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   There is a fine line between love and hate.  In this book, it is demonstrated quite well by Breanne Erickson how much she hates to be humiliated yet loves the feeling it generates within her.  Or perhaps it’s more apt to say, she craves and yearns for these mind blowing orgasms earned through her pain and humiliations.  Each time an assignment comes through, it ups the stakes and it’s interesting to watch Breanne try her best to comply with her instructions.  It’s more amusing to see her fail and suffer the painful punishments. 
 
   Several years ago, I found Breanne through a lovely story on a BDSM story website.  I followed her bread crumbs left on the internet.  Fascinated, I ended up finding Michael Alexander and his website showcasing this devious minx.  Enthralled, I dutifully read her given assignments.  My role as a happenstance peeping Tom grew to an addicted voyeur.  With each diabolical tale unfolding, my arousal increases.  As a sadist, her suffering gives me immense pleasure.  As a masochist her trials generates chills and guilty longings.  Sadist or masochist, this latest nineteen course meal of a nympho humiliation pain slut will satiate your hunger.  Bon appétit.  
 
    La Crimson Femme
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   When the whip landed my eyes were closed.  Pain shot through me, sparking out from the impact points across both breasts and shooting up my spine as I clenched my teeth, letting out a hiss.  I would have pulled away, covered myself, or maybe even stopped the next blow I knew was coming, but my arms were stretched outward to the wooden frame around me, my wrists bound with leather.  Of course I pulled hard anyway.  Pain has a way of motivating you beyond thought.  Reflex takes over and it takes a lot of mental stability to overcome the urges brought on by instinct.  I was lacking that mental stability at precisely that moment, but it wasn’t my fault either.
 
                 It was Kylie’s fault.
 
                 I opened my eyes and looked down past my scarlet welted breasts.  Kylie’s short brunette hair was just beneath my bosom and her head was moving gently as her tongue dabbed lightly at my clit, sending paroxysms of delight through me.  It didn’t help that she had a finger inside me either, swirling and thrusting upward.  I tried to move my leg outward, spreading myself wider, but the frame that kept my arms stretched outward and prevented me from covering myself was also holding my ankles at a full forty five degrees from my body.  Just as I couldn’t close my legs, there was no spreading them either.
 
                 The whip landed again, searing my nipples and there was an even sharper pain from my right breast.  I knew what caused that.  My right nipple is pierced with a gold hoop.  Dangling from that hoop is a bright gold padlock sporting a black enameled “golden” rose.  The pain melded with Kylie’s teasing movements and I shuddered as the sensation of both torture and pleasure became something more than the sum of its parts.  It’s hard to describe.  It may be even harder for you to understand.
 
                 I’m a bit out there when it comes to sex.  Deviant even.  To be honest, it’s something I’m ashamed of, and not something I list on my official resume.  Left to my own devices, I’m a quiet girl, who prefers to wear blue jeans, tee shirts, boots, and a cowboy hat.  I’d happily stay in my quiet corner except for one little thing.  I’m sexually voracious.  I like that word.  Voracious.  It sounds exotic.  And yes, I know it’s odd considering that I dress conservatively, act like a normal, everyday kind of girl, and work my parent’s farm.
 
                 But I have a secret life.  Oh wait.  Maybe I don’t.  After all, I write about it, don’t I?  Maybe the truth is that my real life, my life of feeding horses and goats and harvesting kale and soybeans and doing laundry and taking care of my family are the secret life.  Isn’t that kind of weird?
 
                 I’ve been like this a long time.  The dominating aspect of being like me is need.  It’s not just a mind set.  Sometimes I’ve wondered if there is something wrong with me, both physically and mentally.  Why am I always aroused?  Why am I constantly wet?  Why do I constantly crave cock?  Why does the act of being humiliated or hurt turn me on?  And why, when it does happen, are my orgasms so much stronger than when I’m furiously masturbating in my own solitary bed?
 
                 There’s a mantra I’ve been taught to say, mostly while bound and tormented.  A repetitive commentary on my own nature.  It’s a statement of intent, of purpose.  On a more philosophical note it might be called the “meaning of life,” at least for me.  Amnesty International would probably call it brainwashing and Freud would no doubt call it a psychosis.  But nevertheless, it’s engraved in my mind, written with indelible ink, and it doesn’t matter what anyone else calls it.
 
                 The whip landed again and I cried out, tears forming on my cheeks.  It hurt, but it felt good too, and I could feel the orgasm building inside me.  Kylie kept at my clit, sucking on it as well as flicking her tongue against my little nub.  It was driving me crazy.
 
                 And Kari, my mistress, my lover, my very best friend from the time we met in sixth grade, stepped close and grabbed the padlock hanging from my nipple, twisting it.
 
                 “What do you want, Breanne?” she asked softly.  Her fingers twisted.  
 
                 I groaned as the pain shot through me. I blinked against the harsh light of the spot light nearby.  I knew I was on display.  Others were watching.  And everyone wanted to hear it.
 
                 “I want to please you, Mistress!” I gasped. Kylie nipped my clit just for fun.
 
                 Kari nodded.  “And what is your purpose?” she asked, slamming her other hand into my ass.  I jerked forward with a gasp as the sharp sting was quickly replaced by a burning heat.  Neither overwhelmed the pain in my right nipple.
 
                 “To be hurt and abused and fucked, Mistress!” I said loudly, trying to get it all out in one breath.
 
                 “And why would you want that, Breanne?” she asked, her hands coming up to grab both breasts from behind me, her mouth at my ear.  “What are you?”
 
                 Kylie’s tongue drove into my slit even as Kari began pinching both nipples hard.  I had been standing on the edge of the “orgasmic cliff” for too long and the final degradation, the declaration of my person, my entity, my life’s purpose, combined with the exquisite pleasure and pain from these two women, one dominant, the other submissive, was too much for me to handle.  I exploded like a nuclear missile hitting its target, with heat and force and power.  Endorphins and adrenaline rushed through me as I lost coherency and the rumble of excitement made it impossible to think.  And when it’s impossible to think, whatever is forefront in your mind is what escapes your mouth.  So while I was cumming, shaking with total release, I spoke the words everyone wants to hear from me, a simple south Texas, country bred, cow girl.
 
                 “I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut!”
 
                 And these are my tales.
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   The expression on my face must have been pretty horrendous.  It’s not often that I go out and buy new clothes, knowing I’m going to take a knife to them.  Kari had laughed at the assignment from Master Mark.  She knew how much I’d hate it.  We had gone shopping for the Spandex shorts and sports top a few days before, which in itself had been a trial.  I had ended up owning a pair of shorts just a tad bit too small for me, not to mention a sports top that didn’t actually hold my C cup breasts.  I looked ridiculous.  
 
   The morning of my assignment I had started the sex stuff early.  Kari had instructed me to wear my ben wa balls for the day, a toy that I knew would keep me wet and ready, but not set me off early.  I got my chores done in record time and left a note for my mom saying that I was out “jogging”.  I had dressed in the new spandex before heading out, choosing to bring a spare outfit for coming back in, rather than freezing my ass off on the side of the road.  It wasn’t super cold, but it was cool, and the thought of exposing huge expanses of naked flesh to temperatures just above fifty degrees was not my idea of a great way to start the day.
 
   Kari and Mark had allowed me to also bring a light jacket to wear, provided that I didn’t zip it up or let it cover my breasts.  I was just grateful that there was at least some warmth provided.  I strapped on the fanny pack, already properly loaded, and went to the park.
 
   I love Thomas Park.  It’s really nice.  It’s small, the trail is long enough to be interesting and it loops back on itself.  There is a pleasant gazebo, and enough bushes and undergrowth that it makes it easy to drag someone off to screw their brains out.  I’ve had plenty of adventures there.  When I arrived, dawn was just barely breaking through the storm clouds above and only a soft gray light filtered across the trees.  I could barely see.  There was also a fog, which made me smile.  
 
   I reached over across the seat and picked up the Exacto knife case.  It was one of those extremely sharp hobby knives and I cautiously pulled it out.  Slowly I spread my legs, and with the greatest delicacy, began cutting.   My pussy tightened as the spandex material started to part, the stretched strands that covered my incredibly obvious camel toe, splitting to expose the pink petals beneath. I cut upward, starting low and in the space of half a minute I had sliced enough of my shorts for my flesh to peek out.  I put the Exacto knife down and tugged my labia out through the small incision.  I hadn’t cut quite enough and I had to pull, a sensation I’m quite accustomed too.  I worked my petals and even managed to get my clit to poke out of the hole.  It was probably the most awkward sensation, having my labia outside my shorts.  It felt wrong.  Odd.  It made me off-balance.  
 
   My top went under the knife next and it was much easier to cut two tiny holes and expose my nipples.  The tightness of the sports top helped and in moments two rather hard pink bumps stood at attention, poking out of a sea of black material.  Of course, my right nipple had some hardware to go with it.  The golden hoop piercing the soft pink nub, not to mention the gold and black enameled padlock, hung from my right breast.  My shorts were the same dark color as my top and I’m afraid my swollen and rose colored petals were more than merely obvious.  With my heart thumping, I put up the knife, opened the fanny pack and took out my bottle of Stinging O.  I quickly squeezed several drops of oil onto my nipples.  Stinging O is a concoction of grapeseed oil, pepper oil, and cinnamon oil, mixed together.  Don’t try this at home kiddies!  
 
   Even as I started burning, I coated my clit and then worked the oil down, making sure to spread the tingling heating oil across and over and through each fold.  In moments I was burning between the legs, an indescribable need that really doesn’t translate into written word.  I capped the oil bottle and tucked it away in my fanny pack.  Then I got out of the truck and in the cool, barely lit dawn, proceeded to the trail.  
 
   I’m not a big fan of jogging.  Not that I don’t like it, but to me it’s always seemed something of a ridiculous sport.  I’m trim because I work my ass off all day feeding the cows and horses and plowing, harvesting, and running irrigation sprinklers.  I don’t have time to be anything BUT trim.  Breakfast and lunch are usually hurried affairs and dinner is usually at home. I don’t eat out much.  In fact, I weighed more while living with Kari in college than I do now.  Of course, when I’m not working, I usually am still burning calories, but in a way much more exciting.  Do you have any idea how many calories you use while masturbating?
 
   I started pounding asphalt.  The first thing I noticed was that with every step, my labia were being rubbed between my thighs.  It was an extremely odd sensation, one that the Stinging O did not combine well with.  My clit was also getting more than a fair share of attention and the sliding of the slick spandex material constantly brushing against my clitoris had me turned on in mere seconds.  I was also still wearing my ben wa balls and frankly the running was doing some rather intense sexual things to me.  The cool air on my nipples, but not on any other part of my breast merely heightened my awareness of the exposure, tightening the nubs even harder.  I did one full lap, which is a quarter of a mile, without seeing another soul.  I stopped near the gazebo, my chest heaving and I opened my fanny pack.  Extracting the triple vibroballs wasn’t hard, and I turned away from the parking lot and spread my legs wide apart.
 
   I tugged the ben wa balls free and licked them quickly before tucking them away in my fanny pack, wrapped in a dry cotton wash cloth.  Then I began inserting the triple vibroballs.  It didn’t take very long. I was already soaked and there was still enough Stinging O oil left all over my petals to make pushing the small ovoid vibrators in very easy.  My spandex shorts pressed on my labia and I turned the triple vibroballs up to medium, gasping softly in the pre-dawn air.  With the remote in my left hand, I turned back toward the parking lot.  As I began my required ten jumping jacks, I watched, with a rapidly increasing pulse, another car pull up into the parking lot.  A young man got out, about my age, dressed in tee shirt and shorts.  He did a few stretches even as I finished my jacks, and then with just a cursory glance toward me, he started off down the trail.
 
   I was finished with my first quarter of a mile run, but still had three quarters left.  I too took off down the trail, but counter-clockwise, knowing that we would eventually pass each other in the woodened section on the back side of the park.  The remote to the vibroballs was held tightly in my right hand and I thumped down the concrete trail, chest heaving, my pussy trembling in sexual excitement, all while my most secret parts were clearly on display if someone actually looked.  My nipples tingled while my pussy… well my pussy started dripping.  I could feel the wetness on my legs.  It felt incredible, as if I were being finger fucked, licked, and set up on public display all at the same time!  
 
   I saw him before he saw me, but it was only a second later before his eyes took in the sight.  It was much darker under the trees, but I saw him blink, the look of shock on his face, then of disbelief, and then I was past him.  I glanced back to see him stalled in the center of the trail, looking back at me.  I didn’t stop, but kept going.   For a second I thought he was going to follow me, to try to catch up, but he didn’t.  I ran along and as I approached the front of the park, I saw him come around from the other side.  He was moving quickly, but as he spied me, he slowed down to a bare crawl.  I did too and as we passed, he looked at my body, his eyes locked on my crotch.  I didn’t really do anything special.  My flapping labia were easy enough to see, the contrast between pale pink skin and black lyrca is pretty distinct.  I continued on to the gazebo.
 
   When I came to a halt in the middle of the wooden structure, I raised my arms up over my head and worked to catch my breath.  A moment later the sound of footsteps came and I turned to see the young man jogging up to the gazebo.  Since it was a dead end side path, there was only one spot for him to come; two if you count my pussy. He hopped up the steps and joined me.   My face turned scarlet and I pressed my thighs together and put one arm across my breasts.
 
                 “Morning!” he said amiably.  I smiled and replied in kind.  “Great day for a jog.  Come out here a lot?” he asked nonchalantly, his eyes mentally undressing me.  I suppose that I’d already given him enough not to leave much to the imagination.
 
                 I shrugged.  “Not as often as I’d like.”
 
                 He glanced down at my shorts and nodded.  “That’s a novel outfit you’re wearing.”
 
                 I gulped.  “Thanks.”
 
                 He bit his lip, his head bobbing.  “Not that I’m being forward or anything, but you might want to know that your shorts are ripped, and um… well… there’s a lot of you showing.”  He gestured toward my crotch.
 
                 My face went from scarlet to beet red.  I licked my lips nervously.  “They aren’t torn. They’re cut,” I said softly, totally embarrassed.
 
                 “Cut?  You mean someone cut them?” he asked, clearly confused.
 
                 “I cut them.  Before going out to jog,” I whispered, mortified.
 
                 He blinked, taken aback by my statement.  “Well.  I see.  Talk about a fashion statement.”  He shook his head in bewilderment.  “Well don’t let me stop you.”  He said and then leaned up against the railing of the gazebo.  
 
                 Which left me in one hell of a bind.  At this point I was supposed to put the clothespins on, do ten jumping jacks which would no doubt send the clothespins flying at least once, snapping off my body.  I thought about leaving, moving on down the trail to do it.  But then I realized that this was exactly what Master Mark had WANTED.  He wanted me humiliated like this, to put myself on display.  More sunlight was starting to fill the park, turning dark shadows into lighter ones, and it meant more people showing up soon.  I didn’t have much time.  I fumbled at my fanny pack and extracted the three clothespins.  Then summoning every ounce of courage, I spread my legs.
 
                 My companion went rigid, his body tensing and I was pretty sure I could see his cock harden under his shorts.  I reached down between my legs, spreading my tightly squeezed and exposed labia and opened them.  The wire leading into my depths was fairly obvious as was the remote and I saw the look in my audience’s eye.  It took me only a moment to find my clit and then I hissed tightly as I set the clothespin dangling from the tiny nub of sexual pleasure.  
 
                 “Holy shit!” he exclaimed, straightening, his eyes locked on me.  I dropped my left arm, exposing my nipples and I added the other two clothespins, wincing as they bit the tips of my breasts.  Then I lifted both arms and started my jumping jacks.  I made it to two before the clothespins on my breasts fell off, clattering to the wooden floor of the gazebo.  I bent down to retrieve them and quickly put them back on, my audience riveted.  On my third jack the clothespin on my clit came off, bouncing away.  In short order I had things back in place and was reseating each clothespin between each jumping jack.  By the time I got to ten my pussy was throbbing.  Remember the triple vibroballs were still on, buzzing inside me and my nipples were reporting all sorts of interesting sensations.
 
                 I took off without a word, jogging out of the gazebo, down the steps, and back out to the trail.  The young man caught up with me in about ten seconds.
 
                 “Can I jog with you?” he asked.  He wasn’t even breathing hard.  I nodded, my chest heaving from more than just exertion.  My entire body was thrumming with sexual need.  I wanted to rip his clothes off and fuck him right then and there.  I held the triple vibroballs remote in my hand and ran.   We went about thirty paces and the clothespin on my clit snapped off.  It was probably due to my thighs brushing against my extended labia, but I groaned and stumbled to a halt.  He stopped too, watching, his eyes bright and astonished as I picked up the clothespin and put it back on my clit.
 
                 As we started along again, this time with me being a bit more cautious, he glanced over.  “So um… can I ask why you’re jogging with clothespins on your tits and pussy?”   The words came out forcefully due to our running.  I took another deep breath.
 
                 “It’s an assignment,” I replied, my chest heaving, my breasts bouncing.   Both clothespins wiggled and I could feel the weight of them tugging on my nipples.  Oh god, I needed a fuck.
 
                 “This is an assignment?” he asked.  We rounded the back side of the park.  A gentle glow spilled over and the first actual glimmers of direct sunlight sparkled through the trees.  We went a few more steps and the clothespin on my left nipple snapped off.  My right side was secure, thanks to the fact the clothespin was biting BEHIND my piercing.  But I had to screech to a halt and bend over to get the wooden peg.  
 
                 “Don’t those hurt?” he asked.  He watched closely as I reattached the clothespin to my breast.  
 
                 I nodded. “Of course.  That’s the point,” I said shortly, then took off again.
 
                 He caught up a second later.  “You want it to hurt?  Are you a masochist or something?” he demanded.
 
                 I nodded my head, my hair swishing.  “Pain slut,” I replied.  My breathing was getting very hard and frankly I felt like I was going to cum soon.  I put on a bit more speed and then turned off the trail.  I pounded up to the gazebo for stop number three and my jogging companion followed.  This time I didn’t try to hide myself and leaned against the rail, my thighs open, legs spread at least three or four feet.  My pussy was flushed and the petals looked as if someone had been pulling on them.   Every fold glistened with moisture or oil and the clothespin between my legs seemed to bob up and down, hanging off my clit.  
 
                 As I began to remove the clothespin, he moved forward, coming at me.  I watched in astonishment as he went to his knees in front of me, hands coming up to my hips.  He grabbed me tightly, burying his face between my thighs and then his tongue touched me, licking upward and I cried out in exquisite bliss, dropping the clothespin to the gazebo floor.  He nibbled at my clit, striking it with force before sliding softly over it.  The folds of my flower were tasted, suckled, bitten, and then drawn into his mouth.  It felt so good I didn’t even wonder if the remnants of Stinging O were making my folds spicy!  My hips moved, grinding myself against him and as I felt the first tremors of orgasmic release, I cried out and pushed him away.  
 
                 “No! Not yet! Please!  One more lap and then you can fuck me!” I gasped.  He looked up at me and nodded.  I could see the pulse pounding in his throat.  I fumbled at my fanny pack and drew out the alligator clamps.  You should have seen his eyes.  I cupped my hands beneath my breasts and stuck them out, waving my clothespin clamped nipples at him.  He pulled them off, sending more sparks of pain through me that went straight to my cunt and changed into something dark and pulsing.  I put on the alligator clamps, complete with chain connecting them, and then once more spread my soaked thighs, parted the saliva and need soaked petals, to expose my clit.  I pinched open the jumbo alligator clamp and settled it above my clitoris.  It bit down and I cried out, barely able to stand up right.  He held me up and as soon as I was capable of balance, I began my jumping jacks.
 
                 It hurt.  Oh God, it hurt so much. The clamps bounced.  They tore at me.  And yet all it did was create a greater sexual urgency in me.  I took off as soon as I hit ten, bolting down the path and running.  I had to.  Otherwise I would have ripped that guy’s shorts off and just leapt on him.  He pounded after me, chasing me, and together we circled the park, the last quarter of a mile, in about two minutes.  As we approached the front of the park again, I saw two more joggers begin their rounds.  They came toward us.  I didn’t care.  I couldn’t.  We pounded past them and I saw the looks, the flash of disbelief.  We kept going past the gazebo and then I swerved off the path, grabbing his arm.  There’s a small clearing back behind the bushes that is tough to see, and even tougher to find.  He followed me willingly and when we burst through the bushes and the rays of dawn touched me, I turned toward him.
 
                 “Take them off! Hurry! Please!” I begged, cupping my tits.  His hands were shaking as he released my nipples and I stifled the cry as the blood rushed back into my crushed nubs.  His thumb played with the padlock on my right nipple and then he fell to his knees, his hands coming up to touch my pussy.  I let out a sharp whimper as the jumbo alligator clamp was loosened, the tender nub freed at last.  He handed me the clamps and I threw them down in the grass, away from us.  The vibroballs came next and then I fell on him like a hungry vampire.  I practically ripped off his shorts, not to mention HIS spandex undershorts.  Inside I found his cock and I tugged it out, ignoring his movements or protests.  Actually, I don’t think he protested.  All I know is that he reached out to remove my clothing but I stopped him.  I swung my leg over his, our hips grinding and I felt the tip of his spear slide through my slick slit.  I undulated, rocking my hips and then we were joined, his cock filling me, his hands gripping my sports bra clad breasts, his thumbs teasing my exposed nipples.  
 
                 “Fuck me! Yes!” I whispered again as we moved, rhythmically pumping.  My chest heaved with the desperate exertion and it wasn’t long before I was groaning loudly, ignoring the fact that the other joggers in the park might be able to hear me, might investigate.  Our bodies moved in the cool dawn air, light and shadow glimmering around us.  I ripped off my little jacket, tossing it aside. I was hot.  My bra went next, the spandex getting caught on my nipple piercing and tugging on my breast painfully.  It didn’t matter.  I lay across him, flesh to flesh, our lips meeting, our tongues twirling, my body stuffed and impaled upon his shaft.  He rolled me then, pushing me down into the soft grass.  My legs spread wide and he pinned me.  I lifted my arms above my head and with one hand he pinned my wrists, holding me open, spread, available as his cock moved in and out of me.
 
                 It was one of the best sexual experiences of my life.  It was sweet and spicy, humiliating and satisfying.  We made love under the sky and the blue clouds of dawn and the trees and the birds and the cold air against our skin.  When we were done the perspiration on our slick skin beaded and he wrapped his arms around me, warming me against the shiver that went down my spine.
 
                 My shorts were ruined.  The cut had turned into a tear that exposed everything, but I solved that expediently by wrapping my jacket around my waist.  I found the clamps in the grass and they went back into my bag.  My sports bra went back on, but this time I didn’t tug the padlock or nipple piercing through.  My left nipple poked out of the material, but there was nothing I could do about that.  We walked back to the parking lot slowly, arm in arm, the afterglow making us both smile.
 
                 “So um… would you… maybe be interested in some breakfast?” he asked.  “I know a great place just down the road.”
 
                 I gave him a smile. I was hungry.  “Just let me grab some clothes from my truck,” I replied softly, still in a languorous mood from the sex.  I reached for the truck but he stopped me, one hand on my arm.
 
                 “You don’t need them.  I like what you’re wearing,” he whispered.  His eyes glimmered.  I grinned as he opened his car door for me.  I tugged loose the jacket from my waist.  Instantly, my pussy was in perfect view, wet, ready and wanting.  He reached down, ran a finger through my cum soaked slit, caressing my exposed skin.  I sat down in the seat and leaned back, spreading my legs wide and lifting my arms up above my head.  He bent down and kissed me, deeply and with passion, several fingers wriggling inside me. I moaned, grabbed him and kissed him back.
 
                 “Ready?” he asked me gently.
 
                 I nodded.  “I’m always wet and ready.”  He grinned in response.
 
                 And know what?
 
    I am.
 
    
 
   Breanne,
 
   For your anniversary, you will be going for a jog.  The goal is simple: humiliation and suffering.  For this assignment you will dress yourself in cheap, skin tight Spandex jogging shorts, no panties, a sports bra, and a fanny pack.  Prior to jogging, you will take a sharp knife and make several incisions in your attire.   The first cut will be in the crotch of your jogging shorts.  Cut a single slit two and a half inches in length along your labia.  Once you have made the incision, you will tug your labia out through the slit.  Your clit should be exposed, but the material of the shorts should press tightly on your folds.  Once your labia are exposed, take the knife and cut slits in your sports bra, right above your nipples.  You might need to make several cuts, but the end result should be the tips, and just the tips, of both nipples exposed.    In your fanny pack you will bring: your small bottle of Stinging O, your triple vibroballs, three clothespins, and your set of alligator clamps, including the jumbo one you use for clamping your clit.
 
    
 
   You will proceed to your local park, one that is known for jogging, preferably at a very early hour when the lighting is still not good.  Upon arrival you will lubricate both of your exposed nipples, as well as your labia and clit with the Stinging O.  You will then begin your jog.  After jogging for one quarter of a mile, you should stop, spread your legs, and put the triple vibroballs in your pussy.  Turn them on to medium.  You will hold the remote in your hand.  Complete ten jumping jacks.  Continue jogging.  After another quarter of a mile, you will again stop.  You will apply the clothespin to your clit and both nipples.  Complete another ten jumping jacks.  Run another quarter of a mile.  Now put on your alligator clamps.  To remove them, find another jogger who is willing to fuck you.  They may remove the clamps prior to sex.  Enjoy!
 
   - Master Mark
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: chainsofbondage] 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chains of Bondage
 
    
 
    
 
   02/02/12
 
    
 
                 Sometimes I get some unusual emails.  Granted, almost all the emails I get are sexual in nature, and that might just be unusual for most people.  But I’m not most people.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and there are LINES of people who work overtime just trying to find interesting and painful ways to make me jump through sexual hoops.  As Master Brandon once explained to me, the “nympho” part of my title means I need to have sex with multiple objects and/or people each day.  The “humiliation” aspect indicates that said sexual acts should be as embarrassing and public as possible.  The “pain” part, he says, is incredibly simple, since it means I should be screaming and possibly in the throes of agony during the sex acts as well. As for “slut?”  That means I do it all for the pleasure of others, free of charge.               
 
                 Yesterday morning started out with me waking up a bit earlier than usual.  What can I say? I had trouble sleeping.  Probably that was because my TOTM (time of the month) ended the previous day and I had politely called Kari to let her know.  Her response was predictable and I had promptly been ordered to follow NHPS Rule #1, which states quite clearly that I, as a nympho humiliation pain slut, needed to keep either cock or a sex toy stuffed inside me.  Since it’s tough to walk around while being repeatedly screwed by some sweet guy, I had to go with the sex toy.
 
                 Kari’s preference had been my triple vibroballs on high, except with a twist.  The third bullet wasn’t to be “inserted”.  Instead, I was to wear a pair of tight panties and bullet number three was just to be nestled at the top of my slit, right above my clit.  I had never worn them like that before. I knew I was in for a rough time when Kari also said that I needed to keep them on high unless I was close to cumming.  Of course Kari also told me that if I got close to cumming, I had to turn off the vibroballs completely for thirty minutes.  When my thirty minutes were up… guess what?  Right.  Back to high.
 
                 So I got to spend all of Monday afternoon and evening doing the vibrational equivalent of edging and by Tuesday morning I was in a state.  I woke up so desperate that I would have screwed anything vaguely shaped like cock.  Corn on the cob, a steel pipe, hell… I was horny enough that I might have actually considered a cactus had one been readily available.
 
                 Kari’s email on Tuesday morning had me taking out my vibroballs and wearing my Husky dildo, which I slipped in obediently.  But I also received ANOTHER email, from a friend named Anna, along with a picture.  The picture wasn’t exactly indecent, but it was very sexual.  Anna asked that I explain, in detail, what it felt like to have a chain on like the included picture.  I forwarded the email to Kari, since she approves my assignments.  Then I pulled up my panties and shorts, wriggled my hips to set the Husky dildo inside me, and went and took care of the critters.              
 
