezing his scrotum tightly.  Robert was still blindfolded, but the gag had been removed and he perked up the moment we walked into the room, which meant he probably wasn’t wearing the ear buds anymore.
 
    
 
   Kari had Lisa’s leash in her hands and pulled her forward across the stone and rug covered floor until she was within striking distance of Kari’s boy toy.  One hand came up and swung and Robert groaned as Kari smacked his cock hard.  I watched it swing and then she caught it again on the backswing.  It must have hurt quite a bit.  He grit his teeth and I had a sympathetic ache in my own groin despite the fact I don’t quite understand how much it must have hurt him.
 
    
 
   Kari grabbed his shaft and squeezed hard, making him gasp.  “All right my dear, let me explain to you what’s going to happen.  We’re going to torture Breanne now and we’re going to continue to torture her until you cum.  There’s just one thing, if you DO cum, I’m going to put the cock shocker on you and we’re just going to move Breanne and hurt her some more and you’ll get shocked until SHE comes.  So you’ve got some pretty serious decisions to make.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. Oh shit.  I felt fingers encircle my right arm and Sara was standing there with a cruel look.  I got yanked then, over toward the wooden horse.  Obediently, I climbed up on the stool and swung my leg over.  I had ridden the wooden horse before and while I wasn’t looking forward to it, I wasn’t scared of it. I glanced over at Kari.  She had removed Robert’s blindfold and he saw me on the horse.  His hard cock bobbed and Kari gave him another hard smack.  I watched as the pain flashed across his face and his cock seemed to get smaller all of a sudden. He was still firm… but gosh!
 
    
 
   Kari grabbed Lisa by the scruff of her neck and pulled her forward.  “Lick and suck his balls until he cums, Lisa”.  I blinked.  This was not going to be good.  With no direct stimulation to his cock, we’d be like this for a while.  I was contemplating this when Margaret locked my wrist into a sort of collar bar that stretched across my shoulder blades.  A second wrist cuff handled the other arm and then a bondage collar was placed on me.  In short order I couldn’t move my hands and they were permanently locked level with my shoulders.  It wasn’t terribly uncomfortable, but the real issue was that it would let me keep my balance while making sure that I couldn’t take any of my weight on a spot other than between my legs.  
 
    
 
   Lisa began licking Robert who moaned while watching what was happening to me like a hawk.  Kari went to a shelf and extracted a pair of vibroballs out of a box.  These got stuffed into Lisa who renewed her sucking with excitement.  
 
    
 
   Margaret and Sara finished my ankles, getting the thick leather cuffs around my legs without much problem.  Then they checked everything and I was told to sit down on the horse.  Slowly I dropped down, easing myself onto the blunted but still terribly pointy spine of the wooden horse.  I shifted back and forth a few times, letting my wet pussy lubricate the wood.  Sara noticed and quickly grabbed an available bottle of Stinging O oil and helped out.  The burning started a moment later and even without having my weight on the spine I was grinding back and forth in rather provocative sliding motions.  Then I was warned a second before they yanked my support away.  I didn’t drop down but the sudden increase of weight between my legs was brutal and then I was riding the wooden horse.
 
    
 
   It was hard.  The oil burned at my pussy like fire and that just made me buck and hump and thrust in this rapid churning wiggle that I’m sure was visually appealing if Robert’s riveted attention was any sort of indicator.  Pain exploded up from between my legs and then things got much much much worse.
 
    
 
   Remember me mentioning how I noticed those two nice concrete weights complete with chains and clips?  Yeah well, so did Margaret and Sara.  These got attached to the ankle cuffs and suddenly I went from a hundred seventeen pounds to about a hundred and fifty.  I’m not sure the exact number, but that REALLY hurt.  Then they started to whip me, taking down a cat tail and a thin strap from the wall behind me.  Margaret focused on my front, taking exquisite delight in striking my breasts while Sara repeatedly brought the lash across my straining buttocks.
 
    
 
   We were at this point when Isabelle came into the room.  I hadn’t even noticed she was missing!  She took one look at me and her face broke into an evil grin.  She rifled through the shelves until she found one of those cattle prod things I’ve seen on some of the bondage websites.  I didn’t even know Kari HAD one!  But she approached me and just as I cried out from a particularly vicious cut across both nipples, Isabelle reached out and pressed the electric prod to my right nipple and pulled the trigger, or pressed the button, or whatever.
 
    
 
   My breast exploded, leaving red gore all over the fucking dungeon.
 
    
 
   Okay, not really.  But I was absolutely positive that had happened.  I screamed too.  Loudly.  
 
    
 
   “Better cum soon, Robert” Kari commented, looking over at the harpy club torturing me. (I might get into trouble for that one… but… I’m always in trouble, aren’t I?)  I glanced at my supposed savior through tear filled eyes as another lash caught me across the chest.  His face was purple and his cock was throbbing and jumping, literally banging up and down on the top of Lisa’s head as she licked and sucked his balls.  Then my other breast detonated and I cried out and ground my pussy sharply down on the spine of the wooden horse.
 
    
 
   I think I’ve mentioned that I’ve ridden the horse before, right?  Yeah.  That was NOTHING.  Sure, I might have stayed on it hours and hours, but what those three women did to me while I was mounted was tantamount to cruel and inhumane punishment.  Had that been done to someone who was a military prisoner, it WOULD have been torture.  I was on fire.  Every part of me hurt and when Sara applied one of those narrow tip vibrators to my clit as I rocked back and forth, it was more than I could handle.  I exploded with a scream and a shake and my entire body seemed to spasm. It was the strongest, most powerful orgasm I had all night.
 
    
 
   What the fuck is wrong with me?
 
    
 
   I had just come down from ten thousand feet, the pain between my legs becoming more tangible with every second, and Robert seemed right on the edge.  He just couldn’t do it.  I could tell he was trying to rub his cock against Lisa’s hair but was being rather unsuccessful.  I was in too much pain to really think about what this meant, but in hindsight I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t have been able to withstand much more time on the horse.  Granted, the horse wasn’t that much of a problem.  The issue was the three dominatrixes whipping, shocking, and hurting me.
 
    
 
   One thing I have to say about Kari, is that she sure knows her subbies’ limits.  One glance at me had her over at Robert, whispering in his ear.  I’m not positive, but she probably stroked him as well, just a bit and then Robert was gasping and groaning.  I turned and saw a ribbon of white cream go spurting out of his cock, splattering over Lisa’s hair and down her bare back.  It was quite visually appealing.  Lisa didn’t stop licking and sucking and I spent an excruciating few more minutes on the horse as I was unlocked, unbound and then lifted off the cruel device.
 
    
 
   I was deposited on the floor rather gruffly and then Kari snapped her fingers and motioned me over toward Lisa and Robert. I crawled over there. I wasn’t positive I could stand.  
 
    
 
   “Lick Lisa clean,” Kari commanded.  I nodded, got up on my knees, and while Lisa licked Robert’s balls, I licked Lisa’s spine, sliding my tongue along her skin, tasting Robert’s thick salty cream.  The funny thing is we discovered that Lisa is ticklish.  She had serious trouble keeping her mind on her duties while my tongue caressed her skin.  I moved closer to her as I went higher up her body and somehow, accidently, my left hand somehow cupped her pussy and rubbed at her clit rather violently.  Damned if I know how that happened.
 
    
 
   Lisa came and Kari was shouting “bad girl!” and I was hauled unceremoniously to my feet by Mistress Isabelle before being practically thrown across the room.  I caught my self on that “I” bench and then Margaret, Sara, and Isabelle were strapping me down.  Facedown actually, which was really really odd.  The first thing I noticed was that the bench support wasn’t that wide.  Both my breasts dangled down, pushed slightly aside by the six inch wide padded platform beneath me.  I felt my ankles being spread and the next thing I knew my legs were being winched open.  I felt the strain in my thighs and moaned even as Margaret and Isabelle proceeded to do similar things to my wrists.  It took all of a minute before I was secured taut, facedown, my head turned to my left, unable to see Robert, with my legs angled out at better than forty five degrees.  
 
    
 
   My pussy still burned slightly from the Stinging O oil and I was rather uncomfortable, that’s for sure, but it was way better than the Wooden Horse named Star.  (I’m still pissed about that, can you tell?)  I heard a commotion behind me and then I felt a tongue against my exposed slit and realized that Lisa had been dragged over to lick me instead of Robert.  I wonder how the Stinging O tasted… hmmmm….  It’s made with grapeseed, pepper, and cinnamon oil.  Probably not bad at all.
 
    
 
   Then I heard a really weird noise, which I admit didn’t hold quite the same interest for me now that my slit was getting this incredible licking.  I twisted my head to the right and arched my neck.  I couldn’t hold the position for long, but Robert was gritting his teeth, a very masculine grunt came from his lips, and there was this THING on his cock. It had two straps and ran to a machine plugged into the wall.  The interesting thing was that it looked like his cock was twitching.  Despite his recent orgasm, he was already hard again and I have to wonder if Kari hadn’t dosed him with Viagra before tying him to the St. Andrew’s cross.  
 
    
 
   I knew that this was that second half of Kari’s little game.  Robert got to experience the little shock toy until I came.  Blinking, I wriggled in my bonds and tried thinking sexual thoughts.  I’m not saying that I can come just by fantasizing alone, but I can get myself pretty hot and bothered.  The only problem was that with me being face down, Lisa really couldn’t get at my clit.  The frame of the “I bench” prevented it.  As a result, her tongue lashing was about as climax generating as getting fucked by a wet noodle.  I arched my back, twisted a little, did everything I could and NOTHING made a difference.  Talk about frustrating.
 
    
 
   Which of course is exactly what Kari wanted, right?  I felt fingers on my left and right heel which meant two different people and I looked to see Sara slipping a rubber band over my toes.  A twist of my head revealed Margaret doing the same thing on the other side and then they settled the thick elastic right in the arch of both feet.  I clenched my fists and locked my teeth. I knew what was coming and it wasn’t going to be me.  Not yet at least.
 
    
 
   They alternated which was nice, but the first few snaps were rather tame.  I’m not saying they went light on me, they didn’t, but it takes a little while for a rubber band to start abrading the skin. When I do the snaps it usually takes five or six on each foot before the little sting becomes something much more diabolical.  I’m not sure how long it took them to get me to the OWWWW point, but it seemed faster than usual.  
 
    
 
   Then Mistress Isabelle moved into view and she was holding something I had sorta hoped not to see again, and sorta hoped I would.  It was about a foot and a half long, glowed violet, and was half handle and half glass probe.  I’ve always wanted to fuck a lit light bulb and I think that the violet wand is about as close to that as I’m ever going to get.  I wasn’t sure if this one belonged to Kari or to Margaret, since I knew my wine-drinking, rubber band snapping, lesbian dominatrix owned one (If you’ve read Margaret’s Punishment you know what I’m talking about!) but regardless, there was a rather new and interesting “probe” on the handle that I hadn’t seen before.  It looked like a comb, glowing and Isabelle knelt down right between the top and bottom crossbars of my bench.  
 
    
 
   I’m the first to agree that Mistresses and Masters should never kneel in front of their subbies, but I suppose that the exception to the rule is when said subbie is tied to an “I bench” and you need to torture her breasts, which are hanging down and perfectly .  I heard the humming as the violet wand disappeared beneath me.
 
    
 
   Have you ever used a violet wand?  Scratch that… better question: have you ever been zapped with a violet wand?  Okay, let me tell you a few things.  First of all, depending on what the person wielding it wants to do, it can be this gentle electrical massage, especially if it’s in direct contact with the skin, or it can be a rather painful shock if the probe is held away from the body.  Next, the size of the probe is very important, because the smaller the contact points are, the more sensation you get.  So if your master or mistress comes at you with a big mushroom looking probe on the end, sit back, smile, and coo as the little tingle tickles you.  Never worry about getting fucked by one of these.  Remember, direct contact produces barely any sensation.  
 
    
 
   No… what you need to worry about is when you’ve got a very small aperture point (like the tine on a comb) and it’s held about two or three inches away from your nipple.  THAT should worry you.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure how high I jumped, but it couldn’t have been that much.  Since my breasts were dangling down on either side of the center bench Isabelle had access to both and by the time I came back down she moved the violet wand to the other breast. I got my second painful shock, jerked wildly, and then settled down to what was happening.  My brain began overloading.  
 
    
 
   You understand right?  Why I was overloading?  Lisa was still licking my labia up and down, thrusting her tongue deep into my hole and was now even moving up to lick my perineum and even my bottom   Combine that with the repeated snaps of the rubber bands against my feet, leaving long red lines across both arches, and then add the vicious shocks against the tips of my breasts.
 
    
 
   So are you picturing this?  It fucking hurt.  My feet hurt.  My breasts hurt.  Hell, even my pussy still hurt from the quick ride on the horse.  And the good thing was that all of it was just swirling away inside me while Lisa tantalized me so that it all got confused and messed up in my head.  It felt good. It felt awful. It hurt.  It was pleasure.  
 
    
 
   You would think that I’d be screaming out in orgasm in seconds right? I mean… pain is a turn on for me.  It makes what I’m feeling sexually so much more powerful, right?  Yeah, normally I’d agree with you.  But when you’re being tortured by three dominatrixes and a girl who thinks she’s a dog, they can keep you wherever the hell they want for an indeterminate amount of time.  
 
    
 
   Every once in a while I looked over at Robert too, which was hard because it seemed like every time I did, Isabelle would give me double shocks to each nipple.  But what I could see was Robert straining against his bonds and Kari doing what we called “cock tip torment”.
 
    
 
   Cock tip torment is simple.  First, get a cock.  If you’re a guy, don’t bother. Guys can’t do this unless they’re gay.  Anyway, get a cock – someone else’s cock (for you gay guys).  Make sure they’re tied down and can’t move.  Get some oil or lotion (I like the flavored stuff!) and lube up just the tip down to the ridge, right where the foreskin meets the shaft.  Then concentrate on rubbing, licking, sucking just the tip of the cock.  You can touch their balls, but you can’t stroke the entire length of their cock.  Just the tip.  Round and round.  Guys can’t handle this.  It ends up being painful.  Too much stimulation.
 
    
 
   My attention was suddenly jerked back to my own precarious predicament when a burning line of fire crossed my ass.  I screamed and twisted.  Isabelle had the violet wand in one hand and a cane in the other.  I jerked again as my left breast endured another vicious biting zap and then again as she left another welt leaving stroke across my buttocks.
 
    
 
   I heard Kari coo between my cries and then she exclaimed, “Oh my goodness! You came!  Naughty Robert!  I guess it was seeing Breanne caned!”
 
    
 
   And everything stopped.  The rubber bands were pulled off my feet.  Isabelle stood up, moving away, and while Lisa continued to lick, Margaret and Sara unclipped the ankle and wrist cuffs.  Lisa was pulled away with a whine and then Sara was helping me to my feet.  I could barely stand.  I was taken to the kitchen and given a glass of water.  Sara told me I could sit if I wanted, and I tried, but my ass stung too much and I opted for leaning against the counter.
 
    
 
   A few moments later Robert was led out of the dungeon and brought to the kitchen as well.  Kari filled two bowls of water, put them both on the floor, and forced Robert to his knees.  Then she shouted Lisa’s name. 
 
    
 
   True to her nature, Lisa came galloping in on all fours and she went to the water bowl with gusto.  Robert pursed his lips and drank.  Lisa lapped.  The whole scene was disturbing.  Isabelle came in after Lisa and pulled up a chair behind Lisa’s naked and raised bottom and she started pushing her fingers into Lisa’s cunt.  The little doggie evidently liked it, wiggling her ass around while she continued to drink her fill.
 
    
 
   Finally Robert sat up, indicating he was finished and Kari pulled him to his feet and grabbed him by the cock.  He was no longer sporting any sort of bondage item other than the ankle and wrist cuffs similar to the ones I was wearing.  Kari told me to follow, and holding on to Robert’s dick, she walked him into the living room.  
 
    
 
   I followed along obediently, leaving Isabelle and Lisa to their little finger fucking action.  Kari instructed Robert to lie down on his back and spread his legs.  I watched as he followed the orders explicitly.  His cock stuck straight up, still hard as a rock, the tip a bright red.  I blinked.  Why was Robert still hard?  Then I realized that Kari had dosed him with Viagra.  Kari turned toward me.
 
    
 
   “Sixty nine, Breanne and do a good job.  The one who cums first won’t get punished,” Kari said.
 
    
 
   I blinked but nodded.  Margaret and Sara were already taking seats to watch and I immediately got into position. I straddled Robert’s face, bent over, and wrapped my mouth around his cock. 
 
    
 
   I’m going to admit right now that it was glorious. I was in my element.  There was cock in my mouth, tongue in my pussy and against my clit, and I was doing what I’m made for – making other people cum.  I did everything in my power to make him cum.  I’ve got a soft spot for Robert, more than one if you count the one in my heart and the one between my legs.  Oh, I’m not saying I want to steal him away from Kari, NEVER!  But he and I share a bond that it rather unique.  We’ve both served Kari and that gives us something that not even Kari can imagine.  I didn’t want him “punished” any more and so I tried very very hard to get him to pop.
 
    
 
   There was just one problem.  He had just cum and I hadn’t.  Worse, he had access to my clit, which he was tonguing rather insistently, almost as if he were trying as hard as he could to make sure that I wouldn’t get “punished”.  So basically we had two rather qualified and experienced sex slaves working as hard as possible to make the other cum.  I held out only about five minutes before I couldn’t take any more.  With Robert’s hard cock still in my mouth I let out a moan and ground my face down into Robert’s mouth, his tongue stabbing my clit and I shook and shuddered.  
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   A pain in my scalp and a hard pull yanked me off of Robert’s cock and I was literally dragged away of him.  I tumbled a bit, yelping as the pain encircled my head and my hands went up to relieve some of the pressure.  I caught a glimpse of Lisa between Margaret’s open legs, licking, even as I was whirled by the hold on my scalp.  To be honest, it wasn’t that bad, but I found myself at Mistress Sara’s knee, on all fours, staring up at her now completely nude lower half.  She was sitting in one of the leather easy chairs, one leg thrown up and over the arm rest.  Her pussy glistened wetly and I was pushed forward.  Whoever had me by the hair let go and I glimpsed Isabelle walking away even as Sara motioned me forward.  I crawled closer and Sara took a pair of clover clamps off the side table and attached them to my nipples.
 
    
 
   There was a grunt behind me, a male grunt, and I turned quickly to see Isabelle standing astride Robert, bent over at the waist, his cock still hard and long, grasping his testicles and giving them a decent squeeze. Then my vision was blocked as Sara pulled me forward and I found myself nose deep in pussy.  I began licking of course, but my ears still worked and there were a few more grunts and then a sharp smacking noise.  Robert’s groans became louder and almost constant.  I wanted desperately to look but couldn’t, knowing that pulling away from Sara would mean instant and immediate punishment. So instead I picked up the pace, bringing my hand up between Sara’s thighs and driving two fingers into her while I worked feverishly at her clit.
 
    
 
   I felt Sara stiffen, her breathing got a little harder and she ran her fingers through my hair.  “Patience child,” she whispered.  I took the risk of ignoring her, my tongue dabbing repeatedly against her nub and then swirling round and round it. My fingers curled inside her, then parted, wriggled, and came together again before thrusting deeper.  Then, because I could, I pressed my pinkie against her bottom, and stuck my finger in up to the first knuckle.
 
    
 
   Sara let out a gasp and suddenly my face was soaked with her juices, which I didn’t mind at all. Sara tastes good.  Her orgasm was a quiet affair, despite the intensity and I kept up the finger fucking (both vaginal AND anal) as well as my oral antics against her clitoris.  She let me do it during the orgasm, but pushed me away as the sensitivity of her sex became too much.  To me, that is so funny.  They frequently torment me WAY past the point of sensitivity and I never push THEM away!  I spun as I dropped to all four to catch my balance and caught sight of what was going on with Robert.
 
    
 
   Isabelle was fucking him.  She was now naked, completely and awesomely naked and let me tell you, I’d have gladly crawled into whatever dungeon she was domming in.  Wow.  She made even Kari look… well… 
 
    
 
   Kari is blond, thin, relatively willowy, and while she is decently equipped in the curves department, she isn’t what I would call busty.  Not for her height, which is pretty up there.  Isabelle on the other hand is what most men would call “lush”, full blown curves that are just slightly over the top for her height and weight.  Women call it Barbie Doll Syndrome.  You know… where your boobs, ass, and hips are large and curvy, but your waist is this itty bitty thing?  On Isabelle you could get LOST in her cleavage.  On Kari, you’d have fun on the slopes, but going astray in a crevasse?  No way.  On Isabelle, the words “pear shaped” have meaning.  On Kari, she’s more of a nice wave between bust, waist, and hip.  Don’t get me wrong, her measurements are great, but they aren’t out of proportion.  Isabelle is.  
 
    
 
   Most people fuck facing each other unless they’re karma sutra people or gymnasts.  Okay, I just made up that last bit. I have absolutely no idea how gymnasts fuck.  Do they do weird positions? Guess that will have to be an assignment some time… to go fuck a gymnast at a gym and see what positions they try!  LOL.  For Isabelle, she was facing Robert’s feet, her hips grinding against him, her bare feet almost in his arm pits.  She was getting it on too and Robert was gasping and thrusting right back into her.
 
    
 
   I felt a surge of jealousy and must have made a noise or something, because despite her enthusiastic riding, Isabelle turned and looked at me.  Her eyes seemed to flash and then she snapped her fingers and pointed to the spot in front of her, between Robert’s legs.  I glanced over at Kari who was sitting on the couch watching.  No help there.  So I obediently crawled over.
 
    
 
   “On your back, legs spread, your knees over his,” Isabelle told me, still pumping herself up and down on Robert’s cock.  I lay back, lifting my legs over Roberts and scooted toward him.  A moment later my pussy was only a few inches from his groin.  Unfortunately his cock wasn’t anywhere near my pussy.  I got in position and then wondered what was going to happen.  
 
    
 
   She touched me, and not in a pleasant way either.  She grabbed my labia, twisting and tugging, then moved up to my clit, flicking it sharply. I gasped, stiffened, let out a small whimper, and basically tried not to flinch too much.  What kind of woman wants to inflict torture on ANOTHER woman, while she’s being fucked?  Her fingernails scratched at my petals, she rammed her finger up my well lubricated ass.  Then she began spanking my pussy, hard sharp slaps that had my entire loin tight, my ass off the ground, and my hips jerking.  It hurt.  Kari came into view and she quickly used a pair of those metal D clips to lock my feet to Robert’s wrists and my wrists to Robert’s feet.  
 
    
 
   “Spread your arms wide, lover.”  Kari’s words were soft and sweet.  And not meant for me.  I felt Robert move his arms and then my legs were pulled even farther apart.  Kari touched the bouncing fucking Isabelle on the shoulder and handed her the leather sap, a small black hide paddle made specifically for pussy and breast smacking.  The first stroke fell on my clit as Kari began removing her clothing and I squealed as the pain rocked me.  She didn’t let up either.  The blows were just as hard as what she had been giving me with her open hand, and yet now much much worse.  Every stroke hit not only my labia, but my clit as well and pain blossomed between my legs.  My thighs trembled and then Kari was matching Isabelle’s position, facing the other dominatrix while squatting over my face.  
 
    
 
   Once again I was given pussy to lick and the flavor was so familiar. I drove my tongue into Kari, thousands of memories flooding through me just like the adrenaline and endorphins of orgasmic release.  I remembered the first time I made her cum with my mouth, a wonderful moment that happened when I was fifteen and had just been whipped silly. Then I thought of a different memory of me being tied to my bed, a freshman in college, Kari smacking my clit with a ruler and me with the knowledge that it would only stop once she came.
 
    
 
   It’s hard to focus on giving decent oral sex to someone when you’re being repeatedly hit between the legs.  It also doesn’t help if that sort of thing turns you on either.
 
    
 
   But practice makes perfect and I’m very much practiced.  Despite my recent orgasm, I was also already marching up the mountain to the climax and notwithstanding my inability to move my legs or hands, I arched my neck and tried to give Kari the same treatment I gave Sara moments before. My tongue ached but that didn’t stop me.  Every few seconds there was another sharp pain between my legs, my pussy would contract, and I’d let out a quiet cry, my voice adding vibration to the mix of oral pleasure I was giving to Kari.  
 
    
 
   My hips were quietly thrusting, lifting up to meet each new blow and then a number of things happened at once.  Both Isabelle and Kari began moaning.  The blows between my legs became staggered rather than steady. I realized I was close to cumming.  Robert’s legs and arms jerked even wider and I suddenly was stretched taut at the thigh.  Isabelle let out a gasp and a cry and then my breasts exploded in pain as someone grabbed the chain that was connected to the clover clamps Sara had put on my tits.
 
    
 
   I screamed as I came and Kari muffled me with her pussy, grinding down in this hard press that almost suffocated me.  My brain disconnected with all other sensory input not associated with sex and I just sort of short circuited, blowing out every level of orgasmic climax control ever invented.  I trembled. I shook. I screamed. I tugged against Robert’s involuntary hold on me.  When I finally stopped cumming I realized that the pain in my breasts was gone and someone was just lightly stroking my pussy, up and down, with a single finger in gentle slow strokes, staying away from my clit.
 
    
 
   I was soaked elsewhere though.  Kari had liberally exploded, wetting my face a second time with enough juice to permanently hydrate my skin.  She got up off me, thighs wet, with a look of extreme satisfaction. I lifted my head and saw that Isabelle too wore this self-satisfied look.  She wiggled a bit and then lifted herself off Robert.  His cock was still hard.  Poor man.  He had a condom on and Isabelle stripped it off before walking away.  I let my head fall back and just lay there, trying to rest.  The conversation however was quite intriguing.
 
    
 
   Mistress Sara was still naked from the waist down and splayed over the leather easy chair.  Kari always preferred leather furniture since clean up is easy when you’ve left wet spots all over the place.  Speaking of my former mistress and recent snack, Kari had wrapped a black silk robe around herself and settled down on the couch. Isabelle slipped back into her dress and looked prim and proper, if not a little flushed.  She too had joined Kari on the couch.  Mistress Margaret was sitting in the love seat, half reclining, a partly finished goblet of wine in her hand while Lisa knelt on the cushion and continued to lick patiently and gently at her pussy.  
 
    
 
   It was Isabelle who spoke first.  “Perhaps wax torture?” she asked politely, turning toward Kari.
 
    
 
   Kari shook her head.  “It would ruin the carpet. I could get out a plastic sheet, but it would be more work than I’m willing to do right now.”
 
    
 
   Sara looked over at Kari and Isabelle.  “What about some ice?  We could wrap his cock and balls in some and stuff her full of it.”  
 
    
 
   Both Kari and Isabelle grinned.  “That has potential,” my former mistress said politely.
 
    
 
   “Whatever we do to them it has to hurt,” Margaret chimed in, her voice thick and heavy.  Lisa continued lapping at her clit.  Evidently Margaret was getting close to her own climax.
 
    
 
   “Of course,” Kari replied with a wave of her hand.  “But first I think some light entertainment might be appropriate.”  She stood up and picked up my bag.  I watched as she rifled through it, grabbing my bottle of Stinging O and coming over to us.  Carefully, she poured a liberal amount over Robert’s cock, rubbing the oil in lightly with a single finger.  Robert stiffened, hissing slightly. I got it.  He was already rather tender and adding the combination pepper, cinnamon, and grapeseed oil was not exactly a pleasant experience for him.  I felt bad for him.
 
    
 
   Kari turned toward me.  “Breanne, you’ll need to fuck Robert now until he explodes.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  Seriously?  I didn’t mind the Stinging O. I’m used to it.  But I would get to fuck him to release?  Wow!  I thanked her, then waited for her to unlock my wrists and ankles.  But she stepped away from me and returned to her seat on the couch.
 
    
 
   I got it.  Really.  It didn’t take me long.  Me fucking Robert wasn’t the entertainment.  It was me trying to get into a position where I COULD fuck Robert.  As it was, we were lying together, bound ankle to wrist in a way that prevented most common positions.  I sat up, using his legs as a fulcrum to pull myself up by.  Robert hadn’t moved his arms or legs since being ordered to spread them and when I pulled on one hand with my foot, he didn’t budge, holding position.  I let out an exasperated sigh, since his obstinate desire to obey Kari made things much harder for me.  I twisted a bit, trying to see if I could get a leg up under myself any way possible and ended up failing.  
 
    
 
   So I scooted forward.  It was really the only thing I could do.  I had a little bit of freedom at my arms and so I arched my back and bent my knees.  I only had about a foot to go before I felt his cock pressing against my labia and of course immediately I felt the icy tingle of the Stinging O.  It was awkward and not very easy and I rubbed myself up and down his cock, trying very hard to bend it downward or angle myself better.  Finally I felt his tip catch on my pubis, and with a groan I shoved down as hard as I could, trying to impale him fully.  His cock bent downward until it was pointing at better than a ninety degree angle and then, with me also bent at a weird angle, I began thrusting my hips downward, fucking him obtusely.
 
    
 
   You have to understand that I love fucking Robert.  He’s handsome, debonair, muscular, has a thick but not overly large cock, is polite, can cook, clean AND knows how to make money on the stock market.  Plus he’s in love with Kari.  And I mean serious love.  Robert has lasted longer than any other boy toy and if either one of them were going to dump the other, it would have happened already.  Since I happen to be in love with Kari too, it makes us work well together.  I moved as best I could, trying hard to give him the release I knew he needed.  The Stinging O didn’t make it easier at first, but as the tingle gave way to heat, I knew that it added to the sensation, and didn’t take away from it.
 
    
 
   Just as I thought my arms were going to give out, I felt him shudder beneath me, his cock turning to granite.  He let out a tiny groan and then suddenly I felt the spurting of his shaft, white cream filling me perfectly.  It was incredible and I sighed in relief as I felt Robert go limp and slide out of my pussy. 
 
                 
 
   There was polite applause from our audience and some muted conversation before Kari finally got down on her knees and released us.  Robert just lay there, breathing.  Finally Kari hauled me to my feet.  I stood there expectantly and she kissed me softly.
 
                 
 
                 “Ready?” she asked.
 
                 
 
                 I blinked.  “Yes, Mistress,” I replied, having absolutely no idea what was coming next.  All I knew was that I was vaguely aroused thanks to the last screwing with Robert and sore in a few intimate spots.  
 
    
 
                 Kari took my hand and along with other ladies, led me out into the sweltering evening heat of the enclosed back yard.  Kari’s condo came with its own private little jungle, fenced in and beautifully landscaped with more oleander, banana trees, a smattering of oak, hawthorne, and Japanese Maple.  Smaller bottlebrush, aralia, and yew seemed to fill in the nooks and crannies.  The center of the yard was about twenty square feet of some sort of mondo grass and I doubted that anyone had to mow.  
 
    
 
                 I was pushed over to one of the pillars that held up the ceiling of the porch, a white painted squared column that was smooth against my bottom and back.  A thick metal ring had been mounted about a foot and a half above me and in moment I was shackled to it.  With my hands bound above my head, I watched as Lisa scampered around the yard, barking and rolling like an idiot.
 
                 
 
                 The conversation was muted as twilight fell and I felt a trickle of sweat slide down from my brow.  I knew the ladies had to be overly warm, despite the revealing clothes worn. I was bare ass naked and feeling the heat.  There was a sudden crack in  the air behind me and I twisted to look.  Off in the distance, between several of the trees, I could see the faint glimmer of fireworks.  I smiled.  I’ve always loved fireworks.
 
                 
 
                 I felt a touch and my attention moved away from the spectacular light show off to my side and on to the beautiful blond in front of me.  Kari had two thin metal sticks in her right hand and was quickly binding the end together with a wire twisty tie.  I blinked, realizing that she was holding a pair of sparklers.  I’d played with these often as a child. It was one of the few fireworks my dad allowed me to handle early.  I’d run pell mell around the yard with a glittering sparkling stick in my hand, tiny bits of flame raining down.
 
    
 
                 But it wasn’t until Kari pulled the centers of the dual bound sticks slightly outward that I realized what was in store.  My eyes widened as the sparklers tightened on my nipple, a light but delicious pinch that sent my hips into involuntary thrusting overdrive.  Kari attached another set and with four sparklers clinging to my bosom, she stepped back and lit another one.  
 
    
 
                 The darkness flickered as the tiny gold sparks of Kari’s sparkler danced and exploded, falling in quick death toward the ground.  She brought it close to me, letting the sparks land on my skin.  I flinched, fearing heat, but the sensation was no more difficult than hot water.  It just LOOKED fearsome.  I moaned as she let the sparkler drip down upon my breasts and then near my pussy.  I thrust outward, exposing my mons and spreading my legs in an orgy of fire and sex.
 
    
 
                 In all honesty, I didn’t think much of it.  I knew Kari was doing it for show.  The sparklers were nothing, but they set a great scene.  I made the appropriate noises of desperate fear and pumped my hips, letting Kari supposedly torment me with the fire.  Things were going well until she brought the sparkler up, lighting the bound wires that formed the clamp over my nipple.  Then she did the other as I suddenly realized that I was in some serious trouble.
 
    
 
                 The flames exploded next to my skin and burned downward and now I felt the heat.  Sparks bounced off my skin like popcorn on a griddle plate and I shook myself violently, trying to dislodge the clamps.   No good.  I felt the heat of the burn and then the explosive powder burned right at the tips of my breasts and I cried out, shaking.  I felt the burn, the heat, the singeing quality of the torment and as the fire moved on, I collapsed in my bonds, still shaking my boobs left and right, the heat more a facet of my mind than actual sensation.
 
    
 
                 As soon as the sparkler clamps had burned themselves out they were removed and Isabel stood.  She bore a whip and without even a word of warning, began swinging it back and forth across my breasts.  I cried out, trying not to be too loud, but the pops and explosions of the fireworks in the sky above me not only illuminated my skin, but muffled my voice.  Stars glimmered in my vision as Isabel beat me, whipping me back and forth until I felt as if my breasts and been dipped in scarlet fire.
 
    
 
                 Then Sara came up with the sap and she swung it repeatedly into my clit, blistering the top of my slit with fierce blows.  It was practically impossible to keep my legs open and I couldn’t take it much longer, closing my thighs and twisting away.  Lisa was brought over and positioned behind the pole, her hands tightly curled around my ankles, holding me open.
 
    
 
                 And then came the piece de resistance.  The finale.  The end.  Kari brought out three Roman candles, sticking the red plastic mount sticks into the soft ground only a few feet away.  Oddly, they were bound together, a single rocket with three engines and I watched as Kari produced a string of clothespins.  One by one the ladies attached them to me, pinning both nipples, a circle around each breast, and then down both sides of my torso to my clit and labia.  A dozen, then two, then three bit my skin, each clothespin bound with a thin white string.  It went from one clothespin to the next, until it dangled dangerously near my slit.
 
    
 
                 When Kari tied it tightly to the lead line on the Roman Candles, I felt the tears spring up. I knew there was nothing I could do to stop it, but still, I was scared of how much it would hurt.  The rockets red glare above me set the tone and then with a rousing rendition of “God Bless America”, Kari knelt and lit the Roman Candles.
 
    
 
                 I had only two or three seconds to think “when will this happen?” and then the rockets leapt into the sky.  Pain exploded through me and like a machine gun firing, the clothespins snapped from my skin, popping upward in pain. There was a high pitched shriek from the rockets that matched the one in my throat and then I sucked in air, trying to adjust.  In the space of just a few seconds, my body went from tense to orgasm, exploding wetly in the moments just after the dinner mess subsided.  It was amazing.
 
    
 
                 I sobbed as the pain percolated through me.  My clit and breasts felt as if they had been ripped off and the clothespin zip line was gone, no where to be seen.  There was a scattered applause and then my hands were freed.  Every part of me ached and Kari took me in her arms.
 
    
 
                 “Happy July fourth, Breanne.”
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   I licked my lips lightly, tasting that tangy goodness and then I tried to control my breathing. It wasn’t easy, but then again, when is it ever?  My eyes were closed. I didn’t need to see what I was doing.  It didn’t matter if it was dark or light, everything I needed came through taste and touch.   Of course I could hear as well, the slight squelching noise of something being pushed into a warm wet cavity.  I moaned, groaning slightly, rubbing my knuckle against my clit as I spread my legs even farther to the corners of the bed.  I started to tremble, shaking. The only thing going through my head was “oh yes, oh god YES!”  I could feel the orgasm coming, rising to the surface like a whale coming up for air. I so needed the air.  I grit my teeth as I crested, the climax so close…
 
    
 
   And I pulled my hand away, sticking my wet warm finger in my mouth, slurping my own juices off, shaking like mad, as the whale glided up but never broke the crystal blue surface of the orgasmic sea.  No air.  No release.  Just tension.  Need.  Want.  Desire.  Air.
 
    
 
   That’s called an edge.  It’s basically simple: masturbate yourself (or let someone do it for you!) until you are just about to cum.  And when I say just about to cum, I mean you better be a second and a half from exploding.  Then, before you can orgasm, stop.  And when I say STOP, that means you have to completely stop. No cumming.  Unfortunately for both guys and girls, stopping is sometimes pretty difficult to do.  I know a lot of girls edge frequently and are even pretty good at it.  
 
    
 
   I’m not.
 
    
 
   Why?  Well that’s simple. I don’t practice.  I don’t like edging.  It’s denial torture of a kind, and I hate being denied orgasms.  Kari, my former lover and mistress and still current best friend rarely denies me orgasms.  Her idea of a fun way to torture me was clitoral overload, not denial.  YOU try enduring twenty or so orgasms in one day and see how YOU feel!  
 
    
 
   But I suppose edges have their purpose and yesterday was full of them.  It actually all started last week during my TOTM (time of the month).  I’m pretty much on break during that week.  Call it recovery, call it vacation, call it time to get caught up on my writing… whatever.  But I got a rather interesting email from Master Brandon, one of my darker and more sadistic masters.
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne – For your first assignment after your TOTM, we are going to work on your ability to not only follow orders, but control your libido.  
 
    
 
   On the first day you will masturbate to the edge but no farther, once for every hour you are awake, with a minimum requirement of 16 edges.  You may wear any sex toy you feel will best assist you in your edges.  You are not allowed to cum.  Should you cum after an edge, you will immediately, regardless of where you are, apply your alligator clamps to both nipples and clit and leave them on for a full fifteen minutes.  
 
    
 
   Talk about wild.  Of course, my real problem was that I hadn’t cum in over a week!  That put my libido into the category of “desperately wanting.”  Usually I masturbate four or five times a day, which I know is pretty extreme but I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I know it’s weird. I know I’m sick.  But be honest – would you want me any other way? I didn’t think so!
 
    
 
   An edge an hour meant a lot of masturbating so the first day when I was back in gear, the first thing I did upon waking, was edge.  I knew exactly what I needed to do that day. I had it all planned out.  And despite my sexual urge and desperation, I was able to do the edge correctly and with no accidental orgasms.  One down, fifteen more to go.
 
    
 
   It was five ten in the morning and I had a lot of chores still to do so I grabbed my RVP (Rotating Venus Penis) a mechanical motorized vibrating and spinning toy I sometimes inflict upon myself, strapped it on (and pushed it in), and then proceeded to get dressed in my usual morning attire: blue jeans, socks, boots, bra, and an old tee shirt.  No one else was up and I waltzed outside to the barn. I didn’t turn on the RVP.  That would have been insane.  At least at that point.  So I proceeded to do my chores and when I was about half way done, I glanced down at my watch, noted the time, and grabbed the RVP remote.
 
    
 
   The interesting thing about the RVP is that it has two functions.  The first is the standard vibrator.  It causes the whole thing to shake, which includes not only the four inch plastic cock that was stuck up inside me, but also the platform it was attached too.  This was an issue because the front of the RVP platform rubbed against my clit – intentionally I might add – so that even on low it wasn’t long before I was close to cumming.  Of course the second function was a bit more diabolical.  The cock spins.  Yes.  Absolutely.  IT SPINS.  It’s the strangest feeling I’ve ever experienced in my pussy and I’ve fucked some amazing things before.  But that spinning cock drives me up a fucking wall.  I can handle the vibrations easy, maybe even thirty or forty minutes.  More if I’ve just cum.  But that spinning cock?  No way.  Not even for five minutes can I handle that.
 
    
 
   Which is why I turned it on.
 
    
 
   I continued on with my chores until it got to be too much. I dropped the goat feed bucket, grabbed the remote and waited.  My loins tightened up, my pussy pulsed, my chest heaved and I knew I was close.  When I couldn’t stand it any longer, when I felt like falling into bliss itself, I turned off the RVP and bit my lip. I held my breath but I didn’t realize I was doing it until it came out explosively.  My hips churned, shaking, while my pussy tried desperately to fuck the four inch plastic cock that was no longer spinning or shaking.  My body screamed in want and need and I forced my brain to say “no. You can’t have it right now.”  That was so hard.
 
    
 
   It left me panting, but I managed to hold it all in.  So with a grin I straightened up, finished feeding the goats, and went about my business.
 
    
 
   The third edge of the day was right before breakfast, upstairs in my bedroom.  Again I used the RVP to bring myself quickly and powerfully right to the edge, standing on that cliff looking out over sexual release.  I got really close and then turned it off again.
 
    
 
   I know, you’re sitting there going “wow, I can’t believe she managed not to cum!”  Well give me some credit. I’ve done edges before… at least to an extent.
 
    
 
   Breakfast was easy and nothing happened and before long I headed out to reposition the Roberts irrigators.  Of course I saddled up Star and along the way my time for another edge came, so I turned on the RVP, dialed up both sliders to maximum, and vibrated and spun my way to the edge of the CLIFFS OF ORGASM!
 
    
 
   And I fell off.
 
    
 
   It was actually rather dramatic.  Never ever ride a horse while wearing an RVP on full power, with both functions active, when you’re trying to edge.  It’s not so much about willpower, as it is about timing and movement.  By the time I got my hands from the reigns to the remote, it was too late.  Add in the jouncing gait of my horse, and it was a lose lose situation no matter what.  So I exploded. Wetly. Noisily. Then I keeled over the saddle horn as the orgasm sent a flood of endorphins and adrenaline through my system and the afterglow of bliss followed.  Oh God it felt so good.
 
    
 
   Now you would think I would have faith in myself, right?  But to be honest, I suspected that something like this might happen, which is why I fished the three alligator clamps out of my jean pocket.  Two of the clamps, the smaller ones, were connected by a steel chain.  The third clamp was jumbo sized, easily the length of my forefinger.  I got down off of Star, tugged up my tee shirt, pulled up my bra to expose my breasts, and calmly and deliberately attached both small clamps to my bosom.  
 
    
 
   I won’t lie to you. It hurt.  Alligator clamps always do. They’re designed to hurt.  Pain shot up through both breasts and I winced, brow narrowing as I unbuttoned my jeans.  I pushed them down along with my pink panties, exposing my ass and pussy to a bunch of locusts, a few cicadas, and that stupid damn emu I can never seem to catch when I’m actually trying.  I swear, one of these days I’m just going to shoot the thing.
 
    
 
   I glanced down at my watch as I attached the third alligator clamp.  It went on my clit, which was like giving me a paper cut and pouring lighter fluid on it, then lighting it.  Fuck lemon juice. I BATHE in lemon juice after paper cuts!  Oh did it hurt and while I stood there and shook, unable to pull my panties back up, much less the jeans, I said to myself “this is what I get for cumming.  This is what I get for cumming,” over and over.  
 
   Fifteen minutes later I was yelling like a banshee out in the middle of one of our fields, enjoying the unusual freedom of being able to be vocal when I took off the clips.  Normally I have to stifle my screams because it will draw attention.  Okay… so I still drew SOME attention.  Star didn’t like me screaming as the blood went back into my crushed and bitten nipples, and the stupid emu stood by several feet away staring at me.  I removed the alligator clamp on my clit, screamed again, and then when I was sufficiently recovered, put all three alligator clamps in my pocket, pulled my pants up, and went on.
 
    
 
   I set up a few of the irrigators and had another round of “let’s stimulate Breanne to the point of insanity”, but I managed not to cum.  The memory of my clit and nipples being cruelly crushed by the alligator clamps were enough to keep me from going over the edge. It probably also helped that I wasn’t riding Star at that point too.
 
    
 
   Another close edge found me back at the barn around lunch time and after I had once again skirted the cliff, standing on my toes looking down over the edge, I went inside, just a tad bit flushed and rather desperate.  See, that’s the problem with edging.  Every time you do it, you get just a little bit more focused, just a little bit more daring, just a little bit needy.  It feeds on itself.  You edge and you edge and eventually you get to the point where it doesn’t matter if you fall off the cliff.  It doesn’t matter if you hurl yourself out, base jumping down in free fall, just as long as the orgasm you have is relief.
 
    
 
   Which is why after lunch I had my second orgasm of the day.  I was out in the barn when it happened and for the second time that day I pulled out my alligator clamps and attached them where they needed to go.  I pulled my shirt and bra up, put on the clips, then shook as I pulled down my jeans and panties, pushed the RVP out of the way a bit, and then let the jumbo clamp latch down on my clit.
 
    
 
   Then I did something stupid.  I turned the RVP back on.  
 
    
 
   It didn’t SEEM stupid when I did it.  I was hurting. I had already cum and I thought that a little bit of sexual stimulation might be enough to help me handle the pain.  And to be honest, it DID help me handle the pain.  In about two minutes I went from sitting on a hay bale with my clothes askew, grimacing with my eyes screwed shut, too laying back on the hay bale, kicking off my jeans, spreading my legs, and riding both the RVP and the alligator clamps up the mountain.  I wasn’t taking the jeep trail either. I was riding the ski lift and it was going fast.
 
    
 
   As it was, it went too fast because as I approached the edge, I realized there was no way to stop in time.  My fingers were actually TUGGING on the clamp between my legs while my other hand had the chain between my nipples wrapped around my palm.  The RVP was on full power, both spinning and shaking and I didn’t even try to stop.  I just exploded in a super wet squirt that splattered my jeans and panties and had me keening loudly.
 
    
 
   When the adrenaline and endorphins finally ebbed away, my clit and nipples were throbbing and the pain hit me with a wallop that was worse than any spanking.  I went from oooohhh aaahhhh to  oowwwww oohooooh GOD! FUCK!   It was agony.  I left the RVP on for a bit longer, hoping to get back SOMETHING that would cushion me from the alligator clamps, but it didn’t work out real well. I had just had two orgasms and I was hurting.  By the time I felt something stir inside me again, I had already gone ten more minutes.
 
    
 
   A bit later I turned off the RVP and then gingerly pinched open the clamps one at a time.  My right nipple looked awful.  Red marks across the top and bottom were vivid and deep and I thought I might have burst a few capillaries in there as well.  It was sore and tender to the point that just touching it made me wince.  Then I removed the left nipple clamp.  This time I KNEW I had broken a blood vessel because there was a tiny drop of blood on my nipple, along the side.  My breasts throbbed even after I took off the clamps.  That hurt stayed with me for HOURS.  Of course I still had to take off the jumbo alligator clamp, and that one was about as bad as it comes.
 
    
 
   If you are a girl reading this, you know how sensitive we are.  Guys might not understand that.  They really can’t because they have different sensitivities that while are just as deep, don’t translate well.  A girl’s clit is like a tiny penis.  That’s why we like you guys to lick it so much.  It’s very sensitive and if you happen to be a nympho humiliation pain slut, it’s a perfect spot for torture.  Now usually, I don’t clamp my clit directly.  Especially with the alligator clamp.  Usually I clamp the clitoral hood, which is a bit less sensitive.  That way I can tolerate it.  Don’t worry, I’m still getting my clit in there, it’s just not quite as bad as it could be.  
 
    
 
   Not that that’s an invitation to change my marching orders. I don’t want you to think that the next assignment should read “you are to apply a clothespin to both your clit and your clitoral hood,” or something like that.  Let’s not be too sadistic here.
 
    
 
   When I had finally recovered from the clamping, I found that it was practically time to edge again.  I used the RVP and my fingers and found that the pain I was still feeling from the clamps was enough to keep me from doing anything stupid.
 
    
 
   That was probably the lightest and least provocative edge of the entire day, which is sort of disappointing I know, but it’s the way it was.  We have to deal with it.  To be honest, it wasn’t a bad thing. I managed to get myself in gear and head out and get some more watering done.
 
    
 
   An hour later I was out in a field near the water pump, leaning against the pipe, my jeans and panties down around my ankles, sprinting toward the cliff edge.  I gasped as I got close, worked a single finger down to my clit, pinched it lightly, and then turned off the RVP.  I slid the last few feet toward the edge, my fingers metaphorically scrambling in the dirt as I slid to a stop, gasping, my feet dangling over the abyss.
 
    
 
   That happened a few more times before dinner, but I managed each time to hold on. I even discovered a trick.  Since my clit was already so sore, if I gave it a really hard pinch about thirty to forty seconds before I felt like I was going to cum, I could hold back.  It worked nicely.
 
    
 
   Eventually I ended up back at the house, had dinner, went through another two quickie masturbation sessions thanks to evening chores, and then got ready for bed.  My parents were downstairs watching television and I finally had a moment to myself.  I was no longer in my work clothes, having showered (while edging) and was now dressed in a nightgown.  I lay down on my bed, turned on the RVP, which I had put BACK in after my shower, and let the slow sensuous pleasure take me.
 
    
 
   I was getting close when there was a knock on my bedroom door and I jumped in surprise.  My fingers scrambled for the RVP controller and I quickly turned the damn thing off.  I smoothed down my nightgown, covering up my groin and then said “come in?”
 
   
  
 

 
 
   To my surprise, it was my dad.  He walked in, one hand clutching his cane. And he shut the door behind him. 
 
    
 
   The number of times my dad has been in my room is very tiny.  First of all, he’s got a really bad right leg.  Out and about he uses a walker.  At home he can get away with a cane because of the way we’ve got the furniture arranged and we’ve got rails up and down the staircase.  He got hit by a drunk driver my last year of college.  
 
    
 
   Usually my dad splits his day between upstairs and downstairs. Sleeping and getting showered is upstairs.  Working is downstairs.  Dad handles the farm’s finances and some other things while I do all the cumming and going.  LOL…. Get it?  CUMMING and going?
 
    
 
   Uh.. yeah.. okay.
 
    
 
   So it was a bit of a surprise to see him.  Or maybe not.  Things have gotten a bit… weird… in my relationship with dad.  Ever since he started reading Michael’s BDSM Blog where I post my… um… adventures… he’s been a lot more interested in my daily activities.  He hasn’t been… intrusive, or anything.  But he’s made comments that had lots of innuendo, or asked me about certain things in private. It’s a little difficult being an adult, who is a nympho humiliation pain slut, while also being daddy’s girl.
 
    
 
   “Last edge for the day?” he asked politely, pulling out my desk chair.  He sat down with a heavy thump.  
 
    
 
   I didn’t want to move.  “Where’s mom?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He smiled.  “Downstairs.  She wanted to finish the movie.”  He nodded in the general direction of my pussy.  “Don’t let me stop you.”
 
    
 
   I knew what he wanted, but felt just a bit self-conscious.  Wouldn’t you if you were asked to masturbate in front of your own father?
 
    
 
   But like I said, things have gotten… complicated… between me and my dad.  He knows what I am.  He knows what I’ve been doing, and while he hasn’t taken advantage of any of it, he also knows the Rules for NHPS.  He knows Rule #2.  I didn’t want him to have to invoke it, because if he did I was worried that he would ask for more than just a show.
 
    
 
   So I plucked the RVP controller out from under my hip and turned it back on.  In moments I was shaking.  My pussy reacted typically for what was being done to it, but having an audience… that changed things quite a bit.  I felt humiliated that I was being watched like this and when my dad lifted his cane and pushed on my ankle, spreading my legs to give him a view, it was like fireworks going off between my legs.
 
    
 
   The edge of the cliff rushed toward me as I was hurled up.  My open thighs twitched and my fingers reached for the RVP control to turn it off before I could cum.  But when I put my hand where it was supposed to be, my hand found bare coverlet.  I opened my eyes again and glanced down.  The controller was gone, pulled downward toward the end of the bed, my dad’s cane hooked to it.
 
    
 
   Now I had NOT turned the RVP all the way up. I’m not stupid.  There’s no way I can handle that.  Not for edging.  Sure, I put some spin on it.  Sure, I let it vibrate.  But it was never higher than medium.  And before I could reach down, my dad had the damn thing in his hand and cranked both sliders up to their maximum settings.
 
    
 
   My loin exploded violently as the four inch plastic cock inside me doubled its speed.  The vibrations rocked me, and it was everything I could do to keep QUIET.  You can forget about edging.  I got blasted off the cliff and catapulted far out, my hips jerking wildly.  It was amazing and easily the most powerful and most awesome orgasm of the day.
 
    
 
   And my dad gave it to me.  That’s just wrong.
 
    
 
   He turned down the RVP when it became clear I had cum, and cum hard, but he didn’t turn it off.  Instead he actually got up, walked around the bed to where the alligator clamps were sitting, in plain sight, on my nightstand. I had totally forgotten them.
 
    
 
   “Oops.  Looks like you came, sweetheart.  You know what that means.”  He picked up the nipple clamps, the handle of his cane going to the hemline of my nightgown.  I shuddered as he pulled, but then lifted my ass up off the bed so he could pull it up.  I wasn’t wearing any panties, just the RVP, but technically it did cover me.  The nightgown came up farther and then I felt it slip over my breasts, exposing my hard nipples to the air.
 
    
 
   I braced myself.  What else could I do?  I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t see.  I felt his hand on me, pushing, squeezing my left breast, plumping it.  I clenched my jaw, not wanting to scream when the clamp bit me.
 
    
 
   But it wasn’t the clamp.  It was something soft and wet and it circled around my nipple before the tender nub was suckled hard.  Then his mouth lifted and the clamp was deftly and perfectly placed.  Pain shot through me hard and I almost yelled.  His large left hand found my other breast and then the second clamp went on.  I was shaking.  It hurt so much.
 
    
 
   I was still wrapped up in the pain when he took the jumbo alligator clamp and lifted the front edge of the RVP away from my clit.  I wasn’t ready and this time I did cry out, only to have my father’s hand clamp down over my mouth as I screamed.  The pain was incredible.  My father had placed the jumbo alligator on my clit, not the clitoral hood, but the actual clit.  Then he turned the RVP up to high.
 
    
 
   “I hope you cum again, Bre.  Night night.  Sleep tight.”  He bent down and kissed me on the forehead, and then limped off, running his hand over my breast, down my side, all the way too my toes.  I was still twitching on the bed when he left the room, closing my door behind him.
 
    
 
   It took a minute to find the RVP remote, but I managed to turn it down and settle.  I lay there for my full fifteen minutes, suffering through the pain but still terribly, horribly turned on.  When it was done I wasted no time, took off the alligator clamps, winced and hissed my way through the pain, and then turned off the RVP.
 
    
 
   Four orgasms.  So much for controlling myself, right?  But that’s not the worst part about the whole thing.  See, this assignment isn’t just for one day.
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne - Of course, I suspect you will no doubt need additional incentive NOT to cum, so if you should cum even once on day one, you will complete a second day of edges, one for each hour, plus an additional edge for every orgasm you gave yourself the day before.  Fit the extra edges in where you will.  Should you again cum during any of your second day edges, you will not only apply the alligator clamps to your clit and nipples for the fifteen minute punishment period, but you will also forcibly insert a lubricated anal plug into your ass.  This should be done quickly in order for the penetration to be painful.  The plug will be removed along with the alligator clamps at the end of fifteen minutes.
 
    
 
   Should you cum even once on the second day, you will complete a third day of edges, one for each hour, plus an additional edge for each of the orgasms you had on both the first and second days combined.  Punishment for cumming on the third day will be the alligator clamps on nipples and clit, the anal plug in your ass, with the added torment of dripping hot wax on your clamped nipples and clit.  
 
    
 
   So how has today been going?  Well I’ve already edged four times and I’m about to do my fifth. I haven’t cum yet and I’m still wondering how I’m going to squeeze in an extra four edges.  Twenty edges in one day?  That’s insane!  I’m still in my RVP. It’s off right now.  But it won’t be in a moment.
 
    
 
   And then we’ll see what happens.  Won’t we?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Hopefully you will have mastered yourself, however if you STILL are weak and succumbed to your sexual depravity, you will count the total number of orgasms you had over the three days and submit yourself to an appropriate Master or Mistress on the fourth day.  You will multiply the number of orgasms times five and then you will beg to receive that number of strokes to your breasts with a cane or whip, the same number of strokes to your ass with a paddle or hand, and twice the number of strokes to your pussy with a leather sap or cat-o-nine tails.
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   It wasn’t the first, or the second, or even the third or fourth that got to me.  No.  It was the fifth.  Perhaps it was because I was distracted with writing out the previous day’s trials, or maybe it was the fact that I had been sitting down with the Rotating Venus Penis spinning slowly and steadily inside me for almost an hour.  Of course, it may have been some secret desperate part of my mind that said “you WANT the clamps.  You WANT the plug.”  
 
    
 
   To be honest, I sort of doubt it though.  I HATE the plug.
 
    
 
   After my first day of edging and a good portion into my second day, I was doing all right at first.  Twenty required edges, rather than sixteen, with a punishment of the alligator clamps for all my tender spots in the event of a fuckup.  Plus, with the new day, came a new punishment as well, something Master Brandon knew I wouldn’t care for: the butt plug.  So after posting my little adventure on Michael’s BDSM Blog, I headed down to the barn to take care of a few more things and slipped just a little.  I was wearing shorts instead of jeans.  It was just too hot.  My tee shirt was tight and stuck to me.  My bra was uncomfortable so I pulled it out from under my shirt, draping it on a hook.  I looked down and saw my nipples hard and poking through the thin material of the tee shirt and I couldn’t help it.  I rubbed them lightly, running my fingers in little circles around them.
 
    
 
   It made me a bit crazy of course and that settled things quite nicely.  Instead of saddling up Star or getting the ATV out, I settled back on a hay bale, pushed my shorts down, pulled my shirt up, and did some finger dancing that would have had most men and a lot of girls ready for some fun.  I’m very very good at self-pleasure let me tell you.  I would dip a finger down to my clit, pushing up under the gently buzzing RVP, sending shivers up through me.  I intended to stop.  Really I did.  But it just wasn’t possible at that point. I have no clue what happened, but it was like the punishment meant NOTHING.  Some little voice in my brain said loudly “so what?  You’ve endured worse countless times!”
 
    
 
   And so I didn’t even slow down as I approached the edge.  In fact, I jumped, gleefully, legs open and gasping and crying out, exploding like a grenade as the orgasm ignited inside me.  Moments later I was quivering jelly, my shorts around my ankles, my shirt around my throat, nothing more than a half naked slut lying on some hay.
 
    
 
   I took a deep shuddering breath though.  I knew what had to happen.  The plug was in my bag so I pulled it out.   My small bottle of Stinging O provided the lubrication and I put it down beneath me and then squatted over the tapered point.  I felt it press against me, the oil cool for a moment as I let it penetrate just a bit into my body.  Then it didn’t matter because I pushed downward,  gravity and desperation both doing their fair share.  I cried out as it penetrated deeply and it ached, a deep ache that seemed to pulse inside me, never mind the cool burning of the oil.  
 
    
 
   I hate being stuffed like that.  It happens all the time though.  Why am I always told to stick things up my ass?  Sigh… anyway, I waddled over to my bag and extracted the next part of my punishment: the alligator clamps.  Three evil, metal toothed, monstrosities that hurt like the devil and made their namesake critter sound like a pleasing alternative.  Seriously, I’ve often wondered if it might just be better to get some live baby alligators and let them bite me.
 
    
 
   The two smaller ones are chained together.  Why?  So they won’t get lost maybe?  To make it easier to hold on to me?  I have no idea.  The larger one is separate, not quite so tight and dangerous, even though it hurts more.  Gently I took up the nipple clamps, pinching them open and gazing at the pointed yet slightly blunted teeth.  They would pinch and crush but not cut.  Not unless I yanked on the chain.  The marks from the previous day had faded but were still easily seen.  I added to them.  
 
    
 
   It was hard not to cry out when I let the clamps close on the tips of my breasts.  The chain dangled down and I gasped through the shooting pain.  This was punishment, not fun, and for a moment all I could think about was how much it hurt.  I literally folded.  But my hand found the final clamp and in a moment of nympho humiliation pain slut insanity, I squeezed it open, spread my legs wide, and let the clamp close down on my clitoris with something akin to masochistic delight.
 
    
 
   I’m glad the barn is a good distance away from the house, otherwise my mom would have come running to see what the problem was.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure how long I laid there, but by the time the hurt had died down to a level where I could actually move, it was time enough to take everything off.  Talk about incentive NOT to cum!  Taking the clamps off hurt almost as much as putting them on and when I tugged the plug out of my ass I realized that this punishment was actually probably sufficient to make me think about NOT cumming.  Of course, it didn’t help that ten minutes later I had to turn on the RVP again, revving the motors up and by extension myself, until I was shaking with need, standing at the edge of the cliff, trying desperately not to jump.
 
    
 
   Jump, Jump, Jump,Jump, Jump, Jump, Jump,Jump, Jump, Jump, Jump,Jump, Jump, 
 
    
 
   I could hear the chanting.  It was coming from my clit, from my insides, from my desires and wants, from desperation.  It was the hum of the RVP, spinning that stupid four inch plastic cock inside me. It was the vibrator inside the base of the RVP, pressed against my clit and labia.  It was the dull ache at the tips of my breasts.  It was my nature, my need, my everything.
 
    
 
   And I ignored it.  
 
    
 
   For a while.
 
    
 
   After my sixth edge I went about my business.  I could tell you all I did, but it would bore you.  I did a bit of plowing, some watering, some other farm things, but this is supposed to be a sex tale, and not some stupid “how to run a farm by yourself” lesson.  As it was, I frequently paused in what I was doing to work myself into a screaming lather, holding back just enough to keep from slipping over the edge and having to hurt myself again.
 
    
 
   I made it all the way through lunch as well, each edge bringing me to the brink of disaster, closer and closer, quicker and quicker, but the memory of the clamps were enough to give me pause at the right moment.  I finished my eighth edge just before noon and went in to eat.  
 
    
 
   Lunch was easy and only my father gave me weird looks when I shifted oddly in my seat.  Maybe he thought I was wearing the butt plug still, but I had been good since that fifth edge and in short order I was able to head back outside.  With a growing desperation between my legs, I climbed up in our combine, headed out to do some cutting, and turned on the RVP.  The double vibrations of the engine and the sex toy were more than enough to stoke my fires and I barely stopped in time.  When I tried again thirty minutes later, wanting to squeeze in an extra edge to meet my requirements, I blew it.  My fingers scrabbled against the rock and then I was hurled by my own stupidity and the spinning churning vibrating toys between my legs, out into the air.  It was incredible.  It was bliss.
 
    
 
   And then there was the agony.
 
    
 
   I stripped naked this time.  I was too far away from the house for anyone to see me.  There were no roads nearby.  I stuffed my clothes into the bag and extracted the plug.  This time instead of the Stinging O, I pulled my RVP out and tried ramming the plug into my pussy. It didn’t exactly fit, but it mostly went in, enough to lubricate it.  My own perspiration aided as well and I set the stupid thing on my seat and then sat.  Have you ever been plugged by a four inch probe thick enough to hold a D cell battery?  Well it’s not comfortable let me tell you!  And then to sit there shaking in the seat while you willfully and deliberately apply a cruel metal toothed clamp to your own clit, followed by chaining your nipples to the steering wheel by threading the chain of the smaller clamps through the wheel gaps, and it should really be a surprise that for a good fifteen minutes I didn’t do much of anything but huddle there in my seat crooning and rocking, watching the minute hand on my watch tick down.  
 
    
 
   I cried when I took off the clamps that second time.  Pain rushed through me but I immediately put the RVP back in and on high.  That helped a bit, but not much.  The vibrator in the base was rubbing my clit, my poor sore clit, and that hurt almost as much. I ended up turning it off.  
 
    
 
   Forty minutes later I tried again, this time just using the spinning function of the RVP to excite me.  IT did the job well enough, but even as I came close to the cliff I knew that I would be able to stop.  The pain was still too close.  All I could think of was “ahhhh thank God!”  Isn’t that weird?  How many Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts thank God for NOT granting them a mind blowing orgasm?  
 
    
 
   The afternoon went quickly after that.  Each time I edged I put the memory of pain clearly in the forefront of my mind.   I even managed to make it to dinner, a full sixteen edges and two orgasms under my belt.  Plus two painful awful punishments as well.
 
    
 
   My dad asked me how I was doing, and if I was sore… from all the edging I was doing.  I must have blushed crimson because he patted me on the bottom through my shorts.  I couldn’t help feeling that he was checking to see if I had the plug stuffed up in there.  Dinner went well enough and then I headed up stairs for evening chores.  
 
    
 
   I did my usual routine and eventually around seven thirty had some time to myself.  Another edge in the bathroom helped and I kept myself from cumming with my knuckles in between my lips and my right hand pinching my clit in remembered pain.  It helped.  A little at least.  My nineteenth edge was in my bed a bit later, stuffed this time with a fresh pair of vibroballs while wearing a pair of loose gym shorts and my tee shirt.  I sauntered downstairs to where my parents were watching television.  Just one more edge to go and I could wait until I was sure my father went to bed.
 
    
 
   Time passed, me curled up under a too warm blanket while my dad watched television and my mother knitted.  Finally it was past ten, very late for me, but I still didn’t want to go upstairs. If I did, I wasn’t sure I’d be alone.  But finally I couldn’t wait any longer.  When you get up every morning around five am, you don’t have a lot of leeway about when you should go to bed.  So I said my goodnights and marched up stairs.
 
    
 
   To edge.
 
    
 
   That last edge was probably one of the most difficult.  I was alone.  No one bothered me.  It was wonderful and I shuddered in desperation as I slid to a stop, inches from falling over the cliff.  My chest heaved as I caught my breath and then slowly, beautifully fell into a deep sleep.
 
    
 
   I woke with a start, a heavy hand on my mouth, my wrists pinned above my head.  The vibroballs in my pussy were roaring!  I twisted but my father’s voice came, gruff and strained.  
 
    
 
   “Stop it Breanne!  Hold still!” he said hotly.  I trembled but stilled myself.  I pressed my thighs together as he lifted his hand from my mouth.  
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?” I asked him, keeping my voice down.  I could see him in the dim light from the yard light outside my window.
 
    
 
   He grinned.  “Helping you to edge,” he replied.
 
    
 
   “I’ve already done all my edges today!” I exclaimed.  “I don’t need to do any more!” I whispered angrily back.    The vibroballs thrummed inside me and I groaned, my hips twisting up in desperate need.
 
    
 
   “Looks to me like you need another one,” my father said, still holding my hands.  I twisted but there was nothing to do. I locked my knees together and grit my teeth.  I could feel the tsunami building, rushing toward shore. I had stoked myself all evening, all afternoon, never letting myself release.  And now there was nothing I could do.  
 
    
 
   “Oh god, please!  Turn them off or I’m going to cum!” I gasped.  
 
    
 
   He laughed.  “I thought the point was for you to control yourself, you little slut.”
 
    
 
   His free hand grabbed my shirt and yanked it up baring my breasts.  He snagged my right nipple and twisted it, pulling on it, pinching it, and it was too much.  I exploded with a loud gasp and a moan as my body shook, trembling in horrible release.  He let me go and I rolled over on the bed, my face buried in the pillow as I let out the tension that was only now flowing out of me in waves of pleasure.
 
    
 
   I felt his hand on my shoulder.  He rolled me over to face him and I let it happen.  His hands held the alligator clamps.  How did he know they were still in my bag?  He stroked my cheek once before putting the metal jaws on my nipples.  He watched me wince, grimacing.  Then his hand moved down my body to my wet pussy, spreading my legs slightly.  He touched my clit and then positioned the last clamp over my clit.  It hurt like hell as it went on and I bit my lip and shook some more.   Finally I rolled over, exposing my bare bottom.
 
    
 
   “T-t-t-the plug needs to go in too,” I whispered.  I felt a hand on my bottom, a bare hand on a bare bottom.
 
    
 
   “I think I’ve got something better to go in your ass than that silly plug, you nympho humiliation pain slut.”  Then the bed creaked as his weight went up on the springs.
 
    
 
   You know… he was right. It WAS better than the butt plug. 
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   I have the willpower of mashed potatoes.  That’s a metaphor actually, since mashed potatoes don’t exactly have willpower.  Think of it more like a description.  Mashed potatoes are soft, pliable, warm, easily molded, and can’t really hold back anything more than gravy.    And when it comes to edging, that’s a fairly decent description of me.
 
    
 
   What’s an edge?  What’s edging?  You should know by now, especially if you’ve read my first two assignments about it.  But for those of you who need to catch up, it’s the practice of masturbating right to the point where you are going to cum, and then stopping.  It’s not that easy to do, especially under specific circumstances.  Try it.  Seriously.  Try it right now.  While you’re reading this, stroke yourself, masturbate for me and then… no matter where you are in my little tale, right before you’re ready to pop, STOP.
 
    
 
   We can be miserable together then!
 
    
 
   Yesterday I eschewed my Rotating Venus Penis in favor of my vibroballs mostly because my clit was a bit tender.  There had been too much vibration, not to mention the three fifteen minute sessions of alligator clamping that I had earned by NOT stopping when I was supposed.  Three orgasms in one day is actually pretty light for me, but when Master Brandon proposed his “incentive” for me not to cum, I thought I’d do better.
 
    
 
   Yeah.  Right.  Try asking an eagle not to fly, or a horse not to run, or a nympho humiliation pain slut not to cum while masturbating.
 
    
 
   On day one all I had been asked to do was masturbate sixteen times in one day and not cum.  Simple right?  Cumming was rewarded with a nice alligator clamping for fifteen minutes on my clit and nipples. Ouch… but a serious incentive to NOT cum.  I blew it of course.  I came four times.  That meant on day two I had to do the sixteen edges again, plus an additional four.  Plus the incentive to not cum increased: add a butt plug fucking.  I still came three times, which you have to admit was a dramatic improvement.  Think about that.  Day One?  16:4.  Day Two?  20:3 and those are pretty good ratios, right?
 
    
 
   Well Day Three was even better, despite the fact that I still screwed up and despite the fact that I had added an additional three more edges to the twenty three I was already required to do. I still came.  What was my ratio?  Well… I’ll just let you discover it.
 
    
 
   My morning started normally… well… as normally as it does for any nympho humiliation pain slut.  I woke up.  I masturbated right to the edge, the vibroballs still stuck inside me where it had been all night.  I turned it on, let myself get right to the brink, and then with a groan turned it off, clenched my fists, bit my lip, and tried to get myself under control.  Did a pretty good job too.  
 
    
 
   Getting up was easy.  I only felt the occasional twinge.  That’s Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1.  Got to stay stuffed.  Why rotate?  Well that’s simple.  If I keep the same toy in me day after day I’ll get used to it.  So you got to rotate them.  What’s the point of being stuffed 24/7 if you’re just going to allow yourself to adjust?
 
    
 
   I headed out to the barn dressed in my work boots, some white tube socks, blue denim shorts, white cotton bikini panties, a tee shirt, and a white lace bra.  All it all, a pretty normal morning.  Of course, the vibroballs were inside me, but I didn’t have them on.  Not at that moment at least.  I started my chores, finished up around six or so and climbed up into the seat of our tractor.  I turned on the vibroballs to maximum, letting them churn inside me, while my fingers unbuttoned the shorts and I slipped my fingers down into my panties.
 
    
 
   I was wet, but then again, I usually am.  It’s a normal condition for nympho humiliation pain sluts.  Slowly, but with increasing fervor, I worked at my clit, my chest slowly rising and falling as I rubbed myself right to the brink.  I skidded toward the edge, my body thrumming with need and want.  Desire flooded through me.
 
    
 
   And then I remembered.  If I came. If lost it.  If I exploded.  If I fell off over the edge of the cliff, then the punishment was not just getting alligator clamped for fifteen minutes.  It wasn’t just having to ram my butt plug up my ass.  It was getting out a candle full of hot wax as well, and roasting certain private parts.  Namely my nipples and clit.
 
    
 
   That’s a lot of hurt just to cum.
 
    
 
   I slid to a stop, dragging my hand away from between my legs.  As you can expect, I was in quite a state.  My eyes were a little unfocused, my legs were trembling, and with something akin to both a desire to continue and desire to stop, I got a grip, buttoned up my shorts, and climbed down from the tractor.
 
    
 
   Ha ha! I’m guessing you thought I’d be messing up right then, right!  
 
    
 
   But no, I held out.  
 
    
 
   Doing an edge an hour is pretty tough; doing twenty six of them in sixteen hours… that’s a lot harder.  That morning out in the barn I managed to get to five before breakfast.  Afterward, back out in the heat, the vibroballs purring me into sexual oblivion, it wasn’t until I got to number eight that things sort of fell apart.
 
    
 
   You have to understand about edges: the more you do, the harder it is to actually do them.  Especially if you try to cram them in to a specific time period.  Unlike guys, girls don’t go from sixty to zero in a couple of seconds.  It takes us time to come down.  And if you’re trying to have multiple near orgasmic events in a limited time space, it means that the next event is going to start a little closer to the finish line than your first one.  It means you’ll move faster toward that goal because your body is already primed.  You’re warmed up.  You’re already wet.  You’re already desperate.  Your body recognizes where release is and regardless of what your brain tells the body, it wants it.  
 
    
 
   So keep that in mind.  It’s also why the eighth edge I attempted resulted in my dramatic and rather impressive orgasmic explosion   In hindsight, maybe I shouldn’t have taken off my shirt and bra… or pinched my nipples as I worked myself into a froth.  I was barefoot, having taken off my boots and socks, with my shorts and skirt around a single ankle, my legs splayed wide, one hand rubbing my clit while the other hand pinched and tweaked my nipples, one after the other.  My brain shut down. I admit it.  And I was already flying by the time that little voice in my head said “oh shit. You’re supposed to NOT CUM!”
 
    
 
   The fall to earth took a long time, probably because I was so supercharged, but I eventually managed to overcome the afterglow of endorphins and adrenaline and all the other chemicals your body injects into your brainstem when you are exploding. I don’t know all the biological stuff, but I’m guessing that soup of hormones makes things feel really nice.  So after mastering my breathing, getting a grip, and kicking off the remnants of my clothing, I stood up and grabbed my bag.
 
    
 
   When you are running the kind of risks I am, you come prepared.  Which is why I had my bag with me.  I stepped over to my dad’s (or I guess mine since my dad never uses it now) workbench, and laid out what I needed.  The first thing I put on the cleared space was my alligator clamps.  These are three metal toothed electrical style clamps that you can pick up at any hardware store.  Two of the clamps are small, about the size of my pinkie, and are connected to each other by a steel chain.  The third clamp is a big one.  Rather large actually.  This one is for my clit.  Now I’m going to tell you… if you are a NHPS like me, don’t just go to the store and BUY these things and use them.  It hurts like fucking hell.  There’s a spring in each one of these types of clamps and what you want to do is bend the spring so that they don’t actually bite completely closed.  Leave a millimeter or two in the small ones and at least three or four in the big one.  Trust me.  This will avoid awkward questions at an emergency room.  THAT’S a story I never really want to have to tell!
 
    
 
   After I set out my clamps, I pulled out the anal plug.  It’s a pretty normal plug.  It’s four inches long, widens to about three inches, has a nice flat base, and feels incredibly uncomfortable when stuck up your ass.  My little bottle of grapeseed oil came next.   I placed three votive candles and a lighter.  With a flick of my thumb I lit the candles and then prepared myself.
 
    
 
   With the grapeseed oil. I know… strange… right?  I’ll explain.  Trust me.  
 
    
 
   I popped open the bottle and liberally lubricated the anal plug. I hate sticking those things in dry, mostly because I don’t like BLEEDING from the ass.  Trust me… a spoonful of oil makes the butt plug go in, the butt plug go in, the butt plug go in…
 
    
 
   If you sing that to Mary Poppins’ Spoon Full of Sugar, that’s really funny.
 
    
 
   I also worked in several drops around and over each nipple, and my clit.  Think of it as preventative preparation. It wasn’t going to do lickity split about the clamps, but it would help during the waxing.
 
    
 
   I started with my nipples first.  Standing naked in front of the work bench in the barn, I picked up the chained small clamps and worked my fingers down to the first metal jaw.  I pinched it open and brought it up to my left breast.  My other hand cupped my tit, squeezing it slightly so that my nipple protruded nicely and I let the steel toothed maw close down upon the little bump, sending a sharp agonizing pain straight through my breast.  Damn that hurt.  Then I did the same thing to the other side, letting my right breast join my left in the “oh shit that fucking hurts!” club.  
 
    
 
   The vibroballs were still inside me, and still going, which helped a little, but as the pain built in my bosom and spiraled down to my pussy, I grabbed the jumbo alligator clip, bent in half, and used my left hand to spread my labia and expose that tender little target.  This was the part I REALLY wasn’t looking forward to.  The clitoris is incredibly delicate and the last thing you want to do is CLAMP it with something that could brush and floss every morning.
 
    
 
   I almost folded, but managed to keep a grip on the workbench.  Hissing, wincing, trembling, I grabbed the butt plug.  A quick dip into my pussy, shoving the vibroballs a bit deeper, coated it nicely with sufficient lubrication to make putting it up my ass a much easier proposition than just pushing.  I ended up using one of the metal folding chairs to help get it in, which actually worked to my advantage, because once I was seated, knees spread wide, impaled on that plug, with the clamps on my nipples and clit, I was in the perfect position to just lean over and grab a candle.
 
    
 
   Have you ever waxed yourself?  I have.  There are some tricks about waxing, candle waxing I mean, that are important to know.   First of all, be careful what candles you use.  I use these white low melting point vanilla scented candles that would turn into lumpy puddles on a warm day spring day.  You always want low temp candles.  High temperature candles means the melted wax will be near burning temp.  Test your candles BEFORE you wax yourself.  I’m serious.  
 
    
 
   The next thing you need to be aware of is the fact that you can vary the temperature by holding the candle farther or closer to the target.  The closer the target, the less time the melted wax has to cool.  
 
    
 
   The last rule of waxing is that you should always oil your skin BEFORE you wax.  It helps by providing one more layer of protection from burning and makes it easier to peel the wax off.
 
    
 
   I slouched in my chair, my legs spread wide, looking like the most depraved slut in the world, when I grabbed the first candle.  I didn’t bother to wait, or go slow.  There was plenty of melted wax in a pool around the wick and I just tipped the thing up and let the entire teaspoon of liquid fire splash down right onto my clamped clit.  
 
   Yes. It hurt.  Yes.  I screamed.  I shook.  I howled.  My knees came together.  My hips jerked wildly.  The wax coated my clamped clit, my labia, and even streamed down my slit, covering my pussy before congealing into a puddle on the metal folding chair.
 
    
 
   With a trembling hand I grabbed another candle.  I held it over my right breast, but I was shaking so hard that the first splash missed the steel alligator clamp and instead splashed all over the top of my breasts, spilling in rivulets down my cleavage.  Only a little bit got close to my nipple.  Which meant I had to pour more.  I waited a few moments, my body shaking in a mixture of pain and sexual pleasure (remember the vibroballs?  Those were still on and up to maximum at that point), and then poured again, this time bringing the candle to within an inch of my clamped nipple.
 
    
 
   Some people ask me, “why do you like hurting yourself?”  That’s a complicated question.  See, I don’t actually LIKE hurting myself.  Not JUST hurting myself.  It’s not like that.  See, in my messed up brain there is a short circuit somewhere.  It basically mixes up extreme pleasure and pain, crossing them and in short, amplifying both of those sensations.  If I’m already even a tiny bit turned on (which pretty much describes my entire life), then any amount of pain becomes this incredibly sexy hot amazing sensation that just explodes through me like molten lava.  I’m not sure if that means I’m fucked up or something, but it’s what makes me tick.  So if you and I are ever together in a bed, make sure that it isn’t this boring vanilla in and out stuff so many people like. I WANT it to hurt. I NEED it to hurt, and if you want me coming back (or just cumming), you’ll make sure that I’m screaming and saying OWWWWW before saying OH GOD YES I’M CUMMING!
 
    
 
   By the time I finished my left nipple I was close.  Close to breaking.  Close to cumming, and I realized that the PUNISHMENT for cumming the first time was dangerously close to making me have to do the whole thing OVER again.  I may be a masochist. I may get turned on from doing painful things to myself (or preferably someone ELSE doing painful things to me in a sexual way), but there was no way I could handle a second round of extreme punishment like this so close to the first.  I fumbled with the vibroballs remote, which had fallen to the floor, and turned off the earthquake between my legs.
 
    
 
   That helped and I settled down, having narrowly escaped another plunge off the cliff and I realized that by getting so close to the edge and looking down, I had actually MASTURBATED a ninth time!  And didn’t cum!  WOW!
 
    
 
   Cleaning up was easy.  I clenched my teeth as I opened the clamps and removed them, flicking off the cooled wax.  My skin was bright pink, especially where the white wax had fallen, and there were little red tooth marks on both nipples.  My clit was even more “damaged”, swelling slightly and feeling extremely tender.  The last thing I did was extract the anal plug, washing it off with some water and soap before sticking it back in my bag.
 
    
 
   The rest of the morning was relatively easy.  I masturbated a few more times, did lunch, went back outside. Masturbated twice more, then got in my truck and headed to town to visit the grocery store before having to head back out and turn off one of the Roberts Irrigators.  With the vibroballs purring softly inside me, I parked in the lot and worked myself up to another edge, watching the various shoppers walk by my truck, never suspecting that my shorts were unzipped and my hand was down in my snatch, stroking away at my clit.  
 
    
 
   That was when things just went wrong. I got noticed.  By a woman no less.  I was getting close, eyes closed, my head tilted back, my mouth open slightly.  It must have been rather obvious, because she rapped on my window, an angry expression on her face.  I jerked my hand out of my shorts, fingers soaked and wet, and in shock, rolled down the window.
 
    
 
   “That’s disgusting! You should do that in private, young lady! I ought to call the police.” Her outraged voice was pretty loud and I glanced around, worried it was carrying.  She was matronly, at least forty or fifty years old, a little plump, and had her dyed blond hair in a curly perm.  She was kinda cute too, with a warm face… except she seemed a bit angry at the moment.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry!” I replied meekly. “I’m required too or I get punished.”
 
    
 
   Her eyes narrowed.  “Punished? What do you mean, you’re required too?”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath.  The vibroballs were still humming and I really really needed to stop them if I was going to escape that punishment I had just mentioned.  My hand moved to the right, seeking the remote.
 
    
 
   “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I’m supposed to masturbate right to the edge twenty six times today and not cum.  But if I do cum, then I have to punish myself.”
 
    
 
   Her mouth scowled at me.  “Cum? You mean an orgasm?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  My heart was thudding in my chest and I was holding my breath.  Too close.  My fingers found the remote and I grabbed at it, pulling it up to thumb the vibroballs down to silence before I screamed in release.
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” she said.  Before I could answer, much less turn down the vibroballs, she reached into the car and grabbed the remote. I blinked in surprise as it was pulled out of the cab of the truck, with only the wire that led into my shorts keeping her from dragging the little control box off.  I gasped.
 
    
 
   “Please! Turn it off! OFF!”  I was too close and I knew it.  I reached for the remote.
 
    
 
   But she pulled it out of my reach, my fingers scrabbling against her arm.
 
    
 
   “Nonsense. I think a slut like you deserves punishment for being such a public display!”  Then she turned the vibroballs UP.
 
    
 
   With an audience, a roaring sex toy between my legs, and too much wantonness built up inside me, I came with a wet gasp and exploded in my seat.  My eyes rolled into the back of my head and all I could think of was “oh god I’m cumming!”  She watched every moment of it as I trembled like Jello and then when I had finally finished she turned the vibroballs down to low as I sat there breathing hard.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I was NOT prepared for this. Sure, I had my bag with me, but I never ever planned on cumming in a fucking parking lot.  What was I supposed to do? Light my candles and put them on the dashboard?  Just lift my shirt and pull down my shorts right there?  Why not climb up into the bed of the truck and make a display of it!  Geesh…  of course at the time my brain was still pretty much fried.  
 
    
 
   “So what is the punishment?” demanded my matron.  I blinked, still trying to collect my thoughts…
 
    
 
   “I can’t! Not here…” I spluttered, sitting up, straightening in the seat.  I shook my head.
 
    
 
   “Why not?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   “Too public,” I stammered.  “I have to wax and clamp and then there’s the butt plug…”
 
    
 
   She gave me a dirty look.  
 
    
 
   If this was a porn story, she’d have ordered me back to her place, where her bridge club was waiting and I would have been given a chair at the table while four or five middle aged ladies watched me torture myself sexually.  I’d have been given a glass of lemon juice or iced tea and they’d be playing cards while I trembled and shuddered and then maybe one of them would help by pouring the candle wax, or I’d end up having to give one or more of them oral sex.  I’d end up getting turned over a lap and spanked, while they laughed at the plug in my ass, pushing on it between smacks.
 
    
 
   But this isn’t a porn story.  Well… it is.  But it isn’t.  She walked away.  Leaving me in a bind.
 
    
 
   I glanced around. No one had noticed the incident and I was left alone.  I put the truck in gear and rolled across the lot to one quiet corner.  Just because I was out in public didn’t mean that I got out of the punishment.  So with an eye out for cops, I fished everything out of my bag, put the candles on the dashboard, lit them, and then tugged my bra and shirt up.
 