                 When I got back to the house a little after seven, Kari’s response was waiting for me.  “Do it,” she said, but not like the picture.  Kari said that the chain needed to be against bare skin, padlocked tight, and that I should replace the Husky dildo with my Core Driller Dildo.  Furthermore, she added a bit more torture.  You see, for the past month, I’ve been doing Kari’s assigned “New Year’s Resolution”, which basically had me completing thirty minutes of direct clitoral stimulation… okay… TORTURE to myself.  I’ve done ice.  I’ve done vibrations. I’ve done clamps.  I’ve done rubber bands.  I’ve done Stinging O.  Whippings.  Hot wax.  Clamps and weights.  Tacks.  Water torture.  Straddling the fence.  Binding.  God knows what next month will be like.  For Tuesday she added a simple clamping.  With a binder clamp.  During the assignment.
 
                 And since Anna hadn’t added any specifics, Kari did.
 
                 Later that morning, still stuffed with the Husky dildo and wearing a tee shirt, khaki shorts, a bra, and of course my blue and white flowered bikini cut panties, which was holding in a nine inch long flesh colored cock, I hopped into my truck.  First, I groaned.  You try jumping into any seat while impaled with a nine inch rubber rod.  But then immediately after, I stuck the keys into the ignition and took off.                
 
                 My destination was simple and frankly I was looking forward to it.  I had called Mike earlier, letting him know I was coming and he had been ecstatic.  Mike is the manager of a small local hardware store and we’ve had a few fun times together. Frankly, he takes care of some of the more esoteric assignment requirements, and since this one required padlocks and about three feet of steel chain, I knew I would need his help.
 
                 I arrived at the hardware store a few minutes later with my pussy throbbing and with my desperation level maxed out.  I hadn’t had an orgasm in five and a half days and trust me, I was ready to pop in a way that would make July 4th fireworks appear lame.  I grabbed my little bag, which held my bottle of grapeseed oil and my Core Driller Dildo, not to mention a one inch binder clamp, and went into the store.
 
                 Mike was ready for me and greeted me with a kiss.  A warm wet kiss.  Right in front of his cashier.  I didn’t mind.  If he wanted it known I was his girlfriend or something, I didn’t care.  In any event, Mike led me through the store and let me drop my bag in his office.  Of course, the moment we were back there and alone, Mike asked for the compensation I had offered him.  I laughed.              
 
                 “Wouldn’t you rather have me suffering first?” I asked playfully.
 
                 Mike grinned.  “How about both?”  He gave me a tight hug and whispered in my ear. “God, Bre… I want you so bad!”
 
                 I grimaced.  I wanted him too, but I knew if I let him take out the Husky dildo and slip his cock in, I’d be cumming in seconds.  And I KNEW that Kari wouldn’t be pleased.  It’s one thing to fail because you’ve been set up to fail.  It’s another to just deliberately ignore the intent of your master or mistress.  I could see his need and want and after suffering the same kind of desire for almost an entire day, I bit my lip, pushed my shorts and panties down my thighs, and bent over his desk.
 
                 “Fuck me in the ass, then. I won’t cum from that,” I said.  I even helpfully handed him my grapeseed oil and he lubed himself in about two nanoseconds.  My rear end was already lubricated.  When you are a NHPS that’s something that just comes with the territory every morning.  Trust me, when you never know when something might be going in the back door, you make sure the hinges are well oiled.  I felt Mike’s hard cock press against me and I gritted my teeth, relaxed and opened up.  He slipped in and I only felt the mild discomfort of being penetrated anally.  I clamped hard around the Husky dildo and groaned as Mike thrust deep.
 
                 His thighs pushed against the Husky dildo too and while it wasn’t QUITE as good as getting doubled by TWO guys, it still stoked the fires inside me.  Fortunately Mike was really horny and sliding his cock through my bottom was more than enough to make him fill the condom with enough cream to fill an éclair.  I was lucky. I almost came just from the back and forth movement, Mike’s hands on my breasts, and the pressures of his repeated thrusts against the base of the Husky dildo.
 
                 Mike pulled out with a groan, snapped the condom off and threw it in the trash.  Panting, I pulled up my shorts and panties, feeling as if I could drive a combine through my derrière.  I straightened with a groan even as Mike adjusted his trousers.  
 
                 “That was nice,” he said with a smile.
 
                 I smiled back.  “You almost made me cum.”  It came out like an accusation.
 
                 “I was trying.”              
 
                 My eyes widened.  “What?  I told you I wasn’t supposed to!”
 
                 Mike shrugged.  “If you had, Kari would have had you punished, which I would have enjoyed anyway.”
 
                 I gave him my Kermit the Frog annoyed look.  You know, the one where Kermit screws up his face in this look of consternation?
 
                 Mike just laughed and took my hand, pulling me out of the office.  We made our way through the store and he led me to an aisle along the back where there were about eight spools of various steel chains.  Most were too small, but I quickly found the one that looked similar to the chain in Anna’s email.  I tapped it and Mike grinned.  He pulled a pair of heavy metal sheers out of a nearby cabinet, as well as a measuring string.  This he wrapped around my waist, and then up through my crotch, over my shorts.  Once he had things measured, he cut off a length of chain, discarded the severed link, and took me and the chain a bit farther down the aisle.  A single package containing two heavy padlocks, complete with matching keys found its way into his hand and then we headed back to his office.              
 
                 For the second time in thirty minutes, I pushed my shorts and panties down.  Except this time they went all the way down to my flip flop covered toes.  I guess you’re wondering why I was wearing shorts, a tee shirt, and flip flops at the beginning of February.  Well I live in south Texas. Near Houston.  It was a bloody 74 degrees and rainy!  In the middle of winter!  Sigh… I need to move to Colorado.
 
                 Anyway I ended up naked from the waist down.  I spread my legs and caught the Husky dildo as it slipped out of my sex.  With Mike watching, I obediently brought it to my mouth and sucked it clean, licking my own juices off the thing like a perverted lollipop.  Mike watched in fascination and when I set the Husky dildo aside and opened my bag, he was ready.
 
                 My Core Driller dildo is the largest phallus I own.  It is twelve inches long and tapers from an incredible two inches wide at the top to a pussy stretching four inches at the bottom.  The thing looks like a rocket ship and were I to paint it white and slap a “NASA” sticker on the thing, I could sell it in any children’s toy store without anyone blinking an eye.  
 
                 Which is disturbing.  How many of YOUR daughter’s toys are actually designed to get her accustomed to handling cock?
 
                 I didn’t bother lubricating the Core Driller dildo. I didn’t need too.  I was so wet, so open, so READY to be penetrated that you could have driven a bus into me and I would have been sufficiently moist.  Mike stared at my spread legs, my ass resting on his desk edge, one leg higher with my left foot resting on his chair, toes pointed, arch curved as if I were wearing six inch heels.  Then I slid those twelve inches of hard yet pliable rubber deep into my body with nothing more than a groan of satisfaction.
 
                 Mike moved quickly.  As soon as the Core Driller was fully embedded, which is a feat of sexual engineering due to its length and width; he wrapped the chain around my bare waist.  The first padlock came out and two links were connected with the shank.  Mike had the chain tight enough to dig into my stomach and there would be no “slipping.”  Then he brought the other end of the chain down between the cheeks of my ass, reached between my legs, and with me propped up on his desk, threaded the chain through the large silver ring embedded in the bottom of the Core Driller dildo.
 
                 That ring is really just a way to keep the Core Driller in.  Let’s face it, a pussy is a warm, wet, slippery place that is NOT designed to latch onto slick, rubber surfaced, narrow, cylindrical items and keep them there.  The idea is for them to go in, come out, go in again, and cum out.  Repeat if necessary.  So implanting a twelve inch monster phallus in me and expecting it to stay there without serious help is like hoping your car will run without gas.
 
                 Mike’s threading of the chain through the mounting ring on the bottom made sure that if the chain was pulled taut, the Core Driller dildo would have no where to go, and wouldn’t even slip out and to the side of the chain.  Mike did just that a moment later, tugging the heavy links upward.  My labia felt pinched and I winced, my fingers moving down and helping him spread the petals to the sides of the steel links.  They were cold, unyielding, and terribly uncomfortable.  Things didn’t get better when Mike pulled upward with bruising force and then used the second padlock to finish off the metal harness.  Steel links dug into my pussy with angular pressure and I wiggled my hips, trying to deal with the sensation.  It didn’t hurt exactly, but only like getting your blood pressure taken doesn’t hurt exactly either.  I put my leg down and took a tentative step.
 
                 Oh. My. Fucking. God.
 
                 First of all, I was stuffed.  And when I say stuffed, I don’t mean decently filled.  I was stuffed to the point where I felt as if my entire pussy was going to explode.  The tip of the Core Driller poked harshly against my cervix and I’m pretty sure I could feel that phallus touching every single side of my pussy with equal intensity.  Ever have one of those inflatable dildos inside you?  Yeah well… that’s sort of what this felt like.  Except it still MOVED.  Just enough.  Each step it slid… oh… maybe half an inch.  Just enough to make you remember what it was, its length, its shape, its hardness.  Add to that the slow movement of the chain as it was drawn an inch through my slit, the heavy links digging painfully into my labia, and you can imagine what each step was like.
 
                 Mike helped me back into my shorts.  We eschewed the panties.  Who needs them, right?  That’s when we discovered that my nice shorts, my little khaki tight shorts, couldn’t be buttoned and barely fit over my chained lower half.  Mike had to leave them open, the zipper down, exposing the chain and the top of my slit.  Mike laughed at my predicament.
 
                 “I can’t go out like this!” I exclaimed, just a little wild eyed.
 
                 Mike grinned.  “Can’t stay here either.”
 
                 I spluttered.
 
                 “What did Kari say you had to do?” he asked… again.
 
                 I sighed.  He knew DAMN well what Kari had specified.  “After I’m stuffed and chained I have to go have lunch, where I’m supposed to sit in a quiet out of the way corner and do the clamping.”  I let out a little groan and wiggled my hips again.  Damn… that dildo was uncomfortable!
 
                 Mike nodded.  “Well, it just so happens that I can take my lunch early.  So why don’t we go.  I know a great place just down the street where the booths are private enough.  Ready for some lunch?”
 
                 No.  No I wasn’t ready for lunch! I was ready to cum.  I was ready to have the Core Driller yanked out of me.  I was ready to lie down on Mike’s desk, legs up in the air, and ready to have him fuck my brains out.  That’s what I really wanted.  My pussy hurt.  The metal had warmed up but the solid ovals of steel pushed and forced their way into my flesh, bruising the muscles and hurting in slow steady throbs.  Worse, my shorts were open in a way that while not officially indecent, certainly made it very clear that I was wearing a steel chain thong and if someone got close enough, like a couple of inches, they would be clearly able to see my clit smashed under the steel.
 
                 Mike tolerated no argument from me, shoving my Husky dildo into my bag and taking my hand.  He pulled me from the office, each step a deep penetrating ache through my loins. By the time we passed the clerk at the cash register, I was close to hyperventilating.  The clerk looked down at me, the chain, my not quite exposed sex, and then nodded stupidly when Mike said he was going to lunch.  I was pulled from the store and out onto the street.
 
                 Cars passed by and I imagined every single driver staring at me. I’m surprised there wasn’t a traffic accident.  Driver inattention is a bad thing, isn’t it?  In hindsight, I realize that I was far enough away that no one would have been able to see much more than a glimpse of half unzipped shorts and something silvery underneath.  Mike drew me around past my truck and toward his.  Getting in was almost more than I could take and Mike had to tweak my nipple a few times to get me moving.  We drove four blocks and took a turn or two and then Mike pulled up in front of a small diner.
 
                 Once again I waddled and limped my way around, following Mike as we went to a small booth in the very back of the diner.  A nice waitress came, took our order, and didn’t seem to notice that one of her customers had her shorts unzipped and was sporting something interesting between her legs.  As soon as she walked off, Mike opened my bag and handed me the binder clip.
 
                 When Kari had proposed her “New Year’s Resolution” for me, not herself, I was a bit concerned.  Over the last month, I’ve gone from “concerned” to “fucking terrified.”  Not that I’m scared of that thirty minutes of clitoral torment, but knowing it’s coming, relentless (even during my TOTM), brutal, and vicious, with no other purpose than to hurt me, makes it tough for me to appreciate Kari’s cruelty.  That afternoon was no different.  With my left hand I opened my shorts even more, wiggling them down so that a good portion of both hips and even my ass were now bare, while my right hand took the binder clip from Mike.
 
                 I pinched it open.  Then I tried to clamp it over the metal chain, letting the pincer ends of the binder clamp close on my clit.
 
                 I clamped the chain.  Repeatedly.  It was just too tight.  My clit was nothing more than a smashed nub of tender flesh under the link.  There was no way to clamp it.  Mike understood the problem and handed me the key to the padlock at my waist.  
 
                 “Unlock it, clamp your clit, then relock it,” he ordered.
 
                 Um… yeah.  Right.  
 
                 I unlocked the padlock and felt the immediate relief of pressure along my labia.  Even the Core Driller seemed more relaxed, looser inside me.  Then with trembling fingers I picked up the binder clamp again.  With the chain out of the way, my clit had popped out, swollen with sensitivity, and carefully, slowly, and quite deliberately, with clenched teeth, I pinched the clamp open and set it above my clitoris.              
 
                 When the clamp closed I felt a bolt of lightning, pain shooting up through my loins like a locomotive about to go over the cliff.  It hurt like hell.  But it also mixed with the sexual desperation I was feeling, which had already combined with the humiliation of being paraded around with my shorts unzipped and half down, my pussy plumped and spread by a thick steel chain.  I let out a whimper that hissed through my teeth and Mike grinned in appreciation.
 
                 “Now lock the chain again, over the clamp,” he said.
 
                 Fingers trembling I did as he asked, the pain making me bumble.  It took three or four tries just to get the shank of the padlock through the links again and then I pulled, driving the Core Driller deeper into my cunt and causing the binder clamp to twist slightly and move to the side.  The pain in my clit burst with fresh agony and then in a single mindless act, I shoved the shank of the padlock through a link that had dug into my belly and locked it.
 
                 Pain.  It was a red haze.  My entire lower half throbbed.  I just hurt and hurt and hurt and even when lunch came I couldn’t do more than nibble.  My clit throbbed with every heartbeat and I finally put my hands down on the table and just concentrated on breathing.  At one point, the waitress even asked if I was okay, unable to see what was going on below the edge of the table. I clenched my teeth and assured her I was fine, all while Mike dug into his sandwich and pretended as if my distress were nothing.
 
                 The thirty minutes crawled by.  Mike pushed his plate forward after cleaning it and he handed me the key to the padlock again.  “Time to remove the clamp, Breanne,” he said.  I grabbed at the key and struggled to get it in the padlock.  It unsnapped and a massive wave of pain rushed through my loins.  No doubt fresh blood, crushed nerves, and God knows what else set me up for THAT.  I practically ripped the clamp off my clit, remembering to pinch it open just before yanking it off.  Even then, I let out a soft wail of anguish as the blood rushed back into my crushed clitoris and I almost fainted.  The pain was incredible and I sat there, panting, trying to get a grip.  
 
                 It took ten minutes, but I finally managed to come to terms with the sensations between my legs.  The burning spiked agony coming from my clitoris faded but didn’t disappear.  The Core Driller still pressed against my insides.  My ass ached from the steel rings pushing in ways that my rear end was never meant, by design, to handle.  I wriggled in my seat, trying to get my shorts up.  As usual, with me, failure is always an option.
 
                 We stood.  My back had been to the rest of the diner when we went in and as I turned I realized that the place was packed now.  With my eyes wide in alarm, Mike pulled me through the crowd with my one free hand delicately held over my exposed and chained slit.  I know I attracted quite a few looks and I felt my cheeks flush in humiliation as Mike escorted me out of the restaurant and back to the truck.
 
                 When we got back to the hardware store, Mike helped me up into the cab of my truck, kissed me tenderly, and then asked me to lift my shirt. I glared at him, but then obediently rolled up my tee shirt.  Both breasts were bare and my nipples were hard little rocks.  He held up the padlock key, still attached to the little cheap metal ring.  He spread the key ring halves, and then using the ring itself like a clamp, attached it to my left nipple.  I groaned.              
 
                 “There, now you’ll be able to unlock yourself,” Mike said with a smile.
 
                 I let out a whimper. “I need to cum.” 
 
                 Mike nodded. “What did Kari say?”
 
                 I grimaced.  “To call her when I was done.”
 
                 He shrugged.  “So call her and beg.”
 
                 I plucked my phone out of my purse and quickly dialed.  Kari answered on the second ring.
 
                 “Please Kari? I’m done.  Can I please cum now?” I begged.
 
                 Kari merely laughed.  “How does it feel, being chained like that?”
 
                 I whined. I couldn’t help it.  “It hurts, Kari.”
 
                 “Are you desperate?” she asked.
 
                 I nodded, then remembered she couldn’t actually see me.  “Yes Kari.  Please, I so need to cum!”
 
                 “Well you have a choice.  You can go back in with Mike and let him fuck your brains out, but then you have to put the Core Driller back in and put the chain back on.”  She paused meaningfully, “and you’ll get punished tomorrow.  Seriously punished.”
 
                 Then she presented her other option.  “Or you can go home and suffer and tomorrow will be non-stop cumming the whole day for you.  Your choice.  Let me know what you decided.”  Then she hung up.
 
                 I tucked my phone back into my purse.
 
                 “What did she say?” asked Mike.
 
                 I took a deep breath.  “Fuck you now, then stuffed and chained again, with the promise of a horrible punishment tomorrow or…” I trailed off, my mind lost in thought.
 
                 Mike looked at me quizzically.  “Or?”
 
                 I shrugged.  “It doesn’t matter.  Let’s go to your office.”  I took his arm in mine and hauled myself out of the truck.  My shorts were unzipped all the way down and the pink folds of my sex bulged around the chain digging into my slit.  I groaned even as Mike shut my truck door, grinning in delight.  We ended up in his office, me naked, lying across his desk as he pounded me into sexual oblivion.
 
                 So that’s it.  Yes, I wore the chain and the Core Driller for the rest of the day. It ached.  It hurt.  I’m STILL tender.  I waddled around like a moron except when I wrote the first half of this out.  But now things are a little more stressful, especially now that I’m almost done.  I know the moment I finish this little tale, that a serious punishment is coming.  I’m not sure exactly what it is. I’m supposed to call Kari, but I know what she told me to have on hand;  the steel chain, two padlocks, a binder clamp, my alligator clamps, and my Husky dildo.  Of course, there was one more item she wanted me to have ready, but not exactly on hand.  No, it’s been inside me since this morning.  It’s twelve inches of hard rubber, buried to the hilt.  I’m the sheath.
 
                 And I know it’s going to hurt.
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   When you hear the words “Fuck Toy”, most people probably think of their favorite dildo, or maybe if you’re a guy, one of those fake pussy things that look like a flashlight.  Or, if you’re like Kari, my mistress, best friend, and long time lover all rolled into one, maybe you think of me.  I suppose that “Fuck Toy” might be an apt description along with “nympho humiliation pain slut.”  At least, Kari seems to think so.
 
                 The assignment today was relatively simple, not to mention designed to push me to my limits.  Oh, not in pain, but definitely in tolerance.  As a NHPS, I’m required to follow the very first rule, a simple but effective rule that states I have to be wet and ready for sex at all times.  This requires that I keep a sex toy inside myself, in order to stay in that natural state of “perfect sex partner.”  Evidently the ability for a man to place his cock right at the entrance of a girl and just slide right in, all the way to the hilt, on the first thrust, is one of those things that guys like. To be honest, I like it to.  I love being drilled like that.  Full throttle, hip pinning, deep, slow thrusts are like the honeyed nectar to me.  I love it!  It just makes me hum.
 
                 Early Friday morning I woke up, checked my email and then proceeded to shudder in both terror and anticipation for the day.  As usual, Kari had sent me a message highlighting the simple fact of my life.  Friday was “Fuck Toy Friday” and not only would I be USING fuck toys, but I would BE ONE.  I read through the email, quailed a bit, then got out my toybox.
 
                 The first item I took out wasn’t from the toy box.  It was from myself.  I was still stuffed with the twelve inch Core Driller I had been wearing.  I groaned, feeling terribly empty.  I licked it clean, then set it aside like a good little girl.  I fished my triple vibroballs out of the box and then with nimble fingers, slid them into the gaping cavern between my legs, wishing I hadn’t slept with something so big inside me. At the time, I felt a little disgruntled that Kari had me sleep with the Core Driller in, since the vibroballs seemed to swirl loosely around inside me.  
 
                 I fished out the anal beads next.  My bottle of grapeseed oil handled the lubricating portion and I knelt on my bed, reached up behind me, and deftly, if not happily, pushed eight individual vibrating beads, connected on a thick latex covered wire, into my ass.  I’m not a fan of anal sex, much less my anal beads and afterword I wiped my hands free of the oil and wriggled my hips to settle the eleven various plastic and latex covered motors that I had inside my body.
 
                 Next came the butterfly clitoral stimulator.  It’s nothing more than a pink plastic butterfly shaped object, complete with straps, that you put on like a pair of panties.  Except in this case, the motorized vibrating bug sits right on top of your clit.  To be honest, I like the way it feels, at least on its lowest setting.  At medium I’m driven insane and within twenty minutes (or less if other things are happening to me) I’m a blubbering, shaking, soaked nympho humiliation pain slut who is going to cum regardless of where I am, what I’m doing, or what I’m wearing.
 
                 And that makes it fun.
 
                 With the butterfly vibrator firmly in place, I picked up the anal beads remote, thumbed the dial to low, and then bit my lip as my ass tightened around the gently shaking pearls buried deeply inside me.  I slipped the remote into one of the Velcro bands holding the butterfly on my clit, and then picked up the triple vibroballs remote.  This too I turned to its lowest setting, feeling the gentle hum inside my pussy.  Instantly I felt another rush of wetness and the vibroballs began rattling inside me, the enlarged capacity caused by the Core Driller allowing the three egg shaped objects to shake and rotate around within my sex, churning me in interesting ways.  I tucked the remote away and then flicked my finger along the butterfly resting on my clitoris.  It began vibrating as well, right against my clit and I gritted my teeth and moaned as every part of me between my waist and my knees felt as if I were straddling a motorcycle, complete with a steel dildo mounted directly to the engine.
 
                 I slipped on my dress next.  Kari had made it perfectly clear that she expected me to wear not only a dress, but nothing else.  That’s right.  My white blue flower print dress, which is actually a summer dress.  It’s mostly thin white cotton with little blue flowers here and there.  No bra.  No panties.  Just me and my dress.  Not exactly the right sort of outfit for doing farm stuff.  I grumped about it.  Once correctly attired, I marched downstairs, stuffed my feet into my boots, wrapped my duster around me, and went outside.
 
                 Taking care of the morning chores is pretty much an everyday occurrence.  I only get an occasional reprieve on Saturday mornings, and sometimes Sunday if Jake is available.  Fuck Toy Friday was no different.  So while I fed the critters and got things going for the day, I got to endure my own personal version of a non-stop earthquake with the epicenter located directly above my clit and going very, very deep.  My first orgasm hit half way through my chores and I grabbed hold of the fence rail, dropping the bucket of feed, and just shook my way through it.  Storm clouds swirled overhead but it wasn’t raining yet.  I felt hot in my duster and as I came I shrugged out of it, letting the cool breeze ruffle my skirt, blow up my legs, and caress me.  
 
                 When I was done with my climax, my fingers found the remotes.  With a shuddering breath, I turned each one up just a tad, moving the triple vibroballs and the anal beads from low to medium.  The butterfly vibrator only has two settings, so I left it on low.  I finished my chores in a sexually heightened state, and then around seven thirty stuck my head back in the house, shouted to my parents that I was heading out to the feed store, put my duster back on, and trudged back out to my truck..  I didn’t even bother turning off the vibrators, all fourteen of them, at least not until I was on the farm to market road, on the shoulder, my body tight with need.  This made it only marginally easier to drive, but it didn’t negate the still stuffed sensation I was enduring.
 
                 Kari had made it very clear that I had to keep the vibrators in and on for the entire day and the added complication of being forced to turn them all up after every orgasm, just made things more difficult for me.  It was a catch 22 situation.  She knew I’d cum, wanted me to, but if I came then the punishment was to increase the torment that set me off in the first place.  This increased sensation would have me cumming even sooner, which would then result in ANOTHER increase.  
 
                 Oh, I know what you’re thinking.  “Those vibroballs and the anal beads only have low, medium, and high, so what happens after three orgasms?”  Yeah, well… that’s where things would go from intense to intensely painful.  In the pocket of my duster were my alligator clamps and I was REALLY trying hard NOT to have to wear them.
 
                 So how would I be able to stop this?  Simply.  Kari said that I could turn off and take out each set of the vibrators if I found a guy (or a girl), all strangers, who were willing to fuck me on those spots.  That meant cock in my ass, cock in my pussy, and someone’s tongue against my clit.  
 
                 All before I came again.  
 
                 I didn’t have a lot of options at eight in the morning.  The mall was a no-go.  There wouldn’t be anyone there but geriatric morning walkers, a few shop keepers, and security.   And while I like being fucked while wearing handcuffs, I haven’t had a whole lot of luck with security guards.  
 
                 I headed west toward the truck stop.  Truckers are actually pretty decent and don’t deserve some of the generalization that comes their way. Their rigs would provide the necessary privacy, and if I caught a trucker who was planning on going east through Houston, he certainly wouldn’t mind a delay with a pretty twenty something nympho humiliation pain slut who just wanted a bit of relief.
 
                 I pulled up into the lot of the truck stop and immediately turned on all the vibrators.  Don’t worry – I put them back on medium. I know better than to try to cheat.  The instantaneous vibrations sent me spiraling upward in sexual bliss and I knew I only had minutes before I’d be forced to jack them up another level.  I needed to get at least ONE vibrator out or off of me!
 
                 I climbed out of my truck and watched as a prospective male came out of the building.  He was dressed in layers, a coat over tee shirt and jeans, even though it was almost seventy degrees out already.  The sky looked like it was ready to pour and I pulled off my duster, dumped it in the truck, grabbed my keys and purse, and then hurried across the lot toward the trucker.  Just as he was climbing in I came up behind him and laid a hand on his arm.
 
                 “Hi there!” I said.  It was tough to maintain a calm expression.  The buzzing between my legs had me over half way to climax.  It wasn’t going to be long before I was cumming.  The trucker turned and looked at me.  His eyes immediately went down my body, noticing that my C cup breasts were pressed tightly against the thin white cotton of my dress, the nipples hard and very evident.  His eyes found the short hem that only went down mid-thigh, and then to my feet, which were buried in cowboy boots.
 
                 
 
                 “Not buying this morning,” he said politely with a small smile.  Ah… speaking of generalities?  I laughed and shook my head.  
 
                 “Not selling.  Today it’s free,” I said.  I knew exactly what he thought I was and his eyebrow went up.
 
                 “Free?”
 
                 I nodded.  I was getting just a tad bit desperate.  I leaned close.  “Please.  I’ve got eight vibrating anal beads in my ass and if you’ll pull them out you can fuck me there.”
 
                 He blinked.  Yeah, I know.  Most people don’t get offers like that every day, do they?
 
                 In hindsight, it was also not my most brilliant move.  Selecting the anal beads I mean. If I had been smart, I would have asked him to remove the Butterfly Vibrator.  Even if he had refused, the chance that he wouldn’t would have been worth it.  As it was, our short conversation lengthened and a minute or two later I was climbing up into his truck cab.
 
                 The cab was neat.  Popular perception is that truckers are slobs.  Quite the contrary.  Most of the truckers I’ve met… okay… FUCKED… were quite orderly.  They have to be.  I slipped past the wheel and climbed into the sleeper section behind the controls and found a small bunk with tousled sheets, and a few pieces of clothes lying here and there.  It wasn’t slobbish, but could have used a bit of cleaning. Oh well.  I didn’t bother doing anything but kneeling on the bed, my ass in the air.  I flipped up my dress and heard “Holy shit!”
 
                 I was getting dangerously close to cumming.  My partner whipped out his cock quickly, but instead of tugging the anal beads out of my posterior, he tapped me on the shoulder, clearly wanting me to suck on him first.  Desperate, I didn’t object and immediately started slurping on his shaft with every ounce of my being.  It didn’t help my state of mind, since sucking on cock turns me on.  That combined with the vibrations between my legs and I exploded with his cock in the wrong hole.
 