    
 
   The alligator clamps hurt going on, but I’m used to that.  With my clit and nipples throbbing, painfully caught in the metal toothed evils of alligator clamps, I pushed my shorts and panties down to my ankles and wiggled in my seat.  I turned the vibroballs back up… all the way too.  A few minutes later I was perfectly impaled on the butt plug, naked in the cab of my truck, backed up to a few scrubby oak trees and trying to stay unnoticed.  
 
    
 
   One nice thing about punishing yourself in a truck with the engine running is that you can scream almost as loud as you want and there’s a good chance no one will hear it.  Which is good, because when I poured the wax on my tits I yelped good and loud.  It all hurt.  I sat like that, letting my body get right back to that point where everything came together, completely intending to let myself edge another time.  I poured the last candle of hot wax over my clit and the jumbo alligator clamp and tried desperately not to cum.
 
    
 
   Oops.  
 
    
 
   Technically, cumming meant that I had to spend fifteen minutes clamped, plugged and endure one waxing.  I still had five minutes left just for the FIRST punishment I had earned that afternoon.  Now I had to do an EXTRA fifteen minutes.  Damn!  I checked my watch.  Worse… I had to get the milk and eggs and cheese and baguette for dinner in the next few minutes because I had to get back and turn off the water on the irrigator.  Holy shit.
 
    
 
   The first thing I did was turn down the vibroballs. Not off. There was no way. I knew I’d need that little bit of sexual stimulation to keep from folding and crying.  So I left them churning inside me.  Then I pulled my shirt down.
 
    
 
   Yes. OVER the alligator clamps.  And no, I didn’t remove the wax either.  
 
    
 
   Getting my shorts and panties on was a trial that almost had me crying.  But finally I was dressed appropriately.  I put the truck into gear and rolled back across the lot toward the grocery store.  I parked.  Then, trembling, with my hips jerking slightly, I got out of my truck and walked into the store.
 
    
 
   Did I say walked?  I should say waddled.  Or something.  Every step was agony.  The clips chewed on me while the edges of the clamp on my clit dug into my thigh.  The wax had cooled, even though my skin hadn’t, and it was flaking off and I could feel the little pieces against my labia, working their way into my pussy.  My nipples throbbed and the bumps of the clamps were clearly visible as was the chain.  The vibroballs kept me from collapsing, but as I walked through the grocery store I knew that I had another hot waxing waiting for me back at the truck.
 
    
 
   I got weird looks.  Lots of them.  Some people realized my nipples were clamped and this was a sex thing because their faces darkened.  I hate self-righteous people.  A few others looked at me in concern because I was obviously in distress.  Serious distress.  A wave hit me at one point in the dairy aisle and I almost came again. It was a near thing.  I tugged the remote out of my pocket and turned off the vibroballs.  I couldn’t risk cumming again.
 
    
 
   I think the ten minutes getting back to my truck was the longest in my life.  I hurt so much.  My pussy felt like a pack of piranha were chewing on me. My nipples were being electrocuted in pulses that matched my heartbeat.  There was this strange heat coming from my loins.  I got back in the truck, turned on the engine and air conditioning, and lit the candles.  I drove back to the far side of the parking lot, parked, and got ready.  I hissed as I exposed my clamped nipples.  Both nubs were bright red, a bit swollen, and obviously crushed painfully in the metal bite of the alligator toothed clamps.  I squirmed around as I pushed my shorts and panties down, slipping one leg out of the material because I would need to spread myself open for the coming waxing.  As soon as there was sufficient melted wax, I coated my left breast, wax dripping down my body onto my stomach.  Then I did the right side.  Hot and cold flashed through me and I turned the vibroballs up again.  Then I did my clit.
 
    
 
   After I was done screaming and banging my fist and forehead against the steering wheel, I opened the truck door. I know… I still can’t believe I did it.  I was already removing the clamps, tossing them toward my open bag. The vibroballs remote fell to the ground, the wire running from my waxed and soaked pussy.  I slapped at my tits, then my thighs, knocking cooled wax away from me.  The ground suddenly turned white in little flakes of wax and I just worked.  I didn’t even realize that I was standing next to my truck, bare ass naked, with my shirt and bra pulled up around my throat, with nothing else on but my flip flops.  Oops.  
 
    
 
   Fortunately, either no one saw me, or they liked what they saw.  I grabbed the vibroballs remote, hopped back in the truck, and covered up.  I yanked my panties and shorts up, ignoring the fact that my ass was still stuffed with the anal plug, and pulled my shirt and bra down. Then I headed for home as fast as legally possible.  
 
    
 
   I didn’t take the anal plug out for an hour or two. I got busy. First I put away the groceries.  Then I drove the ATV out to the pump and turned off the water.  By the time I was done with all that I had to get another edge or two in there and I managed not to cum either time.  Actually, by that point, it was pretty easy NOT to cum. I hurt too much. I would get close to the orgasmic edge and then stop and it wasn’t that hard for the pleasure to ebb and my soreness to reassert itself.  That’s life.
 
    
 
   Even bed time went easy.  No late night ass fuckings.  No spankings.  No more punishment. Just a last single edge, finishing up my twenty six close orgasmic events, prepping myself for what would be cumming on Thursday.  Today.  Because you didn’t think this was over, did you?
 
    
 
   Breanne – There will not be a day four of edging. If you fail on day three to keep from cumming, we will have to try again.  But what you will do is count the number of orgasms you had over the full three days.  You will then add those together and multiply them by five.  You will then find one of your regular doms or dommes (my preference is of course Julie) and as them to deliver that number of strokes directly to your clit.  Maybe that will teach you not to cum when you aren’t allowed to.
 
    
 
   So what comes next?  Well… this evening I’m heading over to Julie’s place.  I have a suspicion that she’ll enjoy this whipping.
 
    
 
   I know I will.  Mashed potatoes… remember?
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   My day started on low.  I know that that may not make that much sense, but it’s the absolute truth.  It’s quite a description, don’t you think?  On low?  Sounds like I’m a stove or thermostat.  
 
    
 
   Or a vibrator.
 
    
 
   Every morning when I wake up, the very first thing I do is comply with Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1.  It’s very simple.  I have to have something stuffed up inside me, preferably cock, but a sex toy will do, and I have to be like that all the time.  Twenty four seven.  Without fail.  It makes for an interesting day.  Saturday morning was just like usual.  I had a possibility of five or six different options and Master Mark made the decision for me.  But unlike usual, my daily toy was not just to keep me wet and ready, but to torment me, to prep me for what was coming.  Stipulations to go with the toy?  Oh… no cumming. Of course.
 
    
 
   So at around five in the morning I climbed out of bed, removed previous day’s toy ( ben wa balls,) and got out the two toys I would be needing for the day.  The first was my vibroballs, two golden oblong “spheres” with wires running back to a similarly colored remote. My vibroballs actually are similar to my ben wa balls, except that it’s not just moving around that causes them to have an effect on me.  As soon as both were snug in their little bower, I turned them on and bit my lips as my pussy contracted repeatedly around them.
 
    
 
   Yes.  It takes practice to deal with vibroballs.  
 
    
 
   The next toy was not something I was looking forward too, and no doubt since I’ve already described how I had my pussy stuffed, you are totally aware of where the other toy had to go.
 
    
 
   Right. In my ASS.  I hate things being in my ass.  It’s like every possible toy that can go in your ass is not comfortable, and I have an unusual number of “butt” toys.  I have a full sized four inch anal plug. I have a vibrating anal plug.  I have two piggy tail plugs.  And I have anal beads, a series of latex covered motor filled “spheres” (eight of them to be precise) on a long semi-rigid wire, leading to another remote.  It takes five or six minutes to get them in, plenty of grapeseed oil, a nubile hand, and lots of determination.
 
 
   It was this last toy that I had stuffed up in my bottom.  I tucked the remotes into the waistband of my shorts.  Both were “on low”. 
 
    
 
   It wasn’t until after breakfast that I headed out in my truck and drove the forty minutes to Kari’s new condo.  She moved over the July 4th weekend and the new place was definitely an improvement on the apartment complex. For one thing, it was no longer a risky trial to strip before knocking on her door.  The front porch was an alcove, permanently shadowed and concealed by several large oleanders.  Beautiful place.  
 
    
 
   It wasn’t quite nine when I knocked on the door, stark naked, holding a bag with my stuff in one hand and my remotes in the other.  I smiled as the door opened and Robert (also stark naked) greeted me, stepping aside so I could enter.  
 
    
 
   “Heya Robert!” I said, lifting up on tiptoe to give him a kiss on the cheek.  He accepted it gladly.  I admit, I deliberately accidentally grazed his thick and erect cock with my wrist as I put my bag down beside the door.
 
    
 
   Kari’s new place is just as lavishly decorated as the old place and she really hasn’t changed styles.  Think Kirklands and add a touch of Pottery Barn and then go off the deep end with art and weird sculpture and deep reds and golds.  Throw in a touch of soft blue here and there and you end up with… well… it’s tough to describe.  Kari’s place is pretty amazing.
 
    
 
   I looked around, expecting the woman herself, but Robert smiled at me as turned.
 
    
 
   “She’s not here, Bre. I was told to get you prepped,” he said politely.  Robert is ALWAYS polite. I like that about him.
 
    
 
   “Oh.  Okay,” I said.  “Where is her highness?”  This was an important issue
 
    
 
   He chuckled as he went to the bar between the kitchen and the dining room and got down a thick pair of leather ankle cuffs and some rope.  Evidently they were ready for me.  He came over to me and motioned me to the leather sofa.  I sat down and he took off my flip flops, pushing them under the couch.
 
    
 
   “She had some errands to run this morning and told me to take care of you.”  Robert began buckling the ankle cuffs around my legs and I tried not to let the combination of a handsome hunk make the vibroballs and anal beads more of a sexual nuisance.  
 
    
 
   I grinned. “Did she say anything about me taking care of you?” I asked, a naughty tone in my voice.
 
    
 
   Robert looked up and smiled.  “As a matter of fact, she said that if you offered, I am allowed to accept.  You however, must still be bound and are not allowed to touch yourself upon pain of punishment.”
 
    
 
   I laughed. “I could use some cock,” I said and patted my pubis.  He chuckled and shook his head.
 
    
 
   “Blowjobs only, Bre. Sorry.”
 
    
 
   I frowned, but with chagrin.  “Drat. Oh well. Ooohhh…” I said.  Robert had lifted my left leg up and stretched it out along the couch.  I leaned back slightly, my exposed sex only an inch away from the edge of the sofa.  He deftly tied off my ankle, probably to the side table or maybe a leg or something and then took my other limb and stretched me wide.
 
    
 
   I like being in the splits.  I know… strange… right?  But it’s not about that. It’s part mental, part physical, and being BOUND open like that, with no ability to close myself, to protect myself, is very enticing.  I love it.  My pussy was gaping, a perfectly exposed patch of wet neediness that only sported a single black wire that trailed over my thigh.  Robert smiled and then stood.  He disappeared from view for a moment and then returned with a jingling noise.
 
    
 
   “What the hell are those?” I asked in astonishment as Robert knelt on the couch next to me.  He held out two bracelets, both studded with tiny bells, making me ring like Santa’s sleigh.  They went around my wrists and then he positioned my arms rather deliberately, extended outward along the back cushions of the sofa.  
 
    
 
   “Since I’m monitoring you, I’ll need to know if you move your hands.  Remember you aren’t allowed to touch yourself.”
 
    
 
   “What if I have to scratch my nose?” I asked.  
 
    
 
   He grinned.  “Don’t unless you let me know first. If I hear the bells I’ll assume you put a finger in your pussy.”  He reached down between my legs and lightly laid his forefinger directly on my clit.  He rubbed it lightly for a second as I stiffened and gasped, my entire body tightening in sexual delight.
 
    
 
   “There we go.  Going to be a good girl, Bre?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I moaned, head thrown back, eyes closed. “Oh God, no.”
 
    
 
   Robert laughed.  “I hope so!  I don’t want to have to sap you.”
 
    
 
   “Can I please have your cock now?” I begged.
 
    
 
   Another laugh and then the couch creaked as he rose.  I shifted slightly and the bells rang.  My eyes flew open and I looked up at him.  He chuckled again. 
 
    
 
   “Be careful.”
 
    
 
   He spent a bit of time at the television set and the next thing I knew I was watching a video of a gorgeous blonde girl bound in this rather interesting set of metal pipes, being whipped.  Evidently Robert and Kari are Kink.com customers and they have access to all the movies.  Cool… I never knew.  I mean sure, I’ve SEEN the advertisements… but wow.  Okay.  Maybe I need to apply to be a model or something.  
 
    
 
   As soon as the video was set up Robert went to my bag and extracted the bottle of Stinging O.  This was the part I was dreading and he came back over to the couch with a look of relaxed pleasure.  He sat down on the floor, just a little to the side of my outstretched and exposed sex, ostensibly where his head wouldn’t block my view of the porn video, and poured just a tiny bit of the pepper and cinnamon oil lotion on to his finger.
 
    
 
   The folds of a women’s pussy are delicate.  There are two sets of “petals” or “lips” and I have rather small outer petals, and medium sized inner ones.  That means that my actual opening is rather visible, especially when bound into such a “display” position as the one I was in.  Between my natural shape and my spread legs, my clitoris, both labia, and my vaginal opening were extremely exposed and Robert placed his lotion coated fingertip along my left labia.  Slow circles felt incredible as he started rubbing, smearing and spreading the tingling coolness over my skin.  He didn’t stop at the edge either, but literally dipped his coated finger into my pussy, making sure that the torment would touch my insides as well as my outsides.
 
    
 
   His finger worked a fresh coating into my clit, up to my pubis and then back down the other side.  It was both agony and ecstasy as my skin reported a fresh cool tingle followed by an insufferable heat.  He finished by sticking his finger in my exposed ass as well, turning my entire crotch into a sexual pot of torment.
 
    
 
   I wanted to cum.  I rocked my hips, trying to force him to touch my clit again, but he was finished and pulled his hand away.  I was left with wiggling hips, spread legs, a burning clit, and enough mental sexual stimulation to make a teenage boy prematurely cum.  Robert wiped his hand on my right breast (which I thought pretty mean) spreading another tingle through me as my nipple tightened.  Then he straddled my lap, blocking my view.  Suddenly his cock was in my face and I opened my mouth to take him.
 
    
 
   I like sucking cock.  I really do.  Especially cock like Robert’s.  He’s always clean, thick and hard, and yet a little soft on my mouth.  I like that.  There’s a promise of better penetration too, though I admit that morning I knew I wasn’t going to be getting any cock in my pussy for quite a while, if at all!  But I can put a lot of feeling and emotion into my cock sucking and I worked his shaft deftly, ignoring the stinging tingle in my pussy.  I admit, I brought my hands up to work him as well, the little bells ringing, but all he did was check to make sure that my fingers were on him and not between my legs.  I stroked his sack, the base of his shaft, and bobbed my head up and down in grateful obedience.  He must have been stoked already because he came rather quick, especially for Robert.  I’ve seen him hold off for hours.
 
    
 
   Robert exploded in my mouth, sending ribbons of spurting cream down my throat, but I let a little dribble out as well.  Guys like seeing that.  He scooped it up with a finger tip and put it back in my mouth.  I’m a good nympho humiliation pain slut.  I drank it up!  For my reward I got a quick nipple pinch and then with a limp dick, Robert moved away from the couch and sat in the easy chair across from me and the television.
 
    
 
   The cute blond on the screen was jerking around like a landed fish, her eyes rolled up into the back of her head as some guy held a vibrator to her clit.  How… interesting.  I don’t personally go into paroxysms when I explode, but gosh… how fascinating, right?  Now I HAVE passed out before.  But that rarely happens to me.  And while I watched the show before me I felt the gently increasing pressure of sexual need build.
 
    
 
   Ever have an itch you know you can’t scratch?  Ever get a craving you know you can’t fulfill?  Ever want a Taco Bell Nacho Bell Grande at nine thirty in the morning?  Ever get sexually aroused, only to have something interrupt you so you can’t finish, but are left desperate and wanting?
 
    
 
   My pussy had started to do some rather interesting things on its own.  First of all there was the obligatory pulsing.  Like involuntary kegal exercises, my loins were contracting and loosing in these ripples of desperation. The heat of the Stinging O had faded slightly, leaving me hot and wet and tender, and my outstretched legs just made my predicament all the more difficult.  I wanted to touch myself.  To put my fingers between my legs and rub my clit until I felt release.  To help myself over the edge.  My arms would twitch, the bells ringing, and Robert would look up from his book and then smile.  This went on for another fifteen minutes and then he put his book down and came back over to me.
 
    
 
   “Going to torture me?” I asked, my voice a little tremulous from the pressures building between my legs.  He laughed, lifted the bottle of Stinging O, and once more sat down on the floor in front of the sofa.  I gasped as he gently placed an oiled covered finger on my labia again and then almost came as he proceeded to relubricate my entire pussy, inside and out, with the tingling burning oil. I arched my back, gasping, hips pumping as I tried desperately to move myself to get him inside me. I needed that finger deep and he denied me.
 
    
 
   Then the bastard got up and moved back to the easy chair, leaving me to suffer.
 
    
 
   Now, I realize I was set up to fail. Really.  I do.  Seriously, who can just SIT there, legs spread, bound open, stuffed with two different vibrating toys, whose entire pussy is rubbed with a stimulating oil that tingles and then burns every thirty minutes, while one of the most perfect specimens of manhood is sitting naked with a semi-rigid cock a few feet away, during the playback of a Bondage movie that would turn even a eunuch hard…. And that would be a trick.  In short, it was everything I could do to keep still and not move my arms.
 
    
 
   I held out another thirty minutes.  By this time the blond girl was hanging from the ceiling with a hook in her ass, clamps on her nipples and clit and what was obviously her third or fourth orgasm shaking through her body.
 
    
 
   I was definitely jealous.  At that point I would have gladly submitted to being brutally tortured, bound, and videotaped in exchange for an orgasm.
 
    
 
   My hands twitched non-stop.  My hips couldn’t stay still, when my pussy was pulsing, when my swollen and engorged clit peeked desperately out from under its hood, when my ass clenched around the anal beads, Robert the Cruel came right back over, planted his incredible ass down on the floor next to the sofa, and proceeded to once more cover my pussy with Stinging O. I just grit my teeth, held my breath, and tried to hang on.  
 
    
 
   The girl on the screen screamed as she rocked with another orgasm.
 
    
 
   Robert sat back down.
 
    
 
   I pressed my lips together, struggling. Don’t move. Don’t touch.  Don’t cum. Don’t Don’t Don’t Don’t Don’t!
 
    
 
   Then I moved. I touched. My fingers found my clit and I gasped.  Two simple strokes and I felt the orgasm explode through me like fire in dry brush.  My entire body jerked wildly and I let out a sort of half whimper as all the tension rushed out of me in the space of a few seconds.
 
    
 
   Someone grabbed my hand and I opened my eyes to see Robert there, pulling my fingers away from my clit. I was still gushing, still cumming and he dutifully put my hands back out to my sides, arms stretched wide.  My hips were still jerking and then Robert was holding the sap, the black leather sap.  I had no idea where he had gotten it but he lifted it, laid it once across my pussy, and then with fast and strong strokes began whipping my clit.  I cried out of course. It hurt.  It was intense. I was cumming.  The urge to cover my crotch was terrible and desperate even as I rocked my hips, wanting more.  Heat bloomed between my legs and the fire spread, turning my flesh scarlet and causing my clit and petals to swell. 
 
    
 
   That’s a rather poetic description don’t you think?  Guess I’ve been reading too much erotica by Michael Alexander.  To be honest, at the time all I was thinking and feeling was “ooooohhhh!!!! OHHHHHHHH” while hissing like a broken gas line.  I’m really glad I was tied in the splits with my legs open because there was no way I could have done that without being tied.
 
    
 
   I was half sobbing half screaming when Robert finished sapping me between the legs and then he sat down on the couch next to me, his meaty thighs over my leg while his left arm went across my shoulders, effectively locking my arms to the back of the sofa.  That’s when he twisted slightly and brought the little black rectangular paddle to my right nipple and snapped the little bud rapidly.  
 
    
 
   Oh. My. Fucking. God.
 
    
 
   I should have been tied down.  Had he not been holding me… as it was I still jerked like a landed fish, my body curling as I fought.  I think I screamed through clenched teeth as the pain suffused my entire chest and all I could think of was how I had lowered both nipples down into molten lava.
 
    
 
   When it was finished I went to cup my breasts, tears pouring down my face and my pussy soaked and already half way up the metaphorical orgasmic mountain again.  Robert held me, as I turned and buried my face in his shoulder.  
 
    
 
   Then I touched his cock.  I know… I shouldn’t have.  But he was so hard… sticking straight up and my left hand came down across my stomach and I began stroking him and rubbing him and then our mouths were together and his hands came over to cup my breasts, his thumbs digging into the nipples.  I shook and squeezed his cock, my own fingers curling around his tip and twisting lightly in that caress that men can’t stand and can’t do to themselves.  He moaned and whispered my desires.
 
    
 
   “Fuck me, Robert.  Fuck me now!”
 
    
 
   He slid to the floor in front of me and tugged the vibroballs out my pussy.  On his knees he slid forward, the tip of his shaft slipping deftly into my pussy, my swollen red desperate pussy and he began pumping his hips.  He reached out, grabbed my nipples and pinched them lightly, tugging on them with every thrust.  It was absolute heaven.  
 
    
 
   I had just cum but he had not and he exploded inside me in white ribbons, flesh against flesh and I did my best to meet his every thrust with just as much determination and need as he did.  The bells on my wrists rang over and over.  His cock throbbed and pulsed and I felt it turn to granite inside me.  That expression of perfection crossed his face and his eyes closed as his mouth open and he groaned, the explosion bubbling out of his geyser and into me.  For me, the movement and feel of cock outclassed my fingers, my vibroballs, and eclipsed me so that I reached out and took hold him, shaking with a second orgasm moments later.  Our bodies entwined wetly, our fingers entangled.  
 
    
 
   “Oh boy…” Robert said moments later, looking up at me and cupping my cheek.  I closed my eyes, my head tilting into his hand.  “We’re in for it now.”
 
    
 
   “What?” 
 
    
 
   “She’ll know.  Trust me,” Robert said.  “And you had another orgasm.”
 
    
 
   My eyes widened.  “Oh come on! You just whipped me!” I said. I brought my hands down to my hips in an imperious gesture.  “There is no way I can handle it again.”
 
    
 
   He nodded, standing.  His dick was limp for the first time since I arrived.  I wanted him to kneel on the couch and let me suck my juices off him.  I think I even said something to that effect but instead he left the room and came back with wrist cuffs.  I objected verbally when he put them on me, but I let him do it, nonetheless.  My thighs ached and my pussy still quivered, but in moments he had rope and my arms were drawn straight out from my body along the line of my shoulders, bound to the ends of the couch.
 
    
 
   He retrieved the vibroballs and slipped them back into me, turning the remote up to medium as I begged and pleaded.  He ignored everything and then he began working in another dose of the Stinging O.  In seconds the heat in my loins from the sapping was chilled as the tingle of the oil excited every nerve.  The heat began and I felt as if I had been bathed in steaming water.  I noticed a twitch in my left thigh and my sex began literally throbbing.  I could SEE my pussy close and gape, desperately grasping for that missing cock.  
 
    
 
   I whimpered.  I couldn’t help it.  It stung.  And with the vibroballs purring inside me once more I quickly ripened to the point where my hips were twitching.  
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry I have to do this Breanne,” Robert said apologetically.
 
    
 
   I blinked and looked over at him.  He held up his hand and I shook my head.  “Oh God… please… Robert… I can’t! Not yet! Please! I’m not ready!”
 
    
 
   And then he brought the sap down hard on my clit.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t a slow whipping. Oh no.  It was fast. It was hard. It was brutal. It was orgasmic.  I hid it well though, screaming out my release as I pulled hard on my bonds, my legs straining, thighs rippling as Robert turned my pussy into a soft swamp of scarlet juice.  Before I could even catch my breath he stood up, moved behind the couch, and began beating my breasts, one hand cupping my bosom, plumping the firm globe, stretching the nipple, while the other swung the leather sap repeatedly.  
 
    
 
   Thank God he was keeping count because I sure wasn’t.  By the time he was done both of my breasts were bright red, or maybe a really dark flushed pink, and my pussy looked like I had just been fucked by a combination hammer drill and sander.  When he was done I was twitching, unable to speak, my tender spots flushed with pain and… something else.  
 
    
 
   Oh God… yes… I admit it. I was still turned on.  What the hell is wrong with me?
 
    
 
   He undid the wrist cuffs, warning me softly not to touch myself and I ended up watching the television as a different girl was bent backward over a barrel, bound hand and foot, and then forced to orgasm repeatedly with a massager.  Little ripples of involuntary spasms rocked me, like the cut off tail of a lizard twitches.  Slowly I was able to calm down, to regain some sense of self, and this despite the movie.  
 
    
 
   Time passed and Robert once more knelt down in front of the couch and began working in a new coat of Stinging O, using his thumb to rub in the spicy oil.  The tingle was no where near as strong as it had been before, but when he massaged it into my clit the fires burst into new flame and it was like coming up for air after being submerged for hours. I grit my teeth and endured it, trying hard not to touch.
 
    
 
   Don’t touch. Don’t touch.  Don’t touch. Don’t touch.
 
    
 
   Time seemed to crawl and I started getting hungry.  He lubed me again, patting my poor clit with light raps that almost drove me out of my skin.  
 
    
 
   And Kari came home.
 
    
 
   She came bearing gifts, or more appropriately food, which I thought was rather nice.  A Hungry’s Bistro gyro was put on a nice tray and dropped in front of me.  I scarfed it down, starving, but also wanting to put something else in my brain beside the desperate and still steady need for explosion.  Kari sat in the easy chair, legs crossed, dressed in a tight pair of yoga pants and a halter top that made her look elegant and sexy, rather than slutty.  Why can’t I ever look like that?  She finished her Black Bean Orzo and Pasta Salad while Robert munched on a club sandwich.  And all they did was turn the SOUND down!  We still had to watch the damn BDSM torture!  Talk about overload!
 
    
 
   After lunch it was Kari who came to me and worked the next bit of Stinging O into my pussy and then she dabbed a bit on both nipples.  That almost set me off again and I was panting by the time she was done.  I laid my arms back out on the couch cushions while she had Robert clean up, then stand in front of her.
 
    
 
   I watched in jealousy as she reached out and grabbed his cock.  By this time he was hard again, and had been before she even got home, but after just a moment of examining his prick she frowned and ordered him to get his paddle and the cock crusher.  He left and she looked at me with a slightly disgusted expression.
 
    
 
   “Men,” was all she said and her tone did not brook argument.  I didn’t reply. At that moment, I was HARDLY going to confess to seducing her boy toy.  Besides, she already knew it had happened.  Evidently the why was immaterial.  Robert returned a moment later carrying both his wooden paddle and one of his many “toys”.  Like me, Robert has his own toybox and I’ve seen quite a few different things wrapped around his cock before.  He handed his “cock crusher” to Kari who took it.
 
    
 
   The cock crusher is nothing more than inflatable vise actually.  You slip it over the guy’s cock, strap it on, and then pump it up.  The interior sheath swells, increasing the pressure on the cock inside.  There is a vibrator at the tip, which you are then supposed to turn on.
 
    
 
   Absolutely diabolical. I love it.  
 
    
 
   Robert was not comfortable and you could tell that the stimulation being done to the tip of his shaft was trying to turn him on, yet his cock couldn’t swell. Oh sweet torment… right?  Then Kari ordered him onto his knees in front of me.  She lifted the paddle and smacked it super hard across his ass.  I got to look right at his face as it hit and he bore it stoically, with a little wince.
 
    
 
   At least for the first few blows.
 
    
 
   By the time Kari got to ten his face was screwing up into this anguish crossed visage and my heart just bled for him. I was the one who asked him to fuck me. I was the one who deserved this punishment. It was MY fault he fucked me.  I said as much to Kari who smiled at me right after another butt blistering stroke to Robert.
 
    
 
   “Oh, don’t worry Breanne.  Yours is coming.”
 
    
 
   That shut me up good and so I just sat there, legs spread wide along the couch, vibroballs and anal beads buzzing inside me, my arms gently laid on the back of the sofa, sore, tender, turned on.  There was the movie and there was Robert.
 
    
 
   I wanted to touch myself again.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure how many strokes Robert got. I wasn’t counting. It was a lot though.  Like at least twenty, maybe thirty.  When she finally let him stand again I saw his ass and it was dark red and there were even these evil looking red splotches on it.  Ouch.  I’ve been spanked by Kari, but I don’t ever remember her hitting me that hard.  She ordered Robert to oil my pussy with the Stinging O and while I was oohhh and ahhhing she went into her back room, got a few things, and came back to stand behind the couch.
 
    
 
   My pussy was tingling quite seriously and she reached down over my shoulder to grab my left breast by the nipple.  That hurt a bit but it wasn’t bad.  She had a ribbon, or a strap, made of some soft material and this she tucked up under my breast.  Then she pulled and I realized that the ends were Velcro.  In seconds she had it tight and my breast looked like a grapefruit, swollen and heavy.  My nipple was this hard little swollen bump, a perfect target, but Kari just moved on to my other breast, strapping it in similar fashion.  
 
    
 
   Her thumbs grazed both points and I closed my eyes, swallowed, and mentally said over and over “don’t touch, don’t touch, don’t touch”.  She flicked my nipples, hard, and I gasped, my teeth clenching.  Remember, Robert had already whipped both breasts TWICE, so this was not this easy thing to handle.  Then, when she was satisfied with my physical response, she stepped away for just a moment and returned, still standing behind me, with four sticks.
 
    
 
   Chop sticks to be precise, or maybe not.  Maybe there were just bamboo sticks. I don’t know.  All I know is that they were paired with rubber bands on each end of each pair.  Kari grinned as I looked up at her, her long blond strand grazing my forehead, and then she bent over me and quickly pinned my left nipple between one of the makeshift clamps.
 
    
 
   To my surprise it didn’t hurt.  Not really. Sure, it pinched a bit but the pressure was less than a decent clothespin.  I didn’t even moan.  Moments later my other nipple was caught in a similar arrangement and Kari stepped around the couch with another set of sticks and rubber bands.  I admit I was a little concerned when she trapped my clit between another set but to be honest, it just felt incredible, like a gentle squeeze.  It made me want to touch.
 
    
 
   Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch!
 
    
 
   She left me like that.  Robert had of coursed finished oiling me and my pussy was quivering thanks to the fresh Stinging O.  He had moved over to the side of the room, kneeling, his cock still stuck in that weird sleeve.  I felt sorry for him, but most of my attention was focused on not moving my hands.
 
    
 
   Fifteen minutes later Kari moved behind me and bent over my shoulder.  She grabbed the makeshift clamp on my left breast and then began rolling the rubber band upward toward the nipple.  At first I didn’t realize what that meant, but I found out as the other one got close a moment later and next thing I knew the sticks were a lot worse than clothespins.  Lots worse.  Kari moved to my right breast and then both nipples were telling my brain that I had pinched them shut in a heavy door.  Kari came around the couch and I lost it.  I brought my hands down to cover my slit.
 
    
 
   You’d have thought I’d have tried to kill someone.  Kari glared at me and then she was up, grabbing my right wrist and yanking it back outward.  The ropes Robert had tied earlier to hold my arms were still there and then my hand was bound. My left wrist followed and before I could even object Kari returned to the spot between my legs and tightened the clamp on my clit.
 
    
 
   Ow….
 
                 
 
   Then she grabbed the sap. 
 
    
 
   Having your pussy whipped with a sap while your clit is caught between two very tight pieces of wood, extended, presented, and making a perfect target, is sort of like… uh… never mind. It’s not like anything.  It’s in a class all by itself, and as Kari started bring the leather sap down repeatedly I made this loud keening noise, pulled hard on my bonds, arched my back, clenched my fists, and suffered.
 
    
 
   For about twenty seconds.  Because she hadn’t even made it through the fifty strokes before I was exploding, my body overwhelmed with orgasmic ecstasy that sprayed juices over Kari.  Hell, I probably hit the television set and that was a good eight or nine feet away.  My cry of release was at least as loud as my cry of anguish and I trembled and shook, my hips jerking up to meet Kari’s strokes with what could only be described as sick desire.
 
    
 
   Now… do you think she STOPPED after I came?  Of course not. And right after she finished between my legs she stood up, came around the couch, stood behind me, and walloped my tits until both were this bright red.  Everything hurt. I was yelling and crying and shaking and Robert was watching with this pained but fascinated expression and my breasts felt like they had just been burned, perforated, stung by bees, and then nailed to a wall.
 
    
 
   I was sobbing and when Kari was done with the fifty strokes to each breast she came around, cupped my face with one hand, and JACKED UP THE VIBROBALLS REMOTE to maximum.
 
    
 
   Yeah.  Talk about cruel.
 
    
 
   My hands were released and Kari warned me not to touch myself, especially my breasts.  That was so hard.  They hurt and all I wanted to do was cup them and wrap myself around them and curl into a fetal position.  Kari left me like that, went to Robert, made him lie down, and took off his cock crusher toy.  Then Kari stripped, which was definitely interesting to me.  
 
    
 
   Then she sixty-nined Robert and after she had cum she twisted around, and fucked him stupid.  Both of them came.  Right there. In front of me.  Tormenting me.  
 
    
 
   Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch!
 
    
 
   I got lubed again and got to watch more video.  And just as I was beginning to think that another whipping wouldn’t be so bad.  Kari appeared with a candle and some grapeseed oil.  My breasts, still wrapped up tight in the straps, were oiled lightly while the scent of tallow filled the room.  Then she picked up the candle, held it by my cheek, and poured.
 
    
 
   It was very hot.  The vibroballs were still in maximum power as were the anal beads.  I think. I’m not sure. I don’t remember.  All I remember was thinking “oh wow, those candles are very hot.” Or something like that. I remember Kari aiming for my nipples to start off with and only after grazing the little extended tips did she cover my a bit more thoroughly.  As I bucked and moaned and let out little cries she would let a drop or two of the wax fall all the way past my breasts to splash down on my totally exposed sex.  Since I had already been oiled with the Stinging O, it didn’t stick but oh boy did it burn.  
 
    
 
   In short order my breasts looked like candied apples, frosted with white and heated to the point where I started to think barbecue sauce might be more appropriate.  Then she concentrated on coating my clit and labia, working deliberately and methodically.
 
    
 
   Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch, Don’t Touch!
 
    
 
   Well, you can imagine can’t you?  Between the vibroballs and a waxing and the stupid movie of the girl bound to the wall with water jets spraying at her breasts and sex, how could anyone stand that?  In my defense I didn’t move my hands to my crotch until I was already cumming, which I think was pretty damned good.  I got burned on the back of my right hand from the hot wax and then I was just screaming in pleasure as my body jerked and Kari put up the candles.
 
    
 
   To get the sap.
 
    
 
   She didn’t even wait till I was finished.  She pulled my hand away and began swatting me between the legs. I couldn’t help it; I tried to stop her, covering my pussy. She just hit my hand as hard as she could. I endured it. Then she ordered Robert to come and help her and he stood behind the couch and held my wrists as she proceeded to bring the leather sap down upon my clit in these little sharp smacks.  It wasn’t so much a whipping as a tenderizing and I burst into tears as the pain racked through me.  
 
    
 
   Robert tied my arms off at some point and then Kari slipped onto the couch next to me, her smooth legs draped over mine, unconsciously repeating Robert’s position earlier.  Robert moved down between my legs and pulled the vibroballs out and turned them off.  Then his hand came back between my legs and I felt him begin to stroke me, rubbing me, and pushing fingers in.
 
    
 
   Wax exploded off my left breast as Kari began the beating but I was a bit more focused on the fact that Robert had three fingers inside me and was working on getting a fourth inside my pussy.  Have you ever been fisted?  It’s a bit of a trial unless you’re used to it. I’m not.  It’s not like I get fisted every other day.  And then there’s the fact that Robert’s hands are big.  It was quite… uh… uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   Robert was driving his thumb in when Kari switched to my right breast.  I was pulling like mad on the bonds holding me to the sofa and evidently I was being a little obnoxious too because Kari left for just a moment and returned with a ball gag.  This effectively stopped my protests though it did little to mute my high pitched keening as she took up right where she left off on the right side of my chest.
 
    
 
   I think my brain shut down at some point and I was running on instinct only.  All I remember is feeling Roberts fingers opening and closing inside me while the other hand violently rubbed my clit back and forth.  My breasts hurt like they’ve never hurt before and a long line of droll (this is gross by the way) had dribbled down my chin and was soaking its way in a path down my stomach and toward my wax splattered clit.  
 
    
 
   But I was tired.  It had been over five hours since I had been tied down. I had come, what… three? Four times? I don’t even remember how many times I was whipped.  I think four.  That sounds right.  Four or was it five? I’m not sure. All I know is that three o’clock came before I did… again.  And then I was let up.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t stand. Robert had to carry me to the bathroom where I got to use the toilet and then the shower.  When I was done Kari fed me, hydrated me, and then helped me to get dressed.  Around four pm it was time for me to head home and I picked up my bag.  Kari walked me out to the truck.
 
    
 
   “Breanne… when you post this, tell your friend that mindfucking the NHPS is never a good idea.  But that maybe during our next little session I’ll do what he suggested and make sure he gets them.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “Huh?”  It took me a moment to understand.  There had been a letter.  To Kari. I had emailed a few days before.  “What did he want you to do?” I demanded.
 
    
 
   “Just put that at the end of your post. Okay?”
 
    
 
   I looked at her suspiciously, wondering if my panties were going to be sold on e-bay at some point.  But she wouldn’t say another word.
 
    
 
   I wish I hadn’t deleted the letter.  It would be nice to know what I might be in for next time…
 
    
 
   Hopefully it will be another six hours and a lot more whippings!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    [bookmark: kneesapart]Knees Apart
 
    
 
   08/17/11
 
    
 
   I got out of my truck and almost wilted it was so damn hot.  The humidity was high which meant that my shirt and shorts were sticking to my skin, and frankly my panties were crawling up my ass.  I winced a little too.  Wedgies aren’t comfortable to begin with and when you also happen to have a clothespin down the front, hanging on to something tender and a bit swollen, tight panties are a liability.
 
    
 
   I think it’s definitely a case for going commando most of the time.
 
    
 
   Moving to the front of the truck was simplicity in itself.  The road was empty in both directions and I expected it to remain that way. High heat, humidity, and the fact that my Farm To Market road goes nowhere, helps keep it that way.  It was barely ten o’clock in the morning and already I could see heat shimmers where the road was practically steaming.
 
    
 
   I tugged off my shirt.  It stuck to my skin and I had to wriggle as much as I do when I’m wearing the ultra tight ones I had back in college.  I folded it, despite the dampness, and laid it on the hot hood.  My bra came next, folded in half as my breasts suddenly seemed to glisten in the morning Texas sunlight.  I shoved my shorts down next, hissing as the clothespin twisted slightly as I moved, pulling my flip flop clad feet through the leg holes.  Extracting my panties from my butt crack was interesting.  They were more than damp, but that wasn’t the fault of the late summer heat or high humidity.  That was because I was stuffed with a pair of ben wa balls, two golf ball sized spheres designed to rotate and ring inside a girl with every step.
 
    
 
   I peeled the panties down, had to remove my flip flops to get them off, and then stood there naked for a moment.  Eyes closed, fingers searching, I reached down between my legs.  The first thing I felt was the clothespin, dangling dangerously from my clit, a reminder from Master Barrett that as a nympho humiliation pain slut, my purpose was to be abused.  Or to give pleasure to others… or something like that. I forget.  Or is it to hurt?  I’m not sure.  Maybe it’s all of those things.
 
    
 
   I lifted the clothespin with a finger, which elicited a pretty intense hiss from me.  The clothespin had already dangled there for thirty minutes and I figured it would be there for quite a while to come.  But I then moved a bit lower and snagged the loop of string that barely stuck out from between my fat pouty nether lips.  A steady pull popped the first ben wa ball out and a then the second followed. I hate taking those things out.  It always feels so… disappointing.
 
    
 
   I opened my mouth and popped the first ball in, sucking it clean of my juices.  I’ve been trained to do that from the time I was fifteen.  Kari always made sure that I had to clean all of my own toys. It’s a simple process. Unless it’s been in my ass, I suck or lick them clean, then wash them, then douse them in rubbing alcohol.  Simple, right?  Well, I wasn’t going to be able to wash and soak the ben wa balls, at least not for a while, so after I sucked the juice off them, I put them in a plastic baggie and put them on the hood of the car.
 
    
 
   Then I grabbed my vibroballs.
 
    
 
   Why the switch?  Master Barrett’s instructions of course.  Ben wa balls are effective for lots of walking, but frankly, even doing laps and stairs, the ben wa balls can’t make me cum any more.  Sure, they get me soaking wet and so desperate that I’d be willing to fuck just about any reasonably healthy male or any appropriately sized and shaped object, but they don’t take me over the edge.  The vibroballs can do exactly the same thing the ben wa balls do, but jack the remote to the highest level and I won’t last longer than an hour.  Put me in a humiliating or painful situation, and that time frame decreases noticeably.  
 
    
 
   Slipping the vibroballs in was ridiculously easy thanks to the wet swamp I had created between my legs since five that morning.  The clothespin got in the way a bit, and I almost had an orgasm just from moving it aside a few times, but I managed to get everything in place.  I laid the remote on the hood of the truck and grabbed the next item I needed; my stockings.  
 
    
 
   They were separate.  Two separate stockings, white stylized lace with an elastic lace top.  I had picked these up at one of those “erotica” stores and each stocking only came up to about two inches above the knee.  These are not “elegant”.  They’re “slutty”, about as slutty as you can possibly get and still wear lace.  I had to be careful and put my feet back onto my flip flops, since I didn’t want to tear or dirty the lace.
 
    
 
   Had a car driven by at that moment, I’m sure there would have been issues. I was stark naked, with a wire running into my pussy and a wooden clothespin dangling from my clit, while wearing thigh high white lace stockings.  If that doesn’t scream “slut” I don’t know what else does.
 
    
 
   Oh.  A thin, super short, white and blue, flower print summer dress.
 
    
 
   No bra of course, that was part of Master Brandon’s orders.  So I slipped the summer dress over my skin, felt it cling to me as a bit of perspiration soaked it, and I tugged it down until it covered my ass and pussy.
 
    
 
   Barely.
 
    
 
   Then I grabbed my fuck me high heels, a pair of “stripper” shoes Barrett had me purchase almost a year before, two crystal shoes with four inch soles and five inch heel which did wonders for my height but critically damaged my sense of balance.  It took a moment to get them strapped on over the stockings, but when I was finished I looked…
 
    
 
   Like a nympho humiliation pain slut.  At least you couldn’t SEE the clothespin dangling out from under the dress.  The remote to the vibroballs had fallen to ground and I pulled the wire until it was back in my hand.  Then I pulled the stocking top at my right thigh out, and shoved the remote down into my stocking.
 
    
 
   Yes. Talk about obvious.  And yes, the vibroballs were on low.
 
    
 
   I got back in my truck, thanked the Lord for air conditioning, and headed for Houston.
 
    
 
   Kari’s office is in a rather upscale part of south Houston, near Rice University.  I have no idea what she pays in rent, but she has this incredible suite with a waiting room, two offices, a little kitchenette, and this absolutely huge conference room that I’ve seen converted into a Super Bowl Party room and a sex crib.  The architecture is all dark woods and brick and stucco and there is enough tropical landscaping around the building to effectively hide it from satellite surveillance.
 
    
 
   I parked next to Kari’s BMW and headed inside.  Kari and I had talked on Monday about getting together for lunch and then she invited me to come with her on a furniture shopping expedition.  It sounded like fun. Kari is an interior designer if you didn’t know, an upscale, only for the RICH, interior designer.  She does corporate offices, million dollar mansions, politician’s homes… that sort of thing.  So if we were going furniture shopping for clients, we wouldn’t be stopping at Wal-Mart, that’s for sure.  There was also a good chance she would be unhappy with my state of attire.
 
    
 
   I went right up to her office and walked in.  As usual she was behind her desk, feet up on the credenza behind her, the three hundred dollar high heel shoes glittering.  She was dressed in a black business suit, complete with jacket, and a red silk blouse that looked like she had paid well over a thousand bucks for it.  Rubies glittered in her ears and at her throat and her iPhone was pressed against the side of her head.
 
    
 
   She waved at me as she finished her conversation, half syrupy and half forceful woman.  Kari is a dominant personality and I’ve never know man or woman to push her around.  Once in high school one of the cheerleaders had decided that Kari wasn’t fit to serve on the homecoming committee and ended up duct taped to a goal post before the game.  Not that I’m saying Kari and I had ANYTHING to do with that.  Especially since the girl’s top had been pulled up and only duct tape was covering her… um… more salient parts.  We had nothing to do with it at all.  Seriously. No idea how that happened.
 
    
 
   Where was I?  So I walked into Kari’s office and she turned in her chair and looked at me, one eyebrow going up as she took in my outfit.
 
    
 
   “Alright, Alan.  Absolutely.  Yes.  I have to go now, something’s come up that needs my attention.”  She laughed with delight, her smile growing.  “I will.  Thank you.”  Then she put down the phone and looked at me.
 
    
 
   “Well, I certainly wasn’t expecting this.  What’s the occasion?” Kari asked, her eyes trailing down to my stocking covered legs and the vibroballs remote, complete with wire disappearing under my dress.
 
    
 
   I blushed slightly.  “NHPS Rule number four,” I replied.
 
    
 
   Kari cocked her to the side.  “I see.  So you’re doing this for me.  How… nice.”  She stood up and grabbed her purse, an expensive Gucci that I’m guessing cost around five hundred.  Then she came around her desk, took my arm, and led me back toward the door.  She moved quicker than me and noticed my more hesitant walk and gave me a look.
 
    
 
   “Lift your dress for a moment,” she said.  I did as ordered and she didn’t even have to bend down to see the clothespin.  She sighed.  “Well, at least you’re predictable.”
 
    
 
   I turned scarlet.  “Master Barrett also said…” She cut me off with a waved hand.
 
    
 
   “Yes, yes… I’m sure you’re supposed to punish yourself somehow at some point.  Well, when you are with me, you will do as I say.  Having you dressed like that certainly won’t hurt my reputation and perhaps I can make use of you as well.”
 
    
 
   “…rubber bands on my feet,” I muttered.
 
    
 
   Kari gave me a dark look so I shut up.  She sauntered while I took mincing small steps over to her convertible and after just a moment or two I was seated in the passenger seat of Kari’s shark like sports car/convertible.  She left the top up and cranked the air conditioner to maximum, then peeled out of the parking lot like a formula one race car driver late off the line.
 
    
 
   As we drove Kari looked over at me.  My dress had ridden up thanks to sitting down and a hem line that wasn’t quite reasonable.  You could actually see my clothespin.  Sorta like a panty peek, but much much worse.  
 
    
 
   “All right, new rule for today,” Kari announced.
 
    
 
   I looked at her.  “A new NHPS Rule?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She shook her head. “Just a rule for today, sweetie.  Your knees…”
 
    
 
   
  
 

“My knees?”
 
    
 
   Kari gave me another dark look.  “Keep them apart. If I see your knees touching, the punishment will be extreme.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed.  “Extreme?”
 
    
 
   She nodded.  “Extreme as in you don’t want to find out what the punishment will be.”
 
    
 
   Oh shit… I nodded back at her. “Yes, Kari.”
 
    
 
   She smiled, once more all Miss Congeniality.  I spread my legs apart, my summer dress sliding even farther up my thighs, exposing ALL of the clothespin… and my slit.  But I kept my knees apart.  Kari began talking about her latest client’s needs, the style and my world was suddenly awash in foreign concepts like modern and contemporary and industrial and discussing the merits of leather verses microfiber and all this stuff that went in one ear and out the other.  We drove north toward the Woodlands and we stopped at this rather upscale furniture retailer.  
 
    
 
   I got out carefully, making sure that my knees weren’t touching.  That was a little awkward of course, and I smoothed down my dress as soon as possible, covering up my exposed rear end not to mention my clothespinned clit.  Kari led the way and we strolled through the late morning heat into the store.
 
    
 
   You have to understand, being with Kari is sort of like being with a celebrity.  People KNOW her, which I find really strange. I wasn’t popular in high school… well… not really.  It was Kari and I was considered… well… a slut.  Which I was, but I was Kari’s slut.  No boys asked me out, ever. They asked Kari out and I was sort of the “bonus” package.  Of course after a few discovered and spread around the school that dating Kari meant getting to spank the crap out of me or shove a variety of objects inside me before screwing my brains out, I was pretty darn popular too.
 
    
 
   But still… not like Kari.  Kari walks into restaurants and the manager comes out to say hello and calls her by name.  I’ve met famous people while hanging around Kari.  Oh…  not like Hollywood people, but it wouldn’t surprise me.  But locally famous people.  No.. I won’t drop names here.  That would get me in trouble, but I’m trying to convey to you what it’s like being next to her, moving around in her world.
 
    
 
   So when we walked into that furniture store she was immediately greeted, by name no less, and a rather handsome young man who couldn’t keep his eyes off me was designated to follow Kari around.  Evidently this is a common thing because it happened practically at every store we went to.  But let’s not get ahead of ourselves.  Kari knew exactly where in the store were the items she had in mind and she headed that way with me and “Ross” in tow.  
 
    
 
   Kari had her notebook and iPhone out and even pulled out a tape measure and I found myself pressed into service. “Hold this end.”  Kari worked methodically making notes, snapping photos of the furniture from all angles, even looking under some of the pieces.  I just stood back and let her do it.  At one point she sent Ross off to see about the availability of something and she turned to me quickly.
 
    
 
   “What did Barrett tell you to do?”
 
    
 
   The question surprised me.  Not because I didn’t want to answer, but because I wasn’t prepared for it. In fact, after Kari’s declaration, I hadn’t even brought the two rubber bands IN with me.  They were still in Kari’s car.  
 
    
 
   “Uh… twenty snaps of a rubber band to each foot,” I stammered.  
 
    
 
   Kari frowned. “In those stockings?  What’s the point of that?  We’ll think of something more appropriate.  And get those knees apart.  They’re far to close.”
 
    
 
   I looked down. I was standing normally, my feet about a foot and a half away from each other.  My eyes widened as I realized what she was asking and I took another step outward, spreading my legs.  The buzzing of the vibroballs actually became audible, but only barely and you had to be listening for it.
 
    
 
   Ross returned a moment later while Kari was examining another couch.  They discussed something or other while I stood there, legs spread slightly, making sure my knees didn’t touch.
 
    
 
   “Ross, let me ask your opinion.  Do you think this couch would be decent for giving out a spanking?” Kari asked, her tone completely normal, as if she were asking “do you have this in leather?”
 
    
 
   Our poor sales associate, in his crisp suit, sort of just stood there for a moment, his brain trying to shift gears.  Sure, he had been staring at me every moment he could.  Despite being prettier than me, Kari was playing second fiddle on the sexual attraction gig that morning.  My outfit put me ahead of her quite nicely.  The fact that even more thigh was showing was certainly a plus.  
 
    
 
   “Excuse me, Miss Anders?” Ross asked, still trying to frame his mind around the question.  
 
    
 
   Kari gave him a direct look. “It’s a simple question, Ross.  If someone was seated on the couch, do you think the height would be appropriate for an over the lap spanking?”
 
    
 
   The poor guy about had a conniption.  He stammered something and then raised his hands helplessly. “I have no idea, Miss Anders.”
 
    
 
   My former mistress, occasional lover, and forever best friend nodded wisely. “Then we’ll just need to see.  Please sit down on the couch, Ross.”
 
    
 
   I knew what was coming the moment she said that.  I glanced around.  We were at the very back of the store, no one else was around, and we were shielded from view by the rows and sections of furniture around us.  Ross gave Kari a confused look, but sat down on the couch.  I didn’t move.  Maybe Kari had something else in mind.
 
    
 
   She squatted for a moment, bringing her eye level to the couch arm and then nodded.  “Well let’s see.  Breanne?  If you would please… across Ross’ lap.”
 
    
 
   My heart thudded painfully.  Sure he was cute, but my god… a spanking?  Here?  I took a few steps forward, trying not wobble on the stripper shoes.  Ross stared at me with shock as I bent over, flashing him a good bit of cleavage before laying myself across his lap.  From the waft of cold air I felt, I was quite aware that my entire ass was uncovered and my dress had slipped up to the small of my back.  
 
    
 
   Ross was in a state of apoplexy but I could feel his hard cock poking me in the stomach.  I didn’t feel his hand on me, so I figured he was keeping his hands either by his sides or up.  
 
    
 
   “Now, if you’ll please give her a few decent swats so I can make sure the height of the couch is sufficient.”
 
    
 
   “Please, Miss Anders!” Ross protested.
 
    
 
   I heard her displeasure.  “Do I need to speak to Mr. Davidson?” Kari asked politely.
 
    
 
   Ross stiffened, and I don’t just mean his cock.  Whoever Davidson was, it was a direct threat.  I felt a hand on my bottom.
 
    
 
   “No ma’am,” Ross said, his voice a whisper.
 
    
 
   “Good, now please give Breanne a bit of a spanking.  Ten strokes should do it.”
 
    
 
   I braced myself but the first spank was about as hard as getting hit with a pillow.  A feather pillow.  Thrown by a three year old.  Who is exhausted.  
 
    
 
   “No, no, no… not like that, Ross.  Like this.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t have time to brace myself and let out a sharp yelp when Kari’s hand SLAMMED into my ass.  It burned.  It stung.  And while I was gasping the heat suffused outward.  My buttocks clenched and I felt my pussy ripen even more.  
 
    
 
   “Now try again, Ross.  That first one didn’t count.”
 
    
 
   I was better prepared when Ross delivered his second spank. It wasn’t quite as hard as Kari’s, but it was solid and it stung.  I let out a muted moan through my closed lips and arched my back a bit.  
 
    
 
   “Much better.  A little harder on the next one,” Kari encouraged.
 
    
 
   The next one was a LOT harder, but because I was ready for it, my wail of pain was nothing more than another strangled squeal.  Ross swung again and then again, starting to get into the swing of things.
 
    
 
   Ha ha… get it?  Swing of things?  
 
    
 
   Okay… right.  So I got spanked.  Hard, right there on the sofa.  Kari made a few notes while my ass was being blistered and after Ross had delivered the spanks she reached out, took my hand, and pulled me up.  My dress fell back down, covering the clothespin, my pussy, and my now hot to the touch rear end.
 
    
 
   “I think this one will do nicely,” Kari announced, looking at her notebook.  I stood there, not wanting to look anyone in the eyes. I could FEEL the heat from the cheeks of my ass spreading through the cheeks of my face.  Ross didn’t say anything either.  
 
    
 
   “All right, I know exactly what I want.” She turned to Ross and started spitting out items and he yanked a notebook out of his pocket and started writing things down. I just sort of stood there, knees apart, while my hips reacted to the heat in my bottom as well as the slow vibrations of the vibroballs.  I was not in a good place at that moment. I was teetering on the orgasmic cliff.  For some reason, getting spanked by a totally strange male, in public, wearing a super short thin white and blue flowered summer dress, with my clit caught in a clothespin, and vibroballs buzzing inside me, turned me on.
 
    
 
   Wow. What a surprise.
 
    
 
   I followed Kari as we made our way back to the front of the store and she gave directions on where stuff was supposed to be delivered and then she spoke with Mr. Davidson and praised young Ross, who still looked a little shell shocked and stared at me.  I gave him a little shy smile and then I was taken by the elbow and escorted out by the woman who had just had me spanked.
 
    
 
   Back in the convertible I was again reminded to keep my knees apart and then we were off.  We hadn’t gone a mile before Kari asked me where my rubber bands were.
 
    
 
   “In my purse,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Get one of them out.”
 
    
 
   I fished the thick tan rubber band out and held it up.
 
    
 
   “Stretch it between your thumb and forefinger.”
 
    
 
   I did so.
 
    
 
   Then she reached over and pulled my dress down.  My breasts popped out and we were in the middle of traffic! I yelped a little in shock and scooted down in the seat.  Thank god the windows were darkly tinted!
 
    
 
   “Now, put the rubber band against your right nipple,” Kari ordered. I whimpered a bit, but did as she asked.
 
    
 
   “Now, just as Master Barrett asked, ten snaps.  For each nipple.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  “He said on the bottoms of my feet!”
 
    
 
   Kari shook her head. “That’s impractical considering the stockings. It wouldn’t hurt as much. Besides, this is twice as humiliating and will hurt as much if not more.  I want to see red marks on your breasts, Breanne.  Snap to it.”
 
    
 
   I almost snapped at that last little pun but I know better than to make sarcastic replies to a woman who enjoys whipping me with a leather sap or humiliating me in public.  I brought my left hand up, pulled the rubber back, and let go.
 
    
 
   Ow.  
 
    
 
   Actually, “ow” doesn’t quite cover it.  The first one was more like “Owwww…” and the fifth one was more like “EEEEEeeeeeeeeeennnggggggg” as I keened into the pain and strangled it.  Kari had turned on the radio and Christina Perri’s “Jar of Hearts” came on and I was just sitting there snapping one breast and then the other, back and forth. By the time the song ended I had this slash of red across both nipples.  When I hit twenty, it felt like someone had taken a pair of vice grips and given me a good hard long squeeze and then dipped my nipples in hot oil for a frying.
 
    
 
   And I was about ready to cum.
 
    
 
   Kari seemed to know that too, because her hand snaked down between my open legs, found the clothespin, and flicked it.  I don’t know how many times but she didn’t stop till I came wetly in the seat, my hips grinding, my hands cupping my breasts, head thrown back in orgasmic ecstasy.  I still hadn’t recovered when she pulled into the parking lot of another furniture store.  She hurried me, still dazed with orgasm, out of the car. I stood there in the lot and Kari rolled her eyes at me.
 
    
 
   “Your tits are hanging out, stupid.”
 
    
 
   I looked down. Both breasts were still exposed.  Oops. I hurriedly pulled up my dress.  My tender nipples hurt.  My clit ached.  I followed Kari in.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: Kneesaparttwo]Knees Apart 
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
   Like the first place, Kari was immediately greeted and this time it was the store manager himself who walked us around.  He kept glancing at me, especially at the remote tucked in the stocking and I couldn’t help smiling as he was torn between helping Kari do her measurements and watching me.  It was almost comical.  
 
    
 
   Kari was looking at bedroom furnishings and I was in sticker shock.  I could have bought a new truck, in CASH for what that bedroom set was going for.  Okay, so sure… it was all teak, but come on… four grand for a fucking dresser?  The matching bedside stands were twenty five hundred!  And the bed… oh my God the bed!
 
    
 
   “I like the headboard,” Kari commented, stepping up the top of the bed.  She stroked the finely carved wood.  “It has the look I’m aiming for.”
 
    
 
   “Excellent!” Mr. Walker replied graciously.  He stood at the foot of the bed, a few feet away from me.  
 
    
 
   “My only concern is whether there is enough room to really stretch out,” Kari said next.
 
    
 
   Mr. Walker looked confused. “Well, it’s a king sized frame, Miss Kari, and I hardly think that…” 
 
    
 
   Kari put up a hand to stop him.  “I really need to see someone ON the bed if that’s okay?”
 
    
 
   He pushed his glasses back up his nose and nodded. “Of course.  If that would help.”
 
    
 
   Kari turned to look at me.  “Bre?  Would you mind?” Kari asked me.
 
    
 
   I froze.  Climbing up on the bed was NOT a good idea.  I couldn’t SIT in this dress without exposing myself.  You could forget staying decent while lying down.  And with Kari’s rule “knees apart” Mr. Walker would get more than an eyeful.
 
    
 
   But NHPS Rule #3 makes it very clear that objection was not allowed, not for this. It technically didn’t violate my limits.  Hell it didn’t even un-technically violate them.  I bit my lip, took a deep breath, and climbed up onto the bed.
 
    
 
   I don’t know whether he moved or whether I was just terribly inefficient, but I heard the gasp almost immediately.  When I rolled over onto my back, settling into the soft cushions, Mr. Walker’s eyes were glued to my clothespin.  Or maybe he was looking at my pussy.  Either or.  All I know is that both were uncovered. I shifted and pushed my dress back down.  But at the same time I spread my legs a bit wider and while the material of my dress blocked a direct overhead view, Mr. Walker was able to move back to the foot of the bed and look right up my dress.
 
    
 
   I guess it was a scenic overlook.
 
    
 
   I felt very self-conscious and Kari continued her conversation about the composition of the pieces for the bedroom didn’t help things.  Walker remained right there at the foot of the bed.  Knowing you’re under observation, even being able to see it down between your breasts, to see the eyes upon you, was more than a little difficult to handle. I kept telling myself “just take it easy, don’t move” which would just make my pussy itch.  After maybe two or three minutes my hips were rolling a bit and it was clear that I was “having a good time”.
 
    
 
   “Miss Kari, is your um… friend… alright?” Mr. Walker asked.
 
    
 
   Kari spared me a glance. I was trying really really hard not to reach down and start masturbating.
 
    
 
   “Oh.  Please forgive her.  Usually Breanne sleeps nude and no doubt she’s uncomfortable in that dress,” Kari replied.  I looked over at her in horror.
 
    
 
   “Well, if that’s the case, by all means, if she’d be more comfortable.” Walker said with a sudden grin.
 
    
 
   Kari patted my arm.  “Why don’t you get comfortable, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I glared at her but sat up.  I deliberately didn’t look at Walker, but grabbed the hem of my dress and pulled it up and off.  It came easily and then I was lying naked on a bed more expensive than my tractor.
 
    
 
   Now that was hardly my idea of “comfortable.” I was still wearing the stockings, the high heels, and the vibroballs.  In fact, it was the remote that attracted Walker’s attention next and he pointedly asked “what’s this?” while reaching. I felt the little box slip out of my stocking and Kari laughingly explained that it went to my vibroballs.  Walker nodded and slid his thumb along the edge and I stifled a gasp with my hand as the toy inside me went into overdrive.  In seconds I was groaning and had one hand on my breast pinching my nipple while my other went to the clothespin and began twisting it around and flicking and pulling on it.
 
    
 
   Yes I came.  Both Walker and Kari enjoyed it but Kari immediately snapped at me the moment I was finished.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, you’re getting Mr. Walker’s bedspread damp.  Please get up immediately.” 
 
    
 
   I blinked, my chest heaving, but I managed to roll off the bed and fell onto the floor.  The remote was yanked out of Walker’s hands and he came around the bed and helped me to my feet. I felt myself lifted up and Walker put his hand on my breast and ass.  Accidentally of course.
 
    
 
   Kari handed me my dress and I hurriedly put it back on, then picked up the vibroballs remote, turned it back down to low, and tucked it back into the top of my stocking.  Walker had a stupid silly grin on his face and then we were off, threading our way through more furniture while Kari started spouting off about blah blah blah and this and that and etcetera etcetera etcetera.  We ended up back at the office and then she and Walker disappeared, leaving me standing there to be ogled by another one of the sales associates, still reeling from my rather public orgasm.
 
    
 
   When Kari finally took my arm and escorted me out of the store, I was in a state.  “Kari, I think I ruined those bedclothes!” I said in a high pitched voice.
 
    
 
   Kari only laughed. “I just bought seventeen thousand dollars worth of furniture.  That bedspread was worth maybe two hundred dollars.  Walker wasn’t worried about it at all and he thoroughly enjoyed the show. He recommended you come with me every time, though not in so many words.”
 
    
 
   I blushed.  Then we were back in the car, driving away.  My tummy rumbled. It was after twelve and I think Kari had the same thought because about fifteen minutes later we pulled into the Dharma Café and spent the next forty minutes chatting like we were back in college.  We talked sex.  We talked lifestyle.  We talked politics. Kari is a moderate liberal. I’m a far right wing conservative lunatic. It makes for interesting and passionate discussions. I usually win.  Then she actually whips me to make up for it.  Kari has a big heart.  We talked boys and about Robert and about how my family was doing and whether I had applied to a law school yet and… 
 
    
 
   Oh. You know.  Real life stuff.  Not every moment can be a sex induced misadventure of orgasmic proportions.
 
    
 
   We finished our meal and got back in the car.  I was happy.  My tummy was full, the vibroballs were only barely causing me any sexual agitation (meaning turned on), and at the Dharma Café I was just one of the crowd, and that’s IN SPITE of my outfit.  It was rather pleasant.  The air conditioning was at full blast and it was only one fifteen or so.  We got on I-45 and headed north again and then Kari reached over and yanked down my dress.  Again.
 
    
 
   Guess what I got to do?  It took me a moment to find my rubber band but then I proceeded to follow her directions, snapping it repeatedly against each nipple.  Pain lanced outward through my breasts, first the right, then the left, over and over and I hissed and moaned and carried on. All of which fell on deaf ears as Kari turned the radio on.  By the time we pulled into the parking lot of another store my nipples felt like I had sliced them open and both were bright red, hard as rocks, and very sore.  I was about to pull the dress back up over my breasts but Kari stopped me.
 
    
 
   “Give me the rubber band,” she demanded. I handed it to her immediately and braced myself.  I expected her to snap it against my nipple, but instead she put it over all of her fingers and then rolled it over my breast. It settled tightly around the base, squeezing the entire left side of my bosom into one grapefruit sized ball.  Then Kari made me fish around for my other rubber band which fit nicely over my other breast.  So with my breasts rather bulging and on display under the dress, we went into store number three.
 
    
 
   Dining rooms.  Lots and lots of dining rooms.  Tables that sat fourteen.  China cabinets, buffet tables, high back chairs, and through the whole thing a sweet young black man with impeccable manners followed Kari around, commenting, selling, and just being the perfect gentleman. He even treated me like a lady and I was stumbling around in a state of half arousal, wondering when the next humiliation was going to come.  I didn’t have to wait long.  As usual, we were practically alone in the store.  Who can afford an eight thousand dollar dining room table?  WHY ON EARTH WOULD YOU SPEND THAT MUCH MONEY ON A FUCKING SLAB OF WOOD?
 
    
 
   “I’m concerned about the height, to be honest,” Kari was saying. I stayed out of the way, my arms across my breast, my legs a good three feet apart at the ankle.  Denis actually knew the height of the table and told Kari, who shook her head.  “That might not be enough.  
 
    
 
   “Well what are you trying to do, Miss Kari?” Denis asked, completely oblivious.  I have to admit, even I didn’t see it coming.
 
    
 
   Kari pulled out the chair.  “Here.  Sit down.”  Denis did.  Everyone does what Kari tells them to do.  He sat down and looked at her in expectation.  “Now scoot under the table, like you were going to dine in a moment.”  Denis slid the chair under the table, his knees deep.
 
    
 
   “See?  That’s the issue. I’m not sure that will work for the same reason that I didn’t want chairs with arm rests.”
 
    
 
   He looked confused. “Room for what?” 
 
    
 
   Kari gave me the look and I knew exactly what was needed.  In fact, at that moment, I wanted it. I was in a state anyway.  Denis was cute, refined, and clean.  And frankly, I was bored.  I walked around to the other side of the table and Denis watched me, still completely oblivious to what was about to happen. I moved the chair across from him out of the way, and then sank down.
 
    
 
   “Room for a girl under the table, of course,” Kari replied.  I crawled forward on all four and reached up to touch Denis’ leg.  He jerked and tried to scoot back, but Kari was standing behind the chair and kept it from sliding.
 
    
 
   “No, no… we have to check if there’s enough room,” Kari whispered.  “Now the reason we needed chairs without arm rests, is so one can spread their legs.”
 
    
 
   I pushed on Denis’ knees, opening up his crotch. He resisted of course, but I pushed harder and then actually pinched him.  His knees finally matched mine – apart.  I ran my hands up his muscular thighs and that got me to his cock.  Would you believe he was ALREADY hard?  I like that in a man. It’s nice to be able to just go right to it.  He shifted a bit and tried to push me away as I grabbed the zipper of his pants while rubbing the thick sausage shape underneath the cotton.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long to free him and then I got close.  He smelled like soap and some sort of aftershave… maybe Old Spice or something.  I wrapped my lips around his cock and began sucking and he just sort of relaxed into it.  Kari kneaded her hands on his back and then I did my thing.
 
    
 
   There was plenty of room under the table and I didn’t stop till he was spurting down my throat.  I know it was naughty of me.  This was supposed to humiliate me, but the way Denis was acting, it was just too sweet. I HAD to take him like this.  Me Huntress Sometimes.  ROARRR!
 
    
 
   When we were finished, Denis turned to Kari and told her that he didn’t have the authority to give her a discount.  Would you believe that?  Kari laughed at him and said that she didn’t expect one.  I had crawled out from under the table and Denis was busy adjusting his trousers.  He stared at me, so with a naughty smile, I pulled up the hem of my dress until his eyes found my clothespin.  Then I wiggled my hips a little, setting it to shaking and his eyes widened even more.  It was kind of cool.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure why this store was different from the first two. I’m thinking it was Denis.  He was just so innocent and clueless.  And then to be able to do my thing under the table, in the dark, with no one watching… well… there wasn’t any humiliation involved in that, I was just having fun with a guy I wanted!
 
    
 
   Kari didn’t purchase that table.  She bought a different set and praised Denis when we went back to the front of the store.  The store manager had come out and chit chatted with her for a bit while Denis handled the paperwork.  I stood there quietly… knees apart, getting more and more turned on.  The vibroballs were still buzzing inside me.  I had rubber bands wrapped around both breasts.  There was a clothespin attached to my clit and my outfit was something you’d see from a bawdy Halloween party on a college campus.  That’s the sort of combo that doesn’t exactly keep one sexually inert.
 
    
 
   Back in the car we took off and headed toward ANOTHER store, thankfully the last of them for the day.  But on the way Kari once more reached over, grabbed the front of my dress, and yanked it down.  I let out a little whimper and a sigh, then began removing the rubber band from around my left breast.
 
    
 
   “Take the clothespin off your clit,” Kari said suddenly. I had just finished removing the rubber band.  I know it’s not nice, but all I could think of was “what torment is she planning next?”  I reached down between my legs.  I didn’t even have to pull up the hem of my dress. I unclipped the clothespin and gasped as blood rushed back into my crushed nubbin.  It hurt.
 
    
 
   “Now put the clothespin on your nipple, straight please.”
 
    
 
   Kari is not a fan of clothespins.  The reason is simple. She feels the hole provides too much opportunity.  So when she says put it on straight, that means I have to point the tip directly at my chest, bring it straight in, and catch my nipple at the very tip of the clothespin, that way all of the pressure is on whatever bit is caught between the “jaws” of the clothespin.
 
    
 
   Oh… and it hurts more that way.
 
    
 
   Having a clothespin on straight, while riding in a car, is a bit of trial.  Unless the road and shocks are unusually good, the clothespin has a tendency to react to the up and down bouncing of the car.  And since the clothespin is usually only supported by its grip on my nipple, that translates into a lot of increased pressure and discomfort.  I’m just wished I had a SECOND clothespin with me.  As it was, my right nipple was feeling a bit left out.
 
    
 
   I know it sounds weird, but I can handle nipple clampings much better when both breasts are subjected to it.  
 
    
 
   “Now, ten snaps to the clothespin and ten snaps to your clit.  Oh… and turn up your vibroballs to maximum.”
 
    
 
   See?  See what this woman is like?  Would YOU like to volunteer to go on a road trip with her?  You should SEE what she does to ROBERT!  I always thought “blue balls” was just an exaggeration!  I’ve BEEN on road trips with her and it’s like this the whole way.
 
    
 
   On the flip side, you don’t really get bored while travelling with Kari.
 
    
 
   My clit was still hurting too much so I went ahead and brought the rubber band up to the clothespin on my nipple.  I snapped it, rubber band stretched tight between my thumb and forefinger.  Each snap sent a shock through me, my nipple bending and twisting in response.  I did five before I was wincing, eyes scrunched shut, teeth grinding, so I decided to bring the rubber band down to my clit and split things up a bit.  I was soaked between the legs, which is understandable and I laid my spread thumb and forefinger across my sex, from thigh to thigh.
 
    
 
   Oh. My. Fucking. God.
 
    
 
   That hurt WAY more than flicking the clothespin and I admit my next snap was insufficient.  I just couldn’t bring myself to pull the rubber band out enough.  Kari knew I wasn’t doing a good job, but she didn’t say anything, and after four lackluster, love tapish snaps to my clit, I went back and did five more to my nipple.  Those I did much better, but I admit that I wasn’t feeling it at that moment. Even the vibroballs weren’t enough to push me into that state where sexual desire twists pain into something sweet and tangible.
 
    
 
   I went back to snapping the rubber band against my clit. Now THAT hurt.  I yelped quite a bit and was completely unaware that we were pulling up at a gas station.  When I was finished with my second set of five I looked up to see a ten dollar bill in my face.
 
    
 
   “Go inside and get us some drinks,” Kari ordered.
 
    
 
   I swallowed and nodded, took the money, and then reached up to remove the clothespin.  It came off and I pulled my dress up to cover my tender nipples.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?  What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Kari demanded.
 
    
 
   I trembled.  Uh oh.  “Covering up?”
 
    
 
   Her hand reached out, grabbed my dress for like the third time that morning, and yanked it down.  She almost tore the collar.  My breasts popped out again and this time she flicked her finger hard against my left nipple.  I hissed and sucked on my bottom lip as she plucked the clothespin from my fingers.  Then she put it on my other breast, the right one, and flicked it up and down a few times.  It hurt a bit.
 
    
 
   I got out of the car then.  Even as I turned, I saw a guy standing at the entrance of the convenience store, staring at me.  His mouth was up in a wide smile as I hurried up to him.  He held the door open and I slipped inside as he said “nice tits, babe.  Like the clothespin.”
 
    
 
   The guy at the counter was busy helping another customer but evidently they both glanced at me because moments later I was still the center of attention. I turned my back on them and went to the rear of the store.  I quickly grabbed Kari’s SoBe and a diet Coke for me.  Then I steeled myself, turned around, and headed for the counter.
 
    
 
   I’m sure I’ll be the next one President Obama blames for bringing the economy to a screeching halt, because all business transactions had stopped.  I got in line, which was two people and everyone was still staring at me.  Tits impairment. It happens to guys when they see tits for real.  I guess the clothespin didn’t help either.  I coughed, my cheeks flaming (and not the ones at my rear!)  Then the guy in front of me shook his head, chuckled, and spoke.
 
    
 
   “So why only one clothespin?” he asked.
 
    
 
   My eyes widened. “I didn’t have another,” I stammered, totally humiliated.  The vibroballs inside me roared and the combination of utter embarrassment combined with the little tingle of pain from the clothespin, and buzzing, was hauling me up the mountain to the climax.  I pressed my thighs together to keep from orgasming right then and there.
 
    
 
   “Oh. That’s too bad.”  He nodded sagely.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and the line moved forward. Oddly enough, the guy who had been inline decided to stay and hang around.
 
    
 
   I was having serious trouble.  Not with anyone in the store, but with my libido.  It had gone into hyperactive overdrive and my hips were starting to jerk.  We moved forward and the clerk looked at me and the customer in front of me.  
 
    
 
   “I’ve got a spare clothespin if you want it,” the clerk said to the guy in front of me.
 
    
 
   He blinked and then grinned.  “Sure.  That will work!”
 
    
 
   I stared in horror as a plastic pink clothespin appeared on the counter and the guy in front of me picked it up.  He turned toward me and before I could object or approve, his left hand grabbed my left breast and he pinned the peg on my nipple in exactly the same way Kari had left the original clothespin.  I gasped, eyes wide, shaking.
 
    
 
   “How’s that, bitch? You like that?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I shuddered, feeling the orgasm beginning to crest.  There was no way to stop it at this point.  I moaned, lifted my chin, grabbed the hem of my dress, and lifted it up.
 
    
 
   “C-c-can I have a-another for my c-clit?” 
 
    
 
   Yes. I know. But think about it.  What ELSE would a nympho humiliation pain slut say?
 
    
 
   Another pink plastic clothespin appeared and the customer in front of me took great pleasure in attaching it to my clit.  I cried out and started to buck and he pushed me forward, my tits hanging just above the counter.  The back of my dress went up and then these sharp but light spanks landed on my ass.  The clerk reached out and was twisting the clothespins on my nipples and I was just about done.
 
    
 
   I came. Hard.  
 
    
 
   They didn’t stop either.  In fact, the first customer came over and got involved as well.  I felt my vibroballs remote being plucked from my stocking and then there were fingers on me and I just stayed bent over as the vibroballs began going from high to low and back to high.  My chest heaved, and not from the twisting the clothespins were getting.  I had just cum, sure… but they didn’t give me a chance to go back down.  Someone reached around my waist and began jiggling the clothespin on my clit.  I groaned and whimpered.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is going on in here?” demanded Kari angrily.  I looked up, opening my eyes.  My guardian angel stood there in the door, her black business suit and red blouse seeming to blaze and cast shadows at the same time.  “Remove your hands immediately.”  Her tone was half battle axe and half granite pillar.  Three sets of fingers let go.  I straightened slightly.
 
    
 
   Kari glanced at the bottles of drink on the counter and the ten dollar bill I had dropped to pay for them.  She walked over to us, glared at the clerk, and said “finish the transaction.”  He did immediately and then she took the change and bottles in one hand and me in the other.  “Let’s go, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I grabbed the vibroballs remote and we headed for the door, my breasts still hanging out, when the clerk called out. “Hey! Those are my clothespin!”  
 
    
 
   Kari halted and turned.  “Give the man his clothespins, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I nodded, fingers trembling, and reached between my legs.  My thighs were soaked and I tugged the little pink plastic peg off my clit with another moan.  The second one came off my nipple and I walked back to the counter and handed them to him.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” I said politely, and then went back to Kari’s side.  I followed her out to the car and got in, totally embarrassed.  I shrank down into my seat, still suffering from the effects of my arousal, my thighs soaked, one clothespin hanging off my left breast.  I turned the vibroballs down to low and stuck the remote back into my stocking. The two customers followed us outside and watched as Kari pulled out of the lot and headed east.
 
    
 
   “You can’t seem to stay out of trouble, can you?” Kari asked me.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “I’m sorry, Kari.”
 
    
 
   “You should be.  Your knees are together.”
 
    
 
   I glanced down.  My knees were touching and I was squeezing my thighs together.  I gasped and then spread my legs.
 
    
 
   “Oh… it’s too late now.  You’ve earned a punishment for that. If I were you I wouldn’t close your legs again.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, my pussy throbbing underneath the thin cotton material of my dress.  “What’s the punishment?” I asked.  Part of me hoped it would hurt.  Part of me hoped it wouldn’t.
 
    
 
   But Kari shook her head.  “Why ruin the surprise?” she laughed.
 
    
 
   I grimaced. “You don’t have one thought up and you’re stalling,” I replied sullenly, crossing my arms under my breasts. The clothespin wobbled up and down.
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyes flashed and her hand shot out to grab the clothespin.  She pulled it off without squeezing it open first and a lancet of pain exploded through my nipple.  Why not just shove a wooden skewer through it?  I gasped, one hand coming up to cover my breast.
 
    
 
   “For that comment, you’ve earned yourself a second punishment,” Kari replied tartly.  She tossed the clothespin into my lap.  “Now put that back on you clit, slut.”
 
    
 
   Still reeling from the little bite of pain Kari caused, I pulled up my dress enough to expose my clit.  I reached down and pinched open the clothespin, then placed it from above, crushing my clitoral hood as well as my clit.  I winced.  Having clothespins on your nipples is nothing.  The clitoris is a bit tender, even when not having endured a recent round of stimulation.  I winced, gritting my teeth, but after a few moments was able to function in a reasonable approximation of normalness.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: Kneesapartthree]Knees Apart 
 
   Part Three
 
    
 
   We pulled up to another store, but this time I was a little shocked.  It wasn’t the typical high dollar furniture and design store that we had already visited, but rather a billiards place!  I know Kari doesn’t play pool, so I was just a bit surprised.  Evidently her client wanted a pool table.  When we got out of the car I immediately pulled up the collar of my dress, covering my breasts.
 
    
 
   For the first time that day Kari wasn’t greeted by name.  She resolved that however by asking to speak to the manager and I got to see first hand exactly how she does it.  It’s actually pretty cool.  After greeting the manager, she handed him her business card and explained her client’s needs specifically.  In seconds she and the manager were on a first name basis, which was neat.  He was middle aged with slightly graying hair, but a lot of it.  His beard was finely trimmed and his suit was rather nice.  He escorted us personally through the store as we weaved our way through a hundred or so billiard tables, stools, pub tables, and even air hockey and game tables.  To be honest, it was fun looking place.
 
    
 
   I followed along like an obedient puppy.  The manager barely glanced at me, which I thought surprising, but eventually I caught him sneaking an occasional glance and just to be a little naughtier I swished my hips and ass whenever I was in a position to walk in front of him.  My summer dress is EXACTLY the perfect kind of dress to wear while swishing because the movement of the hips sets the hem dancing back and forth and it gives tantalizing glimpses of my panties to whomever is behind me.
 
    
 
   If I had been wearing panties.  So in this case Mr. Jarrel got to see some exposed bottom.  He didn’t complain.
 
    
 
   We spent half an hour looking at tables and I started to get bored.  Kari had evidently boned up on tables because she asked some pointed questions about installation and even asked if the table could be re-felted in a color that she selected.  Weird.  Anyway all of her questions were answered and she only called on me once, handing me a spare cue stick and asking me to lean over the table and pretend to hit a ball.  I know what she was doing.  It wasn’t about me. It was about Jarrel.  I did as she asked, moving to the section of the table nearest the manager.  Then I bent over, practically laid my breasts on the green felt, and posed.
 
    
 
   With practically my entire ass and pussy exposed perfectly for the manager’s questing eyes. Kari kept me like that for almost five minutes while she took “pictures” on her iPhone.  No. Don’t ask.  I don’t have them and I’m not asking for them either.  Sheesh.  If you want pictures… go to a porn site!
 
    
 
   Uh… like an actual porn site, not an erotic literature site.  Damn… Whatever.
 
    
 
   With no objections from management, Kari selected a table and then we moved on to pub tables.  After she ordered four of them we had to do stools.  This was where things got a little hotter for me.
 
    
 
   “Hop up on that one, Breanne.”  Kari pointed at a rather ugly Victorian type stool that looked like an upholstered chair on stilts.  It had brass nails and was a light maple.  I climbed up as Kari and Jarell stepped back a few spaces and watched.  I twisted around and planted my ass on the seat cushion.  I could actually feel the texture of the material on half my ass.  I suddenly worried about whether I was leaving a wet spot.  I felt a heat in my face as I turned and faced them.
 
    
 
   Kari looked like she was about to come over and rip my head off.  I blinked in surprise trying to figure out what the problem was. You have to understand, when Kari gets mad, it isn’t this volcano thing. It’s all ice and perfect calm and the only way you know you’ve pissed her off is that her comments become clipped.  That is until she pulls out a whip or a paddle and spanks the bejesus out of you.  It totally confused me and I tried to figure out what I was doing wrong.
 
    
 
   As a little girl, my mother taught me the niceties of being a lady.  They are ingrained in most girls from an early age.  Some of them are instinctual and as we get older and become more aware of ourselves we sometimes internalize those movements so they become automatic.  Ever since I was fifteen, I’ve always been internally at war with myself.  The behaviors my mother taught me were always in conflict with being a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Worse, I’ve had to maintain BOTH sets of behaviors so that depending on who I was out with, I could exhibit the appropriate action.  It has always been better to risk Kari’s wrath than my mom’s shock and disappointment, so even now I will admit that despite being a nympho humiliation pain slut, it comes more naturally for me to act with… decorum.
 
    
 
   Which is why my thighs were pressed tightly together.  Up on that bar stool, had I been following Kari’s rule of Knees Apart, Mr. Jarrel would have gotten not just a glimpse of my pussy, but a full frontal, everything visible on the slut view.  Which is what Kari had been aiming for.  I wilted immediately as I saw my knees touching.  Now I didn’t have a problem with showing off for Mr. Jarrel. Let me be clear about that.  He’d already seen my pussy, at least a little bit, while I was modeling on the table.  It was not a deliberate attempt to be prissy.  It was accidental. It was instinct.  Besides, being sexually humiliated means that your natural inclination is NOT to show off your privates to random strangers you’ve only just met.  I was NOT comfortable in that summer dress.  I’m most comfortable wearing blue jeans, panties, a button up work shirt and a bra.  THAT’S comfortable for me. I feel NATURAL in that.  You remember that “slut” walk from a month or so ago?  Where women and men felt the need to protest their right to dress slutty?  I couldn’t go on that march.  Oh sure… they have the right to do it, but I don’t WANT to dress slutty.  I don’t LIKE looking like a tramp, a whore, a slut.  
 
    
 
   Why do I do it?  Simple.  It makes me cum.  Hard and long and frequently.  Kari knows this.  Hell, from our earliest days in high school she’d have a new outfit waiting for me in the car when she picked me up and I shuck out of my blue jeans and put on a skirt barely long enough to get away with, or a blouse that REALLY needed a bra underneath, while I was forced to go without.
 
    
 
   Knowing I had earned another punishment, I spread my legs, forcing my knees apart.  My pussy pulsed and I closed my eyes as I spread my thighs, exposing my slit. I know it was exposed because it cooled noticeably in the air conditioned room.  
 
    
 
   “My God. Is that a clothespin?” asked Jarrel, his eyes fucking me as surely as his cock would be later.  Kari grinned.
 
    
 
   “Please forgive Breanne, John.  Bre is a bit of a slut and I’ve had trouble teaching her decorum.”  That comment made me blush even worse.
 
    
 
   Mr. Jarrel waved his hand. “Oh no.  It’s quite… appealing.  I don’t mind.”
 