                 He noticed of course, and grinned, pumping in and out of my face with enthusiasm.  There is nothing more pleasing for a guy than a girl cumming in front of him.  Never mind that it was nothing he had really done to me.  It happened while his cock was in my mouth, therefore he was allowed to take credit for my orgasm.  He continued to skull fuck me, making me gag, while I blinked and tried to come out of my hormone induced daze.  
 
                 Suddenly I was able to breathe and was spun around on the small bed.  My dress was flipped up again and before I could say anything, his hands scrabbled at my pussy.  I shook my head.  I wanted the ANAL beads out, not the vibroballs!  But my paramour had different ideas and tugged the triple vibroballs out of my pussy.  They rattled and he followed the wire back up to my hip and turned off the beads.  But he left everything else on.  There was a moment’s pause as he tore open a condom pack and then I felt him drive deeply into my pussy, filling me up in one thick long stroke. I moaned. God it felt great!  I couldn’t help myself.  I pumped back into him.  The butterfly clitoral vibrator buzzed against my clit and I actually came AGAIN, before he exploded!
 
                 I collapsed on the bed and became nothing more than a fuck toy, a receptacle as my truck driver finished driving, parking, and unloading his white cargo into my dock.  Thank God for condoms right?  After he grunted in release, he pulled his wet cock out of me, flopped onto the bed next to me and grinned like the Cheshire cat.  
 
                 “Good?” I asked.              
 
                 He smiled.  “Very good.”
 
                 I sighed in satisfaction, ignoring the still constant buzzing from my ass and my clit.  I picked myself up and grabbed my vibroballs.  As I headed for the door the trucker blinked.
 
                 “You weren’t kidding.  Free huh?”
 
                 I grinned, blew him a kiss and climbed down from his cab.  As I shut the door, I felt the first sprinkles of rain and I took a quick step toward my pickup truck.  That’s when I realized that I had not only cum once while with the trucker, but twice.  Once meant the anal beads and now the butterfly vibrator would have to go to full power.  The second orgasm meant that I was supposed to pull down my dress, expose both breasts, and clamp them tightly and painfully with the alligator clamps.
 
                 Well, there was no way I was going to do it right there in the parking lot between two big rigs, so I walked as fast as I could back to my pickup.  Tiny water droplets struck me and while I wasn’t soaked, I was quite damp by the time I climbed into the cab of my pickup.  Of course, I was damp in more places than just my skin, but hey… you knew that, right?  Once I sat down I fished the alligator clamps out of my duster pocket, and then pulled down the front of my dress, baring one breast at a time.
 
                 Have you ever sat in a truck, in the middle of a parking lot, naked?  It was stressful.  No, I don’t think anyone really saw me or what I was doing, thank God.  But the intensity of the RISK of being seen was just incredible and I found myself getting closer to orgasm number four, which would have been VERY bad for me.  I knew I needed time to calm down, so instead of turning the butterfly and anal beads upward, I turned them off and put the truck in gear.
 
                 It was now closer to nine am than eight thirty and as I drove the chewing pain of the alligator clamps on my nipples did terrible things to my libido.  Frustrated and with wiggling hips, I pulled out my phone and called Kari.
 
                 “Hey little one, how are you?” she asked before I had even said “Hi, it’s me.”
 
                 I whimpered a little.  “I’m desperate.”
 
                 There was a tiny laugh.  “So what else is new?”
 
                 “I just got done at the truck stop,” I replied.
 
                 There was a slight pause.  “Really.  So you are free and clear?” she asked.
 
                 I trembled.  “Not exactly.  I’ve still got the butterfly and the anal beads in.  And I’m wearing the alligator clamps on my nipples.”
 
                 “Oooh… that must hurt.  I’m surprised though that you took the vibroballs out first,” Kari said.
 
   I grimaced.  “I know.  He was supposed to fuck me in the ass.”
 
                 “Ahh… too bad.”  Kari’s tone made it clear she was hardly sympathetic.  “But this does pose a slight problem, Bre.”
 
                 “It does?” I asked.  I turned the wheel and took the exit off the freeway.
 
                 “It does.  See, now you aren’t following NHPS Rule #1.  Can’t have that,” she said succinctly.
 
                 “But Kari!” I gasped.  “I don’t have anything else!”  The truck slowed as I took my foot of the accelerator.
 
                 She laughed.  “Of course you do, dear heart.  Just put the vibroballs back in.”
 
                 My heart jumped up to my throat.  This was just cruel.  
 
    
 
                 “And if you cum again, you can turn them on as well as take the steps I outlined in my email,” Kari finished.
 
                 My voice came out as a whisper. “Kari… please?” I begged.  My entire body was rigid.  I pulled into the parking lot of the mall, not even between the lines and way out in the boonies.  I heard Kari laughing over the phone.  “Kari?  Please… I’ll cum again.  I know it!” 
 
                 Her throaty purr made it very clear what her expectations were.  “I know, dear heart.  I want you to cum.  Cum again and again.  And when you’re finally free and clear, call me back.”  The phone in my hand went dead.
 
                 And I had tons to do.
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   I have a tendency to bite my tongue at the most inopportune moments.  Unfortunately, those moments are usually when I’m concentrating hard on some difficult task that takes most of my attention.  I get this look on my face where it’s pretty clear that I’m in tunnel vision mode, everything else sort of goes away, and somehow my tongue slips between my teeth.  Then it gets bitten.  Accidentally of course.
 
   For me, the frustration of tying twenty-five clothespins to a fourteen foot long piece of string was exactly the sort of difficult dexterity requiring task that had my tongue between my teeth by clothespin number four.  And when the whole thing slipped and fell to the floor, I accidentally bit down.  I tasted blood and there was this throb in my mouth that felt totally unnatural.  I’ve had lots of things “throb” in my mouth before, but on the whole, I prefer it to be a cumming cock and not my wounded tongue.
 
   I wasn’t wearing much considering the temperature outside was in the lower sixties.  Morning chores had been a trial since I froze my ass off.  Trust me, going out in fifty-seven degree weather, when it’s wet, wearing nothing but a denim duster, a thin tee shirt, no bra, an extremely short blue denim skirt and a pair of panties is not a recipe for warmth.  Thank God I was wearing boots and socks!  Of course my attire had been selected by Kari, my lover/best friend/mistress, who has permanently decided that laundry day be accompanied by being stuffed with my Husky dildo, a nine inch rubber rod that only stays inside me with either concerted effort (risking another bit tongue) or with help, like my panties.  The panties do a piss poor job as well, since they aren’t tight enough to keep the Husky dildo in all the way.  So whenever I stand up, the Husky dildo slides halfway out of me and is only held in the other four or so inches by my panties.  
 
   This makes it tough to walk around.
 
   Kari says I have to wear the skirt because anything else and the Husky wouldn’t slide out properly.  I can see her point.  It’s not really walking around with half a dildo inside me that she’s really interested in though.  It’s me sitting back down.  That’s what she likes.  See, when you’ve only got half a dildo inside you, and you sit down, then you get immediately and thoroughly penetrated.
 
   There have been some suggestions that I replace the Husky dildo on Laundry Day with my Core Driller dildo, which is twelve inches long and widens to about four inches.  Been there.  Done that.  But while I get a much more thorough fucking, you just don’t sit down quick or repeatedly when you know that getting fully impaled on a twelve inch long fence post is what’s going to happen.  
 
   When I finished the zip line, I stuffed it in a plastic shopping sack and headed out to the truck.  Laundry was mostly finished. The whites were in the wash and the perm press was in the dryer.  That meant I had at least an hour or two before I really needed to get back and fold laundry.  So I gingerly got into my truck.  Of course as I sat down, the base of the Husky dildo pressed against the seat and I groaned in momentary sexual satisfaction as the thick rubber dick was driven deep.  I know… I’m sick.  I can’t help it. It feels good!  I shifted in my seat and actually lifted up a bit.  It helped.  The Husky dildo moved inside me and I felt another rush of wetness lubricate my already much moistened sex.  Is it a surprise?  I can’t imagine why it would be.  The whole point of keeping a sex toy inside me is for that very reason; to keep me wet.  It would be a shame to have a nympho humiliation pain slut who wasn’t wet and ready, wouldn’t it?
 
                 But despite the fresh surge of wantonness coming from between my legs, I took a deep breath, ignored the metaphorical burning itch coming from my libido, and put the truck into gear.  Don’t worry, I didn’t go far.  Just down the mile long gravel drive to the road.  The Farm to Market lane that goes by my farm is just wide enough for two of those little SMART cars to pass side by side without getting on the shoulder.  The shoulder is either grass, weeds, or in some spots gravel.  If you’re driving a pickup and you see another pickup truck coming at you, you move over.  At least you do if you like your paint job.  Of course the likelihood of seeing another truck is slim, but it does happen. 
 
   Occasionally.
 
                 I pulled over to the side of the road and got out.  Storm clouds threatened overhead, there was a blustery cold wind coming from the northeast, and I could feel a few isolated rain drops on my hands and head.  I moved to the front of the truck with my duster flapping around my bare calves and the Husky dildo sliding halfway out of me, eliciting another moan.  I managed to make it to the hood and felt the warmth of the engine. I took a deep breath and got to it.              
 
                 I started with the duster, because frankly it’s tough to strip naked when you’re wrapped up in a coat.  Shivering in the sprinkling cold rain, I practically ripped my tee shirt off.  My nipples, now totally exposed to the chilly wind hardened into perfect points.  Goose bumps rose all over my breasts and stomach and down my arms.  My teeth started chattering and I pushed my skirt down in a hurried rush, even as I stepped out of my boots and socks.  I picked up the skirt, folded it, placed it on the hood and began to pull off my panties.  I caught the Husky dildo in the other hand as it slipped from inside me just as my teeth started to chatter.
 
                 I put my duster back on.  It wasn’t warm, but at least it protected me from the wind.  I was still shivering as I buttoned it up quickly.  Once that was done I grit my teeth, pulled off my socks, and then hopped painfully on the gravel with all my clothing, back to the cab of the truck.  Once in I started the engine and directed the vents at myself with a sigh of relief.
 
   Of course that relief was momentary.  I may have been warm, but I knew in short order I’d be warm AND hurting.  I reached over to my bag and pulled out the ben wa balls.  This was no doubt Master Brandon’s attempt to make my life easier.  Ben wa balls are only sexually stimulating when walking around.  To be honest, I’ve worn them off and on for years and I might even go so far as to say they really helped in motivating the whole Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1.  I remember when Kari replaced the two golf balls she had started stuffing me with and handed me the ben wa balls. I was in one of those skorts, except with the shorts part cut out, a halter top that would have shamed a stripper, and high heels that made me look like a two dollar whore.  Then she took me to the mall.
 
   I was sixteen.  I must have cum about eleven times.  Ever walk the mall looking like a tramp when your thighs are wet with pussy juice?
 
                 But over the years I’ve actually gotten used to it.  I can wear ben wa balls for hours, even the whole day, walking constantly without cumming.  Sure, I get wet.  I get desperate.  Wanton even.  But cum?  Just from the ben wa balls?  Ain’t happening.
 
                 I unbuttoned my duster while sitting there in the truck cab.  My skin had lost that chilled look and the goose bumps disappeared to wherever they go when they aren’t making me look like a plucked goose.  I pulled the duster open, baring my breasts, my tummy, and of course that dark secret place between my legs, which doesn’t really happen to be dark, or very much a secret.  First of all, it’s very pink, or red, depending on the last time I was whipped there.  And as for a secret… well shit, I write BOOKS about that secret.  Not much of a secret, is it?  I slipped the ben wa balls into my pussy with little fuss.  I was already soaked from the Husky dildo, so pushing two golf ball sized spheres up inside myself wasn’t exactly tough.  I admit, I may have rubbed my clit a little bit as I did it, trying to work myself up sexually in order to handle what was coming next.
 
                 I swallowed.  This was the part I was not looking forward too.  Okay, I admit it. I wasn’t looking forward to any of it.  Being ziplined hurts.  I know, I’ve done it.  I mean I’ve done it BEFORE having to do it now.  You know what I mean.  I took a deep breath and pulled out the zip line.  The first clothespin was there in my finger tips and I spread my legs as wide as I could.  When I felt I was ready, I pinched the wooden clamp open, positioned the two biting edges right above my clitoral hood, and then gently let go.
 
                 I’m not going to say it was agonizing pain, because it wasn’t.  Clothespins are on the lower end of the clamping spectrum and trust me, I’m used to the higher end, so having a clothespin dangling from my clit isn’t the fear inducing experience it was when I was sixteen years old.  I’ve gone entire DAYS having a clothespin dangling from my clit.  In fact, I did it last week.  It’s an intense feeling, but it’s more about the constant reminder, the pressure, the demand, of having sex that the clothespin inspires.  The pain isn’t much to deal with.  
 
                 So I moved downward.  Six or seven inches along the string was another wooden peg.  With moistening fingers, I dug into my pussy and attached the clothespin to my right labia, on the thick outer petal.  Just underneath that clothespin I pegged another, and then another, and another, until four wooden clamps sat in a row under the one which dangled outright from my clit.  I went back up the other side of my pussy, hissing as each additional clamp seemed to make the first one hurt just a tad bit more.  My hips rocked, which is not a good thing when your nether region looks like the offspring between a porcupine and a laundry mat drying line.  By the time I was ready to go up to my tummy, my pussy was hurting.  Just a bit.
 
                 Of course the peg on my stomach was no picnic either.  That one hurt.  I hate having my skin pinched like that.  I pulled the string as taut as possible and managed to make it up to my breasts using just two clothespins.  Then I started the awful procedure of clothespinning my bosom.  I literally had a dozen clothespins left on the string, so I quickly encircled my left breast with five, evenly spaced around the areola.  Not comfortable.  But not debilitating either.  Then I went across to the other breast and repeated the process.  Lastly, with just two clothespins left, I made the leap, took the plunge, and pinched them both open at the same time and let them chew on my nipples.
 
                 Ow.  But also “oooohhh”.  Yes, I admit it. I was TERRIBLY turned on at that point.  It may be hard to understand and I accept that, but the reality of it was that I was preparing for a sex assignment, I was mostly naked, in semi-public surroundings, about to go out and get tortured, with no limits on cumming.  There was a better than probable chance I’d get fucked, maybe even suck some cock.  And inside me my pussy tightened around those ben wa balls and made it very clear that my libido was hungry.
 
                 Feed me Seymour!
 
                 Driving a manual transmission pickup truck while wearing a zip line is not easy.  The clothespins really get in the way, and the constant movement makes the point where they’re chewing on you hurt more.  So I realized in short order that my driving range was severely hampered.  Second, I discovered something even more disturbing.  While I could close and button my duster, the clothespins on my breasts, more specifically the two on my nipples, were pushed down painfully by the denim front of my coat.  So I ended up fastening the bottom two buttons, while leaving my clothespinned tits in full view, sprouting pegs and looking as if I had two hand carved wooden hedgehogs glued to my chest.
 
                 Before embarking on this little adventure, I had given some thought about where I was going to go.  Obviously the mall was out.  I was going to be literally flashing someone, and technically I would be breaking the law as well.  I think asking strangers to zipline your naked body, while stuffed with ben wa balls, certainly counts as public lewdness.  If I were a guy, I’d be arrested.  As a girl, well… sometimes a little sexist chauvinism is a good thing.              
 
                 The first spot I pulled up to was a tiny strip mall.  Ha ha!  Get it?  A STRIP mall?  Oh.  Sorry.  Anyway, I pulled into the parking lot of the strip mall and started cruising down it.  Where’s a guy when you need one?  I moved on down the road.  I crossed I-10 and moved north of town where the rain had stopped and I found myself in an office park.  You know those kinds of buildings right?  It was all concrete, few if any windows, and plenty of garage doors; warehouses, that kind of thing.  But even better was the fact that in one tiny parking lot was a guy unloading a pickup truck.  He was stacking a few things onto a small cart and I pulled up into the spot next to his.  He only gave me a cursory glance, clearly unconcerned about me.  Perhaps the window tinting on the truck side window is too thick.  Since my passenger side door was to him, and he was standing at the back of his truck, I slipped out of my seat as I unbuttoned the last two buttons of my duster.
 
                 The cool air wasn’t what gave me a second set of goose bumps.  It was my nerves.  My stomach was doing flip flops and I didn’t just have one butterfly in there.  I had a flock, or swarm, or whatever you call a shitload of butterflies.  I moved around to the tail of my truck, put my arms on the side of the bed, and smiled at him.  My entire naked and exposed body was concealed, so I know it was my smile that attracted him.              
 
                 “Hi!” I said with forced brightness.
 
                 He was dark and clean shaven with short cut hair.  He looked like a businessman in casual.  Or maybe a repair guy.  He was wearing khaki trousers and a blue polo shirt, cotton weave and dark.  His shoes were no nonsense either, with heavy rubber soles.  
 
                 “Hi, yourself!” he replied back with a grin.  My red hair was probably doing some of the attracting too.  When a pretty redhead smiles at you, don’t your insides get a little wobbly?  
 
                 “Having a good day?” I asked, still giving him my million watt please fuck me smile.
 
                 He nodded. “So far.  We’ll see how it goes.”
 
                 “Me too, but I was wondering if you’d be willing to do me a tiny favor,” I asked politely, trying to keep any sexual innuendo out of the request.
 
                 He looked over at me and grinned.  “Sure.  If I can.”
 
                 My right hand came up and it was holding the end of the zip line string.  It disappeared down my front and behind the side of the truck so he couldn’t see where it went.
 
                 “I’d like you to come over here and pull on this string as hard as you can,” I said easily.  He gave me an odd look and I could see the wheels turning in that mind of his.  But then he shrugged and came around the back of my truck.  As he did I turned away from the back panel and made sure that the front of my duster was open wide.
 
                 “Holy shit!” he stammered, coming to a stop a few feet away from me.  His eyes went down my body and couldn’t settle on where to stare.  He started at my breasts, then went down to my pussy, then back up to my breasts. Finally he glanced at my face and I put on the most simpering Bambi eyes look of helplessness that I could possibly muster and held out the string.
 
                 “Please?” I begged, somewhat sincerely. I wasn’t anywhere near total desperation or in terrible agony.  Sure, the clothespins were uncomfortable, but so is wearing a butt plug.  But he took my Bambi eyed look and the simpering whimper I let out as need and he took a step forward.  He lifted his hand and I realized he was about to pinch open one of the clothespins.
 
                 “No!” I gasped.  “You have to pull them off.” 
 
                 “But that is going to hurt you!” he said in astonishment.
 
                 I nodded vigorously.  “That’s the point.”
 
                 “You want to be hurt?”
 
                 “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  This is a punishment.  Please?  Just pull them off?”
 
                 He gave me an incredulous glance and then shrugged.  “Sure.  If that’s what you want.  Brace yourself.”  He reached out, took the end of the string, and yanked.
 
                 Have you ever heard a zip line being yanked off a girl?  It sort of sounds like a muted machine gun, or maybe two dozen mouse traps going off.  Or maybe a clunky zipper might be a better way to describe it.  Of course, that noise was hard to hear because I was letting out a pretty impressive yell of my own at the time.  The clothespins went flying in a roar and I curled into myself, arms going across my loins and my breasts as I folded in half, my body telling my brain that a massive amount of pain, specifically located in tender spots, had just occurred.
 
                 “Are you all right?” he asked, coming up to me.  I didn’t really answer him, I was in too much pain. My nipples felt like they had been ripped off my body and I’m pretty sure my clit was reporting a similar experience to my brain.  My labia throbbed, but that pain was overshadowed.  It took maybe twenty or thirty seconds before I was finally able to take stock of my surroundings.  My gallant knight’s hand was on my back and I realized that I was almost on my knees, examining the back wheel of my F-150.
 
                 “Are you all right?” he asked again. I nodded and slowly got up to my feet.  My arm was still pressed tightly across both my pussy and my breasts and I turned to face him.
 
                 “Thank you,” I whispered.  The shock and pain of the ziplining was fading, but it was still a palpable presence in my mind.  Trust me; you don’t just forget having two dozen clothespins ripped off your skin.  
 
                 “So… do you do this often?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded.  “Yes.  Thank you.”
 
                 He stared at me, more than a little uncomfortable.  “My name is Damien.”  
 
                 I took a deep breath, getting back a little more control.  “Breanne.”
 
                 He licked his lips, still looking disconcerted.  “That was pretty impressive.”
 
                 I straightened a bit more under the compliment and took my arm down from my breasts.  Damien looked at my nipples and my eyes went down too.  There were little red marks all around each breast and the tips were a little misshapen after spending twenty or so minutes crushed between two sets of wooden jaws. I reached out and took the end of the string, still dangling from his fingers and started to coil up the zipline. 
 
   “Thanks,” I replied.  “Just two more to go.”
 
                 “Two more?” Damien asked curiously.  His eyes were still locked on my tits.  I took my hand away from my pussy as well and watched as his gaze moved lower.  I nodded, not that he would have seen it. 
 
                 “Yeah.  I’ve got to get ziplined twice more.”
 
                 Damien looked slightly outraged.  “Twice?  Seriously?  And this is some sort of test?”
 
                 “An assignment.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and one of my online masters ordered me to do this.”
 
                 Damien digested that.  “So you like pain?”
 
                 I smiled for the first time since getting ziplined.  “Yep.  It turns me on.”
 
                 Damien blinked.  “So, you’re like, sexually excited?”
 
                 I reached down between my legs and drew my forefinger deeply through my still smarting petals.  It came out slick and slimy.  I held it up for him to see and then popped it in my mouth.  Yummy.  His eyes widened even though he never stopped grinning.
 
                 “Well, I’d be happy to do it for you, if you want.”
 
                 I knew what he was offering.  I smiled sadly.  “Sorry Damien, but Master Brandon said it has to be a stranger each time, and I know you now.”              
 
                 Damien stared at me.  “Oh.  Why would he want that?”
 
                 I quirked an eyebrow up.  “Strangers?  To embarrass me of course.  He knows that if I get ziplined by a stranger it means I get more humiliated.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I said, emphasizing the word humiliation. 
 
                 “Oh.  That’s too bad.” 
 
   I turned and took the few steps back to the cab of my truck. I opened the door and tossed the zip line in.  I turned back to Damien and gave him another smile.  “Thanks for helping me out.”
 
                 “Wait!  What’s your name again?” he asked, moving up to the door as I climbed in.  I felt the ben wa balls swirl inside me and I swallowed down the urge to rip Damien’s clothes off and fuck him.
 
                 “Breanne,” I replied.
 
                 He looked up and down the street again and then back at my breasts.  I’d swear he was talking to them and not to me.
 
                 “Look, don’t go.  Gerald is in our office and I’ll bet he’d be happy to pull those clothespins off.”
 
                 I paused.  “Really?”
 
                 He nodded vigorously.  “Absolutely.  Gerald is my partner. We repair computers.  Why don’t you come in?”
 
                 I shrugged.  Getting another ziplining out of the way here wasn’t a bad idea and maybe, just maybe, I’d get some cock too.  I climbed back out of the truck, zipline in hand, and closed up my duster.  Damien grinned though he was clearly disappointed that I had closed the curtains on the peep show.  I closed my truck door, locked it, and followed him to the back of his vehicle.
 
                 It only took him two more minutes to finish loading the cart and we chatted a bit about me being a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I gave him the basics, explained the rules and such, and enjoyed the astonishment he expressed when he found out that I was stuffed with a sex toy and that my purpose was to be fucked, used, hurt, and abused.  
 
                 “So like anyone can order you to do something and you have to do it?” he asked as we rolled the cart toward his building.  
 
                 I shrugged. “Within reason. I’m hardly going to do something that sends me to jail, so don’t ask me to kill Gerald or have sex with a kid or something,” I replied.  
 
                 Damien laughed.  “But seriously, if I ordered you to take off that coat right here in the parking lot, you’d do it?”
 
                 I nodded. “That’s the point of being a nympho humiliation pain slut. I’m not allowed to refuse any order that doesn’t violate my limits,” I said.
 
                 “And what are those?” asked Damien.
 
                 I helped him push the cart up the handicap ramp.  “Oh, the usual.  No kids, scat, pee, blood, disfigurement, me going to jail, rapes, that sort of thing.”  I paused, thoughtful.  “And I technically can refuse an order for medical reasons if I don’t think it’s safe for me, though there are proscribed punishments for that sort of stuff if I DO object.” I said.
 
                 Damien nodded.  “So taking off your duster isn’t breaking any limits.”  Obviously the man wanted me naked.
 
                 I looked into his eyes.  Since my breasts weren’t out for him to see, I suppose I should have expected it.  “Why don’t you just give me the order and find out?” I said.
 
                 “Breanne, take off your coat.”  His voice came out just a bit gruff, as if he were pushing it.  
 
                 Right there on the front stoop of his business, while staring him in the eyes, I unbuttoned my duster.  I started at the top and went down slowly, playing up the whole thing.  I hate to say it like that, but men are very easy to manipulate, even ones who I call Master.  Some slow seductive movements, the gradual exposure of skin, even if it’s already been seen, a little hip wiggle, the arch of a foot, a soft wetting up the lips, and men eat out of the palm of my hand.  When I got to the bottom button I wriggled my hips and shoulders and the whole thing slid off my back and downward to puddle around my bare feet.  I stepped out of the fallen duster, completely naked, holding a string with a dozen clothespins tied to it.              
 
                 Damien looked at me with wide eyes again.  “Holy shit.”
 
                 I stopped and picked up my duster, but I casually draped it over an arm.  Then I pointed at the door.  “Damien, it’s cold out here.”  And it was.  My nipples were stiff and the goose bumps were coming back.  Granted the wind wasn’t as bad here in the city as out by the road, but still it was chilly.  The realization shook Damien out of his sexual impairment and he blubbered something like “of course!  Sure! I’m sorry!”
 
                 He pushed the cart toward the door and in a helpful and feminist sort of style, I  opened the glass door for him.  Damien went in first, following the cart.  I entered next and found myself in a small lobby the size of a minivan.  There wasn’t even a desk in it, just a few chairs and what looked like a doorbell on the wall under a sign that said “ring for service”.  How quaint.
 
                 Damien led me down that hallway that branched off from the lobby and I passed two empty offices, a small bathroom, a kitchenette, a break room, a janitor’s closet (it was marked “Janitorial”, that’s how I knew), and then we pushed through a final door.
 
                 And into a rather large workshop. It was easily fifty or sixty feet wide and a hundred feet deep.  There were rows of tables, of shelves, and more electronic thingies than I’ve ever seen in my short sexual life.  There were a lot of computers running and some were in various stages of either repair or assembly.  Damien moved right down the middle aisle and I followed, eyes wide.
 
                 We made it halfway when, on the other side of one of the partially assembled computers, I made eye contact with Gerald, Damien’s partner.  He was a bit older than Damien and looked to be in his middle thirties.  He had brown hair that was getting thin on top and a walrus mustache that would have made mustachio aficionados everywhere jealous. He noticed Damien with an apparent apathy or perhaps tunnel vision, and I noticed his tongue was between his teeth as he patiently screwed in something on the open computer case in front of him.
 
                 At least until he got a sight of me.
 
                 Gerald blinked in astonishment and I heard a sharp click come from the computer case.  His eyes tore away from contemplating my breasts and went back to the computer where he softly but earnestly cussed out the machine.  In retrospect, I may or may not have had something to do with whatever got messed up.  Who knows what the appearance of a naked girl will have on a man holding a screwdriver?
 
                 Gerald turned back to look at me, or more accurately, at my breasts.  He put down his screwdriver, glanced once at Damien, and then back at me.  I smiled, giving him the full power million watt please fuck me with that screwdriver smile.
 
                 “I hope you’re the new secretary,” Gerald said, his eyes going downward to my shave slit.  I giggled once and Damien coughed.
 
                 “She was in the parking lot.  She’s a sex slave and she needs some help finishing her assignment.”
 
                 That caught Gerald’s interest.  “Sex slave huh?”  
 
                 I nodded happily.  “Yes sir,” I replied demurely.
 
                 “So what do you need help with?” he asked.
 
                 I lifted the zip line up.  The clothespins rattled loudly.  “I need to pin these to myself and then have a stranger rip them off me.”
 
                 Gerald grimaced and winced.  “Sounds painful.”
 
                 I nodded. “That’s the point sir.”
 