    
 
   Sure.  What man would?  I sat there as the two of them began discussing the merits of the stool I was sitting in.  There was discussion about some sort of spice which I didn’t understand and then Kari was talking about the finish and wood.  I just sat there with both sets of their eyes boring up between my legs.  Between that and the vibroballs and the clothespin things were starting to get a little uncomfortable for me.  Then we moved to a different stool.
 
    
 
   This time when I sat down in it I immediately spread my legs wide.  My dress slid upward until it was practically at my waist and Kari and Mr. Jarrel approached.  The clothespin was sticking out from my clit, the hem of my dress well above where the peg pinched my clit.  As my two tormentors began discussing the upholstery of this second piece, Kari casually reached down and began lightly flicking the clothespin.  I stiffened immediately and let out a small but strangled gasp.  We weren’t exactly in private and the cavernous warehouse wasn’t like the furniture stores where the “room sets” created a sense of semi-privacy.  
 
    
 
   My hips began churning and rolling and I had to grip the armrests tightly as little shocks of exquisite pleasure shot up through my loins.  Every flick was like a jolt of electricity, spurring me to new heights.  
 
    
 
   “Ms. Kari, I must admit to a bit of curiosity.  What is that controller in her stocking?” Jarrel asked politely.  
 
    
 
   Kari laughed.  “Oh, that goes to her vibroballs.  She’s stuffed with two vibrating balls.”  She plucked the controller out of my lace stocking top and handed it to Mr. Jarrel.  “Here, try it.”
 
    
 
   And the vibroballs went to maximum.
 
    
 
   Have you ever had an orgasm in public?  I’m not talking like a “When Harry Met Sally” situation, though I’ve been in those too. I’m talking about a forced orgasm when really you shouldn’t be having one.  Not there, not at that moment.  I’m talking about one that could draw unwanted attention.  Granted, my back was facing the only spot in the store where there were other people – up by the office, but it was so hard not to cry out, verbally expressing the now intense sexual frustration I was feeling.  My knees trembled, spread wide apart and then Kari reached up and pulled down the front of my dress.
 
    
 
   A single piece of straw floated down and landed on the camel’s back.  I exploded with a teeth clenching groan, holding on to the stool as if I were falling, my hips slung forward, my pussy pulsing and pushing as Mr. Jarrel jacked with the vibroballs, moving them from high to low and back again.  Kari increased the flicks applied to the clothespin and then I felt fingers at my nipples.  I was being pinched and it was like throwing gasoline on the fire.  I groaned a little louder and then let out a little wailing cry as I exploded in this wet burst that soaked the patent leather seat.
 
    
 
   I shuddered through the release, which isn’t surprising considering that Mr. Jarell was still moving the setting on the vibroballs.  Kari let go of my nipple and stopped flicking the clothespin though.  One of them, I’m not sure which, covered my breasts back up as I sort of slid into an exhausted limpness.  I didn’t sit on the stool, I was draped over it.
 
    
 
   “Well, that certainly was entertaining.  Is she like this often, Kari?” 
 
    
 
   I heard Kari chuckle.  “Are you like this often, Breanne?” she asked me.
 
    
 
   I nodded weakly. I felt as if I had just run a marathon, but there was also this overwhelming sense of pleasure. I knew it was the flood of endorphins and adrenaline that had been pumped into my bloodstream.  Now I was on the downhill, a slow sweet languorous ecstasy flowing down to my fingertips… and other spots.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t we give her a moment to recover and we can discuss delivery?” Kari asked pointedly.
 
    
 
   I sat there, legs still spread, my clothespin still perfectly in view, as the two of them discussed what ever it is designers and furniture people discuss.  It took about ten minutes and they even sauntered off, leaving me to my own devices.  Eventually I hopped down from my perch, smoothed out my dress, ignored the massive wet spot at the back edge of my hem and grimaced at the matching stain I left on the leather.  I looked around for something to clean it with, but wasn’t able to find anything.  Finally with a shrug I headed toward Kari who was now over near the front office area.  
 
    
 
   Mr. Jarell looked at Kari.  “Do you play pool, Kari?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   Kari shook her head. “No, but Breanne’s been known to dabble with the occasional cue stick.”
 
    
 
   Ah… I love innuendo.
 
    
 
   Jarell looked over at me and then back at Kari.  “Before we settle the account, would Breanne fancy a game? I have a table set up in my private office.”  The implications in his question were readily apparent.
 
    
 
   This time it was Kari’s turn to smile.  “Certainly.  That would be quite entertaining.”
 
    
 
   We followed Jarrel to the back of the warehouse floor and he opened a large door that led into a pretty big office. Inside was a desk, computer, several chairs, and of course a pool table.  It wasn’t one of the expensive ones, more like what you would see in a pool hall like Slick Willies.  A rack of sticks were along one wall and I watched as he quickly racked a set for eight-ball, which is good, because that’s the only thing I know how to play.
 
                 
 
   “Would you care for a wager, Kari?” asked Mr. Jarrel.
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “What are your terms?”
 
    
 
   He looked at me. “If I win, thirty minutes with the lovely and wet Breanne.  If I lose, a twenty percent discount on your purchase.”
 
    
 
   “I find that totally acceptable,” Kari said, moving to one of the chairs.  She sat down and watched.
 
    
 
   Mr. Jarrel was kind enough to let me break, but I left the table open.  He then promptly sank five balls in a row.  I stood next to Kari while he did it.  I hate pool sharks.  Kari took my hand and pulled me down so that my ear was near her mouth.
 
    
 
   “I think you should play the rest of the game without that dress.”
 
    
 
   I gave her crazy look. “You can’t possibly expect me to win!” I exclaimed.
 
    
 
   She just grinned.  I nodded.  Finally it was my turn and I stepped up to the table as Mr. Jarell positioned himself so that when I bent over, he could see up my dress.  I took care of that immediately.  I grabbed the hem of my dress and pulled it up over my head.  Jarell’s eyes practically popped out of his skull.  Then I grabbed my cue stick, aimed, and managed to sink a single ball.  My next shot missed.  Then it was Mr. Jarrel’s turn.  This time I stayed at the table, right next to him, and reached out to stroke the bulge in his trousers.
 
    
 
   “Hey now, you being naked is cheating enough!” he said with a shake of his head. I just laughed and gave his cock a nice squeeze.  He managed the shot and while we moved around the table I kept a hand on his member, pulsing it gently with my palm.  He was very hard.
 
    
 
   “Distraction huh?  Well, I just might do the same to you!” Jarrel laughed lightly as I continued to rub his erection.  He missed his next shot, but I think he was trying to draw things out, rather than anything else.  I grinned as I moved into position and this time he stepped up right behind me.  The moment I bent over to take my shot, his hand was between my legs, reaching forward.  His fingers found the clothespin and wriggled it back and forth. I couldn’t help it. I practically folded and my shot was worthless.  Then it was his turn and this time I unzipped him and actually pulled his cock out, stroking it.  He missed and then I was once again against the table, trying to hit balls with a stick.
 
    
 
   I felt his cock against my ass, but I ignored it. He wasn’t trying to penetrate, just enjoying the sensation of skin around his prick.  Of course I still missed. I mean… hey.  There was a COCK pressing up against my ass!  He moved around to the opposite side and I followed him.  Except instead of stroking his cock when he went to shoot, I fell to my knees, opened my mouth, and starting sucking on him instead.
 
    
 
   “I can see where this is going.  So much for my discount,” Kari announced as Mr. Jarrel dropped his cue stick and just let me slurp and blow on his cock.  “I’ll wait outside.  Have a good time you two.”  She reached into her purse and pulled out a condom.  Thank God.  She put it on the pool table above my head and then turned and left, leaving me on my knees with cock in my mouth.
 
    
 
   That’s like the story of my life.
 
    
 
   We didn’t finish our pool game.  When Jarell felt he was getting close I was pulled up and deposited on the felt table, legs spread, while he used his mouth on me.  I hissed when he pulled the clothespin off my clit and began to tongue my slit.  I groaned and begged him to take me.  I was pulled off the table, deposited on the shag carpet, and then he kicked off his shoes and pants.  Next thing I knew I the vibroballs were being drawn from my pussy and I gasped as they rattled and rolled against my thighs before Mr. Jarell turned them off.  I spread my legs, keeping my knees apart as he knelt down between my legs.  
 
    
 
   Right now I’m tempted to make some pool puns… about how he “sank his balls into my pocket”, or he “used his cue stick well”, but that would be just wrong.  As it was he pumped in and out of me for about four or five minutes and then grunted as he let loose.  I felt him shudder inside me, his cock hard as granite, yet pulsing with this heat that I absolutely love.  Let me tell you… I LOVE it when guys cum inside me.  It’s a sensation that just feels right to me.  
 
    
 
   Then to my surprise, Mr. Jarrel pulled out, put his hand between my legs, and proceeded to rub my tender clit until I was jerking again.  I was getting close and I turned toward him, my body trembling.
 
    
 
   “Please?  Spank me… pinch me… hurt me,” I groaned.  The rubbing continued but his other hand found my breast and began lightly slapping it, alternated with the occasional pinch.
 
    
 
   “Harder!” I begged. I reached out, my hands trying to find his cock.  I did and began rubbing him, trying to hold my own orgasmic release at bay until I could get him hard again.  But it wasn’t happening.  Between one delicious pinch and a rather breathtaking slap of my left breast I popped like a balloon, groaning in orgasmic ecstasy as my back arched, my legs widened and I came.
 
    
 
   The aftermath was… fun.  I licked him clean, managing to get him semi-hard and he offered weekly pool lessons. I also was invited to call him John. Or master, whichever I preferred.  I got a couple of playful spanks while getting dressed and I even invited him to put the vibroballs in me and clothespin back on.  He enjoyed that, with me sitting in one of his office chairs, legs up on the armrests at the knees, my bare pussy totally exposed under my lifted dress.  He turned the vibroballs up to maximum too before tucking the remote back into my stocking.  
 
    
 
   Kari was waiting for us out on the show room floor and I sauntered over to her in my high heels, a warm smirk on my face.  I felt incredible.  I know I had earned three punishments for violating the rule of the day, but I’ll be honest, I was in a great mood.  Mr. Jarrel was a good fuck and I had cum nicely.  Kari knew I was pleased too. Maybe it was my smile. Maybe it was my stance. Who knows.  But she and Mr. Jarrel talked a bit and then she ended up getting that twenty percent discount anyway.  Sweet, right? I AM worth bringing along!
 
    
 
   I could end this tale right there, but it wouldn’t be quite right, because we still had to deal with the punishments I had earned. I was quiet on the ride back to her office, mostly because I was expecting something harsh and painful.  It wouldn’t be the first time I had been tortured at her office. We got out of the convertible and Kari asked me to come inside.  My stomach clenched and I nodded, following her in.
 
    
 
   Once inside she handed me my purse and bag, and then disappeared into her office for a moment.  When she came back out her hands were holding something, but I really couldn’t tell what.
 
    
 
   “Let me walk you to your truck,” she said.  I blinked.  
 
    
 
   “Uh… what about the punishment?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “Oh, you’ve earned it, that’s for sure.  Four of them in fact.”  
 
    
 
   “What?  I only closed my legs three times!” I said with a little heat.  Kari stared at me for a moment.
 
    
 
   “Look down.”
 
    
 
   I did.  Damn.  My knees were almost touching.  Shit!  How did THAT escape me?  I followed her out into the parking lot and she waited for me to unlock the truck.  
 
    
 
   “Get in,” she ordered.
 
    
 
   I did as she said and climbed up into the cab.  She opened her hands and my eyes widened.  In her palm were two binder clips, the black ones made with metal. I have several of these back at my place too, but they’ve been bent properly to have a bit less bite.  She had tied a piece of string between them, only about a foot long, and she threaded it between the spokes of my steering wheel, wrapping it around to take up the slack.
 
    
 
   She gave me a smile.  “This might hurt a bit,” she said, then pulled down my dress.  I stiffened, my nipples hardening immediately.  She reached forward and plumped my left breast, then attached the binder clamp.  She was right.  It did hurt, but not terribly.  Then my right breast was clamped as well and I realized that I couldn’t sit back. If I did, my breasts were painfully pulled forward by the tips.  Ouch.  I’ve been in this situation before, but never with binder clamps!  Especially ones that hadn’t been bent so that the pressure wasn’t as harsh.
 
    
 
   “Now, I want you to know, this isn’t your punishment.  I’ll need you on the evening of September 10th to attend a party with me.  Be at my place by five.  Don’t worry about attire.  I’ll take care of it.”
 
    
 
   “What are we doing?” I asked in a trembling voice.
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “I’ve been invited to an exclusive S&M party, women only, so I can’t bring Robert, but I will need to bring a slave girl.  You qualify nicely.  Don’t worry.” 
 
    
 
   I nodded.  Little did I know just how life changing that little party would be.  It wasn’t just a single party, but a monthly meeting, a meeting of dominatrixes and their playthings.
 
    
 
   The Society of the Golden Rose.
 
    
 
   But that’s another story.
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   I parked my truck in front of the brick house and looked at my destination.  The lawn was carefully maintained, the wooden fence sealing off access to the backyard was practically perfect.  The mailbox was an intricate iron sculpture, not too weird or anything, but still impressive, and I stepped out into the brutal south Texas heat.  I was dressed appropriately: flip flops, blue denim shorts that came down almost to my knees, a blue tee shirt, white lace bra, and a pair of pink panties.
 
    
 
   Of course I was also following NHPS Rule #1, which states that girls like me must be constantly stuffed, ready for a sexual experience.  You know, in hindsight, I’m not sure that makes much sense.  At least for me.  Rule #1 is there to keep a girl wet and ready, right?  Well, even without a toy, I’m usually wet and ready.  Oh well, I guess that really doesn’t matter, does it?  That day I was stuffed with my ben wa balls, two sphere shaped, latex covered toys on a string, each with a tiny rolling clapper inside.  Every step was like someone’s fingers wriggling around inside me.  Not enough to make me cum, but enough to make me want it.  Constant sexual torment.
 
    
 
   With a deep breath I walked up toward the door and rang the bell.  It was only a few moments before the door opened and a familiar face grinned at me through the glass storm door.
 
    
 
   “Hi ya, Mike!” I said with a smile.  I opened my arms wide, presenting myself.  He laughed, but then his eyes flashed with mischief.
 
    
 
   “Aren’t you supposed to be naked when you ring a doorbell?” he asked pointedly.
 
    
 
   I have him a slightly dirty look… and not the “dirty” he probably wanted.  “Your email said that you needed me to come by to see something.  You never said that I needed to arrive naked,” I said patiently.  Mike was the manager of one of our local hardware stores, the small kind that actually has the items farmers need.  We had met almost a year before when I had stupidly locked my keys in my truck – while masturbating naked in the cargo bed.  Mike had come to my rescue – finding a quilted blanket clad, naked girl to be an intriguing damsel in distress.  Since then Mike had been nice enough to help me with a few items needed on some of my assignments.  He’s pretty handy and has always been willing to help me out at the cost of a screw or two.
 
    
 
   Mike crossed his arms across his chest.  He still hadn’t opened the door.  “Well I’ve decided that nympho humiliation pain sluts who come to my house have to strip on the stoop.  And they will remain naked until they leave.”  He said it with this commanding finality, as if I were going to argue with him.  He knew as well as I did that I wouldn’t argue though.  Stripping on his doorstep was well within my limits.  So with a shrug, I kicked off my flip flops and tugged my shirt up over my head.
 
    
 
   He watched of course. Granted, he’s seen me naked enough times as it is, so it wasn’t like he was getting something new. But I guess since this was the first time I was at his house, and not his store, it was worth watching.  Or maybe I’m just ALWAYS worth watching.  Whichever… I unsnapped my bra and pulled it down my arms, letting my bare breasts pop into view.  Mike’s eyes immediately were drawn to the points, where several deep blue bruises seemed to crisscross across my bosom.  Those were the remnants of a particularly harsh caning, but that’s another story.  As it was, he winced a little.  I didn’t mind.  Sympathy can be a sweet thing.
 
    
 
   I bent over and shucked my shorts down, followed immediately by my panties, until I was standing on his front patio in nothing but my birthday suit while stuffed with a relatively tame sex toy.  Mike’s eyes seemed to take in every aspect of me and just for fun, I put my hands up over my head and did a ballerina pirouette for him.  He grinned.
 
    
 
   “Okay! I think you’re ready to come in,” he said.  I laughed at the irony, stooped low to pick up my attire, and as the storm door opened, I stepped into the cool interior of Mike’s home.
 
    
 
   The first thing I noticed was that there was a lot about Mike I didn’t know.  As I walked into the living room, I saw some pictures of a handsome woman, about Mike’s age, in several frames.  There was one of them together and they looked very happy.  I paused, staring at the lovely couple.
 
    
 
   Mike came up, a sad smile on his face.  “My wife.  She died four years ago.  Cancer.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, then turned. “I’m sorry, Mike.  I didn’t know.”
 
    
 
   He shook his head.  “It was fast.  We were married seven years.”
 
    
 
   I looked around.  “No kids?”
 
    
 
   “We were saving that for later.  We just didn’t know that there wasn’t going to be a later.”  He sighed but then gave me another look.  “Can I get you a drink?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, anything to change the topic of conversation.  “Sure?  Got any ice tea?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He grimaced. “No… but I’ve got diet soda, water, and some lemonade.”
 
    
 
   “Oohh... lemonade with lots of ice!” I replied, and then followed him toward the kitchen.
 
    
 
   The kitchen was white and maple wood, rather countryish and I could still sense the impact that Mike’s wife had on the place.  It was slowly going bachelorish, and really needed a plant or two to bring some green into the space, but all in all, it wasn’t bad. It was also very very clean.  I also happened to glance out the back window and saw a large eight by eight blue plastic pavilion, like the kinds you see people bring to the beach, erected in the back yard.  Underneath it was something covered with a tarp.  Suddenly I had my suspicions.
 
    
 
   “What’s in the backyard?” I asked as Mike handed me a large plastic glass filled with ice and long thin cylinders of ice.  I looked at the bottle ice and wondered if I were in for something else later.  Mike grinned and nodded toward the window.  “Well, that’s what I called you over to see… and experience.”  His head turned and he looked at my bruised breasts.  “I was going to tenderize you a bit though before taking you out there, but considering…”
 
    
 
   I lifted a hand and stopped him.  “Hey, don’t let these stop you.” I put down my lemonade and cupped my breasts.  “I can handle anything you do to me.”
 
    
 
   He gave me a quizzical look.  “You’re serious, aren’t you?” Then he shook his head in amazement. “I have no clue how you do it, but I’m so hard right now.”  His voice was more than a little tight. I grinned and took a step closer, reaching out to caress the bulge in the front of his jeans.  
 
    
 
   “So… let’s do that tenderizing,” I whispered, eyes flashing.  
 
    
 
   We left our drinks on the counter and Mike took my hand, pulling me into the living room.  At the sofa he turned and faced me.
 
    
 
   “Take off my clothes,” he ordered.  Finally.
 
    
 
   I unbuckled his thick leather belt first.  It was supple and I imagined what it would feel like against my skin.  Then I set it aside.  His jeans came down next and I saw a pair of silk boxers.  The scent of soap and aftershave assaulted my nose and I peeled his shirt and then socks from his body.  Lastly, I pulled his boxers down until he was as naked as I. I went to my knees and his cock sprung from the containing cotton, practically putting my eye out.  I let the boxers fall by them selves, releasing the underclothes in order to grab hold of his shaft.  I opened my mouth and sucked him in, tasting clean, soft, hard flesh. 
 
    
 
   Mike moaned and reached down entwining his fingers in my hair as I bobbed my head, slurping and sucking on his cock with something akin to hungry abandon. I don’t know why I wanted him so bad, but I did.  I started stroking his balls and I heard him moan.  But then he pulled away from me, sitting down on the couch.
 
    
 
   “Now, come here,” he said.  I obeyed.  His fingers slipped between my thighs for just a moment, tugging out the ben wa balls.  These he tossed aside and I didn’t care.  I put one knee on the sofa next to his thigh, and then straddled him, the tip of his cock slipping through my petals even as I positioned myself.  I reached down between my legs and grasped him, then lowered myself down with something akin to a sigh of relief.  Feeling him penetrate was so good.  I groaned.  I shifted. I wriggled.  I fucked the crap out of him.
 
    
 
   I was starting to really feel it when he told me to lean back and close my eyes.  I nodded, tilting, shifting my center of balance and I put my hands on his knees.  I wriggled my toes under his thick thighs and closed my eyes.  I heard the clink of the buckle and knew what was coming.  My chest heaved in anticipation and then the sharp smack of the belt against my right nipple exploded in my ears.   The exquisite hurt behind it came almost at the same instant and I groaned as the pain rushed through me, straight down to my pussy. I tightened around him, my hips jerking wildly. He hit me again, rapid hard snaps of the first six inches of belt, and it was everything I could do to keep from covering my breast.  
 
    
 
   He moved to the other nipple, snapping the tip of my breast with steady and forceful strokes and I grimaced as the pain of it overwhelmed me.  Granted, it just made me fuck him harder, but I was getting close to not being able to hold position. Just as I thought I couldn’t take another blow, he moved back to the first breast and repeated the series.  I cried out and continued to jerk wildly, still pinned on his cock. I opened my eyes and looked down at my bosom.  Both breasts were bright red, tenderized, even as the leather tip of the belt continued to bite into me, the impact waves of the strokes flashing through the meat of my breasts as if I were gelatin.
 
    
 
   But then he dropped the belt and wrapped his arms around me, pulling me into his embrace.  His mouth opened and engulfed one nipple, sucking hard as I continued to bounce and the sensation of his tongue dabbing at that tender part was enough to make me spiral upward toward orgasm.  I was about to explode, my hips rocking, when he lifted me up and I found myself on my back, lying on the floor.  Mike moved on top of me, penetrated, and then lifted his legs over mine so that he straddled me.  
 
    
 
   I have to admit, as far as positions go, I do like that one.  As much as I love having my legs spread open wide, especially tied, having them clamped closed like that, while being regularly screwed, is just… nice.  It’s a great feeling.  I could feel Mike’s rough skin and his hair scraping against my clit and it drove me crazy.  I put my hands above my head, closing my eyes, taking every thrust, my body rocking.  Mike’s face turned red, then a little purple and I felt his cock harden inside me.  I groaned.  Too fast!  I wasn’t quite there yet!  But then he popped, his cock rippling and thrusting and throbbing in this exquisite internal dance.
 
    
 
   He collapsed on top of me, mouth on my breast as I held in my disappointment.  I so wanted to cum!   And I had been so close!  But as I’ve been reminded recently, my own pleasure is second to what I provide others.  That’s the point of being a nympho humiliation pain slut.  My purpose is to be hurt and embarrassed and be screwed for the  pleasure of others.  My own need is immaterial.
 
    
 
   Yeah.  Tell that to my clit.
 
    
 
   Mike rolled off me a moment later, which I didn’t like.  Despite his weight, I enjoy being pinned like that.  I rolled with him, keeping my skin in contact with his.
 
    
 
   “Oh God, Breanne that was wonderful!” he gasped. I grinned.
 
    
 
   “Of course it was. It was me!” I said.  Then I kissed him softly.  “Now, what was it you wanted to show me?” I asked. I admit, I had ulterior motives.  Whatever he had planned, I knew it would be sexually amazing. I wanted more.
 
    
 
   Mike blinked. “Oh!  Oh yeah!”  He took a deep breath, still reveling in the afterglow of the moment.  Screwing me is like that.  Most guys need to take a moment to recover! 
 
    
 
   He rolled to the side and then got to his feet.  He was then a gentleman and helped me up. I felt another twinge between my legs as my pussy complained that it hadn’t gotten enough.  Mike grabbed his boxers and jeans and quickly got into them. I stayed naked.  I’m used to it.  
 
    
 
   A moment later Mike was leading me through the giant glass doors leading to his backyard and that blue pavilion tent I had seen through the kitchen window.  We stepped out into the heat and I sort of hop skipped along with Mike across the walk until I was able to step in the grass.  The concrete felt like I was walking on a hot plate. The temperature was only marginally cooler under the tarp, but the humidity still made it uncomfortable.  Even naked I started to perspire a bit.
 
    
 
   Mike approached the tarp covered object and grabbed hold of the olive drab plastic.  With a mighty yank he pulled it off, his face staring at mine, his eyes delighted.  I looked down in expectation and…
 
    
 
   …wondered what the hell it was.
 
    
 
   Sure, I could tell it was designed to torture me.  There was a big bench shaped like two capital letter “Y’s” capped end to end.  Obviously those were for my legs and arms.  The whole thing had enough straps to keep a henhouse full of chickens down but the most perplexing thing was the pipe!  There was white plastic pipe and hose everywhere!  There were multiple nozzles, complete with little valve knobs like water faucets have.  It was… confusing.  I couldn’t make heads or tails of it.  It was like that game, pipeworks, where you get these cards with pipe and hose sections on it and you create crazy pipelines before the water comes.
 
    
 
   “Okay, so if you’ll just lie down on the bench… no the other way… and yeah… that’s perfect.  Good,” Mike said as I followed his instructions.  I laid back and looked up through the pipe at the blue pavilion above me as Mike began strapping me down.  The first thing I noticed after my legs were spread, that my movement was severely limited. I’ve been tied down lots before and I can count the number of times I’ve been bound that tightly on one hand.  Mike worked up my body.  There was a strap at my ankle, below my knee, above my knee, at mid-thigh, at my waist, under my breasts, above my breasts, at my shoulders, around my neck, at my elbow, and finally my wrists.  It was a bit disconcerting to be so thoroughly secured.  I could wiggle my toes and fingers, turn my head, and breath.  Everything else was about as likely to happen as me having sex on the moon.
 
    
 
   Mike disappeared from view for a moment and I heard a soft hissing noise.  Then he came back and fiddled with his pipeworks.  I began taking more note of his valves and nozzles, noting that three of the nozzles seemed positioned directly above spots like my clit and my nipples.  There was flexible hose between the nozzles and pipe, secured with metal strips, more metal bars with adjustable slides positioning the nozzles were Mike felt they needed to go.  He turned the first valve above my right breast and a droplet of lukewarm water fell on my breast, about an inch away from my nipple.  Mike made a quick adjustment with a turnkey clamp and then about fifteen seconds later a second drop fell directly on the tip of my breast.  It felt… nice actually.  
 
    
 
   I’m sure you’ve realized by now what he was doing.  Yeah.  Chinese Water Torture.  I realized it too and let me tell you, this was a MUCH more effective setup than Julie’s stupid two liter bottles.  Mike repeated the process of adjustment on my left breast and in moments I was feeling the steady but off set dripping.  It felt a little odd because the left nozzle was open just a touch more so it was dripping at a quicker rate than the right nozzle.  At first this didn’t bother me, but after the second hour it was driving me banana crackers let me tell you.  But I don’t want to get ahead of the story.
 
    
 
   I felt another drop of water land on me, except this one hit my upper thigh. I felt the water trickle down and then disappear under my leg.  A second one fell, closer to my still throbbing needful pussy.  I wondered if my ben wa balls were still on the living room floor or if Mike had picked them up.  Sometimes, the strangest shit goes through your mind, especially when you’re strapped down to a torture device.
 
    
 
   When there was a steady drip on all three nozzles, averaging about ten to fifteen seconds apart, Mike told me he had to go inside for a bit, but that he’d be back out momentarily.  I admit I felt a flurry of trepidation.  All of those stories where some girl gets tied down and her master or kidnapper has a heart attack admittedly went through my mind. Of course, the benefit of being tied down in the backyard was that if worse came to worse, I could always shout for help.  It would be embarrassing, but I could do it.
 
    
 
   It was while Mike was inside that the temperature of the water suddenly changed.  Originally it was lukewarm.  But after about ten minutes, I felt the water get hotter, a lot hotter.  At first I didn’t notice it, but it definitely made each falling droplet much more intense.  I began twisting, trying to move some other part of my scalded flesh under the droplets.  Nothing budged.  The heat was about as intense as a hot waxing, at least in my memory and I let out a rather pitiful moan.  Each drop did different things.  Almost invariably, the single droplet that fell on my clit exploded, splattering into a mist of tiny beads that coated my thighs, labia, and pubic mound.  After enough droplets, eventually a rivulet of water would form, running down the nearest crevasse toward earth.  It drove me nuts.
 
    
 
   The impacts on my nipples were much more distracting.  If I had taken a breath, then usually the water would splash upward, sending a fine mist across my jaw, sometimes as high as an eye.  If I had let my breath out, then the water droplet usually exploded across my abdomen.  The hard part was that I couldn’t anticipate when those droplets would fall.  It was aggravating.
 
    
 
   And that aggravation only increased.  Time crawled.  I counted the metal plastic attachments on the underside of the pavilion.  I tried focusing on the droplets of water.  I counted.  I sang a little song to myself.  I think it was about twenty minutes later when Mike returned, now dressed in a tee shirt and shorts, holding two bottles of water, one with a straw no less, and a tablet reader.  He had a folding chair, one of those canvas camp kind, and opened it up near my head, holding out the water bottle and putting the straw in my mouth.
 
    
 
   I sucked greedily.  It was just water, but it was cold water and to be honest, despite the fact that I was being liberally splashed a drop at a time, I was very thirsty.  Mike let me drink as much as I wanted, being careful not to block the various droplets falling on me.  Once my thirst was quenched, he sat back down in his chair, pulled out his little tablet reader and began reading to me aloud.
 
    
 
   What did he read to me?  Would you believe he was reading my own book?  Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  I haven’t gone back and re-read my own assignments in ages and having them read to me was… very erotic.  Memories and more flashed through my brain as Mike read them aloud, adding his own commentary here and there.  
 
    
 
   “This is my favorite one!”
 
    
 
   Or “I really liked how you got tortured here.”
 
    
 
   Or, “Oh look! I’m in this one!”
 
    
 
   And through it all… drip drip drip drip drip drip drip drip.
 
    
 
   The last time I tried to endure a Chinese Water Torture experience it was somewhat ruined by the fact that my tormentor was an amateur at creating the necessary equipment.  This time I was confronted by an expert and I finally realized just how diabolical the CWT really is.  To be honest, I can’t imagine how awful this would have been had the droplets been falling on my forehead, slowly drilling into my skull.  It was bad enough having them constantly landing on my nipples and clit.  The first twenty minutes wasn’t bad, except for the heat, but eventually the water cooled and it felt good.  By the one hour mark however I was starting to feel the impacts of each droplet.  
 
    
 
   It’s one of those things that you really can’t understand or conceptualize until you actually do it.  I’m not even sure about the physiological effects of it.  All I personally know is that I began to tingle… and not in a good way, but in an “oh wow, that’s… not cool” way.  My clit felt really tender, swollen and each drop began increasing in power until it felt as if someone was leaning over my sex, flicking their finger against my clit in increasingly heavy strokes.  My nipples were hard little bumps in which the sensitivity of my skin had been jacked way up. It was maddening.
 
    
 
   And then there was the fact that I was so horny that I’d make a Texas Longhorn Steer jealous.  God, I wanted to touch myself so bad. I begged Mike to do me.  To touch me. To take me.  Hell, I would have accepted being whipped, drilled, hell… I even begged him to clamp my clit!  Anything that would have changed that steady evil maddening drip drip drip.  The tales were erotically inspiring and by the time we reached hour number two parts of me were trembling with strain.  
 
    
 
   That’s when Mike pushed in a set of vibroballs.  
 
    
 
   They weren’t MY vibroballs.  These were much wider and longer than mine.  Not that this made a difference.  When he started them up I just groaned and practically came right there. They were on low of course.  What’s the point of tormenting a nympho humiliation pain slut like me for so long if you’re just going to let her cum at the first opportunity?  So I was kept in stasis, desperately wanting, in slow agony between my legs and along my breasts.
 
    
 
   A little after two hours, I got a really bad painful cramp in my right leg that absolutely necessitated Mike releasing that leg and working it.  After that he unstrapped every limb one by one and worked me, all the while drip drip drip landed on me.  I started to beg. I whimpered. I pleaded. I offer to be his permanent sex slave for the rest of my natural life.  Yes. I was that desperate.  Mike’s response was to turn up the vibroballs.
 
    
 
   I’m not absolutely positive, but I think I went crazy.  I don’t remember what it was I said but eventually Mike shoved a ball gag between my lips.  I’m not a big fan of gags.  That was not cool.  To make matters worse, every drop that landed on my clit was as if someone had just licked me rapidly for ten minutes straight, making me want to cum, teetering on the edge, followed immediately by someone taking a pair of pliers and squeezing my clitoris hard until I screamed.  Pleasure and pain all in one drop. I wish I could bottle it.
 
    
 
   My nipples weren’t faring much better.  When I lifted my head to look at them, both nipples were actually pink.  Seriously!  There were pink!  My mind started to wander. I couldn’t focus.  Everything was wet and there were these drums beating off tempo, but each slam of the mallet ending in this shard of pain echoed with sexual need.  I’ve never ever felt anything like it before.  I suffered.
 
    
 
   The sound of the wet impact actually reached my brain about a millisecond before the pain did.  My eyes flew open and my back arched… or it would have had I not been strapped to the fucking bench.  The muscles in my legs rippled as my heels dug into the wood and every strap seemed to bite into my flesh.  Mike lifted his thick leather belt again, looped in his hands, and brought it down between my legs.
 
    
 
   I screeched through the ball gag as the belt slammed into my clit and my toes and fingers clenched and I did my best to bite through that thick ball of rubber.  The vibroballs suddenly went to maximum and there was another impact.  If water was dripping on me, I could no longer tell.  All I knew was that someone had drenched my privates in alcohol and set fire to me.  Another stroke landed and I realized that the pain had encompassed my labia as well as my clitoris. My pussy clenched, pulsing, on fire, wet moisture exploding over my swollen petals.  Mike hit me again and I could feel it, the orgasm.  It wasn’t quite there yet but it was so close. I began making stupid noises, desperate noises, into the gag, hoping he would understand.  Hit me! Hit me again! Oh God! YES HIT ME!
 
    
 
   He got the message.  I know.  Cause he stopped.  The need welled right beneath the surface, needing just one or two more strokes.  Oh God… I needed it so bad!  I begged some more, eyes flashing, but the gag prevented Mike from understanding that if he didn’t allow me to cum I was going to rip of his head, cut of his cock, have it bronzed and fuck it for the rest of my life every ten minutes.
 
    
 
   Or maybe he DID understand.  I’m not sure.  All I knew was that the drip drip drip on my nipples and clit finally stopped.
 
    
 
   To be replaced by something so much crueler, so horrible and evil that even thinking about it makes me… wet.  Very very wet.
 
    
 
   Mike lifted his hand to the valve above my pussy and turned the stupid blue faucet handle.  Suddenly the drip drip drip became something much more nefarious.  A thin high powered stream of water shot out of the nozzle, aimed directly at my clit.   This wasn’t a garden hose stream either.  This was more like what you’d expect from mini-power washer.  Or maybe a high powered water pick.  It didn’t just strike my clit, oh no.  It HAMMERED it.  The stream of water pushed it around as if someone had taken their thumb and rapidly rubbed it back and forth across my little nub while at the same time a million evil elves gave my clitoris paper cuts and then drenched me in lemon juice.  
 
    
 
   I went right back into la la land as my brain attempted to cope with the new sensations.  It didn’t help that in moments two more high velocity streams of water were pointed at delicate parts of my anatomy.  I laid there, jerking slightly, but not enough to disrupt the target points of Mike’s Chinese Water Torture device.  The vibroballs continued to hum inside me and that’s when I went from a category three hurricane to a full blown category 4.  I began hyperventilating, my chest heaving as my breasts were literally blasted and the stinging and pressure felt like needles pushing through both nipples.  
 
    
 
   I don’t think I lasted longer than five minutes at full blast.  I came moments later and after my orgasm, the harsh stinging water needles felt just like that: needles.  I think Mike got the message that I had reached my limits, probably from the high pitched screaming being muted by the ball gag.  He turned the valves back down until the streams of water were once more soft drips.  My nipples and clit were so traumatized by the brutal high pressure torment, I didn’t even realize that we had started up the slow drip drip drip again for like thirty minutes.
 
    
 
   But it wasn’t me who gave up.  Oh no.  It was Mike.  He couldn’t take it.  I felt the vibroballs drawn out of me and then he was standing between my outstretched legs, the tip of his condom covered cock rubbing against my swollen wet reddened petals.  I groaned as his shaft slipped into me and then he was pumping.  His hands came up to my breasts, his fingers blocking the falling water.  He began pinching me, squeezing and rubbing at my nipples and I couldn’t deal with it.  I began squeezing his cock inside me and squealing.  He came moments later. I could tell because his cock shuddered inside me and he got that look men get on their face when they’re cumming.  He rammed home hard and straightened. I felt the drip drip drip on my clit and then he groaned, shoved in to the hilt, and then let out one of the biggest sighs of relief I’ve ever heard in my life.
 
    
 
   I matched his groan when Mike pulled out and after hearing him move away, opened my eyes and looked around.  I had been left alone.  Again.  Bound.  Drip Drip Drip Drip still falling on my clit and nipples.  It was agonizing.  I was hot, thirsty again, and I felt like my breasts and pussy had been beaten raw.
 
    
 
   I thought he was gone for fifteen or twenty minutes but in reality he was only away for ten.  When he returned he went to work on his pipe works and I watched in growing horror as a new attachment was applied to the system.  It had three nozzles like the ones above my nipples and clit, but this time the whole thing was brought down low between my legs. I couldn’t even see the bottom two nozzles.  
 
    
 
   When he was finished, Mike came over to me and removed the ball gag.  A sip of water took care of my hoarse voice and I started begging for him to let me up.  I was crying.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry Breanne, but I can’t.  We aren’t finished yet,” Mike said with a smile and a totally false sad smile.  “I can’t let you up unless you buy freedom.”
 
    
 
   “What? Anything! Please!” I begged again. 
 
 
   He patted my breast, giving it a squeeze.  “Five minutes for each strap,” he said patiently.  
 
    
 
   I blinked, totally uncomprehending.  “What?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Five minutes on the super sprayer for each strap.”  
 
    
 
   I realized then what he wanted.  I was held down with a ton of straps.  He was going to blast me again with the high stream water, five minutes for each strap before he would let me go.  My nipples and clit tingled and I wondered if I could actually handle it.  Wouldn’t it hurt?  
 
    
 
   I shook my head, sobbing. “Please please please Mike don’t do this to me!”  
 
    
 
   He came over to me, a smile on his face, and he stroked my cheek even as I struggled to get loose.  “What are you, Breanne?” he asked softly.
 
    
 
   I knew the answer he wanted.  “Please…. Please!” I begged again.
 
    
 
   “Ssshhhh… now answer the question.  What are you?” 
 
    
 
   I choked on my reply but it was audible.  “A nympho humiliation pain slut,” I whispered.  
 
    
 
   Mike nodded patiently, working me through it.  His right hand was on my breast, gently kneading it.  “And what are you for?”
 
    
 
   The tears started coming again.  “T-t-to b-b-be used and abused, s-s-sir!” I sobbed.
 
    
 
   “That’s right, Breanne.  Which means I really need to hurt you right now.  And if you’re lucky, you might cum again.  Would you like that Breanne?” Mike asked, his voice patronizing, as if I were a little girl.
 
    
 
   I nodded, trying to control myself.  
 
    
 
   “Now I need you to ask me to hurt you and let you cum.”  Mike’s tone went from soft persuasion to sudden steel.  I looked into his eyes and knew he was going to hurt me either way.
 
    
 
   “Sir? Please hurt me and let me cum? Please?” I begged, wishing with all my heart that I was going to be released.
 
    
 
   Mike bent over, planted a gentle kiss on my forehead.  “As you wish.”  Then he moved down between my legs.
 
    
 
   The apparatus down there didn’t touch me, and for that I’m glad.  There were however three nozzles and with a single twist of one valve, three high powered jets sent thin needle like streams of water at me.  The top nozzle only needed a tiny bit of adjustment by Mike, who directed the torrent at my clit.  I immediately let out a scream and before I even really got into it, the ball gag was shoved back into my mouth.  With the gag buckled on and my brain overloading from the combination of agony and pleasure, the second nozzle was activated.  This one was directed directly at my vagina.  Please understand what I mean by this.  The water wasn’t spraying my labia, or my clitoris, but it was taking advantage of my spread open position to send a stream of water actually up inside me!  It was the most… strange but awesome sensation. I could feel my pussy filling up with water and then there was a heavy splash, my thighs rippling as the backwash exploded out of me.
 
    
 
   The third and lowest nozzle however, was the worst.  This one Mike aimed at my ass, and I don’t mean my ass CHEEKS.  Oh no…  the last nozzle was aimed at my anus, and despite the negative connotations I place on being ass fucked, let me remind you that the rear end is a VERY sensitive spot.  Just ask anyone with hemorrhoids.  Having a water pick directed at your derrière is not the sort of thing you easily forget.
 
    
 
   All of this combined made for some rather serious issues for me.  The most dramatic of course was the fact that my clit felt as if someone had clamped it and then twisted it completely around two or three times before holding a fucking electric sander to it.  
 
    
 
   I have no clue how long he kept me there.  I do know that there is no way those things were spraying me for longer than thirty minutes.  In fact, he turned them off right after I came again.  It was a hard orgasm too, not my usual fun kind.  That last one was all about gritting me teeth and straining.  It actually hurt.  But that’s how Mike wanted it.  I almost lost consciousness and I was really really out of it when he shut the water off and began releasing the straps.  I wasn’t even able to get up.  Mike literally carried me inside, depositing me on the couch.  I twitched uncontrollably and for the first time really understood what it was like to have my central nervous system overloaded.  My clit felt so sore, so tender.  It hurt.  My nipples and ass weren’t much better off.
 
    
 
   Mike covered me with a blanket and I dozed off about twenty minutes later.  He let me sleep.  Guess I had done the distance.  I woke when the smell of sautéing onions filled my nose and the rumble in my stomach told me I was hungry.  Mike was cooking fajitas for dinner and the steak and green pepper and onions and fresh guacamole were just amazing.  I sat there naked at the table and practically ate my weight in great Mexican food.
 
    
 
   We talked during dinner, but it was mostly non-sexual, and neither of us mentioned Mike’s Machine until the very end.  My host looked out into the slowly darkening back yard.  “So I guess I’ll need to dismantle it now,” he said a bit forlornly.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Dismantle it?  But why?”
 
    
 
   He looked at me in surprise. “Well I can’t keep it up in my backyard permanently, Breanne.  Besides, you’ve already done your torment on it.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, nodding.  It all made perfect sense.
 
    
 
   “Well, if you want to, I guess that makes sense,” I replied.  Then I looked Mike in the eye.  “Unless of course some girl comes over next week and wants to break her record.”
 
    
 
   Mike gave me a knowing smile.  “What are nympho humiliation pain sluts for, Breanne?”
 
    
 
   I laughed.  
 
    
 
   Because we all know the answer to that. He
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: imback]I’m Back!
 
    
 
   08/31/11
 
    
 
   I’m back.  Thanks to everyone who was patient with me.  I was getting burned out and things were busy here with the corn harvest and I was just totally NOT with it.  Oh… I still followed NHPS Rule #1 through my “vacation”, but I kept the stimulation down to a minimum… just enough to keep me wet.  Lots of ben wa ball days!  Then of course I had another week of TOTM, which was physically not fun, but mentally and emotionally pleasant.  I never realized being a nympho humiliation pain slut was such hard work!
 
    
 
   But I’m back in gear now!  Aren’t you pleased?  I am! Of course, there were a couple of my online masters who were not so happy with me.  The way I understand it, I’m supposed to get a serious punishment for taking my “vacation”.  I should get that assignment today sometime.  So that should be fun, right?
 
    
 
   So now there is just one more thing to discuss… today’s toy.  I haven’t cum in five days thanks to my TOTM, so I’m pretty desperate.  Master Brandon would like to keep me like that, so he has suggested… wait.  Did I say suggest?  ORDERED would be a more appropriate adjective.  Master Brandon ordered me to wear my vibroballs and butterfly clitoral stimulator.  I have to keep ONE of the toys on at all times, at medium.  But I’m allowed to switch whenever I want.  If I cum, then I am supposed to lube my clit with Stinging O, put the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit, and then turn both toys to maximum vibration for twenty minutes.  When my twenty minutes are done (and if I haven’t cum again), then I can turn one toy off, the other down to medium, and remove the clamp.
 
    
 
   I think I’m in for a tough day.  Don’t you?
 
    
 
   Love to everyone!
 
    
 
   Bre
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: thepunishmentbench]The Punishment Bench
 
    
 
   09/02/11
 
    
 
   Every once in a while, I’m a bad girl.
 
    
 
   I know.  Hard to believe, right?
 
    
 
   To be honest, I LIKE being a bad girl.  My Dad is a Meatloaf fan (the rock singer, not the food) and I’ve heard the tag line often enough: good girls go to heaven and bad girls go anywhere.  I like the idea of every door being open to me.
 
    
 
   Of course when you’re bad, you have to accept the consequences, which means being punished for being bad.  Bad like going on vacation without permission.  And sometimes that punishment is much much worse than you expect.
 
    
 
   I hit the end button on my phone and dropped it into the cup holder of my truck’s console.  I was wearing a short flared denim skirt, not quite inappropriate but damned close, and the summer heat had made me sticky.  Of course not wearing panties or a bra also might have had something to do with it.  My shirt?  Well, that WAS inappropriate.  It was a dark purple tee shirt, way too tight, stretched across my breasts, with the words “fuck me!” written in gold letters across the front.  I sat behind the wheel of my truck as I slipped the flip flops off my bare feet and affixed the massive teetering towers I called my “fuck me” shoes, but just about everyone would recognize the branded footwear of strippers and whores across the world.
 
    
 
   Strapped in and when ready, I took a deep breath.  The temperature was still in the high nineties and the brilliant sun was only occasionally obscured by clouds.  I grabbed my bag, climbed down from the cab of my truck, and headed out into the park.  The walk wasn’t that long.  All I needed to do was get to this one little spot I had found a month or two earlier.  It was a spur, a relatively unused spur, with only the occasional errant biker who liked to backtrack traveling the distance.  From one end to the other it was about a mile and a half.  Not long enough to want to do for exercise, not short enough to do for fun.
 
    
 
   But what really appealed to me was the lush plant life around, the quiet atmosphere, and most importantly, a large metal park bench stuck firmly under a giant live oak tree.  It was practically a perfect place for park play, with a place to sit in the shade, some decent bushes to fuck in behind the tree, and relatively untraveled.  Perfect.
 
    
 
   I looked around when I got there.  Not a soul in sight. I had passed one or two joggers on the path leading up to the spur, getting quite a few stares that had made me very wet.  But neither jogger stopped me or asked me anything, so I went on unmolested.  Damn.
 
    
 
   I sat down on the bench and began pulling items out of my bag.  The first thing I drew out was my Stinging O, an oil mixture made of a combination of chili pepper oil and cinnamon oil in a base of grapeseed oil.  It’s totally natural, burns and tingles like hell, and makes for either a cruel and inhumane lubricant, or a fantastic lube for a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   I started off with the vibroballs, two sphere shaped vibrators attached with wires to a blocky remote.  These were given a single drop each of Stinging O, which I spread around with my forefinger before bringing them one by one down to my pussy.  My thighs were already well spread and my skirt had ridden up nicely, exposing my freshly shaved pussy.  I dragged the first ball across my clit, feeling the slickness of the oil.  As I slipped the first vibroball through my labia, pushing it in deep, I felt the tingle on my clit turn to heat.  The temperature between my legs increased dramatically as the capsicum in the oil tricked my nerves into thinking I was on fire.
 
    
 
   It actually wasn’t that bad.   It certainly wasn’t like I was getting a direct undiluted dose.  I’ve actually had that before… on my fingers and it was literally like being burned.  Lasts HOURS.  My Stinging O only has a tiny amount in it.  Just enough to stoke the engines and make it hurt just a tiny bit.  
 
    
 
   So with my pussy contracting both in response to the spherical intrusion of the sex toy and the chemical enhancements applied, I moved on to the next item in my bag: my vibrating anal beads.
 
    
 
   These are not my favorite toy.  They’re a pain to put in, uncomfortable, and I think by now everyone knows how much I hate having things in my ass.  But I really didn’t have a choice here, so I lubricated the first sphere with oil, stood up, put one knee on the bench, and reached back behind me.  Putting in the anal beads is not a quick process, but despite the risk of being discovered, I managed.  It took four or five minutes and my fingers were slick with Stinging O by the time I was done.  Stuffed and ready, I sat back down and extracted the next item I needed: my butterfly clitoral stimulator.
 
    
 
   This toy was nothing more than another vibrator encased in plastic.  Except this time, rather than spherical, this one was in the shape of a butterfly, which nestled right on top of my clit.  The idea is simple.  You turn it on and it rubs your clit non-stop.  It’s quite exquisite. I can’t stand it for that long.  In fact, I think the longest I’ve ever managed NOT to cum while wearing just the butterfly stimulator was forty minutes, at least with it on high.  
 
    
 
   Once I was set, I knew it was time for the punishment to start.  Trembling slightly, I drew out the metal jumbo alligator clamp, a vicious toothed instrument that hurts like heck and can’t be purchased at your local sex toy shop. No, for this thing, you need to visit a hardware store.  Slowly I pulled the butterfly stimulator away from my clit and then set the toothed clamp over my most sensitive and tender part.  When it closed I let out a sharp wail and bit my lip, struggling to handle the shooting pain that exploded up through my groin and went right through my heart to my throat. It was awful.
 
    
 
   When I had mastered myself enough to continue, ignoring the pain, I reached back into my bag and grabbed the clover clamps.  These are heavy metal flat tipped clamps designed to tighten if you pull on them.  I lifted my shirt, exposing bare breasts and hard nipples.  One by one I pinched the Clover clamps open and attached them to the tips of my breast.  Another gasp from me as the delicious pinching was added to the other sensations I was experiencing.  While the vibroballs, anal beads, and clitoral stimulator were all currently off, I was still stuffed, feeling those things move and roll around inside me.  That ALWAYS makes a difference.  I pulled the shirt down, covering the clover clamps but not concealing them, thanks to the rather obvious outlines under the “Fuck Me!” shirt.  
 
                 
 
   I grabbed a small plastic baggie out of my larger bag and opened it, extracting the clothespin and string construction I had made a few days earlier.  It was a rather simple thing.  A baker’s dozen worth of clothespins were tied, one by one, on to a single string.  I started with the peg on the end, spreading my legs and readily attaching the first clothespin directly to my left labia, as far down toward my ass as I could go.  The next clothespin went across from the first and back and forth until my entire pussy looked like a porcupine mated with a wash line.  It tingled badly as well and I leaned forward and tossed the end of the zip line across the concrete path so that it was obvious.  Then I smoothed my skirt, hiding my charms.
 
    
 
   I pulled the handcuffs and key out of the bag.  The key was on a cheap dollar store carabineer hook and this I clipped to the chain dangling out from underneath my shirt.  It didn’t do much of adding to the weight hanging from my nipples, but it didn’t help either.  Next came the tough part.  The part I wasn’t looking forward to.  I twisted in the bench, already in quite a bit of discomfort, and threaded the handcuffs through one of the bars.  They still stuck out on my side, but in essence, if I were to lock myself in the cuffs, not only would I be locked with my hands secured behind my back, but I’d be locked to the bench as well.
 
    
 
   The vibroballs remote was on the bench next to me. I turned it up to maximum and the spheres inside my pussy roared to life.  I groaned and almost closed my legs.  My pussy convulsed and I felt a sudden wave of sexual urgency and pleasure rush through me.  Then I turned on the vibrating anal beads, also to maximum.  This just added to the pleasure I was already feeling.  It was amazing to be sitting there like that.  Then I reached down, lifted my skirt, and flicked the little button that activated the butterfly clitoral stimulator.  It too roared to life and the vibrations shook the alligator clamp which translated the movement into the most agonizing chewing sensation on my clit I’ve ever felt.  
 
    
 
   Then I put my hands behind my back, locked my right wrist into the cuff, and then snapped the left one on as well.
 
    
 
   Punishment.
 
    
 
   I’ve been in a lot of strange predicaments in my life before.  Being a nympho humiliation pain slut who is into bondage and discipline, not to mention masochism, presents quite a few opportunities for situations that go a little outside the norm.  But I’m going to admit right now that NOTHING has ever been so dramatically intense as yesterday’s torment.  Of course being bound, cuffed with your hands behind your back, permanently stuck to a park bench and waiting for a good Samaritan to free you, is one of the predominant sensations.  My shoulders started to ache and I couldn’t just lean back, otherwise the cuffs cut into my wrists.  This created a lot of tension in my shoulders and I couldn’t get comfortable.  Of course the maximum buzzing of the anal beads and vibroballs didn’t help either.  And on top of that, my clit was throbbing from the alligator clamp and vibrating butterfly stimulator.  In fact, now that I think about it, the clamp was what hurt the most.  The butterfly was literally shaking the clamp and it was slowly chewing my clit into mincemeat.  I’m STILL sore there and while I didn’t bleed or anything, a close examination shows all these little dark red pressure punctures that look suspiciously like tooth marks.  God that thing hurt!
 
    
 
   The clothespins running up and down my labia were practically nothing in comparison.  And of course the clover clamps pinching my nipples were merely a presence that amplified all the rest.  Pain shot through me from practically every spot.
 
    
 
   I came in like five minutes.
 
    
 
   I can only imagine what it looked like.  I know my hips were rolling and my ass was jerking around.  I also spread my legs wide during my orgasm, mostly because I love the way it feels when my thighs are aching from being stretched apart.  I ground my hips, gasping, moaning out loud, the thought that my cries might attract someone’s attention was just too much for my stupid little brain and the next thing I know I was squirting juice and slumping into the bench, my brain befuddled.
 
    
 
   My orgasm didn’t attract any attention though, but it did create one problem.  In my throes of pleasure (and agony, which was still going on) my skirt had slid upward thanks to my movements.  I shifted. I lifted my ass.  I tried standing.  I could NOT get my skirt back down to cover my pussy!  It was insane!  That kept me busy and distracted which was good because endorphins and adrenaline can only carry you so far.  By the time I realized that I was not going to be able to cover myself my body was already reacting sexually to the stimulation and once more starting the climb up the mountain of orgasm.  
 
    
 
   There are a number of ways to climb that mountain, at least for me.  There is the easy slow path, which a lot of us would call vanilla.  There is the middle path, with just some embarrassment to grease things up and make it a little quicker to the climax.  And then there is the super hard painful path.  And it doesn’t take very long to get to the top at all.
 
    
 
   I’m a sexual masochist and that means as long as I’m horny (which is practically all the time) pain applied to certain parts of me result in stronger, harder, more intense orgasms.  To be honest, it frequently puts me in a Catch 22 situation.  So, I’m tortured to orgasm. I cum.  The torture doesn’t stop, which turns me on, which makes me cum.  I get sensitive, the torture continues but hurts more, which turns me on quicker, which makes me cum.  And on and on…
 
    
 
   I wasn’t wearing a watch and even if I had been it would have been stuck behind my back where I couldn’t see it.  So really all I could do was endure while sitting there on the bench.  Of course by this time the heat was starting to get to me too.  I was sweating buckets.  My shirt was sticky and sticking to me like a second skin.  Then I realized, I was thirsty.
 
    
 
   Really thirsty.
 
    
 
   I was whimpering by then, a non-stop low key vocal objection to my circumstances.  My clit hurt and seemed to hurt more with every second.  I began shifting my weight back and forth, trying to relieve some of the ouch but due to where it was centered, all I ended up doing was rocking my hips as I virtually fucked my torture toys.  Or literally fucked my torture toys.  Do you have any idea what it’s like to pump your hips while stuffed with a vibroballs with your clit clamped and vibrated while wearing 13 clothespin on your labia?
 
    
 
   I do.  I came again.
 
    
 
   And then again.
 
    
 
   AND NO ONE HAD COME DOWN THE PATH!
 
    
 
   I was starting to get agitated and at one point I actually thought about calling for help.  Though I admit, I’ve been in that situation before and when I called for help the responding party not only LEFT me in distress, but added to it.  But that’s another story.  So I closed my eyes, tried to steady my breathing, and just slowly went banana crackers.  My body was a riot of sensation and every part of me either hurt or was sexually excited.  That’s an odd and terrible combination.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Breanne.”  The voice startled me and I jerked upright and opened my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Oh Thank GOD! John! Let me up, please!” I begged.  “Did you bring any water?”
 
    
 
   John held up a water bottle.  “I figured you would forget.  My goodness, you have gotten into a predicament, haven’t you?”  He grinned as he unscrewed the cap and tipped it to my lips. I sucked down the cool liquid in relief.  It was bliss.  Some dripped down onto my chest but it didn’t matter. I was so sticky with perspiration it was just a bit more moisture.
 
    
 
   I had met John the previous year at Thomas Park and he had helped me out on several assignments since.  I had called him before parking, asking him to come and release me.  I knew he lived about fifty minutes away, so I knew that by the time he got dressed and came and got me, I would have spent at least thirty or forty minutes bound and tormented.  It was the perfect solution. I had an escape. John would get some fun.
 
    
 
   “Wow, you did a number on yourself, didn’t you?”  He looked down at the remotes sitting on the bench beside me.  “Are those on high?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded and replied through gritted teeth. “Yes. Please? Turn them off?” I begged.
 
    
 
   He reached for them but then stopped.  “Nah… I like you like this.  Is that a zip line?  Wow!”  His finger found the string that lead up to the clothespins.  “So I’m supposed to pull, right?”
 
    
 
   I gave him a look of pure desperation. “Oh please, no!  Please John! I’m so... ARRRRGGGHHHH!”
 
    
 
   Yes. I screamed.  It fucking hurt.  It was like being electrocuted, or fried, or sapped or something.  All I know is that my labia stung and burned and oh damn did it hurt!  The clothespins clattered onto the concrete as I whined and blubbered, shaking like a leaf.  
 
    
 
   “That was cool. Maybe I should do it again,” John said with a grin.  I didn’t object, mostly because I was still shuddering and gasping and crying from the pain of the first zipping.  
 
    
 
   John ignored the clothespins however and instead tugged my shirt up, exposing my clamped nipples.  The key to the cuffs still dangled from the chain, right near my belly button.  He reached out and squeezed both breasts, but then sat down next to me.
 
    
 
   “So, no one came by to play with you?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “No one…” I gasped out loud through my distress.
 
    
 
   He shook his head.  “That must be a disappointment for you.”  He slapped his thigh and stood up.  Then he put one foot up on the bench and unzipped his shorts.  In seconds his hard cock was out.  I didn’t have time to object or accept, though obviously I would have immediately accepted.  I opened my mouth in time to keep my lips from being bruised and I sucked on him greedily.
 
    
 
   It was a bit of a distraction which I welcomed, but he kept reaching down and playing with the clover clamps on my nipples which sent more twinges of sexual exasperation through me.  I was getting close to another orgasm when John pulled out, pumped his own dick a few times, and then sent a long thick white squirt of cream across my exposed chest.  Cum dripped down the upper slope and there were splatters of it on the clamps.  Oh my…
 
    
 
   John groaned in satisfaction and then smiled.  He zipped up his shorts, putting away his equipment and then backed up, moving to the center of the concrete path in front of me. 
 
    
 
   “That was very nice, Breanne.”  He looked at me with an appreciative smile.
 
    
 
   “Now will you unlock me please?” I asked.  The various vibrators were sending me into another round of spasms and it felt like the one over my clit was actually lined with sandpaper.  Of course that was the clamp chewing on me, but it felt the same.  
 
    
 
   John looked at me thoughtfully.  “Nah.  In fact, I think the point of all this was to have a stranger have some fun with you.  So let’s get you prepped again.”  
 
    
 
   “What?  Wait! No!” I stammered as he picked up the zipline from the concrete path in front of me. The clothespins dangled from his hand.  I glared at him and pressed my thighs together, hissing as the alligator clamp dug into my thigh.
 
    
 
   He came right up to me and looked down.  “Spread your legs, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   My bottom lip trembled.  “Please? John… please don’t do this to me!” I begged.
 
    
 
   “Open your legs.  I’m not going to ask again.”  His voice had become hard.
 
    
 
   I let out a choked sob. “Please! I can’t!” 
 
    
 
   John reached up and grabbed hold of the clover clamp on my left nipple.  Then he began twisting. Oh damn did that hurt.  Pain shot up through my tit and I groaned, shaking.  “Open your legs, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   Finally I couldn’t take it anymore.  It felt like someone was driving a nail through my breast.  I spread my legs and John moved between them, his own feet and knees pushing on my legs.  He bent down and then to my horror began reapplying the zipline to my labia.  Honestly it didn’t hurt that much, but it was more the mental torture that hurt. I knew I was going to get zipped again and as John finished I had another orgasm. It wrung me out like a wet rag and I slumped in my bounds, hurting, tormented, wanting nothing for it to end.  I made another half hearted attempt to plead with John, but he shook his head.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be back in a little bit,” he said brightly.  “Enjoy!”  Then he walked off back down the trail.
 
    
 
   Leaving me with my breasts exposed and clamped, my skirt down but my pussy covered with clothespins, three different vibrators buzzing at high power, while a metal toothed jaw chewed on my clit.  I was NOT in a good place.  Pain rushed through me from various points, mostly nerve bundles that were not designed to endure non-stop sexual stimulation, especially extreme stimulation, for such long periods of time.  I was constantly crying out now, little keening moans that sounded more like a Japanese Porn flick soundtrack than anything made in America.  I was shaking non-stop too.
 
    
 
   I lost track of time, but I’m pretty sure it wasn’t longer than fifteen minutes.  I heard the clicking sound of the chain first but I blinked as the cyclist coasted to a stop, his eyes wide in shock.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit! He wasn’t kidding!” the man said as he braked to a halt in front of me.  He was tall, in his late fifties, and very fit.  He gave me a grin.  “So, you want people to fuck and hurt you, huh?”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  What?  Then it dawned on me.  John must have walked back out to the main line, stopped one of the regular cyclists, and told him that there was a sex crazed nympho maniac humiliation pain slut who cuffed herself half naked to the bench down the spur.  And now that cyclist was here.  
 
    
 
   He got off his bike and rested it against the tree.  There wasn’t a kickstand.  He came closer.
 
    
 
   “So um… like… what do you want me to do?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Please? Unlock me? I’ll do anything you want!” I begged.
 
    
 
   He gave me a suspicious look.  “Um… the other guy said that I shouldn’t unlock you though.”  He paused. “Do you know him?”
 
    
 
   I gave him my puppy dog eyes.  I was hurting too much to screw around like this. “Please!  Just take the key and unlock the cuffs! I’ll fuck you or blow you or anything!”
 
    
 
   He reached for the key on the chain between my tits, but then he stopped.  “Is this some sort of sex prank?”
 
    
 
   I was losing patience.  “Please?  I’ll explain everything if you’ll just unlock my hands!  Please! It really hurts!” I begged.
 
    
 
   “What hurts?” 
 
    
 
   “The clamp on my clit!” I said, just a tad more harshly than I intended.
 
    
 
   “Seriously?  Your clit is clamped?”  He bent down and peered up my skirt.  I spread my legs a bit wider.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit! Look at those clothespins!  What’s with that?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I gritted my teeth.  The vibrations were once again sending me spiraling up toward orgasm.  “It’s a zipline.  You’re supposed to yank it off.” I said, trying to deal with the sensations in my clit and ass.  Parts of me throbbed.  I was not doing well.  Know those clips where the girl is over stimulated and starts going a bit loopy?
 
    
 
   “Really?” the cyclist said, then grabbed the string leading to the clothespins.  Before I could say anything, he yanked hard.  A dozen and one snaps filled the air and I screamed out loud, shaking in agony as my pussy dealt with the sudden removal.  My labia hurt from top to bottom, both sides.  My hips did this amazing little dance while my ass contracted in reaction to the pain.  
 
    
 
   “My God… is that a clamp? Wow! It is!”  I heard.  I finally opened my eyes to see the cyclist pushing my skirt up and squatting between my legs.  “Wow.  Doesn’t that hurt?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, tears on my cheeks.  “Please?  Take it off?” I begged.
 
    
 
   He grinned. “What will you give me?”
 
    
 
   “Anything! I’ll fuck you!” 
 
    
 
   His fingers lifted the butterfly away from my clamped clit and then he pinched open the jumbo alligator clamp and pulled it away.
 
    
 
   It felt like someone piercing my clit with a white hot needle and leaving it in to cool.  I tensed every muscle in my body as the burning agony went through me.  The cyclist watched with cool interest, going so far as to let the butterfly resettle over my clit.  That was just cruel.
 
    
 
   I was still having trouble catching my breath when he reached up and grabbed the key to my cuffs. Evidently he thought it would come right off.  He pulled hard and first my breasts and then my torso went with him.  He seemed surprised when the nipple clamps wouldn’t cum off and he tugged harder.
 
    
 
   “C-c-clover Clamps!” I gasped.  “T-they TIGHTEN when you pull!” I managed to get out.  
 
    
 
   “Oh.  Never seen those before.  Really?  They won’t come off?” and he gave the chain between my breasts a hard yank.  Suddenly my clit wasn’t hurting as much thanks to the new pain coming from my nipples.  We played that game for a few minutes before he finally acceded to necessity and unclipped the key.  It took another minute for him to unlock me and even before he could say “there ya go” my hands were scrambling for the remotes and the clamps.
 
    
 
   Relief is a blessed thing and as the butterfly clitoral stimulator went silent, followed by the vibroballs and anal beads, I sighed in bliss.  There IS such a thing as too much.  I reached up to pluck off the Clover Clamps, but my cyclist stopped me.
 
    
 
   “No, I want to fuck you with those on.  Give me something to hold.”
 
    
 
   I nodded, then got to my feet.  That was hard. I wobbled, and not from the stupid high heels.  I wobbled because I felt drained, exhausted, totally used.  And now I had to fuck this guy too.
 
    
 
   He led me behind the bushes and I stumbled along.  He wrapped an arm around me, which I was grateful for since otherwise I wouldn’t have made it ten steps.  He tossed me to the ground and the next thing I knew he was tugging out the vibroballs, and then unstrapping the butterfly.  I just lay there, totally out of it, while he slid his dick into me.  Evidently I was being a boring fuck because after awhile he started yanking on the clover clamp chain connecting my nipples.  After I yelped and whimpered enough he exploded, pulling out his cock at the last second and sending a long stream of cum across my belly, including some on my skirt, which had just been pushed up around my waist.  
 
    
 
   He stood up afterward, pulling his biking shorts back up.  With a grin he looked down at me.  “Well this was nice.  Thanks!”  Then he walked back around the bushes and I heard the clicking of his bike chain as he rode off.
 
    
 
   I stayed where I was.  I didn’t want to move.  I was hot and thirsty and I hurt in more places than I remember ever hurting before.  At one point I thought about removing the anal beads, but then changed my mind.  Too much effort.  I closed my eyes.
 
    
 
   “Breanne? Where are you sweetheart?” 
 
    
 
   I blinked my eyes and lifted my head.  The sun had moved a bit.  I groaned and rolled over, leaves and forest debris in my hair.  It was John. I recognized his voice.
 
    
 
   “Here,” I croaked, my throat parched.  John came around the bushes and saw me on the ground.  He pulled me to my feet and caught me when it seemed like I was about to go back down.
 
    
 
   “Wow.  Tied one on didn’t you?  Had enough?”
 
    
 
   I tried glaring at him, but you have to have energy to be angry.  He walked me back to the bench and sat me down.  I watched silently as he gathered up my toys and got them all in my bag.  When everything was cleaned up, he stopped suddenly and looked at me.
 
    
 
   “Are you following NHPS Rule #1 right now?”
 
    
 
   “Uh… no,” I replied, my speech still a little slurred.  He shook his head and sighed.  My bag slipped off his shoulder and he rooted around in it for a moment.  He came out with my vibroballs.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Breanne but I can’t enable you to break the rules.  Spread your legs for me.”
 
    
 
   I tried but my muscles weren’t working well and he ended up pushing my knees apart.  I jerked a bit when the first ball was pressed against my pussy but I didn’t have the strength to object, much less prevent it.  I let out another whimper when the vibroballs went in.  But it wasn’t until John turned the vibroballs on low that I broke down.  
 
    
 
   John pulled me to my feet and started walking me down the path.  Every step was a trial.  Every movement torment.  My nipples throbbed because the clamps were still attached to them.  My pussy was overly sensitive and now vibrating.  The anal beads were still in my ass.  Hell, even my skirt seemed uncomfortable thanks to the various remotes stuck in my waist band.  The heels I was wearing were not made for walking.  They were made for twisting while holding on to a pole, or to wear while lying down on a bed.  I just thank God that I wasn’t wearing the butterfly or alligator clamp.
 
    
 
   We made it back to the parking lot without any problem and we didn’t bother with my truck.  John loaded me into his SUV and headed back to his place.  I was delicately deposited on the couch and he unclipped my nipples, turned off the vibroballs, and even removed the anal beads from my rear end.  Then I slept.
 
    
 
   It was maybe three hours later when I woke up and I was hungry.  John took me out to eat, still stuffed, still wearing the short denim skirt and the black “fuck me” tee, but at least it wasn’t painful.  Then we went back to his place and had a rather vigorous screw session involving my clamps again and a vibrator, which John held against my clit for extended periods of time.  I was tied to the bed, so I wasn’t really in a position to object.  Of course I did, vocally, sometimes even yelling.  But in the end we both enjoyed it.  
 
    
 
   John drove me back to the park and I picked up my truck and gave him a peck on the cheek.  He laughed, patted me on the rear end, and went home.
 
    
 
   For a moment I eyed the path.  I still had everything there with me.  The cuffs, the clamps, the butterfly, the alligator… all of it.  It was all in the bag, waiting for me.  All I had to do was march down that concrete… could I do it?  Put the anal beads back in?  Attach the alligator clamp to my clit?  Turn on the butterfly?  Clamp my nipples again?  Cuff myself to a bench?  And what about the zipline?  Did I have the strength?  
 
    
 
   I fingered the keys to my truck and looked back down the path into the gathering darkness.
 
    
 
   It was a tough decision.
 
    
 
   But I think I made the right choice.
 
    
 
   And I’m still paying for it.
 
    
 
   Breanne – you will dress in a short flared skirt, no panties, no bra, and one of your “fuck me” tee shirts.  Wear your fuck me shoes.  You will bring your 12 peg zip line, your vibroballs, your vibrating anal beads, your hand cuffs, your cuff key, your jumbo alligator clamp, your butterfly clitoral stimulator, and your clover clamps.  You will put in the beads and the vibroballs and proceed to your favorite park bench.  Once there, call a friend like Becca or John and ask them to meet you there in one hour.  Once they arrive, you will put the alligator clamp on your sore clit, underneath the butterfly. You will then lift up your shirt and put on your clover clamps.  Cover the clamps up with your shirt, but make sure your midriff is exposed and the bottom of the chain connecting the clamps is readily visible.  Spread your legs and pull up your skirt.  Attach the 12 pegs of the zip line to your labia, 6 on each side.  Run the string from the zip line across the trail or path.  Put your skirt back down but do not close your legs.  Turn up the butterfly clitoral stimulator, the vibroballs, and the anal beads to maximum power.  Place the vibrator remotes on the bench next to you in plain sight.  Put your handcuff key on a string or a key chain and hang it from the nipple clamp chain.  Cuff your wrists behind your back, preferably to the park bench.  
 
    
 
   If someone approaches you be polite.  Nothing should be exposed, but if they ask about the zip line string, explain what it goes to and does.  If they ask about the remotes, explain what each one goes to.  If they ask about the clamps on your nipples, explain that those go to the key locking your hands.  Make sure you explain that you are a nympho humiliation pain slut and are doing this as punishment.  
 
    
 
   If you’re lucky, they will unlock your hands.  If they do, you may turn off the vibrators, remove the clamps and the zip line (without ripping it off) and go home.  If you’re unlucky, they will remove the zip line (the painful way), play with the nipple clamp chain and generally make your life miserable until your friend comes to unlock you.
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   I hit the brake and coasted to a stop.  The wind blew through my hair and I reveled in it.  After almost three months of non-stop heat, summer’s back was finally broken and despite the temperature still up near ninety, I was very very pleased.  The south Texas sun is brutal, especially in high summer and it beats down on you almost like a physical blow.  The afternoon’s balmy weather was not just a relief, it was a blessing; because I still had eight acres to turn under.
 
    
 
   I live on a farm and ever since my dad was clipped by a drunk driver, I’ve been pretty much the only ranch hand we’ve got.  So after I graduated college I moved back home and pretty much do it all.  And at that moment, all included turning under some finished crop land that we’d already harvested and were ready to replant.  I was sitting in the cab of our green tractor, dressed in work boots and socks, tight short shorts, a tight tee shirt, light blue bikini style panties, and a white lace bra.
 
    
 
   Oh yeah, and I was stuffed with a twelve inch long three inch wide black rubber dildo.
 
    
 
   Sitting on my Core Driller dildo isn’t easy, even when you aren’t rolling and bouncing along on a giant vibrating tractor.  I’ve tried and when the base is flush with your pelvic bones and embedded as deeply as it can go, there just isn’t a way to get comfortable.  It fills you up in a way that most girls weren’t intended to endure for any length of time. Me?  Well I’m just a tad bit different.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I’m used to it. 
 
    
 
   I had been enduring the Core Driller all day, which made walking a challenge (YOU try walking around with a foot long rubber rod shoved up inside you!)  Of course that morning I had also spent a few hours on the tractor before lunch and let me tell you, the engine vibrations that come up through the seat do some mighty interesting things to a girl impaled on a foot long gear shift rod that moves her from apathetic to “oh my God I’m going to cum” rather quickly.  I think I did cum two or three times that morning, which meant my afternoon would probably have the same sort of results.
 
    
 
   Or better ones.
 
    
 
   I grabbed my bag, opened the cab door, and hopped out.  It was a long way to the ground but I made it with a grunt and another spear of angled discomfort in my loins. Then I put one foot up on the step of the tractor and began working off my boot.  The other followed momentarily and then I stood barefoot in fallen corn stalks.  I grabbed the bottom of my shirt with both hands and tugged, pulling it up over my head and baring my lace covered breasts.  My breasts didn’t stay lace covered long though, since my bra went next, a quick unclip and then it followed the shirt into the bag.  The next part was going to be a bit dicey.  
 
    
 
   The Core Driller is, as I’ve said, twelve inches long.  I can’t think of a single girl’s vagina who will retain a twelve inch long dildo.  Let’s face it.  Girl’s are intended to be slippery, smooth, and soft.  If we were intended to keep super long thick cock like objects in there, our labia would have teeth.
 
    
 
   Aren’t you glad we don’t?
 
    
 
   All of which meant that the moment I took off my shorts my body would do the natural thing and expel said intruder.  Of course my panties would be in the way, but my panties don’t even do a good job of keeping my nine inch Husky dildo in.  There’s no way they could handle my Core Driller.  I unzipped my shorts and started to wriggle out of them, already feeling the Core Driller slipping.  I squeezed my thighs together and did this little hip wiggle dance, letting gravity take the shorts down past my knees and then to my ankles.  With one hand between my legs, I stepped out of the fallen attire, and then extracted the Core Driller simply by pushing aside my panties.  It came out with a wet squelching sound and I groaned.  It NEVER feels good having that thing come out.  
 
                 
 
   Don’t worry.  I was about to put it back in.
 
    
 
   I set the Core Driller on the floorboard of the cab, upright obviously, and quickly skimmed off my panties.  Everything got tucked back into the bag and totally nude, I climbed back up into the cab of my tractor, snagged the Core Driller, and looked around.  Miles of fields and not a soul in sight.  Even the farm to market road that boarded the property was so far away that I could have been standing in the middle of the field, stark naked, and no one would have been able to tell.  
 
    
 
   I love being naked like this, outside.  It’s so… natural.  I’m guessing it’s what nudists feel.  Of course I seriously doubt they also do what I do, which was rummage around in my bag and extract the first two items I really needed; my anal plug and my Stinging O.
 
    
 
   I’ll readily admit I’m not a fan of the anal plug,.  But since this afternoon’s performance was the result of a rather poor choice in a game of sex hangman played right before lunch that morning with Master Stone, I really didn’t have a say in what was going in my ass.  This was punishment.  Partly for having such a good time that morning, but partly just because Master Stone likes it when I’m hurting.  And to be honest, sitting there before lunch, I WANTED that afternoon to hurt. Lots.  I know… strange right?  But I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  It’s what I do.
 
    
 
   I coated the anal plug with Stinging O, a concoction of cinnamon and chili oil in a grapeseed oil base.  It basically works a lot like IcyHot, except it won’t poison you if you use it internally.  I placed the anal plug on the black vinyl seat of the cab and positioned myself delicately over it.  I hesitated a long time, working up the courage to do this.  There’s a right way to put in a four inch long three inch wide ass plug, and a wrong way to do it.  Or if you really want to be technical, there is the uncomfortable but less painful way to put it in, and then the really agonizing butt clenching, teeth grinding, let’s scream way.
 
    
 
   Guess which way I did it?
 
    
 
   The idea is to sit on the anal plug as fast as possible.  Of course you have to be positioned properly to do it like this, and your seat has to be firm enough.  And you have to be able to endure a great deal of pain.  So with my bottom and plug both lubbed up (and already burning mind you), I lowered myself down until I felt the tip of the butt plug pressed up against my anus.  I pushed it in just enough to make sure I wasn’t going to miss, and once about a half an inch of plug was inside me, I grabbed hold of the steering wheel for balance, and then let myself drop.
 
    
 
   The deep pain exploded through me like someone taking a baseball bat and slamming it into my ass.  It hurt so much!  I was rolling my hips and crying out for at least two or three minutes, with the first sixty seconds or so in agony.  It wasn’t a sharp pain, but it was deep, and extended, and uh… you know what?  Take your right hand and make a fist.  That’s right.  Now press your knuckles against your left forearm.  Now push as hard as you can for about two seconds.  Hurt?  Okay, that’s about a quarter of the pain I was feeling in my ass, but that’s the kind of pain I’m talking about; muscle bruising.  I’m betting your arm still hurts, doesn’t it?
 
    
 
   Yeah, well it’s the next day and so does my ass.
 
    
 
   Once I had recovered enough to be able to function, I blinked the tears out of my eyes and reached over for the Core Driller.  This was where things were going to get REALLY uncomfortable.  There’s just so much space inside a girl and with my ass now hosting a four inch plug, putting in a twelve inch dildo in the other garage was going to be a challenge.
 
    
 
   I lifted up, wincing at the pain in my ass, and positioned the Core Driller in much the same way as I did the anal plug.  The key to this kind of sexual torment is non-stop pressure.  Once you start putting in the dildo, you can’t stop until it’s all the way in.  And so once more I straddled the seat, slipped the tip of the rocket ship shaped phallus into my pussy, rolled my hips once, and then steadily impaled myself.  Almost immediately I felt the Core Driller against the anal plug and if you think that there was a thick membrane between my pussy and anal tracts, that’s pretty impressive.  As I sank down, my thighs rippled and I groaned.  The Core Driller started pressing in unusual places thanks to the package in my ass and as I took more and more of it, I finally got to the point where it wasn’t just uncomfortable, it was bruising parts of my insides.  I couldn’t get settled either.  Ever get in the hot seat and you just can’t get comfortable no matter what position you’re in?  That’s how it was with me.  I couldn’t stop wiggling around, shifting my weight, trying to find a comfortable position.  That’s what was intended too.  Each time I moved my hips the two phalluses reoriented them selves (though the anal plug didn’t do much of that) and I had to readjust again.  It was maddening.  If I rocked backward, the plug put new pressure on my recently bruised rear end.  If I moved forward, the Core Driller accepted its name in earnest and tried to bore a hole through my pelvic bones.  
 
    
 
   Trying to ignore my discomfort, I rooted around in my bag for the next few items I needed.  I found them in a sandwich baggie and I pulled them out with a sigh.  I spread my legs as wide as the cab would let me, exposing my pussy and the round three inch base of the Core Driller dildo as well as the little metal ring embedded in the bottom of the phallus.  There were ten clothespins in that bag and I pulled them out one by one, placing each one along my labia.  They didn’t really hurt, just added to the discomfort of position.  Originally, the plan had been to put ten of them on my pussy, but I hadn’t reckoned on the base of the Core Driller covering up so much of my labia.  There just wasn’t room.  So I did the best I could and got seven on there.  The rest of the clothespins stayed in the bag.  Then I extracted the alligator nipple clamps.  
 
    
 
   These are a set of electrician’s clamps.  They’re metal, toothed, vicious, and mine are connected by a thin steel chain.  They hurt like hell and while I’ve bent them so the original bite is a little lighter (and so I don’t end up bleeding) and I’ve dulled the teeth slightly (so I don’t end up with cuts), they still hurt.  With increasingly strained breaths I cupped my left breast and teased the nipple until it hardened and popped out nicely.  Then I let the pressure loose on the clamp and it bit down, relishing its first taste of Breanne tit meat.  
 
    
 
   I whimpered, which is pretty normal.  Of course I had just added another item to my growing list of pains and as my fingers lifted the second alligator clamp and prepared to attach it to my right nipple, I couldn’t help feeling a little overwhelmed.  Biting my lip I let the second clamp squeeze my nipple and I watched, fascinated as my thick nub seemed to bulge, slightly misshapen as the metal teeth worked their way into the soft flesh.  
 
    
 
   Damn it hurt!
 
    
 
   But I wasn’t done and you know it, don’t you? I can almost hear you asking “Yeah?  But what about Breanne’s clitoris?  That needs some lovin’ too!”  Well Master Stone had thought so too, which is why after clamping my tits I reached into my bag and extracted the last torment, the one which was going to make things so much worse.  Like the alligator clamps on my breasts, the one in my hand was metal toothed, but it was also a lot bigger.  Trembling, I squeezed the jaws open and brought it down between my legs.  My clit was already exposed thanks to the overly sexual sensations I was feeling. I know some of you are like “sexual sensations? I thought it was just pain?” But you’re forgetting I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and that kind of thing, if done right, turns me on.  And trust me. I did it right.
 
    
 
   Would it surprise you to find out that I almost came when I put the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit?  It’s true. I almost did.  Of course I was also crying out, starting to blubber as my entire body shook.  That did nothing to help me endure any of the other torments.  The anal plug throbbed.  The Core Driller felt like I was sitting on a fence post.  The clothespins were jabbing my thighs and twisting my labia around.  The alligator clamps on my nipples hurt with sharp shooting pains that swirled through my entire bosom before shooting down my spine toward my pussy.  The alligator clit clamp was the final straw, the worst of the worst.
 
    
 
   And I put the tractor into gear.  That in itself was agony. It involved lifting my left foot, pressing down on the clutch, and then taking my other foot off the brake and moving it to the accelerator.  We began rolling and I’m ashamed to admit this, but I made my first pass without remembering to turn on the harrow.  Talk about distraction!  Some of the sharpest pains, like the ones in my nipples, were already fading into deep aching throbs, but I was still hurting.  I was also having sexual issues.  The vibrations of the engine, not to mention the bouncing around, was causing the Core Driller to move up and down inside me.  It wasn’t a full force masturbation session, but I knew from the morning’s multiple orgasm antics, that I wouldn’t be able to take much, even with the anal plug mucking things up.  I concentrated on driving the tractor in straight even lines as I tilled the field and I managed not to cum until half way down one row.
 
    
 
   I had applied the brake as I was in the throes of orgasm.  I think there’s a warning label that says “do not orgasm while operating heavy machinery”.  Maybe I’ll finally get over my fear of needles (don’t ask!) and get a tattoo that says that! Wouldn’t THAT be funny?  Hmmm… where should it go though?
 
    
 
   Anyway, when I was done cumming, I realized that I had forgotten something. I groaned.  Master Stone had wanted the chain to my nipple clamps to run THROUGH the steering wheel.  I had completely forgotten.  Not only that, but I had forgotten that I was supposed to liberally douse both my nipples and clit with Stinging O as well.  The worst part was knowing I had to unclip at least one of my breasts.  Even the THOUGHT of this hurt.  Finally I just took a deep breath and unclipped my right nipple, letting the blood back into the crushed and red marked nub.  Yes I screamed. It hurt. Lots, and I shuddered as I threaded the chain through the wheel in front of me.  I had to bend forward a bit since the chain wasn’t terribly long.  Then with something akin to tears, I re-clamped my right nipple and clutched the steering wheel tightly as the pain racked through me like lightning.  
 
    
 
   Hunched over the steering wheel, I finally continued my assigned task.  The harrow churned the soil behind me, shredding and crushing and giving back to the ground the left over corn stalks while I just hurt.  And came.  It was an unending cycle and I think on average I had two to three orgasms per field.  The worst parts came at the turns.  I had to haul the wheel two or three times over, which even if I leaned forward, caused the chain leading to my nipple clamps to tighten and shorten, pulling hard on my breasts. It was agony.  Three fields and four hours later and I could barely think straight.  Every part of me hurt, even my toes.  Though there were a few especially painful spots (like my nipples) mostly the pain came from physical stress.  My muscles were all knotted up.  I had cum so many times that parts of me were like flesh made concrete.  I had lost some  feeling in my clit and nipples and really only my ass throbbed regularly.  I pulled over since it was time to stop and turn the tractor for home.  
 
    
 
   But there was one more thing to do.  
 
    
 
   Slowly, with my body awakening to new pain, I extracted myself from the cab of the tractor.   That meant unclipping one of the nipple clamps.  Once I was done screaming from the blood restoration to my nipple, I climbed down. That was terribly awkward because I had to hold in the Core Driller.  I had tossed my bag down so I pulled out the large pool towel I had packed and laid it out in the churned up soil.  With the late afternoon sun still beating down, I lowered myself to the towel, put on a pair of sunglasses, and slowly stretched.  It felt glorious, despite the fact that every painful sexual torment I had applied to myself was still doing its thing.  I reached between my legs, pushed the clothespins aside, and grabbed the metal base ring of the Core Driller.  I pulled it almost all the way out.
 