                 “I see.  And is that all you’ll do?”
 
                 Damien grinned. “She’ll do anything we order her to do.”  He picked up Gerald’s screwdriver and held it out to me. “Here.  Take this Breanne and fuck it.”
 
                 I reached out to take the screwdriver but Gerald gave a rueful glance at Damien and snatched his tool away before I had a chance to screw myself with it.
 
                 Damien laughed. “You get the picture.”
 
                 “So I rip those clothespins off you and I can order you to do anything?”
 
                 I shook my head. “No sir. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and you can order me to do anything whether or not you rip off the zipline.”  I know… I’m a bit voracious but you have to understand that my body was tingling with sexual energy.  The previous ziplining not to mention being naked, and wearing the ben wa balls, had combined into something that pretty much made me a sex rocket and I was on a course heading for the moon.
 
                 Gerald laughed. “So if I say, ‘suck my cock’…”
 
                 I didn’t bother responding.  I just reached out, my fingers caressing the bulge in his pants. I had his belt half unbuckled when Damien reached out, snagged my arm, and pulled me away.              
 
                 “Now wait a moment.  I get first rounds with her.  I found her first.  Then you can have your fun, Gerald.”
 
                 The older man grinned. “All right. I’m in the middle of this anyway and I think I’ll want something more than just a blow job.  Why don’t you take her to the break room and show her what computer repair is all about.”
 
                 Damien grinned and pulled me away and I was hauled out of the workroom, leaving Gerald behind.  We went back up the hallway a bit and then stepped into the small break room. It featured a table, a few chairs, and against the back wall, a leather couch that looked like it had seen better days.  I was manhandled on to the couch and then Damien, without a please or thank you, whipped out his cock and stuck it in my mouth.  I opened wide and sucked, because that’s what a nympho humiliation pain slut is suppose to do.  You don’t expect a please or thank you.  That’s not your job. So I sucked.
 
                 Damien had… um… difficulty… holding back, and a moment later (a very SHORT moment later) ejaculated into my mouth with about a quarter cup of cream.  I swallowed it easily and tasted the musky salty flavor with just a hint of beer in it.  Yuck.  I know what Damien had to drink the night before.  But I didn’t object either.  For Damien, it was a bit of a shock, cumming in my mouth like that.  He looked irritated too, as if he meant to do something more penetrative and he acted like a schoolboy on his first trip behind the football clubhouse.  I smiled, trying to be positive, but I guess my disappointment was pretty evident.  To get him back on topic, I picked up my zipline, shook it loudly in front of him, and asked him if he wouldn’t mind getting me “zipped” back up.
 
   Evidently the thought of pinning two dozen or so clothespins to a girl who just gave him a blowjob was enough of a trick to turn his mood, because he readily agreed.  I straightened up on the couch and spread my legs wide, doing the splits and arching my back to present the appropriate area.  I walked him through it, telling him the first peg needed to go on my clit, then down my right labia and up my left.  He got it backward, or I did, but in the end I sat there, mouth open, panting slightly from the steady and painful pressure of the wooden clamps as he pinned two more pegs to my left side and then up to my breasts.
 
   Damien liked putting the clothespins on my breasts and continuously thumbed my nipples as he encircled both areola with pegs.  Eventually he got down to the last two clamps and flicked my nipples hard before crushing the little nubs in the wooden jaws.  I was in a state, a state of quiet sexual desperation and I was quite aware that after getting ziplined I would want either a thorough rough fucking or a whipping.
 
                 Or both.
 
                 I stood up gingerly, feeling the pull and tug of the various clamps and their connecting string.  It hurt quite a bit more this time, or at least it seemed to.  Slowly I shuffled along behind Damien who led me forward with one hand on the string. I had to keep up to prevent him from prematurely pulling the clothespin off my right nipple, but from his expression, I could see he was hoping to do it anyway.  We walked back down the hall and then into the workroom.  Gerald was still at his station, but this time he was better prepared when I was brought forward.  There wasn’t any cussing out the computer.  He turned in his stool as Damien stopped me in front of his partner.
 
                 “Wow.  That was quick,” Gerald said, looking over at Damien.  I think the man actually blushed.  I sure did.  
 
                 I coughed to distract Gerald’s attention. “Will you zipline me now sir? Please?” I asked.
 
                 Gerald looked back at me.  “Does it hurt?”
 
                 I blinked. “Um… yes sir.”
 
                 “So we should restrain you?”
 
                 Ooooohh.  My pussy started squeezing the ben wa balls hard and I felt a new surge of wetness.  Oh god yes. Tie me up!  I nodded, trying to hide my enthusiasm.  Gerald nodded and then got up off his stool.  He didn’t touch me, but walked deeper into the rows of shelves toward the back of the storage area.  Damien led me by the zipline string and I followed along, the soles of my bare feet slapping on the cool concrete.  We got to the back wall of their facility and Gerald pulled some thick black wire that was coiled in small lengths off one of the shelves.  For a moment, I thought he was going to hit me with it, but he didn’t. (Too bad, right?)  Instead he uncoiled it and I realized they were power cords.
 
                 Now Damien let go of the zipline string as Gerald took my arm and moved me so that my back was pressed up against one of the shelves.  He handed one power cord to Damien and then both men pulled my arms wide and quickly, if not expertly bound my wrists to the metal shelf behind me.  I could have gotten free in about a minute with just a little bit of effort.
 
                 “Um…” I stammered.  “I won’t pull the shelf down on top of myself, will I?” I asked.                
 
                 Gerald laughed.  “It’s bolted to the floor, little lady.  No fears.”
 
                 I nodded but then Gerald took another two power cords from the shelf.  In short order my feet had been pulled outward, my wet thighs and the pegged folds of my sex on deliberate and obvious display. I pulled on my bonds slightly, not wanting the cords to slip, and found them sturdy, if not tight.  I knew that when I got ziplined they’d keep me from closing up on myself.                
 
                 And then Gerald seemed ready.  He and Damien stood there, looking at me.  I was stressed, scared of having the clothespins yanked off my body, but also scared of the fact that I was there, with two guys I barely knew, who had me tied to a shelving unit, naked.  That fear coalesced inside me and made me even wetter.  God, I’m sick.
 
                 Gerald moved up and took the dangling string.  Slowly he pulled it taut, taking up the slack from his hand to my right nipple.  I felt the tug, that turned into a gentle pull, that became a tight draw.  The pain built up inside me and I winced as my breast was drawn outward by the nipple, the other clothespins jiggling as Gerald worked me.  Then with a sharp click, the clothespin came free and I let out a scream, expecting the rest of the clothespins to rip from my body in one loud painful burst.
 
                 “Oops,” said Gerald, who stepped up, lifted the dangling clothespin and then cruelly reapplied it to my nipple.  I whimpered loudly, my knees buckling.  He turned and stepped away again, but then without a moment’s warning, he pulled hard on the string and in the space of a single second, all twenty five clothespins were ripped off my body.  It felt like someone had given me a light coating of alcohol and set me on fire.  I let out a choked sob and I folded as if someone had punched me in the stomach.  My clit, my nipples, and my entire pussy were on fire.  The only thing that prevented me from ending up on the floor, curled up in a fetal position, were the four power cords that bound me to the metal framed shelving unit behind me.  As it was I dangled there, my body in too much pain to really do anything more than endure.
 
                 I was only barely cognizant of the clothespins clattering to the floor, but when Gerald’s finger found my slit and worked the delicate nodule right above it, well… that I recognized.  I was soaked too.  The penetration was light and delicate, a caress rather than abuse.  He could have shoved a hard drive up inside me and I wouldn’t have cared at that point.  That’s the nature of being a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Things like getting ziplined only make you hornier.
 
                 Of COURSE it hurt!  But you have to understand that I’m a live, sadist’s wet dream.  There is something seriously wrong with me.  If you hurt me under the right circumstances, like a whipping, a spanking, or maybe even something more terrible, as long as it’s sex orientated, I get turned on.  I know. You are sitting there shaking your head saying “what a weirdo.”  Of course I know you’re also sitting there saying “thank God!”
 
                 I recovered from the zip lining fast, and I think most of that was because of the devoted attention my pussy was getting from Gerald’s finger.  I moaned.  I groaned.  I gyrated.  I thrust.  I basically did everything within my limited power to get more of that maddening digit up inside me.  He found the two ben wa balls that were stuffed up inside me and he twirled them around.  After a moment he tugged them out, leaving me even more desperate.  I tilted my hips, thrusting my pubis forward and Gerald seemed to understand what I was doing.  His finger went back inside me and rather than letting me have what I wanted, he moved his hand in a way that kept me from getting either a harder faster fucking, or the full and deep penetration I really wanted.  So I hung there, panting, the receding pain of the zip line melting and merging into the heat of my desperation.  My knees were slightly bent and turned inward, not that it did me a bit of good.  Gerald had me right where he wanted me.
 
                 At least for a moment.  A few minutes later he tugged his finger out of my sex, stuck it in my mouth for me to suck clean, and then I was untied starting at the ankles.  I didn’t technically collapse, but I did wobble a bit and “let” Gerald catch me.  Yes, I could have stood up straight and walked, despite my wantonness, but I’ve always felt that men respond better to a vulnerable girl.  Either they become gallant knights, or deal even more vicious cruelties to my special parts.  I didn’t care which I got.  Gerald wrapped his arm around me protectively and led me away from the shelving unit.
 
                 We walked back toward his station and to be honest, I expected to keep going.  The sofa was back in the break room.  Instead Gerald draped me over his stool, literally bending me in half.  I laid there, feeling the cool vinyl on my belly, my breasts dangling down.  I gripped the steel legs and crossbeams with my fingers and waited.  My bottom was there, perfectly positioned for just about anything.  I expected a spanking, or maybe a whipping, or at least a thick cock being forced into either my pussy or ass.
 
                 Instead, Gerald went around me, his fingers running up my back from rump to shoulder.   He picked up something off his desk; I couldn’t see because I was below the edge, and then he knelt down.  I saw something flash by my eye that was blue and yellow, but I didn’t really recognize it until Gerald was lifting the first of two up to my nipples.  It was a tiny clamp, a plastic one with rubber grippers and it tightened with a rippling clacking noise.  I gasped as the bite crushed my right nipple and pain shot up through my breast.  Then Gerald did the other one and I had a matched set of clamps dangling from my swinging breasts.  I’m sure it was a sexy sight.  I could literally see Gerald’s thick swollen cock through his khaki trousers.
 
                 He moved back around me and I finally got what I really wanted.  I heard the metallic tearing sound of a zipper and the ringing of a belt buckle.  A moment later I felt a soft but firm presence at the opening of my sex, a probing head swirling against my abused labia, soaking up the juices.  I arched my back, going up on tiptoe, and that just made it easier.  Gerald slid in to me like a wet piece of soap in a warm bathtub.   I gasped as he went deep, burying his shaft inside me with a thrust that set my breasts swinging.  He drew himself mostly out, leaving only the very tip of his cock still within my pussy, only to drive himself back in hard.  
 
                 It was an incredible fucking, though I have to admit in all honesty that I was well beyond the normal starting level for a good screwing.  Foreplay is so important, and for me generally consists of things like giving a guy a blowjob or even getting zip lined and then clamped.  Again.  In any event, I went from wet and desperate to being wet, desperate, and close to cumming, in the space of, oh… maybe twenty or thirty thick and heavy thrusts.  Gerald pounded away and I came with a loud cry of release, allowing my body to finally give in to the steady rhythmic love making until every pore of my essence was inundated with the scent and heat of orgasm.  I didn’t just pop like a balloon, with a loud bang and a few pieces of rubber.  Oh no.  I came like a thunderstorm, rolling along with booming flashes and terrible winds and long last consequences.
 
                 I’m not sure when Gerald came. I was too wrapped up in my own explosion to really notice.  All I remember was when he pulled out, leaving me empty but content.  I slowly straightened up, the two plastic clamps bobbing gingerly on my breasts.  Gerald was already getting dressed again, a damp paper towel on the desk next to him.  Damien was nowhere to be seen.  I watched Gerald get dressed and for the first time, felt just a tad bit self-conscious.  After all, I was stark naked wearing a pair of blue and yellow plastic clamps while he was fully dressed.  
 
                 Gerald smiled at me and the politely patted me on the rump. “That was good.  Thanks,” he said.  I smiled back at him, still feeling the after sex daze of orgasm.  “Why don’t you check Damien’s office?”  Gerald added.  “He’s probably in there now working.”
 
                 I wasn’t sure if that was Gerald’s polite way of telling me to beat it, or wanting to be friendly to Damien.  To be honest, I wasn’t sure what else I could do.  I’d made both men cum and frankly, I needed to get my zip line, grab my coat, and head out. I still had to find one more person to run me through the ringer.  But Gerald had clearly dismissed me so I padded out of the workshop in my bare feet and headed down the hall.
 
                 Sure enough, Damien was in his office.  His face brightened considerably when I walked in and I was relieved to see my zip line and duster lying on a filing cabinet against the wall.  Damien’s eyes went right to my breasts where I was still sporting Gerald’s clamps.  He grinned and his hand went down to his crotch, clearly adjusting another hard on.  I wondered if I was about to get laid a second time.
 
                 “You must really like clamps,” Damien said, his eyes still glued to my nipples.  I chuckled softly and cupped my breasts, bouncing them just a bit.  The clamps didn’t move at all and I felt a reawakening in my loins.  It wasn’t an immediate need for sex, but I knew it was the seed for that need.  
 
                 “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  If clamping me is what you want then I have to accept it,” I said sagely.
 
                 “What if I wanted to spank you?” he asked smugly.
 
                 I turned to the side, arched one foot, and wiggled my ass.  “If that’s what you want sir.”
 
                 Damien nodded.  “What if I want to whip you?”
 
                 I sighed softly, mostly from exasperation. “If that’s what you want sir.”
 
                 He shook his head.  “Damn, I don’t suppose you’d marry me?” 
 
                 Now I did laugh out loud.  “Not today.  Besides, how do you know YOU are what I’M looking for?” I asked.
 
                 That must have stung a little because he look chagrined.  But then he shrugged.  “Why don’t you come over here?” he asked, but from his tone I knew it was an order.  I let out another sigh. I hate soft men.  Either command, or leave me alone. I don’t want to be pleaded with. I don’t want to be “asked”.  Say “come over here now, sit on my desk, and spread your legs.  When I hit you with the ruler gasp and thank me.”
 
                 Unfortunately, I wasn’t asked to mount the desk.  Instead Damien took my arm and draped me across his lap.  His hand rubbed at my ass and there was nothing I could do about it.  The first stroke was light and barely enough to get my attention.  I didn’t even moan.  The next smack was a bit harder, and the one after that even harder, but still I didn’t make a sound, enduring the blows with fortitude.  Damien didn’t get irritated with my silence until about the tenth spank and the eleventh finally was of sufficient strength to get my attention. I hissed and arched my back, my nipples still throbbing from the plastic clamps attached there.  Each spank caused me to jerk back and forth and the swinging of my breasts somehow caused the clamps to hurt just a tad bit more.  
 
                 I didn’t bother counting because Damien didn’t tell me too.  I’m not sure how many strokes I got, but my butt was red when Damien finished.  He pushed me off his lap, grabbed my hand, and pulled me out of the office.  We headed back to the break room and he closed the door.  This time he didn’t waste time with a blowjob.  He stripped naked, then tossed me onto my back on the sofa, and without a word or even warning, landed on top of me and plunged his thick hard cock deep into my sex.
 
                 It felt good actually.  I groaned as he moved against me, pressing me down into the old leather.  It was vanilla sex, and not very good to be honest.  It wasn’t that Damien was a bad lover.  He wasn’t.  But I’m the kind of girl that prefers being scourged to getting roses.  Damien didn’t even tug on the nipple clamps.  All he did was work off his energy in my depths.  I didn’t mind.  To be honest, that’s one of the reasons I’m here.  It’s my purpose.
 
                 He came almost as quickly the second time as he did the first, exploding in white ribbons that filled his condom and left me wanting.  After he collapsed on top of me, I gently pushed him away.  He rolled to the side and I moved into a sitting position.
 
                 “That was wonderful,” he finally said, grinning over at me. 
 
                 “Sure,” I agreed.  I stood up.
 
                 “Where are you going?” he asked, startled.  
 
                 I smiled patiently.  “This has been fun, really.  But I’ve got to get my zipline and go find stranger number three.  I’ve got things to do,” I said.
 
                 Damien laughed. “No you don’t.  I’ve got him coming by in about another forty or so minutes.”
 
                 “Who?” I asked, startled.  
 
                 Damien shrugged.  “One of our repair guys. He goes out on calls. I told him to get his tail back here.”
 
                 I gave Damien a look of uncertainty because I was uncertain.  I wasn’t sure I wanted to hang around naked for another forty minutes.  Damien rooted around for his pants, found them, and pulled them up.  I watched.
 
                  When he was ready, he opened the door. “Come with me,” he said.  I waffled.  It wasn’t exactly an order, but then again, was it?  I decided to obey, just in case, and followed him back down the hall toward the workshop.  Gerald was back at his station, working away, and he only gave me a glance and a smile.  I’m guessing he was pleased to see that I was still wearing the clamps.
 
                 Damien stopped at a large plastic cart.  The top was empty and he patted it positively, giving me a glowing smile.  “Hop up here,” he said.  I turned around and pushed my still spanked posterior onto the cool plastic top.  Once I was sitting on it, Damien pushed my shoulder backward.  Slowly I let him lay me flat on the cart, with my head and legs from the knees down hanging off the edge.  I stared up and backwards at some shelves and the ceiling as Damien pulled out a roll of packing tape and began by securing my wrists to the plastic frame.  Next my legs were pulled outward, bent at the knee and my ankles were taped down.  It was a decidedly different sensation and not one I’m sure about, even afterward.              
 
                 With both my breasts and my sex on full display, Damien rolled me back into the center aisle going up the workroom.  Gerald glanced at me again, but didn’t say anything.  Evidently it isn’t that odd of an occurrence to see a girl taped down to a work cart and rolled through their computer repair shop.  Damien also kept quiet, but he did roll me up to another one of the work tables.  It was an odd feeling, being this helpless in such a new area.  It felt different too.  There was no way I was going to free myself, unlike the power cords that held me to the shelving unit earlier.  Nope, there was nothing I could do.
 
                 I was left like that for a couple of minutes.  I could turn my head and watch Gerald working.  Every once in a while he’d glance over at me, studying me, but then he’d turn back to his computer and get a bit more done.  I tried to settle down, but I really couldn’t.  Then Damien returned to the room, this time holding my zipline in one hand.  He started at my clit, just like before and quickly had me both wincing and moaning.  As he worked between my legs he lifted a large handled screwdriver from the desk behind him and gently worked the handle up inside me.  To be honest, it didn’t make much of a difference.  The clothespins were already working their magic and as they were pinned to my labia and then up my torso to my breasts, my body was already working overtime in the sex department.              
 
                 I gasped as they went around both nipples and I couldn’t help my pumping hips as my body tried to instinctively get rid of the painful attachments.  Last but not least, Damien removed the two heavy blue and yellow plastic clamps and replaced them with clothespins, eliciting choked sobs from me as my crushed nubs reported the brief spurt of blood through my bitten capillaries.  He returned the clamps to Gerald and then went to a third workstation, leaving me to my bound and tormented state.
 
                 The only thing that would have made it better was a vibrator of some kind.  As it was I suffered for only fifteen or twenty minutes in that position.  Rescue, or perhaps from some perspectives worse torment, arrived in the form of a guy named Keith who dropped his tool bag and let loose some rather colorful “what the fuck?” comments as soon as he saw me on the cart.
 
                 It was Damien who called over to him.  “We got in a new computer that needs some repair, Keith.  Start by getting those pegs off it, and then I recommend a full defragging of the hard drive.”              
 
   Keith was standing over me and I kept my mouth shut.  I wanted my hard drive “defragged” or whatever that meant.  Hell, as far as I was concerned, he could insert his stick drive in my USB port too.  Finally, still a little shell shocked, he grabbed the string that led to the first clothespin on my breast.  He started to tug and I broke my silence.
 
   “No.  Please?  Do it fast?” I begged.  With a grin he nodded and then did it.  Fire exploded through me, from my breasts down to the very tip of my clit.  I screamed out loud, my body bucking on the cart even if it didn’t go anywhere.  Everything tingled and burned, from the tips of my breasts down to the little nodule at the top of my slit.  Then, before I even had a chance to really recover, I felt cock against me.  Sure enough, Keith was probing my um… USB port with his uh… stick drive.  Then I felt cock smacking me in the face and I opened my eyes to see Damien there trying to get me to deep throat him upside down.              
 
   I did my best of course.  It’s not the first time that I’ve been poked from both ends.  It was just the first time I’ve ever done it taped to a work cart with my head tiled so far back I might as well have been upside down.  There isn’t much you can do either when you’re in that position.  It isn’t like you can stroke a guy’s balls, or wiggle your hips.  You become a receptacle, an object, nothing more than a living fuck doll.
 
   But I guess that’s what they wanted, isn’t it?  
 
   When Keith came he yanked himself out and sent a white spray across my belly.  Damien kept at it and eventually came in my mouth.  Thank god there wasn’t much of it, because I wouldn’t have been able to keep it all in there and swallow. Drowning in sperm isn’t my idea of the best way to go.              
 
   But afterward they cut me loose and helped me the black leather couch.  I lay there, half exhausted and still naked while all of them checked up on me every few minutes.
 
   Finally I felt ready to go on and Damien came into the room.
 
   “So, are you interested in a job?” he asked me politely.              
 
   I laughed.  “Ya’ll’s secretary?” I asked.              
 
   He grinned, nodding enthusiastically.  I shook my head.  “You guys are sweet, but I’m not sure you could afford my phone answering services.”
 
   Damien shrugged.  “That’s okay.  We weren’t planning on having you answer the phone,” he said with a suggestive wiggle of his eyebrow.
 
   “But that’s all that’s for sale,” I replied standing up.  I picked up my duster and the string of clothespins went into the side pocket.  
 
   “Breanne, I don’t want you to leave,” Damien said.  I reached out and touched his face.
 
   “I know.  But I’ve got responsibilities.  Things to do.  And at least getting ziplined a third time isn’t on that list!”
 
   He smiled wanly. “At least there’s that.” He stood and helped me into my coat.  I buttoned it closed over my bare breasts and still red marked pussy.
 
   “Will I see you again?” he asked as he walked me back to the door and then to my truck.
 
   I climbed in and gave him a wink.  “You never know what assignments I’ll have next week.  I think it’s a pretty good guarantee I’ll be back.  Who knows?  I might even answer your phone!”
 
   Damien grinned and leaned through the open door, giving me a kiss on the cheek.  “See you round, Breanne; nympho humiliation pain slut.”
 
   And so I closed the door, started the engine and headed for home.  Parts of me still hurt.  Parts felt incredible.  And I had even avoided getting fucked up the ass.  All in all, a good day’s work.
 
   For a NHPS.
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne – First, you need to get a fourteen foot long piece of string and twenty five clothespins.  You will tie a clothespin to the string at even intervals until all twenty five clothespins are attached to the string.  Next, drive to your stripping spot and remove all of your clothes and your daily toy.  Insert your ben wa balls.  You may wear your duster.  Before leaving your striping spot, you will attach the first clothespin to your clit, and then work the additional clothespins down both sides of your pussy, placing four on each side of your pussy.  Then you will attach the clothespins up your belly until you get to your breasts.   You will put the remaining clothespins on each tit around your areola, with the last two directly on your nipples.  You will then find a stranger and ask them to yank the zip line from your body.  Repeat this procedure two additional times. You MAY offer sexual services in exchange for help getting zip lined, but you may NOT use the same hole twice.  That means one person can fuck your pussy.  One person can fuck your ass.  And one person can use your mouth.  Good luck fuck slut.
 
    
 
                                                                         Brandon 
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   I looked down at myself in exhausted disgust.  I was covered in white cream, from my neck down to my belly.  Half of it was dried, caked on and flaky, while the other half dripped in thick rivulets, down my body.  My breasts were slimy, covered in the milky spunk of so many cocks that I couldn’t even keep count.  I was positive that the gold padlock swinging from my right nipple would never unlock again thanks to the gunk that had seeped inside.  Of course the two alligator clamps chewing on my nipples continued to work, hurting me dangerously even as the vibrating nipple clamps shook them, clamped not to my nipples, but to the alligator clamps ON my nipples.  The Rotating Venus Penis toy, a diabolical motorized cock and clitoral stimulator that not only buzzed but spun, dug away inside me.  My ass was stuffed with my vibrating anal beads, buzzing away at high power.  My clit was currently crushed between the metal teeth of the jumbo alligator clamp and then tormented by the rapidly vibrating base of the RVP, mashing it against my mons.  
 
   I was done.  Technically.  I blinked cum out of my eyes, wiping it away with one finger.  Every part of my body ached.  Multiple orgasms will do that to a girl.  I looked up at the glory hole and groaned.  Another cock had appeared, thick and hard and ready.  I shook my head.  I didn’t think I could do it.  Not another one.  Besides, I was done.  Right?  With a sigh I moved forward.  My knees found the blue rubber mat, the one I had brought from home and I straightened up until my mouth was level with the hard flesh before me. I opened my mouth and took him in deep, resisting the urge to gag.
 
   Gag…. Cough… splutter… Oh My Fucking GOD!  How did I get here?
 
   I sat in front of my computer on a Monday morning with a half eaten bagel and a glass of strawberry banana orange juice.  I coughed, trying to get the juice and bagel to go down the right path as my vision swam and I hocked my breakfast up out of my lungs.  When I finally was able to take a deep breath my eyes went back to the computer screen and read Master Brandon’s email for a second time.
 
    
 
   Breanne,
 
    
 
   I know how much you love to suck cock, so I thought a new assignment focusing on that would be appropriate.  First of all, you will dress in one of your skimpy summer dresses (the most expensive), no panties and no bra.  Wear the fuck me shoes too.  You will proceed to your favorite glory hole where you will disrobe except for the shoes.  Once there you will proceed to suck cock until you have ten orgasms - not orgasmic waves - but ten distinct and separate orgasms.  There must be at least ten minutes between these orgasms.  You are also not allowed to masturbate or touch yourself.  How do you cum then?  Simple.  After every completed cock that you suck to release, you will insert or apply one sex toy from your bag.  You will bring your RVP, the Butterfly Clitoral Stimulator, your vibrator, your anal beads, your vibrating butt plug, the vibrating nipple clamps, the alligator clamps, and any other non-manipulative toy you feel is appropriate.  However, you may only use these toys once.  So if you take off the vibrating nipple clamps in order to apply the alligators, you can not remove the alligators in order to put the vibrating clamps back on.  
 
    
 
   I expect this to take some time so you might want to bring something to drink and eat.  However, anything you drink or eat MUST be liberally splattered or mixed with cum.  If you're eating cheese and crackers, I expect there to be white goo across the top.  If you're eating peanut butter and jelly, I expect you to open the sandwich and hold it under a spurting cock before you consume it.  A cup of water better be swirling with white cream.
 
    
 
   Lastly, you will make sure that the cocks you suck spurt not into your mouth, but across your chest.  You may not clean up.  I expect you to be covered in dry and wet cum by the time this is done.  After your ten orgasms you may leave, but you may not remove whatever sex toys or clamps you have applied during your cocksucking assignment.  You may choose to ruin your dress and cover up, or you may leave naked.  I don't particularly care.  Remember to follow NHPS Rule #1 when you leave, but if the final toy you are wearing is motorized, or you are wearing multiple motorized toys, they must all be on full power until you get in your truck.  You may remove the toys (except for the one in your cunt) when you arrive at home.  Enjoy.
 
    
 
   Brandon 
 
    
 
   A second read through didn’t do much to relieve me either.  It was a diabolical assignment, one intended to hurt me as well as cause massive levels of humiliation and orgasm.  I could already feel my pussy tightening around the ben wa balls I had stuffed into myself that morning.  The day before had been a whirling dervish of sexual gratification, with plenty of orgasm thanks to my Rotating Venus Penis, so I was still a bit tender and I shook my head.  There was no way I was going to do this; at least not immediately.  With a quirked frown, I forwarded the email to Kari and finished my bagel.
 