    
 
   And then I shoved it pack in again.  Long full strokes sent me into waves of pain enhanced bliss and my body trembled again as a flurry of strange sensations seemed to come from every nerve fiber.  Back and forth I plunged the Core Driller until another orgasm rocketed through me and I let out a loud yell that would have scared just about anything.  Sure, I still hurt, but I was in la la land just the same.  My legs were spread about as wide as you can get and NOT be in the splits and the sunlight streaming down on me felt amazing.  The breeze blew across my body, sensitizing my skin and making me just shiver in delight.
 
    
 
   But I wasn’t done. In order to remove a single item, I had to cum twice, masturbating at the end of the day in a frenzy of sexual overload.  That second orgasm took practically forever, a full thirty minutes, despite all the depravity and torture I had endured.  My body just couldn’t cum AGAIN so soon, which I still find weird because I’m multi-orgasmic.  Provided that I don’t get so over sensitized that the sexual pleasure of fucking is overwhelmed by the acute pain of the action, I can go on practically forever.  So for me, finding that limit really sucked.
 
    
 
   But I worked on it until I came anyway.  A few judicious nudges of the clit clamp sent the right signals to my brain and I came again in a wet splatter that wrung me out like a limp rag.  
 
    
 
   The first thing I took off was the clit clamp.  This necessitated me rolling over and screaming into the towel.  Then the clamps digging into my breasts went next, followed by the clothespins.  The Core Driller lay damply on the towel next to me and my fingers tightened around the anal plug and pulled it gently out of my ass.
 
    
 
   I must have been quite a sight.  Naked girl, lying on a towel, in the middle of a turned field, dirt everywhere, streaked with perspiration and dust and sex juice, her pussy red and inflamed, her ass a gaping hole, her pussy looking like it had just been subjected to a cheese grater, her nipples both swollen and sporting little red marks, wouldn’t you be amazed?  
 
    
 
   I laid there another twenty or so minutes, not carrying that I’d be back late for dinner.  Finally I roused myself, got my clothing and slowly got dressed. The bra went back on.  Then the tee shirt.  I pulled on the panties and the tight shorts, wincing as the material touched bruised flesh.
 
    
 
   After I got my feet back into my boots, I packed up all my toys, cleaning them off either with my mouth or with baby wipes or both.  The last thing I went to put away was my Core Driller.  I stopped, about to put it in the bag.
 
    
 
   Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 states quite clearly that a NHPS is supposed to keep either a cock or a sex toy inside her at all times, in order to keep her wet and ready for whatever torments her masters and mistresses decide to inflict upon her.  The mere thought of putting the Core Driller back inside me hurt.  My hand trembled…
 
    
 
   Later, I walked gingerly into the house, my body throbbing.  Dinner was already under way and I moved to my seat as my mother gave me a stern look and spooned up a helping of green beans and basil chicken.  My dad just gave me a look of approval as I sat down with a groan.  
 
    
 
   “Working a farm is supposed to hurt.  Tells you that you’re doing a good job,” he said smugly.  Then his eyes narrowed. “How was the tractor seat?  You look like you’re sitting on a fence post… or the point of a rocket ship.”
 
    
 
   Mom was clueless, but my Dad was pretty astute. I glared at him, but then my expression softened, because he was right.  I shifted in my seat, feeling the black rocket shaped dildo move inside me.
 
    
 
   I grinned. “The seat was fine, Dad.  Just what I wanted.”
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   I grimaced as I gingerly touched my clit. It was still terribly sore after spending four hours clamped in the jaws of one of the cruelest sex toys ever imagined from the previous day.  The little red dots, still clearly evident, formed from the biting pressure of the metal teeth, lined both swollen sides.  The alligator clamp was off now, but my clit still hadn’t recovered yet.  Neither had my nipples, both of which had endured the same sort of torment, except while being regularly yanked.  The clamps hadn’t drawn blood thank goodness, but they had come close.
 
    
 
   Of course none of that had been helped by the fact that in a state of extreme stupidity, I also happened to beg Master Stone to hurt me that morning.  It was during the middle of a reward. I had done something nice and was instructed to make myself cum. Close to orgasm, I begged for permission and he replied “You know what you need to ask.”  My response?  “Please hurt me.”
 
    
 
   And he had.  The next orgasm was done with clothespins on my nipples and clit, twisted and flicked until I couldn’t take it anymore.  And after I had collapsed into my chair, a limp wet rag of sexual nirvana, Master Stone had forced me to keep the clothespins on until I had cum AGAIN for him.  Three orgasms, all in the space of thirty minutes.
 
    
 
   Now I was standing in the barn, the warm air of the afternoon making the scent of fresh hay fill the air.  I could hear the bleating of the goats in the pen outside, but that didn’t stop me from doing what I had to do.  I was naked already, having shucked out of my blue denim shorts, the silly pair of blue panties, not to mention the tee shirt and bra.  I looked down at the small bag of stuff I had brought out and plucked out the first clamp.  This one wasn’t a clothespin.
 
    
 
   Master Stone had known how sore I was.  He knew that after the previous day’s absolute agony that the last thing I needed was clit and nipple torture.  But he also knows that just because I’m tender isn’t a reason to let me off the hook.  Besides, that’s what I agreed too if I lost.  You know… that game of virtual pool we played?  I almost won too, but he finagled a win at the last minute.  I felt my loins tighten as the virtual eight ball went into the virtual pocket and virtually got to torture myself.  And this was BEFORE I begged him to hurt me.
 
    
 
   The terms were simple. If I lost, I wore the butterfly clitoral stimulator, on full power, for an hour.  Combined with my vibrating nipple clamps and the vibroballs, also both on maximum, I was to try not to cum.  To add some motivation to keep myself under control, after the hour had passed I was to take a thin plastic ruler and smack my clit with ten hard strokes for each orgasm I had following our game.  So even before I stripped in the barn I was up by three.  So you know what went through my mind?  “Don’t cum, Breanne. Don’t cum!”  Yeah. Right.
 
    
 
   The thought of putting clamps back on my nipples, even tame rubber coated duck clamps, was almost too much.  I trembled at the thought.  But the idea of putting on the butterfly vibrator… that was just… awful.  It would vibrate and shake and stimulate just my clit, and on full power, there was no way I’d be able to handle it for a full hour.  You might as well just go ahead and give me the swats!  Which would also hurt!  Arggggghhhh!
 
    
 
   With shaking fingers I picked up the first vibrating clamp.  The nice thing was that it was adjustable.  The bad thing is that I knew from experience that it needed to be pretty tight in order to stay the hell ON my nipple.  They were already set appropriately, so I pinched the little jaws open and then clamped my right nipple.  Oh my.  The twinge I felt went right up through my breast, sort of out to my elbow, and then came back in.  The ache blossomed and went down to my loins even as quickly clamped my other nipple.  Pain radiated out from my chest and I bit my lip, trying hard to breathe normally as the pressure on both nubs made it difficult to think.
 
    
 
   My fingers fumbled for the little egg shaped objects dangling from my tits and then the shaking translated up to my nipples as the vibrators began buzzing. I groaned, cupping my breasts as I felt my pussy tighten and a trickle of moisture leaked out and slipped down my thigh.  I bent down and grabbed a hold of the wire that snaked out from between my petals and down to the floor.  A pink plastic battery pack and remote sat in the dirt and I pulled it upward, only to thumb the little slider on the side up to maximum.  The two vibroballs in my pussy hummed and I swayed as the sexual urges rushed through me.  The need combined with the pain coming from my breasts, the sensitivity heightening my desire.  I sat down on a hay bale, feeling the prickly stalks digging into my ass.  
 
    
 
   I spread my legs wide apart. I like feeling them stretched, the ache in my thighs combining with the sexual desire, the pain, everything.  It feels… right. And so with everything buzzing, I sat back and tried ever so hard, NOT TO CUM.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I’m not equipped mentally for denial.  Or even restraint.  My body has a tendency to do what it wants to do regardless and frankly, by the time the first ten minutes had passed my body was shaking, well on its way to the first orgasm.  My hips jerked wildly as the vibroballs purred inside me, but the real intensifier, the real force behind my wild inability to resist, was the butterfly clitoral vibrator.
 
    
 
   It sat against my tender sore clit, the one I’d abused practically non-stop for several days, and buzzed.  And it wasn’t a light buzz either.  It was set to maximum, which meant that I had the electronic equivalent of a tongue rapidly stroking my clit at speeds humanly impossible.  Is it a wonder that I came? I don’t think so either.
 
    
 
   I gasped, crying out in pain laced ecstasy as the explosion worked its way through me and I felt a series of spasms rock my body as I lay exposed on the bale of hay.  My fingers clenched as I resisted the urge to shut off the torment, glancing at the small watch on my wrist.  Mastering that urge was about as hard as enduring the next orgasm, which came just a few minutes later.  That’s the problem with being multi-orgasmic.  For a while, until you reach a point where your sensitivity to the sensations causing your orgasm is overloaded, the next one is just around the corner.  So stark naked on a hay bale I came again, my legs splayed wide to each side, two silly looking pink vibrating eggs dangling from my breasts, while my hips rolled and thrust in a lewd dance of need.  I exploded again, loudly, my hands grasping my own breasts and squeezing as the pleasure moved through me.  
 
    
 
   Which is why I didn’t hear the barn door open.  I was a little preoccupied.  Besides, my mom wasn’t even home and my dad’s leg makes even leaving the house a long and painful process.  So how was I to expect being interrupted?  I mean, I’m NEVER interrupted out in the barn; which is why during my third orgasm I was a little oblivious.  I exploded wetly, noisily, and with a great deal of twisting and thrusting. My toes curled it was so good. 
 
    
 
   “You know, it’s much better seeing it than reading about it.” 
 
    
 
   My eyes flew open and I practically launched myself off the hay bale.  I rolled, grabbing at my clothes while my body twisted and I managed to cover myself up with my shirt.  I looked up and my father, complete with his tripod cane, stood leaning against the wall, twenty feet away.
 
    
 
   “Dad!” I exclaimed, mostly mortified.  
 
    
 
   “Oh please… don’t let me stop you.  I noticed you posted on your Facebook page the fact that you’ve got to have those vibrator things on for an hour.”
 
    
 
   The buzzing between my legs suddenly felt twice as strong and I think it might have had something to do with the fact I was now heartily embarrassed.  With my shirt doing double duty to cover my clamped breasts as well as my butterfly covered pussy, I looked at my dad in consternation.  I squeezed my thighs together.  It would not be good to have another orgasm right there in front of my dad like that.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing out here?” I demanded.  I turned around, deciding it was better for him to see my naked butt than my breasts.  I reached up to remove the vibrating clamp from my nipple.
 
    
 
   “Stop right there young lady!  You agreed to this punishment so you’ll keep that clamp on!” His voice was very very stern, but I could sense a bit of amusement behind it as well.
 
    
 
   I turned back to look at him and then with a grimace, lowered my shirt.  Now I was naked in front of my dad, both nipples clamped with vibrators and with a purple plastic butterfly positioned over my clit that was sending me into paroxysms of delight.  He looked at me with a smile, appreciating the view.
 
    
 
   “Now, how many orgasms have you had already?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   “Three,” I muttered, still terribly humiliated.
 
    
 
   “How many?” he asked again, like he couldn’t hear.
 
    
 
   “THREE!” I said loudly.
 
    
 
   “Does that count the previous ones you had this morning?” he asked.  I gaped.  How did he … damn. I put THAT on Facebook too! Didn’t I?  He nodded with a grin.  “So that makes sixty spanks already.  Not looking good for you is it?”
 
    
 
   My body chose that moment to betray me.  My pussy tightened, I groaned, wobbled a bit, and ended up leaning against a stall as I exploded a fourth time.
 
    
 
   “Seventy spanks!” my dad said enthusiastically.  “Now why don’t you come lie back down on the hay bale and try not to cum again?”  
 
    
 
   I didn’t want to.  My clit was now rather sensitive and I knew that lying down would not only maximize that tenderness, but increase it as I spread my legs apart.  But I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and it’s hard for me to resist being given an order.  I took one step, than another, and then it was just a few more before I was sitting once more on the hay bale, leaning back, opening my legs and gritting my teeth as the constant shaking hurt more than aroused my clit.  My nipples throbbed and I moaned in distress.
 
    
 
   “How much time have you got left?” my dad asked. I glanced at my watch.
 
    
 
   “Fifteen minutes.” 
 
    
 
   “Gosh that’s a long time.  Hope you can handle it.”  He took a few steps nearer.  I shuddered, my breathing becoming just a bit strained as my body shook, still in the throes of another wave of orgasmic bliss.  I could feel another one coming though and I couldn’t help myself.  I spread my legs wide, ignoring the fact that my own father was standing a few feet away.
 
    
 
   “Very nice, Breanne.  Stay like that,” he commented.  I really didn’t have a choice.  My clit felt as if someone had taken a tiny jackhammer combination sander to it and my nerves couldn’t decide whether it hurt or whether it was arousing.  As a result it reported both sensations and my pussy was convulsing as I grit my teeth and braced myself for another explosion.  
 
    
 
   Orgasm number five hit and I breezed through it with a loud moan and a wailing cry as my buttocks came up off the hay bale in a lewd approximation of fucking.  My heels thumped the ground and I jerked around as my dad watched on, clearly enjoying the whole thing.  I started to bring my legs together, knowing I only had about five more minutes to suffer through, when I felt the cool aluminum of my dad’s cane against my calf.  
 
    
 
   “Now now, can’t have you closing your legs just yet, can we?  Now, this might feel just a bit awkward…” 
 
    
 
   I opened my eye and my dad was standing only a foot away.  He bent down and deftly inserted two fingers into my pussy.  The vibroballs rolled as he touched them and the penetration was so intense, so powerful, so sexual, that all I could do was moan.  He rolled the balls around inside me and then, right before my time was up, he worked his thumb up against my clit under the butterfly.
 
    
 
   And I came.  Sixth orgasm.  I ripped the Velcro holding the butterfly to my clit and tore the sex toy away even as I was screaming out my release.  My muscles were jumping around and I was gasping, my bottom tightening and releasing as my brain sort of overloaded.  Finally I collapsed on the hay bale.
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s been a long time since I had to spank you, Bre.  You were just a little girl last time I did it.  But you’ve earned yourself a full ninety strokes of that ruler.  And I’m your father and I think it would be best if I handled the punishment.”  I opened my eyes to see him pulling the plastic ruler out of his back pocket.  “Do we need to tie you open?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Ninety strokes?  On the clit?  With a plastic ruler?  Administered by my own father?  Hell YES I was going to need to be tied up.  Duh.  
 
    
 
   I nodded, too tongue tied to speak.  I watched as my dad limped over to the rope locker and pulled out a length of nylon rope.  I was still twitching from my last explosion to even bother to consider how much it must have hurt just to walk over there.  Hell, he must really have wanted to do this to actually come out to the barn.  He shuffled back toward me and grabbed my ankle, looping the rope around my leg with an efficiency that frightened me.  Has my dad secretly been leading a life as a BDSM rigger?  Then I remember that in his youth, my dad could rope a calf in less than a minute, frequently in less than half.  So his ability to use rope didn’t surprise me.  
 
    
 
   He tossed the loose end over one of the rafters off to my left, limped over to grab the dangling rope, and then hurled it to another rafter off too my right so that the rope actually went above me.  He pulled on it and my left leg was pulled taut and up, almost up at a forty five degree angle.  That was awkward.  But then he got a hold of the other end of the rope, looped it around my right leg, and then I was symmetrical, with my ass barely on the hay bale, both legs up in the air, spread obscenely.  He tied off the rope with a half hitch and tightened it all up nicely so my movement was very restricted.  Then he tugged one of our little stools over and sat down… right between my legs.
 
    
 
   I stiffened when he touched me.  It just wasn’t… kosher. You know what I mean?  He undid the Velcro holding the butterfly stimulator to my clit and then removed the toy.  The whistle he let out wasn’t a one of admiration, but of disbelief.  
 
    
 
   “My God, Bre.  Your clit looks like raw hamburger.”
 
    
 
   What a rather unappetizing thing to say!  It certainly wasn’t very sexual.  It wasn’t complimentary, and if anyone was hungry while reading this, they aren’t now, are they?  I lifted my head up and glanced down between my legs.  The vibroballs were still churning inside me and the vibrators clamped to my nipples were starting to oversensitize the skin of my torso, where the vibrators had fallen to press against my rip cage.  Of course the vibrations were still translating up to my nipples, but the overall effect was dampened by my position.  Not that it made much difference.  I might have cum six times in the last hour, but I am a nympho humiliation pain slut and the buzzing inside me had done its work.  Of course, my dad was right.  My clitoris looked like it had been held against a cheese grater.  It was swollen to about twice its normal size, was bright red, and was throbbing.  The last thing I wanted was to get hit there.  I started having second thoughts about the whole spanking thing.
 
    
 
   “Dad, maybe I shouldn’t. do…”  I started to say, but he cut me off.
 
    
 
   “Did you agree to this?” he asked, pulling the plastic ruler out of his pocket again.
 
    
 
   “Well, yes.  I did, but I have the right to cut things off for medical…”
 
    
 
   “You agreed to it.  It has to be done. I didn’t raise my baby girl not to keep her word,” he said.
 
    
 
   Before I could reply, he hit me.  Hard.  Right between the legs.  Pain like I’ve never experienced before exploded inside me and I screeched loudly, my hands immediately flying down between my legs, both protecting my nether regions from another stroke and applying pressure that did little to ease the agony I was feeling.  My dad clicked his tongue, sighed, and got back up.  I was still too wrapped up in dealing with that first stroke to realize he had gone BACK to the rope locker, grabbed a short bit of twine, and then shuffled back over to me.  He grabbed my wrist, wrapped the cord around it, got a hold of my other hand, and then bound them together.  A moment later my arms were tied above my head, the cord stretched out to a stall post.  I was for all intents and purposes at his mercy.  He could have done anything to me.
 
    
 
   But he didn’t.  He only did one thing to me, repeatedly.  He spanked me.  Right on the clit.  Each stroke after that was delivered at the same rate, the same strength, on exactly the same spot.  He didn’t count out loud and I was in no condition to do it either.  My vision turned red as the blows landed on my clit and I began jerking around, pulling myself off the bale of hay, trying to avoid his strokes.  My thighs soon sported red marks as I managed to avoid the direct impact of the ruler, but still my dad lay more on target than he missed, no matter how I tried to avoid it.
 
    
 
   Half way through my voice gave out and I started sobbing.  In hindsight, I think my dad lightened the blows at that point because I remember laying there, twitching with each hit, crying so hard it was tough to breathe.  If he had kept up the same force I would have been doing a lot more than just crying.
 
    
 
   Or maybe he did it me hard enough.  I’m not sure.  Maybe my brain just shut down instead.  
 
    
 
   Finally it stopped and my dad looked up at me.  I was just blubbering.  But then I felt something soft gently touch my clit and I winced.  Yes.  That hurt too.  But as the touch slipped downward and stroked my labia it started to feel good.  I couldn’t help it. I punctuated my shuddering pain wracked sobs with an occasional moan.  It took about five minutes before my slow and partially overloaded brain finally realized that dad was caressing me, using his fingers to bring a little bit of pleasure to me.  The touch was exquisite and I couldn’t help it.  I ripened like an orange sitting on the counter for days on end.  I got wetter and juicier and my entire pussy just sort of did something that made me scream “oh God yes!”  He thumbed my clit, tenderly of course.  In fact, that was the most tender touch my clit had experienced in days.  Yes it still hurt, but mixed in with his light touches stroking my inner and outer labia, along with the vibroballs still going inside me… well… what did you THINK would happen, huh?
 
    
 
   I had transitioned nicely from a screaming and blubbering tortured nympho humiliation pain slut into a desperate wanton please someone fuck me right now nympho humiliation pain slut.  Wait…. Uh… is there actually a difference?  Never mind.  All I know is at that moment I would have done practically anything in order to purchase release.
 
    
 
   Anything.
 
    
 
   Please understand that when you read what happened next, okay?
 
    
 
   “Don’t forget to ask permission if you want to cum,” my dad said in an offhand way.
 
    
 
   Are you kidding me?  “PLEASE!  Oh my GOD! DAD! Please can I cum?” I begged immediately.  My hips were already doing the flamenco.  His fingers teased my petals some more and his thumb slid across my abused clit.  I could feel the orgasm coming and this one was going to be a doozy.  I could feel it rising up from the depths, ten times stronger than some of the little O’s I had suffered through during my vibrational torment.  Orgasms come in all shapes and sizes and like the waves California’s surfer community is always on the look out for conditions have to be just right for that one monster wave they can ride perfectly.  Metaphorically speaking, I was on my board, in the perfect spot, and could see it coming (heh heh… get the pun?)  I was at the point where nothing was going to stop me. I was going to cum with or without my dad’s permission.  The wave crested and I got ready, tensing every part of my body.
 
    
 
   “It’s going to cost you…” my dad warned.  I looked out over the ocean, seeing the rise as I slid into the trough right in front of the wave.  I felt myself rise to meet it, sliding up its face, my board trembling underneath me.  It felt as if all the power and force of the mighty ocean was in that one wave and I climbed to my feet, balancing on the surf board as I started to tip over the edge.
 
    
 
   “… ten more strokes.”
 
    
 
   I was screaming in ecstasy when he hit me again.  It didn’t matter. I was in the middle of an orgasm that would have literally knocked my socks off.  His first stroke was just a love tap.  He knew it too because his next few were much harder.  I was shaking and thrashing and cumming and the smack of the plastic ruler against my clit wasn’t changing the fact that I was riding the monster wave of orgasm and doing it well.  I recently saw a video with these crazy surfers riding that awesome wave in Tahiti, the one that kills people?  That one.  If sex was water and waves were orgasms… that’s the one I was riding.  And then something happened.  I lost my balance, the wave crushed me, my clit seemed to split open, lanced in fire.  I tumbled, drowning under the onslaught, my body hitting the sharp coral underneath the water and being sliced to shreds.  I struggled to breath and then there was blackness.
 
    
 
   No. My dad didn’t kill me.  No, I didn’t drown.  That was just a metaphor.  Yes, I have been known, occasionally, to pass out during an orgasm.  I was conscious in about fifteen seconds.  Of course by that time my dad had already untied one ankle and was working on the other.  The first thing I was cognizant of was the fact that my clit REALLY hurt.  The second thing I was aware of was the fact that I was so tired that all I wanted to do was lay there and not move.  
 
    
 
   My dad untied my hands, leaving me unbound on the hay bale.  I groaned and rolled over on my side, curling up into a ball.  Nothing was said. He ran his fingers through my hair, tossed the ruler onto the work bench, and then left.
 
    
 
   That’s right.  He left.  Limped all the way back to the house.  
 
    
 
   I stayed right there for at least forty minutes.  The only thing I managed was to turn off the vibroballs and remove the vibrator clamps on my breasts.  Then I dozed.  I think what roused me was hearing my mom’s car door slam shut and that motivated me enough to find my clothes and get dressed.  In a sorry imitation of my dad, I limped my way back to the house.
 
    
 
   “What happened to you?” my mom asked.  Obviously the strange gait I had adopted (in order to keep my swollen hamburgerized clit from touching anything) attracted her attention.
 
    
 
   “Fell off Star,” I lied.  
 
    
 
   “What?” My mother blinked. “You fell off your horse?” 
 
    
 
   Yeah… here’s a tip folks.  If you’re going to lie, at least pick one that’s believable. I haven’t fallen off a horse in like twenty years.   
 
    
 
   I glared at my mother in what I hoped was a sufficiently sincere “please don’t ask” sort of look.  Her lips thinned and she shook her head.  I took that as a sort of dismissal and left the kitchen. The stairs leading to the bedrooms went through the living room and there was my dad, his right leg propped up on the ottoman.  He looked like he was in pain, but when he saw me limp in, he grinned.
 
    
 
   “Well I hope this will teach you a lesson young lady,” he said, loudly enough for my mother to hear.
 
    
 
   I stiffened in alarm.
 
    
 
   “There are always consequences.  I hope next time you get yourself in trouble, you’ll come to me and ask for help.”
 
    
 
   I slowly relaxed.  No fool is my dad.  I gave him a soft smile, and a peck on the cheek.  “Thanks dad,” I said to him before starting up the stairs to the safety of my room.
 
    
 
   “Anytime, Bre.  Anytime.”
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: swirlandvibrate]Swirl And Vibrate
 
    
 
   09/09/11
 
    
 
   It’s a love hate relationship.
 
    
 
   There’s not much to him actually.  In fact, he’s rather shallow, plastic, limited.  He clings to me tightly, not willing to give me even an inch of room.  He’s constantly poking me, prodding me to do things I may not want to do and he’s relentless, never stopping unless I do something to turn him off.  His cock his too small too.  That said, I love him.  No one does a better job of stirring me to new heights, of shaking up my love life.  He can do it for hours, gently motivating me into new realms of rippling passion, or he can go full throttle, sending me over the cliff with a powerful fast push.  
 
    
 
   I’m talking about my sex toy, the Rotating Venus Penis.
 
    
 
   What?  Yeah, I know.
 
    
 
   He’s a simple enough fellow.  It all starts with a set of straps that fit around my loins.  They hold him there, allowing me to keep my hands free for other things.  Like being bound over my head!  The straps are there to keep his face… oops I mean base against my pussy.  It’s an odd combination of course, because the base has its own motor and batteries, ensuring a non-stop vibration that rumbles through me like a torrent of cascading water.  Since he’s pressed to my clit, that’s stimulation enough for an orgasm, but the four inch plastic cock that slips inside me vibrates too, and that’s just intense.
 
    
 
   But he has one extra trick up his sleeve. The clue is in the name: “rotating”.  It doesn’t mean I raise my arms and spin around while cumming.  No, the cock inside me spins and as it turns, gliding along through my body like I’m on some sort of strange amusement park ride, pleasure and delightful impulses flickering through me.  I’ve gotten better at tolerating him as well.  There was a time when even his lowest settings would set me off in minutes.  But I’m better prepared now.  Only on high, with both the vibration and spinning functions active, will I explode in minutes.  The rest?  Well there are so many combinations.
 
    
 
   To be honest, there are times I don’t like him.  Like when he needs new batteries.  Or when my clit has already been subjected to so many torments that I start the day off swollen and red and tender, and then I’m basically forced to slip his four inch plastic cock inside myself, settle the vibrator base against my clit, and turn things on.  Like yesterday.  Let’s see… several clampings, multiple orgasmic masturbations, ninety spanks, violent rubbing… all was applied to my clitoris within the last three days.  That tends to make a girl a bit tender.  Which is why Master Brandon ordered me into my RVP.  I resisted at first, explaining that there was no way I could handle the vibrations against my clit.  Master Brandon was relentless though and in the end we compromised.  Sort of.  He got what he wanted.
 
    
 
   Why did I agree to it?  Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #3: a NHPS is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her proscribed limits.  That pretty much says it all, doesn’t it?  That and Master Brandon likes to hurt me.
 
    
 
   The agreement was simple.  In deference to my sore clit, I was to wear the RVP as normal, but instead of activating both functions, I was to only activate the rotating action, leaving it on low, for the entire day. That didn’t sound too bad.  The only caveat was that if I came, regardless of when or why, I was to start the vibrating function up as well.  I knew that would hurt, so I figured I could keep myself under control.  Master Brandon showed his express confidence in my control abilities by also stating that should I cum a second time I was to turn both RVP functions to medium for the rest of the day.  A third orgasm would result in a maximum setting.
 
    
 
   I never thought it would come to that.
 
    
 
   At first it just felt good, that steady non-stop spinning inside me.  It was gentle, probing, but also quite intoxicating and even on low I started to feel the tell tale pulses that ripple through my sex before orgasm.  I tried to distract myself.  I did my chores.  I ate breakfast.  I mucked out the stalls.  Through it all there was the steady spin, stirring my insides.  I was wet, so wet.  Then I tried writing, which was a mistake.  Around eleven o’clock or so I was sitting in my chair, typing out the lurid sexual adventure, finishing the last scene, reliving it in my mind.  I was describing what it felt like to have the nipple clamps on, and like I so often do, I tugged my shirt and bra up, exposing my breasts.  I clamped each nipple with a clothespin, certainly not the shaking bite of the vibrator clamp, but enough to make my mind set perfect.
 
    
 
   It aroused me and the spinning became something more than a minor torment.  It became a driving need, a force that splattered me against the wall like a bug on a windshield.  I moaned, groaning.  I removed the clothespins from my nipples, but it was too late.  My hips had started to jerk and I stood up, trying to steady my nerves.  The spinning cock swirled against the walls of my well, slipping and sliding, even grinding when another pulse caused me to contract.  I stumbled, grabbing hold of my dresser.  It kept me from collapsing on the bed in the throes of orgasm, so instead I stood there, barely upright, exploding in sharp gasps.
 
    
 
   And I knew I was in trouble.  
 
    
 
   In the afterglow I made my way over to the computer.  I let a few friends know what had happened, including Master Brandon, who complimented me on my lack of restraint.  I mouthed off, mentioning that I had a whole collection of restraints, from cuffs to rope.  Master Brandon didn’t like that remark.
 
    
 
   “Perhaps you need your anal beads in there too?”
 
    
 
   I backpedaled, apologizing, but it was too late.  Biting my lip and cursing my stupid mouth, I pulled the vibrating anal beads from my toy box, lubed them up with grapeseed oil, and proceeded to slowly and steadily force them up my ass.  It’s not an easy process, nor a quick one, and through it all my RVP’s cock spun deliciously inside me.  When I was fully ready to do my impersonation of a Thanksgiving turkey (completely stuffed), Master Brandon told me to do it… the punishment.  With trembling fingers I turned the anal beads to low.  I tucked that remote away and took hold of the RVP remote, a pink shapeless blob with two sliders.  One slider was already up.  The other down.  In moments they matched and the vibration hit me like a blow to the stomach.  My clit contracted violently and I couldn’t help pumping my loins as the stimulation against my already sensitive and tenderized nub made me dance.  Had anyone been watching, it would have been a classic case of ants in my pants.  I felt as if my entire lower half were straddling an earthquake, a deep penetrating one with the epicenter on my clitoris.  
 
    
 
   The only reason I made it an hour was because my clit hurt.  But what sucks about being a masochist, a pain slut, is that even PAINFUL stimulation will arouse me.  I may have been wincing, eyes shut against the irritation, the aggravation grinding away at my nerves, but it still was enough to make me explode.  I shuddered through it and then burst into tears.
 
    
 
   I turned the RVP up to medium, both the spinning function and the vibrator and found myself in an orgasmic cycle that I couldn’t escape from.  The anal beads matched the intensity of the tremors in less than thirty minutes I was forced to turn up the RVP and anal beads to their maximum intensity.
 
    
 
   The human body is packed with sensory nerve bundles and the central nervous system transmits information at 180 miles an hour.  It’s not that far from my pussy to my brain, and practically every single nerve in one particular bundle was all screaming the same thing: OH MY GOD PLEASE WE CAN’T TAKE IT!  WE CAN’T EVEN TELL IF THIS HURTS OR FEELS GOOD!  WTF IS GOING ON?”
 
    
 
   I made it out to the barn without being seen and proceeded to calmly, rationally, patiently, rip off my clothes, clamp my nipples with clothespins, and then tried to break my arm.
 
    
 
   Yes.  That is not a typo.  I tried to break my arm.
 
    
 
   Okay, I wasn’t terribly serious, but I slammed my forearm against one of the stalls a few times, hoping that the pain in my arm would distract me from the agony/ecstasy coming from between my legs.  It worked for about five minutes and the second time I tried it didn’t work at all.  I still ended up cumming in a wildly inappropriate orgasm that dropped me to my knees with my hands pressed tightly to the RVP and my thighs clenched together.
 
    
 
   After I orgasmed, I had to turn everything off. I just couldn’t handle it another orgasm, not like that.  I stayed out in the barn though and after forty minutes of puttering around getting a few more things done, all while wincing with each step, I finally was ready.  I admit, it did require a trip back into the house, but when I was done I admired my handwork, filled the old plastic jug with water, tied the rope to it, and then tied an old weight to the other end.  The rope went over one of the rafter beams and the keys to my cuffs were taped to the weight.  Now it was suspended above me, a good fifteen feet into the air, and would only come down when the jug emptied through the tiny pin prick hole I had poked in it.  
 
    
 
   With my “timer” in place, I turned on the anal beads to maximum.  The roar in my ass caused me to stiffen and even my pussy pulsed around the plastic cock still stuffed up inside me.  Then I slid the rotation slider up to full power and the RVP’s cock began swirling in my depths, stirring up my libido.  Lastly, I jacked up the vibrations and that when my body once more was cast into the choppy waters of masochistic orgasm.  I reached up, stood on tip toe, and quickly locked my wrists into the set of cuffs I had dangling from the same beam my key was on. 
 
    
 
   I know what you’re thinking.  You’re thinking, “geeze, this would have been so much better if she were naked and wearing nipple clamps too!”  I admit, the thought had occurred to me, but how much suffering can one girl take?  Wouldn’t that have just been cruel?  Besides, it’s not up to me how much torment to take.  If Master Brandon had WANTED me tortured like that, he would have SAID SO, wouldn’t he?  As it was the who bondage thing was designed to keep me from turning OFF the vibrators.  That was the ONLY point.
 
    
 
   And so I had no option but to hang their, shaking like a leaf, and take it.
 
    
 
   And take it.
 
    
 
   And take it again.
 
    
 
   I stopped having orgasms, at least separate ones. It became one long pain wracked wave with my brain totally overloaded between the concepts of “does this hurt?” and “wow, this is incredible!”  Beads of perspiration dribbled down my forehead into my eyes.  I had an itch on the underside of my left breast.  My right leg developed a cramp.  My hips wouldn’t stop moving.  I bruised my thighs trying to squeeze the RVP enough to push or pull or force it away from my clit.  I went quietly and completely crazy.  
 
                 
 
   There comes a point where pain becomes its own anesthetic and in hindsight, holding out as long as I did was probably medically stupid.  But hey, stupid is my middle name, right?  I finally quieted, totally exhausted, hanging from my arms and not even able to support my own weight.  I hung there, my hips twitching involuntarily as overburdened nerves tried to force non-responsive muscles into movement.  It was all automatic pain response, like yanking your hand back from a hot stove, except I was at the point where I COULDN’T pull my hand back.  Drip by drip I watched as my key came down and an hour later I was finally able to reach it.
 
    
 
   I stopped right there.  I gingerly pulled the RVP away from my pussy, inspecting the damage.  My clit looked like it had been dragged over rough concrete (is that even possible?  CAN you DRAG a clit over concrete?)  I could see a spot on it that even appeared… well… you know how sometimes you get scraped and you can see blood but you’re not actually bleeding?  Yeah… try that on your penis some day.  Sigh. 
 
    
 
   I kept everything in but off for the next four hours, trying to recover.  There was a brief moment right there at the end of the day, before going for my evening shower, when I sat on the bed and turned everything back on, full power, just to see if I could handle even ten minutes of it.
 
    
 
   I came in eight.
 
    
 
   I love my RVP.  It’s a fantastic toy that is SO multidimensional!  It fucks you, it stirs you to new heights, it shakes you silly until cumming is the only thing you can think about. It’s perfect for long slow walks in the park, or fast paced shopping.  It can be slow and gentle, or fast and cruel.  It penetrates just deeply enough to keep you motivated, but it’s the action, that rotating craziness combined with the earthshattering tremors, that causes a simple girl like me, to explode in long moments of ecstasy.
 
    
 
   Please excuse me… I think I’m going to push the sliders up to maximum.  Swirl and Vibrate…
 
    
 
   MMmmmmmm…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: prayer]Prayer
 
    
 
   09/16/2011
 
    
 
   It was sort of driving me nuts.  I went out to the barn, knowing it was time for my five minutes, not willing to do it in the house.  The vibrations had been on all morning, slowly churning my insides into a froth of sexual want that was driving me crazy.  The addition of turning on the rotating function of my Rotating Venus Penis toy, on full power for that five minutes… well that was sort of like throwing gasoline on the fire.
 
    
 
   I had managed to make it through the first three, but only barely, and by keeping my mind firmly on the punishment for screwing up.  I was even carrying them in my pocket, the alligator clamps, as a physical reminder to keep my mind on the goal: absolute arousal without orgasm.  It’s a tough state to get to.  It’s worse to be in.  It’s a nightmare to maintain.
 
    
 
   I let out a particularly sexy moan when I turned on the rotation function, feeling the four inch plastic cock stuck up inside me begin to spin.  Sure it was already vibrating, but I’m used to that.  Feeling it swirl inside me was about as energizing as French kissing a light socket.  I clenched my teeth as the seconds ticked by.  I was already standing on the edge of the cliff, trying hard not to be blown off it. 
 
    
 
   I played an image in my mind, of what would happen if I blew it.  If I fell off the cliff into orgasmic bliss, I’d have to put on the alligator clamps for thirty minutes.  I imagined what it would feel like, pinching them open and holding the metal jaws up to my breasts, slowly letting those teeth bite me, crushing the sensitive tender nubs, sending shards of pain through my bosom and straight down to my sex.
 
    
 
   
  
 

I groaned as my pussy convulsed, sending tremors through my entire body.
 
    
 
   My mind pictured pulling the RVP away from my clit.  The plastic base held both the motors to spin the cock as well as vibrate, and it normally pressed tightly to my clit.  This arrangement usually sent ripples of sensation directly into the packed bundle of nerves.  But in my mind I saw myself holding the largest of the alligator clamps, squeezing it open and delicately positioning those sharp silver fangs over the knob of my clit.  I imagined it biting me, closing on my flesh, chewing on me even as the RVP was replaced and the vibrations shook the clamp, changing the pain of the bite into this chewing monstrosity that threatened to send me into orgasmic apoplexy.
 
    
 
   Next time, I need to think about something else when I’m trying not to cum.  Because you know what happened?
 
    
 
   Yep.
 
    
 
   Now there was just one thing more to do.  Pray I didn’t cum again.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: posteriorimpalement]Posterior Impalement
 
    
 
    
 
   10/05/11
 
    
 
   It had already been a tough day and it was not even half over.  I sat behind the wheel of my truck, head forward, enjoying the stillness for the first time in hours.  Peace, in any form, is always a good thing and while I’m certainly not complaining about things, the sudden quiet, the cessation of the non-stop vibration was like getting into a pool of cool water on a hot sunny day.  Of course it hadn’t JUST been the vibrations of course.  My “Rotating Venus Penis” toy, or RVP for short, does more than just vibrate.  The four inch plastic cock spins too, a function that I find incredibly hard to handle.
 
    
 
   The RVP had been assigned as my toy for the day.  As a nympho humiliation pain slut, it’s my responsibility to follow certain rules.  You probably already know them of course, but if you don’t, the first rule is very simple.  A NHPS (nympho humiliation pain slut) must keep either cock or an object of some kind, stuffed up inside her at all times, in order to keep herself ready for sexual activity.  That’s sort of paraphrased but you get the idea.  Almost every day, for twenty four hours, I’ve got some sort of sex toy up inside me.  I have a whole collection too, the idea being that if I switch them out every day, I’ll never really get used to any of them.  Let me tell you… while my endurance has increased for most of my toys, I’m still not USED to any of them. I’ve heard stories of some girls wearing the same sex toy day in and day out, finally getting so used to having whatever toy inside them that it no longer kept them wet and ready.
 
    
 
   Yeah.  Well that won’t be happening to me.
 
    
 
   I had been told that morning that I would be wearing the RVP for the day, sans panties of course.  The vibrator function was too be on as well, on low, for the entire day.  Now that drives me absolutely banana crackers, mostly because the front of the RVP base touches my clit as WELL as provides the mount for the four inch vibrating spinning cock inside me.  The vibrations not only translate inside me, but imagine going about your day with your clit being lightly vibrated as well!  Trust me, it’s not easy.
 
    
 
   And then, if you have a sadistic master like Brandon, who likes throwing curveballs your way, he adds in a little kick to it too.  Like “hey, Breanne!  For ten minutes every hour, you will turn the rotation function up to full.  Oh… and don’t cum.”
 
    
 
   Yeah right.  Don’t cum.  Don’t make me fucking laugh.  That first hour I vibrated my way through my chores, almost exploding just from the constant rubbing of my clit and the buzzing up inside me.  When I did my full throttle spin, well “don’t cum” was one of those instructions that my brain and my body didn’t exactly agree on.  Seriously, why bother with those kind of orders?  I’m almost to the point where I don’t even bother TRYING to obey.  Don’t cum?  Seriously?  When you’ve set me up to do nothing but?  
 
    
 
   But still, I TRIED to obey.  If for no other reason than I figured multiple orgasms would cost me later.  Reducing the number of earned punishments might be worth it.  If I were to just let myself go…  probably not smart.  So after my first hour and the warm wet adrenaline rush of excited pleasure, I tried to settle down.  Tried is the key word there.  You try settling down when the vibrations don’t stop, still buzzing against your clit.
 
    
 
   I didn’t even MAKE it to the second ten minute rotation torment before cumming a second time that morning!  How’s that for weak willed?  Huh?  I TRIED not to cum.  Really.  But geeze, it’s like telling someone not to think of a purple elephant.  Quick! Don’t think of a purple elephant! I dare you!  
 
    
 
   I’m guessing you had as much luck not thinking of a purple elephant as I did not cumming.
 
    
 
   I had a little peace after the second orgasm, but that was mostly because I got to turn off the vibrator during breakfast.  Tough to explain to your family that the noise they’re hearing is the sex toy stuffed up inside their daughter.  Of course my dad probably was already aware of it.  He’s taken to checking my Facebook page and twitter feed, which is disturbing as hell.
 
    
 
   After my third orgasm of the morning I crept upstairs and sat down on the computer to check the assignment I knew was coming.  I opened Master Brandon’s email, read it, with butterflies fluttering around inside my stomach, my clit being softly vibrated non-stop, and then… just to help things along, I turned on the rotation function too.
 
    
 
   The instructions were simple.  I was to dress sexy slutty: skirt, halter top, no bra or panties, and my stripper fuck me high heels.  I was to then go to the mall with a small bottle of lubricant, condoms, and my alligator nipple clamps.  Simply put, I was to count the number of orgasms I had experienced prior to the assignment, and have that exact amount of butt fucks.  
 
    
 
   Yeah.  More anal sex.  How fun.  (Please notice my sarcastic humor here.  I HATE having things in my ass, even cock.)
 
    
 
   But Master Brandon wasn’t done.  I was to ALSO turn the RVP up to medium, both functions.  Were I to cum AGAIN at the mall, without cock in my ass, I was to ADD another required butt fuck for each “unauthorized” orgasm.  But what about the clamps?  Where were they supposed to come in?  Simple.  If I experienced more than five orgasms before completing the assignment, the moment after my fifth orgasm I needed to put on the alligator clamps until I finished the final butt fuck.
 
    
 
   I had my fourth orgasm about right when I finished reading the email.  In a panic, I realized I had better get going.  Otherwise I’d NEVER catch up.  So I grabbed everything I needed, ran out to my truck, and hopped in.  I turned the RVP off for the first time since breakfast, sighing in sudden relief.  I leaned forward and put my head on the wheel, reveling in the quiet.
 
    
 
   Finally I started up the truck and headed out, my first stop the usual spot along the rarely traveled farm to market road that borders the south side of our farm.  It’s gotten to the point where the wheels of my truck have actually made a little parking area in the grass and I got out with my bag and proceeded to the front of the truck.
 
    
 
   I had been wearing blue denim shorts that went all the way down to my knees, along with a decent tee shirt and a bra.  I started by peeling off the tee shirt, folding it, tucking it away, and then freeing my breasts.  It wasn’t hot anymore, just warm, and a south breeze was blowing and felt incredible against my skin.  My nipples tightened and once again I looked down at my right nipple, examining the gold hoop piercing my areola as well as the little gold padlock dangling down.  It was a reminder, even more poignant than the silver and amethyst medallion at my throat, that I was a slave girl, sworn to follow the direct orders of my best friend, lover, and now Mistress.  The pain of the piercing had worn away though I was still tender.  Several weeks will do that.  
 
    
 
   Next I shoved my shorts down, stepping out of my flip flops at the same time.  At that point all I was wearing was the RVP, with black straps around my thighs and hips, the pink plastic motor base pressed tightly to my crotch.  I set the remote on the hood of the truck as I plucked my new outfit out of the bag.  I started with the skirt.  I had several options to chose from when packing, but I ended up going with a stylish, slightly too short blue denim skirt that was quite loose and flared nicely.  It would be fun and preppy, but most importantly, not get in the way when I would have to bend over and present my rear end.  A stretchy skirt or something really tight might have impeded my impalement activities.
 
    
 
   I stepped into the skirt and pulled it up over the RVP, settling it easily into place around my waist.  It wasn’t a high rider, settling just above my hips.  Then I grabbed a halter top, a silly looking bright green halter that offset the color of my hair nicely.  My breasts bulged in the cotton, pressed together by the cut of the halter and it stretched against my skin.  Like most of my sexy shirts, this one was just a tad bit too small and tight.  That’s the way Kari LIKES my clothing.  I stuck the RVP remote into my waist band, the little pink wire running OUTSIDE the skirt and up the interior.  Lastly I pulled my fuck me shoes out of the bag and managed not to fall over as I increased my height by eight inches.
 
    
 
   Wobbling on the gravel as I made my way back to the truck, I licked my lips in anticipation.  Of course the next issue was where to go.  Which mall?  I took a deep breath, made my decision based upon available butt fucking spots, and took off down the road.
 
    
 
   Fifteen minutes later I was pulling into the parking lot.  With four orgasms under my belt already and the impetus to get hammered in the ass before having ANOTHER sexual explosion, I moved quickly. Of course the moment I stepped out of the truck I had to turn on the RVP again.  The stillness and peace shattered and my pussy tightened around the now spinning throbbing cock as the rubber and plastic base rumbled against my clit.  I went from zero to sixty on the sexual urgency speedometer in less time than it takes a Porsche to reach the same speed.  I grabbed my bag, swallowed hard, and then walked briskly in through the sports store entrance.
 
    
 
   I didn’t have time to waste.  I could FEEL the orgasm coming which meant I had minutes to find an appropriate guy, get him to an appropriate spot, and then appropriately cum with cock in my ass.  That was the only way I wasn’t going to have to add another anal fuck impalement to the day’s activities.  So with my hips churning and my thighs pressing against each other as I struggled to keep myself under control, I stopped and surveyed the store.
 
    
 
   Not much.  That’s the problem with malls in the middle of a work week day.  It wasn’t even lunch time yet and the number of shoppers was dwarfed by the number of sales people.  I always prefer shoppers to sales people because sales people can get funky, especially when it’s a big place.  I walked through the men’s clothing section, looking for a guy, ANY guy at that point, only to grow increasingly alarmed and desperate.  With a panicked expression, I moved toward the archery and gun section, still finding empty rows.  Where were the fucking guys?
 
    
 
   I was in front of a giant plastic deer when I exploded.  I reached out, steadying myself as the orgasm rocked through me.  It was half clitoral, half vaginal, which meant that I was leaking and rocking and making little mewling sounds, half bent over, with my eyes closed.  It wasn’t until I was finished, still horny, still in a state, and almost half way to the next orgasm when I finally opened my eyes and found myself being observed by one of the sales clerks.   
 
    
 
   Of course I also realized that I had just had my fifth orgasm.  Now I had to get fucked in the ass FIVE times.  Shit!  AND I had to put on my alligator clamps!  Damn!  
 
    
 
   “Can I help you miss?” he asked.  He was a big guy, middle forties, wearing that spiffy polo and khakis.
 
    
 
   I gasped a little.  “I don’t suppose you’d be willing to fuck me in the ass would you?” I asked, still clearly a little stressed.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?” he asked, his eyes widening in alarm.
 
    
 
   I shuddered through another little wave.  “Would you like to fuck me up the ass?” I asked again.  
 
    
 
   Again, wild eyed look.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, trying very hard to settle myself.  Little ripples of muscle spasms seemed to be making me jump, especially in the loin area.  “Men’s changing room. I’ve got condoms,” I said abruptly and then walked away.  I made a bee line for the changing rooms and quickly went up to one of the changing room stalls and opened the door.  I kept it open, waiting, feeling the tension build up between my legs for a sixth time.  The spinning was really getting to me especially and I bit my lip, hoping that I would be able to handle things.
 
    
 
   Of course I also pulled out my alligator clamps.  These are two of the cruelest most evil torture devices I own.  Connected on a steel linked chain (to make them heavy) are two metal toothed, pincer type clamps originally intended for electricians.  Despite my tampering with the pressure, they hurt like hell and leave little red indentations on both sides of my nipples.  This would also be the first time I had clamped my right breast since I got pierced and I was a little timid about the idea.  So without waiting for my possible paramour, I quickly exposed my breasts, seeing the little gold padlock dangling down.  I took a deep breath and pinched open the first clamp, positioning it over my left nipple.  I let it close and let out a pinched cry as the sharp pain rushed up through my bosom and into my brain.  God it hurt.
 
    
 
   With trembling fingers I lifted the other clamp.  My hand was shaking.  I’m not sure if it was from the sexual stimulation, the pain in my breast, or fear of what it was about to feel like getting clamped on my pierced nipple, but it took a great deal of concentration to get the toothed monstrosity in the right spot before letting go.
 
    
 
   Let me be the first to tell you that having a half healed nipple piercing makes alligator clamps hurt much more.  You are still tender, still sore, and there is a fucking gold plated steel hoop going through your flesh, which provides a rather impressive counter to the metal jaws.  Usually the only pressure I feel with the alligator clamps is one jaw against the other, with my nipple caught in between.  Now it was one jaw against half my nipple against the hoop.  Doubled pain.  
 
    
 
   I took off the clamp.  Yeah.  Too much.  It wasn’t going to work.  The pain had almost floored me.  On the flip side it DID distract me from my seething frothing pussy.  I didn’t quite know what to do with the unused clamp but finally I just let it dangle down. I was about to lower my shirt when my half closed changing room door opened suddenly and there he was.
 
    
 
   His eyes widened even more, which I’m not sure was even possible.  His mouth opened in this soundless exclamation of surprise as he took in the alligator clamp chewing on one nipple while my other breast sported a ring and a padlock.  I swallowed hard, reached out and grabbed him, and pulled him into the changing room with me.
 
    
 
   We didn’t speak. I went to my knees even as my hand rooted around in my bag.  I could feel the sexual tension between my legs and realized that despite my orgasm in front of the plastic deer target, I had limited time before I was going to cum again.  So I hurriedly got out a condom with one hand while I unzipped and freed his cock.  It was thick, meaty, and I went down on him in a hurry, sucking his rod in what must have seemed a porno style face fuck frenzy.  I sucked until I could tell I was getting close and I quickly slipped the condom on him.
 
    
 
   Then I stood up, turned around, and bent over, putting my hands down on the bench against the wall.  I had taken the liberty of lubing my ass before even coming out, something I do frequently for assignments.  A little squirt of grapeseed oil in your bottom every morning does wonders for all sorts of things.  It makes shitting easier of course, but most importantly, if you plan (or don’t plan) for someone to stick something up your ass, it makes that implantation much easier.
 
    
 
   Of course, I hadn’t had anything up my ass since that night with Kari and Mistress Davenport at the Society meeting.  That had been three weeks prior and so it took him a moment to get himself in.  I clenched my teeth, trying to relax as the tip of his cock pressed against my ass.  His cock kept slipping downward, trying to penetrate my pussy, which didn’t work of course because I was already penetrated by a four inch spinning vibrating plastic cock.  I started trembling, feeling the orgasm inside me rise.  
 
    
 
   “Come on! Just stick it in me!” I said, probably a little harshly.  But my comment worked because a moment later an inch sank into my ass, followed by the full length of his cock a moment later.  I groaned as he started pumping, my rear end spread and hammered.  It felt… it felt… sigh… okay fine. It felt good.  His cock moved smoothly through me and with the RVP buzzing and spinning it was the icing on the cake.  I came with a small cry even as he continued to pump.  Maybe five minutes later I felt his cock harden inside my ass and he slammed himself against my rump.  He grabbed my hips, ground himself deep, and then he was gasping and sighing as well.  Another few moments passed and then he pulled himself out, the condom bulging with white cream in the tip.
 
    
 
   For the moment, I was sated.  Even with the still buzzing and rotating toy inside me, I felt incredible.  Not only that, but I was now at four.  Just four more ass fucks.  I pulled down my shirt over the one alligator clamp and the piercing and pad lock.  You could clearly see the outline of the lock dangling from my nipple and of course, the bottom alligator clamp was visible where it trailed across my belly, the chain disappearing under my shirt to where the attached alligator clamp was clearly outlined at my left nipple.  To be honest, it had quite a visual affect. 
 
    
 
   I lowered my skirt, thanked my assistant, and left him there with a wet dick and a used condom.  He stammered something but I was already ten feet away and I just waved and headed out into the mall.  
 
    
 
   Some people rate malls by what stores they have inside them.  You know, they’re looking for those fancy clothing stores, or they only like stores with a book store, or they’re looking for jewelry or something.  I rate malls a little differently.  I rate malls based upon the number of places it has were you can get away with getting fucked.  And let me tell you, the mall I was at was pretty darn impressive.  Knowledge is pretty important and rather than looking for a new target, I proceeded to the next spot I knew that would give me an opportunity to get my ass nailed without having police involvement.  
 
    
 
   It was another one of those large scale stores that sell all sorts of crap, mostly outlet stuff.  I’ve never really figured out why people like “outlet” stores, especially since it seems to me that most of the stuff in the so called “outlet” stores looks exactly what you’d find in an “inlet” store.  Strange, isn’t it?  But with that said, surrounded by coats and clothing, I once more was adjacent to a great changing room that wasn’t really monitored.  Now I just needed someone to put his dick in my seat.
 
    
 
   It took about ten minutes to find an appropriate guy.  He was much younger than my first rear end penetrator and even better, he was a shopper.  He was by himself and I approached with a warm smile on my face.  Of course his eyes popped out of their sockets when he saw my shirt.  The strange bumps weren’t exactly a mystery and it was clear I had a padlock on one nipple and a clamp on the other.  I made my proposition and his response was rather appropriate.
 
    
 
   “Fuck yeah!”
 
    
 
   I took my blond sex toy back to the changing room and quickly went to my knees.  A blowjob prior to anal sex is usually a smart thing and it didn’t take me long to have him standing on the orgasmic edge with me.  I slipped the condom on him and presented my rear end.  His cock too tried to slip downward but he managed to get himself inserted where it counted and I gasped as he penetrated. I struggled not to tighten until he was fully seated and once I felt his hips against my buttocks, I allowed myself to close around his cock with a groan.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t as close as I was with the first guy, but then neither was my blond boy toy.  He pumped slowly and surely, his fingers coming around to grope my breasts.  I let him, feeling the tingle and pain as he rubbed my nipples through the material of my shirt.  After a few moments of in and out and back and forth I couldn’t stand it anymore and lifted the cotton halter top, freeing both breasts and giving him access.
 
    
 
   And let me tell you his fingers were at least as talented if not MORE talented than his cock.  Sure, the butt fuck was nice. I exploded.  But it was his fingers that really did it to me.  And he only touched my breasts.  It was… exquisite.  After I popped, still pined on his cock, he groaned and then mashed me up against the wall as he plowed my posterior into submission.  I squeezed rhythmically against him and then he too came, exploding wetly into my rear end with a grunt.
 
    
 
   So with two down and three to go I stopped by a rest room and cleaned myself up.  I’d been getting tons of “looks” for my outfit and most importantly, the lumps under my shirt.  The alligator clamp on my left nipple throbbed in time with the buzzing and spinning inside me and it wasn’t long before I snagged another guy.  I dragged this one into a bathroom, sitting him down on a toilet while I sucked him and applied the condom.  Then for fun, I turned around and sat myself down on his cock, impaling myself for the first time that day.  
 
    
 
   Anal sex is very different when you are the one controlling the penetration and I once again I was able to time my orgasm with cock in my ass.  Unfortunately after I came I was forced up with my lover explaining he couldn’t cum in that position.  I ended up on my face, laying down on the cold and questionably clean tiles, with him on top of me, his cock in my ass, fucking me.  Thank God we weren’t interrupted since I would have been plainly visible to anyone coming into the bathroom.  Of course the other reason I’m glad that no one was in the restroom is because getting screwed in the ass isn’t exactly a quiet event.  No matter how many times you’ve been fucked in the rear, no matter how much lubrication you’ve had, sticking ANYTHING up your rear end is not something you can manage in say… a library.  Or a church.  You’re going to make a FEW noises.
 
    
 
   And if you’re getting pounded, well let’s just say that it become fairly obvious from the soundtrack what’s happening.
 
    
 
   I didn’t orgasm that third time, mostly because while I was still being forcibly stimulated by the RVP, I had reached that half way point where it was starting to hurt, but hadn’t quite become sexual stimulation in and of itself.  Know what I’m talking about?  I was distinctly uncomfortable, especially my clitoris, but it wasn’t hurting enough to get me screaming again.
 
    
 
   Of course fifteen minutes later I got to that point, and before I found my fourth anal partner.  To be honest it sort of snuck up on me. I was on my way to a restroom on the other side of the mall, my hips jerking every once in a while in response to the sparks coming from between my legs, when suddenly everything just sort of bubbled into a frenzy and I found myself gasping, my pussy clenching on the RVP’s spinning cock, as the unauthorized orgasm washed through me.  To be honest, this is where things started going down hill.  Mostly because I had just managed to negate my LAST anal fuck and still had three more to do.  My rear end was sore and tender and I wasn’t exactly looking forward to another three penetrations.  Besides, I’d already been at the mall two and a half hours and I was getting a bit worn out.
 
    
 
   But I tried of course.  So with three more to do I found my way to the next trysting spot and started hunting for a reasonably healthy male to work his way into my back door.  To my surprise, the first guy I approached was standoffish, despite my looking like what I am: a slut.  He made it clear in no uncertain terms that he wasn’t interested.
 
    
 
   Well THAT didn’t help my self esteem any.  Plus you need to understand that when I’m doing crazy shit like this, my mental state isn’t exactly like it is when I’m WRITING about them.  Out there at the mall I was embarrassed, humiliated, just a little scared, and incredibly sexually excited.  That makes for a combination of seasoning that definitely adds flavor to the meal.  So getting turned down like that just made me feel even MORE like a worthless slut.
 
    
 
   Of course the second guy I approached was all in favor of ramming himself up my rear end.  So we made our way to the restroom, I did my thing with my tongue and the condom, and then I was mashed up against the wall, one nipple throbbing from the alligator clamp while my partner worked himself into my rear end.  I was already on the upswing and close to orgasm when the door to the rest room open and we froze, which is damn awkward when you’ve got seven inches of cock in your butt.  But the real problem materialized a moment later when we realized that it was a janitor, and he was definitely curious as to why there were two sets of feet in the handicap stall.
 
    
 
   My paramour pulled out, eliciting an unwilling grunt from me and he hurriedly whipped off the condom and flushed it, all while pulling up his pants.  All I really had to do was push my skirt back down over my rear.  When we heard the janitor stepping out of the bathroom and then the momentary squawk of his radio my paramour quickly said “goodbye!” and rushed out.  I blinked and then carefully sauntered out.  Sure enough, the janitor was there talking in Spanish on his radio.  Now my Spanish sucks, despite two years of it in high school but I know the word “seguridad”.  That was my cue to head on out.  
 
    
 
   I managed to escape, mostly by disappearing into a store.  I had the last orgasm inside a clothing store, holding on to a rack and clenching my teeth.  But since things were a little to hot for me there, I headed back out to my truck.  I finally turned everything off once I got behind the wheel, safe and secure, with my rear end tender, more orgasms than I could shake a stick at, and knowing that when all was said and done, there would be a particular master not very pleased with me.
 
    
 
   When I got home I changed back into my regular clothes, keeping the RVP embedded, and I sighed when I turned it back on, the vibrations once more gently rubbing at my clit, shaking the four inch cock inside me.  I still had a little while to go, a little while before I had to turn the rotation function on full power, for ten minutes.
 
    
 
   And not cum.
 
    
 
   Oh God… I am in so much trouble.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: sixhours]Six Hours
 
   10/11/11
 
    
 
   It was decidedly weird attire for an assignment.  In fact, for the first time since I started these nympho humiliation pain slut sex assignments, I was able to dress for it in my bed room.  It actually was easier.  I put everything in and on like I was supposed to, went downstairs, waved goodbye to my family, and was off.  It was really sweet actually.  And to my surprise, I wasn’t even dressed like a slut.
 
    
 
                 I know.  Now YOU’RE surprised too.
 
    
 
                 The outfit I was wearing was simple.  It consisted of my bare feet stuck in a pair of pink flip flops, an almost knee length, flared denim skirt, and a decent tee shirt.  Of course I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties, but I could swing that way with the best of them and going commando wasn’t exactly a rare thing with me.  Hell, back in college when living with Kari, panties were a luxury item for my time of the month, and days when I was stuffed with a sex toy and Kari needed something to hold it in.
 
    
 
                 Today was not one of those days.  Oh… I had toys, but not what you’d expect, especially if you’re aware of NHPS Rule #1.  Nympho humiliation pain slut rule #1 says I’m supposed to keep cock, or a cock like object, or sex toy inside me at all times; ostensibly to make sure that I’m literally ready to be fucked at a moments notice.  I suppose there is something really nice about a guy being able to sink, immediately to the hilt, inside a girl on his first thrust.  I like to think I specialize in that.  What good is a decent scabbard if the sword won’t go in on the first try?  Of course, I like it when the sword goes in, then comes out, then goes in, then comes out, then…
 
    
 
                 Oh.  Sorry.  Got distracted.  Didn’t mean to get into a fugue like that!
 
    
 
                 So after discarding my ben wa balls, the two little golf ball sized spheres that I HAD been keeping inside me, I proceeded to follow the terms of my assignment by getting out my grapeseed oil and the anal beads.
 
    
 
                 I hate my vibrating anal beads.  There are eight little balls on a latex covered wire.  The range in size from marble sized all the way up to the last one which is the size of a walnut. I absolutely hate them. I hate anything in my ass.  But since I’m not really allowed to object to anything that doesn’t violate my limits (and since Kari approved this assignment I can’t object to ANYTHING in it anyway) I laid down on my bed, stuck my  legs up into the air, took the lubed beads, and began working them into my rear end.
 
    
 
                 Not the most fun thing to do.  Trust me.
 
    
 
                 Eight or nine minutes later my butt was about as full as you can get without ass fucking a gorilla and I wriggled my hips to seat the beaded accessory even as I pulled the waistband of the skirt outward, ran the wire up through to my waist, and tucked the remote into the side pocket.  Then I went fishing in my toybox for the last item I needed: my butterfly clitoral stimulator.
 
    
 
                 Every girl should have one of these, especially if they are a nympho humiliation pain slut, sex slave or even just creative.  These things are incredible.  They can run the gauntlet from being this wonderful masturbatory toy that can create powerful orgasms, or under the correct circumstances, they can be used to physically, mentally, and sexually torture a girl to the point where she can’t stop cumming or standing.  
 
    
 
                 I like versatile tools.
 
    
 
                 With just a few minutes to go before 8am I strapped on the butterfly vibrator and positioned it directly above my clit.  Then I went to the computer and reviewed the task ahead of me.
 
    
 
                 “Breanne – You will dress decently, but in a skirt and tee shirt, no bra or panties.  Footwear is up to you.  Under your skirt you will wear you vibrating anal beads as well as your butterfly vibrator.  You are excused from NHPS Rule #1 during this assignment.  Starting at 8am you will turn on the vibrating anal beads and the butterfly vibrator on low when at home, and on high when out in public.  Make plans though to go out.  
 
                 While experiencing the vibrations and stimulations, keep an eye on your surroundings.  Should at any time you experience an orgasm due to the vibrations and stimulation to your clit, you will immediately (within two minutes) grab any item nearby that will fit into your pussy and fuck it until you cum a second time.  This must be done in the same location the unauthorized orgasm occurred, even if in a public venue, unless it is likely you will draw police attention.  Be considerate of others please.
 
                 You will remain under these conditions for six hours. – Master Mark
 
    
 
   It’s these kinds of assignments that really get to me.  Granted, I wouldn’t be dressed like a slut, which was nice (though sort of odd now that I think about it.  Why wouldn’t Master Mark want me dressed like a slut?)  A little after eight in the morning, I climbed into my truck and headed out on the town.  The beads and butterfly were off of course, since I don’t drive vibrated.  That would be just stupid.
 
    
 
   But that early in the morning, where on earth was I going to go to “hang out”?  I was a bit hungry of course, since usually I eat breakfast at about this time, so I decided that food was in order.  But where?  Then it occurred to me.  Why not go eat at my dad’s favorite café?  It was close by.  The food was great and cheap, and they had booths where I could sit relatively undisturbed and even to an extent, unobserved!
 
    
 
   So I headed north, bypassing my little stripping spot on the side of the road.  Even that felt a little strange.  Usually I’m standing there in front of my truck, taking off my clothes in order to put something much more revealing on.
 
    
 
                 It took all of fifteen minutes to cross I-10 and weave my way north through a couple of our town’s main streets.  I pulled up in front of the café and once I put the truck in park, I reached down to my waist, extracted the anal bead remote, and jacked it up to its maximum setting.  The roar in my ass sounded much louder in the confined space of the truck cabin, but I knew it wouldn’t be noticeable, even at full power, unless someone was standing or sitting right beside me.  So once my rear end felt like the San Andreas Fault on a bad day, I pulled up my skirt until that small plastic and rubber, butterfly shaped, stimulator was in view.  It only had two settings: low and high and so my fingers reached down between my legs and pushed the switch upward, twice.  
 
    
 
                 Girls cum two different ways: vaginally and clitorally.  I’m one of those lucky girls that do both and even have had orgasms that were brought about by both kinds of stimulation at once.  There is a big difference between them however.  Clitoral orgasms are fast, intensely powerful orgasms that are all about an overload of the nervous system.  Vaginal orgasms are all about a steady buildup of the same pleasure signals, but over a longer time and in a way that can make clitoral orgasms seem small and insignificant.  Clitoral orgasms are hard fast powerful rain storms.  Vaginal orgasms are those soaking long term downpours where everything gets so drenched you can’t be outside less than a second without getting sopping wet.
 
    
 
                 Now bear in mind that I had been wearing my ben wa balls that morning.  I also had not masturbated, not even when I woke up, which meant that I was very very bothered.  I’ve gotten to the point where wearing the ben wa balls all day doesn’t take me over the edge.  Of course it does leave me AT the edge, dancing there on my toes, waiting for a stiff breeze (or someone’s hand on my ass!) to knock me over.  The now powerful buzzing at my clit and in my bottom was exactly that something and I didn’t even have a chance to get out of the fucking truck before I was swooning, fingers clenched tightly to the steering wheel, with a clitoral orgasm blowing my brains out.
 
    
 
                 After I shuddered through my butterfly induced explosion, I looked around the cab of my truck.  I had two minutes now, which wasn’t much time.  My chest heaved slightly as I scrabbled in the crud I keep in my truck.  Not much there.  All I had was my purse, which didn’t have anything worthwhile in it.  I leaned over, trying to ignore the still buzzing caress of the butterfly against my tingling clit, and opened the glove box.
 
    
 
                 I rarely go into the glove box.  I don’t keep gloves in there.  In fact, my dad is the one who used to stock this glove box. I could tell immediately.  There were a few maps, a notebook, a few pens, and of course one of those cheap two dollar D cell flashlights.  I swallowed, grasped the blue plastic light and pulled it over to myself.  
 
    
 
                 It was easily about six inches long with a slightly wider lens than base.  A white plastic sliding button along the side allowed me to switch it on and off (yes, it worked too!) and I pulled my skirt up enough until I was able to spread my legs wide in the cabin.  I turned it around so the butt of the flashlight was pointed between my legs and then I worked it between my thighs, clenching for a moment as I felt the hard circular edge of the base touch my petals.  I twisted my wrist, the movement translating down to the flashlight and thank goodness I was already soaked.  The butt cap of the flashlight swirled against my labia and then I was able to exert a little pressure, rocking my hips, to open myself up to the large scale intruder.
 
    
 
                 It was much thicker than any of my sex toys with the exception of my Core Driller, and even then there was a difference.  While my twelve inch Core Driller dildo widens out to a large diameter than the flashlight did, it was at least tapered.  The flash light started off at about two and a half inches with no tapering.  That’s quite an edge to get shoved up in side you.  Of course, I’m used to oddball stuff like this so I had that flashlight worked up inside me in seconds.  I shoved it in, groaning in pleasure, especially since my clit and rear end were still being worked by the non-stop vibrations of the butterfly and anal beads.  I pulled the flashlight half way out and then rammed it back in. I felt a slightly different pressure and to my surprise, the underside of the steering column was suddenly very well illuminated.
 
    
 
                 I pulled the flashlight halfway out, wondering why it had turned on, and it turned off.  I pushed it back in and it turned on.  It finally occurred to me, in my sex befuddled brain, that I had managed to wedge the stupid button against the inside of my pussy and my back and forth fucking was turning it on and off.  Trust me, the blinking I was doing provides an entirely different signal.  I twisted the flashlight so it wouldn’t activate, much less provide MORE signal to passersby that I was doing something naughty.
 
    
 
                 I came about ten minute later; a very nice vaginal/clitoral orgasm that combined both stimulations into a powerful explosion that had me leaning back in pleasure, my eyes closed, my chest heaving.  I left the flashlight between my legs during the whole popping thing. I finally opened my eyes and saw a nice looking couple standing at the door of the café, looking into the truck, with confused and slightly suspicious looks.  I smiled and looked down at myself, wondering what the deal was.  My skirt was down of course, I could feel it. Oh.  But of course the flashlight had come back on and now my thighs and knees were brightly illuminated.  And of course, their question: where was the light coming from.
 
    
 
                 Hey.  Ever hear the old wag about someone blowing sunshine out their ass?
 
    
 
                 Once they got tired of staring at me I extracted the flashlight from between my legs. It was gooey, slick with my juices, and had my scent all over it.  I took an experimental lick, enjoying the salty musky taste, but then I fished a baby wipe out of my bag and cleaned off the flashlight and stuck it back into the glove box.  
 
    
 
                 Two orgasms were giving my body the ability to temporarily ignore the sexual stimulation aspect of the torment coming from between my legs, even if it was doing nothing to prevent the gradual non-stop overstimulation of the nerve bundle in my clitoris.  I’ve grown a bit more used to clitoral stimulation. Hell, the day before Kari had me in my chastity belt, buzzing in my ass, my pussy, and my clit for ages!  Granted, the butterfly stimulator is much more intense than the one in my chastity belt, but I can go almost thirty or forty minutes before it overloads me.  At least at first.  I knew by the time my six hours were up the time span between clitoral orgasms would be relatively short and there would be a lot of discomfort.  In fact, I was sort of counting on it.  Master Mark’s orders were perfectly clear.  He wanted me to go out, and if I did I needed to have the vibrators on full power, right?  Well I can’t handle the butterfly on full power, not for six hours.  There’s just no way.  It is a physical impossibility.  So what did that mean?  A token romp through public, with possible humiliation and multiple orgasms, then back home to finish things out in a controlled manner.  I had a plan.
 
    
 
                 I got out of the truck and smoothed down my skirt, then headed into the café.  I spotted my curious couple in the back even as I was greeted.  I asked for a booth and was shown to one along the far wall.  It wasn’t as private as I was hoping for, but it was acceptable.  I sat down, already starting to feel the first tingle of renewed sexual urgency spreading out from my loins.
 
    
 
                 I love eating at this café.  I have to tell you, the Hungry Tiger Special Omelette is incredible.  Eggs, onion, bell peppers, and tomatoes all served up with fries, bacon and sausage and covered with cheddar cheese.  Obviously I don’t eat these very often because if I did I’d be a blimp.  But occasionally, this cholesterol laden heart attack inducing breakfast is SO good.  Especially when you’re trying to ignore the mechanical equivalent of a guy rapidly licking your clit over and over.
 
    
 
                 By the time I was half way finished with my omelette I was having trouble.  The butterfly between my legs was going to town and my hips couldn’t stop jerking.  Are you sitting down right now?  Good.  Now roll your hips as if you are fucking someone.  Now imagine being sexually stimulated at the same time.  No imagine that you can’t stop. I must have looked like I had ants in my pants.  Eventually I closed my eyes and focused on enduring, stoically and quietly, the orgasm that was coming, despite the fact that it was all clitoral, very powerful, and rather intense.  
 
    
 
                 Could you do it in the middle of a semi-crowded restaurant and NOT draw attention?
 
    
 
                 I still let out a pretty decent whimper that attracted a few looks, if not intervention.
 
    
 
                 When I was done I was shaking.  YOU try hiding the fact you just had a mind blowing orgasmic release, complete with mind-numbing endorphins flooding through your brain, along with enough adrenaline to make it possible to lift a car.  Or here, I’ll make it easy for you.  Masturbate at home and right before you cum, drink five of those five hour energy drinks.  Then finish masturbating.  See if YOU could sit still and quietly for five minutes.
 
    
 
                 Oh.  And have someone immediately start sucking or licking on you too while you’re sitting there trying to hide the fact you just came!  That’s basically what I was enduring since I wasn’t allowed to turn off the butterfly OR the anal beads.
 
    
 
                 Of course the next issue was the fact that I now had two minutes to pick something to fuck myself with right there at the table, all the way to orgasm number four.  My brain moved sluggishly.  The fork?  The spoon?  The knife?  A sausage link?  But then my eyes settled on the salt shaker, a five inch long plastic cylinder with a metal cap.  I snatched it quickly off the table and brought it down to my lap, hoping no one would see.
 
    
 
                 I know.  Not one of the smartest things I’ve ever done.  Now salt won’t really hurt you but as I was pumping that little salt shaker in and out of myself, the stupid cap came off, pouring a liberal amount of iodized salt out inside me.  That was alarming.  What was more alarming was the fact that I couldn’t get the cap out quickly.  Looking around in a state of fright, I slowly brought the now empty (and capless) salt shaker out from under the table, pushed down my skirt, and stood up.  I could feel a small stream of salt pour out from between my legs, even while I could feel the salt mash inside me slowly dissolving.  I got up and with my half eaten breakfast on the table, I headed toward the restroom.
 
    
 
                 I’m going to skip this part if you don’t mind.  I did some rather… um… important gynecological cleansing.  To be honest, salt isn’t really that bad.  It just causes some irritation and frankly I didn’t get that much inside me.  But remember that one assignment I did?  “Sanded?”  Yeah well this little stupid accident complicated things for me.  Every single fuck after that salt shaker had a little bit of “oooohh… owww” to it after that.
 
    
 
                 I made my way back to the table feeling a little better.  The only problem was that I still hadn’t cum.  So this time I grabbed my table knife, wiped off the blade, turned it around, and quickly stuck the handle up inside myself.  Then I tried to finish my omelette while slowly moving the knife handle up through my pussy.  It felt… unsatisfactory. It was too thin, a little cold, and frankly not very filling.  It actually was the stimulation of the butterfly that had me cumming twenty minutes later, gritting my teeth and trying desperately to keep my release from becoming a free public event.  
 
    
 
                 And when I opened my eyes again, that couple was STARING AT ME!  Gosh, it was like they KNEW when I was orgasming.  They didn’t say anything, or approach me, but all I could think of was “thank God I’m not dressed like a slut!”  I waited for them to leave before pulling the knife out of my pussy. I wiped it off with a napkin.  I finished my breakfast and orange juice, got my bill and then went to the register to pay.  No one said a word to me about the salt shaker, which I left on the table with the cap off, the remnants of salt inside clumped wetly at the bottom.  Gosh I sure hope they wash it.
 
    
 
                 Once I was back out in my truck I sat there gripping the wheel, trying to deal with the vibrations.  Already my clit was tender and sore and while my ass wasn’t in any distress, I still felt the vibrations of the anal beads doing strange things internally.  But it was time to leave so I turned everything off, put the truck in gear, and headed for home.  I took my time too.  When you’ve just spent over an hour and a half having your clitoris chaffed in non-stop sexual torment, a little piece and quiet is not just nice, it’s almost pure bliss.  It allowed me to somewhat recover.  
 
    
 
                 Back at home though I turned the butterfly and anal beads back on, though on low now, and sauntered into the house.
 
                 
 
                 “Oh! Breanne.  I wish I’d known you were going out this morning.  I’ve got some errands I need you to run,” my mother said from across the kitchen.  I stumbled to a halt, staying a few feet away from her so that she wouldn’t hear the purr of the motors tormenting me.  I swallowed hard.
 
    
 
                 “Oh?  What do you need, mom?”  
 
    
 
                 She smiled up at me, her eyes loving.  “I’ve got a list,” she said.
 
    
 
                 Ten minutes later I was back in the truck, trembling.  And it wasn’t from the butterfly or anal beads.  Those were off as I moved off down the road.  No, I was trembling from the fact that my mother’s list would have been puttering around town for hours.  My heart was thumping in my chest and I tried to figure some way to do it all without getting myself in serious trouble.  Nothing came to mind and rather than just sit there in the driveway, I finally headed for stop number one.
 
    
 
                 My mother is one of those old fashioned ladies who can do practically everything herself.  Need some curtains for the living room?  Give my mom a day and she’ll have them sewn.  She gardens.  She embroiders.  She crochets.  She knits.  She cooks.  She plays piano.  She is frankly awesome.  I’ve even seen her roll up the sleeves, crawl under the kitchen sink and go to town on the plumbing.  She’s amazing.  But in order to do all that, she has to have supplies and that’s what the list was for.
 
    
 
                 The first stop was the yarn store and after I parked I lifted my skirt and thumbed my butterfly to high power and then grabbed the anal beads remote.  In short order I was once again being over-stimulated and I got out of the truck, making my way inside.  I hadn’t cum in over an hour and in moments I realized that I was racing the clock.  Which goal would I achieve first, finding the stupid yarn Mom wanted or cumming with a soft cry in the middle of the store?
 
    
 
                 If you know me, then you know what happened first.  Of course I came.  I hadn’t even come CLOSE to finding the yarn my mother wanted.  Instead I stood in a narrow aisle at the back of the store, panting heavily, my eyes closed, my forehead pressed up against the edge of a cool metal shelf, while my hips attempted to jerk themselves away from my spine.  Ah, I love involuntary coitus.  There is nothing better than having your loins virtually fuck someone that isn’t there, all because of a few battery operated toys.  Isn’t technology great?
 
    
 
                 I took a ragged breath as the orgasm crested and then slowly dissipated.  I could feel the wetness streaming down my thighs and I shifted uncomfortably.  The roar between my legs went on and before I could even start glancing around for an item to masturbate with, I could tell that I’d be cumming again in less than a minute.  I took a few faltering steps, a rather poorly conceptualized idea that maybe if I made it to the knitting tools aisle, I’d be able to find something appropriate and USE this second wave.  I stumbled out into the main aisle, only to find myself face to face with a thirty year old woman wearing a blue blouse and a name tag that said “Shirley”.  
 
    
 
                 “Miss?  Are you all right?” she asked me.  I felt the heat in my cheeks.  My pussy was convulsing and I concentrated on locking my hips so that it wasn’t as obvious that I was in the throes of orgasmic release.
 
                 
 
                 “I’m fine.  Thank you,” I said in a clipped voice that probably did more to emphasize the fact that I wasn’t all right than anything else.  I could feel the second wave and my attempt to stifle it, to minimize it was only making it build even higher and faster.  
 
    
 
                 “Are you sure?  You look,” she paused momentarily, her eyes studying me, “ill.”
 
    
 
                 It was right at that point where my body decided that my attempts to prevent the second wave were not only foolish, but damaging as well.  The orgasm hit me like a brick in the face and I gasped suddenly, hunching forward, my hands going down to the front of my skirt, applying pressure to the butterfly vibrator.  I let out a whimper of agonized pleasure and the little sparks of discomfort that came from my sensitized sex only turned up the intensity.  
 
    
 
                 “My god!” Shirley said, coming forward, putting her hand on my shoulder.  Clearly she thought that I was ill, rather than a slut, which I have to admit is actually refreshing.  But as she closed the distance between us, her face clouded momentarily as she detected the sound of the vibrators. 
 
    
 
                 “Are you okay?” she asked again, still trying to figure it all out. I nodded stupidly, clenching my teeth to prevent the cry of exquisite pleasure from forming.  I trembled slightly and my hips did a few more thrusts, which just made me feel even MORE on edge.  Finally the pressure started to ebb and moments later I let out an explosive gasp, unaware I had been holding my breath.
 
    
 
                 “What’s that buzzing noise?” Shirley asked.  Her expression had gone from deep concern to confused suspicion and I realized I had already messed things up.  I lifted my list, which was still in my hand.
 
    
 
                 “I’m trying to find some yarn,” I explained.  Shirley glanced at my list, reading the number and brand off the paper.  The distraction worked and as I straightened up and seemed to collect myself, she nodded and motioned me to follow her.
 
    
 
                 My chest was still heaving and I was having trouble down below even as I followed Shirley.  The butterfly was doing some dramatic things to my clit, which is what happens when you basically secure a vibrating chunk of plastic against a nerve center.  The vibrations had already over-sensitized my clitoris, but now the shaking of that little nodule was being received by my brain as a rather uncomfortable chaffing, little sparks of pain shooting through the residual pleasure of my orgasm.  
 
    
 
                 Shirley however didn’t notice my predicament, instead leading me right to the yarn.  I quickly stuffed four skeins into my basket and thanked her.  I was desperate to get out of there.  Not to mention the fact that technically I was supposed to already be fucking my own brains out with some object pulled off the shelf.  Not good.  I hurried to the cash register with my loins already starting the rolling movements of another orgasmic wave, my thighs pressed tightly together.  Hell, I probably looked like I needed to pee or something.
 
    
 
                 There was no one at the register and I turned to see Shirley walking toward me.  Great.  She moved slowly toward the checkout stand as I stood there trembling, hopping up and down slightly.  She moved behind the counter and typed her code into the cash register.
 
                 
 
                 “Do you need to use the bathroom?” she asked me, the look of suspicion replaced with one that said quite clearly “what the fuck?”   
 
    
 
                 “Yes please!” I gasped, looking around for the restroom.
 
    
 
                 Shirley nodded toward the back of the store. “It’s in the back.”
 
    
 
                 I turned and looked back toward the rear of the store and then darted in that direction.  I saw the little wooden sign that announced “restrooms” and I stumbled into the little hallway and yanked on the door marked “restroom”.  It was locked.  Shocked and just a little overwhelmed, I looked back at Shirley, who was now slowly walking toward me again.  There was a huge wooden stick in her hand.  Dangling from the bottom was a key.
 
                 
 
                 You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.
 
    
 
                 Shirley unlocked the door while I stood there, stiff as a board, trying not to orgasm a third time.  My clitoris was really starting to tingle, and not the nice kind of tingle either.  It was the “oh shit, seriously? More?” kind of tingle; sort of a cross between an Indian rug burn and holding a piece of ice against your skin for too long.  Shirley finally opened the bathroom door and I hurried in with a quick “thank you,”  I shut the door behind me and stood there, looking at myself in the mirror.
 
    
 
                 Master Mark’s words came back to me and I looked around the little bathroom.  Toilet plunger?  Possibly.  Soap container?  Nope.  Oooohhh… toilet paper roll dispenser?  Absolutely.  I reached forward, tugged the toilet paper roll off the dispenser, and popped the white plastic bar out.  It was basically two pieces and I sat down on the toilet and lifted my skirt.  It went in easily, my pussy opening like a ripe flower, the petals soaked with dew.  I gasped with the penetration and instantly the roaring need hit me.  I pumped the makeshift dildo through my loins and felt the orgasmic wave that had been heading for me change into a full throated tsunami.  I stretched my thighs, moving my feet as wide apart as possible, and I rammed the plastic spindle repeatedly into my sex.
 
                 
 
                 I came with a sobbing whimper and a squirt of juice that soaked my fist, the spindle and a good portion of the restroom floor.  I sagged down on the toilet, my clit still reporting overload and I pulled the butterfly away from my swollen nub for a moment, trying to give myself a brief moment to recover. It helped, but only marginally.  A few minutes later I resettled the butterfly atop my clit and then stood.  I washed my hands, the spindle, and then reassembled the toilet dispenser holder.  A wad of paper towels cleaned up my soaked thighs and I was astonished to find that I had managed to send a trickle of juice all the way down to my ankle.
 
    
 
                 I guess I really do need a pair of shorts with the word “Juicy” written across the ass.
 
    
 
                 With multiple orgasms, the last one being vaginal and not just clitoral, I felt a little more in control.  The sexual urge to orgasm, to pump my hips and hop up and down like a toddler in need of a toilet, had subsided, leaving only the incessant irritation of the vibrating anal beads and the aggravating rub of the clit chaffing butterfly.  I took a deep breath, washed my face, and then went back out into the store.
 
                 
 
                 Shirley was back at the front counter, but her eyes locked on me instantly.  I moved forward quickly, trying to look confidant, but her suspicious glare had me instantly shaking again.  I felt humiliated, embarrassed by my behavior and I flushed crimson as she studied me again.  She pulled the yarn off the back shelf and rang it up.  I paid with cash, not wanting her to read my name off a credit card.
 
    
 
                 As she handed me the bag, our fingers touched.  Her eyes locked on mine and I could almost hear her words, the unspoken ones.
 
    
 
                 “I know what you did. Slut.” The tone I imagined was full of disgust and derision.
 