   Kari’s response came about five minutes later and I’m damned lucky I was done eating.  I would have actually choked to death.  
 
    
 
   Bre –
 
    
 
   Brandon is such a creative fellow! I agree. I think this afternoon, or perhaps right before lunch, would be most appropriate.  Make sure you take a snack and let me know where you are before you go in.
 
    
 
   Kari
 
    
 
   I stared at the computer screen hard.  She couldn’t be serious!  But the sinking of my heart and the continued tightening between my legs told me she was.  With a deep breath I stood, grabbed a canvas bag out of my closet, and began loading it with what I needed.  As I moved the ben wa balls swirled inside me, stoking my fires and keeping me wet in a way that combined nicely with my imagination.  When I was ready, I shouted out to my mother that I was heading out to spend some time with Kari and then shot out of the house before anyone could ask what was going on.  I climbed into the truck, my blue jeans and button up shirt tight against my skin.  
 
   My first stop wasn’t far away of course, and the cool morning air wasn’t that bad.  There wasn’t a breeze and I climbed out of the truck and moved to the grill.  As I’ve done countless times before, I stripped naked, unbuttoning my shirt, folding it, and then placing it on the hood of my vehicle.  My bra went next, leaving my skin puckering in goose bumps.  My nipples hardened instantly and I even felt a dull ache from my right nipple as my skin tightened around the piercing.  I kicked off my boots and put my stocking clad feet down on the hard cold gravel. With hurried movements, I unbuckled my pants and then pushed the thick denim down my legs.  My panties went next, and then my socks, and finally I stood there naked in all my glory, with only the blue sky above me and the ticking of my cooling engine.  I left the ben wa balls in and grabbed my dress, slipping it on over my head and covering myself.  
 
   It didn’t do much to help the mid-sixties temperature, but at least it concealed my body from passersby.  Not that there WERE passersby mind you.  My little Farm to Market road is so infrequently traveled that you could lie down in the middle of it for a nap and stand a fair chance of not getting run over. I gathered up my belongings and climbed back up into the cab.  I tossed everything aside and then slipped on the eight inch platform heels that Master Barrett had made me buy over a year ago.  They did wonders for my height, at the cost of a questionable ability to balance and looking like a two dollar whore.  But the assignment was very clear.  I had to wear them.
 
   The next issue was where to go.  As an official nympho humiliation pain slut living in the great metropolis of Houston, I happen to know several really great glory hole spots.  The problem is that the majority of them are for gay guys.  To be honest, it’s rare for a girl to spend an afternoon in a glory hole booth sucking guys off.  One of my first choices was the glory hole down at the antique shop that Julie had told me about.  It was almost exclusively heterosexual, with relatively clean and quiet traffic.  But it was slow too.  That worried me.  
 
   Another option was that dive of a porn store down on I-10.  The place was, and still is, a fucking disaster, but I’ve spent hours in their “arcade” getting fucked and sucking cock.  But the problem is that their glory holes aren’t exactly the most comfortable.  There were of course two down at the University, but it had been awhile since I had been down there and I wasn’t sure if they were still there.  Besides, camping out in a men’s restroom on campus for hours, sexually torturing myself, while providing sexual services for free, was a good way to attract the attention of the campus police.  Not cool.  Which left one last option; an upscale adult novelty shop in north Houston that had quiet lockable private rooms.  I’d actually done an assignment or two up there, so I turned my truck in that direction and sped off toward oblivion.
 
   When I arrived I texted Kari and then grabbed my bag.  The parking lot wasn’t exactly full, but it wasn’t empty either.  I stepped out of my truck, my mostly bare legs going straight down. I steadied myself in the fuck me shoes and then with a deep breath, went straight for the door.  Already the spring sunshine was warming things up and I didn’t even get hard nipples during my quick walk from truck to store.  I hauled the glass door open, ignoring the warning signs and periodicals, and looked inside.
 
   It was split into two halves.  On the right hand side was the retail section.  Everything from porn tapes to bondage gear lined the walls and shelves and a number of men were already browsing.  There was a woman at the counter, a thin brunette and she looked at me with a raised eyebrow.  But then she shrugged.  I smiled.  With another deep breath that set my chest heaving, I turned to the left and pushed through a set of double doors into the “arcade”
 
   I have no idea why they call it an arcade, except for the fact that there are about twenty private rooms, each with a lockable door, a seat, and a television set.  Oh yeah… and a dollar bill acceptor.  The idea is simple.  You go in, select a movie, put in your money, and you can watch a movie and masturbate.  This place was really good because they even left a small supply of paper towels in the room.  
 
   Not that I was going to need them.
 
   I headed toward the very back.  Within seconds I had attracted attention.  A number of men were moving through the back arcade corridors, no doubt looking for a homosexual partner.  A lot of these guys aren’t truly gay.  They’re desperate.  But put a woman in front of them, a willing one!  They’d go for pussy in a heartbeat.  Trust me.  As I walked through the dark corridors I got heavy looks and I returned them all with a smile.  These guys know where the glory hole rooms are and when I moved to one at the very end of the row, I already had three or four guys heading my way.
 
   I entered the next to last room and closed the door, locking it.  That was an absolute necessity because within seconds the doorknob twisted as someone tried to come in.  There was a polite knock next, but I ignored it.  I looked around.  Old leather love seat, television, dollar bill acceptor, and last but not least, in the wall at the back was a small metal plate.  I reached down to the hem of my dress and pulled it upward, exposing my body in the dim illumination of the television set.  Then with another deep breath, I grabbed my bag, tossed it down against the back wall, and extracted the blue rubber knee pad I had borrowed from my mother’s gardening box.  Next came a screwdriver and I quickly removed the four screws from the cover plate.  Sure enough, underneath the plate was a hole.  Except to my astonishment, there was another plate on the other side of the thin wall.  I blinked.  Not cool!  I tapped it and then heard someone tap back.  Frustrated, I got back up, marched to the door and unlocked it.  
 
   Three guys blinked in surprise at my bare breasts.  Perhaps it was the piercing and padlock.  I held out my screwdriver to the first guy.
 
   “Would you please give this to the guy next door?” I asked. He took it immediately.  Then without waiting for a response, I shut the door.
 
   Sure enough I heard the screwdriver rattling against the plate a moment later and while I got back in position, my next door neighbor removed the screws on his side.  In short order a three inch wide circular hole was revealed and I saw a glimmer of light, an eyeball, and then cock filled the space, moving from next door into my own little cubicle.
 
   I was hungry and very much ready.  I opened my mouth and began licking the tip, them circling it with long laps.  My hands came up and stroked the sides and I worked myself up and down, bobbing my head upon the man’s shaft with controlled movements.  I’m a good cock sucker, though I prefer to have access to a man’s testicles at the same time I’m sucking on him.  But even in the confines of a glory hole environment, my mouth is very talented and I took him deeply, resisting the gag reflex as I deep throated him.  I felt him shudder and then stiffen and as he started to squirt I pulled back suddenly, letting his jizz splash across my chin and down to my chest. Copious ribbons of white cream dripped down my cleavage and across one breast.  I went back to his dripping cock, sucked him dry, and then gave him a little squeeze.  His limp cock disappeared back through the hole and I knew I had only moments.
 
   I pulled the ben wa balls out and laid them on one of the paper towels.  I hadn’t give a lot of thought into what the first toy ought to be, but I after a moment’s hesitation, I pulled out the vibrator.  Due to my already wet and ready state, I slipped the vibrator deeply into my body just as the second cock came through the wall. As I leaned forward to kiss the new and very hard tip, my fingers twisted the base of the vibrator and I locked my thighs together.  I had turned it all the way up and already my hips were wriggling.  It felt awesome.  I refocused on the task before me and started sucking, ignoring the sensations of yumminess coming from between my legs, as well as the wet and slimy feel of the thick spurts of cum slowly drying on my torso.  
 
   I made guy number two cum pretty quickly as well.  I wasn’t keeping track of time, but I’m guessing fifteen minutes was pretty average for the first four or five guys.  After guy number two deposited his load across my breasts, white cream dripping down to coat my stomach and splash on my thighs, I pulled the vibrator clamps out of my bag and attached them to my nipples.  Like the vibrator buzzing between my legs, I turned them to full power and I finally experienced my first orgasm of the day.  I gasped with the third cock deep in my mouth and I’m not sure if my release improved or hampered my performance as a cock sucker.  It took guy number three a bit longer than the other two, but soon his genetic code was mixed with two others on the platter of my boobs.  During the change out I pulled my vibrating anal plug out of the bag and after dragging it through the white sludge on my chest, worked it into my ass.
 
   To be honest, the cum bath was disconcerting.  It’s not like I haven’t been coated with sperm before, but this time, the prohibition against cleaning myself off had me squirming.  I could feel the cum drying on my skin, itching, or the fresh splashes dripping down my body.  It went in odd spots, pooling in my navel or sliding down to my side in weird paths, only to wet my hip before traveling the crease of my inner thigh toward my sex.  I wanted to wipe and scratch, or to rub it in.  Instead I left the maddening trails alone, trying to concentrate on sex.
 
   I came a lot quicker the second time and was only into my fourth cock.  With a sense of misplaced confidence, I dug my butterfly out of my bag and wrapped it around my hips and loins.  The plastic bug shaped vibrator sat directly on my clitoris and I turned it to the maximum setting, letting the motors join the vibrating menagerie already stimulating me into sexual oblivion.  The direct stimulation to my clit was certainly enough to set me off on my third orgasm and I came before my fifth cock jerked wildly and shot its load of spooge at me.  I jerked my head back, but got a squirt right in the face.  It dripped down my cheek, over my lips, and down my chin to add to general stickiness on my chest.  
 
   But then I came again, in a groaning body shaking orgasm that didn’t count.  It had been too close to my third orgasm and I shuddered as the limp cock I had just slurped into release disappeared.  Trembling in hormonal overload, I grabbed my bag, shaking cum off my fingers back onto my body.  White circles of dried cum peppered parts of me, while clear ribbons of half dried scum seeped down over and between my breasts.  I grabbed the vibrating anal beads.  Pulling the anal plug out of my ass necessitated a groan , but I immediately began pushing the anal beads into my rear end.
 
   It is very difficult to stuff motor containing plastic beads in your ass while sucking cock, but I did it.  The challenge actually kept me from exploding again immediately, despite the non-stop vibrations roaring through my body.  My nipples were especially sensitive, trembling from the vibrator clamps that sent tiny ripples through my breasts every second.  My clit was swollen and already objecting to the applied torments and my ass and pussy merely tightened spasmodically around the various inserted toys, working myself onward toward climax with steady pressure.
 
   Another cock came and went, sending another spray of white froth across my body.  I pulled off the vibrating nipple clamps and picked up the painful, metal toothed alligator clamps.  They easily penetrated the slime coating each nipple and then bit deeply into my flesh, sending shards of pain digging through me straight to my still vibrating pussy.  My body felt as if I were strapped to a motorcycle engine, never ending reverberations shaking me to pieces.  
 
   I came a fifth time, though it only counted as a fourth and I practically screamed my climax out through the cock in my mouth, pretending it was a megaphone.  I slumped to the side, barely aware of the thick rod of flesh waiting for me to suck it dry.  I worked on autopilot, not even really thinking about what I was doing as I mouthed the dick sticking out of the hole in the wall.  As my over-sensitized nerves brought me quickly back to alertness thanks to the shards of pain going through my loins, I dipped my head and bobbed up and down rapidly, working guy number seven in energetic moves.  He came a moment later and I was too slow, catching quite a bit in my mouth before spitting it out and letting it join the remnants splashing down my cleavage.  My breasts hurt from the clamps.  My ass tingled.  My clit felt as if some gremlin was rubbing it violently back and forth with a motorized toothbrush.  
 
   Shaking, I reached for my bag and pulled out the jumbo alligator clamp. It went on underneath the Butterfly Clitoral Stimulator, an evil clamp designed to hurt me more than any other “torture toy” I owned.  Its metal teeth dug into the sides of my clitoris, chewing on the tender and already swollen nub, penetrating deeply and crushing the little nodule between the heavy pressure of the jaws.  Add to that the movements of the butterfly, now not shaking against my clit directly, but translated through the clamp itself, and I’m sure you can understand why I came with a shallow cry of desperate agony and with such depth.  I exploded like a watermelon dropped from four stories up hitting a concrete sidewalk.  My own juice squirted out of me in a river and I felt as if every last bit of energy swirled away down the drain as I almost blacked out in orgasmic relief.
 
   Whoever was on the other side of the wall sure was patient.  He waited for me to finish my own little release and then stayed right there as I climbed wearily to my knees again.  I began sucking on him, but suddenly realized that another sensation, besides the over powering hurt and vibration from between my legs, was making itself known to me.
 
   I’m rarely aware of my stomach in the midst of sexual slavery, but for some reason I felt that gnawing need.  Sure, it was almost two in the afternoon and I had been sucking cock for around three and a half hours non-stop, but I was thirsty as well as hungry.  As I sucked, my right hand scrabbled inside my bag and I pulled out the small water bottle, cup, and sandwich.
 
   Yes, I made a peanut butter and jelly sandwich.  After Master Brandon’s oh so detailed description, do you think I would dare do less?  I tempered my sucking with pouring the water into the cup and un-wrapping my sandwich.  I peeled the slices of bread apart and once everything was ready, brought my hands back up and began pumping the flesh stick in front of me.  My mouth did its magic and a moment later it stiffened.  I jerked my head back, keeping one hand on the firm rod, stroking deftly.  I grabbed my sandwich and brought it up.  It caught the first squirt of cum perfectly.  And then it caught the second as well.  The third swell overloaded my peanut butter covered bread and dripped down and onto my leg.  
 
   It looked… gross.  My sandwich was covered in white goo pooling on top of the peanut butter.  My stomach churned and I’m not sure if it was from disgust or from hunger.  I didn’t understand the possible revulsion. I swallow cum all the time.  But the sight of it there on my sandwich, mixing with the PB&J, was just… difficult.  I pushed the slices of bread together and set the sandwich down.
 
   Of course, the explosion of my condiment dispenser meant that it was time once again to move on to a new toy.  What I really wanted to do was remove to the clit clamp, but I didn’t have anything to replace it.  So instead I tugged free my vibrator.  I groaned as it came out of my snatch and I turned it off and set it aside.  Then I picked up the Rotating Venus Penis, slipped the four inch cock as deeply into my pussy as possible, strapped the whole thing on, and turned up both the vibration and rotation function to their highest settings.  The noise of the RVP base rattling against the butterfly clitoral stimulator, which was already rattling lightly against the jumbo alligator clamp chewing on my clit, filled the room.  Pain rattled through me as did a massive surge of animal like lust.
 
   Another cock popped out through the hole and I reared back up and latched onto it ferociously.  My hips jerked and thrust, fucking my own toys in wild movements that no doubt would have seemed lascivious and wicked had I been observed by any resident of the Bible belt.  I worked that cock as thoroughly as I worked my own loins and I think we both came at the same time, me with my sixth allowed orgasm, him with a squirt that sent a massive load of jism spinning through the air and splashing against my chest.  I reached for my cup and caught the remnants of his pulsing cock, watching as the cream dissipated into my water.  I brought the cup to my lips and drank deeply, replenishing the fluids that had leaked out from between my legs, adding the wonderful addition of about 15 calories as well as Fructose sugar, water, ascorbic acid, citric acid, enzymes, phosphate and bicarbonate buffers as well as a decent amount of zinc.  Did you know that semen is also an anti-depressant?
 
   I was far from being depressed.  I was a riot of emotion, of sensation.  My nipples and clit hurt more than anything and as the cock in the wall disappeared, sated at last, I reached down and removed the Butterfly Clitoral Stimulator.  It wasn’t really doing anything but making noise anyway, and as the RVP base settled against the jumbo alligator clip on my clitoris I felt a renewed surge of sexual agony spear through me like a spike of ice.  With teeth clenched I reached for my bag, but there was nothing left inside.  Around me was the debris of my torment – the used anal plug, the vibrator, the butterfly, and the pair of cum soaked vibrating nipple clamps.  I didn’t know what to do.  So I picked up the vibrating nipple clamps, pinched them both open and attached them to the chain that connected my alligator clamps.  With a flick of my thumb over the slime soaked ends, I turned them both on and sent my breasts back into the earth shaking world of vibration hell.
 
   To my surprise, another cock did not appear and I took a moment to pick up  my sandwich and take a bite.  White cream spurted out the side into my hand and down my arm.  I flinched but didn’t clean it up.  The peanut butter and jelly was the predominant taste in my mouth, but there was something else there, something that did not mix well.  I swallowed hard, choking down the bite, and took another.
 
   I was only half done with the sandwich when another dick slid through the hole.  It was massive and very thick.  I put down my sandwich, struggled to my knees, and opened my mouth to suck cock, all while suffering through enough sexual stimulation to arouse a two hundred year old corpse.  I worked on autopilot, sucking and licking, slurping and then pulling back, letting jets of man juice splatter my body.  I felt filthy, disgusting, just like my sandwich.  But the utter shame of it, the knowledge that I wasn’t allowed to clean it all off.  Another cock came and went, splattering my face when I didn’t move fast enough, getting cum in my hair.  I could barely move and I came a seventh time, curling up into a fetal position as my pussy clenched tightly, unable to handle the torment.
 
   Another cock appeared, but it took me awhile to get up there and suck it.  My jaw ached horribly.  My hand went down between my legs and even though I knew it wasn’t allowed, I pressed hard against the RVP base, feeling the four inch plastic cock spin and swirl through my depths while my clit reported the acute pain of the clamp.  I exploded an eighth time.
 
   I’m not sure if I waited a full ten minutes before the next one came, but my fingers were flicking the vibrating nipple clamps violently when I did.  It was everything I could do not to bite off the thick piece of meat in my mouth when it happened.  I felt the spurt of his cum in my mouth and I just opened my lips and let it fall, drooling cum out onto my chest in a messy white froth.  I collapsed as he withdrew, twitching in sex soaked agony.
 
   More cock came and it seemed as if I took forever to rise once more and open for it. I hurt; my jaw, my pussy, my ass, my clit, my nipples, practically everything.  I was coated in spunk and looked as if I had been participating in a fight at a cinnamon bun frosting factory.  And I still had one orgasms to go.  I worked slowly, not because I wanted to draw things out, but because I couldn’t work fast.  My body felt as if I were made of lead.  I wanted to collapse, to pass out, to turn everything off.  But I knew, somewhere in the very back of my mind that I couldn’t.  That if I shut down I would be stuck there, vibrated off the face of the planet.
 
   I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I am used to pain.  I’m also used to vibration.  Where some women would cum in seconds, I can usually withstand minutes if not hours.  But even with me there is a point where pleasurable stimulation becomes torment and I had reached that point ages before.  My clit seemed to burn and it wasn’t until the cock in front of me squirted down my throat, sending ribbons of cum down inside my tummy, did I realize that I wasn’t even able to follow the simple directions of my assignment.  I pulled back, getting another splash of cum in the face as I choked and spat out a thick glob of semen.  I fell forward and the third squirt landed on top of my head, seeping through my hair down into my scalp.
 
   I didn’t even respond to the thumps on the wall or door, much less the cock sticking through the wall.  I lay there, unable to process or comprehend what was happening to me.  I couldn’t help it.  I put my hands between my legs and I rubbed, exploding a minute or two later for the tenth time.  Finally I rose, blinking white flakes from my eyes.  I looked down at myself in exhausted disgust.  I was covered in white cream, from my neck down to my belly.  Half of it was dried, caked on and flaky, while the other half dripped in thick rivulets, down my body.  My breasts were slimy, covered in the milky spunk of so many cocks that I couldn’t even keep count.  I was positive that the gold padlock swinging from my right nipple would never unlock again thanks to the gunk that had seeped inside.  Of course, the two alligator clamps chewing on my nipples continued to work, hurting me dangerously even as the vibrating nipple clamps shook them, clamped not to my nipples, but to the alligator clamps ON my nipples.  The Rotating Venus Penis toy, a diabolical motorized cock and clitoral stimulator that not only buzzed but spun, dug away inside me.  My ass was stuffed with my vibrating anal beads, buzzing away at high power.  My clit was currently crushed between the metal teeth of the jumbo alligator clamp and then tormented by the rapidly vibrating base of the RVP, mashing it against my mons.  
 
   I was done.  Finally.  I blinked cum out of my eyes, wiping it away with one finger.  Every part of my body ached.  Multiple orgasms will do that to a girl.  I looked up at the glory hole and groaned.  Another cock had appeared, thick and hard and ready.  I shook my head.  I didn’t think I could do it.  Not another one.  Besides, I was done.  Right?  With a sigh I moved forward.  My knees found the blue rubber mat, the one I had brought from home and I straightened up until my mouth was level with the hard flesh before me. I opened my mouth and took him in deep, resisting the urge to gag.
 
   I sucked that last cock and it seemed to take forever.  Finally it too deposited its load of spunk on my breasts, leaving me looking like a glazed cake.  I fell backward and shoved my various extra toys in my bag, not caring if they were clean or not.  My dress was on the couch and I snatched it up, pressing it to my chest, soaking it instantly in the scum of cum.  I stumbled to the door, flinging it open and was astonished to see a line going down the hall.  The line of men stared at me.  Then one turned and left.  Then another.  I stood there dripping cum, my hair lank and wet, my makeup running, the gentle purr of my vibrators filling the hallway.
 
   “Sorry.  Can’t do anymore,” I said to the guy who was next.  He nodded, swallowed hard and then shrugged.  
 
   “Oh well.  Another day maybe.”  
 
   I nodded.  Evidently my destroyed appearance encouraged the other guys to leave too, because soon I was alone with only one man.  He was fully dressed and looked quite satisfied.  I realized he was the last man, the one who I had just relieved and whose cum was currently dripping down between my breasts and soaking into my now ruined summer dress.
 
   “Do you need some help?” he asked softly.  He had dark eyes and dark hair and I nodded mutely.  He held out his hand and took my arm.  I wobbled on my high heels.  My legs hurt. I had been on my knees for hours.  He walked me out of the arcade and back into the lobby.  The girl at the counter was still there and she gasped when she saw me.  She was about to say something, but my escort guided me out.  The bright sunlight burned my eyes and he paused, not knowing where to take me.  Finally I croaked “brown truck” and he gratefully led me over to my F-150.  
 
   I turned off the vibrators, and unable to take anymore, I took off the clamps.  I know.  It’s a violation of the assignment.  A failure.  I know I’ll be punished for it, but you have to understand that I was at the limit.  I couldn’t take any more.  My escort looked at me in concern.
 
   “Are you even able to drive?  Shouldn’t you take all that off and out?” he asked.
 
   I looked down at myself.  I was still buck naked, the cum soaked dress nothing but a wet rag across my waist.  It sort of covered my cunt, but not really.  I looked like I had been covered in Elmer’s glue and half left to dry.  I realized that in all honesty, there was no way I was able to drive.  I looked at my escort and shook my head.
 
   “Then come with me,” was all he said, holding out his hand.  I took it.
 
   The rest of the day and evening was a blur.  He took me to his apartment where he washed me, tended my hurts, fed me, and even clothed me.  I looked good wearing nothing but his dress shirts.  He even washed my dress, not that it helped.  Semen stains are practically impossible to get out.  But after we made passionate love he drove me back to the novelty shop and my truck.  He handed me the little satchel with all my stuff, though admittedly I had my ben wa balls up inside me.
 
   “I’ve never known a nympho humiliation pain slut before,” Carl commented.  
 
   I smiled. I was tired, but I was also satisfied.  “Well now you do,” I said.
 
   He nodded and stuck his hands in his pockets.  “So, when will you be at the glory hole again?” he asked.
 
   I looked at the store in the late evening light.  I felt a little grin spread across my face.  Then I laughed.
 
   “I’ll be there tomorrow,” I said, knowing full well that I would.
 
   Carl smiled.  “Will you recognize me?” he asked.  
 
   “We’ll find out, won’t we?”
 
   I put the key into my truck’s ignition and closed the door.  He kissed me softly once and then stepped back.
 
   “See you tomorrow, Bre.”
 
   Tomorrow.
 
   Cock.
 
   Pain.
 
   Humiliation.
 
   Orgasm.
 
   Cum.
 
   Tomorrow.
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   Breanne - This assignment is going to be a test of your endurance and willingness to comply.  It will not be easy and my goal is to push you to your absolute limits.  Today you will follow NHPS Rule #1 with your triple vibroballs, set to their lowest level.  You may not turn them off for any reason.  Your goal is to not only endure the vibroballs, but edge once every thirty minutes.  You are not to cum.  You will continue this all day until you either go to bed or violate the instruction not to cum.
 
    
 
   Should you allow yourself to orgasm, for any reason, email or text me and I will send along your punishment.  – Master Brandon
 
    
 
                 I admit I was biting my lip. I sat at my computer wearing nothing more than an old tee shirt and a pair of gym shorts.  Inside me, sitting quietly, were my triple vibroballs, silent and still.  I squirmed a little.  The wire leading to the remote control went out one of the leg holes of the shorts and the small rectangular plastic box was sitting on the desk next to the keyboard.  Every fiber in my body was screaming at me to turn them on, to wallow in the explosive release and relief of orgasm.  I’m like that.  Every morning I’m turned on, desperate for sex. I wake up that way. And that’s without having gone an entire previous day with the slow churning stimulation of a vibrating sex toy pushing on my limits when I’m not allowed to cum.              
 
                 Kari had set me that exact “limit” on Wednesday.  “Don’t cum!” she had said brightly when I called to tell her that I was getting close.  And I hadn’t.  Sure, I’d taken a small break from the incessant tremors inside me, but only for a few minutes, and then I’d started them right back up.  Maybe that’s why she had approved this little assignment with such haste, along with the order, phrased as a “suggestion”, to do it on Friday.
 
                 So I was desperate.  The last thing I wanted was to spend the day “edging”.  I hate edging.  If you aren’t aware of what a feminine “edge” is, it’s quite simple.  You masturbate yourself until you are standing on the “edge” of the cliffs of orgasm, the point where you are about to jump into freefall.  One can approach the “edge” in various ways.  You can sprint at high speed, you can crawl and then get pushed over the edge, or you can walk up nicely at a steady pace and hope you don’t fall over.  For a girl who is not accustomed to “stopping” at the edge, but usually, gleefully, jumping at high speed out over the chasm, or clinging to the rock face, fingers scrabbling in the dust, trying not to fall, isn’t an appealing prospect.
 
                 Neither was “punishment.”  I am very familiar with Master Brandon’s idea of “punishment,” and I can tell you that I did not have warm fuzzy feelings about screwing this up.  Okay, I admit it.  I had warm wet feelings.  I knew I was going to screw it up.  YOU knew I’d screw it up just looking at Master Brandon’s message.  We all knew it.  Hell, Master Brandon knew it and suspected that I wouldn’t make it past eight o’clock in the morning!  The assignment was rigged.  Of course there was a chance, like a snowball’s chance in hell, of me actually being able to do it.  I mean, I COULD just lie, or only lightly edge.  I could tip toe to the cliff side, look down at the valley of release, and then after only a moment, step back, take a deep breath, and do it again thirty minutes later.  After all, that would technically not violate the terms of the assignment.
 
                 But I knew in my heart I’d do no such thing.  To be honest, I wanted the punishment.  The edging was just a prelude.  As I took another deep breath, I shrugged and thought “who knows what the punishment will be?”  Well, the first thing that needed to happen was what my little pussy had been screaming for since the moment I woke up.  I grabbed the triple vibroballs remote and slid my thumb along the edge.  In half a second, the three ovoid objects inside my sex sprung to life, jittering inside me like tiny insects driven mad.  I closed my eyes as the waves of exquisite pleasure slid through me.  Focus, Bre.  Focus!  I took a deep shuddering breath, pressing my thighs together.  Then I did a little “social media” marketing, as Michael likes to call it, on the computer.  Then I stood, once more feeling another wave of orgasmic pressure, and went to get dressed.
 
   On my own I’m a conservative dresser.  Sure, I wear shorts and tee shirts a lot, and blue jeans, but they generally aren’t super tight, or really short.  You won’t find me doing my morning chores in “daisy dukes”.  But that morning, knowing that I was going to have to put my fingers between my legs every thirty minutes (presuming the vibroballs didn’t drive me over the cliff all by themselves,) I choose something a little more appropriate.  I slipped the white cotton dress over my head, letting it slide down over bare breasts.  My night time shorts went down my legs and were replaced with a pair of white panties.  The remote to the vibroballs was placed in the waistline and then a pair of thick white tube socks went on my feet.
 