    
 
                 I escaped back out to my truck.
 
    
 
                 Peace came to my loins as I drove on to the second stop on my mother’s list.  I admit, I may have dawdled, taking round about routes and trying very hard not to go the speed limit.  
 
    
 
                 My next stop was the pharmacy and I toyed with the idea of going through the drive thru, but Mom wanted me to drop off a prescription and then pick it up too.  It wasn’t anything serious – she’s on prescription vitamins because of some vitamin deficiencies she has, so it wasn’t like it would take a few hours to mix the drugs up.  But I knew I’d have a good ten to fifteen minutes wait.  Finally I asked myself what Master Mark would want me to do.  With a sigh of  resignation, I parked the truck, flipped my skirt up, and once again activated the torment that not only drove me sexually crazy, but was now slightly painful as well.
 
    
 
                 Immediately my clit reported the vibrations as disconcerting.  There was a twinge of pain and then my ass tightened perceptibly around the anal beads.   That’s one of the problems with the vibrating anal beads.  It keeps your ass constantly tightening and loosening.  That actually moves a few other muscles around, especially ones inside your sex, and that creates even more sexual tension.  So almost immediately I felt the building pressure that I’m sure by now you were expecting.
 
    
 
                 Thank God I wasn’t wearing vibroballs or the ben wa balls on top of everything else.  I walked into the pharmacy, gave my mother’s prescription to the pharmacist, and sat down to wait.  I was pretty much by myself so I was able to cross my legs and concentrate on kegal exercises to keep the orgasm at bay.  It worked and by the time the pharmacy was done and I had paid for my mother’s prescription, I was able to walk out the front door and get back in my truck without any overloads.
 
    
 
                 And onward I went.  I checked the list and with a little grin and purr, headed for another favorite location: Mike’s hardware store.  Mom evidently needed a new washer hose and some gaskets.  Okay. I could handle that.    It was still early enough in the day that the hardware store wouldn’t be full and I knew Mike would probably be there.  I was also close which was a good thing.  About ten minutes later I pulled up in front of the place, parked my truck, and headed in.  I was greeted at the door, but I didn’t know the clerk who nodded at me.  I also didn’t ask for Mike.  He is the kind of manager who knows when someone is in his store and comes down the aisle to ask you if you need help.  That’s not something you’ll find at one of those big home improvement places.
 
    
 
                 It didn’t take me long to find what Mom needed and I dumped them into my small plastic basket.  The purring inside me had intensified again and I realized that I unless I wanted to orgasm in the middle of the checkout line, I needed to find a quiet aisle.  I hurried down another row and found the lawn and garden section.  In front of a rack of rakes, I held on to a shelf and shook as the orgasm took me.  It felt incredible and when it was done I plucked the little hand held hose nozzle off the shelf, looked around once, and then lifted my skirt.  It slipped in perfectly, the tapered metal going in hard and cold and I began pumping fast, not wanting to be caught standing in the middle of an aisle with my skirt held up and my hand jacking unpaid for product through my interior orifices.  I groaned, close to orgasm and that’s when Mike showed up.
 
    
 
                 “I should have known,” he said with a sigh as I turned in alarm, yanking the hose nozzle out of my snatch and letting the skirt drop.  I blushed crimson and Mike reached out, plucking the slimy makeshift sex toy out of my hand.  “Really, Breanne?  A hose nozzle?”
 
    
 
                 I nodded, grimacing slightly.  “Please?  Finish me off and I’ll fuck you,” I begged.  
 
    
 
                 Mike chuckled and waved the hose nozzle in the air.  “My office.  Now,” he said. 
 
    
 
                 I hurried. I was horny and I didn’t want to cum again just from the butterfly.  The walk to Mike’s office was quick and easy and he locked the door as we went in.  I went straight to his office chair, lifted my skirt, spread my legs, and gave him that look.
 
    
 
                 He moved forward, his eyes glued to the wet slit topped with the butterfly.  “Well that explains a few things,” he said with chagrin.  Then he saw the wire coming out of my ass and shook his head. “Geeze, don’t you ever do anything lightly?”  He knelt down in front of my spread loins and proceeded to slip the hose nozzle back into my hole. 
 
    
 
                 It was… perfect.  Oh god yes.  I groaned out loud. I was in private and could be reasonably loud.  I could moan. I could gasp.  And I did.  Mike knelt there and worked the stupid brass nozzle through my folds until I shook and bit my lip, eyes closing in orgasmic bliss.                It was one of those totally amazing times when everything works right and I just cum in this overwhelming way that turns me into a bowl of gelatin.  When I finished cumming Michael pulled the nozzle out of my pussy and dropped it on his desk where it left a wet streak.  Then before I could say a word, he had stood up, loosened his pants and pulled out his cock.
 
    
 
                 And I thought the NOZZLE felt good! Yeah right.  Real cock does it all of the time.  I didn’t cum, mostly because I had just exploded, twice, but I’m going to admit that the best sort of respite from fucking something hard and metal, is fucking something hard yet pliable: real flesh. It is like getting a massage. It’s wonderful.
 
    
 
                 Mike finished relatively quick though, hardening inside me with a spurt of condom filling white cream and then gasped, sitting back against his desk.
 
    
 
                 “That never gets old,” he said softly, his face filled with this sort of relaxed relief that told me I was very much appreciated.  I nodded, still sated from my recent orgasm, but starting to be very aware of the over-stimulation of the butterfly against my clit.  It wasn’t quite hurting yet, but it definitely was uncomfortable, sort of like getting a really light rug burn.  
 
    
 
                 “So, anal beads and the butterfly, hmmm?” Mike asked.  “I’m guessing you’re on assignment or did you just come by to get fucked by me?”
 
    
 
                 I laughed.  “Both!  Why not right?  Anyway the assignment is pretty tough.  I’ve already had a ton of orgasms and I’m only about half way done with the assignment!”
 
    
 
                 He gave me an impressed look.  “Wow, going for a record today?”
 
    
 
                 I shook my head.  “I doubt I’ll get there.  You know how it is.  The first ones were easy, but I’m starting to get super tender and I’m already feeling a bit of the pain from the butterfly.”
 
    
 
                 He leaned closer to my still spread open crotch and examined the slightly buzzing purplish plastic butterfly nestled against the top of my slit.  It was trembling ever so slightly, clearly sending waves of stimulation against that tender little nerve bundle.  He grinned in appreciation.
 
    
 
                 “So what happens when you cum?” he asked.
 
                 
 
                 “I get to cum again,” I replied.  Then I put my legs down and stood up, smoothing my skirt back in place.
 
    
 
                 “Anyway, I’ve only got one more stop to make and then I’m done.”  
 
    
 
   Mike nodded.               “Well, I always appreciate the opportunity to help you out, Breanne.”  
 
    
 
                 I grinned.  “I know.  And I appreciate it.  Now I’ve got to buy the things my mom wanted and move on.”
 
    
 
                 Mike helped me collect the hose fittings and the gasket and a few moments later he walked me to my truck.  A few pinches and a squeeze to my breast was my goodbye and then I settled back in my truck and turned off the butterfly and vibrating anal beads.
 
    
 
                 The grocery store was actually easy to handle.  Sure, my steps were halting, hesitant, sex laced, movements that tried, rather unsuccessfully, to hide the regular thrusting of my hips.  And I got a number of odd looks as various other customers tried to figure out what was wrong, but I didn’t cum and that made things much easier for me.  With a few sundry items, I headed for home, only turning the anal beads and butterfly back on once I had parked in front of the house.  With everything on the lower settings, it wasn’t much of a problem to give my mother her items, eat lunch, and then excuse myself to the barn.  I came one last time outside, and I pulled a screwdriver off my dad’s workbench to handle the “immediate object” fuck that came next.  My last orgasm of the day came twenty minutes after my six hours were up.
 
    
 
                 Back inside, I pulled the butterfly from my clit and put it away.  I was bright red, swollen, and terribly sensitive.  I called Kari to let her know I was done.
 
    
 
                 “How do you feel?” she asked.  
 
    
 
                 I couldn’t help smiling in satisfaction.  “Not bad actually.  I’m a little tender but I managed it. I came a lot though.”
 
    
 
                 “That’s good to know.  So I guess you need to know what to put back in there, right?  To follow NHPS Rule #1?” she asked.
 
    
 
                 “Yep,” I said, but with a little concern.  To be honest, I had figured I’d put the ben wa balls back in.  They were internal and would give my clit a bit of a break.  I needed that break.
 
    
 
                 “Well, good,”: Kari said.  “I think this might be a great day for the RVP.”
 
    
 
                 My Rotating Venus Penis is an amazing toy.  It is a four inch, spinning, plastic cock mounted on a vibrating base.  The base is rather large and covers your entire pussy, including your clit.  I hesitated. 
 
    
 
                 “Kari?  I’m really sore,” I said softly.  “I don’t think my clit can handle that.”
 
    
 
                 There was coldness in her reply.  “Really?”
 
    
 
                 I tried to sound sure of myself.  “Yes,” I said.
 
    
 
                 “Well then, I suppose we have to take that into consideration,” she stated.
 
    
 
                 I sighed in relief.  “Thank you, Kari.  I really…” she cut me off.
 
    
 
                 “So keep the spinning function on full power non-stop and you only have to turn the vibrations on for ten minutes every hour.”
 
    
 
                 I swallowed, my voice barely a whisper. “At full power?” I asked.
 
    
 
                 “At full power,” she repeated.
 
    
 
                 “Yes Ma’am.”  I closed my eyes and sat there, wondering how much worse my afternoon was going to get.
 
    
 
                 “Oh, and Bre?  Don’t cum.  If you do you won’t like the punishment.”
 
    
 
                 “Punishment,” I said stupidly.
 
    
 
                 “It will involve clamps.  The alligator clamps.”
 
    
 
                 I trembled. “Yes, Ma’am,” I whispered.
 
    
 
                 “Good. Now get to it,”
 
    
 
                 I stumbled over to my closet and got my toybox down.  A moment later I strapped on the RVP, feeling the cock slip inside me.  A moment later it was spinning, rapidly churning my insides into orgasmic soup.  A few minutes later I couldn’t stand it, and turned on the vibrations, letting the RVP rock me into orgasmically induced bliss.  I shook, knowing what was coming.
 
    
 
                 Me.
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   I closed my eyes and braced myself.  It wasn’t the fact that I was wearing a skirt, or even that I was alone. It was the fact that the damned vibroballs had been buzzing around inside me on high power for the last hour and a half and since I hadn’t cum since the previous day, my body was having trouble resisting.
 
    
 
   And I had to resist.  It was important.  After the previous day’s assignment, with so many clitoral orgasms, my clit was raw, red, swollen, and not really in a condition for any kind of sexual abuse, torment, or even pleasure.  And the stipulations for the vibroballs stated I wasn’t allowed to cum.  
 
    
 
   But sometimes a stipulation like that needs a motivator and Kari provided one.  “If you cum, put a clothespin on your clit for thirty minutes.”  There was no way I could handle that.  No way.  Not after spending six fucking hours the previous day with my butterfly clitoral stimulator pressed against my clit, buzzing like mad.  
 
    
 
   I was leaning against the metal fence housing the goats, three rails and some wire of white powder coated metal pipe.  The cool gray sky threatened rain, but it was still dry.  Of course, I wasn’t.  I was soaked.  The vibroballs had been churning inside me since I woke up and replaced the ben wa balls with the vibroballs.  And they had been on high since that moment.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t take it any longer.  I grit my teeth, eyes closed, thighs pressed together and the orgasm shuddered through me.  Oh my god… it felt… good.  I let the wave slide past, filling me with endorphins and adrenaline and that warm wet feeling of sexual bliss.  And then it was past and the vibroballs were still purring, still churning inside me, unwilling to let me slide back down into relaxation, but totally pushing me along to catch the next wave.
 
    
 
   But I didn’t really have a choice.  I knew I was going to catch that next wave, but one thing had to be accomplished first.  Or simultaneously, since I was in the trough and already starting up the next rise.  As I rose to my second climax, I reached into my pocket and extracted one simple item.  A clothespin.  A wooden clothespin.  I pinched it open and lifted the front of my skirt.  I wasn’t wearing panties, a condition that frequently occurs and I licked my lips even as my chest started heaving from the approaching barrel wave of orgasm.  I positioned the clothespin over the swollen, dark pink, raw looking nub at the top of my slit.  It was poking out of the clitoral hood like a moray eel curious as to what was going on.  Little did it know…
 
    
 
   Pain.  It was excruciating, and I slipped back down the wave a bit for a moment, my body lost in the agonizing bite.  But then I was caught up in it, spun and lifted and suddenly I flew higher, rushing up the side of the oncoming orgasmic wave with the skill of a professional wave rider. I turned and rode the wave, trying hard not to let myself crest at the top, or worse, crash and burn, wiped out by the force of my orgasm.
 
    
 
   There is a point right before sexual release where time sometimes stops, where pleasure rides at the limits of tolerance without giving in, and where pain and pleasure comes together to form this platform, this board, that lets you ride the wave.  I did that, for a few seconds at least.  My clit throbbed.  My pussy convulsed, and for a few moments I was flying, falling in sexually bliss even as I was constantly lifted, forced to the summit.  And then that pressure was too much and I burst over the top of the wave, exploding in a wet scream of agony and ecstasy, my hands gripping the white rail even as my hips jerked wildly and a wet spurt soaked my bare thighs all the way down to my boots.
 
    
 
   I shuddered as I slowly began recovering, the brutal release of pleasure giving way to something more diabolical, more intense, and much more painful.  I could feel the clothespin chewing on my clit and I knew, as surely as I could, that I would have to endure it for another thirty minutes.  Then underneath the crushing bite of the clothespin on my clit, I felt the slow and steady thrum, the rumble of the engine, the vibroballs, carrying me once more out into the stormy sea, heading for the white crested waves.  I stood there trembling, shaking, wondering how I could possibly handle another wave, another ride, another tumble.  
 
    
 
   My clit throbbed and I knew the awful truth.  
 
    
 
   I’d be cumming shortly.
 
    
 
   And I did.
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   I put the truck in park and contemplated what I was about to do.  Thanks to a rather nice cold front, October in Texas had actually become somewhat pleasant.  Actually, at ten in the morning, it was still a bit nippy out.  You have to understand, I live in south Texas and for us, an October day, even in late October, where the high isn’t expected to get up to seventy five degrees, is sort of odd.  Not that I mind!  Oh no… after this last summer of unending heat and hundred degree days and feeling like I was permanently working while under a hot hair dryer, I welcomed the cool morning.  In all honesty, I prefer winter anyway.  Most farm girls do.
 
    
 
   That said, I was not quite looking forward to what I was about to do.  The problem wasn’t the Husky dildo.  That was already inside me, splitting my insides nicely and with minimal fuss, held in place by my panties and blue jeans, both of which did an admirable job in keep the nine inch long cock shaped rubber phallus buried in my pussy.  No, the problem was the fact that I was about to change out of those jeans and panties and wear something that would allow that still chilly air to swirl around my ankles, my legs, my loins, my abdomen, even my breasts and arms.  That’s what I wasn’t looking forward to.
 
    
 
   I climbed out of the truck.  I guess I should quantify that adjective.  Yes, I climbed.  It’s not that I have a monster truck or anything.  Technically it’s my dad’s truck and it’s a classic Ford F-150.  But I’m five foot two and a quarter and let’s just say that calling me “vertically challenged” is the polite way of saying “damn, she’s short!”  Not super short of course, but just enough to make it awkward getting down dishes from the top shelf of the kitchen cabinets.  But I don’t complain.
 
    
 
   That would be beneath me.
 
    
 
   (Get it?)
 
    
 
   Anyway I climbed down from the cab of the truck and moved to the front grill along with my new outfit.  The road I was parked on was deserted, which was rather normal, especially considering that there were barely enough people living on it to qualify for asphalt.  We’re damn lucky it’s even paved.  My dad actually remembers when it wasn’t.  So I wasn’t expecting a convoy or even a single vehicle to come over the hill behind me, or to drive up the long straight section from the other direction.
 
    
 
   I started by taking off my boots.  Let’s face it, if you’re wearing jeans, that’s ALWAYS where you start.  Sure, I suppose I could have peeled off the button up blouse I was wearing, but the wind was pretty stiff, even at ten in the morning and frankly I knew it was going to chill me the moment I stripped naked.  So why hurry things, right?
 
    
 
   Once my boots were off, I peeled off my socks.  Stepping gingerly in the gravel, I unbuckled my belt and pushed down the heavy blue denim.  The little stones hurt my feet a little, but it didn’t really bother me.  What I did feel was the immediate coolness of the breeze against my bare thighs and little goose bumps appeared on my skin.  I stepped out of my blue jeans and then started unbuttoning my shirt.
 
    
 
   I know.  You’re wondering why I didn’t remove my panties before my shirt, especially since I was cold.  Well, for one reason, I rarely do.  I mean… usually I leave my panties and bra for last.  It’s just… well… I try to minimize the amount of time I’m buck naked out here.  Technically if a sheriff’s deputy drives by at the right moment, I could possibly get arrested for public nudity and once they found whatever toy was stuck up inside me, an added charge of public lewdness would be found.  Never mind the fact that only a few cows and possibly an errant emu would see anything.  That said, I’ve never even seen a patrol car on our little farm to market road, so I’m not terribly worried and to be honest, the few times I’ve been interrupted the drivers who saw me were very appreciative.  The other reason I didn’t remove my panties at that point was because of the Husky dildo.  It generally won’t stay in by itself without some serious help.
 
    
 
   So I unbuttoned my shirt.  It didn’t take long and I sucked in a breath as the cool wind splashed across my chest.  Granted, later on in the season, I’d be handling fifty degree weather, naked, like a pro.  But I’ve become acclimated to heat over the last eight months and this change of season was quite a shock.  My I shivered once and pulled off the shirt.  The bra went next and both nipples turned rock hard.  There was a dull ache in my right breast where my little golden hoop and the tiny padlock dangled, but it didn’t slow me and I quickly pushed my panties to my ankles and clamped my thighs together to make sure that the Husky wouldn’t fall to the ground.  I gingerly stepped out of my undies and finally, buck naked, I was ready to get dressed.
 
                 
 
   I started off with the tee shirt I had chosen for the day.  In this particular case it was a light pink shirt with “Help Wanted!” written in bold across the front, along with several stick men figures (I suppose with stick WOMEN figures, though you couldn’t tell) in a variety of compromising positions.  Underneath the pictures of stick figures having sex, the words “Many positions available. Start right away!” made things about as embarrassing as possible.
 
    
 
   I have a whole collection of shirts like this.  All of them are a size too small and some are rather worn, almost threadbare.  Part of this is because they’re old and I haven’t exactly been replacing them as they’ve torn or otherwise self-destructed.  Kari, my long time best friend and mistress bought them for me my freshman year of college, when we were living together and they were my constant uniform.  Do you know how difficult it is to FUNCTION on a college campus constantly wearing a short short skirt, high heels, no panties, some sort of sex toy, and a tee shirt that says “Don’t Stare!  TOUCH!” on it?  The number of guys who just…
 
    
 
   Well… let’s not reminisce, right?
 
    
 
   With my top covered, sorta, I turned my attention to the skirt.  It was blue denim, much like my shorts, and while it was short, it wasn’t inappropriate.  It was also flared, giving me a lot of wiggle room and allowing me a larger stride.  Why did I choose this over some tight form fitting elastic type skirt?  Simple.  The assignment made it very clear what was needed and a skirt that allowed me to actually do the splits and still probably cover everything was EXACTLY what the assignment required.  So don’t second guess me!  Okay?
 
    
 
   Shivering, I gathered up my clothes, my socks, my boots and with my pussy clamped around the Husky dildo, my vaginal muscles locked, I sort of scooted toward the truck cabin and relative warmth.  A few moments later I was driving away, barefoot, the Husky dildo held in place by the vinyl seat as I slowly rocked my hips, enjoying the slight up and down movement my looser attire afforded me.  My panties and jeans had held the Husky dildo in tight.  Now, between my much more serious arousal and the fact that I had a good two inches of wiggle room, the dildo was sliding in and out with much more freedom.  It felt… good.
 
    
 
   I parked at the mall twenty minutes later and leaned over, grabbing my fuck me shoes.  These are a pair of high heels that only a stripper or a nympho humiliation pain slut would wear, and then only one of those professions would actually wear them out in public on a routine basis.  Strippers hate them actually.  Or at least the strippers I’ve talked too.  The elevated soles make the shoes dangerous to walk on and you should see the care those girls take to make sure they don’t fall.  Hell, I’ve fallen in them and it’s NOT a pretty sight.  You can break an ankle that way!
 
    
 
   On the flip side, I’ve had a lot of experience walking in them and despite the elevation (and trust me, I could use every bit of height advantage I can get) the heels aren’t THAT high.  Technically, if it wasn’t for the four inch platforms, the heels would only be four inches.  That said, the spike on each shoe was a good eight inches long.  All of this is sort of moot and not really important except for one thing.  When someone sees a girl wearing these sort of shoes, it’s an instant neon like sign declaring one thing.
 
    
 
   Slut.
 
    
 
   Add bare legs, a short skirt, a slightly bared midriff, a super tight sexually explicit tee shirt, no bra, with a strange and obvious piercing and outline of a padlock on her right breast, and that sign might as well read “nympho humiliation pain slut.”
 
    
 
   Do I like dressing this way?  Hardly.  I hate it.  I HATE having to go out dressed like a tramp, a whore, a girl who has no morals.  I hate the way people look at me.  Men look at me like I’m a steak, an object, a person with no brains whose only purpose is to be stripped naked and fucked.  Women usually are repelled by me, disgusted at my attire, my behavior. I’ve heard the most incredible insults, things you couldn’t imagine decent people saying.  I’ve been spit on, slapped, shoved. I’ve been insulted.  And then of course there are a few women who look at me with envy instead of with loathing.  And even more rarely, a few women who look at me with that same hunger I associate with men.  But through it all, I hate being that object, that focus of animal lust, of powerful negative emotions.  
 
    
 
   So why do it?
 
    
 
   Because it makes me cum.
 
    
 
   Yes. I know.  I’m sick.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and got out of the truck.  The high heels touched the pavement and I found my balance before I took even a single step.  Now that I was vertical and not sitting, I was clenching my pussy around the Husky dildo, holding the long slippery cock shaped rubber rod inside myself with an iron will and determination. It wasn’t easy.  Even at the beginning of the assignment I could tell that if I relaxed, even for a moment, I would be picking the damn thing up off the ground, and the repercussions outlined by Master Barrett for such an offense were… well… not terrible actually, but not something I wanted to endure.  Spankings can be such a trial sometimes.
 
    
 
   But this whole assignment was really about humiliating me.  It wasn’t about pain, or fucking a whole bunch of people.  It was simply embarrassing the shit out of me in a public forum, while giving me just enough control over the whole situation to make my total and ultimate humiliation my own fault.  Let the dildo drop, let everyone see it fall wetly out from between your legs, and watch the little nympho humiliation pain slut turn scarlet from abject mortification.
 
    
 
   I started walking into the mall, taking my usual entrance through the sports and camping store.  It’s one of my favorite spots, mostly because I’ve been screwed so often in it.  I even had sex in a BOAT at this place, but that’s a story for another time.  As it was, I wasn’t on the hunt for sex this time.  The goal was to walk, simply walk, for an entire hour.
 
    
 
   And try not to let the dildo fall out of my pussy.
 
    
 
   Master Barrett had allowed me to choose my own “toy” for this assignment, with only a few specifications.  To be honest, the Husky dildo had been the only choice anyway, since everything else I own that would have met his requirements was much narrower and even smoother. I suppose in hindsight I should have bought a cucumber or zucchini or something and carved it with spirals or rough bumps to give me more of a chance of keeping it in, but to be honest, I had believed that to be against the spirit of the assignment.  So I had chosen my nine inch long dildo, totally life like, and went about my business.
 
    
 
   I was wearing a watch too, which I was keeping a close eye on.  My steps were by necessity small, partly because I didn’t want to fall, but partly because I could feel the juices leaking out from between my legs, wetting my thighs, and I was trying very hard to keep my legs pressed together.  I’m just grateful that Master Barrett didn’t specify a number of laps to get done in a set period of time either, with a brutal punishment to reward failure. As it was, caution and a supremely slow pace, managed to keep the Husky Dildo buried between my legs for a good long time.
 
    
 
   One of the things I didn’t expect however, was my arousal.  I was getting those “looks”, despite the fact that my ass and pussy weren’t on display.  I was the center of attention and the mall wasn’t that busy, which meant that it was very very easy to see me and I noticed when people were looking at me.  That emotional issue rapidly translated into a physical one that aroused me dangerously and each step, my pussy tight around the rubber cock, slowly created a dangerous longing inside me.  After twenty minutes I started wriggling a bit with each step, trying to see if there was a way to move the dildo inside me to create what I was longing for.  Not much worked.  Of course I’m sure anyone watching me was enjoying the show because I was twisting and moving like a snake on a hot plate.  
 
    
 
   Desperation isn’t a pretty thing, especially when it involves sexual release and you are out in public.  I could feel my thighs getting wetter, slick with my own juices and it became a struggle.  My pussy was tired and I wanted to sit down, to ram the rubber cock up into me, to bounce even.  In a moment of tired distraction, I felt the Husky dildo slip, sliding out of my body.
 
    
 
   I caught it.  Oh, not with my hand.  That would have been so totally wrong.  I squeezed.  I looked around wildly, frightened since I was standing in the middle of the mall corridor with staring people all around me.  I had about four inches inside me and I was squeezing the daylights out of the top of that dildo as if I were hanging on by my finger tips to a cliff.  I turned beat red, scarlet, flushing in abject terror as I was absolutely sure that the thick half set of anatomically correct set of testicles that formed a bit of the base of my Husky dildo were completely visible.
 
    
 
   I immediately turned, headed into a store, and ducked between the aisles of shoes.  Reasonably alone (the clerks were over by the counter and had not yet approached) I realized I was in a predicament.  Master Barrett had made it very clear that I wasn’t to keep the dildo in using my hand.  Did that mean I wasn’t allowed to touch it with my hand, except to reinsert the whole thing after it fell?  Did it mean a partial escape was not allowed to be touched?  What exactly did this mean?  I pondered it for a moment, but then solved the whole problem even as one of the clerks entered the aisle.
 
    
 
   I sat down on one of the little benches, forcibly ramming the Husky dildo a full five inches back into my pussy.  This was a combination of “oh my God that was fucking awesome” and “ooohhh, that’s a lot of thick hard cock going in very deep.”  I groaned in both relief and ecstasy, which caused the shoe clerk to raise an eyebrow even as she came up to me and asked if she could help me.
 
    
 
   We both looked down at my shoes.
 
    
 
   I flushed in embarrassment.  She gave me this haughty look and said “I don’t think we carry that kind of footwear.”
 
    
 
   As much as I wanted to stay seated, resting my pussy, I knew I probably needed to leave.  I tightened my loins as much as possible, squeezing the Husky dildo.  The little relief had been nice and it had allowed me just enough rest to give myself a new edge on holding in the dildo.  Granted, this down time didn’t count against my hour of walking the mall, but since I hadn’t been seated longer than two or three minutes, it wasn’t a big deal.  I stood up gingerly, pressing my thighs together just in case my tired pussy couldn’t hold the damn dildo in.
 
    
 
   It did of course and I waddled out of the shoe store my knees touching as I took tiny steps and tried very hard not to take big steps.  I turned back down the mall, rechecked my time and started walking again.
 
    
 
   Have you ever had to tense one particular muscle for an extended period of time?  Yeah, well I have, and let me tell you that after about thirty minutes it becomes exponentially harder to keep that particular muscle tensed properly.  I discovered this at a particularly inopportune moment when I realized, “holy shit! I’m not going to be able to keep the fucking dildo in!”  I looked around frantically for a bench or something but unfortunately I was well away from anything even remotely looking like a seat.  I turned sharply, heading for nearest decent sized store with the thought that if the dildo was going to fall out from between my legs, not doing it in the mall corridor might be the smart thing to…
 
    
 
   And then it slipped.  I clamped my thighs together but either I was too slow or they were to slippery with my copious juices and the solid rubber dildo dropped down from under my skirt with a wet thump on the tile floor of the mall.  I’m not sure what color my face was at that particular time, but if it wasn’t some shade of humiliated crimson I’d be willing to eat my dildo.  I scooped it up with one hand and practically ran into the store in front of me, my abhorrence of the fact I had just publically demonstrated that I was walking around stuffed with a nine inch rubber dildo, and couldn’t keep it in, written plainly on my face.
 
    
 
   Of course now I had another problem.  My purse, which normally is big enough to hold twenty condoms, a vibrator, and a wallet, had been exchanged for something big enough to hold my car keys, four individually wrapped condoms, and my driver’s license.  It certainly wasn’t big enough to hold a nine inch, wet, rubber dick.  Worse, I still had about fifteen minutes to go and now that the dildo was out, my time had stopped running.  Oh yeah.  I wasn’t allowed to put the dildo back in myself.  I had to find someone to do it for me.  Master Barrett was quite specific too about that approach.  It had to be a stranger and I was required to say “excuse me sir, I’ve been trying to keep this in my pussy but I’m too loose and it fell out. Could you please put it back in and spank me twenty times for being such a bad slut?”
 
    
 
   I was in a clothing store.  A woman’s clothing store.  That meant that none of the sales people in the store qualified, even had they been willing to spank the bejesus out me.  It also meant I would have to leave the store and find a reasonable guy to re-plug me and then deliver twenty spanks to my ass.  And due to my purse, there was no where to hide the dildo. I’d literally have to carry it in plain slight.
 
    
 
   Due to the size of the clothing store I was in I was able to keep to myself a moment longer and I did two things.  First of all, I licked the dildo clean.  What?  That’s proper etiquette for all sluts.  Didn’t you know that?  Had I not done that everyone would have been screaming for me to get punished!  I’m not stupid!  But then for good measure I wiped it off on this really pretty, size 5 dress.  Anyone who can wear a size four deserves it anyway. It definitely imparted a mesmerizing aroma to the dress!
 
    
 
   I then casually folded my arms across my chest and proceeded to tuck the Husky dildo between my forearms.  Could you still see the dildo?  Oh sure.  But only if you got really close, and even then you wouldn’t be able to tell what it was unless I moved a bit and let you see it.
 
    
 
   I headed back out into the mall and to be honest, despite my embarrassment at the predicament I was in, it was a total relief to be able to WALK the mall without the damn dildo threatening to slide out of my pussy at the drop of a hat!  It was great!  My vaginal muscles were tired anyway and they needed the break.  I headed down the corridor, my eyes perpetually on the lookout for the right guy and as I rounded the corner I spotted him.  
 
    
 
   He was maybe twenty five or so, clearly close in age to me, with just a bit of a paunch, probably caused from playing to much Xbox or Playstation.  He wore glasses and he needed a haircut, but I knew he was the right guy because he saw me and stared and stared and stared.
 
    
 
   You get this feeling eventually when the right guy comes along.
 
    
 
   Now let me state, this wasn’t Mr. Right.  He was just Mr. Right Now.  There’s a difference.  Mr. Right for me probably doesn’t exist, but if he did, I’d be in a lot more trouble than just wandering around a mall holding a rubber cock while dressed like a slut.  I’d probably be tied spread-eagled in the guy’s office while a mechanical dildo machines fucks me non-stop for days, along with Mr. Right occasionally standing up to whip me until I’m screaming.  Or something like that.  
 
    
 
   I approached Mr. Right Now however and put on one of my million watt “please shove a big rubber cock inside me and spank me!” smiles.  His eyes brightened as I approached and my casual “hello” was rewarded with a warm smile.  
 
    
 
   “How are you?” he asked pleasantly, his eyes lingering on shirt.  I may have had my arms folded across my breasts, but the “Help Wanted!” not to mention a few of the stick figure “positions” were still clearly visible.  And oh yeah, my breasts were still straining the material to the breaking point.  I took a deep breath, uncrossed my arms and held out the dildo.
 
    
 
   "Excuse me sir I've been trying to keep this in my pussy but I'm too loose and it fell out. Could you please put it back in and spank me twenty times for being such a bad slut?"  I said it quickly, but clearly, and I could feel the heat in my cheeks as I blushed.
 
    
 
   Yeah, well I wasn’t the only one.  Mr. Right Now turned scarlet too and his eyes widened in alarm that was cute as well as sexy.  His eyes didn’t know where to go first.  Should he look at the girl’s now viewable breasts, covered by a naughty tee shirt?  Oh and what are those intriguing bumps on her right tit?  Or should he look at the dildo in her hand? Oh my God it’s huge!  Or should he look at her bared midriff and the cute skirt?  Wait… did she say a “spanking?”
 
    
 
   I grinned, trying to swallow my acute shame. Worse, my pussy was pulsing and there was a new wetness between my legs.  God I wanted that dildo back in. 
 
    
 
   “Um…” was all he said and I felt my heart go out to him.  I could understand his difficulty.
 
    
 
   “Look, I know. It sounds too good to be true.  But I really need this.  Please? Can you help me?”  I widened my eyes as much as possible, stuck out my bottom lip, and tried to look as doe-eyed as possible.
 
    
 
   He still hesitated, looking around the mall.  We were standing in front of one of the stores (that will remain nameless because even describing it will tell you EXACTLY which store it was) and there were a number of people looking at the two of us, even if they couldn’t hear what was being said and my back was to them.
 
    
 
   “Please?” I begged.  “You can fuck me too.”
 
    
 
   And thus through all things are purchased.  I swear, I could literally live a materialistic life through fucking.  But lots of girls know this.  From gold-diggers to whores.  Men are giant wallets with dicks.  It takes a moral girl like me to keep from taking advantage of guys.
 
    
 
   He nodded, still speechless, but took my hand and pulled me into the store.  We walked past… um… stuff, and then into the back room and I found myself surrounded by boxes and few other backroom items that you normally find in backrooms.  I turned and looked at him, my million watt please fuck me stupid smile turning into a shy, delicate smile.
 
    
 
   “So do you want to spank me first?” I asked sincerely, my voice low and as “little girlish” as I could possibly make it.
 
    
 
   He nodded stupidly, but his comment was “uh… sure… uh… whatever… uh you want.”
 
    
 
   So I nodded demurely, turned around, bent over a stack of boxes, and lifted my skirt.  I wriggled my ass even as I spread my legs and he moved next to me. I felt his touch against my bottom as he stroked my skin, almost as if assuring himself that I was real and this was actually happening.  I stayed relaxed, even when he pulled his hand off my ass, preparing to strike me.  
 
    
 
   The first spank came and it was about the weakest, most worthless slap I’ve ever felt.  It didn’t even STING.  I twisted and turned my head back to look at him.
 
    
 
   “That wasn’t a spank.  That was a love tap.  Now are you going to spank me or not?  I need it to hurt.”
 
    
 
   Well he frowned at THAT little speech, but the next stroke was at least semi-decent.  Sure, Julie has smacked me around much much harder, but at least this one sort of stung… for a couple of seconds.
 
    
 
   I didn’t even grunt, much less cry out and I think my silence motivated him much better than my sarcasm, because the third stroke was actually pretty decent.  It elicited a slight moan from me and I closed my eyes, rocked forward by the handprint on my rear end.  The fourth stroke followed, even harder than the third and I started to feel that heat building.  He landed a few more pats to my ass, maintaining that same pressure and I wriggled my hips, moaning and making it clear I was enjoying the ministrations. I rolled my hips and by the time we got to fifteen he was swinging pretty hard, aware that I could take it.  The twentieth was almost up to Julie’s standards and I hissed through it, but it still wasn’t enough to make me drop my position and clutch my ass in agony.
 
    
 
   I straightened up even as he started another stroke, but I stopped him with quick upturned hand even as my skirt fell back down, covering my rear end.  Evidently he hadn’t been counting. Thank God I was.
 
    
 
   “Ready for that fuck now?” I asked cautiously.  The dildo was still on the box I had been leaning on.  
 
    
 
   He looked at me in amazement for a moment, as if he couldn’t believe that the girl he had just SPANKED still wanted to fuck him.  He nodded stupidly.
 
    
 
   “Just let me check the store real quick,” he said and then hurried out of the back room. 
 
    
 
   I took that opportunity to strip and get out a condom.  Let me tell you when he came back in and found buck naked, the look on his face was….
 
    
 
   One condom… cost: $0.97
 
   One nine inch long Husky Dildo… cost: $19.95
 
   One pleated denim skirt on the floor… cost: $12.99
 
   One naughty tee shirt on the floor…   cost: $14.95
 
   The expression on your face after finding the girl you just spanked buck naked?   Priceless.
 
    
 
   I went for his trousers next and I don’t think I need to sit here and bore you with the inconsequentials of me giving him a pre-coitus blowjob, or the fact that after about three minutes of sucking on him he pushed me to the ground and proceeded to plow me for the better part of fifteen minutes.  He’s lucky it was a slow business day.  I loved it actually.  It was incredible. Of course I came and frankly his cock was MUCH better than the Husky dildo.  It pulsed.  It rammed me.  It throbbed.  It MOVED in me.  It was awesome.  I came relatively quickly but as soon as I reached climax I concentrated on getting him to the finish line with me and it didn’t take much to get him there.
 
    
 
   When we were finished and both of us dressed again, I gave him a soft kiss on the cheek and reached out to grab my dildo.  With a grin I held it up and waved it at him like a flag.
 
    
 
   “So, are you going to stick this back up inside me now?”
 
    
 
   He blinked.  “Really?  You want that back up inside you?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Of course.  That’s why I fucked you.  So you’d stick it back in.”
 
    
 
   He looked crushed.  “Oh,” he said, somewhat dispiritedly.  I wilted slightly.  Damn.
 
    
 
   “Oh no! I loved it! You are such a good lover!  Maybe we can do it again sometime!” I said brightly.  He perked up at that and when I leaned back against the boxes and spread my legs he willingly took Husky dildo from my hand and gently slipped deep into my body.  I groaned as it went in and then clamped down it as hard as I could.
 
    
 
   “Thanks.  I have to go now, but it was wonderful,” I said and headed out of the backroom.  Mr. Right Then followed and he watched me with longing eyes as I walked back into the mall corridor, wet thighs pressed together, my pussy trembling.  I realized before I had taken even ten steps that screwing Mr. Right Then was NOT my most brilliant moment.  I had now thoroughly and completely lubricated myself to the point that holding in the dildo was not only going to be tough, but practically impossible.  Worse, having it back in had encouraged my body to seek out another release, something that as a nympho humiliation pain slut, I frequently have to endure.
 
    
 
   Do you endure that? I hear guys want sex twenty minutes after they’ve had it.  I have a similar condition except usually it’s about five minutes.  Heck, if you’re really good, you can have me cumming and if you keep things up I’ll be climbing the orgasmic mountain a second or third or even fourth time without ANY “down”.  That takes more than talent, trust me.  I know most girls are multi-orgasmic, or if they aren’t they COULD be and choose not too.  But me?  I’m not just multi-orgasmic, meaning that I can cum repeatedly one after another.  I’m multi-orgasmic in a way that means that I practically want to be fucked pretty much all the time.  Maybe it’s the way I live my life: constantly stuffed, tormented, sexually stimulated.  Or maybe it’s just me, because even before I was constantly stuffed I was always “on”.  It’s my curse.  
 
    
 
   I had about fifteen minutes of walking to do but I headed back toward the side of the mall my truck was parked on. I even passed the jewelry store where Julie works, but she wasn’t there that morning.  All in all, it was tough.  I had to stop frequently and once I even pressed my ass back against a wall, pushing the dildo back up into my sopping cunt.
 
    
 
   Finally, with the minutes ticking down I trod my way back through the sports and camping store.  The dildo was sliding inside me and I’m not sure what was keeping it buried inside me.  With just a few minutes to go, I waddled my way to the door.  There was an older gentlemen standing there, greeting guests.  I ignored him.  I had to circle a few clothing stands at one point to eat up a few more seconds, but then finally I knew I had it!  Mission just about complete!  I headed for the door!  All I need to do was pass the greeter.  My face beamed with my smile of relief.  The tension seemed to just pour out of me and stupidly, in my rush to leave the mall, just before that last sixty seconds passed, I took one single step that was too large, my thighs parting, the wetness of my sexual arousal glistening on each white creamy leg.  I felt it slipping even as I hopped, trying to bring my legs back together, but it was too late.  The greeter’s eyes were locked on me as I twisted, swirling, trying to catch the falling dildo with my knees and then it landed with a wet thud on the carpet and I fell on my ass, my skirt flying up, my legs obscenely spread.  The greeter looked down at me with a shocked expression and stared at my red wet pussy, gaping open and the fallen dildo between my glossy thighs.
 
    
 
   And I broke. I grabbed the slimy soggy dildo and ran for it as fast as my stupid, stripper, fuck me shoes could carry me.  I didn’t stop till I got to my truck, fumbling with the keys before hopping in.  I cranked the engine, rammed my foot against the accelerator and literally peeled out of the parking lot.
 
    
 
   A few minutes later I pulled into an empty parking lot.  I put my head against the wheel and shook my head. I had screwed up the assignment. I was forty or so seconds short of my hour. I had let the dildo fall out not just once, but TWICE.  And I was so fucking horny!  So desperate…
 
    
 
   I reached over, hand questing… and I found it.  I pulled the dildo too me even as I lifted my right leg over the center console and stretched it out along the seat.  Then I did what needed to be done.  I rammed the Husky dildo in.
 
    
 
   And then I pulled it mostly out.
 
    
 
   And rammed it in again.
 
    
 
   And again.
 
    
 
   And again.
 
    
 
   Until I came.
 
    
 
   I am in so much trouble.
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne- I have started to become worried that keeping you constantly stuffed may be causing your pussy to become loose, and if you aren't a nice tight fuck what use are you? So to make sure you keep nice and tight you are to undertake the following task. You are you wear a nice short skirt, stripper shoes, a slutty t-shirt and no panties to a mall. You are to stuff yourself with something cock shaped (you can use one of your toys if you wish but something a bit less smooth would probably be a good idea) it can't be bigger at the tip than the base and must be at least six inches long and a inch in diameter.
 
    
 
   You are to spend an hour walking the mall using you pussy muscles (and not your hands!) to keep the toy in. Should it fall out at any point you are to approach a stranger and say the following exactly "Excuse me sir I've been trying to keep this in my pussy but I'm too loose and it fell out. Could you please put it back in and spank me twenty times for being such a bad slut?"
 
    
 
   After the toy is replaced you are to continue the walk for the remainder of the hour. It should go without saying but I'll say it anyway I know how you love a loop hole the clock stops when you are unstuffed. Oh and one more thing depending on your performance you may need to repeat this test until you can complete it to a satisfactory standard. - Barrett
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   It was like she KNEW.  Beats me how she knew.  I didn’t tell her what day, just that “this is what I have to do.”  How does Kari know?  Beats me.  But it’s like she WANTED me overly aroused, too wet, and set up for failure.  It seems to be a common condition for all my masters or mistresses.  Why bother to give Breanne a fucking chance when it’s so much more fun to watch her fail miserably?  
 
    
 
   The vibroballs had been stuffed up inside me since before five am that day, buzzing away on low, with the stipulation that I not cum.  That in and of itself isn’t that bad of a torment since I’m relatively used to the low intensity vibrations from that particular toy.  Sure… the whole day?  Probably not, but I could easily last four or five hours, maybe even longer depending on the circumstances, before it would get dangerous for me.  Of course Kari planned for that too.  If I got close, and I mean like almost an edge close, I was to turn off the vibroballs for twenty minutes.  The idea being that I stay desperate, rather than sexually satisfied.
 
    
 
   It was nine thirty in the morning and I was parked on a gravel strip next to the farm to market road which runs behind our ranch.  It’s not exactly a busy road, which is good because at that particular moment I was completely naked, standing in the buff, removing the ben wa balls.  My regular clothes; the blue jeans, tee shirt, bra and panties, even my socks, were carefully folded and laid out on the hood of my truck.  My new outfit was there too, ready and waiting, as soon as I stuffed the Husky dildo up inside myself.
 
    
 
   I like my Husky dildo.  It is nine inches of firm but pliable rubber, flesh toned, and cast in the shape of a rather well endowed man’s organ.  It’s the kind of sex toy you can really sink your… uh… you can really sink INSIDE your self.  I like it because it feels good, isn’t TOO big, unlike my Core Driller dildo, and it even comes with a chopped off pair of half balls which makes a nice big base to allow it to stand upright when needed.  Of course the Husky dildo has its draw backs as well.  For example, it won’t stay in by itself.  Either I need to have my vaginal muscles clamped tight around it (non-stop), or I need to be wearing some panties or shorts, preferably both depending on how deep you want it inside me.  Hell, on laundry days I’m normally attired in a skirt and panties.  Every time I stand up, the Husky dildo slides about four to five inches out of my pussy.  Then when I sit back down, well you can imagine what THAT feels like.
 
    
 
   My pussy was soaked thanks to Kari’s manipulation of my daily sex toy.  I have to follow NHPS Rule #1 which basically says that I have to have something in my pussy 24/7.  It’s not an easy rule to follow, but it can be a fun one.  Where it gets interesting is when you get a sadistic master or mistress who likes screwing with the stipulations of whatever toy you’re wearing.  It makes a difference.  So when I slid that Husky in there, it was really easy.  I tightened every muscle between my legs as I struggled to pull on the tee shirt I was planning on wearing.  It was a simple light pink shirt with “Help Wanted!” written in bold across the front, along with several stick men figures (I suppose with stick WOMEN figures, though you couldn’t tell) in a variety of compromising positions. Underneath the pictures of stick figures having sex, the words “Many positions available. Start right away!” made things about as embarrassing as possible.  I have a whole collection of tee shirts like this.  Kari bought them to humiliate me.  They work really well.
 
    
 
   It took a moment to adjust my breasts properly.  I’d have been doing that even had my right nipple NOT be sporting a twenty four karat gold plated ring, complete with a gold plated, rose engraved padlock.  Granted, the stupid hardware was small, but with my tee shirt being as tight as it is, the outline of my piercing and padlock are immediately and easily recognizable.  On the flip side, it definitely serves as a conversation starter.
 
    
 
   Still keeping the dildo up inside myself, I slipped the blue denim skirt up over my ass.  It wasn’t too short, but it wasn’t exactly respectable either.  It was clearly a “please look at my ass” skirt, the kind that covers everything but encourages you to keep your eyes locked on a person’s below the waist movements.  It wasn’t tight either.  I wouldn’t exactly be doing the splits in that skirt, but I could have certainly taken a full length stride in it, and not shown my goods.
 
    
 
   Of course the Husky dildo would in all likelihood fall out if I DID take such a big step.
 
    
 
   Which is what this was all about.  If you read my LAST little tale then you might already know what I did last week.  It was a simple assignment really.  Wear a skirt and sexy tee shirt, no bra, no panties, and walk around the mall with my Husky dildo stuffed up inside me.  The idea was to strengthen my pussy, since I’d have to keep it tight the entire time.  Of course there were some rules about what happens if it falls out.  Needless to say, Master Barrett, who had assigned the task to me, was not too happy about how things turned out.  His assigned punishment was to do the task again.  Except this time things were going to be a lot harder.
 
    
 
   
  
 

So… like… if I FAIL at an assignment, why should the punishment for failing the assignment be to do the assignment AGAIN, except this time making it harder so it’s even MORE LIKELY I will fail?
 
    
 
   First of all, wearing exactly the same outfit, I was to head back to the mall on a slow day. And I needed it to be a day that I knew Julie would be working.  But this time I was to bring two additional toys: my butterfly clitoral vibrator and my alligator nipple clamps.
 
    
 
   According to Master Barrett, the point of the initial assignment was to wear the Husky dildo for the entire hour I was there, and I screwed that up.  So the “punishment” assignment was to rectify my mistakes from the first time.  Remember the store greeter?  The one in the sports store?  Yeah, well I was to try and find him.  And when I did …
 
    
 
   But hey… why ruin the surprise?
 
    
 
   Finally dressed I winced my way back to the cab of the truck, the hard pointed gravel digging into the soft soles of my feet.  Once inside I was finally able to relax as I allowed my vaginal muscles to loosen, trusting to the vinyl seat of my truck to keep the Husky dildo buried firmly between my legs.  Sometimes I wish the shocks on my truck weren’t quite as good as they are.  I put the truck in gear and headed toward the mall.
 
    
 
   As usual, I parked outside the Sports and Camping store.  I like this place.  Oh… not because I’m a big sports and camping girl, though I do enjoy that sort of stuff.  Mostly I like it because I’ve had more sexual encounters in this one store than any other at the mall. I’ve had sex in the dressing rooms, some of the large boats on display, in the stock room, even behind a sales counter.  It’s been a good place to get laid.  
 
    
 
   Of course, I also fell once, right at the door, after twisting violently in an attempt to prevent a nine inch, well lubricated dildo from falling out of my pussy.  I failed miserably, ending up on my ass, with my legs spread wide, my skirt practically around my waist, while completely showing my sex to a very surprised middle aged, gray haired guy who was assigned to greet guests at the entrance.
 
    
 
   It was imperative that I find him.  Master Barrett had made it very clear that if I dropped the dildo at any time I had to hand it to someone, a stranger, and ask them to put it back in as well as give my ass twenty firm and painful spanks.  As it was, Master Barrett felt that if anyone deserved to help me out, it was this man, the greeter.  So after putting on my stupid fuck me high heels, and with a trembling heart and an already aching pussy, I walked my way into the sports store, praying that the Husky dildo wouldn’t fall out and that he would be there.
 
    
 
   My heart fell almost all the way down to my stomach when instead of being greeted by my older gentleman; I was given a look of repugnance and surprise from the cute little teenage girl who was greeting guests.  She didn’t even bother to say hello, which I thought was quite rude.  Of course I was just as mortified about my attire as she was disgusted.  You have to understand, I DON’T like dressing like this. I hate it. I’m the center of attention, and it’s not GOOD attention.  
 
    
 
   I walked past her quickly, hoping maybe he was just assigned to a different part of the store.  Maybe he was restocking shelves?  Yeah.  That would make it much much easier to get him alone and let him spank me!  I turned to the right and began browsing, looking around for the gray hair I needed to be there.  I had my purse along, a small little thing that wouldn’t have held my dildo but was sufficiently large enough for my alligator clamps and the butterfly clitoral vibrator.  I didn’t want to have to get out what was in there.  
 
    
 
   Walking around with a nine inch dildo stuffed up inside you, constantly threatening to fall out, is not an easy thing to do.  Worse, my required hour hadn’t even started yet since technically I wasn’t out in the mall. I took small steps, trying to keep my thighs together, frequently stopping and “looking” at something or other, but in reality pressing my legs tightly in order to allow myself a rest.  
 
    
 
   After twenty minutes of searching, I realized that I needed to ASK someone.  I went back up to the teeny bopper at the front door.
 
                 
 
   “Um, excuse me?  I was wondering if you could help me?” I asked tentatively.
 
    
 
   She turned and looked at me, her dark brown hair cut shoulder length.  There was a name tag on her shirt that said “Jenny”.  “What can I do for you?” she said, her eyes staring at my shirt. I don’t know if she was reading the front and deciding upon whether to apply for a position or staring at the outline of my padlocked nipple.  Does it matter?
 
    
 
   I explained how I was looking for the gray haired man who had been at the door the previous week. I described him rather well too.  Finally she looked at me in confusion and then shrugged.
 
    
 
   “It sounds like Bill, but I’m not sure.  But if it is Bill, then you’ll have to wait until three.  He doesn’t get on till then.”
 
    
 
   I stifled the groan I felt rising.  Oh shit… no no no no.  I grit my teeth in frustration.
 
    
 
   “So what do you need Bill for?” Jenny asked.  
 
    
 
   Sometimes, when you are given a straight line like that, your mouth moves before you really think about it.  
 
    
 
   “Well, I wanted him to stuff a nine inch dildo into my pussy and give me twenty spanks,” I said a bit dispiritedly.  I started to turn away and I felt her fingers tighten on my upper arm.
 
    
 
   “What?” she asked incredulously.  “You want him to what?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   I pulled away. “Please, forget I said anything!” I said hurriedly and started walking away.  Jenny stared after me as I disappeared into the clothing racks, my face scarlet and my body having trouble with the dildo and the emotions flooding through me.  Oh sure… I know what you were hoping.  You were hoping that cute little brunette would be my choice, weren’t you?  Well this isn’t a porn story where everything works out perfectly every time.  There is no PLOT to this.  And while sure, I would have LOVED to do her, and let her do me, this was one of those times when I fled.  Her reactions were too unpredictable.  Jenny could have called for her manager next.  Or security.  Or worse… the police!
 
    
 
   Of course Bill’s absence didn’t mean I got off free.  Oh no.  It meant something much worse.  I still had to find someone, remove my dildo, hold it up, ask them to put it back in, and receive my twenty spanks.  Plus there was another little punishment, something left entirely to the roll of the dice, to chance, and I had blown a fifty fifty possibility.  Master Barrett had been quite specific about what needed to happen if my gray haired greeter wasn’t there.
 
    
 
   Worse, despite my little encounter with Jenny: the teenage girl greeter, I still couldn’t leave the store, not until I found what I needed to find, which was the right person.  I wandered around, making sure to stay far away from the front entrance.  Every time I got near again, I’d peek to see if she were still there.  I had this feeling that Jenny was looking for me.
 
    
 
   I finally found what I needed in the boating section and the young man in question seemed to accept the fact that I was a nympho humiliation pain slut in need of some chastisement rather easily.  His blond hair was cute and we climbed up into one of the boats. Of course he was a gentleman and let me climb the ladder first, getting what was probably a relatively decent look up under my skirt.  Hope he enjoyed the little appetizer because once we got inside the cabin, I tugged the Husky dildo out, licked it clean right there in front of him, and held it out.
 
    
 
   He took it gingerly, but when I turned around, flipped up my skirt, and presented myself for stuffing, he seemed to get it.  It took him a moment to get the tip inside me, but when he did the rest slid in easily.  I groaned as the dildo went back in, but then I quickly turned around, unbuttoned his slacks, and got out his cock.
 
    
 
   Oh… did I forget to mention I promised him a blowjob too?
 
    
 
   After sucking on his straw and getting my morning milkshake, we proceeded to the next part of my morning’s punishment.  With my thighs pressed tightly together, I bent over the small stove in the cabin, my tee shirt covered breasts pressed to the inactive burners.  My skirt was once more flipped up and I wiggled it daringly as my blond haired blue eyed fuck toy prepared to blister my ass.
 
    
 
   And the first spank was about as hard as me patting you on the back.  I turned and gave him a look like “what the fuck was that?”  He cringed slightly.
 
    
 
   “Harder?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded vigorously.  “Duh.  That wasn’t even a love tap!” I exclaimed.
 
    
 
   His next stroke stung a bit, but still wasn’t anywhere near what I’ve had before.  I grunted my appeasement and jerked my hips in a sort of false acceptance.  Then he spanked me.  Another eighteen strokes that did nothing more than turn my derrière slightly pink.  Even sitting down wouldn’t have been a problem.  Once we were finished, I fished out my butterfly clitoral stimulator and strapped it on.  He enjoyed watching too.
 
    
 
   “So what is that?”
 
    
 
   I grinned at him.  “It’s a special kind of vibrator that sits on top of my clitoris.”
 
    
 
   “And you’re going to walk around with it on?”  I could tell he didn’t really believe I was real.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Absolutely.  It’s my punishment for the day.”
 
    
 
   He cocked an eyebrow.  “Why do you need punishing?  What did you do?”
 
    
 
   “It’s a long story!” I said, lightly.  Once the butterfly was in place I switched I it on, only to the lowest setting of course.  Immediately I felt the surge of wetness, of need coursing through my slit.  My pussy tightened around the Husky dildo and I couldn’t help pulsing, tightening and relaxing my muscles as I felt the increasingly difficult to ignore stirrings of sexual tension.
 
    
 
   But the butterfly wasn’t the punishment I was really facing.  That was more of an “upping of the ante”, a way to make my hour of walking and spankings more difficult.  Oh no.  The punishment for screwing up with Bill the Greeter the previous day was much more diabolical.
 
    
 
   I pulled up my tee shirt, baring both breasts and immediately my blond fuck toy went into the condition I call “Tits Impairment.”  Seriously, all you have to do is show your bare breasts to any guy out in public, or even in private, and if they’ve never seen them before (yours, not in general!) then they kind of go catatonic.  It’s kind of funny.
 
    
 
   Of course it might have been the piercing and padlock hanging off my right nipple that got his attention.  Swallowing hard, I fished the two alligator nipple clamps, complete with connecting chain, out of my little purse.  This would be the first time in over a month that I had worn both clamps, or for that matter, any clamps, due to my piercing.  Last time I tried it the pain was so bad that I was worried about permanent damage.  Barely healed piercings and alligator clamps don’t actually go together that well.  But now I was over a month healed and I had been giving myself pinches to see how I would respond to something more intense.
 
    
 
   I held up the alligator clamps and enjoyed the shocked and alarmed look on my boy toy’s face.  Slowly, with a dark sultry look in my eye, I brought the clamps up to my nipples.  I let the left clamp close first, feeling the sharp rush of pain as the metal teeth dug into my breast.  It latched on to the little nodule with a bite that almost brought tears to my eyes, but I took a few deep breaths as I adjusted to the pain.  Then I glanced down at my right nipple, hoping that I was ready for this.
 
    
 
   I never suspected it, but piercing your nipple makes it more sensitive to clamps.  You would think poking a hole through your flesh would damage the nerves or something, but instead, you merely give your body more opportunity to feel the pressure. As I slowly let the alligator clamp close on my right nipple each jaw of the clamp bit down, crushing my flesh between the metal teeth and my piercing.  Oh wow it hurt.  I sucked air through my teeth as my entire body tensed.  Forget sex.  All I could think of was “holy shit!”  My jaw trembled from the strain of NOT taking off the clamps and as I let the chain connecting them fall, I realized that my chest was heaving with these short little gasps. 
 
    
 
   I reached up, trembling, only to grab the hem of my shirt and tug it down over my clamped nipples.  That sent fresh sparks of agony through my body, racing down my spine instead of up to my brain, where the sensation of my tightly pinched nipples combined with the buzzing of the butterfly vibe and the full feeling of being stuffed with the Husky dildo.  In essence, it was a recipe for an approaching orgasm.
 
    
 
   I left my traumatized lover on the love boat and with just a quick glance back at Jenny the Greeter to make sure she was still there and not out hunting for me, I hurried into the mall.  Now I only had three things to do.  The first was spend at least one hour walking the mall while not dropping the Husky Dildo or cumming.  The second was to find three different people, all strangers, to approach and repeat the whole “can you please stick this dildo in me and give me twenty spanks?” speech.  
 
    
 
   Dropping the dildo would result in adding an extra person to approach about insertions and spankings.  Cumming meant a trip to a certain small jewelry store and a sadistic bitch who knew what I was doing and what it meant if I showed up.  When I had called to arrange the whole thing, I could hear Julie’s pleasure at the idea of being given a free hand to “punish the nympho humiliation pain slut” for wrong doings.  
 
    
 
   Confidence is sometimes mistaken for arrogance and had I been supremely confidant in my ability to avoid orgasm, especially when I was teetering on the edge of the cliff thanks to the dildo sliding through my slit with every step, the butterfly vibrating my clit into sexual nirvana, and the hard ache of agony in each nipple, I would have headed down the other hallway.  Instead I just turned and headed toward Julie’s store, knowing that I probably wouldn’t even make it there before orgasming hard.
 
    
 
   My attire alone would have made me the center of attention, and even the workday morning slowness of the mall made little difference as venders and the few shoppers walking around all stared at me as if I were some sort of femalien from the planet Venus, there to make love to the men of planet Earth.  Maybe it was the shoes.  Maybe it was the clear imprint of the nipple clamps and the chain under my shirt.  Maybe it was the walk, a strange sort of butt swinging wiggle that helped to keep my dildo where it belonged.  Who knows… but it certainly wasn’t helped by the fact that I could barely stand straight and I was shaking like a leaf in a hurricane.  My hips would jerk at inconvenient times.  My breasts heaved, the nipples, even clamped, hard as rocks and forming hard obscene bumps on my shirt.  My hands trembled.  I had trouble breathing.  And then, when it finally became too much, I put my hand on the wall, not even bothering to hide myself, or keep my voice down, I exploded.
 
    
 
   I did manage to keep from screaming, but instead of a vocal release, I channeled everything I could into a physical one. I shook. I vibrated.  I practically collapsed against the wall, the cold marble façade against my cheek.  My entire body either hurt or felt incredible, frequently in the same spots, in ways that I can’t even begin to describe.  I started to loose my balance, took a single step…
 
    
 
   And the fucking dildo fell out from between my legs with a wet thud.  I bent down, still suffering from the aftershocks of orgasm, my eyes coming up to look around.  There was a crowd of shocked faces staring at me, several with open mouths and wide eyes.  Some gave me looks of hatred, of envy, of derision.  Some looked at me with hunger.  I picked up the dildo, ignoring the wet smear of juice left on the floor.  Despite the stares I stumbled my way over to one man who stood there, dressed in causal clothes, a polo shirt and slacks, and I asked him softly, almost a whisper.
 
    
 
   “Sir, I dropped my dildo.  Would you be willing to put it back in and spank me for messing up?” 
 
    
 
   He gave me a slightly appalled look.  “You are a slut,” he declared loudly. 
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes sir.  Please?  Spank me for it?”
 
    
 
   The look I got was hard.  “Come with me,” he ordered, a lot more quietly.  Then he turned on his heel and walked into the store opposite of the one I had just orgasmed in front of.  We walked past rows and rows of shoes and then to my surprise, we walked straight into the back room.  He locked the door and turned, looking at me expectantly. My breasts hurt and I was holding a nine inch rubber cock in my hand.  This is NOT exactly a great way to meet people.
 
    
 
   “Turn around,” he told me.  I did as I was told.  The back room wasn’t much, but I’ve been in enough to recognize the basics.  Tons of boxes, shoe boxes in this case, a small bathroom, a little office, a tiny chair, and just enough elbow room for me to lean up against one nearby shelf and stick out my ass.  I sort of twisted even as I did it, holding out the dildo.  He took it, but set it down on the desk.  Then he told me to look forward and not turn around.
 
    
 
   Orders like that always make me a little nervous.  I jumped slightly when I felt his fingers on my skirt, lifting it up.  The butterfly was still buzzing against my clit and my empty pussy felt annoyingly empty.  I so wanted that dildo back in.  I heard a shoe box opening and resisted the urge to peek.  What the fuck did he need a shoe for?  I let out a deep breath, slightly impatient.
 
    
 
   And then my bottom exploded in this amazing sting that completely spanned one butt cheek and did a pretty good job of covering the other.  I squealed loudly, totally shocked, both hands going to my ass even as I practically leapt up into the air.  I whirled in alarm as my rear end report about a zillion tiny needles being inserted into my ass, only to have them melt into little molten points of pain.  I blinked even as my mouth closed, only to see him holding a firm but rather large, leather style flip flop.  He had SPANKED me with the shoe!
 
    
 
   “Get back in place, right now!”
 
    
 
   Trembling now, I resumed my spot leaning on the shelf.  He once more flipped up my skirt, but this time the hem got tucked in the waistband.  His foot hit my ankle and made it clear he wanted my legs spread wide.  I did and then braced myself.  It was good I did.  Had I been stupid enough to have my tongue between my teeth, I’m not sure I’d ever be able to talk again.  He hit my ass HARD.  I clenched my teeth and grimaced as I struggled to hold in my reaction.  Once more I felt the thousand needles penetrate, only to liquefy into heat.  I started to pant, totally blown away by the ferocity of the sensation.
 
    
 
   And that’s when the spanking REALLY started.  I couldn’t take it.  I think it was around the eighth stroke that I couldn’t stay in place and straightened, my hands on my ass, hopping around like a fool, cupping my bottom as I struggled to deal with it.  My tormentor watched with cold eyes for a moment, and then reached out and yanked up my shirt.
 
    
 
   This elicited another cry from me because the tight cotton got snagged on the alligator nipple clamps, pulling on my breasts with a pain that matched what was still burning in my ass.  I gasped, hands moving from my rear end to my breasts as he stared at my clamped nipples.  Then he merely reached out, grabbed me by the back of the neck, and bent me back over the half empty shelf.  
 
    
 
   “Stay there,” he said sharply and I just trembled and tried to control my breathing.  A moment later I heard a ripping sound, one that was incredibly familiar.
 
    
 
   “Put your hands behind your back.”  
 
    
 
   I did as ordered and moments later the strip of duct tape was wrapped around my wrists and all the way up to my elbows.  It was decidedly uncomfortable.  I heard another piece of tape being torn and then he pushed my red hair up to expose my neck.  To my surprise, he taped me to the shelf itself.
 
    
 
   I think, had I really tried, I could have pulled up, or at least gotten out of it.  But any upward motion was clearly prohibited.  A third piece of tape was torn and then there was some sort of movement beneath me.  I felt the chain of my nipple clamps being touched, then moved, then pulled taut. I moaned.  That’s when I realized I was in some real trouble.  He had taped the chain somewhere, so if I pulled up or jerked away, my breasts would immediately feel it.
 
    
 
   Well gosh, if having your nipples ripped off your body isn’t motivation to stay still for a spanking, I don’t know what is.  I heard the soft rustle of cloth and braced myself for another blow.
 
    
 
   And cock slid into my pussy.  Talk about a pleasant surprise!  Sure, it wasn’t my dildo, but oh god it felt good!  My rear end smarted.  My nipples hurt, but as he started to pound me, fucking me, I felt myself ripen even faster and in moments I had a second orgasm that had me gasping in exhilaration.  I loved it.  I wanted it.  I begged him to hurt me, to fuck me, to force me.  He reached under me and began twisting the left nipple clamp and I exploded in this wet clenching tightness that did nothing to stop his jackhammer like cock from splitting me apart.  I felt him harden, turning to granite and then he locked deep inside me, squirted, and then rammed home a few more times.  
 
    
 
   I could barely stand and my thighs and knees seemed to tremble as my body tried to decide whether to remain standing or collapse and have my nipples ripped open.  Eventually the pain of me sinking overcame the endorphins and adrenaline and kept me upright.  My paramour pulled out and I heard him moving behind me.  
 
    
 
   Then the shoe hit me again.  It wasn’t much of a spank.  It stung, a little, but I was too dazed and he was only doing it half heartedly.  Another row of strokes impacted on my rear and by the time we got to the last one he had increased the strength enough that I was clenching and hissing and the heat of the previous spanks had come back to full strength. I think I could have fried an egg on my ass it felt so hot.
 
    
 
   Then he rammed the dildo back into me.  And when I say rammed, I mean that. He didn’t “insert” it.  He didn’t “push”.  He didn’t “embed”.  He slipped the tip in and then with one quick hard shove I was gasping as nine inches of hard rubber hit my cervix and filled me completely.
 
    
 
   I was a little too wired to respond verbally as he took a pair of scissors and cut the duct tape holding me down.  Eventually he got to my wrists too.  I rubbed a few spots that were chaffed, but mostly the spots I hurt were the spots that hurt BEFORE I came into the store.  Of course they hurt worse, but that’s just a matter of degrees.  My rear end was probably the worst.  In fact, as we left the back room, I took a moment at the back end of one aisle, where a shoe mirror was angled, to squat down momentarily, lift the back of my skirt, and check the damage.  There weren’t any welts, or even bruises, but my entire rump was a rosy red and there were even some darker splotches where it looked like I might be sporting some blood blisters.
 
    
 
   I sighed.  Well done, Breanne.  My tormentor showed me to the door, and I hesitated for a moment, not sure whether to thank him, curse him, or kiss him.  Finally he turned away without a word and I proceeded, gingerly, carefully, to waddle down the hallway, my pussy clenched tightly around the dildo, my clit suffering from the low intensity vibrations of the butterfly, while my nipples reported being slowly chewed to pieces by the alligator clamps.  Worse, I was almost to my destination.  A few stores further on and I turned into Julie’s jewelry store.  She was waiting for me, arms crossed, impatiently tapping her foot.  She took one look at my messed up hair, my trembling frame, even the stupid waddle as I crossed the threshold into her store, and shook her head.
 
    
 
   “Into the back room, fuck slut.  And guess what?  This punishment is going to hurt you a whole hell of a lot more than it’s going to hurt me.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: everythreehours]Every Three Hours
 
    
 
   10/27/11
 
    
 
   I’m sitting here contemplating.  It’s only about fifteen minutes until I have to start and I’m about as prepared as I can be.  I’ve already taken off my jeans and left them on the bed.  My panties are still on of course, but that’s not really an issue.  My real problem is the fact that I’m relatively desperate, terribly bothered, and so frantic for an orgasm that I’m not sure I can do this again.
 
    
 
   This will be the third time.  I’ve always had mixed feelings about edging.  It’s actually a simple process.  You bring yourself as close to the point of orgasm as you can, but don’t actually cum.  It takes skill, willpower, and a hell of a lot of personal strength.  It probably also helps not to be turned on to the point you’d be perfectly willing to screw a fucking cactus if it meant you could cum.
 
    
 
   I was at that state and had been for hours.  Not that I was going to fuck a cactus.  No, I’m afraid that my toy had already been selected for me that morning.  I could feel it inside me, filling me up, sitting quietly, still as a statue.  I’ve endured so many different objects, from cock to corn dogs and I have to admit that my twelve inch long Core Driller dildo is one of those toys that never cease to amaze me.
 
    
 
   It’s hard but slightly pliable rubber and it looks a lot like a rocket ship. I’ve joked around that if you painted it white and slapped a “NASA” sticker on it, you could sell it in a toy store.  The base goes all the way out to a full three and a half inches, more than wide enough to make sure that if you have it all the way in, you are uncomfortably spread.  Of course, I don’t think many girls could handle it being all the way in.  I can though, not that I had a choice.  The first time it went in I had to sit on it and you quickly learn how to adjust to having a foot’s worth of hard rubber embedded in your guts.
 
    
 
   Why did I have a 12 inch dildo inside me?  NHPS Rule #1 of course.  A nympho humiliation pain slut is required to keep her pussy ready, wet, and wanting at all times in order to be prepared for whatever uses her masters or mistress (or the random guy on the street) asks of her.  To keep her wet and ready, she has to keep either cock or a toy up inside her.  Oh… and it can’t be the same toy every day either.  Otherwise you get used to it.  
 
    
 
   This morning I was tasked to put in the Core Driller.  That in and of itself wouldn’t have been a problem, but there were additional requirements placed upon me.  Master Barrett felt that just having the dildo embedded inside me was insufficient for keeping me in the state he prefers: desperate.  So he ordered up a little seasoning for this delectable dish between my legs.  Every hour, on the hour, I am to take the dildo out, lick it clean, and then lubricate it fully, the entire length, with a fresh coating of Stinging O.
 
    
 
   Stinging O is an all natural oil that Kari makes for me.  It’s a combination of grapeseed oil, cinnamon oil, and pepper oil, mixed in appropriate amounts for my personal levels of tolerance.  The cinnamon oil keeps things tingling while the pepper oil heats things up.  It’s quite invigorating and the only thing I’ve encountered that even comes close to the same sensation is that IcyHot muscle cream, except if you use that internally it will poison you.  I’m a sex slut.  Not stupid.
 
    
 
   At six this morning I got out my Core Driller, lubricated it fully, wiped the remnants of oil from my fingertips on my bare nipples, shuddered as the tingling began and then asked Master Barrett how he wanted the dildo inserted.
 
    
 
   I know what you’re thinking.  How?  “Duh, by the tip in your pussy, you stupid bitch!”  But that’s not what I meant.  I gave Master Barrett two options, diametrically opposed.  The 12 inch rubber cock could go in fast and hard, no doubting hurting me quite a bit as I sat down suddenly on it, or I could put it in slow and gently, with repeated thrusting to the point of orgasm.
 
    
 
   Master Barrett liked the second option, no doubt sensing that a quick impalement would reduce the amount of oil spread over my labia.  He also knew that forcing me to edge would be a tough thing for me to endure, knowing that I wasn’t allowed to cum.  I sat down in my chair, put my white sock clad feet up on the desk, and proceeded, ever so gently, to fuck myself stupid.
 
    
 
   It tingled.  It burned.  I slid the Core Driller through my petals until the tip hit my cervix.  Then I pulled it back out.  My hips started to rock and I could feel the spasms as my pussy tightened both in response to the languid fucking as well as the chemical heat of my Stinging O oil.  Master Barrett only encouraged me and minutes later I was getting close, seeing the yawning abyss at the cliffs of orgasm, my fast sprint faltering as I struggled to stop at the edge.  
 
    
 
   I did, but only barely, and as I waited for my chest to stop heaving, my pulse to go down, my pussy to quit trembling, all I knew was that I had increased the desperation I felt for release.  It wasn’t just torture.  It was an awful yearning that has only one answer.  
 
    
 
   An hour later I was in the barn.  Half my morning chores were done.  The dildo had remained pressed tightly within my pussy, unmoving, uncaring, unwilling to scratch the itch that was slowly inflaming my sense.  I was a banked fire, a smoldering coal, and I unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans with a resignation that I imagine condemned prisoners must have when facing the firing squad.  Pulling out the dildo was like amputating an arm.  The sense of loss was incredible and all I wanted was to put it back in.  I brought it to my mouth and began licking, tasting the tingle of cinnamon, the heat of jalapeño, and the juice of one incredibly turned on nympho humiliation pain slut who wanted nothing more than for someone to fuck her brains out.
 
    
 
   When the Core Driller was clean, I pulled the small bottle of Stinging O I was carrying out of my pocket.  I poured a teaspoon’s worth on the tip and then used my fingers to work it downward, coating the black rubber with a silky sheen that would make penetration so much easier.  With my fingertips suffering the same chemical stimulation, I placed the dildo upright on the workbench stool, positioned myself above it, and slammed myself downward.
 
    
 
   Master Barrett had felt that edging every hour, or even every other hour, was too dangerous.  Both of us knew that I wouldn’t be able to handle eight edges for the day.  He’s was right. I’m about to do my third one in a moment and trust me, I’m not sure I can make it.  Of course forcing the Core Driller into me repeatedly every two hours instead isn’t exactly easy on me.  My pussy is bruised now, and despite my over-lubrication, the Stinging O, and my desperation, my pussy still isn’t quite used to the size and scope of the Core Driller.
 
    
 
   I winced, crying out as the hot heat of deep pain rushed through my groin.  I felt split, as if I had fallen on a fence post.  My crotch hurt and the pain wasn’t merely at the surface, but delved deeply through me, all the way to my cervix.  I shuddered, my entire body tensing as I struggled to deal with the acute and agonizing sexual penetration.
 
    
 
   I did it a second time an hour later with similar results.
 
    
 
   At nine am I masturbated.  I licked my dildo clean, lubricated it, and while lying on my bed in my room slowly slid it up between my legs.  I trembled from the Stinging O, the fresh dose reigniting the fires of sensitivity, causing my body to react and squeeze the dildo tightly.  My hips jerked and I felt myself ripening so much more quickly.  In less than five minutes I was scrambling at the edge, my fingers digging into the ground, struggling to halt my heedless and insane rush toward the orgasmic abyss.  But I managed, barely, to stop myself and as I caught my breath I brought one hand to my forehead and felt the perspiration.
 
    
 
   Two more penetrations followed, each hard and fast, one out in the barn and the other on the seat of our ATV, out at the cattle shack in the Mesquite Field.  Both hurt like the dickens, but both insertions were catalysts for increased wantonness.  My entire body wanted to be fucked.  
 
    
 
   It’s noon now, almost after lunch.  I’ve just taken out the Core Driller and licked it off. It tastes… good. Sort of like a cinnamon and jalapeño pastry, but with an additional flavor, something more visceral, more intrinsic, more deviant.   There is a salty musk, a wetness that conveys an urge unlike any other.  
 
    
 
   I’ve poured more oil on the Core Driller.  It’s very pretty.  The flat black rubber glistens as the rivulets from the tip slip downward.  I’m using a finger of my left hand to smear it around; making sure the whole thing is coated.  
 
    
 
   Well, there’s nothing more I can do.  It’s ready.  I’ve taken off my panties.  My legs are spread, my heels up on the desk.  I can’t tell you how much I want this rubber cock inside me.  I want it to pump, to thrust, to bring me to life.  I want to make myself cum. I want to jump off the cliffs of orgasm instead of clinging to the edge.  I want... I want… oh God it feels so good going in!   Oh god yes….  I don’t care what punishment I might earn!   I NEED this… I have to uugghh… have it.  Yess… more… I ccan’t iit just too mmuuch to nottt let myself ccumm this time… hhhe won’t reealy mindd will he?  No… yess… ugghn… yes… more… oohhh god yes…. Yess…. Please… please!  Plleeaaseee…. I want tt to cum…pppleasse don’t make me ssstop.  Pplllease?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: bucket]Bucket
 
    
 
   10/28/11
 
    
 
   Breanne - Today you are to take a pair of elastic bands and your clover clamps out to the barn. Once there you are to fill a bucket with water and place it in one corner of the barn. Give yourself 30 snaps on each foot. Taking of your top you are then to attach the clover clamps to one nipple, thread the chain under the buckets handle and then onto your other nipple. You are then to move the bucket to the opposite corner of the barn by lifting it with your nipple chain. You are not allowed to touch it,  slide it across the floor or spill any. If you do spill any you are to refill the bucket and start again. you are to complete this task once for each time you came yesterday.

You might need to adjust the amount of water in the bucket my aim after all is to hurt you without harming you so bear that in mind. Also I'm not sure if your new piercing will help or hinder things with the clover clamps you may need to switch to the alligators or binders.  – Master Barrett
 
    
 
   It was comfortably cool on Friday afternoon.  I had spent most of the morning sitting in front of the computer, either writing or folding laundry, more of one than the other.  Are you surprised?  What’s a nympho humiliation pain slut doing folding laundry?  Well, sorry to disappoint you, but even sluts like me need something to wear.
 
    
 
   Occasionally at least.
 
    
 
   But don’t worry.  I was still following NHPS Rule #1 and the vibroballs were purring their gentle stimulation through me, slowly but surely working me toward a climax far ahead.  Of course I had been told not to cum, just as I had been told the previous day, and while I had managed to keep my raging libido in check yesterday, I had my doubts about whether or not I’d be able to manage it today.
 
    
 
   Especially since I had a small assignment to complete.
 
    
 
   After lunch I gathered up a few things I would need, and even MIGHT need.  The first item was simply two thick tan rubber bands.  The second item I needed was my Japanese clover clamps, a set of silver colored metal nipple clamps that are specially designed to be removable only when unclamped, rather than pulled or tugged off.  With these in my jean pockets, I headed downstairs and out to the barn.
 
    
 
   Our barn is pretty decent sized, complete with a number of stalls, storage, a rather impressive work bench, and even parking for our tractor and a number of attachments.  I try to keep enough space open inside to make sure it never gets cluttered, and if I do say so myself, I do a much better job keeping things organized than my father ever did.  I remember growing up weaving my way through all sorts of crap when I was a kid.  Now… it’s neat and clean.
 
    
 
   Hope Dad doesn’t read this.
 
    
 
   Anyway once I got to the barn I made my way to a pile of haybales near the stalls.  I’ve used this platform for a wide variety of sexual experiences, but what I was about to do wasn’t exactly about sex.  Even the buzzing of the vibroballs wasn’t sufficient to make what I was about to do easier.  I tugged off my boots, then peeled off my socks, leaving bare feet.  Then I pulled out the rubber bands from my pocket and slipped them over my toes.
 
    
 
   The elastic rubber fit closely to my arch and across the top, but not tightly.  I took a deep breath as I propped my right foot up on my left leg, just above my knee.  I reached down, snagged the rubber band with my fingers, and drew it out as far as it would stretch.  Then with my teeth grit tightly, I let go.
 
    
 
   In some ways, that first snap always feels like being slapped across my breasts.  It’s a sudden shock, alarming.  It stings, but doesn’t really hurt, at least not yet.  Even if you’re braced and ready for it, there is still this shock which runs through your body.  Don’t believe me?  Go get a rubber band.
 
    
 
   Or if you’re female and really daring, find someone to slap your breasts once.
 
    
 
   I switched feet, crossing my legs the other way and picking at the rubber band drawn across my left arch.  I pulled, taking a deep breath to steady my nerves, and then let go.  Once again, the impact stung and I felt every muscle in my left leg tighten even as my toes curled inward and I hissed.  I took another deep breath and brought my right foot up.
 
    
 
   Bastinado, or foot whipping is a kind of corporal punishment used to torment prisoners by hurting the cluster of nerve endings in the bottoms of their feet.  Basically you take a cane, rod, club, or even a whip, and proceed to beat the sole of each foot.  It hurts likes the dickens, rarely leaves marks or serious damage, and under the correct circumstances, can even be erotic.
 
    
 
   Like if the girl in question is nude, mounted on a sybian motorized masturbator, with her feet perfectly positioned for a whipping.
 
    
 
   Which I was not.  And frankly, after being foot whipped for real, the rubber bands were merely an annoyance except for one thing.  I had to do it myself.  It’s one thing to be mounted on a rubber cock and clit pad, roaring at full power, while a sadistic mistress brings a whip down on the arches of each foot.  It’s another when you’re sitting there, only lightly aroused, self-inflicting non-sexualized pain directly to very tender parts of your body.
 
    
 
   Yes. I’m a pain slut.  Yes, in general pain arouses me.  And I’ll be honest, the rubber bands turn me on, which definitely means that I qualify for SOMETHING in the “rubber room diagnosis manual.”  Who would imagine that while sitting on a hay bale, dressed in jeans and a warm shirt, while on being stimulated by the vibroballs inside me, that I would get WETTER by snapping a pair of rubber bands against the soles of my feet.  Yes, I’m sick. 
 
    
 
   By the time I got to ten there was a delicate shade of pink along each arch and I was definitely feeling the sting.  By the time I got to fifteen the pink had darkened to red in a few lines and I my chest was heaving as I alternated hissing and groaning with actual breathing.  Twenty was very painful, and even the back and forth between feet didn’t give me much in the way of recovery time.  At twenty five both feet hurt like the dickens and I felt as if I had been walking on broken glass.  
 
    
 
   The last three or four were the worst.  I was grimacing, wincing, and tears were filling my eyes.  It’s not the sharpness of the blow that counts.  It’s the repetition.  I was shaking it was so difficult for me to pull that rubber band out again and when the last snap came I collapsed backward, almost sobbing with relief as the pain subsided into a burning sting, which slowly melted into a throbbing heat.  
 
    
 
   I couldn’t stand for a few minutes, which is hardly surprising.  The floor of our barn is concrete and relatively smooth, but walking across it barefoot isn’t really a brilliant thing to do either.  It’s not like I sweep it every day!  There are twigs, the occasional acorn, gravel from the drive, and even a few unpleasant things you have to watch out for.  That’s why I usually wear work boots.  But this time I gingerly stepped (for several reasons) across to the work bench where the bucket was waiting.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t anything special, just a gallon bucket with a metal handle.  It was a stupid red color and I winced my way to the back door of the barn and stepped out into the yard to fill it.  Water gushed out of the faucet into the bucket and I filled it almost to the top.  Then I carried it back in and put it down against the back wall.
 
    
 
   With a deep breath I pulled my top off.  My bra went next and in short order I stood naked from the waist up.  My fingers trembled in trepidation as I pulled the clover clamps out of my hip pocket, fumbling the steel links so much that I dropped them on the ground. I picked them up again, took a deep breath, and then bent over the bucket.  I decided to go with my right breast first, the pierced and padlocked nipple, and I opened the clover clamp as wide as possible and then placed it deep behind the piercing.  I let the clamp close lightly and felt the delicious pinch that wasn’t quite painful, but bordered on it.
 
    
 
   My breasts dangled beneath me like two heavy melons, perfectly rounded and I threaded the chain through the handle of the bucket.  I pulled the loose end upward, bending even lower as I my tug translated through the chain into my right breast.  The clamp tightened just a tad and I winced.  I was almost panicking at the thought of what I was doing, my breasts swaying as my breath went in and out in ragged gasps.  I was almost panting.  I thought about turning up the vibroballs, giving myself the sexual edge, but then I remembered Master Barrett.  “The idea is to hurt you,” he had said.
 
    
 
   So no sex beyond what little I was already experiencing.  
 
    
 
   I closed the second clamp on my bosom, latching the thick metal onto my left nipple so that the chain dangled downward between my breasts, the bucket handle held upright by my bondage.  I knew what was coming next and I so dreaded it.  Slowly I started to straighten, the chain pulling taut.  I felt the pressure on my breasts, then amazingly, on my nipples as the clover clamps did exactly what they were designed to do: tighten as more pressure is applied.
 
    
 
   In seconds the little almost painful bite on both nipples went to body shaking pain as sparks exploded in the tips of my breasts as if someone had taken a bullwhip to each tit.  I grit my teeth, my hands on my hips as I lifted, struggling to pick up the bucket with my breasts.  Pain exploded through me as the clamps tightened dramatically and I cried out, eyes closing in agony.  I can’t even describe how much it hurt.  I got the bucket an inch off the ground, moved carefully a few inches toward the far wall a sixty feet away, and then lowered the bucket back down.
 
    
 
   The pain of the bucket’s weight went away but it did little to relieve me.  Most of the pain now was centered in the fact that both nipple clamps were so tight on my breasts that it felt as if I had cut off circulation to both tips.  It burned it hurt so bad.  Realizing that delay was going to be as much of a hindrance as the pain itself, I once more lifted the bucket and moved it an entire foot.
 
    
 
   Water sloshed in the bucket, almost spilling over in my haste to finish and release the pressure on my tortured nubs.  My breath caught in my throat as I watched the waves in the bucket almost top the plastic sides, only barely staying in.  Spilling would be detrimental, since all it meant was that I’d have to take off the clamps, refill the damn bucket, put it right back at the beginning, re-clamp my nipples, and do it over again.  
 
    
 
   I was really shaking on my third pick up.  My breasts felt as if someone was trying to rip off my nipples and my piercing bulged in a strange shape as my flesh was tugged out of shape.  I moved the bucket another foot, then put it down to rest.  I did this twice more, making it only a quarter of the way across the barn.  On my fourth pickup, the clamp on my left breast couldn’t take the pressure anymore and slipped off my perspiration dampened body.
 
    
 
   The bucket fell, water sloshing out and I fell over onto my side, crying out.  The blood rushing back into my breast was like having molten lead injected directly into your body and the searing heat and burning was so bad that I just grabbed my tit and held on, keening in agony as the hot tears fell from my eyes.  
 
    
 
   I recovered, eventually.  When I was ready to start using my brain again (which was a while) I picked myself off the ground and deliberately decided NOT to unclamp my right breast.  Did it hurt?  Absolutely.  But I knew that it would hurt much much more if I were to unclamp it, only to have to reattach the damn metal vice.  I grabbed the bucket handle and carried the container back outside.  I refilled it.  Only an inch or so had spilled out.  I brought it back into the barn and placed it against the wall.
 
    
 
   Snapping that clover clamp against my left nipple was about the hardest thing I’ve ever done.  I almost screamed in agony as it crushed my nub, sending shoots of pain down through me.  Everything seemed to hurt, or maybe it was just that the pain in my breasts was so bad that my brain couldn’t sense anything else.  Hunched over again, I lifted the bucket, carrying it a full fourteen or fifteen inches across the floor before setting it down again.  The clamp on my left side tightened viciously and I burst into tears, falling to my knees, the bucket between my thighs.  There was just no way!  I couldn’t!
 
    
 
   After a few minutes of quiet throbbing anguish, I got to my feet, still hunched over the bucket.  I lifted again, setting my breasts afire once more, and only moving the bucket another foot and a half.  I did it again.  Then again.  I was a third of the way across when the clover clamp on my left breast once more failed me.  I could feel it slipping even as I lifted and in my rush to let the bucket down easy, water once again spilled from the sloshing sea beneath my prow and I fell, sobbing, my left nipple feeling like it had been split open, stuck with porcupine quills, and then juiced liberally with a lemon.  
 
    
 
   Master Barrett had wondered if the clover clamps would do the job.  He had suggested two alternatives as well: my binder clamps and my alligator clamps.  I knew the binder clamps didn’t tighten as well as the clover clamps and had dismissed those as a possibility even before going down to the barn.  My brain was fuzzy, the pain in my breasts overloading my mental faculties.  I wished someone was there to help me, to put me either out of my misery or force me through it. I hate the self-directed torture.  It’s so hard.
 
    
 
   I picked myself and the bucket off the ground.  I carried the container back out to refill it, not even noticing that my feet didn’t hurt at all.  I refilled the bucket to the brim with water and put it back in the barn, against the wall.  Shaking so hard I had trouble, I extracted the alligator clamps from my left pocket and held them up.  Obviously the trouble was slippage and the sharp metal teeth of the alligator clamps would certainly prevent that occurrence.  
 
    
 
   I attached one of the alligator clamps to the free dangling clamp.  Then I sort of tied the chains together.  With the extra long length, I wasn’t in quite as much agony as I threaded the alligator chain through the bucket handle and brought the last loose clamp up to my left breast.  I screamed, biting my knuckles as the clamp latched on and then I straightened slightly, lifting the bucket up.  It swung, but with careful steps I carried it.  One foot, then two, then four. I paused, letting the bucket rest on the ground.  The pain was incredible.  Almost more than I could stand.  Tears poured down my cheeks, wetting my chest.  I lifted again, the bucket swung, dangerously almost spilling the water.  Two feet, four, six, even eight.  I was almost half way!
 
    
 
   And then there was a snap.  The alligator clamp on my left nipple tore free.  The bucket fell four inches and spilled water all over the floor.  My hands flew to my breast even as I fell, burning hell exploding through my tit and flooding through me like a tsunami.  Even as the pain crested and held the point, I lifted one hand to see blood.  Damn.  Cursing I unlatched the other clamp and endured the horrible pain of my pulse beating back into the crushed nipple.  
 
    
 
   To be honest, the damage to my left nipple was superficial and thanks to my TOTM, I’ll have a week or so to recuperate.  The tear was nothing serious, barely deep enough to bleed, but it hurt.  And I ended my attempt to carry the water across the barn.
 
    
 
   But I don’t think Master Barrett will mind the fact that I didn’t succeed at my task, because he succeed at his.
 
    
 
   He wanted me to hurt.
 
    
 
   And I did.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: twentyone]Twenty One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I was pretty desperate by the time I got in my truck.  The vibroballs, two small, annoying, golf-ball sized spheres, had been gently buzzing inside my pussy for over eight hours.  Normally, I can tolerate the gentle purr for hours without any major side effects, but even after the previous day’s masturbation and orgasm fest, I was still suffering from a week of physical deprivation.  Friday had been nothing but me reeling from one orgasmic event to another as the Rotating Venus Penis, on full power, with both the vibration and the spinning function operating, hammered me for fifteen minutes every hour, driving me crazy.
 
    
 
   Saturday morning had started off at a much more sedate pace. I had taken care of the critters, patently ignoring the steady thrum between my legs as only an experienced nympho humiliation pain slut can.  The vibroballs were doing their job of course.  I was wet, and had anyone come up to me at any point and ordered me to drop my pants I would have been immediately able to take a full penetration with ease.  And that’s the point right?
 
    
 
   I have to admit, I like the way the vibroballs feel inside me.  They’re smooth, slippery, rattle and roll against each other, and frankly are one of the nicer, easier toys that I keep in my box.  Texture is very important to girls and I like the whole spectrum; from smooth and hard to bumpy and soft.  Hell, I’ve even been known to go for unpleasantly prickly.  But that’s just me.  And we all know that I’m a little strange when it comes to the “sexual activities” department.
 
    
 
   I left the vibroballs on as I left the farm, mostly because I was only going to be driving about half a mile down our gravel topped driveway before pulling over to the side of the road.  The bumps didn’t help my sexual state and by the time I pulled over on the farm to market road behind our ranch, my sex was squeezing those vibroballs in sexual rapture.  Not that I was going to cum.  Oh no… it doesn’t work that way with vibroballs.  I’ve rarely cum just from vibroballs alone.  For that to happen, they have to be on full power, and probably in combination with extreme public humiliation, or someone whipping my breasts or clit… or something.
 
    
 
   See? Told ya I was sexually deviant.
 
    
 
   I parked the truck, took off my boots, and got out with my bag.  The weather was beautiful.  Mostly sunny, a light warm breeze from the south, and I moved the front grill and began to strip.  In seconds my tee shirt and bra were lying neatly on the warm hood of my truck and then my blue jeans joined them, followed by my panties.  The remote to the vibroballs dangled down on the ground, the wire disappearing up between my thighs as I tugged my afternoon’s attire out of the bag.  I started with the skirt, a nice little item I had recently picked up; sleek sexy black cotton that almost could qualify as a mini skirt, but had just enough flare to make walking (and other naughty things) more interesting.  It literally hugged my bottom and I pulled it up my legs until it settled low on my waist, just above my hips.  It held tightly and I picked up the vibroballs remote and with the wire leading out from under the skirt, tucked the bright pink wire and controller into my waist band.  
 
    
 
   The halter top I had selected to go with the stunning skirt was also a bright pink, just a few shades off from my controller.  It too was tight, though not as rib huggingly restrictive as my collection of “sex” tees Kari bought me in college.  I’ve grown slightly since then, at least in the “bosom” area, if not in the waistline.  In fact, I weigh less than I did in college.  I guess there IS a difference between working all day and sitting on your ass all day.
 
    
 
   The halter wasn’t decorated, leaving the “attraction” totally to my breasts.  This in and of itself would be enough to draw the eye, especially since the tightness of the material made the piercing of my right nipple extravagantly noticeable.  And if that hoop silhouette was insufficient to garner attention, then no doubt the highly recognizable outline of a small padlock, clearly dangling from said hoop, would.  
 
    
 
   Dressed appropriately, or perhaps inappropriately depending on your viewpoint, I drew my fuck me shoes out of the bag.  I am NOT a fan of these shoes.  First of all, you most commonly see them on prostitutes and strippers.  But that’s not why I don’t care for them.  I don’t care for them because they’re uncomfortable. I don’t care for them because I’m a full eight inches taller in them and I am in constant fear of losing my balance and falling.  I don’t care for them because they practically scream “this girl is a nympho humiliation pain slut! LOOK AT HER!” with every step. 
 
    
 
   You need to understand that girls who “like” humiliation don’t actually “like” being humiliated.  What we like is the feeling CAUSED by being humiliated.  Trust me; I hate being paraded in public looking like a combination of whore, slut, and sex toy.  The stares I get… the looks of vitriolic jealousy or derision… the hungry looks of sex starved men, and the occasional woman… it can be intimidating, even frightening.  But seeing those looks turns me on. I don’t know why.  Maybe I’m messed up.  Maybe I’m sick.  But walking through a mall, or a grocery store, dressed like a slut, makes me so wet, so ready to fuck, to suck, to cum, that I can barely think straight.
 
    
 
    I got back in my truck, the stupid high heels strapped to my feet.  It took a bit of adjustment to deal with the additional eight inches of height and I once again snarled at the irritating shoes.  I turned off the vibroballs, wanting to make it to my destination without crashing, and I let out a deep breath and a shudder when the buzzing between my legs finally stopped.
 
    
 
   For the first time in nine hours.
 
    
 
   I put the truck in gear and was about to pull out when I heard a roar behind me and watched in surprise as a huge extended cab pick up barreled up from the southeast and passed me at a decent rate of speed.  I blinked.  Wow.  What if he had been just five minutes earlier?  Oh well… that’s the way it goes, right?
 
    
 
   I started the engine and took off down the road, ostensibly following that truck.  It didn’t take us long to separate though and I eventually made my way toward our local grocery and goods store, otherwise referred to as Wally World.  You know the store I’m talking about, right?
 
    
 
   The assignment I was on was relatively easy, or so I had thought.  I was to dress like a slut, complete with the attention grabbing high heels, and go to the store.  Once there I was to shop, purchasing twenty one items, each one at least nine inches long and wider than two inches, focusing on texture.  I’m sure from such requirements you can easily deduce what I needed these items for.  But that was just the start. I was also to find, there at the grocery store, a stranger, whom I could get to take me to their place, sit me down on the kitchen counter or table, and patiently fuck me with every single item.
 
    
 
   How’s that for a shopping list?
 
    
 
   To make things a little harder for me, Master Mark, the devious and diabolical man who likes humiliating me above all else, ordered me to turn the vibroballs to their maximum level, a tangible difficulty that would have me stumbling around in a sex crazed daze in thirty minutes.  Not to mention the fact that on high, my vibroballs are clearly audible if you’re standing next to me.
 
    
 
   With the churning bubbling shaking earthquake inside my sex, I got out of my truck and lightly balanced my way across the pavement.  Already I was getting wide eyed looks.  Most were appreciative, but I could already see a few sniggers, a few hard haughty sneers, and I felt the bottom of my stomach let go and fall all the way down to my hip line. My heart beat increased and I felt like a frightened rabbit, wanting to run away.  My pussy tightened and began pulsing around the vibroballs, the barely noticeable jerking of my hips a steady and involuntary reaction.  
 
    
 
   I tried to ignore everything, including my shaking.  I went into the produce section first, quickly plucking out an assortment of vegetables and fruit to sexually abuse later.  Most of it I’ve fucked before, but with a requirement of twenty one items, I’d be hard pressed to find sufficient makeshift dildos with no previous repeats.  Remember, I’m no stranger to object sex.
 
    
 
   I grabbed everything you would expect, and even a few things that might surprise you.  Then I continued through the grocery aisles, for the first time looking not for items I might want to eat or spice things up with, but for containers that would be extremely interesting to insert into my pussy.
 
    
 
   Like the Tabasco sauce bottle, the extra large one.  Or the small can of Crisco Canola Oil Spray.  As I made my way to the back of the store, a variety of different items found their way into my cart.  I was keeping a careful count as well and tried to ignore the stares and wanton looks, wondering if anyone had looked into my cart and realized that everything I was buying had a sexual purpose.
 
    
 
   By the time I made it to house wares, I was having some physical problems relating to my vibroballs.  Like I mentioned before, by them selves, the vibroballs generally can’t make me orgasm.  Combine it with constant humiliation, plenty of walking, and the mental stimulation of wondering “what will this feel like shoved up my pussy?” I was quickly approaching a state of sexual release.  Master Mark hadn’t exactly said I couldn’t cum and I looked around for a quiet corner, someplace where me gritting my teeth and holding on to my shopping cart for support wouldn’t be that noticeable.  I didn’t exactly find a private spot, but I managed to get far enough away from other people that when I couldn’t hold off any longer, my shuddering whimper of release, the gasp, and my shaking body clinging to the shopping cart, wasn’t as noticeable as it could have been.  Still, having an orgasm right there in the store, out in public like that… well it seriously intensified my arousal.
 
    
 
   And even after I came, with the vibroballs still buzzing away at full power, my pussy was still in a state of wanton desperation.  I wandered some more and had made it to the automotive section, when two men, clearly of college age (or perhaps a tad bit older) eye-fucked me so intensely I almost came again.  Both were handsome, though one was a bit on the tubby side.  The thin guy was sandy blond and had a rugged look, wearing blue jeans, a white under shirt, and a dark blue polo.  Tubby wore a tee shirt and khaki cargo pants and was holding a new air filter.  I pretended to look at windshield wipers.
 
    
 
   “Hi! Can I help you find something?” the blond guy asked me, coming up with this absolutely amazing smile on his face.  I practically jumped out of my skin, turning to look at him.  The vibroballs seemed to buzz harder inside me, even though I know that is impossible.  I swallowed hard, my chest heaving.  “Isn’t that what the sales people here are supposed to ask?”
 
    
 
   He shrugged as his friend came closer.  “Well, you’re a girl, standing in the automotive section, looking like she doesn’t know what she’s looking for.  I’m a gentleman, so I thought I ‘d offer,” he said confidently.  I blushed.  
 
    
 
   “So what are you looking for?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  “It’s sort of tough to explain,” I stammered, hardly wanting to tell this handsome devil and his friend that I was actually looking for things to have someone fuck me with.  My hips gave another little jerk, as if I were actually humping someone and I let out another whimper.  
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, my throat tight, trying very very hard not to orgasm.  
 
                 
 
   “Are you sure?”
 
    
 
   My head wobbled up and down like a bobble head as I held my breath.  I couldn’t help it.  It was just too much.  I let out a sharp gasp, then a high pitched but soft little cry, and pressed one hand down against my pussy, through the skirt, as I exploded wetly.  
 
    
 
   “Holy shit,” Tubby exclaimed.
 
    
 
   I shuddered through the orgasm.
 
    
 
   “What the hell?  Are you cumming?” demanded the blond guy.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t exactly respond.  Both men looked up and down the aisle and then back at me, clearly at a loss.  
 
    
 
   “Damn, girl.  What are you? Some kind of slut?”
 
    
 
   “Dude, look at her piercing.”
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I saw it.”
 
    
 
   “Check out the cart!”
 
    
 
   AS the rolling wave subsided and I was left high and dry on the beach, still dripping, I realized that these guys might just be the answer I was looking for.  I took a deep breath, ignoring the flush in my cheeks and the embarrassment I was feeling.
 
    
 
   “My name is Breanne,” I said softly.
 
    
 
   “Chad.  And this is Grover,” the blond said, sticking his thumb out to his friend.
 
    
 
   “Grover?”  I asked, the uniqueness of the name a little striking.  “As in Grover from Sesame Street?”
 
    
 
   Tubby, or I should say Grover, laughed and shook his head.  “As in Cleveland.  Grover Cleveland.  
 
    
 
   Ah… of course.  I nodded, mentally telling myself not to make puppet or Sesame Street jokes around poor Grover.  “I need a favor from you guys,” I said earnestly.
 
    
 
   Chad looked hard at me and smiled.  “I can’t think of anything better than helping you out.”
 
    
 
   I smiled, but inwardly still felt awkward and embarrassed.  “I’m supposed to find twenty one items,” I swallowed hard.  “And then find a guy or two who can take me to their place, sit me on the kitchen table or counter, and fuck me with all of them.”
 
    
 
   “Seriously?” Grover asked, one eyebrow up.
 
    
 
   I stifled my sigh of exasperation and nodded.
 
    
 
   Chad grinned. “I think we might be able to assist with that.”  He looked down at my shopping cart.  “You really want to get fucked with all this?”
 
    
 
   I followed his gaze.  There were a few things in the cart that no doubt appeared a little… odd… for sexual use.  I nodded.  “Yeah, but I’ve only got eighteen items. I still need three.
 
    
 
   “Would my cock count?” asked Grover playfully.
 
    
 
   I smiled.  “It won’t count as one of my items, but I’d be happy to put it in there too as payment for your help,” I replied.
 
    
 
   Chad gave Grover a look.  “You might want to do that BEFORE she fucks all this though.  She might not be in a condition to screw us otherwise.”
 
    
 
   Grover shrugged. “I’m cool with it.”
 
    
 
   “Well I guess we need to help you find three more things to stick up your cunt, don’t we?” Chad asked.
 
    
 
   I smiled bashfully.  “Yes sir.”
 
    
 
   He took my arm, pushing the cart to Grover, who grabbed it and started down the aisle.  Arm in arm, Chad and I followed.  His first question of course, was about the clearly audible buzzing coming from my crotch. I explained about my vibroballs and Grover was so intrigued he wanted to see the remote.  Together they played with it a few minutes, which drove me to another orgasm.  This time I clung to Chad like a lifeline and shuddered my way through my explosion, my mouth pressed to his shoulder, stifling my cries of utter bliss.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take them long.  We walked through the sports section, then the camping section, then a final gander through house wares and I was handed off too Grover who held me while we went to the checkout stands.  My knights had offered to pay for everything when I had objected to their suggestion of a replacement boat seat post, since it cost around thirty dollars.  Their immediate response was that THEY would buy it for me. I now have a boat seat post that will only ever have one use.  And not the one the manufacturer intended, that’s for sure.
 
    
 
   I followed them out their car, watched as they loaded everything in the trunk, and then was assisted into the front passenger seat by a gallant Grover.
 
    
 
   Loveable, furry, old Grover.
 
    
 
   They took me north and with shocked but silent awareness, I realized that I KNEW the apartment complex we went too.  Julie, another one of my mistresses, lived there.  Hell, we were within two buildings of hers!  The guys gathered up our purchases and I followed them into their apartment.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t a dive, but it wasn’t exactly clean.  They made a token effort, stuffing a pizza box into the trash, picking up a few dirty glasses and empty beer bottles.  The kitchen wasn’t bad at all, mostly because they mostly ate out, so except for a pile of dirty glasses in the sink, the counter, and most importantly, the dining room table, was clear.  They put the groceries they had bought away and then I asked them both to sit down on their sofa. I moved the coffee table to the other side of the room.  Then I did a strip tease that sent all my nervousness and inhibitions away, peeling out of my clothes in a few seconds, but draping myself across both their laps as their hands found my breasts and sex, playing with my nipples and piercing, even as one set of hands drew the vibroballs from my sex, letting the bouncing shaking spheres clatter and rub my clit.  Moments later it was a ménage a trios, a double stuffing with cock in my mouth even as Chad slid his dick into my pussy.   Oddly enough it was Grover who came first, spurting his white cream down my throat.  He pulled back, clearly wanting to watch me get fucked as Chad pulled out, rolled me onto my back, and speared me again, falling atop me and roughly squeezing my breasts.
 
    
 
    I motioned for Grover to come closer and grabbed his cock, stroking the limp rod even as Chad pounded into me.  I tightened around both cocks, my pussy and hand almost doing the exact same thing.  It felt incredible, the first real cock in days for me, and when Chad exploded I let out a moan of satisfaction.  He collapsed against my body, his mouth nuzzling my left breast even as his fingers played with my padlocked right nipple.  Grover groaned as his semi-hard state solidified and filled my hand.  I arched my neck, pulling Grover closer and took him in my mouth.  
 
    
 
   Chad got up a few moments later, extracting his limp condom clad dick from my pussy and moving away to give Grover access.  I put a condom on him, with my mouth to his surprise, and then he knelt between my legs.  My left leg was up on the back of the couch and Grover pushed into my wetness with an eagerness that left me winded.  He fucked me hard, pounding his cock into me even though his hands, his tongue, and his lips were soft and gentle.  It was a wonderful mixture and I melted into his embrace, wanting it like never before.  For the third time I exploded, grabbing at his bulk with tight fingers as I shuddered with release.
 
    
 
   When the fuck fest was done I was nothing more than a limp noodle.  A naked limp noodle, and my two lovers had recuperated with beers and a bag of chips.  Finally it was Chad who looked over at my sex dazed body, my slick thighs, and asked if I was ready.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t.  Not in the least.  I was sated, sexually sated, and the last thing I wanted to do was climb up on the kitchen counter or onto the dining room table, spread my legs, and let Grover and Chad take turns jamming various items into my vagina.  But I am a nympho humiliation pain slut, and this assignment meant more than just my humiliation.  It was about punishment as well, and I knew that while my fuck fest had been unanticipated by Master Mark, he would be pleased with the course of events because I was now tender and not desperately needy. 
 
    
 
   Slowly I got to my feet.  The high heels made my arches incredibly sexy and I wobbled (from exhaustion and not because I can’t walk in high heels!) into the dining room.  Chad had very helpfully arranged all twenty one toys on the long bar separating the dining room from the kitchen.  Grover held out a hand and I stepped up on a dining room chair and onto the table.  I sat down, stretching out, my knees up, my legs spread, looking for all the world like a girl in a gynecologists chair.
 
    
 
   “You pick first,” Grover said to Chad, who was browsing the available phallic instruments.  He grinned, his hand snagging one of their personally selected items, and then approached me.  
 
    
 
   “Are you sure about this?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Absolutely. I’ve fucked a lot of different items before,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “So like, how long do I fuck you with this?  I mean, we can’t do it until you cum again obviously.  Not with every one of these items.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  Master Mark hadn’t been terribly clear about that.  I gave it some thought even as Chad waved his chosen weapon in front of my splayed legs.
 
    
 
   “Let’s keep it at five minutes per item,” I said.  “Unless I want it in longer.”
 
    
 
   Chad nodded.  “That means you’ll be on the table for a little over an hour.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged.  “I’m cool with that.”
 
    
 
   It was his turn to shrug as Grover watched, having already selected his preferred starter weapon.  Chad approached, checked his watch, and lifted the pressure sprayer rod nozzle and placed the large tapered end piece against my wet and slightly open folds.
 
    
 
   It felt… weird.  The end was pear shaped, black plastic, and ridged.  It felt hard and uncomfortable, even as it scraped my insides and quickly reignited the arousal I’m used to.  Chad was gentle at first, but as I clearly demonstrated my ability to handle the unusual penetration, he began pumping the sprayer nozzle in and out as my hips rolled and my pussy squelched.  Surprisingly, it aroused me, sending ripples of delight through my insides and I let out a low moan even as I watched the silly rod move in and out between my legs.  Finally there was a soft beep to tell me the time was up and Chad drew out the nozzle, my eyes glazed in sexual need.  
 
    
 
   Grover took Chad’s place between my outstretched legs, his fingers spreading my labia as he began working the boat seat post replacement up inside me. It was cold and hard and uncomfortable.  It was also very large, the width easily as big as my Core Driller dildo and frankly, it was much longer.  Grover pumped, clearly trying to drive my arousal into orgasmic bliss, but it was just too much, and without a tapered tip, wasn’t sufficient to stimulate my insides to release.
 
    
 
   Five minutes passed and my battered and bruised pussy was then subjected to a through fucking with a plastic children’s baseball bat.  I groaned as it went in, business end first, feeling it spread me wide.  Then it was Grover’s turn again, wielding the brand new toilet brush with a twist, dragging the bristles across my clit.
 
    
 
   The hardest part of all this was the five minutes of pumping for each object.  Sure, the initial insertion was usually the most difficult, but generally speaking, every other time I’ve fucked an inanimate object, I’ve either cum quickly or removed the offending object without a lot of fuss and movement.  This time though all I could do was lie there on the table, keeping my legs spread, knees bent, and let someone else control the in and outward movement of my torment.  It about drove me crazy.  Sometimes I had to ask them to slow down, sharp edges or bristles scraping my insides.  Non-tapered items were especially difficult on deep penetrations.  And of course, occasionally, I asked them to keep pumping, faster and harder, and we ignored the time limit.
 
    
 
   That’s what happened when Chad twirled that silly stupid plastic dog chew bone toy inside my pussy.  The larger end had been absolute hell going in, but once inside me, it made a phenomenal stimulator and I panted in sexual want, asking for deeper thrusts and more movement. When it was time to switch items, I begged Chad to keep it inside me and he agreed, screwing me with the doggie toy until I was screaming, hands pinching my own nipples, both men looking on in startled amazement.  I really let loose too, squirting juice onto Chad’s hand and half way up his arm.  Grover kissed me firmly when I finally gasped in release and relaxed in sexual euphoria, barely cognizant of my surroundings.  I only reacted again when Chad pulled the bone from my pussy and Grover took his place with a cucumber.
 
    
 
   I fucked lots of vegetables.  The zucchini and squash weren’t much to talk about.  The English cucumber, while long, wasn’t as thick.  The celery was very odd and not that pleasant.  The leeks were the best, thick and cool and hard.  The only fruit was a banana and we did that with the peel on, rather than risk a messy break.  Of course the produce was interspersed with other items, like the paint roller, which I have to admit was entertaining, both from the penetration of the soft (paint free) applicator, but also from watching poor loveable, furry, old Grover try to get it into me, manhandling the bent metal handle up against my tummy.  
 
    
 
   Chad took exquisite and evil pleasure in slowly pumping the bird cage pumice stone through my petals, an experience that was perhaps the most frustrating for me.  The stone was long and roughly cock shaped, yet rough and gritty, and reminded me of the time John coated one of my vibrators in white clean sand and fucked me stupid with it.  The pumice stone left me feeling slightly scoured.  
 
    
 
   The thickest hardest item was of course the summer sausage I had bought.  I couldn’t even get my fingers around the damn thing and it was well over twelve inches long.  It made my Core Driller look easy.  Grover placed the slightly tapered tip against my petals and began pushing and twisting, forcing it into my body.  The meat skin gave way, rupturing as it entered, but I still managed to take it.  Let’s face it.  Every girl likes sausage in one way or the other.
 
    
 
   Or in both ways.
 
    
 
   The electrical outlet power strip wasn’t anything to write home about, much less this tale, but can of Crisco Canola Spray was definitely interesting.  We all had an argument about whether to do it with the cap on or off.  So we tried it both ways.  With the cap it was brutal, a blunt and discomforting penetration.  With the cap off, it was cool and almost as uncomfortable, but if you ram the can in as deep as possible, it just might, maybe, go off.  When I felt that cold amazing squirt inside me I gasped, eyes widening as my Chad jacked the can slightly out and once more rammed it deep against my cervix.  There was another hiss and my lubricated insides felt amazing.  I asked for more and Chad kept pumping until I gushed, my insides more slippery than ever before.
 
    
 
   Which made it a hell of a lot easier to get the turkey baster, bulb end first, into me.  Grover worked it violently in and out and I exploded again, the sucking sound of my pussy squeezing the rubber ball at the end and expelling air and drawing it back in quite intriguing.  
 
    
 
   The hair brush was exactly what you would think and I grimaced as Chad twisted around and around until we were finally able to get the bristles in.  My own cylindrical hairbrush at home is much more appropriate for fucking, since it isn’t quite as wide.  
 
    
 
   I was practically in a stupor an hour and a half later.  My pussy was sore, reddened, and looked as bad as it does after a proper whipping.  My thighs ached from my legs being spread open so long and I felt used and more than a little abused.  Chad and Grover however were animated, having the time of their lives.  Evidently object fucking a nympho humiliation pain slut is the kind of game that guys really enjoy.  Too bad I can’t sell it in mass, right?
 
    
 
   If you’ve been counting, so far I described just twenty of the blackjack items needed to complete the assignment.  The boys knew it too, and as I laid there, Grover went into the kitchen and brought back the final item.
 
    
 
   Originally, I had avoided the frozen food section of the store.  For obvious reasons, I had no idea how long it would take before I found a guy willing to take me home and object fuck me for an hour.  But Chad and Grover had harbored different ideas and when we were stumped for a twenty first item, it had been Grover who suggested visiting the freezer section to see if there was anything “appropriate to stick up a nympho humiliation pain slut’s cunt.”
 
    
 
   That’s a direct quote by the way.
 
    
 
   As it is, there are a TON of interesting things in the freezer section to push up inside a willing girl.  But the item Grover chose were these huge chocolate and vanilla popsicles, each one in the shape of a rocket ship.  And when he brought that frozen treat to the table I shivered in anticipation of that cold, melting, starship shaped treat being docked in my station.  Grover touched the tip to my clit, rubbing the cold ice against me, causing me to buck and gasp.  Chad came over and held my hands.  He would have been smarter holding my legs!
 
    
 
   Grover slipped the tip of the popsicle downward, searing cold against my labia.  I groaned again, my body starting to tremble and then I felt that icy touch against my vaginal opening.  Grover pushed slowly, but by then I was so well used that a sumo wrestler could probably have gotten his fist up inside me.  The popsicle slipped in easily, filling me with a cold so deep and profound that I lost my breath and lay there gasping like a landed fish.  My thighs came together and Grover had to fight with me as he started drawing the popsicle out.  Then it went back in and I began bucking as he pumped.  The ice cream melted fast and even as I cried out in sexualized agony, the popsicle literally fell apart inside me, leaving Grover with a smudged stick and me filled to the brim with half melted cream and enough slivers of ice to keep my teeth chattering.
 
    
 
   Grover tossed the stick and used his hands to part my thighs.  Then to my astonishment, he bent down and began licking my clit and labia, tasting the chocolate melting out of my hole.  It was exquisite and I moaned and responded to the stimulation with a deep groan of exultation.  I spread my legs again and felt the living tongue slurp up the chocolaty goodness even as I started to cream, the rushes of another orgasm building inside me.  Finally I couldn’t take his tongue against my clit any longer and I popped, jerking upward, my hand going to his head, wanting him to stop, wanting him to never stop.  Wanting… Just wanting…
 
    
 
   I showered with Grover and let me tell you, we had a wonderful time using our tongues to clean each other’s sexual parts.  When I was clean and Grover had cum again in my mouth, I invited Chad into the bedroom for another round of Fuck Breanne, which just happens to be one of my favorite games.  That went nicely and I spent the rest of the afternoon and well past dinner being passed off between them both, a fuck toy, an object, something to be used and abused.
 
    
 
   In short, a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   With a shit load of crap to add to my “objects fucked so far list.” 
 
    
 
   Sigh…
 
    
 
   Hope you enjoyed it.  I did.
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                 There is something peaceful for me about the idea of doing the laundry, and I have come to understand that I’m not the only one.  My mom once gave me Robert Fulghum’s book “Everything I Needed To Know I Learned In Kindergarten” and Mr. Fulghum feels the same way.  The cycles of dirty and clean, rinse and spin, wash and dry, alpha and omega… it does sort of feel like you’re an agent of order fighting chaos and entropy!  And when you have laundry for four people to do, it does make things a little more interesting.
 
    
 
                 Of course, I have the most clothes, and there are other reasons besides the whole cosmic sensation of rightness, that I do the laundry.  Sure, it helps out my mom too.  She has arthritis and me being upstairs all day, willing to leap up from my bedroom desk chair, run downstairs, down the hall to the kitchen and into the laundry room, only to do the mad shuffle of dry clothes to basket, wet washed clothes to drier, sorted dirty clothes to washer, only to carry baskets of cleaned laundry upstairs for folding… well… it’s sort of a relief for her.
 
    
 
                 For me, it means I can wash all the stupid slutty outfits Kari, Badd Barrett, Mark, Ellen, and Brandon keep forcing me to wear on assignments without commentary from curious or outraged parents.  Seriously, try explaining to your mother why there is a shirt in your laundry that proudly declares the wearer as a “Sex Instructor” with the added tag line “first lesson free”.  That’s not the sort of thing that moms like to see their daughters wearing.
 
    
 
                 On the flip side, unlike most fathers, I don’t think my dad would mind too much.
 
    
 
                 Most laundry days are sedate except for the up and down movement.  I usually spend a lot of each Friday writing at the computer, listening for the tell tale beep of the dryer finishing.  Like every day though, even Laundry day, I have to follow a simple rule, one I’m sure all of you are familiar with; NHPS Rule #1.  
 
    
 
                 I’m going to admit that I think I’ve gotten a bum rap on this whole nympho humiliation pain slut Rule #1 thing.  The rule states quite clearly that the NHPS is to keep her pussy stuffed with cock or a sex toy or some sexually arousing object, so that she stays wet and ready at all times.  Okay, I can see that. I can handle that.  But why are all my various masters and mistresses so intent on using Rule #1 to aggravate my sexual condition?  Why is “wet and ready” not enough?  Why does it always have to be “wet, ready, and sexually desperate to the point where she’s willing to fuck a cactus to get off!”
 
    
 
                 Seriously!  If I’m wearing the ben wa balls, half the time I have to have the vibrating anal beads in my ass and on.  Or sometimes the butterfly clitoral vibrator tormenting my clit.  Or if it’s the vibroballs, those two golf ball sized spheres have to be rolling and shaking around inside me.  Never mind the fact that just HAVING two almost egg sized objects in my pussy is more than enough to keep me wet.  Oh no… they have to be ON too.  Oh, and just for fun, let’s go ahead and vary the settings, just to make sure Breanne doesn’t get used to the low setting.  Or how about the six inch vibrator?  That was inserted two days ago, on low, and held in place with DUCT TAPE!  Do you know how many times I came?  SEVEN!  And half way through the day Master Barrett told me that every additional orgasm would result in my self-punishment with a rubber band to the soles of my feet!
 
    
 
                 I’m STILL limping.
 
    
 
                 Kari isn’t any nicer.  She’s ordered me to wear my RVP on occasion, with varying settings, so that I can barely function.  You try running errands, or doing chores when every hour, for fifteen minutes, you have to turn on the vibrator and rotation functions, to high power.  And your mistress tells you “by the way, don’t cum!”
 
    
 
                 Yeah right.
 
    
 
                 Laundry day’s toy is especially cruel.  No vibrating of course, or spinning, but that’s only because on laundry day I’m supposed to wear my Husky dildo.  Wait… why did I say “wear?”  Maybe it should be “bury?”  Or maybe “implant” is the right word.  Oh.  Forget that.  I know the right word.
 
    
 
                 Fuck.
 
    
 
                 That’s right.  “FUCK”.  I have to FUCK the Husky dildo.  Repeatedly.  Without using my hands.  My Husky dildo is simply a nine inch long two inch wide rubber cock, complete with a half set of balls and a flat bottom (the better to place on a chair).  I admit I like the feel of it and frankly this is the largest dildo I can comfortably take.  Notice I didn’t say that it was the largest dildo I own, because it’s not.  But I can handle nine inches without feeling like I’ve been stuffed and then impaled on a fence post.  Of course the Husky dildo does have the same problem that my largest phallic toy has.  It won’t stay in by itself.
 
    
 
                 Actually, very little will.  A woman’s vagina isn’t exactly intended to permanently harbor a wide selection of sex toys.  Let’s face it: it’s slippery in there, soft, warm, wet, and designed to caress and lightly squeeze and stimulate the surface of one thing: cock. It’s not meant to hold long penis shaped objects on its own.  Try it!  You’ll see!  Take a vibrator, or a cucumber, masturbate with it (or have some fun and find your own NHPS and gently and erotically slip it inside her) and then stand up.  See what happens.  I’ll bet you that said cucumber falls out eventually.
 
    
 
                 So when I wear my Husky dildo, I have to wear something else to keep it in.  Usually it’s a pair of panties over which I use tight shorts, or tight jeans to hold the full nine inches in my guts.  It works well except sometimes if I get really excited during the day walking around stuffed, I can end up looking like I wet my pants.  That’s very embarrassing.  And it’s not like you can look chagrined and say “oh, that’s just pussy juice. I’ve got a nine inch rubber cock up there.  You can understand, right?”
 
    
 
                 But on laundry day, thanks to Kari and what is now tradition, I don’t get the luxury of jeans or shorts. Oh no.  I get to wear panties and a skirt.  Skirts are nice. I love them.  But for helping keep my Husky in?  Worthless.  And since I wear bikini cut hip hugger panties, there isn’t a lot of help there either.  Kari knows this very well.
 
    
 
                 It’s not much of an issue if I’m sitting down of course.  The dildo is rammed quite nicely up into my crotch, filling me simply and fully.  Standing of course causes the Husky dildo to slide outward, until it’s caught by my panties.  This usually means that three inches of cock are inside my pussy, while five inches are hanging out of me, stretching my cotton panties to the limit.
 
    
 
                 Try walking around like that sometime.
 
    
 
                 Of course the idea is for me to have get up frequently, and sit down just as much.  This way I am consistently and constantly fucked all day, single penetrations and extractions that will no doubt aggravate and arouse me to the point where orgasm isn’t an option, it’s a necessity.  So add up and down and in and out and “oh my fucking god I need to come” to that alpha and omega, wash and dry, spin and rinse shit that Robert Fulghum was talking about.  Laundry takes on a whole new meaning when you’re trying desperately not to scream out loud in orgasmic bliss in front of your whole family.
 
    
 
                 But wait.  Today it’s worse.
 
    
 
                 You see, I’m NOT allowed to cum.  Kari’s orders of course.  Oh no…  I get to suffer, holding myself back, allowing desperation to slowly build inside me until one of two things happen.  One, I manage to control my libido, eventually making it through laundry day and taking a freezing cold shower at the end.  Or two, I explode like a naughty bad nympho humiliation pain slut and take my punishment like I was meant too.
 
    
 
                 Want to know what I really wonder?  Why do they bother?  They set me up to fail right from the beginning.  Why?  Why not just say, “oh, and by the way, I’d like you go and have yourself spanked a zillion times whether or not you cum.”  Or maybe “I’d like you to put the alligator clamps on your nipples and clit, just because.”  Why run me through this rigmarole?  Well, I know why.  It makes it more exciting. It builds tension inside me, knowing that there is a possibility, even if it’s a slim one, of escaping those punishments.  
 
    
 
                 But what if I WANT those punishments?
 
    
 
                 Kari has told me that today, if I cum, then I have to remove the panties.  This will make things much more difficult for me.  Sure, I’ve gone commando before.  It’s not that tough.  But since the panties were the primary method for holding in the Husky dildo, it will mean that every time I stand I’ll need to clamp down, grit my teeth, and hold on for dear life.
 
    
 
                 And what happens if I drop the dildo?  Simple.  It goes back in, hard and fast, and then I have to go find someone, anyone, to spank me stupid, on the ass, with at least twenty strokes.  Talk about awkward.  It’s like that “walking the mall” assignment Master Barrett gave me two or three weeks ago.  
 
    
 
                 Excuse me a moment.  The washer just finished.  I have to stand up now.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A little later…
 
    
 
    
 
                 I’ve been writing in between loads and let me tell you that writing erotica while stuffed with a nine inch dildo is quite… invigorating.  It provides a certain amount of tactile stimulation, no doubt making me a better describer of some of the things in my tales.  Of course, remembering what happened is sometimes just as arousing and I’m going to admit that right now, I’m pretty desperate.  I’ve been downstairs three times now and I’ve stood and sat at least a dozen times.  Each time I stand I feel the Husky dildo slide slowly out of me, like an unwilling lover interrupted mid-coitus.  I waddle around, hoping that the dildo doesn’t slip out of my panties, until I can get back upstairs and plop down in my seat, ramming the rubber rod deeply back into my pussy.
 
    
 
                 It’s sort of hard to describe that single thrust.  It’s powerful of course, but with no repeated movement, it is like this single caress, this massively powerful stimulator, that only fades after igniting the fires inside me.  Or stoking them.  I find myself contemplating standing up again, and then sitting down, fucking myself via the chair and gravity, two entities I’ve had sex with before, but never consciously.  I tremble, resisting, my legs widening to the sides of the chair as I grind my pussy back and forth, merely wiggling on the post between my thighs.   It is terrible.  I want so much to cum.  My panties are soaked.  The sweet and musky scent of my need is rather pungent and the desire to press my fingers to my clit, lifting my skirt, is almost overwhelming.  If Master Barrett were online right now, I’d beg for a clothespin.  Flick Flick Flick.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Early Afternoon…
 
    
 
    
 
   I couldn’t take it.  But I guess you knew that, didn’t you.  After lunch it got to be too much.  I sat back down in my chair, feeling that thick, incredible, wonderful cock slip up inside me like it was MADE to be there and I couldn’t stop!  I stood back up, my legs to the sides of the chair, let the dildo slip out again, and then dropped back down.  It felt so good!  I did it again, and then again, and half a dozen more times, desperate for relief.  Finally my body couldn’t stand it anymore. I cried out, biting my knuckles as the orgasm washed through me. I clenched the dildo between my petals, grinding down on it desperately.  
 
    
 
                 When I was finished I knew I had screwed up, or been screwed up, depending on your point of view.  To be honest though, I was sort of glad that the next requirement going without panties.  Mine were… um… ready to be washed.  I stood up again, this time clenching the Husky dildo inside me, and stripped the overly moist cotton down my legs.  I wriggled my hips a bit, trying to get comfortable, but it was difficult.  My pussy was soaked and I had to clench as hard as I could to keep the dildo from slipping out.  It was not easy.
 
    
 
                 I tossed the dirty panties in my hamper and then settled back into my chair.  My immediate need was gone, but I still had a nine inch rubber rod up inside me, while writing porn stories, and frankly it wasn’t that long before I was contemplating another walk.  However before I had to do something bad on my own, it was time for another trip downstairs to the laundry room.
 
    
 
                 Walking downstairs while clenched tightly around a large dildo is not the easiest thing to do.  I emerged out into the living room.  My dad was sitting as usual in his easy chair, the metal cane and walker he uses to get around off to the side.  He watched me walk by with a glimmer of amusement in his eye and I gave him a warm smile.  Padding barefoot into the kitchen, my skirt swishing around my bare bottom, I found it pleasantly deserted.  Evidently my mom had left to go on errands or something, making it that much easier for me to get the laundry, move loads around, and take the clean stuff upstairs for folding.
 
    
 
                 As I was walking (or waddling) back across the living room, I felt a sudden touch on my ass.  There was a cool breeze and then my dad chuckled as I whirled.  His cane was in his hand and extended.  I frowned and glared at him.
 
                 
 
                 “Dad!” I said in mock outrage.  He certainly has seen my rump before, though admittedly the rubber half balls poking out from between my thighs was probably a new sight.  He grinned with pleasure and pretended like he was going to give me a swat across the rump.
 
    
 
                 “I just wanted to see if you had worked yourself into losing those panties yet.”
 
    
 
                 My dad discovered almost half a year ago about me being a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Since then he had made a few excuses to “see” me in certain circumstances, as well as delivered some of those “punishments” that various masters and mistresses had decided to enforce upon me.  Nothing seriously sexual had happened between us, and frankly that’s the way I want it.  But I don’t really mind him taking a peek now and then.
 
                 I twisted out of the way as his cane came near my bottom, the basket full of laundry swinging in my arms.  I glared at him even as I stepped away.  There was lots of movement and he was smiling and that’s when I realized I was in serious trouble.
 
    
 
                 The dildo was slipping.
 
    
 
                 The whole point of the exercise is not to use your hands.  So I wasn’t allowed to just reach down and shove the dildo back in. I had to make it to a chair and sit down!  I trembled slightly and turned back toward the kitchen.  There was no way I was going to make it upstairs and the only other chair besides the one at my desk, that was even close to being the right kind were the ones at the butcher block kitchen table.  I gingerly took a step in that direction, my thighs pressed together, my knees knocking, only to find my way blocked by my dad’s cane.
 
    
 
                 “Where are you going?” asked my dad.  “I thought those needed to go upstairs?”
 
    
 
                 I fidgeted.  “Um… I need to get something from the kitchen.”  The strain in my voice was very apparent.  
 
    
 
                 He nodded.  “I’m sure you do.  But why these teensy-weensy steps?”
 
    
 
                 I gave him a harsh glare.  “Dad,” I said through gritted teeth, “let me by.”
 
    
 
                 “Sure.  Just take that one big step.” 
 
    
 
                 I looked at him furiously.  “I CAN’T DAD,” I said again.
 
    
 
                 He grinned like a Cheshire cat.  “Of course you can.”  Then he suddenly swung his cane downward, opening up the way forward, only to bring it up behind me, swatting me firmly, and rather harshly, on my ass.  I yelped, hopping forward in surprise, which of course spread my legs much wider than they should have gone.  The dildo squirted out the rest of the way, the last three inches escaping from my trembling pussy.  It landed on the carpet and fell sideways, glisten wet.
 
    
 
                 “Oh my.  That wasn’t supposed to happen, was it?” he asked, obviously knowing what was going to come next.
 
    
 
                 I put the basket down and bent over, retrieving my dildo.  One thing went through my mind at that moment: stop posting the day’s toy on twitter and Facebook!  I have no doubt whatsoever that my dad got on the computer this morning and read up on what I was doing today.  Then when he had the right opportunity and both of us were alone, he manufactured this whole thing with one thought in mind.
 
    
 
                 “Don’t you need to put that back in?” he asked, nodding toward the dildo.
 
    
 
                 I looked down at the rubber cock.  I rolled my eyes and let out a sigh of exasperation.  It wasn’t the first time my dad had gotten involved but I am a nympho humiliation pain slut and one of the requirements of that is following orders.  Kari had ordered me to put the dildo back in the moment it had fallen.  So looking straight at him I lifted the front of my skirt, exposing my rather wet and needy slit, and slid the dildo back in with an ease that startled even me.  
 
                 
 
                 He grinned, watching with obvious pleasure.  I clamped myself back down around the dildo, locking it deep into my cunt with just a few pathetic little hip wriggles to get it settled.  Finally I lowered my skirt with a smirk at the man sitting in front of me.  
 
    
 
                 “Satisfied?” I asked.
 
    
 
                 He shrugged.  “Not really.  Aren’t you supposed to get a spanking too?”
 
    
 
                 I felt the blood drain from my face as I realized what he really wanted.  The flutter in my heart sort of traveled down my spine straight to my stuffed pussy.  He patted his thigh and my mouth dried up.  I weighed my options.  Sure, I could go upstairs, grab my shoes, and then go out, leaving the laundry half done, and go find someone to spank me, or I could just lie across his lap and let him do it.  How bad could twenty spanks be?
 
    
 
                 With a deep breath I waddled over.  I looked down at my father and then did something I’ve never ever done; laid across his lap for a spanking.  My heart thudded painfully and I was surprised that I was actually afraid.  It wasn’t a very sexual feeling. I felt like I had done something wrong, disobeyed some obscure order, or left my bedroom a mess.  A thousand memories of me as a little girl came flooding back, and not in a single one of them was I ever spanked.  My parents had disciplined me with being sent to my room, or having to do extra chores. Not once had I ever been hit.  
 
    
 
                 I felt the back of my skirt flip up and then my father’s warm hand cup my bottom. I almost leapt off his knees just from that. His finger slowly glided upward to the base of my spine and then back down and I felt a pressure on my inner left thigh.  He pushed and my outside leg swung downward, off his lap and onto the floor.  His hand went between my legs and I felt a rather disturbing, if not unpleasant sensation on the dildo.  It moved inside me, a feeling that felt profoundly odd considering that my Husky dildo had never ever moved on its own.  I gasped and shuddered again as it slid halfway out of my pussy, only to be slowly reinserted. My hips churned and I did this strange wiggle on my father’s lap.
 
    
 
                 When I was once again fully impaled, my father’s bare and open hand touched my bottom once more, only to lift suddenly.  I felt a swirl of cool air and then he struck me, spanking my left buttock with a stroke that left me hissing. I arched my back, my face turned upward as I grit my teeth and dealt with the burning sting of his blow.  I wiggled my hips back and forth, feeling the dildo move inside me like a living thing and then he hit me again, on the other buttock, matching the heat and fury of the first spank.
 
    
 
   By the time we got to ten, my ass felt like I had sat myself down on the hot stove and sautéed myself until I’d caramelized.  I was close to sobbing my rear end hurt so much and my father slowed the impact of his hand in order for me to get a grip.  Instead he rubbed my ass, moving down, pushing my legs apart, only to grab the base of the dildo and begin fucking me with it, slowly and gently.  The heat in my rear quickly metabolized into sexual energy and in moments I was shivering in liquid ecstasy, wanting to cum again.  As I neared the pinnacle, thrusting back against my father’s hand movements, he struck again, his hand slamming into the meaty part of my rear end and sending ripples of pain up through me.  
 
    
 
                 He grabbed the dildo, yanked it almost all the way out, and then slammed it back into me forcefully.  I’m not sure if I groaned or yelled, or maybe it was a mixture, but I know that the next sound out of my mouth was another shriek as his hand once more snapped into my bottom.  God it hurt!  Then the Husky dildo was pulled out again, and once more shoved back in; another stroke, another fuck, another stroke, and another fuck.
 
    
 
                 I was crying by this time and when the blows to my ass stopped and my dad’s hand merely moved rapidly between my legs, thrusting the dildo deeply, twisting it around, only to pull it back out again before repeating, I knew I had endured my twenty spanks.  But my father didn’t let me up.  His right arm still held me down, his left hand working feverishly at the dildo and my pussy.  I gasped, my body contracting in sexual desperation.  I couldn’t stop myself. I was moaning, crying, blubbering, begging, pleading with him to do it!
 
    
 
                 “You better not cum, Breanne,” he said after another particularly hard thrust of the dildo.  “If you cum, you’ll have to wear a clothespin on your clit for the rest of the day, and if you drop the dildo again, it will be another twenty spanks along with twenty flicks of the peg.”
 
    
 
                 As he finished the sentence I exploded wetly, squirting my release back into his hand.  I shook with orgasm, a high pitched wail coming from my lips.  A series of spasms rolled through me and then finally I relaxed, like a limp noodle in his lap, drugged into senseless bewilderment by adrenaline and endorphins and sexual release.  
 
    
 
                 He continued to fuck me gently with the dildo.  Finally he patted my ass.
 
    
 
                 “I happen to have a clothespin right here, Bre.  Why don’t you stand up and I’ll put it on you,” he said patiently. 
 
    
 
   I murmured in exhausted pleasure and after a few more minutes and about forty gentle slow thrusts of the Husky dildo into my sopping pussy, I rolled off him.  As my knees hit the floor and I stood up I gasped in alarm, my hands flying between my legs.  My skirt had fallen though as I stood and I didn’t get my knees closed in time.  The Husky dildo slipped out of my orgasmically lubricated sex like a bar of soap in a bathtub full of monkeys.  It fell to the floor and my dad and I both looked at it in surprise.  Horror filled my eyes.  Delight filled his.
 
    
 
                 “Well, now.  This certainly is interesting.”  He reached over to the side table and lifted up a magazine, revealing a wooden clothespin.  He picked it up and squeezed it open.  “I’ll need to see your clit, Bre.”  
 
    
 
                 For the second time I lifted my skirt for my father.  I spread my legs wide, well within reach of his fingers.  I closed my eyes, my chest heaving and then I felt it, the slight but steady bite of the wooden jaws on my tender nub.  It hurt, but it also felt good.  I gasped, my hips thrusting forward.  My dad then bent over and picked up the fallen dildo.  I stayed in position as he worked it back into my pussy, his hand accidentally brushing the clothespin back and forth.
 
    
 
                 When the Husky dildo was fully inside me I closed my legs, clenching tightly.  I let my skirt drop and then looked down at the man who had just tortured and spanked me into orgasm.
 
    
 
                 “You did this on purpose!” I accused him.  
 
    
 
                 His grin was answer enough.  I gave him a displeasing frown, but he patted his lap once more.
 
    
 
                 “So which do you want first, miss nympho humiliation pain slut?  The spanking?  Or me flicking your clothespin?”
 
    
 
                 I gasped in astonishment.  Seriously?  He thought I’d just willing lay myself back down across his lap for a second course?  
 
    
 
                 I blushed scarlet, feeling as if I were twelve once again.  I brought my hands behind my back in contrite humility.  I felt myself responding to that tone, to that command.  Finally I couldn’t take it anymore.  I lifted my hands to my hips, stuck my thumbs into the waistband of my skirt, and pushed it to the floor.  It fell, puddling around my bare feet as I took a single small step, careful not to let the Husky dildo fall a third.  Slowly I lowered myself down, my still tenderized rear end exposed and available as I bent over the arm of his chair.  I felt his knees in my stomach and under my hips, and then my breasts dangled over the other side.  I almost flinched when I felt his hand cup my bottom.
 
   
  
 

 
 
                 “Correct me if I’m wrong, but aren’t spankings supposed to be taken bare breasted?  Besides, I’ve been wanting to see your new piercing and that padlock.”  
 
    
 
   Mentally cursing I brought my hands up to my waist and tugged my tee shirt upward.  I snagged my bra as I lifted my chest up off his lap and then my breasts popped free, the piercing and padlock dangling.  I lowered myself back down even as his right hand came forward to squeeze my padlocked breast.  I groaned as I felt his left hand begin playing with the dildo again, even as his right began flicking and twisting the stupid padlock.  I groaned as the dildo came out, only to go back in again.
 
    
 
                 I shuddered in what would shortly be orgasmic ecstasy, worked to another frothing orgasm as my dad lifted his hand in preparation for another butt blistering round of slaps.  The fingers of his right hand twisted the padlock around until I cried out.
 
                 
 
                 “Brace, girl.  I’m going to spank you.  Then I’ll flick that clothespin.  And I sure hope you don’t lose that dildo a third time, because I’m not sure my hand will be up for another round of spankings.”  He slammed his open palm into my bare bottom and I screeched and jerked, one foot coming up off the ground, toes curled tight.
 
    
 
                 “Of course,” he said, rubbing my scarlet bottom, enjoying the sensation, the feel, and the texture of my burning rear, “I guess I can always use a paddle.”
 
    
 
                 And you know what?
 
    
 
                 He did.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: extremebutterfly]Extreme Butterfly
 
    
 
   11/14/11
 
    
 
   Yesterday I slipped into a nice, completely decent summer dress.  The temperature was going to be in the mid-eighties and frankly, November in South Texas isn’t exactly winter coat weather, at least not often.  Sure, sometimes it gets chilly, but Sunday was NOT one of those days.
 
    
 
   And guess what?  I looked wonderful!  The dress wasn’t see thru, nor was it too short, and I was wearing regular heels!  I looked like the perfect version of a dressed for church south Texas cowgirl, bright eyed and attracting looks because I was fresh and beautiful and wholesome.
 
    
 
   At least on the surface.  Wholesome is probably not a word that most people would use to describe me, at least those people who know me.  Frankly, if anyone had shown the courage to peek up my dress, they would no doubt have been shocked to find that I wasn’t wearing panties.  A girl in church, with no panties?  Outrageous!  But that wasn’t all.  I was also stuffed with a pair of ben wa balls, the small string extruding from the latex spheres just barely visible in my very moist, very pink petals.  Of course this probably wouldn’t have been the most shameful issue either.  That would no doubt have been taken by the fact that dangling from my clitoris, was a wooden clothespin.
 
    
 
   Oh, it didn’t hurt, at least not by the time I made it to church. I had been wearing it for hours by that time and the initial pinching sensation of it had faded into this dull sexual throb.  It was as if someone had tightly latched their fingers onto my clit and started to squeeze in short regular little pulses.  Intellectually, physically, I know that was my pulse, but that’s not what it felt like.  And let me tell you, those little pulses were much more sexually aggravating than the ben wa balls!
 
    
 
   I managed not to cum at church, or even the rest of the morning.  By Sunday afternoon though I was in quite a state and I went out to the barn, found a quiet spot to lift my summer dress, and do some intense and rather rapid flicking of that clothespin.  My clit wiggled under the onslaught of my fingers and I just closed my eyes and moaned.  It felt incredible, the little sharp shocks of pain, the sweet and delicate pleasure swelling inside me, all of it coalesced into this amazing orgasm.  I came, my clit tender, my pussy pulsing, and my fingers very wet.
 
    
 
   I did it again that evening, lying in bed, my nightgown up around my neck, one finger pinching my nipples while the other rested against my thigh, flicking the clothespin back and forth over and over again.  I came so much quicker that time.  My clit was so sore, tender even.  Not as bad as I’ve experienced, but a whole day clamped, even lightly clamped was just… exquisite.  Concentrated.    Strenuous even.
 
    
 
   This morning when I woke, I was desperately horny.  I had been allowed to sleep with the clothespin off, but my ben wa balls had stayed in the entire night, just like usual.  I sleep with my previous day’s toy in you know, though if it’s one of the powered ones, I do usually turn it off.  Can you imagine trying to sleep with a vibrator on? I’ve only done it a few times.  Anyway, I woke up terribly desperate and before I even got up my fingers were between my legs, rubbing away, touching, pulling, pinching at my clit.  I gasped, my hips rolling, eyes closed, moaning in vanilla pleasure.  I came hard and then lay there, letting the wash of pleasure seep through every pore.  I would have done it a second time except I had to get up and take care of the critters.  So I finally hauled myself out of bed, got the computer going to check my email, and got out some clothes for the day.  
 
    
 
   As usual, Kari’s email was waiting for me.  In fact, there were two.  One was labeled “Open First. Today’s Toy.”  The second was labeled a more sinister “Punishment. Open Second”.  With a sensation that was both a sigh of resignation and a heart fluttering tremble of anticipation, I opened the first email and found my directions for the day.
 
    
 
                 Breanne – today you will wear your vibroballs.  They will be kept on low when in public, and on medium in private.  Please do not orgasm.  If for any reason you can not contain yourself, be prepared to suffer for it.  Do not open the second email unless you orgasm.
 
    
 
   I toyed with the idea of opening the second email. How would Kari know right?  Why didn’t she want me to know what the punishment was for orgasm?  Besides, I could probably handle the vibroballs all day.  That wasn’t so bad, was it?  There was another issue. I had things to do for the day.  What if I was out and about and came?  It wasn’t like I’d be able to run back here and open her email.  So I rationalized it until I gave myself permission. I clicked the “Punishment: Open Second” subject line and read.
 
    
 
                 Breanne – I knew you wouldn’t be able to follow those orders, so now you will also put your butterfly vibe on as well.  In public you may leave it off.  In private however it must be set at full power.  You should also be prepared to cum again since I have no doubt you will be unable to control yourself.  A second orgasm results in you having to lube your clit with Stinging O, keeping the butterfly attached.  A third orgasm will result in another application of Stinging O, plus clamping your clit with a binder clamp. As before, the butterfly vibrator should rest on top of the clamp. Should you be foolish enough to cum a fourth time, you will apply your jumbo alligator clamp on your clit, and set the butterfly vibrator to full power for an entire hour.  You may then remove both the clamp and the butterfly in favor of ice.  Once your cube has melted, you will put the butterfly back on and leave it on and running on low for the remainder of your day.  Should you cum additional times, you must sleep with the butterfly on.
 
    
 
   I groaned. I should have known! Seriously?  All fucking day?  I grumbled to myself as I got my toy box out of the closet.  The first thing I grabbed were the vibroballs.  A swift tug removed the ben wa balls from my already soaked pussy and I licked them clean, tasting my mornings arousal.  It took only moments to slip the vibroballs into my sex and I let out an explosive breath as I jacked up the remote to medium, just as Kari’s first email had directed.  
 
    
 
   Then I pulled out my butterfly clitoral stimulator.  It’s not much of a toy. It’s a plastic and rubber, butterfly shaped vibrator that sits directly above your clit. I strapped it on, the Velcro sounding unusually loud to me that morning.  I switched it on to full power, cursing Kari for knowing me so well.   It roared to life, immediately sending a steady thrum of stimulation directly through my nervous system and to the sexual corners of my brain.  I gasped, trying to focus on getting dressed, and I managed to put my panties, bra, shorts, and tee shirt on.  Lastly, feeling the steady onslaught of sexual stimulation, I grabbed the binder clamps, the small portable bottle of Stinging O, and my jumbo alligator clamp.  I hoped… no, I PRAYED, that I wouldn’t be forced to wear it.
 
    
 
   I padded downstairs, my loins feeling as if they were the arena for a demolition derby. I could FEEL the engines purring, the vehicles banging against each other and me as they swirled around inside.  I put on my socks, then slipped my feet into my boots, only to shudder, gasping, my body trembling as my second orgasm of the day, but first in violation of Kari’s orders, rocked through me.  I wasn’t even out of the HOUSE yet!  Fuck!
 
    
 
   I unsnapped my shorts and pulled the bottle of Stinging O out of my pocket.  A small spill of the oil mixture on my forefinger was more than enough and I slipped it inside my panties and under the butterfly. I felt the instant relief as the direct vibrations against my clit were alleviated by my probing finger, only to be replaced a moment later by a distinct tingle unlike anything I had experienced that morning.  It was as if I someone were directing a hose full of compressed air at my clit, using the blast of chilled air to stimulate the flesh.  
 
    
 
   But then that chilly air turned warm, heating up and beginning to itch and sear my flesh.  I gasped even as my finger rubbed at my clit, trying to acclimate it to the chemical torment.  Finally I pulled my finger out from between my legs, the butterfly landing delicately once more on my tender nub.  I gasped, my hips shaking as the vibrations seemed to sear me and I grit my teeth, my chest heaving as I struggled to cope.
 
    
 
   I stumbled outward into the yard and then across to the barn. It was a long walk.  Despite two orgasms I was already sprinting head long for the cliffs of sexual ecstasy.  I tried to think of something else but the only thing my brain was capable of handling was the rush of sensation shooting up through my central nervous system from one single node.  I got to the barn and concentrated as best as I could on my chores.  Feed went into the pigs’ trough.  I put grain out for the horses.  The goats got goat feed and I noticed that our formerly pregnant she goat had gone ahead and had her baby.  That distracted me nicely for about thirty minutes as I helped clean things up.  Stupid she goat… she kept getting up and moving and losing her baby! Not the brightest creature on our farm, that’s for sure.
 
    
 
   By the time I loaded the trailer and climbed up onto the tractor I knew I was screwed.  I didn’t bother to start it up, knowing that my climax was so close. I didn’t want to miss the barn doorway and run through the wall in orgasmic intoxication!  I shuddered through another orgasm, gripping the steering wheel while my denim clad hips jerked wildly.  I mashed my hands down into my groin, pressing the vibrating butterfly hard against my clit, attempting to… I’m not sure… something.  While the pressure changed the intensity of the shaking, it drove the sensation deeper, like an ocean current, and I gasped as my pussy clenched hard around the vibroballs.  I closed my eyes and popped, half rising out of the seat and falling forward, only to let my breasts catch me on the steering wheel.
 
    
 
   When I was done exploding, I sat there struggling to catch my breath.  I wanted only one thing at that point: to turn off the vibrators.  My hands fluttered around my zipper, the button, the belt, but I didn’t release my pants, instead gritting my teeth as my thighs squeezed tight, trying to incorporate the now chaffed feeling I was getting from my clitoris.  I looked up at the barn ceiling, trying to get a grip, but it was very very difficult.
 
    
 
   That’s when I remembered that I needed to put the binder clamp on.  Slowly I climbed down from the cab of the tractor and with shaking hands, unbuckled, unbuttoned, and unzipped my jeans.  When I pushed them down the scent of my arousal was very strong and I realized that I had completely soaked the crotch of my panties.
 
    
 
   Oops.
 
    
 
   I bent over and worked the binder clamp out of the left pocket of my jeans.  I had chosen a relatively small one, something appropriate for the task, and it wasn’t much larger than an inch.  It had also been bent so that the two metal tabs didn’t exactly close on each other, but merely got within two or three millimeters.  Still, it wouldn’t exactly be pleasant.  I pushed my panties down and then pulled the butterfly away from my clit.
 
    
 
   UTTER BLISS.  Oh GOD!   Not having that damn thing buzzing against my clit was so amazing!  My clit felt as if it had been subjected to a rock grinder, or perhaps a better analogy would be if I had been holding a buzz saw in my pussy all day long.  Or perhaps using my thighs to control a jackhammer.  But no matter how we describe it, me pulling the butterfly away from the red, swollen, Stinging O coated nub was exactly what I needed.
 
    
 
   Of course, I know you are all objecting.  It’s exactly OPPOSITE of what Breanne needs, right?  Cause it’s not about what Breanne WANTS.  She’s a fucking nympho humiliation pain slut and being hurt, especially sexually, is exactly what she deserves, right?  That little mantra ran through my head.  Hell, I might have even said it aloud.  So shaking like a leaf, I brought the binder clamp down to my clit and let it close on the one point of my body that it would do the most damage.
 
    
 
   Oh my fucking god it hurt.  It bit down on my clit, pulling it away from under the clitoral hood and I literally fell over.  My jeans, which were still around my knees, prevented me from catching myself and I landed bare assed in the dirt and hay covering the concrete.  One hand had moved to catch myself, but the other was still between my legs, ineffectively I might add.  The butterfly snapped back against the binder clamp and began buzzing against it, rattling like a viper, and translating that movement directly into my clit.  I rolled so that I was sitting upright, instead of on one hip and I took a few shuddering breaths.  Finally I felt ready to stand and I got up, dusted off my ass, and then bent down to pull up my jeans.
 
    
 
   That’s when I realized I had made a mistake.  When I pulled the jeans up into my crotch, the tight denim pushed against the binder clamp, the cut of my pants clearly not up to dealing with the metal pincers of the office supply product.  When I tugged, it snapped the binder clamp off my clit, sending me back to the floor with a sharp cry.
 
    
 
   After a few minutes, I clamped my clit again, biting my tongue in the process.  It was agonizing.  Then I stupidly pulled my jeans back up.  Once again the binder clamps was pulled from my clit, a painful process that had me biting my knuckles to keep from screaming too loud.  I realized there was no way I was going to be able to wear the jeans and the binder clamp at the same time.  I had two options.  Option one was to go back into the house, risk waking my parents, grab a highly awkward skirt (which while I’ve worn for chores, didn’t exactly make sense considering that it was a bit windy and just a tad bit chilly.  Not cold mind you, just chilly. In other words, it was a day I WOULDN’T have worn a skirt.  Trust me.
 
    
 
   Or there was option two.  I grimaced and this time pulled off my boots.  Then I slid my jeans off my legs, followed by my Breanne brined panties.  I snagged the clamp which was somewhere down in the leg of my jeans and then once more, for the third time, pulled the butterfly away from my clit and clamped myself.  I winced, groaning and making this wailing sound as the pain exploded through me.  Again.  That’s when I realized that I forgot to lube my clit with the Stinging O, which I’m sure all of you were remembering way back.  So I pinched open the clamp, which hurt almost as much as letting it snap off, grabbed the tiny eyedropper sized bottle, and poured enough oil on my clit to send me into paroxysms of agonized ecstasy.  The binder clamp went back on and even as the buzzing of the butterfly once more worked it’s way through to my clit, I snatched up my jeans and climbed bottomless up onto the tractor.
 
    
 
   Pain was my motivator, my insulator against orgasm and the chill wind helped too.  But while the tractor rumbled to life under me, the combination of combine and butterfly merely added to my sexual torment.  We hadn’t gone a quarter of a mile, with plenty left to go, before my juices, the oil, the smooth biting jaws of the binder clamp, and the vibrations of electric and diesel engines caused the binder clamp to slip off.  I slammed one foot on the break while the other hit the clutch and I struggled in agony to move the stick to neutral.  Only then did I spread my leg, opening up to see what had happened.  Sure enough, the binder clamp was pressed against a single petal of my labia, farther down, held close by the butterfly, while the plastic vibrating monstrosity was now once again pressed to my clit.
 
    
 
   I spread my legs wide, pulled the butterfly away, and then once again clamped my clit.  This time I was far enough away from the house that I had no problem yelling my head off.  When the butterfly was back in place I struggled to put the tractor back in gear and headed toward our grazing field.  We have about forty head of cattle, mostly longhorn with one or two jerseys thrown in.  I’ve been considering Angus, but my dad is resisting.  I was getting close when it happened again. We hit a bump, the clamp snapped, I screamed, my hands going down to my crotch, while the tractor drifted to the right.  I went about forty feet before I regained enough mental control to stop the tractor and I sat there, practically sobbing, as the pain between my legs overwhelmed me.
 
    
 
   But there was something else there too. The seat was soaked.  I mean seriously soaked. I was leaking juice like I was an orange in a press!  The vibroballs continued their mean internal dance even as I shakily reattached the clamp.  I bit down on my lip so hard I almost drew blood.  Then, in a moment of inspiration, I pulled loose two of the Velcro straps that held the Butterfly to my groin, and threaded the straps THROUGH the binder clamp’s metal tabs!  Brilliant huh?  Then I got it all back in place.  My ingenuity impressed me, but it also made the bite of the clamp twist slightly and the pull of the Velcro straps made sure that a lot more of the vibrations from the butterfly moved through the clamp into my clitoris.  
 
    
 
   By the time I arrived at the grazing field, I was so fucking horny that I would have screwed a barrel cactus.  It probably would have hurt less at that point too.  My clit felt as if someone had taken a sander to it, rubbing the first two layers of skin off it, only to dribble a decent amount of sand over my pussy.  Then wash it away with lemon juice.  Can you say ouch?
 
    
 
   Hell, I barely managed to stop the tractor in time before orgasm number four rocked through me.  I screamed out loud, scaring the living shit out of some of the cows, who hurried away in that sort of lopping gait they have when startled, and then I reached up, yanked my shirt to my collar, pulled my bra up as well, and then pinched my left nipple as hard as I could while I twisted the padlock and piercing on my right side a full three hundred and sixty degrees.
 
    
 
   And for a moment, my clit didn’t hurt as bad.  Everything, all of those disparate parts, those sensations, from the pain, to the pleasure, to the twisting, to the clamp, it all came together in a single instant of orgasmic release and I exploded like a shower of fireworks exploding into fiery glory, a fount of sparkling release, the bottled tempest escaping from the vessel as surely as the sun rises.
 
    
 
   As soon as the last spark popped and then dimmed, the pain of my situation came rushing back to me.  It was almost a physical blow and I felt winded, as if someone had just punched me in the stomach.  I folded in half, hands going to the binder clamp and the butterfly.  I struggled with the controls.  There was just no way. I couldn’t. I couldn’t take any more. Kari would understand!
 
    
 
   I unclamped my clit, sending another painful but necessary rush through my system.  The now stilled butterfly lay inert and loose thanks to my freeing two of the straps.  Lastly, I turned the vibroballs off.  I couldn’t even take more internal stimulation.  I sat there.  For how long I have no idea.  It could have been five minutes, or ten, or even twenty.  All I know is that the cows came back, clearly waiting for me to hook a few bales and dump them.  The stupid fucking emu I can’t ever seem to catch showed up, looked at me in disgust, and then continued past.  I didn’t even twitch.
 
    
 
   Finally I rose, stumbled down the side of the tractor.  My shirt had fallen back down, covering my breasts and I reached up straightened my bra.  I was still naked from the waist down though and I gingerly walked to the trailer and grabbed a pitch fork.  Ever seen a half naked girl throw hay bales?  Yeah, well those cows had never seen it either, and god willing, won’t ever again.  As soon as I had dropped five or six bales, I backed off, put the fork back in the trailer, and climbed back up into the cab of the tractor.
 
    
 
   My jeans were laid over the back of the seat, though one pant cuff had been low enough to accidentally be UNDER my ass.  It had an impressive dark wet stain, as if I had been splattered by a puddle.  In fact, there was STILL a puddle in the seat.  I took the pant leg and finished wiping it up.  Sitting in one’s own cum is not exactly a cool thing to do, whether you’re a girl OR a guy.
 
    
 
   Once my seat was clear I grabbed my jeans and pulled out the tiny bottle of Stinging O.  Kari had been very clear about repercussions for the fourth orgasm and after getting out the Stinging O oil I pulled out the clamp I was REALLY dreading.  A little over a year previously, I had been ordered to find something dreadfully cruel, delightfully evil, and along the same vein as my alligator nipple clamps.  The solution had presented itself at a hardware store: a jumbo sized alligator clamp, big enough to have been placed on car battery terminals.  It was the length of my forefinger and just a tad bigger.  The metal pincers were coated in a plastic sheath, leaving only the metal toothed jaws at the end free and clear.
 
    
 
   Of course, I had lightened the cutting pinch of this clamp too, just like the binder clamp, making it tighten down to a point where if attached to something delicate and soft and highly sensitive, it wouldn’t cut through, but merely bite hard and viciously.  I lifted the jumbo alligator clamp up even as I spread my legs.  I knew this was going to hurt.
 
    
 
   So I put the clamp down and instead grabbed the bottle of Stinging O.  A few moments later my crimson colored clit was shiny and slick, though to be honest it hadn’t needed another round of lubrication to be that way.  What the oil DID do however was reignite the tingle of coolness and then the burning heat of my earlier applications and I hissed and resisted the urge to rub my clit.  
 
    
 
   A minute or so later it was time.  I picked the alligator clamp up, staring at the dulled metal teeth that would still dig painfully into my tender flesh.  I’ve worn this thing before and it’s brutal.  I knew it would hurt.  I reached for the vibroballs remote again and jacked the thing to high, feeling the arousing shudder inside me as I struggled to find not only the courage but also the physical fortitude to apply the stupid clamp.
 
    
 
   I reached back up to my breasts and rubbed at my nipples, trying to increase my arousal.  I put one hand down between my legs, gingerly, ever so gently, touching my clit and stroking it.  In seconds I was as wet as I had been right before my fourth orgasm and I bit my lip, repressing the urge to find something even vaguely cock shaped and drive it as deep as possible into my pussy.  When I was close to hyperventilating, I grabbed the alligator clamp, and before my brain was allowed to talk to my clit, or even my fingers, I pinched the damn thing open, set it over my clitoral hood, and let go.
 
    
 
   Pain is a really interesting thing, isn’t it?  It can be light or heavy, sharp or dull, throbbing or steady, hot or cold.  Pain works in strange ways too. It can move through your body, making places hurt that aren’t actually being touched, the way a heart attack can make your arm hurt.  But pain does things to you psychologically too.  It sharpens your senses.  It is an indicator to your body to produce certain chemicals, chemicals like adrenaline, noradrenaline and cortisol, which then flood the brain.  Our respiratory rate increases. Blood is shunted away from our digestive tract and directed into our muscles and limbs, which require extra energy and fuel for running and fighting. Our pupils dilate. Our awareness intensifies. Our sight sharpens. Our impulses quicken.  And most surprisingly, our awareness of pain decreases.  Pain really is a perception, rather than a sensation, meaning that when we experience pain, we are accepting a particular insight as to damage that is being caused to us physically or emotionally and then we cognitively decide to react to that pain.
 
    
 
   But pain can also in and of itself be alluring, addictive even.  Masochists understand this, using the pain to fuel themselves in various ways.  And then there are the rare exceptions, the weirdoes, the sickest of the sick: pain sluts, sexualized individuals (both male and female of course) who somehow translate that pain into something sexual, something primeval, something arousing.  It becomes twisted in their minds like a knot, mixed with pleasure until neither perception is very real when not combined.  Pain sluts have a higher tolerance for discomfort, for acute pain, and eventually they even come to crave it, wanting it like some sort of malignant aphrodisiac.  Over the years they start to go to extremes in order to give themselves that rush, that fix, that perception.
 
    
 
   I didn’t explode right away of course.  I wallowed in the perception.  My entire pussy felt as if it were being fucked violently, painfully, as the butterfly sent it’s vibration through to my clit.  The vibroballs inside me buzzed, my pussy contracting in aching clenches around the two bullets.  I put the tractor in gear and turned for the barn, knowing the next mile and a half would be brutal.  Every few seconds my entire bottom half thrust forward, a lewd and provocative reaction to the sexual stimulation I was enduring.  Sparks of agony laced it and I felt, I swear, the jaws of the alligator clamp moving, chewing on my clitoral hood until it severed, revealing the swollen and tender fruit beneath.  I wanted to make it to the barn, but didn’t, stopping on one of our tractor paths in order to scream out loud, to shake, to spread my legs wide in an open air offering to the gods of sexual torment.  My hand slammed down between my legs, and I frantically rubbed the butterfly against the alligator clamp, stimulating myself into the most powerful orgasm of the day.
 
    
 
   When I was done I felt exhausted, wrung out, like a sponge used to mop the kitchen floor, dunked repeatedly in a bucket of cold water, and then squeezed of every drop of moisture before being hung out to dry.  My fingers seemed to lack the strength to turn off the butterfly and I fumbled for almost a minute before I finally managed to silence the vibrational monstrosity between my legs. I removed the silver predator biting my clit as well.  There was just no way.  I could barely move and my clit looked like raw meat.  Little red welts, clearly from the teeth, marked my clitoral hood and even part of my labia.  It hurt to touch myself.  I let out a pain wracked sob as everything came loose and I freed myself from even the straps of the butterfly.
 
    
 
   I drove the last bit back to the barn still bare from the waist down. I didn’t want to even TRY to put my jeans back on.  Not then.  I parked the tractor, still suffering from a burning sensation between my legs.  I had left the vibroballs on high, but even that distraction did little to dull the fiery agony between my thighs.  I got down off the tractor, dragging my spotted jeans down with me and waddled carefully over to another waiting hay bale.  Gingerly I sat, spread my legs, and examined the damage.
 
    
 
   Actually, there wasn’t any. Sure, I was swollen, sore, tender, marked with little red indentations, but I wasn’t bleeding, or cut, or even more than lightly chaffed.  That’s what just a little bit of stimulation on an especially high nerve packed spot can do.  It’s like someone lightly dragging their fingernail up your side, and you leaping out of your skin because it feels like they just dipped you in ice water.  So when I was reassured that I was in normal condition, albeit with a heightened sensitivity, I realized that I had only worn the alligator clamp for a measly twenty or so minutes.  Kari had specified an entire hour.
 
    
 
   I didn’t think I could do it.  But I had to try.  Sometimes failure is an option, but trust me, I know what Kari would do to me if I was in a decent medical condition to do this and chose to wimp out.  And that’s what I’d be; a wimp.  So before I could rationalize another excuse I picked up the alligator clamp, set it appropriately above my clit, and let it close.  I had to grit my teeth hard as I shook.  But after a few moments the pain receded slightly and I was able to focus on reattaching the butterfly clitoral vibrator in place.  Two minutes later the buzzing toy was gently shaking the clamp, which was lightly chewing on my clit.  The vibroballs wriggled in roiling fun inside me and I struggled to put a few things away. 
 
    
 
   I came again.  Surprised?  I was. I didn’t think I had it in me.  Kari hadn’t set any punishments for a fifth orgasm, so I just endured.  Besides, that fifth orgasm was more like a powerful wave and compared to the fourth, was like getting lightly slapped on the shoulder, instead of being smacked in the face with a two by four.
 
    
 
   Not that I’ve ever been smacked with a two by four though.
 
    
 
   During the time I put my jeans back on.  The alligator clamp sits flush against my pussy and while painful, my jeans didn’t cause the stupid thing to snap off.  Even the extra bulge of the butterfly wasn’t terribly noticeable.  At the end of forty minutes I waddled toward the house, briefly said hello to my mother, made myself a glass of ice water, and the retreated upstairs to my bedroom.  In a flash I stripped, chucking my sex smelling jeans into the hamper while I quickly disengaged the clamp.  I almost screamed as the blood rushed back into the tender tip and I fell down on the bed and just buried my head in the pillow, trying to deal with everything.  Finally I was able to sit up and I grabbed an ice cube, fishing it half melted out of the glass.  I pressed it to my clit and was surprised to find that it felt good!  I groaned in relief, rubbing the silly frozen water up and down my slit, feeling it melt, cooling me, and relieving the pain.  When the last little bit disappeared I leaned over, grabbed the small towel I keep by my bed, and gently blotted my sex.
 
    
 
   I got dressed again, once more strapping on the butterfly, my tender clit barely able to tolerate the low speed tremors.  But I did it.  I came again, but I did it.  I came three more times that day.  By the time I went to bed I was exhausted and my clit… well my clit felt as if it had been through the wringer, tormented, tortured, abused, chaffed, swollen, hell… the only thing that hadn’t been done to me was a pussy whipping!
 
    
 
   And I went to bed with the butterfly pressed against my clit.
 
    
 
   On.
 
    
 
   And I slept.
 
    
 
   And that’s fucking amazing.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: toyintensity]Toy Intensity
 
    
 
   11/23/11
 
    
 
                 I love riding the ATV, even when it’s got the trailer hitched to the back. It’s faster than the tractor, even if it’s not as powerful, but it’s a lot more fun to drive.  Yesterday the back was loaded with a huge bale of barbed wire.  I had to replace about sixty feet of fencing near our southern border, right near my stripping spot, due to a fallen tree limb that damaged the fence.  I hate live oaks.  Ok… no I don’t, not really.  But this one had grown up along our fence line and it was making itself a pain in my ass.
 
    
 
                 On second thought, it really wasn’t, was it?  I know EXACTLY what a pain in my ass feels like and since I hadn’t actually stuck any part of that tree up my ass, nor was I planning to do so, I guess the tree WASN’T a pain in the ass.  It did become a pain in my side later, but we’ll get to that.  I motored on up to the tree and the one loose strand of barbed wire.
 
    
 
                 Preparations for repairing the fence was easy.  First, I got out a pair of heavy leather gloves.  Then I set my wire cutters on the hood of the ATV.  Lastly, I kicked off my boots, peeled off my socks, and then pulled my jeans and panties down, baring myself from the waist to my toes.
 
                 
 
                 All within sight of the road.
 
    
 
                 No doubt you think I’m crazy.  That I’ll be arrested for public indecency or something.  But don’t worry.  That road sees about one vehicle per hour, if that.  It’s just a common farm to market asphalt lane that barely gives you enough room to drive past oncoming cars.  Not that I’ve ever SEEN an oncoming car, but you get the idea.  Hell, I’m surprised that it’s even PAVED.
 
    
 
                 I was wearing a tee shirt and that’s it. Not even a bra.  For a moment, I thought about just stripping naked, but I decided against it.  Not sure why, but mostly it was because Kari had said in her email that I needed to spend at least three hours naked from the waist down.  That meant NOT being naked from the waist up.  So that’s what I would do.
 
    
 
                 Of course the other thing that she had stated was that I needed to be stuffed with ben wa balls and have a clothespin dangling from my clit the entire time.
 
    
 
                 The ben wa balls were already deeply embedded in my pussy and had been from around five that morning.  They weren’t really more than a distraction, keeping me wet, but not really pushing me toward much less over the edge.  I plucked a wooden clothespin out of my pocket and spread my legs.  One hand went down between my legs, spreading my petals, exposing my ready and waiting clit, while the other hand operated the wooden peg, pinching it open.  When it was in position, I let go, allowing the wooden jaws to close on my clitoris, sending waves of orgasmic, sexually charged agony to explode up through me.
 
    
 
                 The fact I was half naked, standing in the open, next to a road, made it all the more delicious.
 
    
 
                 It was hard to work that way.  Every step caused the ben wa balls to roll around inside me and the added intensity of the clothespin and my nudity seemed to electrify me.  Soon I was leaking copious amounts of lubrication and my sex ravaged mind started looking at that broken branch from the oak tree as a possible source of relief.  Sex can do strange things to one’s mind.
 
    
 
                 I was right in the middle of stretching an eight foot length of barbed wire from one post to another when I heard the roar of an engine.  I froze momentarily.  I was literally standing fifteen feet away from the road, with only a few strands of long grass hiding my clearly naked loins.  It would all depend on how fast the oncoming vehicle was going.  I was also prepared to drop like a rock should it somehow be a deputy sheriff rolling over the hill.  Going to jail for something this stupid would be… um… stupid.  Actually my brain went through a bunch of different options, from darting back to the ATV, hiding behind, to struggling back into my pants, to moving behind the tree.
 
    
 
                 Want to know what I picked?  I stood there, in all my glory, cutters in one hand, barbed wire in another, wearing a bright red, totally noticeable tee shirt along with a pair of tan leather work gloves.  Oh yeah… and a clothespin.
 
    
 
                 It was a pickup truck, another huge diesel that we farmers like.  It roared up toward me, clearly hauling ass (and I don’t mean it was carrying a donkey. I mean it was going fast!)  I waved as it hurtled past me and I only saw a brief shadow of someone looking at me.  Who knows what they saw because the truck kept going.  
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: herewecomeacarolling]Here We Come a Caroling
 
    
 
   12/1/11
 
    
 
   I shut the door of my truck and groaned.  It had been a tough day already and having to turn the vibroballs up to maximum the moment I turned off the engine, letting the Christmas carols I had been listening too die, had been just a bit much.  Already I was soaked and I could feel the wetness streaming down a thigh, nothing but a bare expanse of skin between my swollen, abused, and desperate sex and the crystal plastic sole of my eight inch tall platform stripper fuck me hard shoes.  It also meant I didn’t move fast.
 