   I padded downstairs and quickly put on my boots.  My pussy was already halfway toward orgasmic release and I could smell the scent of my own arousal.  All I wanted to do was cum.  My hand went down between my legs, lifting the dress and I grazed my clit with a fingernail.  Little shivers went up my spine and I almost came just from that!  I sucked in a shuddering breath, pulled my hand away, and clenched my fingers tight.  “Ignore it, Bre,” I said to myself silently.  “Ignore it.”  Closing my eyes for a moment, I then grabbed my duster and headed out to the barn.  
 
   I’m not going to bore you with “I did this, then that”.  If you want to know how to run a farm, email me and I’ll be happy to discuss agriculture with you.  All you need to know was that I did my chores in a slightly distracted state.  Working has a way of taking your attention, and when you’re slopping out pigs, feeding chickens, goats, and horses, a trio of buzzing, sexually stimulating, orgasm inducing sex toys can only be ignored for so long.
 
   I glanced at my watch.  Thirty minutes.  Oh god!  Time for an edge.  I put down the slop bucket and walked over to a hay bale.  I sat down on it, spreading my legs.  I leaned back against the post and gently, ever so gently, dragged a nail over my panty clad slit.  Little sparks of ecstasy shot through me and my pussy screamed for more.  I did it again, and then again, delicately scratching my clit through the sheer cotton.  My hips started jerking and I tightened around the vibroballs.  I could feel it.  I could sense it.  I was getting close. My finger rubbed a little more vigorously, my nail almost flicking my clit.  The cotton smoothed out the sensation and I picked up speed, rushing toward the devastating climax that would result in my fall.
 
   And then, just when I was so close that a single touch would have sent me spiraling out into open air, screaming in release, I pulled my hand away.  I let out a high pitched moan of desperation as the tension in my body seemed about to pull me apart.  I felt as if I had to jump, had to cum, had to let go, but something kept me from it.  I felt like a pressure cooker begging for some idiot to open it prematurely, instead of siphoning off some of the steam.  I clenched my fists and suffered.
 
   But eventually I came down.  My chest was heaving, and I felt like I had just run a fifty yard dash, but when I sat up, the pressure was gone, leaving only a stirring churning need between my legs.  For a second, I contemplated touching my clit again.  But I shook my head.  Stupid, Bre.  Very stupid.  I stood up, dusting stray strands of hay from my ass, picked up my bucket, and continued my chores.
 
   Have you ever edged?  If you haven’t, please try it.  Hell, if you aren’t masturbating right now reading this, I’d be terribly disappointed.  So if you are, I’d like to encourage you to edge.  Even if you are a guy, you can technically edge, though it doesn’t feel anything like what a women has to experience.  Guys are all immediacy.  If you get to the point you want to cum and don’t, your body dumps the hormones and endorphins and stuff pretty quickly.  You come down very fast and very hard and I’ve even known some guys to actually lose their hard on.  Women on the other hand, can’t do that.  We build up the need, the desperation, and like an airplane can’t stop on a dime, women can’t “stop” from having an orgasm just like that.  We take time and space to slow down.  Don’t believe me, guys?  Ever had sex with a beautiful girl and exploded before she does?  Ever see that look of anguish on her face that doesn’t come from orgasm?  That’s the pressure leaking out.  Trust me.  Not fun.
 
   Of course twenty or so minutes later I was in a horse stall, leaning against the sides of the box, my hands between my legs, rubbing my slit again, but this time with my fingers deep in my panties, working the bare wet petals, pinching my folds and my clit with gentle pressure.  I shuddered as I marched resolutely up the hill to jump from the cliff and suddenly I heard two little voices in my head.  I saw them too.  Ms. Hallucination.  That’s me.
 
   Evil Bre was dressed in demon red, complete with a dark crimson headband with horns.  She was barely dressed in this torn silk chemise that showed off a lot more than was decent.  She even sported an ass plug that had a curling tail sticking out of it and she chortled in glee.  “Jump, Breanne!  Jump!  You know you want it!  Just cum and get it over with!  You know the punishment is what you really want!”
 
   And then Angel Bre, complete with halo, white furry bikini bottoms, and a set of clover clamps attached to her exposed nipples, frowned and said, “I agree.  Jump, Breanne.  Jump.  Take the punishment.”
 
   Bitches.  Even my moral opposites are sluts.  
 
   A part of me agreed with them.  “You’ll never manage to make it the entire day, stupid.  Why not just cum now an hour in, and take the punishment?” I asked myself.  But then I shook my head.  No.  Not a good idea.  What if Master Brandon’s punishment had me leaving the farm?  I wasn’t technically done with my chores.  I couldn’t just leave.  I had to soldier on.  So as the edge of the cliff came in view I pulled my hand away.  I was going at a pretty good clip and even without the immediate pressure behind me, I had built up plenty of steam.  I dug my heels in, sliding toward the edge, toward relief, toward oblivion.  But just as I expected to be pushed over the edge, I slid to a halt, gasping, my entire body shaking with desire.
 
   Once again I felt weak, trying to adjust to the total sexual let down.  My pussy was driving me crazy.  The vibroballs aren’t the kind of stimulation that will send you over the edge easily, but they sure facilitate it.  Sort of like lubrication.  Which would you rather fuck?  A girl with a sopping wet cunt, legs open and a desperate look on her face, or some soulless bitch who’s never even touched herself there and hasn’t felt an erotic desire in her life?   Sure, I’d love to seduce the second girl, and try to get her wet, but if I were a guy, I’d be wanting girl number one.
 
   I chugged on, once more letting my chores distract me from the churning cauldron of sexual desperation between my legs.  To be honest, I shouldn’t say that, because that churning cauldron had bubbled upward and had pretty much completely taken over my brain.  I know because I was imagining Evil Bre and Angel Bre in a sixty nine, sucking and licking each other, with Evil Bre’s tail quivering with every pull on Angel Bre’s nipple clamps.  What can I say?  Good girls are just bad girls who haven’t been caught yet.
 
   Thirty minutes later I still wasn’t done with my chores, though I was close.  I groaned in frustration, knowing I had another edge to do that I HAD to accomplish.  Once more I trudged over to the hay bale and sat down.  I lifted my dress, put one hand down between my legs, and touched myself.
 
   “That’s it, Breanne!  Do it!” Evil Bre whispered from over my shoulder.  Her own hand was buried between her legs, rubbing frantically.
 
   “Mmmmm… yeah, Breanne.  Go for it!” Angel Bre added from my other side.  She was holding a huge vibrator, ramming it in and out of her pussy, now totally naked, her bikini bottoms gone.
 
   I shook my head, trying to get them out of my mind.  It didn’t help that I was following suit, my own fingers touching my clit lightly through the cotton panties.  Almost instantly I felt the increase in arousal, the onslaught of hormones and chemicals in my blood that told my body “here it comes! Expect something amazing!”  I gritted my teeth, my fingernail scraping my clitoris.  I could see the cliff ahead of me.  Evil Bre stood there, beckoning me, one hand pinching a nipple while the other continued to frig herself.  Angel Bre stood on the other side of my intended path, already cumming, spraying the ground with her juices, wetting the rock and making it slick.  
 
   How’s that for imagery?
 
   Suddenly it was more than I could handle.  I groaned, mashing my fingertip against my clit, pressure mounting.  My hips shifted as my pussy clenched tightly around the vibroballs.  I thrust upward, fucking my own hand and then my fingers delved into my panties, soaking in the juices of my need and my want and pinching my clit tighter and tighter…
 
   I exploded with a cry of release that filled the barn.  My entire body shook.  Remember, it had been a full twenty seven hours since I had last orgasmed and that much pressure was a lot to deal with.  Perhaps Master Brandon didn’t know I was in such a state.  But Kari did.  And she knew I wouldn’t be able to last that long.  Three edges?  That’s it?  Damn, I’m pathetic.  I slowly straightened up.  The back of my dress was soaked from where I was sitting on it.  I got to my feet and stumbled, my body filled with a lethargy that only comes from damn good sex.  I walked across the barn with a dreamy smile and glazed eyes.  Oh God did I feel good.
 
   But as I finished the last of my chores, I started blinking.  I still had the triple vibroballs inside me, still purring on low, and I was supposed to email or text Master Brandon immediately.  I took a deep breath.  I was so close to finishing, I decided to do that first.  Master Brandon would understand.  So fifteen minutes later I hurried back to the house and up to my room, waving once at my mom and hoping she wouldn’t see the backside of my dress after I hung up my duster.
 
   I dove to the computer.  Sure enough, Master Brandon was online.  Evidently he had faith in me.  Faith in my inability to last.  I quickly messaged him, explaining my lack of decorum.  As I expected, he wasn’t surprised, and a moment later my punishment was posted.
 
    
 
   Breanne – I expected this.  You are such a slut, you can’t even edge properly.  You are about to pay for that.  You want to cum?  Then we’ll let you cum.  You will drive yourself to a public spot, if not populated. I recommend a park bench somewhere.  What you wear is your concern.  You will turn the triple vibroballs to their highest setting.  You will then insert your vibrating anal beads and the double vibroballs and set those to their highest setting as well.  You will then place your butterfly clitoral vibrator on your clit and maximize its vibrations as well.  Attach your vibrating nipple clamps.  You are then to remain in that spot, being vibrated, for a full hour.  Not only can you cum at this point, but you will need to cum at least eight times in order to avoid the punishment for not cumming ENOUGH.  Each orgasm must be a separate event and not part of a multi-orgasmic flow.
 
    
 
   My mouth went dry as I read it.  Eight orgasms?  In an hour?  I looked over my shoulder and Evil Bre was grinning like a Cheshire cat.  She thrust her hips out lewdly and licked her lips, her expression one of pure delight.  On the other side Angel Bre was bouncing up and down on a double dildoed sex ball, both holes filled with thick rubber cock.  Holy hell, and they call ME a nympho humiliation pain slut!  I shook my head.  I grabbed a canvas bag and loaded it up with what I needed.  Master Brandon continued to comment though, and recommended I use Stinging O instead of grapeseed oil for lubrication.  Both Evil Bre and Angel Bre agreed with him, offering their advice between moaning gasps of self-masturbation.  Then to my surprise, he also instructed me to include my alligator clamps, all three of them.  I added the alligator clamps, ignoring Evil Bre’s whisper to put them on right at that moment.
 
   When I was all packed, I had to make the decision about what to wear.  Master Brandon was in favor of me staying in the dress, though he had certain reservations about my panties.  When I explained to him that I was keeping the remote to the triple vibroballs in my waistband, he laughed and told me to go commando.  I rolled my eyes, but did as ordered and finally I was ready.  I held my canvas bag in one hand and in the other I held my vibroballs remote.  I headed downstairs.  My father was already in the living room and he looked up at me as I came down the stairs.
 
   My father knows what I am and if you’ve read any of my other “tales” you’ll know our relationship borders on inappropriate.  He’s never pushed, technically.  But he’s taken a few liberties.  He saw the vibroballs remote in my hand and grinned.
 
   “Got an assignment?” he asked softly, clearly not wanting Mom, who was in the next room, to hear.
 
   I nodded, a scarlet blush coming to my face.
 
   “Let me see.”
 
   I gasped.  “Dad!” I gave him a sharp glare.  Evil Bre suddenly lifted her little demon chemise and flashed him enough to arouse a tubeworm.  I glanced at my other shoulder.  Angel Bre was still riding the double dildo ball and either didn’t care or knew my father couldn’t see her.  I frowned.  
 
   “See you later, Dad,” I said darkly, and then marched out of the living room.  I was already moving fast when I waltzed through the kitchen.  Mom was at the stove, stirring something. 
 
   “Heading out for some errands!  I’ll be back later!” I said quickly as I grabbed my duster and shot out the door.  All I heard was “…what about your breakfast?”   Then I was fishing my keys out, jumped in the truck and put the pedal to the metal.  Gravel flew out from under the rear tires, harkening back to the days when it was Kari who picked me up in her little red Nissan coupe.  I turned the wheel and sped off down the lane.
 
   Yes.  My vibroballs were still on.  Yes.  I turned them off before getting on the Farm to Market road that borders my parent’s farm.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Not a moron.
 
   I already had a pretty good idea of where I was going and I spun the wheel and headed in the right direction.  I happen to know of a park, about twenty minutes away, that had a particular dead end path that was rarely traveled, especially in the early morning on a Thursday.  Sure, there might be an occasional jogger bent on self-destruction, but nothing too major.  Kids would be in school, and it wasn’t like I was going to be sporting a zip line and be cuffed to the park bench, right?  Heh… heh…
 
   Twenty minutes later I arrived and with my bag I started off down the trail.  Sure enough, there were a few people on the path, but as I turned down the dead end section I was suddenly alone.  Half a mile later I was tucked into a secluded turn of the concrete trail, right at a bench, staring at the lush trees that bordered the bayou.  I sat down on the bench, contemplating what was to come.
 
   Evil Bre tapped me on the shoulder.  “Are your vibroballs on?” she asked, looking down at my body..  
 
   I nodded.  “Yes. I turned them on the moment I got out of the truck,” I said patiently.
 
   Angel Bre had finally cum and gotten off the double dildo ball.  “Yes, but they aren’t on full power, are they?” she asked.
 
   I shook my head.  “No, not yet.  I thought I’d get everything in first.”
 
   Evil Bre hissed.  “The instructions from Master Brandon said to have them on high before you put the other toys in.”
 
   I rolled my eyes.  Seriously?  My own conscience was going to domme me?
 
   I grabbed the triple vibroballs remote and thumbed the wheel up to maximum, letting out a little groan as the roar inside me intensified.  
 
   “Good.  Now put in the anal beads,” Angel Bre said, all while tugging on her own nipple clamps.
 
   I reached for the vibrating anal beads, a series of eight gumball sized spheres, connected on a thick rubber coated wire.  I stood up, put one leg on the bench, and grabbed my tiny bottle of Stinging O lubricant and torture oil.  Carefully, I dabbed the first ball thoroughly, already feeling a tiny tingle on my finger.  With a quick glance around assuring me that I was alone, I lifted the back of my dress and began rubbing that first bead against my ass.  In seconds the tiny brown button was feeling the tingle of the oil and it began to burn with the heat.  Finally there was enough oil to get the bead in and I pushed with a grunt.
 
   “Oh yeah, baby.  Do it!” Evil Bre moaned.  I looked at her and saw she was working her own anal plug in and out, holding it by the curly red tail.  I blinked.  Could it possibly be that my own subconscious actually LIKED anal sex?
 
   I pushed the second bead in, grunting as my rear end filled up.  Another bead went in, and then another, and in a process that took a good five minutes, I finally managed to stuff a total of eight, black, latex covered, motor filled, plastic beads into my ass.  Damn it, I think I deserve a fucking medal for that.  And by “fucking medal,” I mean a medallion that has an actual removable metal cock to slide up inside myself. 
 
   I turned the vibrating anal beads to maximum and felt the general earthquake being generated inside me increase a few points higher on the Richter scale.  Next I pulled out the double vibroballs, the twin cousin to the triplets already inside me.  I sat down on the bench, groaning again as the toy in my bottom exerted unusual pressures on my internal organs.  I spread my legs and lifted my dress.  My pussy wasn’t just wet.  It was dripping copious amounts of juice and my thighs were soaked.  It wasn’t easy to get the two ovoid bullets into my pussy, but it wasn’t due to a lack of lubrication.  It had more to do with the fact that I already had three of the damn things in there and adding two more was just tough.  
 
   “That’s it,” Evil Bre said, “push them in.  You know you like it.   Oohh… rub that one against your clit.”
 
   I couldn’t help it.  I did what she asked.  Exquisite pleasure surged through me and I felt myself tightening.  Once more I saw the cliff of orgasm up ahead.  I pushed the last remaining vibroball into my depths, letting it join its brothers in those tight quarters.  I wish I could describe to you what it felt like, having literally thirteen separate vibrators buzzing away inside me, but it was a riot of sensation that defies analogy.  There is no way for me to adequately describe it.  I sat there, my entire bottom half enduring a non-ending sexual upheaval.
 
   My hands trembled as I pulled the vibrating nipple clamps out of my bag.  I tugged down the front of my dress, pulling my bare breasts out and into the cool open air.  I almost peaked.  My nipples were hard and the right one glimmered with gold from the piercing and padlock that hung from the tip of my breast.  Then I clamped my nipples, the gentle yet steady pressure sending even more ribbons of pure lust running through me.  As I flipped the two little egg shaped weights on, they began sending another set of shakes through my body and I about curled in a ball.  
 
   I exploded in a rushing groan, my entire body subject to the vibrations.  And I didn’t even have the butterfly on!  After I had gone through the whole process, I blindly groped for the butterfly and lifted my booted feet and stepped into the harness.  I could barely get it up I was shaking so bad.  Once the purple colored butterfly shaped vibrator was nestled against my clit, I turned it on to high and then settled back.
 
   
  
 

“Does that feel good?” Angel Bre asked.  She was looking down at my body.  To anyone passing by, I was just a good looking red haired girl wearing a stylish summer dress and cowboy boots, sitting on a bench.   But my hips were also churning and I was splayed wide with my legs far apart, no doubt showing some of the more secret parts of my body.  And I’m sure my face was reflecting my desire as well.  My eyelids fluttered as I tried to deal with the non-stop stimulation.
 
   “Eight orgasms in an hour,” muttered Evil Bre.  “That’s an awful lot. I’m not sure I could even do it, not without Angel Bre whipping me.”
 
   Angel Bre looked over at Evil Bre.  “I’d be happy too!”  
 
   “But we’re already ten minutes in.  Breanne, do you think you can have another seven orgasms in fifty minutes?”
 
   I blinked.  That’s when I put my hand down between my legs.  I pushed on the clitoral vibrator and worked it in steady circles.  A moment later I was gasping out loud as the orgasm rocked through me.
 
   My third orgasm came a few minutes later, though I suppose technically it was my fourth since I had a really nice wave right after the second.  Sometimes being multi-orgasmic is not all it’s cracked up to be.  My fourth orgasm hit right around the half hour mark and I felt pretty good about things.
 
   So did Evil Bre.  She was lying on her back, those ridiculous red fuck me high heels she was wearing high up in the air, her legs spread deliciously wide.  Angel Bre had crossed over and was slamming a leather sap down on Evil Bre’s pussy with these vicious strokes, all while straddling Evil Bre’s mouth.  Evil Bre was alternating her licking with these high pitched squeals and cries that even turned ME on.  There is NOTHING more erotic than a scream muffled by the petals of a hot girl’s pussy!
 
   But despite my advantageous beginning, by orgasm number four I was starting to get very sensitive, especially on my clitoris.  I couldn’t sit still.  Soon my chest was heaving and I was biting my lip, trying to cope with both extreme sexual torment as well as this little sliver of pain that was being translated from certain spots of my body.  The nervous system is not designed to take the kind of sensational onslaught I was inflicting upon it and I went from discomfort to right out pain rather quickly.  I teetered with the conflicting desires of turning off the butterfly and mashing it hard against my clitoris.  I settled on the latter, ignoring the pain, or more accurately, combining it with the pleasure and sending myself into a tornado of orgasmic bliss, jumping off the cliff with glee.
 
   When I checked my watch, I saw I had fifteen minutes left and three orgasms to go.  Worse, my clit now felt like it had been sandblasted and my nipples felt numb.  I stood up, trying to sort out the various sensations.  But the new position only contributed to the overall problems I was experiencing.  I gripped the back of the bench and dug my nails into the wood.  I was right on the verge of exploding again when suddenly a jogger came around the bend and saw me.
 
   Technically, I could have been stretching I suppose.  The only problem was that I had never tucked my breasts back into the dress.  Both were still clamped, the weighted motors dangling from the tips with a tenacity that most people only attributed to telephone sales people and sharks.  The jogger, a cute guy in his mid-thirties stumbled to a halt as I glanced at him wild eyes.
 
   “You don’t see that every day,” he said, staring at my breasts.   
 
   Suddenly it was too much.  I couldn’t take it.  Adding being seen sent me shooting off over the edge of the cliff and I exploded with a cry.  I curled forward, almost falling as the powerful pain laced orgasm blew through me like a bomb in a subway.  He looked at me in shock as I seemed to collapse in on myself, not realizing that I was in the throes of orgasmic ecstasy.  Then he rushed to my side, cradling me as my hips pumped in rapid thrusts.  I’m sure he could hear the vibrators.  I sounded like a motorcycle at a stoplight for God’s sake.  Eight minutes left.  Two orgasms to go.  
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked intently.  I nodded, still unable to put a voice to my problems.  Evil Bre suddenly was there, looking at me.  “Suck his cock, Breanne!  That will make you explode!”
 
   Angel Bre appeared, totally naked, bound in shibari rope bondage, her breasts clamped and her own butterfly vibrator above her clit.  It was cute.  “Don’t Bre!  It will distract you! You’ve got to cum twice more!  Just put your hand down there and do it!”
 
   Evil Bre laughed. “You can masturbate and suck at the same time!  Do it!  Besides, who knows what the punishment for not getting eight orgasms will be?  For all you know, you might like it!” she said.  
 
   Angel Bre glared at Evil Bre.  “You bitch, you’re trying to get her punished!” 
 
   “Of course!” the red dressed devil said haughtily.  “Now shut up or I’ll come over there and gag you!”
 
   Angel Bre gasped.  “You wouldn’t dare!”
 
   Evil Bre waltzed over, a red ball gag appearing in her hand.  A second later Angel Bre was gagged, her jaw wide.  Evil Bre began finger fucking the little angel girl.
 
   I looked over at the jogger.  “Please?  Please can I suck your cock?” I begged.
 
   It was his turn to look shocked, but that only lasted about four seconds.  Then he was reaching into his shorts.  His cock was already firm, if not hard as a rock and I hunched over, still seated on the bench, and wrapped my hands around the base and my mouth around the tip.  He tasted salty and the scent of his sweat filled my nose and I inhaled deeply.  It was a clean masculine scent, the kind I really enjoy – not stinky, but just natural.  I slurped on him, one hand on his balls, the other between my legs.  I bobbed my head, working him back and forth.
 
   Time seemed to slow, or perhaps speed up. I’m not sure.  But even before I managed to make him cum, or myself, my watch beeped.  I was TWO orgasms short of cumming.  Worse, the pain from my clit was wrenching my entire libido around like a fisherman hauling in a trout.  I doubled my efforts, totally unaware that my time was up and then the jogger was pumping at least a gallon of cum down my throat.  I gagged.  It was too much and some spilled out from around his shaft to drip down on my vibrating and clamped nipples.  I gasped, trying to get some air, but he grabbed my head, skull fucking me.  Cum went everywhere, splattering his shorts, his shirt, his stomach, and I won’t even talk about the condition of my dress.  Finally he softened and I hauled in a breath.
 
   And came.
 
   I know. I’m sick.
 
   I collapsed on the bench looking like a wreck.  My partner also sat down, but only after tucking his cock away.  He looked at me with this big grin as I panted my way through my climax and into the endorphin and adrenaline laced aftershocks.  Finally I reached for the various remotes and began turning them off.  Slowly the earthquake subsided, though my paramour’s eyes were locked to my loins when I lifted my dress and turned off the butterfly.  Lastly I released the clamps on my breasts and pulled my dress back up.
 
   “Cum here often?” he asked, his voice laced with the double entendre.  I couldn’t help laughing.  
 
   “Sometimes,” I admitted.  I felt weak, drained.  All I wanted to do at this point was get something to eat and collapse in my bed.
 
   “Well, would you care to have lunch with me?” he asked.
 
   I opened my mouth, but paused.  Evil Bre had appeared again and she was holding a cell phone in one hand while the other steadily rubbed at her bare slit.  Damn.  Master Brandon!  I took a deep breath.
 
   “I wish I could, but I’ve got something I’ve got to do,” I said honestly.  “Can I have your number and give you a call when I’m free?” I asked.
 
   He grinned. “Sure, but only if I can have your number too.”
 
   I agreed and hauled out my phone.  We exchange numbers and a moment later he was jogging off, leaving me to my quiet seclusion.  I lifted my phone, logged onto the internet, and sure enough, Master Brandon was waiting for me.
 
   “Did you manage?” I read in the tiny chat window.
 
   “No sir.  Six orgasms.”
 
   “That’s too bad.  You can’t even cum properly,” he typed.  Evil Bre snickered from over my shoulder.
 
   I grimaced. “Yes. I apologize,” I typed into my phone. “That doesn’t excuse you.  Now you are to be punished for the failing to orgasm eight times,” I read.
 
   Evil Bre sidled up to my ear.  “I hope it hurts bad!” she whispered in delight.  I frowned and waved at her, but she wasn’t actually there, so it was meaningless.  I looked at the other shoulder, hoping Angel Bre would say something, but she was lying on the ground naked, wrapped in rope, still gagged, and now stuffed with a vibrator on high that had her shaking like the top of the Empire State Building during a thunderstorm.
 
   “For your punishment, you will remove the butterfly and the nipple clamps and replace them with your alligator clamps.  You will leave the vibroballs (both sets) and your anal beads in place and on high power.  You will then edge four times during the next hour.  You may not cum.”
 
   I sat there dumbly, reading the words.  Edge?  With alligator clamps on?  How could he possibly expect me to do that?  There was no fucking way!  
 
   “Sir, I’m exhausted.  I’m sore.  I don’t think I can handle that,” I typed. 
 
   Evil Bre glared at me.  “You are a pussy, Breanne.  Wimp.”  
 
   I turned on the little imp.  “You want to do it?”
 
                 Her eyes widened and she grinned. “I’d do it in a heartbeat!  So should you!”
 
                 My phone chimed another received message.  “It doesn’t matter what you think.  If it doesn’t violate your limits you have to do it.  Now start or I’ll require you to do it naked too.”
 
                 Evil Bre clapped her hands and jumped up and down, her cute little tail bobbing.  “I love Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut rules!” she exclaimed.
 
                 I typed an affirmative response into the phone and set it down.  I hadn’t mentioned to Master Brandon that I had already removed the clamps or turned off the vibrators.  I reached into my bag and dug around.  Finally I found the three metallic toothed clamps, all latched to each other, the tiny silver chain between the two smaller clamps cold against my fingers.
 
                 For the second time that morning, I pulled my dress down, baring my bare breasts.  The gold piercing glimmered on my right nipple and of course the padlock enameled with a black outline of a rose hung from that piercing.  Slowly I picked up the smaller alligator clamps.  Pinching the first one open, I held it above my left nipple. When it closed a brutal burst of pain shot through my tit, exploded into my spine, and went on a circular course that slammed into both my pussy and my brain.  I shook, my lip trembling as I adjusted to the pain.  I put the other clamp on, latching it behind the gold hoop of my piercing, the pain much harsher than on my left nipple.  I almost cried.  I was tender, sore, and when I pulled my dress back up to cover my breasts, the material pressed against the clamps sending even more pain down through my bosom.  
 
   I lifted my skirt again and tugged the butterfly off.  Setting it aside, I grabbed the vibroballs remotes and turned them both on to full, reigniting the rush of sexual consternation I was barely capable of handling.  Then I reactivated the anal beads, enduring another upping of the sexual ante.  I licked my lips, grabbed my jumbo alligator clamp, and held it above my swollen ripe clit.
 
   “What are you waiting for?” Evil Bre asked, looking down.  
 
   “Yeah, you might as well do it now,” Angel Bre said contemptuously.  
 
   I still hesitated.  “It’s going to hurt,” I whimpered.
 
   “Well duh,” Evil Bre said.  She looked over at Angel and rolled her eyes.
 
   Angel sighed softly and laid one hand on my cheek.  “Breanne?  What are you?” she asked gently.
 
   My lip quivered.  “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”  I’ve answered that question before.
 
   “And what is your purpose?” she inquired.
 
   Again my response was practically automatic.  “To be hurt and abused and used for others pleasure.”
 
   “And Master Brandon is taking pleasure from you doing this, right?  He wants it to hurt?”
 
   I nodded.  But then Evil Bre popped up.  
 