                 
 
   Not that it mattered.  I was still wearing my coat, thank god.  My long duster may have been unbuttoned, letting a frigid fifty degree blast hit me from my neck all the way down, but I was still partially warm from the heater of the truck.  That made the thirty feet from the curb to Kari’s front door easier to bear.  What wasn’t so easy was shucking out of my denim duster, spreading my legs, and ringing the doorbell.  I felt my teeth starting to chatter as I mentally urged Kari to hurry up and answer the fucking door.  A rather expensive looking wreath, complete with pine cones, berries, leaves, and a ribbon stared down at me as if it were studying my nudity.
 
    
 
                 I wasn’t worried about being seen of course.  Kari’s condo has a rather well hidden front entrance that sits right behind this massive oleander bush.  But it does jack shit when it comes to keeping either cold, or blasts of arctic wind from raising about a zillion goose bumps over my entire body.
 
    
 
                 The door opened almost immediately and I groaned in relief as Robert, also naked in all his glory, motioned me in.  I stumbled inside and he grabbed me in a bear hug.  Our bodies touched and for the first time in my life I found myself in this man’s arms and NOT thinking about how nice it would be to fuck him.
 
    
 
                 Hey.  He was WARM.  Sometimes, that’s enough.  
 
    
 
                 Of course it only took about a minute for the chill to leave me and for his rock hard prick to begin poking me in the stomach, right around my belly button.  Definitely NOT the hole I was hoping for.  I pulled my cheek away from his chest and looked around.  The condo was quiet.
 
    
 
                 “Where is she?” I asked.
 
    
 
                 Robert smiled.  “Out with a client.  She said she’d be back to torture you this evening.”
 
    
 
                 I frowned.  “Then why the hell did she want me out here at two in the afternoon?” I demanded, somewhat annoyed.  In general, I enjoyed being Kari’s sex slave, but occasionally her demands were just a little bit of a hassle.  Robert smiled ruefully and spread his hands outward.  I felt a momentary loss as he no longer touched me with those fingertips.
 
    
 
                 “She wants me to soften you up.”
 
    
 
                 I cocked my head and gave him a flirty smile.  “Oh?  Really?” I asked.
 
                 
 
   He nodded apologetically.
 
    
 
                 I reached down and touched his shaft, squeezing the tip lightly.  “And will I have the privilege of getting this inside me?”  His face colored slightly and he nodded.
 
                 
 
   “Mmmmm, so let’s start softening,” I said, twisting in his arms until his cock rested between the cheeks of my bottom.  I moved his hands back down to my chest, letting his fingers cup my breasts.  One thumb teased the golden hoop on my right nipple, along with the tiny charm padlock dangling from it.
 
    
 
                 “All right, let’s go soften you up,” he agreed.
 
    
 
                 He took my hand and led me through the living room, past the kitchen entrance, and into the back hallway.  This led eventually to the master bedroom, but only after passing the guest restroom, the utility closet, and of course our destination, the second bedroom.  Which had been decorated as only Kari can do, into a modern interpretation of a medieval dungeon and torture chamber.
 
    
 
                 I’ve written about this room before, but in case you missed all the OTHER times I’ve been in here, the contents are rather impressive.  The wooden horse is there, waiting for me to have another ride.  Sure, I’ve done it a few more times since that one massive six hour torment, but never for six hours.  There is a pair of wooden stocks, the old fashioned kind made of dark stained mahogany, three circles for a head and both wrists.  Next to it stood an actual St. Andrew’s Cross, covered in black leather and sporting enough metal attachments to tie, bind, and secure your victim in practically any way.  It also rotated, meaning you could flip your slave upside down if you really wanted to.  And lastly, there was the “I” bench.  It was the largest object in the room and took up the most space.  
 
    
 
                 At its simplest, the “I” bench was nothing more than a four foot long thick metal beam with leather removable pads running down its length.  At both the top and bottom of the makeshift bench was a long cross beam, basically forming the top and bottom of the letter “I”.  These in turn were capped at the ends by uprights, each sporting a pulley, through which a strong steel flexible cable was strung, leading to a dangling D type carabineer, perfect for attaching to a the leather bondage cuffs Kari was so fond of.  In the center of both the top and bottom crossbeams, a mounted spool, complete with crank, allowed the torturer to literally increase the tension on whomever was lying on the bench.
 
    
 
                 And it was to this bench I was led.  Now I didn’t object, because frankly, I like this bench. I LIKE being cuffed and stretched wide.  I like it when my thighs and arms ache from being drawn apart like this.  It sensitizes me in ways that you might not even understand.  Of course, depending on where I’m positioned on the center bench (let’s face it, I AM rather short) it’s possible to actually draw my legs out in a perfect split.  Hell, you could put a broom stick across me from ankle to ankle and it would lie flat.  It hurts, sure.  It’s uncomfortable, yes.  But who am I to complain?
 
                 
 
   I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
                 Robert took his time attaching the leather bondage cuffs.  These were the real deal, complete with inner fur lining to prevent chaffing, thick leather to hold the various metal hoops, and a buckle strong enough to keep Santa’s belly in check.  Both wrists were soon engulfed, followed almost immediately by my ankles.  Robert didn’t bother removing the fuck me shoes, which hinted that I was going to get fucked.  He likes them.  He hasn’t SAID he likes them, but I can tell.  Any man willing to get gouged with the heels from a shoe like that is either a masochist, or finds them really sexy.
 
    
 
                 Or I guess he could be like Robert and be both.
 
    
 
                 In any event he pushed me backward, letting me lie on the bench looking up at the ceiling.  My rump was right at the bottom edge and when he walked around to the top in order to secure my hands to the frame, he only drew the steel cable up enough to stretch my arms outward and up.  That left my torso low and I knew, just knew, that in moments my legs would be literally perpendicular to the rest of me.  Sure enough he attached the steel cables to my legs and began cranking the spool beneath my ass, his nose only inches away from my dripping pussy.  I hoped he’d take a lick or something, but instead he concentrated on getting my legs open.
 
    
 
                 Holy shit did they open!  I groaned in a bit of discomfort as he practically tightened me up to the point where I wasn’t able to move my rump more than half an inch in any direction. Even up wasn’t much of an option.  With the exception of a meager roll of my hips, I was pretty much secured.  Then Robert left the room for a moment, leaving me to stew and adjust.
 
    
 
                 He wasn’t gone long thank goodness.  I had an itch on my right side and when he returned I begged him to scratch it.  When he did, I told him I had another itch and directed his hand down between my legs.  When his fingers grazed my clitoris, I moaned and said “yes!  Oh yes! Right there!”  Robert just laughed, tweaked me, and then plugged in the small radio he had brought with him into the wall socket.
 
    
 
                 Then he got a few things out of the closet.  The first I recognized immediately.  It was a leather sap, actually a very small, flexible paddle, and one I was intimately familiar with.  Kari had been pussy whipping me with it for years.  I can’t even begin to count how much of my juice had been absorbed into that black treated leather, but let me tell you, it shined for it, with a luster that would have put Santa’s black leather boots to shame.
 
    
 
                 The other item sent a tingle through me, and it wasn’t even on!  The violet wand Robert pulled out had a thin glass rod at the tip and I knew what it was for.  He plugged it in next to the radio and then left the room once again.  When he returned, it was with a black folding chair.  He set it up between my spread legs, only an inch or so from my open and exposed pudenda and then ran a solitary tormenting finger through my wet slit, from clit down to my perineum and then to my bottom.  I gasped.  
 
    
 
                 “Do you like Christmas carols?” Robert asked me politely, fiddling with the radio.
 
                 
 
   I groaned, still desperately wanting his finger, his tongue, but mostly his cock.  “What kind of question is that?”
 
    
 
                 “Well we have to listen for thirty minutes before I can fuck you,” Robert explained.  I moaned in response.
 
    
 
                 “What’s the catch?” I asked as the radio came to life and I heard the power chord melodies of the end of Transiberian Orchestra’s “Christmas Eve – Sarajevo” stream through the room. 
 
    
 
                 Robert put down the radio and picked up the violet wand and the sap, turning the first tool on so the tip glowed.  “Every time we hear the word ‘Christmas’ I hit you with the sap.  You get the wand for the word ‘holidays’.”
 
    
 
                 My eyes widened in alarm but then the music ended and a new song began before I could even object.  It was Feliz Navidad.  I struggled during the Spanish intro but then at “I want to wish you a merry Christmas” section Robert swung the sap down on my pussy with a stinging stroke.  Another one followed almost immediately and then another.  In seconds I was gasping.  A full six strokes landed before we went back to the Spanish second.  Then I got another six strokes.  My mind was already frayed by the time we did the second verse repeat.  Then I got ANOTHER six strokes.  My pussy burned, pain radiating upward through me and please remember that I still had the vibroballs buzzing inside me like mad.
 
    
 
                 The song ended and my chest was heaving as the heat from my loins just spread through me. We went through a chatter section in which the radio host said the word “holiday’ twice.  Robert immediately brought the glowing tip of the violet wand down upon my clit and shocked me stupid.  I cried out, hips rolling, my entire body jerking in response to the stimulation.  Then someone mentioned Christmas cookies.  That got me another stroke of the sap.  And oh look let’s talk about Christmas shipping!  Each mention resulted in another blow to my tenderized and swollen clit.
 
    
 
                 I very quickly stopped listening to the radio, only barely registering the occasional word.  What mostly got to me was the frequent use of the word “holiday”, each which resulted in a sharp rather painful zap to my clit.  Next we listened to some unknown Christmas song which must have used the bloody word at least half a dozen times.  I was having some serious issues by this time.  Then came Amy Grant’s “Night Before Christmas” and Robert slammed the sap down between my legs.  
 
    
 
                 I cried out as another one impacted wetly on my slit and I couldn’t stop from cumming. I jerked wildly and Robert didn’t even care that I was in the middle of an orgasm and once more slapped my clitoris hard as the song’s lyrics triggered my “softening up.”
 
    
 
                 Of course, after cumming, direct blows of a sap to one’s clit aren’t as pleasant as they are BEFORE you explode. Now they really started to hurt, especially since it felt as if Robert was hitting harder.  He wasn’t of course, but I began blubbering as the words “Christmas” and “Holiday” spun in my head.  
 
    
 
                 Between strokes Robert started to rub my clit with his finger, only moving his hand out of the way when it was necessary to shock or smack my pussy.  I couldn’t handle it of course and immediately ripened and once again the shocks and the impact of the sap only heightened my sexual arousal.  I endured another unknown carol with frequent mentions of Christmas and I began meeting the blows with my twisting hips.  My thighs strained and I began gasping, my buttocks clenching.  Robert stuck a finger into me and then began pushing it against my ass.  He was still holding the violet wand and I could feel the warm hum against my thigh.
 
    
 
                 Then came Andy William’s “Happy Holiday” and my Robert practically held the damn violent wand against my clit, tapping the reddish nub of nerves, sending harsh sparks of agony and pleasure exploding through me.  I screamed out loud as I began trembling, my body overloading and then the one or two little “Christmas” words drove Robert to pull the violet wand away and sting me good, slamming the sap down into my clit.
 
    
 
                 Michael Bublé started singing about what he wanted for Christmas and I knew all I wanted was the fucking song to end and for me to orgasm.  One of us at least got our wishes to come true because I exploded in one of the most violent, intense, teeth gritting, agonizing orgasms I’ve ever endured.  Then the song ended with only two or three more strokes to my clit.
 
    
 
                 Robert turned the music off as I lay there gasping, my body shuddering in the mix of endorphin adrenaline overload and the over-sensitization of certain parts of my anatomy.  My head lolled to the side and then Robert was there, sticking his cock into my face.
 
    
 
                 “Suck it, Breanne.  Suck me.  And hurry!” he whispered.
 
    
 
                 I opened my mouth, letting this thick cock enter, but to be honest, I wasn’t in much of a condition, much less position to really suck cock.  Robert kept glancing at the wall clock and then growled something.  He yanked himself out of my mouth and hurried back around to the base of the bench. I felt his fingers scrabbling at the vibroballs cord and he tugged the sex toy out, quickly turning them off with the remote.  Then he squatted down, positioned his cock, and pushed deeply into my cunt with a groan.
 
    
 
                 To my surprise, he began counting thrusts.  Each one was slow and steady and I detected urgency in his voice.  Between his twelfth and thirteenth strokes he muttered a muted “damn” and I lifted my head. 
 
    
 
                 “What’s wrong?” I asked, gasping.  Trust me, that cock felt incredible.
 
    
 
                 Robert grit his teeth.  “I have to cum in twenty five strokes.”
 
    
 
                 “Huh?” I groaned.  “Why would Kari set that limitation?”
 
    
 
                 He groaned again, plowing through my soaked and abused sex.  “Because… if I don’t, you have to listen to another thirty minutes of Christmas carols before I can try again!”  There was another thick pushing between my legs and I felt his balls against my bottom.
 
    
 
                 My eyes widened eventually as I realized what Kari had set up.  It was cruel. It was inhumane!  My pussy couldn’t take another half hour!  And what if he didn’t cum again?  I opened my mouth to plead with him, but he was already at twenty, his face straining.  He stopped and I squeezed as hard as I could, trying to kegel exercise him to climax.  It didn’t really work.  My position made it practically impossible to exert any type of serious pressure on Robert’s cock and he made a hard, fast, full depth penetration, muttering “twenty one”.  
 
    
 
                 He tried.  Really.  He did.  I knew he did.  It must have been pure agony for him to pull his wet, hard, desperately wanting cock out of my gaping, soaked, swollen, bruised pussy, only to sit down again between my legs.  I felt him slip the vibroballs back into me, turning the vibrations to their maximum setting.  He flicked on the radio, picked up the sap and the violet wand, and hummed under his breath along with the playing song, raising the sap high.  I screamed in anticipation, my hips churning as the sap came down.
 
    
 
                 “We wish you a merry Christmas, we wish you a merry…”
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: triplepenetration]Triple Penetration
 
    
 
   12/07/2011
 
    
 
   You should have seen my face when I put down the phone.  Unhappy doesn’t even come close to describing my feelings.  I had already spent the morning practically freezing my ass off since Kari wanted to see just how far I would go to keep something out of my rear end.  But after calling her to get approval for the assignment that my Facebook friends Arthur and Tony wanted me to try, walking around partially stuffed with my Husky dildo, along with a clothespin chewing on my clit, well I think I would have preferred the anal plug.
 
    
 
                 In case you didn’t know, I am not a fan of anal play.  “The rear end is an exit, not entrance” I like to say.  It’s uncomfortable to get fucked there.  I don’t find it even remotely stimulating from a sexual perspective, and frankly I could easily spend the rest of my life never again inserting anything up my ass again.
 
    
 
                 Ah, if only.
 
    
 
                 Realistically, there are about a zillion people on the planet who KNOW I don’t like toys, cocks, sticks, beads, balls, or anything else up my ass, and all of them work rather hard to make sure that my ass gets more attention than my pussy.  Hell, I’m surprised there hasn’t been a petition for a NHPS Rule #6: A NHPS’s ass must be constantly stuffed, making sure she is open and sufficiently ready to receive the attention of her master or mistress.  
 
                 
 
                 I wonder if I have veto rights?
 
    
 
                 Originally, the plan was simple.  Tony and Arthur wanted me quadruple or at least triple stuffed, and the suggestion was two in the ass and one up front.  The hell with that.  I immediately countered with two up front and one in the rear. There was some good natured grumbling, but it seemed accepted and I resolved to go ahead and take the appropriate toys out with me later to the barn and work out just how I was going to get three dildos into my body at once.
 
    
 
                 Kari, on the other hand, had different ideas.  She outlined her new plan, one that would no doubt please Arthur and Tony much more anyway, and then hung up on me when I voiced my objections.  I let out a disgusted sigh and grabbed my purse and headed out.  I climbed into my truck and sat down, groaning as the nine inch Husky dildo, which was only barely inside me, held in place by my panties, rammed back in, seating itself firmly.
 
    
 
                 There wasn’t a need to stop at my stripping spot. I was already dressed like a slut, or at least as slutty as I needed to be. I was wearing my blue denim short skirt, the one that flares at about mid-thigh.  You should have seen my mom’s raised eyebrows when I came back in after taking care of the critters dressed in my boots, the skirt, a halter top and my denim duster.  There was a nasty comment about dressing appropriately for the weather, which beat the hell out of a comment about just dressing appropriately.  My dad on the other hand complimented me on my attire, once my mom was out of earshot.
 
    
 
                 I had spent the day in the skirt and halter, fortunately working on things either out in the barn or in the house.  But around four in the afternoon I left, knowing that if I were going to complete Kari’s assignment, I needed to head out later, rather than earlier.
 
    
 
                 One of the nice things about being an experienced nympho humiliation pain slut is that experience comes pretty quickly.  I knew which bar I wanted to visit and it wasn’t even that far away.  I pulled up my truck, left my duster in the car, and shivered my way into the bar.  The walk was difficult thanks to the fact that the base of my husky dildo was again rubbing my upper thighs, leaving only about two or three inches of rubber inside me.  I stepped into the warmth of the bar, paid my cover, and then proceeded to a bar stool where I could survey the customers.
 
    
 
                 Sitting down was… um… incredible.  That’s the problem with the Husky.  I usually wear it on laundry day because the repeated up and downs that come with sitting causes me to be slowly and relentlessly fucked all day.  Do you have any idea what it’s like having a nine inch cock slowly thrust into you every time you sit, no matter where you are?  And you can control the speed of penetration.  Sit fast or slow, it’s up to you.  I sat down fast, relishing the sudden explosion of sexual pleasure between my legs.  It wasn’t enough to make me cum, but it sure made me very wet.  I shuddered, rolling my hips a few times as I moved around, impaled.
 
                 
 
                 No one seemed to notice and a moment or two later the bartender asked me what I wanted.  I ordered a beer, took my bottle, and spun around to observe the room.
 
    
 
                 At four thirty, the pickings were slim and no one even approached me.  Either everyone was paired off or weren’t worth my time, or they thought THEY weren’t worth my time.  That actually happens more often than not. I’ve literally been standing practically naked in a bar and NO ONE approaches me except a loser or two because the real guys think “there is no way I’m going to get that.”
 
    
 
                 That’s why I’ve developed a predatory perspective.  Mr. Right has already given up, so I have to go find him.
 
    
 
                 Tonight Mr. Right wasn’t actually Mr. Right.  It was Mr. Rights… that’s correct… plural.  I needed three of them, three friends, three close friends, guys who wouldn’t mind skin touching skin.  That’s why I avoided the western bar.  I could have had a cowboy in seconds, but let’s face it, Brokeback Mountain was the exception, not the reality.  I wasn’t asking them to have sex with each other, but Kari wanted REAL cock inside me, not fake cock, and if I were going to try to stick TWO REAL LIVING cocks inside my pussy, the two guys needed to be pretty tight.
 
    
 
                 Time passed. I munched on pretzels.  Finally I saw two guys come in that seemed to be best buds and “felt” right.  I know I needed a threesome, but waiting for three guys was going to be a LONG wait, and I figured they might know someone, especially if they knew the only way they were going to get to fuck me is if they had Moe to go with their Larry, and Curly.  After they got their drinks, I stood up, the Husky dildo sliding halfway out of my slit, and waddled all sexy like over to their table.
 
    
 
                 “Hey guys! Can I join you?” I asked politely.  The blinked, looking up at me.  Halter top, hard nipples… is that a fucking piercing on her right tit?  Short skirt, cowboy boots, long legs.  Hell yes.  It was all there in both their eyes.
 
                 
 
   “Sure, sit down,” said the guy on the left.  I did, letting out a little moan as the Husky dildo slid all the way back in. They asked me if I wanted a drink, but since I had brought my second beer over with me, I declined.  We chatted amiably for a few minutes, a few pointed questions giving me their names and a sense that they might be open to my suggestion.
 
                 
 
   “I was wondering if you guys would be interested in a little fun?”
 
                 
 
                 The first guy suddenly frowned. “We’re not buying.”
 
    
 
                 I gave him a glare.  “I’m not selling!” I protested.  “I’m looking for three guys to fuck me.  I want to try a particular position and wanted to see if you could help me out,” I finished.
 
                 
 
                 The look of suspicion hadn’t gone away, but at least I hadn’t been summarily kicked from the table.  Guy number two looked at me curiously.
 
    
 
                 “What position?” he asked.
 
    
 
                 I smiled and leaned forward, letting the front of my halter fall forward enough to let them see quite a bit.  “I need one cock in my ass and two cocks in my pussy, all at the same time.”
 
    
 
                 They were lucky there weren’t any flies in the bar.  Open mouths like that generally either receive flies or cocks.  If I were to leave my mouth open like that, trust me, I’d have cock in it in seconds.  Hell, even in CHURCH.
 
    
 
                 “You’re kidding me?” guy number one asked.
 
    
 
                 I laughed and shook my head.  “Help me experience that one position and then it’s whatever else you guys want to do.  Blowjobs, single screwing, hell, if you want you can tie me up.  I’ll be yours.  I just need to experience the triple penetration.”
 
    
 
                 They looked at each other and something seemed to pass between them.  I licked my lips and then guy number two turned back to me, shaking his head.  “Sorry.  We’d be happy to take you, but can’t handle the triple penetration.”
 
    
 
                 I was stunned.  I was being… turned down?  Seriously?
 
    
 
                 I tried to argue with them, but they were both adamant.  No triple penetration.  Finally, a little put out, I shrugged my shoulders, got up, experienced the Husky dildo sliding halfway out of my pussy, and returned to the bar.  I bounced up and down on the bar stool a few times, sucked on my beer bottle (perhaps making it look like I was sucking cock just a little) and ignored their stares of disappointment.
 
    
 
                 They ended up leaving about forty minutes later and I spent the better part of the next hour keeping an eye out for the right guys. Then, around seven, three guys came in and my knees buckled and I KNEW that they were the ones.  I slid out of my stool, the Husky dildo once more sliding half way down my thighs, and approached.  I basically greeted them in the exact same way I did the first group and I was invited to sit down immediately.  I did, experiencing the rather intense sexual push of the Husky dildo penetrating me again.  One of the guys, Brian, noticed and asked if I was okay.
 
    
 
                 “Oh, absolutely!” I replied brightly, still awash in sexual urgency. “I’ve got a nine inch dildo in me right now and every time I sit down it slides back up into me.”
 
    
 
                 No open mouths this time, but definitely shocked expressions.  Then big old grins.  
 
    
 
                 “Well, by all means, please stand up and sit down again!” said Jon.  He was a brown haired, thin guy and I smiled at him and stood up.  I felt the dildo slide out again, caught by the crotch of my panties and I lifted my skirt, flashing the three guys a sight of the dildo base pressed tightly against my pink bikini cut panties, before dropping back down and impaling myself thickly on the Husky dildo.
 
    
 
                 “Sweet,” said Walker.  
 
    
 
                 It didn’t take me long to present my request and they all quieted down and looked at each other after I made my proposal.  They ordered dinner (thoughtfully buying me some too) and then we caravanned back to Walker’s place which was only a few miles away.  I rode with Brian, my hand in his lap, caressing his cock (though only at intersections of course!) making it very clear that things were only going to get more intense.
 
    
 
                 Walker’s place was rather bland and it was clear there wasn’t a woman’s touch involved.  On the flip side, the bed was rather large which was nice.  I stripped for them in the living room, music playing, and made a big show out of taking the Husky dildo out.  They liked it when I masturbated with it and then drew it out, licking it clean.  I also provided stimulating blowjobs.  I didn’t make anyone cum.  The idea was to get everyone so horny they weren’t going to mind fencing each other with their own dicks.
 
    
 
                 They ended up drawing straws for position, which I thought rather funny. Brian ended up on the bottom, and once he lay down I straddled him.  It felt incredible to have real cock inside me.  Don’t get me wrong, I like the Husky dildo, I really do.  But it’s DIFFERENT.  Trust me.  Real cock pulses.  It moves. It hardens, it softens.  It’s flexible but rigid in ways rubber can’t emulate.  Real cock rocks.
 
                 I had taken the liberty to thoroughly lubricate everyone after stripping, as well as my own rear end.  Like I’ve said, I’m not a fan of anal, but at least I know how to do it properly.  So with one cock in my pussy, Jon climbed up above us, stood on the bed, and pushed his own rock hard cock into my ass.  
 
    
 
                 I’ve been double tapped before, trust me.  This wasn’t bad at all.  I could handle it.  But then Walker got up on the bed, kneeling between Brian’s legs and looking at Jon’s hairy ass.  Poor Walker.  But he did what he had to do and I felt the tip of his cock move past Jon’s balls and probe at my pussy.  
 
    
 
                 Getting in was perhaps the hardest part and we had to work at it for about five minutes before it finally happened.  It actually came as a surprise.  Hey, we aren’t porn stars who do this for a living, or who can make several attempts which will be edited out.  This was four morons with more hormones than sense, trying something that human coitus was never intended for.  But once Walker and Brian were both in my pussy, we moved rapidly for a few minutes.
 
    
 
                 How to describe it?  Well… it’s awkward, to say the least.  You practically have to be fucking with acrobats or gymnasts for it to actually work to a level where you can possibly cum.  I admit I enjoyed the “thickness” of having two cocks in my pussy, but it wasn’t any more enjoyable than fucking my Core Driller dildo, a twelve inch long four inch thick monster that I sometimes am forced to wear.  I admit that I DID like it when Brian and Walker thrust at different times.  Then it was like two pistons inside me, working out of sync and that was…almost enough to make me cum.  Add the thrusting cock in my ass and the fact that I’m positive all three men could FEEL the other cocks through me, was a pretty intense sensation.
 
    
 
                 I was the one who called a halt to it.  Walker pulled out first, followed by Jonathan and I pulled up off of Brian.  We were all laughing and I fell over on the bed in a fit of giggles.  There you go Facebook friends Arthur and Tony!  Triple penetration for ya!  I lay there, my hands around my stomach when Walker stepped up, grabbed my ankle, spread my legs, and pushed his cock back in for a solo flight.
 
    
 
                 I let him fuck me until he popped filling the condom with white cream.  Then it was Brian’s turn, who flipped me over and fucked my ass.  I didn’t object. I told them they could do whatever they wanted, right?  When Brian was done Jon took his turn, avoiding my opened rear end and instead taking my pussy.  When every one was sated, I got down on my knees and started providing blowjobs.  Things dissolved into a fracas gangbang, with one guy underneath me, one guy skull fucking me, and one guy in my ass.  They rotated every once in a while and when one guy popped, he stepped aside and let the guy using my mouth have a lower hole.  We went on for hours.  
 
    
 
                 By eleven o’clock we were down to one at a time.  That gave the other two guys an opportunity to recover before switching out.  I was pretty much sex dazed, nothing more than fuck meat, a receptacle for cock.  I had actually fallen asleep during the last tryst and Walker woke me up with a gentle shake.
 
    
 
                 “Do you want to sleep here, or do you want me to drive you back to the bar?” he asked.
 
    
 
                 I moaned.  I felt like a hundred miles of well traveled road.  My pussy felt like I had driven a tractor trailer through it.  I smiled up at Walker.  “Who do I get to sleep with if I sleep here?” I asked.
 
                 
 
                 He laughed. “Well, it is MY bed.”
 
    
 
                 I smiled, still too tired.  “Set the alarm for five, and give me my dildo,” I said.
 
    
 
                 Walker looked at me oddly, but padded back out into the living room. Evidently Brian and Jon had left and gone home.  He came back and handed me the Husky dildo.  I rolled and spread my legs, slipping the rubber cock home.
 
                 
 
                 “Did you not get enough?” Walker asked incredulously.
 
    
 
                 I shook my head.  “Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1: she must be constantly stuffed to make her ready at any time for use,” I said.  Walker grinned.
 
                 
 
                 “Cool rule.”  He climbed up next to me, taking me in his arms.  To my surprise, I felt his cock against my thigh and it was hard!
 
    
 
                 “Would your dildo like company?” he asked softly.  I nodded and spread my legs.  
 
    
 
                 Moments later Walker’s cock joined the nine inch Husky dildo in my pussy and I we moved until I we both came.  Oh my…
 
    
 
                 Double penetration, one hole, and NOTHING in my ass?  
 
    
 
                 Pure bliss. 
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: iceandbutterflies]Ice and Butterflies
 
    
 
   12/13/2011
 
    
 
   I didn’t even bother taking them out.  Two days of vibroballs?  Except this time instead of only turning them on for thirty minutes out of every hour, on low no less, this time I was required to leave them on full time.  Yes, on low, but do you have any concept what that does to me?  It’s like putting me out on a ledge.  Or a cliff.  The Orgasm Cliff you might call it.  And I stand there teetering, wondering when (not if) I will fall off.  My hips churned back and forth as I stood there at five in the morning, in the middle of my room.
 
    
 
   But that wasn’t everything.  Oh no.  I also had to wear the butterfly.  It’s nothing more than a plastic butterfly shaped vibrator that straps on right over my clitoris.  It drives me even more crazy than the vibroballs.  Worse, Kari’s instructions for the day specified that if I were alone, the damn thing had to be on, and at the highest level.  Kari knows I can’t handle that very well.
 
    
 
   I finished strapping the purple and pink plastic torture device around my loins and once it was nestled gently at the top of my slit, I flicked the little switch upward.  It clicked to low and I pushed harder.  Already the little plastic insect had started to buzz, tickling my clit and sending waves of exquisite pleasure through me.  It’s absolute torture.  But then I moved the switch to high and the butterfly went into hyperdrive.  If I were a flower, this monarch would have had it’s proboscis into my stigma, stimulating me into reproduction, trust me.  I’d have been trembling.  As it was I let out a quiet groan and struggled to pull my panties and khaki shorts up over my bare butt and the stupid butterfly.
 
    
 
   A bra and tee shirt went on next and getting dressed helped get my mind off the minor non-stop earthquake between my legs.  I walked downstairs and grabbed my little cooler.  This was where things got very difficult.  Kari had said I was allowed to cum.  Not only that, but she had basically INSURED that I would be cumming today, frequently.  She knows that with the vibroballs AND the butterfly, especially with my clit being vibrated at the highest level, my ability to hold back would be dramatically reduced to about zero.  It’s basically like she was standing behind me at the cliff.
 
    
 
   And pushed.
 
    
 
   I keep several trays of bottle ice available in the freezer at all times.  My parents think its because I like putting them in bottles.  Okay… I do.  But there are other reasons I like bottle ice.  Those thin finger long ice cylinders have a much more diabolical purpose when your Mistress is one like Kari.  See, I was ALLOWED to cum.  But cumming also meant punishment.  A vicious cycle of sex and torment for the entire day.  So knowing that I was never going to make it through my chores without cumming at least once, I put four or five pieces of bottle ice into my little cooler, grabbed a jacket, and went out to the barn.
 
    
 
   Surprise, surprise. I didn’t even make it to the barn before cumming.  
 
    
 
   A little frustrated with myself, not to mention feeling REALLY good, I sighed in exasperation and dropped the cooler on a nearby bale of hay.  I unsnapped my shorts, tugged them and my panties down, turned off the vibroballs, and pulled both golf ball sized spheres out of my pussy.  With the butterfly still going strong, I opened my cooler, sat down on the hay, spread my knees wide apart, and snagged a piece of bottle ice.  It burned my fingers, figuratively speaking and I pressed it to the petals between my legs, hissing and groaning as the edges scraped against my labia.  The searing cold bit me and I gasped as I slid the finger thick piece of ice into my slit.  I thought for a moment that it would steam, but instead I just felt a painful burst of cold through my loins as I contracted around the sliver of ice.  It started to melt immediately, cold water dripping out of my slit, down to my ass, before disappearing into the hay.  My hips jerked wildly as I pinched the end of the ice core, drew it out, and then pushed it back in.  
 
    
 
   Ever see a girl with her shorts and panties around her ankles, knees spread wide, finger fucking herself with a thin long shard of ice?  While being tortured with a clitoral vibrator?  I’m pretty sure it’s an amazing thing.  Between the sexual stimulation done directly to my clit, not to mention the internal freezing and lubricating and stuff, I was in a state in seconds.  Metaphorically I was already halfway back up the mountain, running at full speed toward that cliff again.  
 
    
 
   I had to continue fucking the ice until it was gone.  That was the condition.  But what Kari didn’t mention was that in all likelihood I’d have a second orgasm before the first piece of ice finished melting.  Sure enough I gasped explosively as my body did hormonal loop-de-loops and the next thing I knew I was reaching for a second piece of bottle ice to stick up inside myself. 
 
    
 
   I made short work of that piece too, but even though I had already started the climb back up to the cliff for another dive, the ice melted long before I got there.  That’s the nice thing about doing repeat orgasms.  You tire a lot easier.  Besides, my clit had started buzzing in a different way than before.  Earlier it had been pure pleasure.  Now there was an edge to it, like sandpaper lightly drawn across the skin.  I put the vibroballs back in, turned them on.  I pulled my panties and shorts back up and got to work.
 
    
 
   That edge increased and slowly became something more concrete, more acidic.  There was the underlying pleasure of course, but on top of that was this “nails on a chalkboard” sensation that made each involuntary thrust of my hips send sparks of discomfort through me.  I frowned, trying to adjust as I fed the chickens and then the horses.  I was in the process of shoveling some… um… never mind… when I had to grit my teeth and press my thighs together.  I held my breath, trying to get a grip and then it was too late.  I exploded wetly for a third time, my clit reporting that it had both been sucked on and dragged along three miles of asphalt road.
 
    
 
   I dropped my shovel and went back to my hay bale.  My shorts came down in seconds and for the second time that morning I extracted the buzzing vibroballs, turned them off, and licked them clean of my juices.  Then, with the butterfly still buzzing against my clit, I grabbed another piece of ice and just rammed it deeply into my pussy.
 
    
 
   The ice was intense and it made me loose track of the over-stimulation being done to my clitoris.  Trust me, the female clit is not intended to endure non-stop rubbing for hours on end.  I had already done a full hour and a half and as I slid the ice through my well, tormenting myself, what I really wanted to do was turn off the butterfly, move it, and press the ice to my clit to numb it.  The ice melted without me cumming, even though it was a close thing.  As the remnant shard finished melting deep in my hole, I slipped the vibroballs back in, turned them, and struggled back into my panties and shorts.
 
    
 
   I went back to my chores, but just as I was finishing near eight in the morning, I had my fourth orgasm.  My clit burned.  Three hours of direct stimulation is more than even a dedicated nympho humiliation pain slut can stand and I fell over, gasping, my hands at my groin, pushing and pressing against the butterfly as waves of orgasmic agony washed over me.  Yes, I said that right.  Orgasmic AGONY.  You’d think cumming would feel good, right?  Well not where I was.  My clit felt like someone was holding a blowtorch to it.  Pain and pleasure were no longer separate sensations.  It mixed in my mind and solidified into a thick paddle that smacked me on the ass and drove me over the cliff screaming.
 
    
 
   I crawled back to the hay bale, trembling, my fingers slipping in the meltwater at the bottom of the cooler.  I found the last ice cylinder and struggled to get my panties and shorts down one handed.  I tugged the vibroballs out with a cry of desperation and then shoved the ice inside me with a cry.  My palm smashed down on the butterfly, trying to still the vibrations being translated to my clit, but all it did was change the way I was being tortured.  I fell backward on the hay bale, my hands between my legs, masturbating and rubbing myself in a frantic dance of ice cold desperation.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t even aware of it when the ice actually melted. I was still deeply absorbed in applying pressure to the butterfly.  When I realized I was done, I forced myself to let go, to release my death grip on the little bug.  The buzzing went back to the light but insanely rapid rubbing I had experience all morning.  I struggled to my feet, tripping on the panties and shorts around my ankles.  I landed on all fours and I reached around and grabbed the vibroballs.  These went back in as I whimpered, pain streaming up from between my legs.  My hands were shaking and I barely was able to get my shorts and panties up again.  I stumbled out of the barn and up to the house.  At the front door I paused and risked everything by shoving my shorts and panties back down to mid-thigh, baring my swollen, cold, and pulsing wet slit.  With a sigh of hysterical relief, I turned off the butterfly, gasping as it went silent.  I wiped tears from my eyes as I pulled my shorts up and went into the house.  The vibroballs were still lightly buzzing inside me, but at least my clit was no longer crying out for help.
 
    
 
   I tried my best to stay with family all day, but there were times I couldn’t.  And each time I was left alone, I slipped my fingers down my shorts, finding the little switch, and once more turned the butterfly on, letting it chew at my clit until I was frothing at the mouth.  I went through two trays of bottle ice, alternating freezing and burning my sex throughout the day.  I masturbated on my bed, out on the ATV, in my truck.  My pussy dripped ice cold water constantly.  My petals were bright red from cold and exposure.  I was surprised I didn’t get frostbite there!  And through it all the butterfly trembled against my clit, forcing me to jump, over and over and over.
 
    
 
   And you know what?  
 
    
 
   I’d do it again in a heartbeat.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: resolutions]Resolutions
 
    
 
   01/01/2012
 
    
 
   The party was finally over and I looked around at the wreckage.  Kari’s condo could have qualified for federal disaster funding.  The dining room table was nothing but crumbs and plates, there were glasses and bottles of wine all over the place, not to mention the fact that an entire wardrobe’s worth of whips, canes, clamps, chains, cuffs, and other assorted sex toys littered the place like the washed up remnants of a downed plane.  Slowly I began to pick up, my body aching from the multiple bruises and whip strokes that I had received that evening.  It had been a long party, hours in fact, culminating in a New Year’s Eve countdown that symbolically and literally began a new year for the Society of the Golden Rose.
 
    
 
   Ever seen fifteen naked slave girls receive the ten spank countdown as a bunch of lesbian dominatrixes paddle down the seconds?  My ass STILL hurts.
 
    
 
   But eventually the party ended.  By one o’clock even Margaret and Isabel had gone home, leaving me and Kari to tidy up amidst the wreckage.  I began picking up dishes and carrying them into the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “Breanne?” Kari said, calling to me from the living room. I deposited the platter in the sink and quickly padded into the living room. Kari was sitting on the sofa, her legs curled up beneath her.  I knelt down in front of her, my naked body aching.  She reached out and caressed my hair, running her fingers down until she touched my shoulder, then my breast, thumbing my nipple lightly.  I’d received a few rather cutting welts across my breasts and I moaned and grimaced.
 
    
 
   “So beautiful… do you have any new year’s resolutions?” Kari asked me softly.  
 
    
 
   I laughed lightly.  Kari knew darn well that I wasn’t much of a resolution person.   I shook my head.  “Sorry.  I’m not good with resolutions.”
 
    
 
   Kari took another sip of her wine.  She hadn’t had much through the night, but I could see she now sported a look of glassy lethargy that surprised me.  
 
    
 
   “No… no… I want you to make a resolution,” Kari said with a grin.  
 
    
 
   I frowned, but then shrugged. “I resolve to cum four times a day?” I proposed.  Kari’s eyes narrowed and she frowned.
 
    
 
   “That might conflict with an assignment, or even a toy for the day,” she replied with a shake of her head.
 
    
 
   “Um… three edges a day?” I said, trying to think of something else I could do.  Seriously, I had already agreed to keep a sex toy inside me constantly.  What else could she demand of me?
 
    
 
   Kari thought about it, but then sighed in disappointment.  “No, that’s almost good, but what if you mess up?  No, we need something that is self-correcting.”
 
    
 
   I struggled to think of something, but my brain was mostly fried.  I’d just spent an evening in sexual torment, release, bliss, and agony and frankly, thinking of new ways to torture myself wasn’t exactly within the parameters of my servitude.  I knelt there in silence, trying to come up with something appropriate.
 
    
 
   “I know!” Kari declared suddenly.  She gave me a warm smile.  “Your New Year’s Resolution is to suffer through an hour’s worth of clit torture every day!”
 
    
 
   My throat tightened at the same time my eyes widened.  “An hour?” I gasped, trying to fathom the very thought.  Kari nodded but then saw my alarm.
 
    
 
   “Too much?  Okay, I think thirty minutes is perfect.  So not only do you have to wear your toy for the day, but for thirty minutes you will torture your clit as well.”
 
    
 
   I shifted uncomfortably.  “Kari, um… how exactly am I supposed to ‘torture’ my clit?” I asked.  I have a rather sensitive clit and the idea of subjecting myself to unspecified torment was quite unsettling.
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged.  “We’ll have to rotate it out of course.  I think hot waxings, clamps, ice, vibration, whippings, there are all sorts of things!” she said happily.
 
    
 
   I gave her a rather unsupportive look. “Can’t I just get fucked in the ass each day?” I asked plaintively.
 
    
 
    
 
   Kari laughed.  “Oh no!  No!  So let’s start!  It’s a new year already, day one.  And you need thirty minutes of clit torture.
 
    
 
   My clit had already been tortured and was quite sore.  The idea of enduring more, much less making it a daily routine was almost unfathomable.  But Kari suddenly stood, leaving me on my knees.  A moment later she came back and told me to lie on my back with my legs spread.  
 
    
 
   I did as I was ordered. It’s what a slave does.  I had no choice. If Kari wanted to hurt me, to abuse me, she could.  It was that simple.  So I laid back, parted my legs, put my hands behind my head, and tried to brace myself for whatever was coming.
 
    
 
   Her fingertip touched my clitoris and I couldn’t help tensing.  My legs started to come together but I held them open.  Kari bent down and took a long loving taste of my body, running her tongue through my slit and up to my clit.  It surprised me that I felt myself ripen, moisture flooding through me.  I guess I DIDN’T get enough at the party.  Kari began tonguing my clit over and over and in moments I felt the heady rush of pleasure, of delicate sweetness sliding over raw nerves.  For a girl who had been whipped repeatedly between the legs, Kari’s mouth was the much needed remedy.  
 
    
 
   Then she bit me.  Or at least I thought she had.  I felt a horrible pinch right on my clit and as I folded, my hands coming down, Kari moved forward and interposed her body between my hands and my loins. I groaned, twisting my hips as the pain shook me.  It felt like my clit was being crushed between two sledgehammers.  A minute or two later and I was crying, shaking in Kari’s grip.  Slowly, as soon as she was sure I wasn’t going to touch myself and try to remove the clamp on my clit, she let me go, lifting herself up.  I looked down between my legs to see my jumbo alligator clamp, a metal toothed monstrosity, chewing on my clit.  Worse, she had hooked one of my other clamps, a vibrator clamp to the alligator.  A flick of her thumb turned the little bullet vibrator on and the violent shaking translated up to my clit in mind-numbing sexual torment.  
 
    
 
   Kari helped me too my feet.  I stood there, legs spread, trembling, my mind barely cognizant of my surroundings.
 
    
 
   “There.  I think that will make for a good first torment, don’t you?” she asked with a smile.  “I think you should keep that on until you finish picking up the kitchen.”  
 
    
 
   Almost crying, my fingers fluttering at my belly, all while trying to resist the overwhelming urge to free my clit, I nodded dumbly.  “Yes, Kari.”
 
    
 
   Kari reached out and hugged me.  “And tomorrow morning I’ll tie you to the I bench and rub your clit with a toothbrush and some toothpaste for your thirty minutes.”
 
    
 
   I whimpered.  “Yes, Kari.”
 
    
 
   She looked thoughtful.  “Then on Monday you can hot wax your clit.  How does that sound?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Um… I’m expecting my time of the month, mistress.” I whispered, horrified at the thought of what was coming.  
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged.  “Well, I don’t see why we still can’t torture your clit.  But if you’d prefer, we can torment your nipples instead on those days, except you’ll have to endure an hour’s worth, not just thirty minutes.”
 
    
 
   She turned and started walking into the kitchen. I followed, the vibrator clamp dangling from my clit bumping into my thighs.  I waddled along, my pussy in agony.  She picked up a dish and handed it to me, clearly wanting me to rinse it and put it in the empty dishwasher.
 
    
 
   “Ginger root would be good too, don’t you think?  And maybe small rubber bands?  Or I could buy you one of those vacuum pumps with the little plastic tubes to suck your clit into.  I still like the idea of clamps.  And of course your butterfly clitoral vibrator on high would be perfect too.”
 
    
 
   I rinsed the dish and put it away in the dishwasher.  My clit burned and I felt the slow rekindling of my sexual urges build in the depths of my belly.  Kari slapped a hand across my ass, making me jerk forward, setting the clamps swinging.  I hissed in pain.
 
    
 
   “So, how do you like THAT new year’s resolution?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  It was the only thing I could do.  I summoned the courage to say it aloud.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Kari. I love it…”
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: bristles]Bristles
 
   01/09/2012
 
    
 
   “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I asked in a grumpy tone.  Mike, my friend, the hardware store manager, looked up at me with a gleam in his eye.  
 
    
 
                 “Of course I am.  It’s not often a girl calls me up and asks me to…”
 
    
 
                 I snorted, cutting off his eager explanation.  “Yeah whatever,” I said roughly.  I rocked my hips, trying to get comfortable, but the fact that I was doing the splits on Mike’s couch made things a bit tough.  The rough hemp rope wrapped around each ankle and down over the ends of the sofa, tied off to the legs, was more than enough to keep me from going anywhere.  My thighs were uncomfortably stretched.  Mike finished tying off my wrists as well, putting me in a position that nothing short of a maniac with scissors would be able to free me from.  With a grin, he settled down on the floor in front of me and reached out to touch.
 
    
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
                 I groaned.  I wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing, something Mike had already taken advantage of several times.  I was practically doing the splits and my exposed sex was glistening already with moisture, the petals opened and the inner flesh bare.  A thin white wire appeared from the depths of my well.
 
    
 
                 “Feel good?” he asked.  His finger slid through my naked slit, stroking the soft folds until he got to my clit.  The triple vibroballs continued to buzz inside me, the large white remote lying along my left thigh.  
 
    
 
                 “Very,” I moaned softly.  Mike’s touch was delicate, but also extremely controlled.  His fingers slid up to my clit and worked it round in circles.  I gasped at the caress.  It was light, exquisite, and felt incredible.  
 
    
 
                 “I’ve always wanted to try this on a girl,” he said with a grin as he settled down.  He picked up the motorized toothbrush and capped it with a decent dollop of toothpaste. I like the baking soda kind.  With a studiously intense look, he pressed the bristles to my exposed clit and turned on the brush.  I hissed as the little nylon bristles began rubbing at one of the most tender spots on my body and as I tensed, I felt the tingle and sting of the toothpaste as the brush created a tiny froth of bubbles that coated my clit.  I pulled hard against the rope holding me open, unable to close myself or protect my tender bits from the torture.
 
    
 
                 “Are you even going to be able to handle thirty minutes of this?” asked Mike, who was now using his wrist to get more back and forth action.  Already my hips were jerking around and my responses were coming in short groaning bursts of sound that really were about as complicated as I was capable of handling at that particular moment.  A mixture of pain and pleasure erupted up from between my legs as Mike swept the brush back and forth across my clit.  I groaned out loud.
 
    
 
                 “So your anniversary is coming up this weekend,” Mike said conversationally.  He lifted the bristles up for a moment and then pushed them back down, driving the little sharp tips into my clitoris and eliciting a cry of desperation from me.  “I feel sort of disappointed that you didn’t ask me for an assignment.  After all, you and I go way back.”  There was a rapid flutter of the toothbrush against my flesh and the nerves in my clit announced loudly that they were being over-stimulated.
 
    
 
                 I let out another moan. “I-I-I’m sorry!” I stuttered, my mouth having trouble interpreting my brain, especially when my words were punctuated with ribbons of agonizing sexual torment erupting from between my legs.  It wasn’t just that something was happening to me down there.  It was harsh, like cleanser, or sand and all I really wanted was for it to stop.  Or more honestly, to get more intense.
 
    
 
                 Mike began moving his hand in circles, making sure to brush the sides of my clit and not just the very tip.  I squealed and bucked, my loins thrusting wildly.  The triple vibroballs inside me continued to purr and I began shaking.  The tingling burning of the well frothed toothpaste caused my chest to heave and we weren’t even five minutes into the torment!
 
    
 
                 “I was thinking, that if it were me giving you one of the many anniversary assignments you have to do, I would want you to do something that appealed to a broader audience,” Mike said, still scrubbing.  His movements weren’t terribly forceful, but the heavy nylon bristles scraped against my tingling skin in ways that had me shaking.
 
    
 
                 “A b-b-broader audience?” I gasped.  My hips thrust forward, trying to fuck the stupid motorized toothbrush.
 
    
 
                 Mike nodded, his tone still conversational, as if he were totally ignoring my sexual state.   In fact, he wasn’t even looking at my clit anymore.  He had swiveled so that he could lean up against the couch, his clean shaven cheek against my thigh.  He was staring thoughtfully past my froth covered pussy, almost letting my own desperate movements handle the continued stimulation.  I grit my teeth and tried not to scream.
 
    
 
                 “What…uggnng… did you… oooh… have in… unnngghh….mind?” I asked, my sentence punctuated by the groans and gasps that I couldn’t seem to control.  My clit tingled and my toes curled as I felt the orgasm approach like a freight train.  The clock across from us on Mike’s home theater system told me I hadn’t even hit the ten minute mark.
 
    
 
                 “I’m not sure.  I mean obviously it couldn’t be something you’ve already done.  That would just be boring.  Who wants to read about the same thing over and over again, right?” he observed.  A quick glance up at my flushed face caused him to dig the brush into me and rub harder.  I let out a high pitched squeal and then violently shuddered, the orgasm ripping through me like a lawn mower on nitro.  He lightened up as my head lolled to the side and my eyes went glassy, but he didn’t stop.  The toothbrush continued buzzing away at my clit.  I let out a pain wracked whimper.
 
    
 
                 “Maybe I should assign you to go somewhere a little different, like a roller rink or something.”  He grinned and slid the motorized toothbrush back and forth across my exposed nub.  “Have you ever tried roller skating while being sexually tormented?” he asked.
 
    
 
                 I shook my head.  My pussy felt like someone was sanding it followed by a dipping in lemon juice and mint oil.  I hissed through clenched teeth. “No.”
 
    
 
                 Mike looked thoughtful. “But then again, it probably wouldn’t be cool to see you fall and crack your head open or anything like that.”  He reached up to the triple vibroballs remote and turned them higher.  The roar between my legs increased and I let out a high pitched wail.  “Or perhaps your assignment could be a dinner date with me?” he asked playfully.
 
    
 
   My body was about as tense as a fighter pilot going through a nine “G” loop.   I sucked in another breath through the haze of pain and desperate sexual stimulation.  “D-d-d-dinner sounds g-g-good.”  I blinked my eyes, trying to focus.  My vision was blurry and I couldn’t clearly see the clock, but it looked like I still had fifteen minutes left.
 
    
 
                 “Hey, have you ever been machine fucked?” Mike asked.  He began tapping the brush against my clit, rather than rubbing the stiff bristles against the swollen red and chaffed skin.  Each blow, despite being nothing more than a finger tap, felt like hammer strikes to me.
 
    
 
                 My sobs came in heavy chest heaving wracks and Mike didn’t even bother to stop hitting my clit.  Slowly the strokes came harder and my loins twisted upward to meet them.  I shook, biting my lip as I felt my second orgasm begin to flood through me, working through my veins like liquid fire.  
 
    
 
                 “Wouldn’t that be cool, Bre?  You here at my place, mounted for an entire day on a double dildoed fucking machine while I tortured your nipples and clit?”  He hummed a little in thought and changed the tapping of my clit for another round of back and forth scrubbing.  I let out a brittle cry, tears welling up and trickling down each cheek.  It hurt. Oh god it hurt so fucking much!  I just wanted it to never stop!  Hurt me!  Fuck me!  End me!  Abuse ME! 
 
    
 
                 “I’ve got all sorts of stuff at the hardware store that I could use on you.  Pressure clamps, spikes, weights, that rubber hose we got in last week.  Heck!  Think of the torture I could inflict on you, for an entire day!”  He pressed hard on the bristles brush and worked it rapidly against my clit.  I screamed then, my entire body convulsing in agonized ecstasy as I exploded wetly, squirting out my cum.  Mike avoided it easily, but then merely set the brush head, the vibrating brush head, back against my clit.
 
    
 
                 My brain was fried.  Overload.  Too much.  Mike turned up the vibroballs, letting them roar at their maximum level.  I let out a whimper, too tired, too dazed to do anything but gibber uselessly.  I sat there quivering like gelatin on an airplane, and I’m pretty sure I was drooling too.  The only thing I was aware of was the burning sensation between my legs.
 
    
 
                 The buzzing didn’t stop and Mike looked up at me.  “So what do you say, Breanne?  Ready to accept my anniversary assignment?  Think you can handle twelve hours of non-stop fucking while I methodically and gradually do incredibly evil things to your nipples and clit?”  
 
    
 
                 I blinked, unable to comprehend who this was between my legs, or what he was doing, much less what he was asking.  All I knew was that there was something rubbing my clit, hurting me, turning me on, torturing me.  I said something nonsensical, mere gibberish because coherent thought wasn’t even an option for a girl in my condition.  My entire body trembled from brainstem overload and Mike didn’t lift the motorized toothbrush from my clit for even a second.  
 
    
 
                 “Well?  Do you agree?” he asked. “No need to actually say anything.  Just nod.”  He pushed the toothbrush harshly against my flesh, digging it in and sending a ribbon of pain through my spread legs that made me jerk forward, my head flopping downward as I opened my mouth in a silent cry of suffering.  
 
    
 
                 “Oh good!  Just two more minutes.  Should we try for another orgasm?” Mike asked, glancing at the clock.  Then he began rubbing the brush violently back and forth, moving it only a single inch in either direction, up and down, right and left, never once letting it up from that tender little bit, my swollen, my chaffed, my damaged little clitty.
 
    
 
                 I came all right. Passed out too.  When I awoke I was still bound in the splits and Mike was kneeling before me, his cock buried to the hilt in my pussy.  I groaned and accepted the fucking.  It was only his due. I had promised it to him before we started.  I needed help with my resolution, the one forced upon me by Kari, to torture my clit for thirty minutes, non-stop.  Mike had graciously agreed.
 
    
 
                 And so had I.  Double dildos.  All day.  Non-stop.   Hope you’re looking forward to it.
 
    
 
                 I am.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: apainfulanniversary]A Painful Anniversary
 
   01/11/12
 
   Nothing motivates like pain.  It's a feral beast, an animal that tears into you, spurring action. It makes you move, to seek relief, and it does so easily, without thought.  Of course, pain can also do other things, especially to someone like me, if it's applied correctly, thoughtfully, deliberately, with intent to motivate certain behaviors.  It can make me do crazy things, in wild places, along with making me very very wet.   But what can I say?  I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut. 
 
   My name is Breanne Erickson and if you don't know me already, well that's easy enough to fix.  I'm five foot four and a quarter, which is just tall enough to reach the bottom shelf on kitchen cabinets, and not high enough to reach the shelf we keep the coffee mugs on.  It's sort of pathetic.  I'm termed "petite" in polite clothing circles, which means it's hard to find jeans that fit.  It also doesn't help that I weigh about a hundred and seventeen pounds when dripping wet and naked.  That can go up of course, depending on whatever dildo I've got rammed up inside me.  I'm a bit busty, moving into the upper C range, which makes me look just a tad bit top heavy. I was born a mousy brunette, which is to say that I'm on the blond side of brown and in my natural state makes me look like a bucket of overgrown field mice.  I've taken steps and I've always felt that red hair, fire engine red hair, is the way to go when it comes to increasing the amount of attraction I exert on other people.  I'm bi-sexual.  Why only sample half the food at a buffet, right?  I don't have any tattoos, but I technically have three piercings: both ears and a golden hoop through my right nipple.  That hoop is a long story in and of it self.
 
   Did I get your attention when I said I was a nympho humiliation pain slut?  I'm pretty sure I did.  That normally gets everyone's attention.  I've been one ever since I was a junior in high school, even though I didn’t technically call myself a “NHPS” back then.  My best friend Kari invited me over to watch some of her dad's BDSM video collection.  She had found his bucket of tapes in her parent's closet after her mom and dad separated and she was cleaning.  Over the summer we must have watched every single tape, blankets covering our bodies as we quietly masturbated.  Two weeks before school started she held out several of our favorite videos and asked me to choose.  Which one should we act out?  Our roles were destined from the beginning.  I identified with the girls being tortured in the videos.  Kari identified with the dommes who did the torturing.  I ended up tied spread-eagled to the coffee table while fucked with a cucumber, clamped with clothespins, and lightly whipped until I must have cum three or four times.  Then Kari released me and I did what the girl in the video did.  Kari came next and it started a relationship that has continued in various forms to this day.
 
   But being a nympho humiliation pain slut isn't just about having a mistress, or a master, or even a golden hoop through your nipple.  It's a lifestyle, a choice, and a curse.  And there are rules too.  You should probably learn them, even if you aren't a nympho humiliation pain slut too.  You might bump into me someday and it's a good idea to know how to handle me, just in case.  For example, NHPS Rule #1 states quite clearly that I am to keep myself stuffed with either cock or a sex toy, at all times, in order to keep myself wet and ready for immediate sexual use.  Cool rule, huh?  I have a whole toybox full of crap that I change out daily, usually at Kari's whim, to keep myself stimulated and ready.  I try not to wear the same thing two days in a row.  I'm afraid I might get used to it, which defeats the purpose of being sexually tormented 24/7, doesn't it?  There are other rules of course, but you can look those up yourself.  Trust me. Just google them.
 
   If you have heard of me, that's cool.  I'm popular enough to get fan mail, which is weird, and I've actually gotten marriage proposals from various guys (and one girl) who thought I'd be the perfect partner, despite having never met me in the flesh, based only upon the sex blog I write for.  That's kind of weird, isn't it?  I mean sure, I can cook, clean, play piano, and do it all naked while stuffed with something buzzing, while planning an "abuse Breanne" party for you and your friends, but still... marriage?  It seems... abrupt.  So sure, you might know me from the blog.  Or maybe you've read one of my books, which means you already know all of this already.  Yes.  Books.  I've written three of them and there are two more coming this spring, so eat your heart out.  But I'm not here to plug my books, which would be just totally wrong.
 
   No, I’m going to tell you about my anniversary assignment.  Anniversary you ask?  Absolutely.  Two years on January 15th, writing for a particular BDSM Blog.  What's an assignment you might ask?  Well over the last two years, a wide variety of doms and dommes have made some suggestions, just little tasks of this and that for me to accomplish.  If you've read "Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut," you know what I'm talking about.   If you haven't then you should know it usually starts out with an email.  This one came from Master Brandon, one of my online doms who has a penchant for creating assignments that not just tantalize, but hurt like hell too.
 
   Breanne, Happy Anniversary!  The last two years have been a lot of fun.  Remember that knotted rope walk I made you do?  Twice?  After this you're going to wish that I'd made you do it a third time to celebrate your anniversary.  This one is going to hurt a lot more, but I promise that you'll cum too.  What do you need to do?  Well it's simple.  First off you'll need...
 
   
 
 
   I remember those two rope walks.  Terrible torment.  But assignments are always a little exciting for me.  For someone who absolutely hates getting publicly humiliated, but gets turned on when it happens, or who doesn't like getting hurt, unless it's done in a sexually explicit way, an assignment is usually this test of character, of strength, of will power, and of course my libido.  And there I was, about to start my anniversary assignment.  After my morning chores I grabbed the items specified in Master Brandon’s email, along with my denim duster, and climbed into my Ford F-150 pickup truck.  Don’t give me a hard time about driving a truck.  Technically it belongs to my dad.  
 
    
 
   The ben wa balls I had stuffed into myself at five in the morning rolled smoothly inside me, keeping me moist and in a state of sexual flux. As instructed,  I hadn't cum all morning and for someone who if left to her own devices will masturbate at least two or three times a day, the unceasing sexual stimulation without release was more than enough to set me up. A few moments later I pulled over on the side of the road.  The farm to market roadway that passed just south of my parent's farm was nothing more than a long strip of asphalt (and we were lucky to have that!) which didn’t even sport a center line.  I climbed out of the cab and moved to the front grill in a ritual that spanned all the way back two years.  In one of my very first assignments, Mistress Ellen had devised a way to get me attired appropriately, with maximum opportunity for humiliation, yet with minimized risk.  Her concept was so brilliant, every single one of my other online doms and dommes adopted it, even Kari, who takes a lot of pleasure sitting behind the wheel, watching as I strip at the front of the car.
 
    
 
   A brisk fifty degree wind blew across the dried grasses that lined the edges of the road and I shivered as I removed my heavy denim duster.  Even dressed in the thick, button down, long sleeve shirt and blue jeans, I felt the cutting touch of the icy wind and my fingers rushed to hurry, not wanting to remain exposed for longer than I needed to be.  I knew it was going to get worse before it got better too.  I started unbuttoning my shirt, working my way down, turning my back to the cold wind.  As I tugged the shirt tails out of my jeans I felt the goose bumps rising on my arms.  I quivered and then pulled the shirt completely off.  Underneath I was wearing a simple bra, white lace and elastic and I fumbled for a moment before my fingers found the small clasp behind my back and freed it.  The bra fell loose and instantly my nipples puckered into hard little bumps.  My right nipple ached just a tad bit more thanks to the solid gold piercing that decorated the pink nub.  From the hoop dangled a small padlock, a tiny charm decorated with the black enameled outline of a rose.  It swung violently as I started shivering.
 
 
   I looked down the expanse of bare road.  Not a truck or car in sight and I knew it was likely to remain that way.  There wasn't much down past my parent’s farm and traffic was sparse.  I could have sunbathed naked for an hour and been relatively sure no one would pass me.  Of course, it has happened before.  You can't keep rolling the dice and expect that certain number to never come up.  But the few times I've been spotted, or taken advantage of, have been few and far between.  But hey, those are other stories and you can read them later... or maybe you've already read them, which would be sweet!
 
 
   I struggled with my belt buckle for a moment before managing to get my jeans open.  The zipper dropped and then I was pushing, forcing the heavy denim down my bare legs.  The panties I was wearing weren't anything special; simple bikini cut cotton, white in color.  It wasn't like I was expecting to be on display in just my undies.  Besides, I can't afford a shitload of Victoria's Secret stuff (though I admit I'd like some if anyone wants to send me some stuff!  I’m a size 6 and 36c!) As I struggled to kick off my boots and get out of my jeans, the freezing air blasted at my naked body and practically chilled me to the bone.  Finally I managed the jeans, putting one sock clad foot down in the gravel.  The other boot went easier and then my pants crumpled on the ground.  I picked them up, shaking like a leaf, and quickly folded them.  I hurried, grabbing my panties and pushing them down as well.  Bare ass naked, I grabbed my duster and wrapped it around myself, only barely able to keep from falling over.  I closed the heavy blue denim and then collected my clothing and boots, only to retreat to the comfortable warmth of the truck cab.  I started the engine and let the hot air blast, heating me until I was finally able to hold the wheel without having tremors.  The windows steamed up and I sat back in sweet bliss as scorching air blasted out of the vents and warmed me.  I reached down, pulled off my socks, and carefully put on my stripper shoes, a set of crystal clear rubber and plastic soles with eight inch heels.  They were the kind of shoes that said in a loud clear voice "the girl wearing these shoes is a slut.  Please watch her carefully because she might do something slutty."  And it doesn't matter what else she is wearing, trust me.  I took a deep breath, put the truck in gear, and headed north.

 
 
   It was just before ten o'clock in the morning when I pulled up at the mall.  I parked as close to the front door as I could.  It wasn't part of the requirements, but I suspected that any shortening of the distance I needed to walk would be a benefit.  As soon as I stopped the truck, I reached over to my small bag and pulled out the three items I needed immediately.  Then I opened my duster, trying to keep as much of myself concealed as possible.  There weren’t a lot of passersby, but I didn’t want to put on a show to early in the morning, or attract the attention of the security staff.  Been there.  Done that. Gingerly I reached down between my legs and found the small piece of twine that led to the pair of ben wa balls that had been rolling around inside me all morning.  I tugged them loose, groaning as they popped out from between my labia, coated in the tangy sweet musk of my own lubrication.  With a slight smile, I licked the ben wa balls clean and then dropped them in the bag, exchanging them for a set of triple vibroballs, a new toy I received at Christmas.  Instead of two bullets, bouncing, shaking, and vibrating inside me, I would now have three, each as big as the ones on the regular set of vibroballs.  I slipped them in one at a time, relishing the sensation of being stuffed to the brim.  I turned them on a moment later, setting the dial to maximum.  My pussy convulsed violently around the plastic sex objects and I knew I didn't have long before I came in glorious release.
 
 
   But while triple vibroballs certainly go a long way to encouraging sexual behavior, they aren't exactly painful.  In fact, on the stimulation scale, they're much more potent than my old vibroballs, which only had two bullets.  Now I had three and trust me, the extra object made a major difference.  My hips were already thrusting in and out, virtually fucking the triple vibroballs while I pulled loose the next item.  I braced myself.  I knew this would be painful.  I pulled my duster apart, making sure the tips of my breasts were exposed.  Both were light pink, a perfect contrast to the white of my skin.  Carefully I brought up the alligator clamps, two sharp metal toothed monstrosities that hurt like the dickens and were connected to each other by a single steel chain.  One clamp bit into my left nipple like I was a steak dinner, waiting for consumption, while the other snapped close behind the piercing and padlock on my right nipple.  I felt a tug, a pull, as gravity did its thing with the connecting chain and I groaned.  Thank god I was sitting down!  The teeth dug into both nipples sending shards of exquisite pain lancing through my breasts.  That pain only barely registered in my brain, since it combined with the pulsing rhythm of the triple vibroballs stimulating my pussy.  I almost came right then.  As I struggled to come to grips with the incredible sensation, my fingers found the next item I had been instructed to bring and place upon my person.  It was another metal toothed clamp, another alligator clamp in fact, yet this one was twice the size of the ones currently chewing on my nipples. Tied to one end of the clamp was a soft light string which ended at a simple key ring hoop.  I took hold of the clamp and spread my legs.  Trembling, knowing this would hurt much much more than the splinters of pain piercing both nipples, I readied myself as I positioned the jumbo alligator clamp over my clitoris.  I rubbed my clit with the closed tip, prepping my flesh for the burst of agony.  I pinched the clamp open, set it in place, and then allowed the teeth to close, sinking into my tender soft clitoris.
 
 
   I'm not sure I can describe the blaze of burning sensation that was the pain of my torment.  It burst up through me as if I had been scorched alive, my clit throbbed in agony and my pussy locked down on the three buzzing beads inside me and trembled.  It mixed together in one throbbing, pulsing heat and I let out a moan that would have been heard from one side of the mall to the other had I been inside.  Struggling not to scream or cum, I threaded the string up past my belly button and then between the chain connecting my nipples.  I draped the rope over the nipple clamps chain and then prepared myself.  Yes.  It was about to get worse.  I knew it.  I tugged one of the small two ounce fishing weights from my duster pocket, the tiny hook ready and waiting.  Trembling, on the very edge of orgasmic release, I attached the weight to the ring and let go.
 
 
   Hopefully you understand the nature of my torment.  Basically, the weight applied pressure to both nipples and my clit, tugging on me painfully.  It hurt.  I shook, and not from cold this time.  But my preparations were complete.  I stuffed the triple vibroballs remote into my duster pocket along with the three other weights, and popped open the door.  A blast of chilled wind struck me and the full length of bared flesh.  I hurriedly closed my duster, even while ignoring the shards of pain that exploded through me from my clit and nipples.  Quickly, I buttoned all five buttons of the duster, closing myself off from the cold, but also concealing my naked body and the hellish torture I was enduring.  I locked the truck and stuck the keys in the other pocket, feeling the nine inch Husky dildo which I had been ordered to bring along.  There was also a tiny bottle in that pocket, but let's not get ahead of ourselves.
 
    
 
   I guess I should also take a moment to explain a few things about my alligator clamps.  If you happen to be a nympho humiliation pain slut too, don’t run up to your local hardware store, buy a set of alligator clamps, and just go attaching them to your body.  First of all pressure is the important thing to consider whenever you use clamps.  Take for example, your average wooden clothespin.  Those have about four to six pounds of pressure between the “teeth” of the peg.  Alligator clamps, when bought in their natural state, are quite a bit higher.  That means you have to modify them.  Now don’t ask me how.  I had my friend Mike, the hardware store manager do that in exchange for… uh..  well… never mind.  But my point is that I’ve got my alligator clamps set to around three to four pounds.  I also dulled the teeth enough so that they wouldn’t break skin.  Now, you have to understand these things still HURT.  But come one, the idea isn’t to be gushing BLOOD now is it?
 
 
   I tried to hurry, but as anyone who has been cruelly bound like I was, you know that walking fast when your clit and nipples feel like they're being torn from your body is not something that motivates you to move fast.  It also didn't help that I had one of the most powerful orgasms I've ever experienced when I was still about twenty feet from the door of the Outdoor Store.  I ended up drifting to the side of the entrance, gasping, thankful no one was out there to see me, because my hips were doing this plainly erotic dance as I struggled not to fall down.  The triple vibroballs seemed to be the pushing factor and even after I came they continued buzzing inside me, allowing me to come down from my climax only so far before turning me right around again and pushing me back up.  For a moment, the cold helped me.  It cooled me down, the sharpness allowing my brain to somewhat deal with the riot of sensation, the overload of sexual stimulation, and the crushing bite of the clamps.  It took a minute or two, but I finally straightened, no longer leaning on the wall, and entered the mall.
 
 
   The outdoor store is this huge single room that has everything from a giant freshwater aquarium to boats to hunting bows inside.  I like it because I've been fucked a number of times in this building.  The dressing rooms are large and roomy, and despite a few rather difficult encounters, most of the staff I've met has been very understanding.  Of course, I say that ignoring the fact that I've also gotten in to some serious trouble in this store and technically am probably persona non grata.  But hey, they haven't caught me long enough to trespass me yet!  In any event, I wasn't really interested in completing the first portion of my assignment here, besides I still had to go talk to Julie, another one of my long time mistresses who enjoys using me.  Or is it abusing me?
 
    
 
   Despite the fact that I was wearing a rather shapeless duster, I felt the eyes of practically every male around me latch on too my ankles and work their way up.  I knew what was going through their minds, not because I'm psychic or anything, but because it was obvious.  What would YOU think if you saw a pretty girl, with dyed, fire engine red hair, walking around wearing a calf high duster and stripper high heels?  You'd wonder "is she wearing anything under there?"   I know that's what they were thinking, and the knowledge they were thinking it, combined with the fact that they were right to think it, made me even more embarrassed and turned on.  Of course I blushed scarlet, once more trying to pick up the pace, only to be halted to a slow and steady, hip-rolling walk thanks to the excruciating bite of the clamps.  I turned left and proceeded down the concourse, attracting attention like a candle pulls in bugs.  No one approached or said anything, and while it took me almost ten minutes to get to Julie’s small jewelry store, I managed without any additional issues.  
 
 
   I met Julie on another assignment, much like this one, except it didn't hurt as much.  In an instant Julie had understood my psychology, my bent, my interests, my perversions and despite the fact that she is a full six or seven years younger than I am, she took me in hand.  I've done several "assignments" either with her, or created by her, each one a mixture of public humiliation and some pretty intense whippings.  I've experienced some rather wild scenarios with Julie, but there is one thing I've learned about her over the last year and a half.
 
    
 
   She's a hitter.  Usually the first thing that happens to me when I get into Julie’s store is a vicious smack across both breasts.
 
    
 
   I entered the store and her face lit up.  She knew I was coming of course. I had emailed her Master Brandon's instructions several days earlier and since her store was empty of customers, she came right up to me and grabbed me in a bear hug.  The clamps dug into me and I almost lost it again, but then she was pulling me into the back room.  I followed obediently and entered the small storage area.  There was a desk, some shelves, a small bathroom, and some electrical stuff against one wall.  Julie merely pushed me over toward the desk chair, bent me over, which did nothing to relieve the pain in my nipples and clit, and lifted the back of my duster.  The impact of her hand on my ass was brutal and the two ounce weight hanging from my breasts bobbed, even under my duster.  Pain exploded through me and I gasped, the heat in my ass almost eclipsed the throbbing heat of the clamps.  She spanked me again, hard and I let out a tiny cry, trying to stifle it.  Another stroke came and I couldn't hold the position anymore, straightening and moving my hands to cover my bottom.  Master Brandon had NOT instructed Julie to spank me red.  She was doing that on her own.  On the other hand, it beat the hell out of her smacking me across both tits.  She gave me a dark look.
 
    
 
   "Are you ready to start?" she asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.  
 
    
 
   "Fine.  Open the coat and give me the bottle," Julie commanded.
 
    
 
   With trembling fingers I turned and opened the front of my coat.  Five buttons took a while but I managed.  Then I fished the small bottle of oil from my pocket and handed it to her.  Julie inspected the clamps, eliciting another cry from me as she tugged on the weight.  Then without another comment, she uncapped the bottle and allowed several drops to fall down upon my left nipple.  As soon as the oil coated the crushed and bitten nub, she moved over to my right breast and repeated the process.  By the time she was angling to coat my clit, my left nipple felt as if it had been dipped in molten lava, burning and tingling in this cold heat that seemed to enhance my perception of the toothed maw crushing my nub.  Seconds later my right nipple joined the first and I started hyperventilating as my clitoris suddenly reported a strange tingle that had nothing to do with the clamp.  Julie straightened up and gave my weight another tug, sending another jolt of harsh pain exploding through me.  Then she handed me the bottle, told me to button up and get started.
 
    
 
   I stumbled out of the jewelry store and headed down the concourse in a state of sexual agony.  I desperately wanted to cum, in ways that you possibly couldn't imagine.  The triple vibroballs were humming like mad inside me and even the clamp on my clit was erotically stimulating.  It hurt, yes.  It made me want to cum.  I dipped into a larger clothing store and worked my way to the back, toward the dressing rooms, disappearing inside with a snatched outfit.  As I closed the door behind me my body trembled and I struggled to open my coat.  I hurriedly tugged the three vibroballs out from between my legs, hastily shutting them off before pulling my dildo out of my duster pocket. The Stinging O lube still burned between my legs and at the tips of my breasts, but I rammed that rubber cock into myself with as much force as I could muster.  I sat down on the little bench, the chain and weight tugging at my breasts and clit.  Pain exploded through me as much as pleasure and I frantically thrust the thick rubber cock into myself in what can only be described as desperate wantonness.  My hips jerked wildly, my chest heaved.  The thick squelching sound of the cock being drawn in and out of my pussy was clearly audible and my moans of relief, of anguish, of need, filled the little room.
 
    
 
   When I came I couldn't help crying out.  I exploded in a wet burst that soaked my thighs, my hand, my rubber dildo, not to mention a good portion of the seat beneath me and even a bit of my duster.  I doubled over, trying to recover, but the stimulation that had taken me to this point didn't stop.  Most girls, when they've orgasmed once, or sometimes twice, start to develop a sensitivity to the stimulation, a sort of edge that is distinctly unpleasant.  I'm technically no different.  Except for one thing.  Being hurt turns me on.  Some people think I'm sick. Some think I'm just fucking weird.  A doctor I once explained my nature too told me that I had severe psychological damage and recommended therapy.  A priest I once confessed too told me that I was seeking out punishment for my sins and could he please have a blowjob.  So you can see, I'm a bit fucked up.  In any event, after that orgasm at the mall, in that dressing room, my torment changed.  I was stuck in the classic Catch 22 scenario.  The orgasm hurt.  The hurt turned me on.  Being turned on drives me to orgasm.  The orgasm hurts.
 
    
 
   Already, my brain was shutting down.  I pulled the dildo out of my sodden pussy, licked it clean as quickly as possible, and shoved it back into my pocket. I replaced it with the triple vibroballs, which quickly did something inside me that had me shuddering. I pulled another one of the two ounce weights out of my pocket.  This was hooked on the key ring that dangled from the nipple clamp chain between my breasts, the long line stretching down to my clamped clit.  The extra two ounces didn't hurt that much, but I could tell it was there and the doubling of the pressure on my clit and nipples slowly became this overwhelming presence that I could barely deal with.   As it was, I struggled to get my duster closed.  I buttoned it from the bottom up and as I got to the fifth and last button, I remembered another one of the little instructions Master Brandon had given me.  My fingers fell away, leaving the last button undone and I took a deep breath before exiting the little room.  
 
    
 
   There was a clerk outside and she was looking at me in a concerned way, at least until she saw my shoes.  That combined with the duster, along with enough skin beneath my neck to make it relatively clear I wasn't wearing anything underneath the duster, made her grimace in disgust.  I blushed, totally humiliated as she categorized me in the "fucking slut" column.  I hurried away, heading back to the jewelry store where Julie waited.  This time she had a few customers so I was forced to loiter, my loins trembling as I struggled not to squirm and wiggle in pain induced sexual desperation.  Finally Julie was free and I was pushed into the back room.  A quick check of my clamps and weights followed and then she asked for the bottle of Stinging O.  In all honesty, the burning chemical reaction of my oil lubricant really didn't overwhelm the pain of the alligator clamps.  But Julie was good and dripped healthy amounts onto each breast and then my clit.  This time though she worked the oil into my heavy breasts with her fingers, moving my clamped chest around and sending more sparks of agony up through my nipples.  Then she helped me button my duster again, four buttons worth.  She turned me around, swatted me on the ass, and sent me out once again.
 
    
 
   I stumbled through the mall, which is actually not as hard as it seems when you're making a fool of yourself while tottering around on platform heels that shoot you skyward a full eight inches.  I'm experienced walking in heels, as a nympho humiliation pain slut you have to be, but I'm NOT used to doing it while stuffed with three, vibrating, egg sized bullets, while my clitoris and both nipples are caught in painful metal toothed clamps, all while those same spots are drenched with an oil mixture that is four parts grapeseed oil, two parts chili oil, and one part cinnamon oil.  The human body just isn't designed to handle that and still look like a sex goddess walking.  I started attracting not just attention, but a few humanitarian inquiries.  Those are always tough to handle.  What do you say when someone asks if you're okay?  "Oh yes, I'm fine thank you. I just have three metal clamps chewing on my privates while the sex toy that's stuffed up inside me is going crazy!"
 
    
 
   Sometimes honesty is NOT the best policy.  
 
   
  
 

 
 
   After the third time I was approached, asked if I was okay, and eye-fucked by the good Samaritan, I found another store.  I made a precursory browse, selected an item to "try on", and disappeared into the tiny changing room at the back.  It was much smaller than the first one I had found myself in, but at that point it didn't matter.  What mattered was that I was allowed to turn off the vibroballs.  I sighed in bliss as they went silent and I'll admit I took my time pulling them out, licking them clean of my juices, and then putting them aside.  I still hurt of course, but without the triple vibroballs driving my libido, I regained a bit of control.  I tugged my dildo out of the duster pocket, spread my legs, and slowly drove it in with one steady push.  
 
    
 
   Ever been fucked with a dildo?  If you're a guy, the answer to that question is a resounding no.  If you're a girl, I hope you HAVE been fucked with a dildo.  Don't get me wrong, cock is great.  Real cock is the best.  But there are aspects of dildos that I really like.  One of them is I can screw them in at the pace I want.  And right then, I wanted slow, heavy, thick, and deep.  Really deep.  I almost wished I had brought my Core Driller dildo, a twelve inch monstrosity shaped like a black rocket ship.  When that thing goes deep I feel it pressed against my cervix.  The nine inch Husky dildo was nice of course, but I had to work it back and forth, twisting my hips, to get the depth I needed.  Every time I twisted of course, the two weights that dangled down near my belly tugged on the string and chain.  Sharp sparks seemed to shoot through my breasts and up from between my legs.  The collective sexual hurt I was feeling was quite impressive.  There was the painful crushing sensation of the clamps chewing on my clit and nipples, throbbing as my heart labored to push blood into the crushed tips.  Then there was the steady tug on those clamps, adding a whole new dimension of agony to the hurt I was already experiencing.  This hurt was sharp, like shocks of electricity, which to be honest, I've had done to me before.  You don't know agony until you've been tazered between the legs, trust me.  While this wasn't that bad, it was still a steady torment, like having needles repeatedly thrust into sensitive parts.
 
    
 
   Yes, I've had that happen to me too.
 
    
 
   Then of course there was the fact that my pussy had been over-sensitized by the vibroballs.  Hell, not just the vibroballs.  The ben wa balls I had worn from early that morning had started the process, getting me sexual aroused, keeping me that way, every step rubbing my insides so that if felt like I was being constantly finger fucked.  Not enough to get off of course, just enough to keep me soaked and wanting.  Then the triple vibroballs did their dance inside me, stirring me like a boiling pot of pasta, waiting for me to turn into a limp wet noodle of sexual yumminess.  Add the nine inch rubber dildo, and you can just imagine the sensations going through my body.  Season with the threat of public exposure, and a dash of exhibition, and you have a recipe perfect for the torment, a major torment, of a nympho humiliation pain slut celebrating two years of doing sexually insane things.
 
    
 
   Don't try this at home kiddies.  Try it at the mall.
 
    
 
   I exploded with a teeth rattling groan that wrung me like a wet rag.  I slid down, my body puddling just as surely as the dripping juices streaming from between my legs.  I tugged the dildo free, another groan as it left my pussy empty and I seemed to collapse against the wall, just resting, savoring the after glow of extreme orgasm.  Sure, there were still hurts, and they still pressed against me, urging me into another orgasmic ordeal.  I ignored them for a bit though and when I finally felt the wash of endorphin and adrenaline fade, those hurts rushed back with a sharp edge.  I gasped, rolling up into a ball, which did not make my clit or nipples feel any better.  I struggled to get the vibroballs back into my pussy and finally managed, once again turning them on to their highest setting.  My pussy clamped tightly around them and my hips jerked and I found myself whispering in desperation "More please... hurt me.  More... please hurt me."
 
    
 
   Yes, that is disturbing. Don't you find that disturbing?  As soon as my own personal earthquake machine was once again buried in the crevasse between my legs, I pulled the third two ounce weight from my pocket.  I clipped it next to the other two and bit my lip as the added pressure pulled on my tender bits even more intensely.  I cried out, whimpering as I buttoned up my duster.  This time however I left the top two buttons undone, revealing conclusively that I wasn't wearing a shirt.  You still couldn't see my nipples, but you could see the top half of both breasts easily enough.  I stumbled out of the dressing room and worked my way out of the store.
 
    
 
   The walk back to Julie's store was agonizing.  Everything hurt.  I had to stop frequently because walking was rubbing something inside me, making the vibroballs move in a way that send sharp shards of sensitized stimulation up through me.  Once I thought I was going to cum from it and I ducked into a small store and just stood there at the entrance, mouth open, hips jerking as I struggled to master the pleasure, the pain, the humiliation.  I succeeded and kept going, arriving at the small jewelry store in a state of mind reserved for victims of torture and extreme sexual addiction.

 
 
   Have you heard of sexual addiction?  I have.  In fact, even though I've never been officially diagnosed with it, I suspect that I am a classic case.  If I'm allowed to, I'll masturbate three or four times a day, though I admit being constantly stuffed with sex toys keeping you in a state of sexual need might contribute to that.  But even when I was living with Kari in college, I was constantly wanting sex. It didn't matter to me.  All I needed was a reasonably healthy male, or hell... sometimes just something cock shaped, to fulfill my needs. Sex addiction is a serious condition that requires patience and understanding to deal with.
 
    
 
   I love being addicted to sex.
 
    
 
   Julie pushed me into the back room and I unbuttoned my duster to prove to her I had the third weight dangling from my clamp harness.  I don't know what else to call it.  Harness seems to work.  Six ounces of lead swung midway down my torso, pulling hard on the three alligator clamps attached to my privates.  Oh god it hurt.  It didn't help either when Julie pulled a thin plastic rod, as thick as a straw and as long as three feet, from out of her desk.  I was instructed to remove my duster.  Naked except for the harness of course, clamps and all.  The wire to the triple vibroballs remote stretched across the room from my pussy to the duster draped on the desk chair.
 
    
 
   "Do you think this is going to hurt?" she asked as she raised the cane.  I nodded vigorously.
 
    
 
   The cane whistled sharply and impacted on my ass.  I yelped, loudly and then groaned as the sting blossomed sharply in my rump.  Julie let loose another stroke and added a second welt to the first, striping my rear end in deep red lines.  Another two strokes followed, each one punctuated by Julie looking out the window of the little back room to see if there was anyone in her store.  Evidently there wasn't because she swung again each time.
 
    
 
   "Four more on your ass, or one across your breasts?" she asked.  I visibly quailed. It's one thing to get a cane stroke across your ass.  It's another to get one on your breasts when both nipples are caught tightly in alligator clamps.  But I knew what she wanted to hear.  
 
    
 
   "Please Mistress, Julie... can I have both?" I asked, my voice cracking.  Julie grinned in delight and kissed me passionately. Her tongue drove into my mouth and when she finally broke the kiss she kept one hand on the back of my neck.
 
    
 
   "I want you!  Come over to my place tonight, please?" she begged.  I nodded.  Sex slaves don't argue.  Besides, NHPS Rule #2 states clearly that a nympho humiliation pain slut can not refuse instructions given to her directly that do not violate her limits. 
 
    
 
   Julie grinned and then raised the cane.  A single stroke across my ass brought me to the verge of tears and as I was reeling from that, she brought the cane down across the tops of my breasts.  It wasn't a very hard stroke, but it certainly left a red line across both.  New pain riddled through me and Julie hit my ass again.  Then to my shock, she laid another red welt across my bosom, even closer to my nipples.  I screeched and she tossed aside the cane and slammed her hand into my backside three or four times for each cheek.  
 
    
 
   I felt like I was on fire.  My loins were sopping wet and jerking around even as my central nervous system tried to cope with all of the signals streaming from my rear end, my loins, my nipples, my clit, and even the tops of my breasts.  But unlike you, or maybe LIKE YOU, my brain does weird things.  All of those pain signals shot up through my spine, got to my brain, and were suddenly converted into something only a masochist, a sexual masochist, could love.  My pussy tightened convulsively and I knew I was right on the edge again.  Julie sensed it too and she smiled at me.  She pulled the bottle of Stinging O out of my pocket and quickly dripped enough oil on my tits and pussy to set me on fire.  Streaks of oil slipped down the undersides of my breasts and onto my abdomen.  My entire slit was slick with oil.
 
    
 
   "Button up, girl.  It's time for another walk," Julie said, pulling back after tucking my bottle back into my pocket.  I buttoned up my duster, once more leaving two of the fasteners loose.  As before, half my breasts and most of my cleavage was clearly on display, however the big issue was no longer "she isn't wearing a shirt!" It would be "Holy shit!  Someone WHIPPED her tits!"  Julie pushed me out into the mall and sent me on my way with another swat to my bottom, which I barely felt through the duster.  
 
    
 
   I wobbled and walked, haltingly, struggling not to cum, not to scream, not to fall down, not to attract attention.  It was the hardest thing I've ever had to do in my life.  I didn't make it as far as the first time, and I ducked into another clothing store that had changing rooms.  I was clearly out of it.  I even forgot to grab something to "try on".  I just stumbled into the dressing room, practically ripped my duster open and yanked the triple vibroballs out from between my legs.  I didn't bother cleaning them.  Instead I just dumped them, soaked in my juices, on the seat beside me, and grabbed my dildo.  It went in quick and I pumped frantically, my body as tense as a guide wire.  I plugged away, grinding the dildo into my body, wanting and needing this third orgasm.  Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew that I just had two left.  Four orgasms.  It was all that was required.  But I also knew the fourth would be the hardest.  Or perhaps, the easiest.  I exploded wetly as my imagination painted the picture of what was cumming, and it was me, stuffed with cock, pumping wildly.  
 
    
 
   When I was done I blinked.  My duster was off and lying on the floor of the dressing room, the seat was a mess of wet goo, my dildo was half in and half out, and I hurt practically everywhere.  I groaned and struggled to my feet.  I picked up the duster and slung it over my shoulders.  My fingers felt numb and my vision seemed blurry.  I felt as if each breath was a bit of a struggle.  The Husky dildo fell out of my pussy onto the floor and it took me three tries to pick it up.  Then I spent another three or four minutes working the triple vibroballs back into my body.  I wondered if anyone would know if I DIDN'T turn the vibroballs back on.  But then I realized that Julie would know.  That was the whole point.  She was my backstop, my check.  She made sure I put the weights on.  That I kept the clamps tightly bound to my nipples and clit.  She made sure the vibroballs were turned to maximum.  
 
    
 
   I fished the fourth two ounce weight out of my pocket and clipped it to the key ring.  That meant a full eight ounces of weight were now pulling equally on my nipples and clit, held on by a triplicate set of alligator clamps.  Even though adding the weights had been done incrementally, the full eight ounces seemed so much heavier.  I know literally had half a pound hanging from my most delicate parts.  Sure, half a pound doesn’t SEEM like a lot of weight, but you try hanging that much off your body using alligator clamps.  
 
    
 
   I buttoned up the coat; five buttons, three of which now had to remain open.  I left the top three undone, but quickly revised that idea.  My breasts, bound, clamped, and tugged inward, were clearly on display and even the slightest movement of the duster revealed not only my cleavage, but allowed the weight and my clamped nipples to be clearly seen.  So I secured that button, once more providing concealment to most of my bosom, and instead unbuttoned the lowest fastener.  The clear sheen of cum soaked thighs glistened through the bottom slit of my duster, reinforcing the perception and reality that I was wearing NOTHING under the coat.  The welts across my breasts were still clearly in evidence and as the vibroballs once more started pushing me toward that masochistic excitement of sexual agony and release, I stepped out of the dressing room.
 
    
 
   And was instantly brought up short by a matronly looking woman, wearing a name tag that said Giesle, her arms crossed and giving me a nasty look.  I blinked, trying to decide how much trouble I was in.  I turned scarlet of course, pressed my thighs together, and twisted to head out toward the mall concourse.
 
    
 
   "Just a moment, miss," Giesle said, her voice just a bit harsh.  I made just one more step and then felt her hand lock down on my upper left arm.  She tugged me backward and my back straightened, which of course caused the harness to tighten, pulling hard on the clamps.  I clamped my lips shut in an effort to restrain my cry.  
 
    
 
   "If you think you're getting out of here like that, you've got another thing coming. I'm not stupid.  You're coming with me."
 
    
 
   I protested slightly.  "Wait.  What?  Why?  I haven't done anything!" I exclaimed.  
 
    
 
   Giesle rolled her eyes.  "Sure. That's what all shoplifters say."  
 
    
 
   I blinked.  Oh shit...
 
    
 
   "But I'm not a shoplifter!" I exclaimed.  True enough.  But what was I?  How was I going to admit I didn't take something and conceal it under my coat?  How was I going to explain I was just using their dressing room for an act of public lewdness?  I was pulled into the back room which was much much bigger than Julie's store.  In fact, their backroom could have HELD Julie's little jewelry shop.  I was propelled toward a chair, wobbling along on my high heels.  Inside the back room the mood music couldn't be heard and I could actually hear the buzzing of the vibroballs.  With my heart thudding painfully, I sat down.  My pussy throbbed and I pushed my knees together.
 
    
 
   "What's your name?" Giesle asked.
 
    
 
   "Breanne," I replied. "Breanne Erickson.  But you're making a mistake. I didn't steal anything," I said desperately.
 
    
 
   She nodded while writing down my name.  "Sure.  And that's why you spent fifteen minutes in our dressing room?  And how about the fact that you didn't bring anything out either?  So where is it?" she demanded.
 
    
 
   I shrunk down in my seat, humiliated beyond belief.  This was just too much.  I shook my head.  It didn’t help that the triple vibroballs seemed to be buzzing stronger.  “I didn’t steal anything,” I whispered helplessly.
 
    
 
   Giesle gave me a harsh look.  “Fine.  Empty your pockets and open the coat and show me.  Either that or I call the police.  And just to let you know, if you do have something I’ll call the police anyway.”
 
    
 
   I shrank back.  “I can’t open my coat!”
 
    
 
   “Really?  And why is that?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and looked away.  I couldn’t stop wriggling in my seat either.  My hips were doing their own little dance.  Giesle picked up the phone and started pressing buttons.
 
    
 
   “Wait!  All right!  Okay!”  I gasped.  Giesle paused and looked at me, the phone still up by her ear.  I stood up.  Only two buttons of my duster were closed since the bottom and top two buttons weren’t fastened.  My chest heaved as I reached down and did one, then the second.  My coat popped open, revealing my bare body and I shrugged my shoulders, ignoring the shooting pains it caused in my breasts, and dropped the coat to the floor.
 
    
 
   You should have seen the shocked look on Giesle’s face.  
 
    
 
   “See?” I demanded.  “I didn’t steal anything!”
 
    
 
   Giesle’s eyes were still locked on my body and I felt like I was being eyefucked.  Slowly she put the phone back down in its cradle.  Her eyes locked onto my clamped pussy and followed the light white wire from between my swollen and soaked petals down to the coat which was on the floor.
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” she asked slowly, almost delicately.  
 
    
 
   I let out a soft moan.  “It’s the w-wire to my triple v-v-virbroballs,” I stammered.  Giesle reached down and tugged the remote out of my coat pocket.  
 
    
 
   “So that’s the noise,” she said.  She thumbed the dial down and turned off the vibroballs and I gasped in relief, almost sobbing.  “Don’t those hurt?” she demanded, pointing at the pincers attached to my clit and nipples.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Yes ma’am.  Very much,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “Then why are you wearing them?” 
 
    
 
   “I was ordered too, ma’am.”
 
    
 
   She quirked a single eyebrow up. “Ordered?”
 
    
 
   I nodded again.  “Yes ma’am.  It’s a punishment.  An assignment.”
 
    
 
   Giesle crossed her arms with a snotty look.  “Really?  You walk around like this?  So what were you doing in my dressing room?”
 
    
 
   I licked my lips, trying to frame an answer.  Now that the vibroballs were off, I had a slightly easier time thinking, but it still wasn’t easy.  Do I lie?  Tell the truth?  A half-truth?  I finally looked at her.  “I was resting, ma’am.”
 
    
 
   Giesle looked at me for a moment and then bent back down to my coat.  A second later my keys, the bottle of Stinging O, and the Husky dildo were on her desk next to my triple vibroballs remote.  
 
    
 
   “Resting.  Right,” Giesle said.  Then she reached into the desk drawer and pulled out a black purse.  A small cell phone came out.  She quickly dialed it as I gasped and reached out toward her.  “Don’t worry, I’m not calling the police,” she said contemptuously.  Suddenly, the phone on the desk rang, but Giesle ignored it.  It rang a few more times, but then suddenly stopped.  
 
    
 
   “Hey, Kathy.  Yeah.  No, I’m sure. I’m going to be a bit busy back here for a few minutes.  Can you handle the front?  Sure.  No, that’s fine.  Just make sure I’m not disturbed, all right?  No, I don’t think that’s the situation.  Sure.  Okay.  Thanks.”  Giesle hung up and put the cell phone down.
 
    
 
   “You realize of course that lewd acts are illegal?” she asked me.
 
    
 
   No they weren’t.  At least not the kind I was engaged in.  Trust me, I know the law about public lewdness.  Sure, what I did wasn’t exactly right, but the best Giesle could hope for was to criminally trespass me from the store, which would mean I’d never be allowed to come in again, much less cum in her store again. (Hah hah! Get it? Cum?) Since I hadn’t been on display when she caught me, it was hardly public now, was it?  And since she had basically forced me to disrobe there in the back room, that wasn’t illegal either.  In fact, now that we had established that I hadn’t stolen anything, my continued “detention” boarded on false imprisonment or kidnapping charges.
 
    
 
   But I sensed something a little different in Giesle’s tone.  And technically, she was right.  Lewd PUBLIC acts ARE illegal. I didn’t bother to correct her though. I nodded, trying to maintain an attitude of guilt.  Giesle’s hand moved across the desk to my triple vibroballs remote and she picked it up.  I shivered as I felt the soft and steady thrum start, down at the  lowest setting.  Giesle put the remote back down and stood up, one hand extended.  She began touching me, stroking my breasts around the clamps, running her fingers over my shoulders and down my arms.  Her nails glided across my skin and she reached between my legs, feeling my wetness.  I moaned, closing my eyes.
 
    
 
   “You like that, don’t you?” she asked.  I nodded, putty in her hands.  “Would you like to cum again?” she asked me.  
 
    
 
   “Oh yes please,” I replied, practically swooning as her hands glided over my body.  She took one hand away and touched the remote again.  The triple vibroballs buzzed just a little stronger.
 
    
 
   “I’ll let you cum, but first you have to do it to me,” Giesle said with a husky whisper.
 
    
 
   I blinked.  I wasn’t exactly expecting that, but when she moved away from me and sat back down in the desk chair, spreading her legs, all while pulling up the black skirt she wore, I went to my knees in a heartbeat.  It took us only seconds to get her panties off and I pushed on her thighs, opening her up.  
 
    
 
   She was already turned on, though not nearly as wet as I was.  Her crinkly hair tickled my nose as I ran my tongue through her slit.  She moaned, sliding back in her chair, pushing her sex into my face. I lapped at her clitoris until she trembled and then I slipped two fingers in, thrusting while I continued to tongue her.  She moved and something tapped me on the shoulder.  I pulled my head up to see her holding my Husky dildo.
 
    
 
   “Use this. I want this!” Giesle gasped.  I nodded and grabbed hold of my dildo and replaced my two fingers with the thick rubber cock.  It went in smoothly and I pumped it rapidly while my other hand rubbed at her clit.  She came in moments, exploding with a wet groan before closing her legs, locking my hand and the dildo in between her thighs.  It took her half a minute to come back to earth and when she did her eyes were bright.
 
    
 
   “Stand up and turn around,” she declared.  I did as ordered, presenting my bare backside to her. I felt her finger touch one of the welts Julie had left on my rump and then she pushed me over so that I was half draped across the desk.  The vibroballs suddenly went into overdrive and my new position sent shards of pain through my nipples and pussy.  I heard a wet squelching sound and then Giesle said “spread your legs.”
 
    
 
   I did, and part of me wondered if she was going to pull out the vibroballs.  That’s when I felt something touch my rear end.  It was the tip of my dildo, covered in her goo.  I gasped and started to rise, but Giesle’s hand was on my back and she worked the first inch and a half into my ass.  I tried to relax, to make the penetration easier, but while I’m experienced at taking things up the rear end, it’s not my favorite and I’ve NEVER had my Husky dildo in there.  That didn’t stop Giesle though.  Her left hand came around to my front and gave the chain between my nipples a harsh and forceful tug and you can imagine what THAT felt like.  By the time I was done dealing with the pain, another three inches of cock was buried in my ass.  And frankly, once that mush is in you, the rest is just more.  
 
    
 
   Giesle began pumping the husky dildo in and out of my ass, never quite removing it, but making sure that each thrust was as long as possible.  There was no way for me to take the full nine inches, not up my rear, but I’m pretty sure a good five or six made it’s way there and Giesle punctuated each ramming thrust with a soft tug on the string leading to my clit clamp.  It was agony.  It was ecstasy.  It was more than enough to have me yelling out in orgasmic pleasure.  I collapsed on the desk in a blubbery heap and Giesle continued to slowly and sensuously drive the dildo in and out of my ass.  Then with a final thrust, she pushed the thick rubber cock in as deep as I could take it, eliciting a whimpering cry from me, and patted my butt softly.
 
                 
 
   “There you go.  Now get out of my store,” Giesle said.
 
    
 
   I rose, taking stock.  My triple vibroballs were in my pussy, buzzing away on high.  My clit and nipples were still clamped, with a half pound of weight dangling from the various chains and string attached to those clamps.  Now I also had about seven inches of a nine inch rubber dildo rammed up my ass, and all I had to wear was a duster on which I could only button two of the front buttons.  
 
    
 
   Giesle was nice enough to pick my duster off the floor and hold it open for me.  She stuck the remote into the pocket, as well as the bottle of oil, I struggled to button the two buttons I had fastened before and Giesle helped.  Then she escorted me past the surprised clerk at the front of the store and back out into the mall.
 
    
 
   Walking had been difficult before back when I was merely being over-stimulated by the vibroballs while dealing with the three point pain coming from the clamps.  And let’s not even start on the issue of the stupid shoes I was wearing.  But let me tell you, adding a nine inch dildo up your ass dramatically changes the way you walk and what I really wanted to do was curl up into a small ball in a dark corner and shudder my way into oblivion.  Really.  That’s what I wanted.  No more torture, no more pain, no more orgasms even.  Just quiet and peace.  But being a nympho humiliation pain slut is not about giving in to your base desires.  It’s about will power and keeping your legs open even when someone is taking a sap to your clit.  It’s about stifling those screams when someone brings a cane down on your breasts, right on the nipples.  It’s about staying positive when you know that you are being set up to fail.  It’s about walking back to damn jewelry store, knowing I was  about to get more torture, despite what had already happened to me. 
 
    
 
   It took practically forever to get back to Julie’s shop.  My stomach was churning, mostly from the fact that it was now well past lunch time and I’d had my nipples and clit clamped for well over two hours.  Add in the time the triple vibroballs had been buzzing and I’m surprised I was even mobile.  People were staring at me, my drunken, hip jerking lurch no doubt drawing even more attention than the fact I was wearing shoes that caused me to walk like a slut, and that my duster was flapping open in places, making it rather obvious that I wasn’t wearing much, if anything, under it.  
 
    
 
   In what seems like a miracle, I made it back to the jewelry store without collapsing, or with being dragged off by security.  This time Julie had customers so she merely sent me into the back room with a gesture.  In the quiet solitude of the storage room, I shrugged out of my duster to stand there naked, trembling, as the vibroballs burned inside me.  Everything hurt, from my nipple to my clit.  My bottom ached from where my muscles were locked around the monstrous cock.  At first, I just stood there, hands down at my sides, but as the minutes passed I started touching myself, running my fingers across my skin.  In ever closing circles I brought my fingertips closer and closer to my clamped nipples until finally I touched the metal jaws, flicking them lightly.  Tiny sharp shards worked their way through the throbbing pain, shooting down to my pussy like lightning.  One hand found the weights and I tugged on it once, sending even more hurt through the three points.
 
    
 
   My left hand went to my pussy and I began rubbing my slit, but I couldn’t help myself.  I pushed my fingers inward, masturbating, my thumb lightly tapping the alligator clamp chewing on my clit.  It was too much.  I couldn’t handle it.  I let out a loud gasp as the orgasm washed over me.  It didn’t matter that the torment wouldn’t stop yet.  It didn’t matter I still had at least one more “walk” to do. It didn’t matter that my brain, as fucked up as ever, couldn’t tell the difference between hurt and delight.  As I exploded I twisted the clitoral clamp and bit the knuckles of my other hand.
 
    
 
   Julie found me like that, coming in just as I was panting through the final eruption.  Her eyes widened in alarm at first, but then she realized what I had done.  She examined me for a moment, noting the dildo in my ass, the fourth weight dangling from the key ring, translating into the permanent tug on my clamps.  She noted my swollen sex, the wet and red petals, and she shook her head, not in disappointment, but in amazement.  To my surprise, she reached up to my chest and lifted the weights.  Instantly a new cascade of pain erupted in my nipples as the weight changed how the clamps were chewing on my nubs.  Julie drew the weights through the chain and back down between my breasts, disengaging the whole harness.  She put the weights on the ground and then took hold of the chain between the alligator nipple clamps, pulled it upward, and put it between my teeth.
 
    
 
   I had to keep my head down of course.  If I had pulled upward, it would have done some very painful things to my breasts.  But I’m sure she knew that.  She grabbed her cane, the same plastic rod she had smacked me with before.  I whimpered, eyes wide as she laid it carefully against the underside of my breasts.  She pulled it downward a good seven or eight inches, and then snapped it back with a flick of her wrist.  My god it stung!  I jerked as the fresh pain hit me, my head snapping back involuntarily.  New bursts of agony spread inward from my nipples.  Julie moved around to my other side, placing the rod in exactly the same place, but this time her left hand grabbed the base of the Husky dildo.  When she hit my breasts, I felt her push.
 
    
 
   When she was done, my ass burned, and I had about ten extra stripes across my breasts, reddening them significantly, and making it incredibly clear that I had been beaten there.  My ass wasn’t much better.  She had added a few more welt lines there as well.  She took out my bottle of Stinging O, daubed each nipple, then my clit, and then with a cruelty that only Julie can really display, she drew the Husky Dildo halfway out and lubed it as well.  My weights were replaced, drawing down on the chain between my breasts, hurting my clit and nipples equally.  With that she smiled at me, kissed me, and told me to dress.  She went back out to take care of customers while I struggled to get back in my duster.  It hurt.  
 
    
 
   To be honest, my brain was fried by this point.  I was a psychological mess.  My pussy hurt in ways that I had trouble coping with.  My ass burned.  My nipples felt as if someone had shoved ice picks through them.  My clit… well my clit felt like it had been chewed up and the laid on a hot griddle.   I buttoned my two buttons and stumbled out of the storage room and Julie’s store without a single look of mercy from my tormentor.
 
    
 
   Do you know what desperation is?  Desperation is hurting so bad that it doesn’t matter how you get it to stop.  Desperation is when you are so brain fucked that you’ll consider things you never did before.  I was desperate.  Not for cumming, though that underlined everything.  No, I was hurting.  It was pain that motivated me.  Nothing motivates like pain.  It's a feral beast, an animal that tears into you, spurring action. It makes you move, to seek relief, and it does so easily, without thought.  And so, hampered by the torture, I went down to the outdoor store and looked for someone to relieve my pain.
 
    
 
   Master Brandon’s email had been very specific.
 
    
 
   In order to be able to remove the alligator clamps, you must find a stranger willing to fuck your brains out.  Both you and he must orgasm.  Once these stipulations are met, you MAY ask him to remove the clamps.  
 
    
 
   I wandered into the boating area until I found a guy, any guy.  He was tall, dark haired, old enough to be mature and understanding.  I stepped up to him, my face flushed, my hips thrusting lewdly without my control, and my mouth open.  
 
    
 
                 “Please?  Please can you help me?” I begged.  
 
    
 
                 “My god! What’s wrong?” he asked me, clearly concerned and totally misreading my physical cues.  He took hold of my arms to keep me from falling which was probably a good thing.
 
    
 
                 “Please! I need to be fucked,” I whispered.  
 
    
 
                 His face clouded in confusion.  “What?”
 
    
 
                 “Fuck me, please!  I just need you to screw my brains out.  Please?”
 
    
 
                 He blinked.  “What?  Here?” he demanded.
 
    
 
                 I nodded frantically.  “Take me up there,” I pointed to one of the large boats that had a cabin.  “And fuck me.  Please?” 
 
    
 
                 He shook his head. “I can’t! I’m working!” he said.  
 
    
 
                 I groaned in frustration and stamped my foot. I yanked my duster open a bit, giving him a perfect view of my clamped tits.  “See!  If you don’t fuck me I can’t take these off!” I said forcefully.
 
                 
 
                 His eyes widened even more and he glanced around fearfully.  “Look lady, I don’t know what you’re thinking, but…”
 
    
 
                 I let out a snarl and turned away.  Anger was giving me a little bit of an edge, giving me a tiny bit of clarity.  I started walking away when he grabbed my arm.
 
    
 
                 “Wait!  Okay!  Wait… just a second,” he said softly but insistently.  He turned me around.   “I don’t know what this is, but look, I can take the clamps off you.  You don’t have to offer me sex.”
 
    
 
                 I rolled my eyes.  “Yes I do!  That’s part of the assignment!” I hissed back at him.  “I have to be fucked in order for them to come off!”
 
    
 
                 “Assignment? I don’t understand!” he said.  I shook my head, intending to turn away again.  I felt his fingers tighten on my forearms.  His lips were pressed together and I could tell he was thinking furiously.  Then suddenly he turned, still keeping hold of me. I was pulled and pushed through the virtual sales marina until we stopped at a metal stairway.  It led up to one of the larger boats and he let me loose.
 
    
 
                 “Get up there and wait for me. I’ll be back in a few minutes,” he whispered.  Then he turned and hurried away.   
 
    
 
                 I climbed the gantry, making sure my heels didn’t get stuck in one of the holes pre-drilled in each step.  I climbed and then got in the boat.  There was a seating area at the back and I moved forward to the cabin door.  I went inside and worked my way through a small galley, past the open door of the bathroom (or is it a head?), and found a large, clothing iron, shaped bed that was tucked into the bow of the boat.  I turned and sat down, my pussy throbbing.  I reached into my pocket and turned off the vibroballs, sighing in immediate relief.  I reached between my legs, unbuttoning a single button, and drew them from my body.  I licked each one, more from training than any desire to taste myself.  I dropped them into my duster pocket and then waited.
 
    
 
                 And waited.
 
    
 
                 Five minutes passed, then ten.  I was getting to a point where I was about to leave when I felt the boat tremble.  I heard the metal stairs being climbed and as I sat there on the bed, I stiffened as I waited to see who was boarding.  The cabin door swung open and there he was.
 
                 
 
                 “I’m on break now.  Sorry it took me so long to get over here.  My supervisor wanted me to get two things done before I could go.  He moved closer and saw that my duster was open except for the single button in the center.  I spread my legs and he saw my pussy, including the clamp.  His eyes widened and I stood, my head bumping on the overhead ceiling due to my increased height.  I reached down, unbuttoned the final fastener of my coat, and let it drop, displaying my nudity, the clamps, the weights, my entire torment to his eyes.  
 
    
 
                 “Holy shit!” he exclaimed.  I stepped forward and knelt, unbuckling his pants with an urgency usually reserved for paramedics and soldiers in battle.  He helped as much as he could but I was only interested in his cock and getting it into myself as quickly as possible. He kicked off his shoes and moments later he was naked from the waist down.  His shaft was hard as a rock and needed no encouragement.  I reached for my duster, grabbed an extra condom from the pocket, and then quickly applied it to his shaft.  
 
    
 
                 “How do you…” he started to say but I grabbed his dick and pulled him forward.  I felt the edge of the bed on the backs of my thighs and I fell backward, feeling the Husky dildo drive deeper into my ass.  I spread my legs, bringing my knees upward.  I still had his cock in my right hand and I pulled it toward my sex.  He got the point and a second later I felt the awesome penetration of real cock driving deep into my hole.  It hurt.  It burned a little. I was too sensitive.  I’d been wearing the triple vibroballs for too long.  I clenched my teeth as his thrusting movement ripped through me.  
 
    
 
                 But I am a nympho humiliation pain slut.  And that means that unlike most people, hurting isn’t exactly something to be avoided.  Yes, the fucking hurt me.  But it turned me on as well. I felt the first sweet twinge of… of… I can’t even describe it, that point where you can’t tell the difference.  It’s like a lemon drop at that second were the sour mingles with the last vestiges of sweetness and it’s more than the sum of its parts.  I was there.  At that point.  And I reached up and pulled him down to me, feeling his weight on my body, my nipples throbbing, the clamp on my clit digging in painfully, my ass aching, my pussy…. my pussy exploding.
 
    
 
                 I’m not sure which of us came first.  To be honest, it was probably me.  I was just too far gone.  My eyes glazed over and I was in la la land for probably a full minute as my boating expert finished keel hauling me.  I remember him groaning, his face tightening in that look of astonished release and then I felt him shudder atop me.  He kept his mast buried inside my port and trembled, panting as he finished.  Then he rose slightly, on his arms and looked me in the eye.
 
    
 
                 “Can I take off the clamps now?” he asked softly, his chest still heaving with the exertion.
 
    
 
                 In my mind’s eye, I reread Master Brandon’s email:
 
    
 
                 In order to be able to remove the alligator clamps, you must find a stranger willing to fuck your brains out.  Both you and he must orgasm.  Once these stipulations are met, you MAY ask him to remove the clamps.  
 
    
 
   But you are a nympho humiliation pain slut, and I would be pleased if you kept them on until you got back to your truck.  Your purpose is to be hurt, to be fucked, and to provide pleasure to others.  It doesn’t matter what you want, or what you need.  It only matters that I and others have been satisfied.  If you cum, it is because I desire it, not you.  And so I urge you to obey your nature, your purpose.  Keep the clamps on if you can.
 
    
 
                 I looked my savior in the eye and smiled.  “You can if you really really want to, but I’d prefer it if you left them on,” I said softly, my brain still 
 
    
 
                 His eyes widened in shock.  “But… don’t they hurt?” he asked.  He reached up and gently touched one of the alligator clamps on my nipples.  I felt another twinge and gasped. 
 
    
 
                 I nodded.  “Yes.  And that’s the point.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I’m supposed to hurt.  It’s my purpose.”
 
    
 
                 “To be hurt,” he said flatly in disbelief.  “You like this.”  His finger touched the clamp on my right breast and flicked it.
 
    
 
                 A sharp jolt went through me like lighting and I groaned.  Then to my surprise, I felt a hardening of his cock, still inside me.  My eyes widened and I nodded.  “And to be used, fucked, abused…”
 
    
 
                 “And hurt,” he declared, finishing my sentence.  His fingers tightened on the clamp and twisted it as he began pumping again.  I whimpered, my body instantly responding as he began twisting first one, then the other clamp. My hips thrust up to meet his and we moved in rhythm.  He fucked me.  He used me.  He hurt me.  And I fulfilled my purpose.
 
    
 
                 When we were done he had to help me put on my duster.  The cabin reeked of sex and I’m afraid we left wet spots on the bed’s mattress and sheets.  He left first, but hung around nearby to make sure I didn’t fall and break my neck as I came down those stupid stairs.
 
    
 
                 Stupid shoes.
 
    
 
                 Without the vibroballs buzzing around inside me, the walk back to Julie’s store was only difficult and I managed it without swooning or having to lean against a wall.  Sure the dildo in my ass throbbed in time with my clit and nipples, still clamped, still pulsing, but it wasn’t that bad.  My immediate need had been met and frankly, I hadn’t realized just how much of my torment had been caused by the triple vibroballs.  Clamps hurt, definitely.  But the over-sensitization of my pussy had been the real problem, and I hadn’t even realized it.  Of course the walk wasn’t without its challenges.  Thank god it was short too, because I had been forced to make a decision in that boat.
 
    
 
                 Julie looked up at me and grinned. “So, you decided to keep the fourth button closed. I wondered what you were going to do.”
 
    
 
                 I smiled gamely.  One arm was held tightly to my chest.  My duster was open all the way down the front, until you got to that one point right above my clit.  I shrugged and dropped my arm and both breasts burst out from behind the duster and my arm, displaying the welts and the clamps in clear view.
 
    
 
                 “Very nice.  I figured you’d keep them on.”  She reached out and ran her hand across the weight dangling from the nipple clamp chain. I suppressed the wild cry and shudder it caused.  She grinned.  “Say, are you hungry?” she asked.
 
    
 
                 I nodded.  “Oh yes.  I’m looking forward to lunch,” I replied.  Julie went back to her counter and picked up her purse. 
 
    
 
                 “Why don’t you pick up something here, for both of us?” she asked.
 
    
 
                 I hesitated.  I knew what she was asking.  What she wanted.  What she intended.  And it wasn’t about lunch.  Slowly, gingerly, I reached out for the twenty dollar bill she was holding.  I took it in my hand, only then realizing that my fingers were shaking.  Her fingers latched on mine and drew me close.
 
    
 
                 “You can go pick the food up in a moment,” she said softly.  Her hand reached into my duster pocket and she pulled the triple vibroballs out.  “But first, let’s get you ready.  We can’t have you violating Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1!”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 My name is Breanne Erickson and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  It’s what I am.  I know I’m sick, that I’m deviant.  Maybe I’m even a little crazy.  I know that I’m a masochist, a danger to myself.  I know that I’m a glutton for punishment.  I know what people think about me.  I can see it when I’m doing these assignments, dressing in a way I’d never dress if it was up to me alone, doing things I’d never ever do, if I wasn’t told to.  You have to realize that I absolutely hate it. I don’t LIKE being humiliated like that.  I don’t like having to walk the mall in unceasing pain and sexual torment.  I don’t like being fucked by stranger after stranger.  I don’t like being dressed like a tart and put on display.
 
    
 
   But it turns me on and that is the paradox.  Why do these things have this affect on me?  What is so wrong in my genetic makeup that makes me WANT these things over and over?  Why do I say “please, hurt me!” instead of “harder and faster!” like most women?  Why do I offer myself up to be tortured and abused?
 
    
 
   Because it’s what I am.  It’s my purpose.  So go ahead.  Learn the Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rules.  I know them by heart.  And maybe, just maybe, it will be you I approach someday, in a store, or at the mall, wearing something inappropriate, clearly in distress, my nipples and clit clamped, my hips thrusting, a desperate and wild look in my eye, only to say to you “Please.  I need your help.  Fuck me.  Use me.  Take me...”
 
    
 
   Hurt me.
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne Erickson is the author of “The Society of the Golden Rose” as well as “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” a series detailing her adventures as a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  She writes for Michael Alexander’s BDSM Blog and you can find more of Breanne’s stories at Michael Alexander’s website in the Free Story Archive.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Assignments
 
                 
 
                 I opened my email and pursed my lips.  What was this?  A new assignment?  A request?  I shifted in my seat.  The Core Driller dildo was not exactly comfortable, a normal sensation that I endured on occasion.  I had been wearing it for several hours already and the rough hemp rope thong I was using to keep it in scratched at my labia, clit, and bottom with increasingly irritating frequency.  I tried to keep from rolling my hips, but it was damned difficult.   Twelve inches of hard rubber stuffed inside and hitting your cervix is not something easy to handle.
 
                 
 
                 I scanned the contents and blinked.  How… intriguing.  And how terrible.  I sighed.  I did some quick typing and responded.  
 
                 
 
                 “Max, thank you for your suggestion on a new assignment.  I have to admit, it sort of shocked me.  Some of the things you described were not only outside of my limits, but I’m pretty sure they’re illegal.”  Then I hit send.
 
    
 
                 I rocked in my seat, the thick scratchy rope chaffing my clit.  I closed my eyes, trying very very hard not to thrust again.  Each movement of my hips dragged that damn string through my crotch.  It didn’t help that it was also turning me on.  I tried lifting up and bouncing, but the rope kept the Core Driller firmly implanted.  My computer beeped, distracting me momentarily.  I blinked and opened the email.  Then rolled my eyes.
 
    
 
                 “No,” I typed.  “I don’t have sex with underage kids and while you are right, getting seduced by me would be a sixteen year old boys wet dream come true, it technically is illegal and I’d prefer not to be branded a sexual predator.”
 
    
 
                 Then I hit send.  I brought one hand up under my shirt and tweaked my right nipple, tugging on the gold padlock that hung from the tiny hoop piercing the flesh.  A new surge of animal lust went through me like a rocket and I couldn’t help letting my hips surge forward again, once more sparking that increasingly horrible torment between my legs.  God, I need to be fucked.  Another beep.  Another email.  I read it.
 
    
 
                 “I have to admit that your suggestion is,” I struggled to find the right word.  “…startling… but I have to decline.  Even if I were able to find someone willing to do that to me, and I’m sure I could handle that much pain, I’m not sure I would want to explain to the doctors why someone had hammered nails through my breasts.  Heck, I can’t even handle needles!  So I have to decline.  No blood and no disfiguration please,” I wrote quickly.
 
    
 
                 I turned my attention back to my predicament and lifted my shirt.  I wasn’t wearing a bra and my nipples were already hard.  I flicked the piercing which certainly sent little sparks down my body, straight to my convulsing pussy which was trying to get the Core Driller dildo to pump in and out.  There wasn’t any movement however, unless I twitched my hips again and I had to decide what I wanted more.  Not to hurt or to cum.  The computer interrupted my decision however, with another email.  I frowned.
 
    
 
                 “Eewwww!” My fingers flew across the keyboard.  “No.  I will NOT lay down underneath another girl and let her pee on me.  What’s wrong with you?” I typed.  “And no poop either.  Geeze. Yuck.”
 
    
 
                 I fired off the email and decided that it was more important to orgasm than not to hurt.  With a sense of freedom I rocked forward.  The hemp dragged along my clit and a surge of pain laced pleasure slid through me.  For a moment, I thought about releasing the thong and pumping the Core Driller in and out, but it would have violated the toy stipulation for the day.  Kari had told me that I couldn’t cum unless it happened through normal motion.  I smiled with a wicked grin.  But that didn’t mean I couldn’t help things along right?  But then another email came in.  My eyes narrowed as I read the suggestion, but I felt another surge.  What?  I AM a humiliation pain slut.  It was a terrible suggestion, but I admit it turned me on.
 
    
 
                 “Sir,” I wrote.  “I have to admit that the idea turns me on.  But as cool as the idea is, the likelihood of someone calling the police and having me arrested for public nudity and probably public lewdness as well is astronomically high.  Sure, girls can get away with practical murder in the sex arena compared to guys, but if I stripped at the mall like that, and masturbated in front of everyone, I can pretty much guarantee I’d be going to jail.  Cool idea.  Just not possible.”
 
    
 
                 The idea had been fun and my hips began a slow series of rolls.  I would have gone faster but my clit was just too tender.  Instead I drew the drawer of my desk out and plucked two clothespins from its depths.  I lifted one to my left breast and let it close on my nipple.  I gasped softly, the pinch delicious and dangerous and the light pain and throb went straight to my pussy, translating into more pressure on the massive rocket ship shaped dildo stuffed inside me.  As I gasped, rocking back and forth, my body responding to the stimuli, the computer signaled another email.
 
    
 
                 “Sir, I would love to do that, but let’s be logical.  It takes approximately five to ten minutes (and sometimes longer) for me to suck a man to actual orgasm.  This is presuming I have complete access to his cock and balls, and the use of both hands.  So no glory holes.  So even if we take the minimum possible time for every single man, it still means that in one hour I can only suck twelve guys to orgasm.  Add in a minute for the guys to change out, and we’re down to ten, or eleven if we’re lucky.  This doesn’t include a break time for me, which means unless you buy me a clamp to hold open my jaw, I’ll need to work it a little.  A clamp would also reduce my ability to bring a guy to orgasm.  In order to suck “fifty guys”, I would need more than three hours.  I’d need five.  Non-stop sucking, on my knees.  So logistically it isn’t possible.  And if you add in your other suggestion of getting ass fucked for the entire three hours as well… it’s just not likely to happen.”
 
    
 
                 Of course that took quite a while to type because of all the typos.  I was bouncing quite seriously now, the orgasm building inside me.  I picked up the last clothespin and latched it onto my pierced nipple, feeling the pain and letting it add to the desperation I was feeling between my legs.  My clit was probably the most tender spot, rubbed into redness by the rope thong, sending twinges of needle like agony up through me.  But I was too far gone and just wanted to cum.  I put my hands down between my legs and stroked my labia, pressed and puffed to each side of the thick hemp rope that cut through my slit like a saw.  I was getting close and my hips jerked as the next email arrived.
 
    
 
                 “Well, yes.  I’m sure you would be a great fuck, but that’s not really how I work.  It’s all spontaneous.  I pick particular guys and the choice is always mine.  That way I can make determinations about them, whether they’re right for me, before I get involved.  Not only that, but one thing I don’t really write about is the fact that I call Kari, or Becca, or Julie each and every time I go off and do an assignment, so someone always knows where I am and I have check in times and everything.  Hell, even my phone as GPS and Kari can track me.  Sure, sometimes it seems like I just grabbed some Tom, Dick, and Harry off the street for a gangbang, but it really doesn’t work that way.  So no, please don’t buy a ticket and try to show up at my door.  I don’t work that way.  If you are really that interested, you have to court me, which means a lot of online conversation first.”
 
    
 
                 I paused as another surge of sexual need rushed through me.  I groaned, my hips grinding constantly as I struggled to type.  
 
    
 
                 “Besides, I come with a lot of baggage you don’t know about. I don’t write EVERYTHING about my life in the blog or books, you know!”
 
    
 
                 I closed my eyes and struggled not to take off the thong.  I so wanted to pump.  I tightened my buttocks and jerked a little, but it had no more effect than any of the other movements I tried.   The Core Driller was deeply embedded and while it kept me desperately horny, the hemp thong tormented me to the point of insanity.  Finally I couldn’t take it any longer and I thrust my fingers under the rope.  Quick, moan laced, tugs sent paroxysms of pain/pleasure through me and I felt myself closing in on orgasm.  My eyes started to glaze but the computer screen flashed again.  I tugged my hand away from my crotch with frustration.
 
    
 
                 “Did you read the books?” I asked heatedly. “I’ve already done that!  Why would anyone want to read about me doing it again?  Look, I know that it was one of my most popular assignments, but seriously, unless there is a substantial change in the circumstance or the assignment itself, I have to decline.  You have to make it interesting,” I wrote.
 
    
 
                 I hit enter and then grabbed my vibrator.  Kari just said I couldn’t vibrate my clit or pussy.  She never said anything about my labia or nipples.  I twisted the base of the plastic motorized cock and held it to my clothespin clamped and pierced nipple, letting the vibrations send even more sexually enhancing stimulation into my body.  I was quickly getting to overload when the computer chimed again!  I groaned and growled, almost slamming the vibrator down on the desk.  Then I paused.  The suggestion was… unique.  Interesting.  It even had potential.  And it didn’t violate any of my other limits.
 
    
 
                 “Sir, I have to admit that I really like the idea.  It has a certain grace and sounds like it would be terribly stimulating.  But there is one problem.  It would be boring to read about.  Me walking the mall like that… with nothing else going on.  Sure, I’d be in a terrible situation, but how many times can I describe walking around, stuffed and tormented like that?  It would either be the shortest assignment ever written or it would be very repetitive.  You’ve got to make it so it’s interesting, with escalating challenges for me to deal with.  That is what makes “Tales of a NHPS” so interesting!”
 
    
 
                 I grabbed my vibrator and worked it under the thong, letting it touch my clit.  My eyes closed in rapture as the toy caused my sex to tighten into a hard knot, squeezing the Core Driller like a vise.  My hips continually moved, dragging the hemp through my slit and sending fire like sensations through me.  It burned.  The computer chimed again.
 
    
 
                 “Oh, now that’s much much better!” I typed, my eyes wide.  Now THIS was a great assignment.  But there was just one little thing I wanted to change.  “Sir?  Can we change this one part from the vibrating anal beads to the butt plug?  It won’t take as long to put in and considering where you want me to do this, it might be the smart thing. Besides, the plug will hurt more going in and do essentially the same thing!”
 
    
 
                 With the reply sent off I pressed the vibrator to my clit again and reached up to tug on the clothespins.  My body shuddered and then I was there, standing on the very top of the mountain, reaching the climax and I let out a shallow cry as my body exploded in a wet convulsion that sent streams of juice squirting out from around the thick base of the Core Driller.  The hemp was soaked, but that didn’t bother me.  It was stained from repeated uses and all my secretions only made the rope scratchier and rougher once it dried.  I sagged in my seat, pain still a constant as my hips finished their final round of slow thrusts.  Another email appeared in my in box and I read it.  I forwarded it to Kari and Michael, and then replied to the sender.
 
    
 
                 “I think it’s great and will work well.  Kari and Michael have to approve it, but I think I’ll be doing this one shortly!  Thanks!” I responded.
 
    
 
                 With a sigh of satisfaction I stood up, taking the clothespins off my nipples and dropping the vibrator back on the desk.  My clit still felt raw and every step was torment, but I dragged my panties and blue jeans back up along my legs.  I knew it wouldn’t be long however, before I needed to masturbate again, to give myself release.
 
    
 
                 But at least I didn’t need a new assignment.  I had a great one coming.
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
   Interested in sending Breanne an assignment?  You can contact her at Breanne@michaelalexanderstories.com.  
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   Chapter One: Arrival
 
    
 
   She stared out the small window, watching with fascination the various wisps of cloud that floated hundreds of feet beneath, the white stutters of vapor that crossed the endless geometric squares of corn and wheat fields below.  It was her first time on an airplane and she had spent nearly all of it staring downward, fascinated with the vista.  Part of her enthrallment was due to the incessantly changing landscape, the tiny houses, the roads, even the sunlit flashes of blue lakes, but another part was to ignore the same sort of fascination the man in the seat beside her tried, somewhat unsuccessfully, to hide.  But unlike Breanne, he wasn’t staring out the window.
 
    
 
   She wasn’t exactly surprised by the attention.  The halter top she was wearing was a tad bit too small, with a plunging neckline, and the smooth curve of her young breasts swelled the cotton material in alluring ways.  More than a bit of her taut belly showed, the silver dangle piercing at the middle serving to pull eyes in, which then could not fail to notice the loose flared but very short skirt that seemed to barely cover her bottom and required almost constant attention not to expose more as she sat in her seat.  Her feet were clad in high heels, the bare toes exposed.  All in all, she expected to be watched with as much interest as she had for the rolling scenery below.
 
    
 
   She squirmed in her seat, her knees together, trying not to let her skirt slide up any farther.  Already the journey had been torturous, and her wriggling had caused the skirt to move higher than appropriate.  The man seated next to her, his suit jacket off and his tie loosened, surreptitiously stole glances at her legs as she moved them, her hips rocking as she let out a tiny involuntary moan.
 
    
 
   “You all right?” he suddenly asked her, his voice filled with concern.  She turned, giving him a small smile and nodded.
 
    
 
   “Yes sir.  Thank you for asking.  It’s my first time flying and I didn’t realize the flight would be so long.”  Her flowing auburn hair cascaded down upon her shoulders, her green eyes flashing.
 
    
 
   “So are you catching a connecting flight at O’Hare?” he inquired.
 
    
 
   She shook her head.  “No sir, I’m meeting someone.”
 
    
 
   He nodded and then sighed softly.  “Well if you feel the need to get up and stretch your legs, I can always let you by.”  His offer held the promise of ulterior motives.
 
    
 
   Breanne Erikson nodded in appreciation, knowing full well that standing up and walking the aisle of the airplane was the last thing she needed to endure.  “Thank you sir, I appreciate the offer, but I’m actually very comfortable.  I’ll let you know if I need to get up, sir.”
 
    
 
   The businessman nodded and then with deliberate effort, took his eyes away from the smooth expanse of her legs and got out his laptop computer.  Breanne’s attention went back to the window as she thought about what a walk through the plane would do to her.  It wasn’t the embarrassment of having the other passengers see her barely clad body.  She was used to that.  It was the two small, rubber coated balls she had buried inside her pussy that would roll and ring gently as she walked down the aisle that concerned her.  Even seated, the ben wa balls were a continuous sensation, filling her sex, making her constantly aware of her panty-less and semi-aroused state.  But Bre was also used to it, and while her lack of undergarments and the kinetic sex toy were stimulants, they were something she could handle under duress.
 
    
 
   Farm fields finally changed to suburban sprawl, and Breanne pressed her nose to the window as the tiny houses and manicured lawns quickly gave way to the industrial outskirts of Chicago.  She spied the Willis Tower, formerly the Sears Tower, its twin spires looking like some strange bug with giant antennas looming over the city.  Lake Michigan was beautiful, a blue expanse that seemed far different from the silt shadowed waters of the Gulf of Mexico at Galveston.
 
    
 
   The aircraft banked slightly and the announcement of the captain asking the passengers to put on their seatbelts brought Breanne back to the present.  She had been tense and nervous from the very moment she had gotten on the plane, despite the fear and wonderment of her first airplane ride.  She had known back in Houston that once on the plane, there would be no turning back.  Her return ticket was dated three days hence, and she had deliberately brought no money, not even her credit card.  Her identification was tucked in her carry on bag, and that was it. She wriggled in her seat, the ben wa balls slipping around inside her as she managed to buckle the safety harness across her lap.  
 
    
 
   The landing was uneventful, and Bre stared out the window at the rushing landscape, marveling in the speed and smoothness of the airplane’s flight.  Even the bump of landing was nothing more than another exciting aspect of her trip.  As the scream of the engines slowly throttled down, Breanne bit her lip, reaching down under her seat to pull out her small back pack.  
 
    
 
   It took another twenty minutes for the plane to reach the terminal and for the passengers to start disembarking.  First class passengers went first and then Breanne watched as the businessman stood and pulled another case from the overhead compartment.  
 
    
 
   Finally it was her turn.  Standing carefully, she inched her way out of the seat, her body an instant attraction for a number of the men working their way through the cabin.  The arch of her foot still strapped in her high heels, her calves, her bare thighs, even the denim cloth covered bottom, and every thing about her was an attention magnet.  She ignored most of it though, her mind trying to focus on exiting while the ben wa balls began their smooth sexual stimulation with each step.
 
    
 
   She felt her pussy ripen in moments and she bit her lip again as the tension she had felt between her legs during the trip suddenly changed into desperate desire.  She steeled herself, resolutely moving forward, her back pack slung over her shoulder, until she stepped onto the gantry and moved up into the terminal.
 
    
 
   It took a moment to orient herself.  She knew exactly where she needed to go from studying a few posted maps, and quickly took off down the concourse, passing the various kiosks and stores where travelers purchased reading material and food.  Baggage claim wasn’t an issue for her, since her only luggage was the small backpack on her shoulder.  Breanne had packed very little, knowing she wouldn’t need it.
 
    
 
   As she exited the secure area, she turned to her left, her eyes quickly searching.  For a moment, her heart skipped a beat, wondering if he had decided not to meet her.  But then she spied his sandy blonde hair, the grinning smile, and she grinned back, moving as quickly as the ben wa balls would let her.  She opened her arms as she approached, seeing his eyes roam over her body.
 
    
 
   There were no words.  She merely stepped into his embrace, lifting her chin and standing on tip toes to kiss him.  It was no chaste kiss however.  She opened her mouth, slipping her tongue against his, a deep sexual kiss that left no doubt to her intent.  When it was finally over his eyes were wide in astonishment.
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s good to finally meet you in person, Bre” he said, still a little flustered by the passionate kiss.
 
    
 
   “It’s good to meet you too, sir!” Breanne replied, her beaming smile warming him to the bone.
 
    
 
   The man nodded and then looked at the small backpack slung over her shoulder.  “Is that all you brought, or do we need to stop by the Baggage claim?” he asked, his voice polite, but warm.
 
    
 
   Breanne shook her head.  “No, everything I needed for the weekend I was able to fit in here.”  She jiggled the knapsack, grinning.
 
    
 
   “I can imagine,” he replied.  “How was your flight up from Houston?” he asked as they fell into step, walking toward the exit.
 
    
 
   She couldn’t help grinning.  “A bit long.  I thought it would go faster.  It was also just a tad uncomfortable.”
 
    
 
   He couldn’t help laughing.  “You wore the ben wa balls, didn’t you?”  
 
    
 
   She nodded with a smile.  “Of course.  You asked me too.”
 
    
 
   He returned her grin. “Well I thought it would be more entertaining.  Are you horny?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “If you ask, I’ll strip right here and you can do me,” she replied immediately.  He paused momentarily, trying to decide if she was being honest.  He decided she was.
 
    
 
   “As fantastic as that sounds, I think the airport is not quite the right place for that.”  He motioned toward the doorway. “Well, I’m parked out here, so let’s head out.  As nice as O’Hare is, it really isn’t one of the best features of Chicago.”  Breanne smiled and nodded obediently.  She pushed her arm through his and followed his lead as they made their way through the automatic doors into the parking area.  In the shadow of one of the parking garages, Breanne was led to an off-white Chevrolet Camaro with a solid black roof, shiny and reflective.  The man was a gentleman and opened the door for her, watching as she sat, her skirt riding up her thighs.  This time she made no effort to straighten her skirt, letting it ride upward, exposing the glint of moisture on pink petals.  With a smile he closed the door and went around to the other side.
 
    
 
   As soon as he sat down behind the wheel and closed his door he turned toward the auburn haired beauty next to him and held out a small silver paper wrapped box.  A shiny bow adorned the top and he smiled as Breanne’s eyes went wide.  
 
    
 
   “Open it,” he ordered, his voice soft and tender.
 
    
 
   Bre didn’t hesitate and quickly slit the tape holding the top of the box down, her thumbnail slicing the transparent film in two.  Carefully, she lifted the top, exposing an exquisitely wrought silver chain.  But instead of being a loop, the silver chain was only ten or so inches long.  On each end, attached with precision, were two long silver alligator type clamps, the edges lined with vicious looking teeth.  Bre pulled the silver chain out of the box and held it up, examining it.
 
    
 
   “Please lift your halter top and put it on,” the man ordered.  Bre glanced at him once and then nodded.  Laying the chain across her lap, she used both hands to lift her halter top, rolling the cotton material upward over her firm breasts.  Both nipples were large and pink, the perfect size for a man’s mouth to cover.  Her fingers trembling, she picked up the first alligator clamp, squeezing the toothed jaw at the back and opening it wide.  For a moment, she debated how to apply it, whether from the side or straight on would be the best, but then quickly brought the gaping clip to her nipple straight on.  She let it go softly, wincing and then letting out a tiny whimper as the metal teeth bit down on her tender nipple, pinching it hard.  It took only a moment for her to take the other clamp and repeat the procedure, shuddering slightly as it too bit her delicate nub, latching on with tenacious viciousness.  
 
    
 
   Her chest heaving, she turned her head to look at him, hoping he was pleased with her.  Pain shot up through her breasts, her nipples the epicenter of the sensations.  She squeezed her legs together as the feelings from her breasts intensified the desires and needs she was feeling from between her thighs.
 
    
 
   The man next to her nodded, smiling, pleased with her performance; and the dangling silver chain that hung between her two breasts.  He reached into the console of the vehicle and pulled out a small cell phone, flipping it open and quickly scrolling through the programmed list. 
 
    
 
   “Jason?  It’s Kyle.  I’m just calling to confirm tonight.  Yeah.  She’s rocking hot, sitting right next to me.”  Kyle laughed and then glanced at Breanne, the silver chain still swinging slightly with each breath.  “I’ll try.  Okay, see you then.”  He snapped the phone closed and fished out his car keys, inserting them into the ignition.
 
    
 
   “Time for us to head out,”  he said, smiling at Breanne.  She nodded, smiling despite the pinching ache from her breasts.  
 
    
 
   “Are we going out tonight?” she asked, her voice soft and subservient.
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded.  “Absolutely.  But we don’t need to get into that until later.  Right now, you just enjoy the incredible Chicago ambiance.”  He laughed and put the car into gear.  Bre looked out the window of the Camaro and watched the various terminals and shuttle busses drive by.  She watched, wondering how many of the passengers and other drivers noticed her bared and clamped bosom, staring at her pinched nubs in fascination.  Once more she felt her sex tighten around the ben wa balls and she let out another soft moan.
 
    
 
   The drive was pleasant, despite the ache, and it only took a moment for them to leave the airport, heading south back toward Chicago.  As the Camaro turned onto the Kennedy Expressway, Kyle suddenly pressed a button on the door and both windows rolled downward, the cool wind rushing into the car.
 
    
 
   Breanne squealed once as the air swirled around her bare breasts.  It wasn’t cold, just a different sensation.  She was used to the Texas heat, and the cooler Chicago air was refreshing.  Her hands went up to both mounds, cupping them for a moment before relaxing, dropping her palms back down to her lap.
 
    
 
   “I want you to scoot your seat back as far as you can and lean it back, so you’re lying down.”  Kyle ordered, glancing at her as he maneuvered the car.
 
    
 
   She nodded and reached down between her legs, her fingers snagging the lever that released the seat.  With a ratcheting series of clicks, the seat slid backward until she was almost a foot further away from the dash board.  Next she tilted the back of the seat, pushing down with her weight until she was staring up at the roof of the car.
 
    
 
   “Excellent.” Kyle said.  “Now put your right foot up on the window sill.  Stick it out of the car,” he ordered.
 
    
 
   Breanne swallowed hard as she lifted her foot.  Despite her reposing position, she knew that lying down wouldn’t conceal her from other drivers.  Any SUV, van, or truck would easily be able to see into the low riding Camaro, and more importantly, the single high heeled shoe sticking out the window would be an immediate attractant.  As she lifted her leg, she realized that the position would also force her skirt up to her waist, baring her soft silky wet sex.
 
    
 
   She rested her calf on the door sill and Kyle grinned.  The stolen glance he gave her was rewarded with the perfect view of her pink shaved slit, wet and pulsing around the hidden and buried ben wa balls.  Her delicate little foot, waving like a flag, and drawing the attention of everyone around excited him to no end.  He reached down under his seat again, and pulled out another silver decorated box.  It was long and rectangular and he passed it over to Breanne.
 
    
 
   “Another present sir?” she asked politely.
 
    
 
   “Open it,” he ordered, grinning like a Cheshire cat.
 
    
 
   Bre slit the tape holding the top down and lifted the silver cardboard.  Inside, nestled in silver tissue, was a large pink vibrator, curved at the tip in order to caress a woman’s most sensitive internal spots.  She pulled it out and stared at it in awe.  It was very large, easily eight inches long and two inches thick.
 
    
 
   “Take out the ben wa balls and masturbate with the vibrator,” Kyle said while switching lanes to the far left, swinging the vehicle around a tractor trailer.
 
    
 
   Breanne nodded, reaching down between her legs.  She let out a tiny moan as her fingers entered her now sopping slit, swirling downward into the well as she finally found the small string that connected the balls together and provided for easy removal.  Pulling gently, she tugged the ben wa balls free of her body, shuddering in pleasure as they popped out with a wet sucking sound.  She held them up, their huge round shapes dripping with her juices and she carefully put them in the box that had held the vibrator.  
 
    
 
   The large penetrator was activated by a simple twist and Bre turned the pink monstrosity on low, running it down her body from her one of her clamped nipples to her slit.  As it passed over her clitoris, she saw a shape out the window and realized that Kyle was pacing a large semi truck.  She saw the reflective sunglasses of the driver, moving back and forth between the road ahead and her bared body.  She flushed in humiliation, and pushed the vibrator between her legs, slipping the curved head through her petals and then deep into her sex.
 
    
 
   Her mind couldn’t escape the simple fact that she was being observed, the driver of the truck watching as the pink toy sank deeply into her body.  Her back arched, eliciting a desperate moan, and her thumb spun the dial on the end of the vibrator, turning the shuddering vibrations to a higher level.  The rushing air streamed against the petals of her sex and she felt the dichotomy of cool air and hot sex.  The sound of the vibrator was lost in the roar of the wind and she pulled the vibe half way out before plunging it back in deeply, twisting it as it rotated in.  The truck faded from view, only to be replaced by another.
 
    
 
   “Look out the window as you fuck that thing, Breanne.  I want you to see the faces of the people who see you,” Kyle ordered.
 
    
 
   Breanne turned her face, seeing a large pickup’s roof, along with the astonished and pleased look of the man driving it.  He grinned and lifted his hand, giving her a thumb’s up sign.  She made no acknowledgement, but continued to thrust the vibrator in and out, her foot tingling in the rush of the wind.
 
    
 
   It only took a few more vehicles appearing in her view before the sensations were too much for her body.  She arched her back, her mouth opening in desperate pleasure. 
 
    
 
   “Please sir?  Please can I come?” she begged, her hips thrusting forward as her hand mashed the vibrator deep.
 
    
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “No.  You just keep masturbating. No cumming, or you get punished.”
 
    
 
   Breanne moaned, realizing that it was his intention to punish her no matter what.  She tried to slow the pace of her masturbation, holding the vibrator in place, rather than slipping it in and out frantically.  Her left hand snagged the chain between her nipples, pulling on it sharply in an effort to force her mind away from her sex and the parade of faces looking down on her.  The pain rushed through her breasts, but then swirled down between her legs, driving her need into desperation.  She cried out, ramming the vibrator home, her body shuddering as her orgasm rocked through her in loud frantic cries.
 
    
 
   Kyle watched as she slumped in her seat, the vibrator still buried in her wet snatch.  He grinned, pleased with her performance.  Over twenty drivers had looked at her naked body in shock and pleasure, and Kyle had done a good job in deciding who would get a glance.  The beautiful little college cutie lay gasping on her seat, her body the perfect vision of wanton sluttiness.
 
    
 
   They had met online, in an adult room, where Breanne was a popular young lady.  Being one of the few girls who would get on the microphone, and later, after she became comfortable, on camera, her bubbling personality attracted a large assortment of men.  But it wasn’t so much her personality, but her physical beauty and sexual perversions that kept her held in such high regard.  From the first, Kyle had been amazed at her need for the discomfort of pain in order for her pleasure to be maximized.
 
    
 
   She wasn’t sadistic to the extent of some.  Her limits were pretty simple.  No blood, and no disfigurement.  Easy limits.  They had chatted for over a year and Kyle had found himself enjoying her company, her bright wit, and her beautiful sexual body.  She was the one who had introduced him to sex wagering, an online game where two people agreed to play online pool, or chess, or hangman, and offered up a sexual wager.  After several months of beating her at online pool, he had finally made his most important wager.  If she lost, she had to agree to fly up to Chicago for an extended weekend, three days of sexual torment and humiliation, the very thing she craved.  He would pay all her expenses.
 
    
 
   She was a very good player, but to his surprise, the game seemed almost too easy to win.  Her fingers had seemed to miss more often and he suspected that she had thrown the game in order to lose.  Still, he admitted that he wouldn’t have been surprised had she not shown up at O’Hare International Airport, bailing out of her agreement.  Her incredible body pressing up next to his for that kiss had been incredible.
 
    
 
   And now she lay next to him, her bare leg resting on the window sill of his car, her denim skirt a thin band of blue at her waist, her bare slit pulsing with a thick vibrator stuck halfway in.  Her eyes were closed and her clamped breasts rose in the shallow breathing of orgasmic relaxation.
 
    
 
   “That little orgasm earned you a punishment, Breanne.  Don’t stop though.  Keep pumping that vibrator,”  Kyle said pleasantly.  “And turn it back up to high, but you better not come again, or that will earn you a second punishment.”
 
    
 
   Breanne turned her head and looked at the ruggedly handsome man driving the car.  She nodded softly as her fingers turned the vibrator up to its highest setting.  She let out a low moan and began once again, thrusting it in and out of her body.  Her hips reacted a few times as she set her pace, once more letting the vibrator piston in and out.
 
    
 
   Breanne was no stranger to vibrators.  She had a large collection of them at home.  Everything from tiny little pocket ones to keep in her purse, to large knobbed ones with extra arms that tormented her clit while inside her.  She had posted her golden rule on her internet profile: That any girl chatting online should be required to have a vibrator inside her, on low, and that she should have to provide proof of that, either on microphone or via webcam, to whom ever asked.
 
    
 
   It was a dangerous rule, one that resulted in frequent conversation starters.  Many men merely scanned her profile, enjoying the picture of her body and one exposed breast, followed by an immediate instant message demanding proof.  Over and over, she would turn on her microphone, holding it down by her sex, letting men hear the buzzing toy plunge deep into her body.  Eventually she bought a cam and was soon proving it through more visible means.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t till later that she discovered the “Wagering” room.  She had loved it from the first moment, the risk of losing, even the joys of winning.  When she won she usually tormented her opponent, forcing him to masturbate for her, or having him write her poetry or a story.  Losing always was sexual torment of various kinds, the more creative the wager, the more excited Breanne became.  Meeting Kyle in that chat room had been a stroke of luck, for his wagers were always innovative and very exciting.
 
                 
 
   Breanne felt the Camaro exit off the freeway and begin a series of turns in a more sedate setting.  Breanne saw the signs of business through the open window, foreshadowed by her high heel encased foot.  She continued to pump the vibrator, feeling her body tighten just as quickly as before, due to the high setting.
 
    
 
   She closed her eyes as her hips bucked, her thighs opening wider.  The sucking plunging pink rod between her legs forced her to moan, and then with a shuddering cry, she exploded once more in orgasmic bliss.  Kyle certainly noticed, inwardly pleased she couldn’t control herself, yet adopting a stern look of displeasure.
 
    
 
   “That’s your second punishment.  Keep fucking yourself.”  It took every ounce of will he had to keep from grinning.
 
    
 
   She nodded, once more moving the vibrator in and out, her body trembling at the repeated intrusion.  Kyle finally grinned as she closed her eyes again, wondering if she would manage to orgasm before they arrived at his home.  The poor girl lay in the seat, her arms almost wooden with exhaustion as she used her wrist to slip the vibe deep, then pulling it out.
 
    
 
   There was a bump in the road and Breanne felt the car shake once and then she saw the eaves of a small condominium.  There was the hum of a garage door opener and the Camaro moved into the small parking space, sliding into the garage much like the vibrator slipped into Breanne’s pussy.  Kyle turned off the ignition and pressed the garage door remote, letting the garage door come back down to conceal the vehicle and its two passengers.
 
    
 
   “Not bad, Bre.  You’re always boasting about how long you can endure the vibrator if it’s on low, so you can turn it down now,”  Kyle said, reaching over and running a finger down her left thigh.  She nodded and used her fingers to turn the dial, sighing as its tormenting buzz decreased to a barely discernable hum.
 
    
 
   “That vibrator is very unique.  You ever use one angled like that?” Kyle asked, running his finger up between her legs, lightly grazing her swollen clit which stood swollen above embedded pink stud.
 
    
 
   His touch was almost enough to set her off again, but she shook her head.  “No sir.  I’ve got some straight ones, and one with an extra arm, but I’ve never had one angled like this.”  She bit her lip and tensed as his finger rubbed her steadily.
 
    
 
   “Well, the really cool thing is that it should stay inside you unless you deliberately you pull or push it out.  You probably can even walk with it in.  So, I’d like you to get out of the car and I’ll show you my place.  If it falls out though I should point out that you will earn yourself another punishment.”
 
    
 
   With a demure “yes sir”, Breanne brought her right leg back into the car and smoothed down her skirt over the vibrator.  The buzzing was a distraction, but Breanne had ample experience with vibrators.  It was one of the more endearing things about her.  Most of the time she was online she tried to follow her vibrator rule and was something of an attraction.  One day while online she had even managed to keep her vibrator in and on low for six hours straight.
 
    
 
   She opened the car door and stood, wincing slightly as the large sex toy inside her angled into her thigh.  Kyle had been right, the twisting curve at the end of the vibrator kept it securely embedded in the still wet and hot well between her legs, and she quickly figured out how to walk without the bottom three inches chaffing the insides of her thighs.  She tried hard not to squeeze it though, knowing that if she tightened her muscles it might just pop out.
 
    
 
   Breanne looked at his smiling face and followed him into the house.  Her body trembled with excitement as she walked around the Camaro.  She knew that whatever was coming, it would be fantastic.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2: Trial and Punishment
 
    
 
   Breanne took a moment to look around the garage.  It wasn’t very large, and Kyle was storing a few things against the back wall.  She saw a yellow kayak and several large backpacks with metal frames hanging on hooks, as well as a shelving unit full of camping gear.  A few tools hung from a peg board near the door.  Oddly, the whole place was relatively organized for a man.
 
    
 
   She followed Kyle through a white painted door, trying very hard not to let the vibrator buried between her legs fall, and she found herself in a small square kitchen that was separated from the dining area by a counter top.  It was cozy; perfect for one cook, possibly two who were best friends, but the bar stools at the counter made conversing with the cook easy.  Kyle led her through the kitchen and dining area and turned left, into the living room.
 
    
 
   Some men choose tools, some computer equipment.  For Kyle, it was obvious that he was proud of his home entertainment center.  Breanne’s eyes widened as she saw the large plasma screen television with surround sound speakers, and dark cherry wood cabinetry.  A soft brown leather sofa, easily big enough to have sex on, stood opposite the television, along with two matching easy chairs.  A corresponding leather ottoman took the place of a coffee table, where a large wooden tray sat on top of it.  Small lamps on the end tables bathed the room in a soft glow.
 
                 
 
   Breanne looked around.  The room was surprisingly free of knickknacks, and she looked at the few pieces of art and framed photographs around the room.  Kyle had tried to make it look like a home, and less of an altar to the technology gods, but hadn’t quite succeeded.  However he looked comfortable here and he moved past her and sat down on the couch, motioning her forward.
 
    
 
   “First you can go ahead and remove that skirt and halter top you’re wearing.  I want to see you naked,” Kyle said, his eyes bright.
 
    
 
   Breanne nodded and quickly peeled off her halter top, dropping it to the floor. Her denim skirt quickly joined it, leaving her standing naked before him, the silver chain between her breasts, the alligator clamps on her nipples, and the small protruding end of the vibrator the only accoutrements to her pale skin and long auburn hair.
 
    
 
   “You’ve been boasting for over a year now about how good you are at sucking cock.  I’d like to try it now.  If you can make me pop in under five minutes, you can take your clamps off while we eat lunch.”  He smiled, motioning her over.
 
    
 
   Breanne bowed her head, nodding as she quickly came forward and knelt between his legs.  She didn’t bother to check the time, concentrating on the task ahead of her instead.  Her fingers went to his belt, unbuckling it smoothly as he smiled down on her.  The button was just as easy and he helped her tug his trousers down, lifting off the couch as she pulled.  Kyle was a “boxers” guy, and Breanne had to stifle a laugh as the black boxers with yellow smiley faces appeared.  Kyle noticed her grin and let out a loud guffaw.
 
    
 
   “Okay, I admit, I chose them because you were coming.  I couldn’t resist letting you know how happy I was to see you!”
 
    
 
   Breanne laughed, her chained and clamped breasts shaking as she smiled.  “Kyle, you are so funny!  I’m so glad I decided to come!  Now, let me get to work here, please!”  She reached for the waistband of the boxers and tugged pulling them downward until Kyle’s cock sprang forward, hard as a rock and standing turgid.
 
    
 
   Breanne had seen Kyle’s cock before, on cam, but never in person, and the feel of it in her hand was a different experience.  She was no virgin of course, having had several lovers before this trip, but she knew Kyle, and it was a special to her that she now got to touch him for real.  Slowly, she stroked his cock with her fingers, then wrapping her palm around it at the base, moved up and down his length.  She bent her head, opening her mouth and using her tongue on the tip, swirling it across the head of his prick like a schoolgirl with a lollipop.  Kyle moaned as she began softly sucking, the tip enclosed in her soft mouth.  He realized that despite the movements of her mouth, he never felt her teeth.
 
    
 
   Suddenly, his whole cock went deep, the tip hitting the back of her throat as she swallowed.  Her fingers encircled just the base squeezing, and when his rod came out of her mouth, she ran the tight bind of her thumb and forefinger up the length, pulsing his entire shaft.  He groaned as she did it again, using her hands and mouth to endlessly caress him.  It was difficult to tell where her mouth ended and her hand began as she worked his cock.
 
    
 
   She lifted off his cock and then began stroking him with both hands, her right jacking him up and down while the left began a soft twisting stroke around the head of his cock.  She had described it before while online as a caress that could never be duplicated by a man while masturbating.  It had to be performed by a willing, knowledgeable partner.  Kyle knew she was right and felt his loins tighten as the caress tightened his balls and brought him to the climax of explosion.
 
    
 
   She felt his cock tighten in her hands, and the look of ecstasy on Kyle’s face told her that she had succeeded perfectly in her duties.  She quickly bent down, opening her mouth, sucking hard while her hands caressed the base of his shaft and balls.  There was a tremor and then he exploded into her, white cream frothing in a squirting spurt that hit the back of her throat.  She let a little trickle from her lips, knowing men liked to see it dripping, and swallowed the rest, tasting the salty cream.  She continued to suck until he was limp.  Her own body was still tingling from the earlier orgasms, not to mention the continued vibrations coming from between her legs.
 
    
 
   “Oh my…Bre.  You ARE a good cocksucker, aren’t you?” Kyle asked, leaning back in satisfied pleasure.”   He glanced over at the clock.  “And in under five minutes too.  I’m impressed.”  He motioned toward her breasts.  “You can take off the clamps.”
 
    
 
   Breanne nodded and reached up, delicately squeezing the clamps.  She let out a soft hiss as the metal teeth released her swollen and tender nipples.  Both sported red teeth marks.  She held out the clamps, returning them to Kyle.
 
    
 
   “How do they feel?” he asked, gesturing at her breasts as he accepted the chain.
 
    
 
   She smiled softly, cupping her bosom and gently stroked each nipple with her thumbs.  “They’re sore, but okay.  I’ve had clamps like that on before.”
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded.  “Better or worse than clothespins?”
 
    
 
   Breanne thought about it for a moment, still kneeling exposed between Kyle’s legs.  “I don’t think either is better.  It really depends on what kind of sensation you are trying to cause.  Clothespins are better for a tight achy pinch, while those clamps can be tightened and they’ve got those teeth, so they hurt in a different way.”
 
    
 
   “So which do you prefer?”  Kyle asked.
 
    
 
   Breanne shrugged.  “Which ever clamp you want to use on me sir.  It’s your option.  You can use the alligator clamps on me and make them as tight as you want.  It’s your prerogative sir.”
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded, obviously pleased.  With a grin he dropped the chain and clamps on the side table.  “Well, I’m pleased to find you so agreeable.  Of course, there is still the issue of your earlier disobedience when you came without permission in the car.  I think you will receive your punishment for that, and then we’ll have some lunch.”
 
    
 
   “As you wish, sir” Breanne nodded, wondering what torment he had in mind.
 
    
 
   “Stand up.”  His voice was short and abrupt, causing Bre to immediately rise, facing him, her hands down by her sides, pearly white skin glowing.  
 
    
 
   “Remove the vibrator.  For your punishment, you’re going to have a different toy inside you.”  He reached back over to the side table, opening a small drawer, and extracted another silver wrapped box, the metallic colored bow matching the two she had already opened earlier.  With trembling fingers she slit the tape, only to find two large purple egg shaped objects nestled in the silver tissue.  Each was attached to a remote with long wires and Breanne could see the large dial on the controller. A series of numbers, ranging from one to eight, lay engraved in black along its circumference.
 
    
 
   She didn’t hesitate though.  Spreading her legs wide apart, she reached up between her thighs and tugged on the curved vibrator.  The buzzing grew louder as it came out of her body, slick with her juices.  There was a soft squelching noise as the curved tip was exposed and she held it up, twisting the base once to turn it off.  Without even a thought, she lifted it too her lips and quickly sucked off the juices coating it as Kyle watched in pleasure.  When she was done, she put it standing upright on the small side table and picked up the two vibro-eggs, weighing them in her hand.  They weren’t that heavy, but she could tell that they would fill her almost as completely as the vibrator had.
 
    
 
   She put an egg in each hand and then reached down between her thighs with the first, slipping the narrow end of the egg shaped vibe through the wet petals of her flower.  Kyle licked his lips as he watched her; the purple oval was almost instantly coated in her juices and Breanne’s eyes narrowed in pleasure as she pushed it up into herself with a pop.  The second egg followed almost immediately and Breanne rolled her hips a few times, settling the large egg shaped ovals in her well.  They felt similar to the ben wa balls she had worn on the plane ride and her body trembled slightly as it responded to the new sensations.
 
    
 
   Kyle kept a tight grip on the remote through the entire implantation, his thumb barely able to contain his urge to turn them on, even before they were inside her.  Watching the vibrating bullets disappear between the wet pink lips of her sex, her eyes closed in contentment, was like a dream come true.  Finally she was finished, standing before him like a puppy on a leash, except it was the remote wire that held her fast and the collar was actually the two vibro-eggs inside her.
 
    
 
   “Now lay down on the ottoman, face up.”  Kyle ordered, motioning toward the large leather covered ottoman that took the place of the traditional coffee table.  Breanne nodded and immediately took a step over to it, bending over at the waist to pick up the small wooden tray that sat upon its padded top.  A small television remote and a program guide sat upon its lacquered top and she deposited it gently on the opposite end table, feeling the tug of the remote wires as she traversed the width of the couch.
 
    
 
   The ottoman was huge.  Easily five feet across and four wide, it could easily hold two people seated comfortably, or even one laying across it, as long as that person didn’t mind their legs hanging off over the edge.  Breanne looked at the ottoman for a moment and then turned, sitting down at the edge and scooting upward until she was in the center.  She lay backward, feeling the edge of the ottoman under her calves and just barely under the back of her head.  For the first time, she noticed the fan in the center of the room above her, rich dark wood molding offsetting an inset ceiling.
 
    
 
   Kyle moved toward her, putting the remote down on the ottoman next to her thigh.  With tender fingers, he moved her arms above her head, stretching her out slightly so that her wrists were at the corners parallel to her face.  Breanne could hear him fidgeting around underneath the ottoman for a moment, and then felt the familiar tight encircling of padded wrist cuffs being strapped tightly around her arms.  She smiled as she realized that this whole thing had been planned.
 
    
 
   When it was apparent he was finished securing her wrists, she tested her bonds, first lightly, and then with diligent strength.  Each arm had very limited movement, and she realized that whatever held her to the ottoman was very strong.  She suddenly laughed as Kyle ran his fingers down her side, tickling her softly as his hand found the sole of her left foot and pulled her leg outward.
 
    
 
   Breanne spread her legs wide apart, well aware of Kyle’s desires.  She felt the tingling ache in her thighs, that special quiver she felt when tied and spread, her pussy already moist and desperate despite her earlier orgasms.  For a moment, she wished that Kyle would activate the bullets, but then shook her head at her own wishes, remembering that it was he who was the one in need.  Her desires were inconsequential.  Right now he needed and wanted to bind her, torment her, and punish her.
 
    
 
   The ankle straps took only moments to attach and Breanne once again felt a rush to her sex.  The very act of being bound, tied, and the resulting loss of control was such a turn on for the college junior that she found her hips thrusting even without the churning tremors of the sex toy inside her.  Kyle moved around to her other foot, pulling it taut as he attached the final cuff, forcing her body spread-eagled on the ottoman, her head and legs tilted slightly at the edges.
 
    
 
   “Can you move, Breanne?” he asked politely, standing over her and looking down at her naked body.
 
    
 
   Breanne once again tested her bonds, each on in turn, only to discover that the slight bend downward in her legs and head forced her body taut in unexpected ways.  She had trouble even moving right or left, much less freeing her limbs from their bondage.
 
    
 
   “No sir, I’m tied pretty tightly,” she replied, smiling up at him.  She turned her head as he sat down on the couch, directly to her right.  He picked up the remote lifting it up.  She held her breath as he turned the dial and she felt her entire body tense suddenly as both vibro-eggs began a low intensity hum inside her.
 
    
 
   The sensation was dramatically different from the vibrator.  First, both were separate, and set at slightly different speeds somehow, causing the trembling sensation to cascade, rather than merge.  It was as if two different vibrators were pressed against her.  Second, the two eggs colliding inside her caused other shocks, rolling slightly around.  In some ways it was like her ben wa balls, but in others it was more concentrated, more desperate.  She sighed and tried to imagine what level eight would feel like.
 
    
 
   Kyle put down the remote and once more dug through the drawer at the side table. It took him only seconds to find the special items he had placed there the day before.  The long multi-strand whip landed with a soft thud on the couch, while the heavy leather sap made no noise.  Breanne opened her eyes at the silence and saw the two weapons of punishment, her throat closing with sudden anxiety.
 
    
 
   “For your punishment, I’m going to deliver ten strokes to each breast, and ten to your pussy, for every level on this remote.  I’ll alternate between the sap and the whip, so as not to over whelm you.  Once were finished, if you haven’t already come, then you’ll be whipped on the clit until you do.  Any comments before I begin?”  Kyle asked, lifting the multi-stranded whip.
 
    
 
   Breanne shook her head.  “No sir.  I understand I deserve this punishment.”  Her auburn hair seemed to shine as it lay splayed out on the ottoman.
 
    
 
   Kyle grinned.  “Oh yes you do.”  He checked the remote, making sure it was on level one and then lifted the whip.  He swung it fast and hard at her right breast, the closest too him, feeling the impact through his palm and into his arm.  There was a loud snap, and Breanne’s eyes opened wide, her mouth forming a soundless gasp.  Her body arched momentarily, but then collapsed back down on the ottoman.
 
    
 
   He didn’t even wait, but lifted the whip a second time, swinging it in rapid strokes at her right breast.  He counted silently in his mind as the whip smacked her body, forcing her breast to jiggle with the impacts.  The cracking sound of the strands landing against the soft flesh of her bosom filled the room and in moments she was moaning, little cries of pain interspersed with the swish of the whip.
 
    
 
   When Kyle hit ten he stopped and examined his target.  To his surprise, it wasn’t even pink and he could barely tell where the strands had fallen.  He ran his fingers over it, feeling the supple but firm mound under his palm.  With his left hand he cupped it, holding it as he raised the whip to strike her other breast, swinging the dark leather strands a little harder.
 
    
 
   Breanne shook slightly under the impact, her breast seeming to compress and expand as the whip smacked her.  Already moaning, she hissed slightly as the light strokes tingled through her bosom.  It wasn’t really painful, she had endured much harder blows before, but she knew that her punishment was just starting and worse was yet to come.  Her lip caught in her teeth as she endured the ten strokes and then mentally prepared herself for the punishment between her legs. Kyle moved the whip downward, still clutching her right breast as he swung the whip down at Breanne’s clit.  His angle wasn’t quite right and while the strands stung against her outstretched slit, they didn’t bite.  She never even moved, quietly enduring the ten lashes between her legs with stoic demeanor.
 
    
 
   Putting the whip down, he picked up the leather sap, snapping his wrist forward several times to test its action.  His left hand went to the small control, his fingers moving the dial upward and Breanne let out a tiny moan as the vibrations between her legs were amplified.  Her hips rocked forward and she whimpered in sexual need as Kyle took hold of her right breast, plumping it with his hand before swinging the sap downward.  To Kyle’s delight, the sap elicited not only the sound he wanted from her lips, but her skin immediately turned a pale pink.  He deliberately held back on the strength of his strokes, knowing that so many more levels awaited her, and as he moved from the first breast to the second he felt his shaft harden with renewed excitement.  Her bosom burned.
 
    
 
   She tensed as his hand next went to her sex, spreading her shaved slit wide apart and exposing the tiny kernel of her clit.  The sap came down hard on her slippery petals and she finally let out a cry, thrusting her hips forward in response to his blow.  Closing her eyes, she shook with each impact, her breath coming in ragged gasps as the buzzing of the bullets, combined with the punishing sting of the sap, forced her closer to orgasm.  Once more Kyle switched weapons, turning up the vibro-balls with a flick of his thumb.  Swinging harder with every stroke, he began to notice the light pink stripes he wanted crisscrossing her bosom.  Her pussy seemed more sensitive as well as he turned the whip back across the swollen and moist petals of her sex.
 
    
 
   Breanne soon began to moan constantly, the punishment burning her body with fiery sensations.  With each turn of the dial, the vibroballs picked up speed, and the incessant paddling with either the sap or the whip quickly brought her to a state of sexual arousal that could only result in orgasm.  When Kyle moved the dial to level six and just as the heavy leather sap came down for its fifth stroke against her clit, she screamed, startling Kyle.  Her toes curled and her fingers tightened into fists as she came, pulling hard against her bonds.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t stop!” she gasped at the surprised man, who had paused, wondering if he had truly hurt her.  Kyle realized she was in the throes of orgasm and began slamming the sap between her legs, harder and faster than before.  He lost count of his strokes as she continued to thrash in orgasmic ecstasy, her body tightening, and rising to meet each swing as if possessed by some demonic need.  Her sex was inflamed, a bright pink, and the leather sap made a sucking wet sound as it smacked her delicate flesh.
 
    
 
   Then the orgasm ended.  Kyle stopped, putting the sap down and letting the punished beauty relax.  It took several moments for her to settle back down, the wash of pleasure seeping through her body.  He sat there, staring at the marvel before him, the wanton girl, this pain slut, who had delivered herself to him, knowing he wanted to torture her, abuse her, use her, and love her.  
 
    
 
   “You okay?” he asked, concern written across his face.  He was no dark sadistic dominant who could torment a woman with no interest as too what she was feeling.  His heart was much softer, despite his slightly deviant desires.
 
    
 
   Breanne turned her head and looked up at him, a small smile across her lips.  He heard a soft sigh and she nodded.  “I’m great,” she replied.
 
    
 
   “Should I let you up?” he asked, running his fingers over her thigh in a massaging tender touch.
 
    
 
   For a moment she hesitated and then looked at him directly.  “I thought I had to get to level eight?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Kyle laughed.  “Well I think what just happened sufficiently meets my requirements for your punishment.”  He patted her arm affectionately.
 
    
 
   “You’re the master sir.  If you feel that I have met those requirements then I must obey, however sir, I just want you to know that if you feel that I have to complete the punishment you outlined at the beginning, I can still endure it,” she replied, her voice soft and sexy.
 
    
 
   He swallowed hard in surprise, his mind churning over her response.  It was fairly obvious that she was more than willing to take another sixty strokes.  He hadn’t turned down the vibro-balls, and she was due for another increase.  He mulled it over, trying to decide if he should continue.  Did she truly desire more punishment?  Did he?
 
    
 
   “If I were a master,” she said, continuing, “I would make sure that whatever punishment I stated would be mete out to the fullest extent.”  She turned her head away from him.  
 
    
 
   Kyle scowled at the implication and immediately picked up the whip and the vibro-control.  He didn’t bother with level seven, turning the dial all the way up and caused an immediate reaction in the bound beauty before him.  With a groan, her hips moved upward in supplication and he once more began swinging the whip.  In moments she was back on the plateau of desperation, her body once more straining for release, and Kyle hit her with passion, driving her onward.  He switched out the whip for the sap, knowing that it brought more intense sensations to her body.  He enjoyed the way her breasts flattened, pink and swollen, as he brought the heavy leather down upon her tender nipples.  As her chest heaved, he moved toward the cleft between her legs, targeting her clit once more.  He resolved to keep striking until she came again.
 
    
 
   It was on his fourteenth stroke that he achieved his desired results.  Her cry filled the room, her back arching, her head thrown backward.  He watched as tremors caused her limbs to shake and he continued his smacking blows as she moved through the phases of her orgasm.  Then, to his shock, she passed out, seeming to fall asleep in the middle of her orgasm.
 
    
 
   He immediately stopped, dropping the sap and quickly unbinding her arms.  As he pulled them downward, frantically rubbing her limbs and repeating her name, she roused, her eyes opening and blinking rapidly in confusion, and then she gave a sigh of ultimate pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Breanne!  Are you all right?” Kyle demanded, practically gathering her up in his arms.
 
    
 
   She let out a soft groan and lifted her head, arms entwined in his embrace, looking down her body at the bright pink of her breasts and deep red between her legs.  “That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had.”  She gave out another sigh and dropped back down onto the ottoman.  “Oh my God, that was good.”  She turned and looked at him again with a smile.  “Can you turn the vibro-balls off sir?  I’m very sensitive right now and could use a little recuperation time before you hit me again.”
 
    
 
   Kyle shook his head in amazement, his thumb immediately turning off the vibrating bullets.  “You are totally crazy, you know that?   You passed out!” he said, his fingers going to the cuffs on her ankles, releasing them as well.
 
    
 
   Breanne let out a small chuckle.  “I’ve never done it before, but I’ve heard about some girls who pass out when they come.”  She slowly sat up on the table, his hand helping to pull her up.  He couldn’t help the irresistible urge to kiss her, and he leaned down and passionately pressed his mouth to hers.
 
    
 
   Finally he pulled back, his mind reeling at the thought of the auburn haired beauty, willingly, intentionally, wantonly giving herself to him.  With a smile he turned toward her and pulled her up.  “Are you ready for some lunch?”  he asked.
 
    
 
   With a laugh Breanne nodded.  “Absolutely.  After all that exertion, I need to replenish my energy.”  She looked at him slyly.  “It’s my understanding I have another punishment coming as well.”
 
    
 
   He took her hand, pulling her close, feeling the warmth of her body.  “Absolutely, and I have no doubt you will do your best to earn even more of them.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The story continues with Chapter Three!
 
    
 
   Michael Alexander’s novel “Breanne’s Three – Chicago BDSM” is available in e-book format from fine booksellers near you!
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