   “And you love it, don’t you.  Admit it.  You like it when it hurts!” she hissed.
 
   “Yes!  I do!”
 
   “Then do it!  Clamp your clit!” they both said simultaneously.  I let the pressure on the jumbo alligator clamp slip away and then the thick metal teeth bit into my clit and the hood and the pain shot up through me.  My entire body convulsed as the pain mingled with the pleasure of the vibroballs, and of the anal beads.  The pain changed, warping into something totally different and then I felt as if I were on a rollercoaster, shooting down the side of a hill.  I felt the orgasm rushing up toward me like a tsunami and Evil Bre squealed in glee, slapping her hand against her bare rump.  Angel gasped and held on for dear life.
 
   “No Bre! You can’t!  You’re supposed to edge!  Not cum!” she cried out.
 
   Evil Bre yelled.  “Fuck it!  Cum girl!  Who cares what he’ll make you do next!”
 
   And so I rode that pony.  It bucked beneath me, my body riding that crazy horse and cumming so hard and so long that I took up fifteen minutes of my allotted hour just in the throes of sexual climax.  My entire body ached and throbbed in time with the rolling waves and after the first harsh orgasm, my body went into multi-orgasmic mode and I rode three more to completion before finally slumping down in exhaustion.  I lay there on the bench, half on it, one breast hanging out of my dress, my legs curled and pressed together.  I was twitching for God’s sake.  Talk about overload.
 
   I hurt too.  As the euphoria of release faded, the pain in my nipples and between my legs slammed back into me like a brick.  I gritted my teeth and picked up my phone.  It didn’t take long to get back into chat with Master Brandon, whose very first words to me did not inspire confidence.
 
   “It hasn’t been an hour yet, which means I’m absolutely positive that you came instead of edging.  What is your problem with following orders?” he demanded.
 
   “I’m sorry!  It was just too much stimulation,” I typed poorly.  “You know how I am.”
 
   There was a long pause and then Brandon responded. “Yes.  You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut. I suppose it wasn’t realistic of me to expect four edges from you while enduring the alligator clamps.”
 
   I smiled softly and Angel Bre sighed.  She was wearing her white furry bikini bottoms again as well as a pair of crystal high heels whose straps ran all the way up to her thighs.  Her breasts were still bare, sporting the alligator clamps.  Evil Bre on the other hand frowned and crossed her arms across her barely covered breasts.  For some reason her chemise had shorted until it stopped just shy of her belly button and her entire shaved slit was totally in view and appeared to be sporting the same kind of alligator clamp I was wearing on mine.
 
   “Yes, sir.  Thank you for understanding,” I typed back.
 
   “It doesn’t change anything though.”
 
   I blinked, then typed “it doesn’t?”
 
   “No. You still have to be punished.  Since you seem to like cumming so much while wearing the alligator clamps, you can go ahead and masturbate.  You have thirty minutes to cum three times, except you can only flick the alligator clamps.  That should be enough pain to make you pop.”
 
   And then he signed out of chat.  I didn’t even GET a chance to respond.
 
   Evil Bre stood there, eyes wide.  “Oh shit,” was all she said.  Angel came on over and ripped Evil Bre’s chemise off, leaving the little demon girl naked except for the anal plug tail.  Angel pulled off her own clover nipple clamps and they changed into wicked looking alligators, the metal teeth long and sharp.  She grinned as Evil Bre’s eyes widened in alarm and then Angel placed them on her counterpart.  Evil Bre cried out, her body shaking.
 
   I licked my lips, watching as Angel tortured Evil Bre and I put my hand down between my legs, lifting my skirt.  As soon as my pussy was visible I set one finger down on the alligator clamp.  The pressure was almost enough to make me swoon.  Pain rushed up through me, mixed with the constant sexual dynamic I’d endured all morning.
 
   Angel paused torturing Evil for just a moment. “Think you can do it?” she asked honestly.
 
   “Do I have a choice?”  I asked.  
 
   She shook her head.  “No.  You really don’t.  You got yourself into this mess.”
 
   I looked up a the white clad girl whose naked body matched my own, minus the thirteen vibrators stuffed up both holes, piercing, padlock, and clamps.  Angel smiled sadly.
 
   “What do you recommend?” I asked.  Perhaps she would be gentle, tell me to take off the clamps, turn off the vibrators, go home, relax in a bath, sleep.  Maybe even call that nice jogger and arrange a dinner date.  Have some plain vanilla sex.  After all, she was the Angel, right?
 
   Angel Bre’s eyes turned hard.  She leaned down.  “Me?  It’s not a recommendation.  You start flicking that clamp right now, because the clock is ticking.”
 
   I gasped and my fingers flicked the clamp between my legs.  A sharp pain exploded in my clit and slammed up through me.  I did it again.  And then again, shaking like a leaf.
 
   Angel reached back over to Evil Bre and sent her into paroxysms of agony, flicking the evil demon girl’s clamps violently back and forth. As she worked the poor evil subconscious she grinned and said “And keep going Breanne.  I know you’ll never cum three times in the next thirty minutes and frankly, I want to see what Master Brandon’s next punishment will be!”  
 
   Needless to say, I failed miserably.  I did manage to cum twice though, which when you think about it, is quite impressive.  Master Brandon wasn’t that impressed though, but even he realized that I was pretty much a washout from that point on.  He told me to remove the clamps, the triple vibroballs and turn down the anal beads and the double vibroballs to low.   As I was walking back to my truck, he added that I was to continue edging once every hour and keep track of the number of orgasms I accidentally had.  He seemed to imply that keeping that number low would be a good idea.
 
   I think so too.  Hold on… let me ask my two little friends.
 
   Evil Bre says that I should do my absolute best to cum during every single edge for the rest of the day.
 
   Angel?  She said the same thing.  I guess there are some things we all agree on, aren’t there?  
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                 I looked at myself in the mirror.  Bright blue eyes stared out at me and I smoothed the white cotton summer dress downward over my body.  The outline of the golden hoop piercing my right nipple, along with the tiny padlock dangling from it was easily visible and even recognizable for what they were.  I think it added to the allure.  Of course it helped that I wasn’t wearing a bra.  My breasts aren’t exactly huge, but they’re a handful and they filled out the top of the dress with enough curves to make baseball fans start thinking about things other than strikes.
 
                 The dress fell straight down from there though.  There was a little flair as it rounded my hips, giving the hem line a short little dance just above my thighs and right below my sex.  In fact, this dress took things to just about the limit.  On a teenage girl, it might be appropriate.  On a girl half a dozen years older it would cause eyes to widen and a few heads to dip down, on the off chance the viewer would be able to get a sneak peek.  On most women that would just be a quick glimpse of white, or if the lady was daring, something more colorful, though since the dress itself was white, who would wear something like a leopard print thong under it?  That would be insane.  Going without panties, like I was planning, was probably even crazier.
 
                 On a whim, I pulled on the hem of my dress.  With just an inch of material raised, my pussy was clearly visible in the mirror.  The first thing to draw my eye was the red swollen flesh at the top of my slit.  The day before had been brutal in the sexual torment department.  Multiple orgasms, multiple edges, alligator clamps, vibrators, and enough direct clitoral stimulation to chafe my clit into something resembling a carpet burned arm.  I lightly touched it with my finger and felt the familiar combination of sexual longing tinged with the abrasive hurt of real pain.  It was not a comfortable sensation, but it created longings within me that not only wanted a response, but demanded it.  The petals below my clit were very wet; not just moist, but soaked, and there was a tiny, almost invisible string sticking out from between the inner labia.                
 
                 That string went to the ben wa balls, which I had thought was both cruel and generous.  Master Brandon had specified I wear them for Friday’s Punishment, and after the brutal torment from the day before, the thought of having more vibrators, or worse, stuck up inside me was horrific.  The ben wa balls were the least reactive of my sex toys, only swirling around inside me, stoking the bestial fires of lust with gentle moves at every step.  Had I been sitting, I would have only felt a placid presence within me.  But if I stood and took a single step, that sensation would be replaced by a rapidly increasing wanton desire as the ben wa balls stimulated my insides, reacting to my own movement.
 
                 Master Brandon wanted me in a heightened state of desire and I had been there for most of the morning.  My morning chores had been done with my ben wa balls rolling around inside me, never quite motivating me into orgasmic release, but never leaving me alone either.  It was a sensation that a man can never understand because they are like light switches: on or off.  Women are more like rheostats.  You can turn us on low and keep us that way forever if you know what you’re doing.  I think I’ve been aroused now for two and a half years straight with only a week off every now and then.  
 
                 My mother was out for the day so I was able to head out the door with only a raised eyebrow from my father.  He sat in his chair staring at my legs and the eight inch crystal platform high heels I was wearing.  I’m not sure if I imagined it, but I thought I saw him dip his head to get a better look.  Just to be cruel, I did a little hop skip at the  entryway between the living room and the kitchen, knowing the hemline of my dress would no doubt pop up for a second.  I almost fell, losing my balance, but I managed with an outstretched hand on the door frame.  He didn’t say anything though and I clutched my purse and my canvas bag in my fingers and headed out the door.
 
                 The farther away from the farm I drove, the more tense I got.  The punishment assignment given to me was, in my opinion, much worse than the torment I had received the previous day.  To be honest, I had been set up.  Like there was any reasonable way for me to spend an entire day edging every thirty minutes?  Especially when I hadn’t been allowed to cum the previous day?  Like that’s fair?  And then to have me stuff both sets of vibroballs in my pussy, along with all eight of the anal beads in my ass, add in vibrating nipple clamps and the butterfly and then expect me to orgasm eight times in a single hour?  What the heck did Master Brandon THINK was going to happen?  That I’d manage it?  Oh… and then the punishment for not cumming enough?  More edges.  With alligator clamps on my clit and nipples.  Like THAT is going to make things easier for me to edge.  And when I still didn’t manage?  Right.  More orgasms.  And more edges.
 
                 But that was Thursday, and this was Friday.  As tender as my clit and sex were already, what Brandon had specified for today was both crueler and more exciting.  Sure, I love self-torment.  I do it all the time.  But it’s totally different when someone else is holding the reigns.  I love it even more.  And I licked my lips in nervous anticipation as I drove toward my choice location.  
 
                 I admit that I like strip malls.  First of all, there is the name.  Yes, I know they’re called strip malls because the stores are lined up in a “strip” and not because I seem to strip my clothes off a lot at these types of places.  But still, you have to admit that the innuendo is kind of cool, right?  The other thing I like about them is almost invariably you can find some small store that has a single clerk or shopkeeper in it with few or no customers, who is more than willing to have something interesting break the monotony of their day.  I like being a breath of fresh air for some people.  That’s me!  Bringing love and peace and joy to everyone in the world, one fuck at a time!
 
                 I parked in the lot and looked down the row of stores.  There were all sorts, from a check cashing place to a few hair salons, to a vitamin shop.  I got out of my truck and carefully navigated across the lot, my high heels adding visibility but taking away a certain amount of balance. I’ve been getting better in them though. I don’t really wobble.  Kari trained me to walk in high heels in college and really, despite being eight inches higher, the platforms are really only four inch heels, which I’ve handled without problem for years.  The key is to make every step a bit shorter than a normal stride and never turn more than a few degrees while moving.  If you want to go right, then stop, turn, and then keep going.  Most spills in high heels come because a woman twists her foot like you do when you are normally walking and then she loses her balance and the ankle can’t take the strain.  Not smart.
 
                 I stopped in front of one of the salons and turned to the right.  Slowly I began walking down the covered sidewalk, peering into each store with more than the usual curiosity.  Today I needed something quite specific and I was looking for guys, rather than lesbian minded girls.  Sure, I’ve encountered a few women who were both BDSM minded and ready for someone like me, but it’s rare and finding them while just wandering around is not really feasible.  
 
                 I had my purse over my shoulder and I admit it was nice to have a place for my keys and wallet.  Of course the purse was also holding one other object, something Master Brandon required for the assignment.  I could almost sense its presence, a tangible force that fluttered against my nerves.  I stopped and entered two of the more intriguing shops, only to find the first one had both a man and a woman inside working, and the second one had a customer.  Of course in both I was immediately the center of attention, though the one woman looked at me with fairly obvious disgust.  The men on the other hand stared and stared and one even tried to look up my dress.  I made sure to bend over and examine something on a lower shelf for him.
 
                 But nothing happened.  No one spoke to me and I didn’t feel comfortable.  You have to understand that my comfort in a situation is paramount. I’ve had lots of opportunities to screw around, but one thing or another didn’t sit right with me.  The key is to be able to tell if it’s your own inhibitions, or if something is really off.  I had also called Becca and told her where I was and what I was doing.  I’m not stupid after all.  
 
                 I continued down the strip mall and finally found my way into the vitamin store. It was exactly what I expected.  A single, well built, hunk of a guy, standing at a single square counter in the very center of the place was surrounded by bottles and containers and boxes and even a few pieces of fitness equipment.  Actually, I was impressed.  Our eyes locked the moment I came in and I knew I was in the right spot.  I watched as his gaze went from my hair to my face down to my breast, only to lock on my pierced nipple.  Then it went farther down and when it was low enough, I cocked one leg and tugged on the dress.  I’m absolutely positive that I was showing just a touch of my bare pussy.
 
                 His eyes widened and I took a few more steps forward, swinging my hips with a bit more seductive poise.  There is an art to seducing a man and since I wasn’t just looking for a fuck, I needed him to be eating out of my hand.  I approached him straight away, not bothering to “browse.” I already knew what I wanted, what I needed.  I got to the counter, my back slightly arched, my breasts pressing against the thin cotton.  
 
                 “Hi.”  It was all I said.  Of course my eyes were wide and glittering, a deep breath had enlarged my bosom, and I put my hands down on the counter palms up.  If sexual desire was an actual fluid, the place would have been flooded by my antics.
 
                 He responded well.  “Hi,” he said with a big grin, clearly appreciative.  “Can I help you?”  The way he said it made it clear that if I asked him to screw me silly, he’d be more than happy to oblige.  I returned the smile.
 
                 “As a matter of fact, that’s exactly what I need,” I said in return.  My response confused him a little.  He gave me a quirky look and cocked his head.  
 
                 I continued on.  “I have a very, very special request.”
 
                 He smiled, a little more comfortable now and obviously wanting to see where this was going.  Oh… if only he knew!  
 
                 “I need a firm hand and then something filling,” I said, licking my lips and staring at him.  I know.  It wasn’t very explicit, but you have to lead guys on sometimes.  Build up the pressure.  
 
                 He got the message too and his smile increased.   “Well I think we can manage something along those lines.”
 
                 I grinned.  I started walking to the side, moving around the counter.  “That’s good, because I’ve been very, very naughty and a little bit of correction will put me on the right path,” I said.  My ben wa balls were rolling and my libido was screaming at me to fuck this guy.  I had everything I needed.  But if I were going to fuck him, there was one thing I needed first.
 
                 Now the counter wasn’t between us and I got closer.  Our eyes met and then I violated his personal space.  My hand went out and pressed against his trousers.  I could feel his cock.  It wasn’t rock hard, not yet, but it was stiff.
 
                 “You want to fuck me, don’t you.”  It was a statement, not a question.  He nodded, swallowing, words lost to my intoxication.  I grabbed his hand and brought it to my own groin, slipping his fingers under the hem of my dress.  I felt him touch me, sliding through the wetness of my pussy.  I tilted my head back and then groaned as he barely touched my clitoris.  
 
                 “Fuck yes,” he whispered.  
 
                 I rubbed his cock through the material of his pants.  “Before you can fuck me though, you have to punish me.  Can you do that?” I asked.  His fingers began dipping inside me.  He found the string and looked at me curiously.
 
                 “Ben wa balls, to keep me wet and ready,” I whispered.  “Pull them out.”
 
                 He tugged and sure enough, the golf ball sized spheres popped loose.  He looked at them wild eyed and then set them on the counter, leaving a pool of Breanne juice collecting under them.  He started unbuckling his trousers, but I stopped him.
 
                 “Wait!  Not quite yet. I’ve got to be ready!” I said hurriedly.  I opened my purse and tugged out that one object, the one I was both dreading and wanting.  You should have seen his expression when I handed him the black leather sap.  He took it in astonishment and I backed up, pulling my dress up to my hips, baring my sex.  I moved around to the back of the counter and he followed, watching me.  In a single cleared space I lowered myself to the floor, lay down on my back, and spread my legs wide.  My hands went to my pussy and I spread the petals wide, exposing the dark pink interior.
 
                 “Hit me here.  I need it. I want it.  Twenty five strokes, right on my clit,” I whispered.  “Then I will need your cock inside me!”
 
                 He hesitated for just a moment, but then knelt down between my legs.  With a light movement, he brought the paddle side of the sap down between my thighs, striking my pussy with a stroke that wouldn’t have upset a tea cup.  I shook my head, frowning.
 
                 “No! Please! I need it to hurt!  I want to be punished! Please?  Please punish me?” I begged, whining.  
 
                 The next stroke was much, much better and had me hissing, my hips churning wildly.  He waited until I was almost recovered and then struck again, maintaining the same force and pressure.  My clit felt amazing, searing with both pain and pleasure and I opened my mouth and moaned.                
 
                 “More please! Harder!” I gasped.  He grinned and then smacked me good.  There was a burning sensation between my legs and I jerked in wild spasms.  The venereal needs inside me blossomed in scarlet wonder and I pleaded with him to hit me more.  I lost count of the strokes that fell but by the time he finished, looking at me with wondrous eyes, I felt as if I had been bathed in scalding water and teased into a sexual frenzy.  Being sapped always seems to do that to me.
 
                 “Your cock! Please!  Fuck me now!” I implored.  In seconds his cock was out and I held out a condom taken from my purse which was on the floor next to me.  Soon he was appropriately clad and then he fell on top of me and pinned me to the hardwood floor like a bug in a collection.  His cock was thick and perfectly sized, neither too big nor too small.  I fit him like a glove and as he moved inside me I moaned, groaning with exquisite pleasure.  The orgasm that had been building inside me from the moment I slipped in the ben wa balls that morning finally crested and despite the orders from Master Brandon stating specifically that I was NOT TO CUM, I exploded in meritable orgasm.  I suspect the sapping had a lot to do with that.
 
                 He came seconds later, filling the condom with white cream and grunting his own release.  It was amazing and he collapsed on top of me for a few moments before suddenly tugging his semi-limp cock out of my sex and quickly pulling up his trousers.  I laid there in a daze, still high as a kite in sexual euphoria.  
 
                 “Um… maybe you should get dressed?” he said, nervously looking at the door.  I lifted my head up and propped myself up on my elbows.  
 
                 “You really want me dressed?” I asked with a satisfied grin.
 
                 He chuckled.  “Well, not really.  That was incredible.  I didn’t hurt you, did I?” he asked, concern written all over his face.
 
                 I laughed.  “Of course you did.  That was the point. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Hurting me turns me on.”
 
                 His eyebrow went up.  “Really?  That’s awesome.”  Then he paused.  “So why me?” he asked.              
 
                 I grinned.  There were so many answers I could give him.  Fate.  Serendipity.  Dumb luck.  
 
                 “Because you’re cute,” I replied.  What?  He was cute!  I wasn’t lying, and men like having their egos stroked almost as much as their cocks.  I grabbed the sap and stood up, taking his hand as he helped.  My dress fell back down to my thighs though I could see the glistening wetness there.  I went back around to the counter and grabbed my ben wa balls.              
 
                 “Put these back in for me?” I asked politely. He took them in surprise.
 
                 “Really?  You want these back in?” 
 
                 I nodded.  “Nympho humiliation pain slut rule #1. I have to stay stuffed with a sex toy all the time to make sure I’m constantly wet and ready for use.”  
 
                 He blinked as I leaned against the counter and lifted my skirt. Once more my incredible red pussy was exposed.  
 
                 “Cool rule.”  He bent down slightly and began rubbing the first globe against my clit. I hissed and he looked upset, then moved lower.  “Sorry,” he said apologetically.
 
                 I chuckled.  “I’m a pain slut. I’m used to it.”
 
                 “Oh, right.”  The ben wa balls went in and I moaned lightly and then shifted my hips, thrusting against his fingers, feeling another wave of arousal.  Damn.  If I had my way, I would have fucked him again!  
 
                 I straightened up and let my dress fall.  Then I hugged him and planted a wet kiss on his lips.  “Thanks.  This has been great,” I said, then turned and grabbed my purse, stuffing the sap inside.  
 
                 “Wait! That’s all? I mean, we just had sex!” he exclaimed.
 
                 I nodded. “Yep.  That’s all.”
 
                 He looked flabbergasted.  “But… I mean… damn.  Can’t I at least take you to dinner or something?” he asked.
 
                 I turned and looked at him.  He was at least four years younger than I was, but age has never really meant much to me.  As long as hard cock is involved I’m pretty cool with it.  I gave him a calculating look.
 
                 “Are you what I need?” I asked.
 
                 He looked taken aback.  “What do you need?” he asked.
 
                 I grinned.  “A firm hand, someone willing to punish me when I’m naughty and torment me when I’m good.  Someone who doesn’t mind hurting me when I need it.”
 
                 He looked uncomfortable for a moment, but then nodded. “I can do that.”
 
                 “You could spank me?” I asked, eyes narrowed.
 
                 He nodded.
 
                 “Whip me?  Clamp me?  Mark my breasts and ass with a cane?” I asked the questions in rapid fire and he nodded each time, though his eyes got a little wider with each question.
 
                 “Tie me to your bed and pinch my nipples and clit until I’m screaming?”
 
                 He swallowed, but he nodded in the affirmative.
 
                 So I asked, “dinner tonight?”
 
                 His face broke into a wide grin.  “Uh… yeah!  So where do I pick you up?” he asked.  
 
                 “Well, I live in Katy, so that’s a bit of a drive.  Why don’t you give me your address and I’ll meet you there, and then you can take me out for dinner and then we’ll go back to your place for dessert?”
 
                 He blinked, then shifted uncomfortably.  “Well, I’ve got two roommates and…”
 
                 With that little bit of information, suddenly things got way more interesting.
 
                 “Roommates, huh?   The more the merrier, right?” I asked, the tone of my voice bright.  I couldn’t believe my luck!  Two more guys I’d never met, ready and waiting for me!  I didn’t have to drive around dressed like a two bit whore looking for guys to fuck and suck!  Awesome.  
 
                 “I’m Breanne,” I said with a grin.  
 
                 “Chris,” he replied.  
 
                 “Cool,” I said.  “Sexy or slutty?” I asked.
 
                 He blinked.  “Excuse me?”
 
                 I repeated the question.  “What do you want me to wear tonight?  Something sexy or slutty?” 
 
                 He grinned.  “Aren’t they the same thing?”
 
                 It was my turn to chuckle and I shook my head.  “Oh no.  You can dress sexy and not be slutty.  But you can’t dress slutty and not be sexy.”
 
                 “Oh.  Uh… slutty I guess.”
 
                 “Great.  Formal slutty or casual slutty?” 
 
                 He gave me a quirky look.  “What’s the difference?”
 
                 I leaned back on his counter.  “Formal slutty means fancy.  Casual slutty means dressing like a street girl.”              
 
                 He got the idea.  “Oh.  Formal then.”
 
                 I smiled.  I already knew EXACTLY what I was going to wear.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 He gave me his address and I promised to meet him there at five that afternoon.  Perfect.  Then I headed back to my truck, filled with anticipation and a healthy sexual glow.  My pussy still tingled from the sapping, not to mention the orgasm, but despite my violation of the strictures of the punishment, I wasn’t terribly worried.  I had violated the strictures of the punishment. I wasn’t supposed to cum, but I had stopped caring.  Master Brandon knew that being pussy whipped is my absolute favorite position and torment. How could I NOT cum?  So why bother trying not to?  He was just going to punish me anyway, right?
 
                 I suddenly froze half way too my truck, my sex dazed brain finally realizing something.  Not only had I violated the rules of the assignment, but I’d managed to delay satisfying the rest of the assignment till that evening.  What now?  The big issue was the unauthorized orgasm, and I already knew what the punishment for that was supposed to be.  But it was only supposed to happen AFTER the punishment assignment.  Arggghhhh… I hate these step by step things!
 
                 Finally I climbed back up into my truck, the ben wa balls rolling lightly inside me.  Ostensibly, they already had me just as wet and almost as wanting as I had been before I got sapped and fucked by Vitamin Chris.  I pulled out my iPhone and quickly checked my email and chat.  Master Brandon wasn’t online, so I fired off an email explaining my predicament, begging him to email me back with instructions.
 
                 I glanced at the clock.  It was just after normal lunch time and frankly, the other sensation I was feeling was being generated by my stomach.  Breakfast had been almost five and a half hours before and I was ready to eat.  So I put the truck in gear and headed out.  I was in the mood for some Italian and one of my favorite places – they give free breadsticks! – was not that far and on the way home. 
 
                 But I only had made it halfway before my phone chimed.  Ah… email received!  I pulled off the freeway and coasted to a stop.  I grabbed the little phone and saw that not only had Master Brandon replied, he was online.  Cool! Chat time.
 
                 “I’m rather disappointed in you, fuckslut,” he wrote.  I sighed.  Fuckslut? Really?
 
                 “I’m sorry, sir.  But did you really expect me to be able to hold off?  This is what I do!” I typed back, just a little chagrined.
 
                 “I realize that.  I just expected a little more fortitude from you.  You would think that after yesterday’s escalating punishment, you would be more inclined to follow the rules.”
 
                 I sat there feeling just a tad bit grumpy.  Sure.  Follow the rules.  When I’m SET UP to fail.  Yes. Very likely.
 
                 “I’m not terribly happy with you using these roommates as your second and third strangers, however it is your right to use all the wiggle room I’ve given you, and I have to commend you at least for contacting me like this to explain what is going on,” he continued.  
 
                 “Where are you right now?” he asked.
 
                 “Sitting on the side of the frontage road of I-10,” I typed back.  “Going for some lunch.”
 
                 “Excellent.  Buy your lunch, take it ‘to-go’, and proceed to a local public park.  Before you get out of the truck however, insert your triple vibroballs and the anal beads and turn them to their maximum setting.  You will also put the alligator clamps on your nipples and clit.  Proceed to an out of the way picnic table, eat your lunch, but you must masturbate to orgasm twice by flicking the clips.”
 
                 I quailed.  “You mean there in the park, sitting at the picnic table?” I demanded.
 
                 “Yes.  And Breanne, you better not cum tonight while fucking these other guys.  If you do, then you’ll be right back on that picnic table Saturday and it will hurt twice as much.”
 
                 There was nothing to say.  Except for one thing.  “Yes sir,” I wrote.  No argument.  This is what I am.  A nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
                 I put the truck back in gear and quickly changed my dining plans.  Italian veggie lasagna isn’t exactly picnic food. I stopped at a Long John Silvers, grabbed some fish, and headed back east.  I knew of the perfect park to do this and it only took about ten minutes to get there.  There were people there.  That park is a popular running spot right there on Memorial Drive.  I found a spot as far away from the other cars as possible and dug what I needed out of my canvas bag.
 
   I uncapped my bottle of grapeseed oil and applied a few drops to the first anal bead.  I so hate these things.  I tugged my dress up around my waist and twisted in my seat.  It took some creative stretching, but eventually I was pushing that stupid little marble up my ass.  A little more lubrication allowed a second bead to join the first, then a third, and a fourth, all the way up to eight.  With my rear end stuffed to capacity and not feeling very nice, I turned the remote all the way to the max and let out a tiny groan as my entire posterior began vibrating.
 
   Oddly enough, that caused my pussy to self-lubricate far beyond the wetness I was already feeling. Having the anal beads on, stuffed inside me, acted like a catalyst, ripening me quickly. I pulled out the ben wa balls and licked them.  They tasted like salt and musk and turned me on even more.  I shoved in the vibroballs, turned those up, and sat there trying to get a grip.  It made no sense to orgasm BEFORE I was eating lunch.  I grabbed my alligator clamps and with a quick glimpse around to make sure no one was staring at the red haired girl in the truck, I tugged down the front of my dress and gingerly applied both clamps to my nipples.  
 
   Pain shot through me, more than enough to dull the immediate need to orgasm, but it also intensified the sexual sensations coming from between my legs.  While the need to orgasm was temporarily stifled, the power of the oncoming orgasm had just doubled.  I put the front of my dress back in placed and then fished out the last clamp; the alligator jumbo clamp.
 
   This cruel metal toothed monstrosity is the bane of my existence.  Unfortunately it also is one of those sex torment toys that not only turns me on the most, but gives me orgasms that most girls only dream about.  I have no idea why. The pain of having sharp metal teeth pinching the shit out of your clitoris isn’t something most girls would associate with having a good time.  But I’m all about odd combinations.  I hate dressing like a slut, and yet the orgasms I have when dressed like one are like the difference between having a piece of store bought pita bread with a single slice of cucumber and having one of Hungry’s Gyros, complete with seasoned lamb, cucumber, and that gyro sauce.  Truly, if you haven’t had one of those, you don’t know what you’re missing.
 
   The same is kind of true for me when it comes to the alligator clamps.  Do they hurt?  Like hell.  Do I like having them chew on my nipples and clit?  Hell no.  So why do I put them on so often?  The orgasms I have while wearing them are so powerful, so complete, so intense, that I’m addicted to it.  I’m willing to put up with the pain, the agony, the terrible intensity in order to have those orgasms.  I know. I’m sick.  But would you have me any other way.
 
   And so I sat there in my truck, hissing as the excruciating pain of the jumbo alligator clamp slowly turned into a heated throbbing.  When I wasn’t clenching the steering wheel in desperate discomfort, I reached out, grabbed my lunch, and got out of the truck. My dress fell down to my thighs, once more covering my more salient parts.  I took a few light steps, the vibroballs and anal beads roaring inside me.  I felt on edge.  In fact, I was there already.  I realized it in two steps.  My eyes widened and I realized I had a choice.  Take another step and cum, leaping off the cliffs of orgasm and be forced to have three more orgasms at the table, or reach down, flick the alligator clamp through my dress, and cum harder, but have it count.
 
   Hell.  Why not both, right?  I took that step at the same time my fingers found the jumbo alligator clamp through my dress.  I pressed on it sharply and a burst of sharp agony, like slivers of broken glass, burst between my legs. I folded, stumbling to the side, the orgasm hitting me like a two by four in the stomach.  I reeled and ended up leaning on someone’s car, the waves of orgasmic bliss rolling over me like thunderclouds on the Texas plains.  I moaned, loudly, my teeth together, trying to keep from screaming.  It was incredible.
 
   My strength drained out of me as my blood chemistry changed dramatically.  Loads of estrogen, dopamine, and adrenaline rushed into me, along with tiny amounts of testosterone.   Don’t get all gender specific on me guys.  Girls have a little of that stuff in us too and trust me, it revs our engines as well.  I closed my eyes and just experienced the bliss.
 
                 When I opened my eyes, a number of people over at the playground were looking at me, probably concerned.  Was she sick?  I took a deep breath.  The orgasm had come and gone, leaving behind some wildly inappropriate pains in my clit and both nipples, but the vibroballs and anal beads were still buzzing merrily away, working me back up the mountain toward that cliff again.  I stumbled forward, then concentrated on putting one foot in front of the other.  Finally I made it to the empty pavilion, positioning myself on the picnic table so that I’d be able to see almost the entire park.  I sat down and opened my food.  I wasn’t quite ready to masturbate, but instead turned my thoughts toward food.  Halfway through my sandwich I realized I needed to get started.  
 
                 Most girls are taught from an early age to keep their knees together.  I certainly was.  It took Kari months to break me of the habit.  I remember during my junior and senior years of high school how she would take me out in a mid-length skirt, no panties, stuffed with my ben wa balls.  She’d have half a dozen clothespins in her purse and she’d warn me not to close my legs.  Then she’d spot check me every few minutes.  If my knees were touching, or even close, she’d reach into her bag, hand me a clothespin, and I was required to put it on my labia.  Eventually I’d have a forest of clothespins on my pussy and one on my clit and then Kari would take me somewhere semi private and literally whip the clothespins off my pussy.  Try doing that two or three times a week for a several months and you can imagine how easy it was to break the habit of keeping my knees together.
 
                 So I was already sitting with my thighs spread.  My dress had ridden up, not quite to my waist, but had anyone been in just the right spot, and had the lighting been better, they would have been able to see my pussy perfectly.  I reached down between my legs however, and lifted my dress even more.  The jumbo alligator clamp was in the perfect position, hanging slightly downward, dangling from its perch on the tender node of nerves that marked the top of my slit.  With a single finger I tapped it hard and a shard of sexual agony sheared through me, slicing my libido, my will, and giving a burst to my wanton sluttiness.
 
                 It took about ten minutes of tapping, including a few thuds of my other hand to the nipple clamps concealed under my dress, but I managed to cum.  It was another bone shattering, hard orgasm, the kind that leaves you breathless and a little dazed.  I put my head down on my arms, just to concentrate on my breathing.  Finally I lifted my eyes and ate a bit more.  Between every bite my fingers tapped the jumbo alligator clamps, sending ripples of anguish through my clitoris.  The torture swirled inside me, mixing with the continuing caress of the vibrations, intensifying them, changing their very nature into something scarlet and blue and powerful and penetrative.  Those sensations charged into me, flying up my backbone and into my brain, overloading my synapses and once more driving me upward into the stratosphere, my body a ship powered by a chemical catalyst started by three metal toothed clamps and enough buzzing vibrators to set off a seismograph.  
 
                 I gingerly took off the alligator clamps, more concerned with relieving the brutal pain than people seeing me dig between my legs, or pop my breasts out one at a time.  I examined my right nipple for a moment.  The flesh immediately behind the golden hoop was torn and there were red smears.  I grimaced. Great. Just great.  Tonight’s breast sapping would now be twice as bad.  I shook my head.  Damn.
 
                 I gathered up the remnants of my meal and tossed it all into the trash.  With my clamps in hand, I walked back to the truck, a bit steadier than I had walked away.  No one looked at me.  No one was aware of what I had been doing up on the hill, in the semi-darkened pavilion, eating lunch and cumming.
 
                 But I was aware.  And you’re aware.  And Master Brandon is aware.  And that’s enough to turn me on.
 
                 I turned off the anal beads and the vibroballs as I got in my truck and headed for home.  It doesn’t make sense to crash and die from sex toy distraction.  Besides, I had to be ready for my date.  All sorts of fun things were about to happen.
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                 I looked at my reflection in the window glass of my truck with more than just a sinking feeling.  A strange girl looked back at me.  She had my eyes, my hair, and my body, but she was dressed like a tramp. Her bikini top barely covered her large breasts.  Strange lumps jutted out under the tiny green cotton triangles across her chest and it was fairly clear that her nipples were clamped, a silver chain appearing from beneath the bikini and stretching across her cleavage to the other side.  The right side nipple also clearly sported a hoop piercing, visible underneath the material.  There was even a small gold padlock dangling out from under the bottom edge of the micro bikini top.  It was enough hardware to make a mechanic horny.
 
                 She was an up-skirt voyeur’s wet dream, wearing a black stretch skirt so narrow and so high that it did nothing more than prevent anyone who was looking straight at her from seeing her sex.  Her hips were exposed as well and it looked like a single twitch of her ass would send the material to the floor.  She walked funny too, and it wasn’t just because of the “fuck me,” high heel, platform shoes she was wearing.  You could tell she was in pain.  The vibrating anal plug up her ass, coated in Stinging O, was no doubt driving her crazy.  Or perhaps it was the constant vibrations of the Triple Vibroballs, three plastic motorized bullets that were nestled in her depths, shaking at full power, driving her onward.   Her clit and nipples tingled too, lightly coated with the burning Stinging O oil that smelled lightly of cinnamon and felt as if someone were holding a blowtorch to each anointed nub.
 
                 But personally, I knew it was the jumbo alligator clamp chewing on her burning clit that was the real issue.
 
                 I closed my eyes.  The girl in the window opposite me disappeared and suddenly all of those sensations returned home.  To me.  My nipples throbbed under the bikini top as the alligator clamps crushed and bit them.  I could even feel the painful teeth digging into the soft flesh and I couldn’t help taking sharper, shallower breaths.  Each nub had been coated with Stinging O and I could still feel the burning heat despite the unbearable pressure of the metal jaws.
 
                 My ass twitched, tightening again around the vibrating Anal Plug, a four inch long, tapered, tree shaped monstrosity that ached going in and burned with heat all along my anal tract.  Not fun.  The arches of my feet ached from the four inch heels, though I stood eight inches taller than usual.  The platform soles of the high heels made me look even sluttier than normal.  Even the thick, tan rubber bands that went around each foot at the arch raised eyebrows. Not that I needed it.  The stupid skirt was more than enough to brand me as either a hooker or a super slut.  
 
                 But it was my clit that was the real problem.  It throbbed painfully, the coating of Stinging O burning and tingling through the flesh.  To make matters worse, another alligator clamp, this one much larger and stronger than the two chewing on my nipples, had bitten me right between the legs and was doing it’s best to rip off my clit and digest it, right there in front of me.
 
                 I had already called Kari to let her know where I was, but even that didn’t really allay my nervousness.  It had been well over a year since I had last been inside the ice house.  It was early Friday afternoon and only a few motorcycles were parked out front.  I licked my lips, took a deep breath, and then walked through the open doorway.
 
                 The ice house might have been an oil change shop at some point.  It was narrow, with multiple bays and several large garage doors spanning the entire building.  A bar at the end glittered with neon signs and rows of bottles, including several taps.  The floor was concrete and pool tables were centered in each bay, surrounded by tables and chairs.  There wasn’t a lot of room.
 
                 Down at the end were two guys playing pool.  I stopped for a moment to observe them, but before I could say or do anything, the bartender shook his head and spoke.
 
                 “Sorry, Miss.  But we don’t allow that to be sold here.”
 
                 I wish I could have pretended that I didn’t know what he was talking about, but the truth is that I’ve been mistaken for a whore a number of times.  In fact, and I hate to admit this, but I’ve taken money for sex, so I guess in essence, I HAVE been a whore.  But not that afternoon.  I smiled warmly and went right up to the bar.  As I lifted one leg and put my foot up on the rail, I could feel the back of my skirt lifting, exposing my ass to anyone who might be down at the opposite end of the building, like the two guys playing pool.
 
                 “Actually I’m not selling.  I’m a slut looking for cock to suck,” I said sweetly, eyes wide and doe like.  The guy blinked and then he really looked at me, and not just my attire.  
 
                 “Jesus.  You’re her.”
 
                 It was my turn to look surprised.  
 
                 “You’re the chick that banged like a hundred guys that one night two years ago!” he blubbered.
 
                 Uh….
 
                 I remembered it of course, but it wasn’t a hundred guys, more like twenty, and while it was a fun gangbang, it really hadn’t been all that impressive.  I’m also pretty sure it hadn’t happened that long ago.
 
                 But some things, like a really great story, get better with age.  Guess I’ve gone down in the history books.
 
                 I stuck my hand out with a grin.  “I’m Breanne.”
 
                 “Dave,” he said, replying with bright eyes.  His gaze slid down my body.  “So, like you need cock?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded.  “Can I start with you?” 
 
                 He glanced around, and then nodded.  “Come behind the bar.”
 
                 I went down to the end of the bar and smiled as I stepped up onto the one inch rubber cushion they had on the floor.  At least for a moment.  Then my ankle wobbled as my high heels struggled to find balance and I had to grab the bar top to keep myself upright.  Dave moved quickly to my rescue, putting out his hand, but once he was that close it was an easy matter to sink to my knees.  While it wasn’t fun to walk on, that rubber mat was fantastic on my bare knees and as I practically ripped open Dave’s fly, I tried to mentally force my own brimming arousal back.  Cock appeared and I opened my mouth, sucking frantically.  
 
    
 
   Breanne – Blow Job Friday is back with a vengeance.  First of all, you will attire yourself in your fuck me high heels, the shortest skirt you own, and a bikini top.  Obviously you are not allowed to wear panties.  You will bring with you two thick rubber bands that can encircle each foot at the arch, as well as your alligator nipple clamps, the jumbo alligator clamp, your triple vibroballs, the Stinging O, and your vibrating anal plug.  You will proceed to a location of your choice, (no glory holes allowed) where you will then put the rubber bands around each foot so that the rubber crosses your arches.  You will then lubricate the Anal Plug with the Stinging O and insert it in your ass.  I presume you will be following NHPS Rule #1, so you may leave the Triple Vibroballs inside yourself.  However, you will need to anoint both nipples and your clit with Stinging O and then apply the Alligator Clamps.  You may, if so desired, cover the nipple clamps with your bikini top or you may go topless. I don’t care.  Turn the Triple Vibroballs to their maximum setting.  You may NOT cum during this assignment.
 
    
 
                 Once you are ready, you will then select three men, all strangers, and provide them with blowjobs.  After each blowjob you are allowed to remove an alligator clamp, starting with the nipple clamps and ending with the clitoral jumbo clamp.  However, between each blowjob you are to inflict ten snaps of each rubber band to the arch of each foot.  
 
    
 
                 Should you cum at any point during this assignment, except for the officially sanctioned orgasm at the end, you will render the previous blowjobs null and void and will restart the assignment except you will no longer be allowed to remove the alligator clamps for any reason.
 
    
 
                 Upon completing the three required blowjobs, you may beg for release, however you will only be allowed to cum if it occurs during an English Spanking.
 
    
 
    
 
                 Master Brandon is one of those men who have a sadistic streak almost as wide as my masochistic one.  (I’m probably going to pay for that statement later, but I know you’ll like that anyway.)   He likes it to hurt, and since I like it to hurt too, it usually works out well.  Of course, he also knows that being humiliated turns me on too.  And so his latest assignment was not just expected, but rather intense too.  
 
                 Dave’s cock was delicious and moved me along the path to orgasmic bliss quickly.  Of course, I had been dealing with the vibroballs at various levels of intensity all day.  I was already damned close to cumming and since I wasn’t allowed too, at least not until I had blown three different guys, I tried to focus on the flesh in front of me.  Dave was handsome, rugged, and in pretty good condition.  It didn’t take him long either before he was spurting his own creamy mixture into my mouth.
 
                 I swallowed like a good girl.  Or is it bad girl?  Never mind.  Both good girls and bad girls should swallow.  Shouldn’t they?  Anyway as soon as Dave finished up, he zipped up his trousers and grinned.  I stood up and discovered we had an audience.  Both men from the opposite end of the ice house were now standing there, watching.  They were bikers, both slightly overweight, one sporting a huge beard while the other was shaved bald with a handlebar mustache.  They were leering at me and if I hadn’t been so sexually aroused already, I would have gulped silently in preparation for an immediate ravishment.
 
                 But I knew I had to control the situation.  I turned to Dave, wrapping my arms around his neck and pressing my clamped, bikini covered nipples against his chest.  Pain shot through me, which helped me to control the animal urges of lust in my loins.  
 
                 “Can you help me with one more thing?” I asked.
 
                 Dave’s eyes flashed with additional hunger.  “Anything.”
 
                 “Hey babe, we’ll help too,” the bald biker said with a grin.
 
                 I smiled back at him.  Then I let go of Dave, turned to the two bikers, and leaned on the bar.  “Good,” I said with a purr, then slipped my right foot out of the fuck me shoe and lifted it toward Dave.  I turned my head back to the bartender.
 
                 “Would you please snap that rubber band hard against my sole ten times.  It needs to really hurt,” I asked.  
 
                 Dave’s eyebrows went up and the bearded guy laughed.  “She wants it to hurt, Dave.”
 
                 I turned back toward the bikers and opened my hands.  “You two can hold me down.”
 
                 One reached for my wrist, but I pulled back.  “No, not like that,” I said, my voice still a seductive whisper.  I reached up to my bikini and with a quick tug, let loose the strand at my neck, dropping the front.  Dave was kind enough to handle the lower string and I lifted the chain connecting the two alligator nipple clamps and held it out to the bikers.
 
                 “Damn girl. You DO want it to hurt,” Mustache guy said.
 
                 I nodded.  I lifted my right foot up again and Dave grabbed hold of it.  I felt twin twinges of agony in my nipples and looked back at the bikers.  They were pulling on the chain, tugging my breasts left and right and then there was a sharp sting on the bottom of my foot.
 
                 Dave didn’t waste time letting me recover, and frankly, what was happening to my nipples was by far more painful.  I was practically hyperventilating by the time Dave was done.  It didn’t help that after I gingerly lowered my right foot down and slipped my toes back into the fuck me shoe, that I immediately raised my left foot up for a repeat performance.
 
                 My brain was already overloading from the riot of sensation as Dave did me the courtesy of snapping the rubber band against my left foot.  My nipples were the epicenter of pain as the two men grasping the chain moved my bosom in multiple directions, all with applied pulls on my clamped nipples.  God it hurt.  Of course there was the still lingering burn of Stinging O as well but frankly the pain of the clamps overshadowed it.  My clit throbbed with need and agony from the jumbo alligator clamp, and the vibroballs purred inside me at high speed, ramping up everything to the point where I was closing in on orgasm with nigh unstoppable speed.
 
                 Ten snaps of the rubber band to my left sole had me gasping and shaking and when it was over, I lifted my head and looked at the bikers, barely holding on to my equilibrium.  I wanted to cum so bad.
 
                 “Who wants the next blowjob?” I asked softly, still trembling.
 
                 They looked at each other, then played rock, paper, scissors and Baldy won.  I slipped my foot back into my high heels. I pulled gingerly with my hands to have them let go of the chain between my breasts.  I walked around the bar and once on the other side, went to my knees on the hard concrete and began the process of getting Baldy’s cock out of his leather trousers.
 
                 His scent was much earthier than Dave and there was an acrid bitter taste to his cum when he finally spurted into my mouth.  Unlike my blowjob with the bartender, there were massive spools of white ribbon exploding down my throat and I couldn’t take it all, letting the overflow spurt out my cheeks and slip down my chin.  Wet drops of cum fell down to my clamped breasts and when Baldy’s eyes glazed in happiness, I stood up, licking my lips, and asked the bearded guy if he would snap the rubber bands for me.  
 
                 I was led over to one of the nearby pool tables, my bare but clamped breasts laid out on the green felt like two soft cue balls.  My nipples continued to throb, but that was the least of my concern.  The bearded biker grabbed my ankle, practically tore off my shoe, and proceeded to let rip with a barrage of rubber band snaps that had me twisting and crying in mere moments.  Baldy had come around and snagged the nipple clamp chain and Dave was watching with clear enjoyment as I got my comeuppance.
 
                 Then, even as my foot dropped, the bearded guy stuck his hand up my skirt, found my pussy and the jumbo alligator clamp, and with quick movements sent me skyrocketing up in explosion.
 
                 Fuck.
 
                 When I came back down to earth I was naked.  My little black skirt was on the floor about ten feet away, I was half draped over the pool table, and the remote to my vibroballs was in Baldy’s hands.  I felt the roar move from full power down to low, then slide back up in a rollercoaster of sexual torment.  I groaned as the bearded guy tugged on the wire.
 
                 “I think I want something more substantial than a blowjob, missy.”  
 
                 I blinked, my brain still half way between fried and barbecued.  The vibroballs were suddenly clattering together near my hip as I tried to comprehend what was going on.  Then suddenly I felt cock at my pussy.  The alligator clamp was still firmly attached to my clit, pulsing in need and agony. Then I was stuffed, the thick rod sliding into me as if it were made for that purpose and that purpose only.  With my ass full as well, the vibrating anal plug still purring inside me, I spread my legs wide apart, barely cognizant that things had gotten out of hand.
 
                 Baldy grabbed my wrists and drew my hands above my head, a single fist encircling my clenched fingers while his other arm found my nipple clamp chain and tugged on it mercilessly.  I started crying out, both from the agony of it and the pleasure. I tightened around the cock inside me, my hips rocking with exaggerated thrusts that sent shivers of overwhelming awesomeness through my entire body.
 
                 And then I exploded.  Again.
 
                 The bearded guy was right behind me, at least to orgasm.  In actuality he was standing between my open legs, his cock pistoning through my loins as I lay on the pool table, my buttocks and legs half hanging off the rails.  He jerked out of me and a strong wide squirt exploded up over my stomach, coating me with white cream.  He groaned, his hand finding his own wet cock and stroking the last of his explosion out.
 
                 Baldy let go and I struggled to get upright.  I felt the bearded guy’s cum sliding down my body toward my snatch and I fell to my knees, reaching out to him.  I got my mouth open and sucked my own juices and the remnants of his need out of his cock, the taste of Breanne the predominant flavor of the moment.  
 
                 I had already fucked up the assignment and knew I would be paying the price for it.  Some more reasonable people might take into consideration that I had been practically forced into sex, despite the fact that I had actually wanted it.  The real problem I faced at that point was trying to figure out what to do next.
 
                 “Is there more cock to suck?” I asked softly when the bearded guy finally pulled away.
 
                 “Damn, you’re voracious, aren’t you?” Baldy asked.
 
                 I stood up, wobbling slightly on the fuck me heels.  I was stark naked, clit and nipples clamped, with a vibrating anal plug stuck up my ass.  I glanced around and saw my vibroballs on the pool table.  There was a small wet spot on the felt.  I picked them up and then deliberately made a show of stuffing them back in.  The guys all watched.  Once I was stuffed, I turned the remote back on to full and groaned lightly.
 
                 A lot of things went through my head.  There was the agonizing pain of the clamps, not to mention the fact that I had totally forgotten I was allowed to take off a clamp after each blowjob.  Of course, there was also the condition that if I exploded, they went back on, so opportunity missed.  I thought about putting on my skirt and bikini top again, while waiting for a few more customers to come into the bar.  Clearly, I needed to give out three more blowjobs, right?  
 
                 Evidently, I took longer than I should have because Baldy came back around the table.  His fingers snagged the jumbo alligator clamp and pulled upward.  I let out a vocal gasp that was half cry and half whimper and went up on tip toe.
 
                 “Are you implying no one else can have your cunt, fuckmeat?” Baldy asked, giving the jumbo alligator clamp a little twist.  My arms came up and I grabbed hold of him, wrapping myself around his body as my clit tried to report being ripped off my vagina.   I trembled, shaking my head.
 
                 “No s-s-sir!” I cried out.
 
                 “So get on your knees and suck me hard, bitch.”  He let go of the clamp and I slid down his body fast, banging my knees into the concrete.  Not fun.  But then his semi-rigid dick was poking my cheek and I blinked the tears out of my eyes as I opened up.
 
                 It wasn’t what would get me out of trouble with Master Brandon, but it wasn’t like I had an option.  Baldy laced his fingers into my hair and what started out as a blowjob quickly became a skull fuck.  I gagged as he thrust into my mouth with pounding force and my entire body jerked wildly back and forth.  Breathing became an issue between my sniffling sobs and the fact that my windpipe was repeatedly bruised and blocked by a thick piece of living sausage.  But after only two or three minutes he pulled out, pulled me up by my hair, and spun me around.  
 
                 I landed bent over the pool table and once more I felt fingers scrambling at my nether regions.  The vibroballs came out and were almost immediately replaced with hard cock.  Baldy drove in deep, pumping, his hands slapping my ass repeatedly as he fucked me backwards.  I quivered in both excitement and agony, since the clit clamp was pressed tightly against the table rail, digging into my clitoris.  It hurt like hell, but the slick sense of piston like movement through my loins was more than enough to overcome the discomfort and beside, it turned me on even more.  
 
                 Baldy came first, pulling out and shooting his load up my spine.  He groaned with release and then wiped his cock on my buttocks.  He pulled away after that, eyes glazed with sexual euphoria.  I stayed bent over the table, my body trembling with need and hurt.
 
                 “Shit, are we taking turns?” a new voice said.  I lifted my head and saw two new bikers standing at the doorway.  Dave was grinning behind the bar and I picked myself off the pool table.  I glanced down at the floor, looking for my skirt and the bikini top, but they were gone.  Now I had no choice and the ice house had become a strip club.  
 
                 The two new bikers wore leather and sleeveless tee shirts and both had beards.  Bandana, blue jeans, and tattoos were the base common denominator and as they approached the pool table, they shook hands with the first two guys.  Clearly they knew each other.
 
                 I was introduced a moment later, which involved a polite hand shake and then having my breasts squeezed sharply, the alligator nipple clamps tugged, and a firm slap on the butt.  Then I was encouraged to go down on one of the newcomers for a blowjob by the expedient method of Baldy reaching between my legs from behind, grabbing the jumbo alligator clamp, and tugging downward.  Trust me. I went to my knees quick.
 
                 While sucking and slurping, I felt someone tugging my shoes off.  I expected the immediate sting of the rubber bands and sure enough my soles almost immediately reported the violent impact of the stretchy elastic against my skin.  It hurt, but it was so lost in the wash of other things going on in my body that it might as well not been happening.  
 
                 The rubber bands were tugged off though and then whoever was behind me jammed my shoes back on.  I struggled to keep my balance, my knees, clit, and nipples hurting.  Cock slid up and down my throat and I gagged repeatedly while one hand held on to the guy’s hip and the other caressed his scrotum.  Another thick stream of hot cum exploded into my mouth and I choked slightly, spitting white cum back across the shaft of cock and into his pubic hair.  I swallowed what I could and when the now limp rod was pulled away, the man grabbed my head and told me to lick the white spooge from his shaft.
 
                 He kept my face and tongue there until I had gotten it all, including the stuff in the matted sweat scented ruff above his cock.  I think I gagged a few more times, but I managed.  Then I was suddenly hauled to my feet and shoved against the wall.  A beer tasting mouth locked on mine as more hands touched my breasts, flicking fingertips teasing the alligator clamps.  I whimpered, my hips twisting and thrusting forward.  I was dragged sideways and then whirled once again, the lack of air and the pain and the need making the room spin.  I was pulled downward into a sitting position, only to find that the chair beneath me was already occupied.  Another thick hard exposed cock stuck straight up and I was impaled without even trying.  I wasn’t even sure who it was I was screwing.
 
                 I was encouraged to bounce by the simple expediency of someone grabbing the chain connecting the nipple clamps and pulling upward, only to release the tension.  To be honest, I really didn’t need the incentive.  Merely being reamed like that was more than enough.  A few minutes later I felt the cock stiffen inside me, filling the condom with cream and then I was hauled off by my breasts and the alligator nipple clamps.  The world spun again and I found myself standing at the pool table.  Four guys had turned into seven.  Fingers reached out for me, hands grasping.  The bottom plug was pulled out of my ass.  I was bent over.  Cock was stuck in my face.  And in my ass.
 
                 I sort of lost track of things.  It was a whirlwind that ended two hours later.  Kari came in around four that afternoon to find me on my back, lying across a pool table, with one cock in my mouth and another between my legs.  Normally you would assume a cadre of bikers wouldn’t submit to a woman, but Kari came in looking like a tornado looking for a trailer park.  She walked right up to the table, glaring, not at the men, but at me.
 
                 “That is quite enough young lady!” Kari said, her voice like fingernails on a chalkboard.  
 
                 The cock I was sucking on pulled away as the man it belonged to looked up at Kari in astonishment.  I groaned as I felt a similar withdrawal from my pussy.  I twisted and looked up at her.
 
                 “Where is your skirt and top?” she demanded.  I looked down at the ground, ashamed and humiliated.
 
                 “I don’t know, Mistress,” I whispered.
 
                 “What?” Kari demanded.  “Speak up, slut!”
 
                 “I don’t know, Mistress!” I said loudly.
 
                 Kari reached out and pinched open the alligator clamps on my nipples.  As the blood rushed back into my tender, crushed and bitten nubs, she draped the chain and clamps over my neck.  
 
                 “Hands behind your head!” Kari ordered me.
 
                 The bikers watched in astonishment as I did what Kari told me to do.  I didn’t know what to expect, but it wasn’t what she did.
 
                 Kari hit me across the breasts, slapping them hard.
 
                 I wasn’t even able to stay in position.  As Kari’s eyes widened in anger, Baldy stepped forward, grabbed my wrists, and literally lifted me off the ground.  Kari thanked him politely, then proceeded to slap my breasts until they were bright red.
 
                 When she was clearly done, Baldy let me down.  I was close to tears.  
 
                 My skirt, bikini top, anal plug, and vibroballs had been collected from wherever they had been and deposited on the pool table next to me.  Kari told me to get the vibroballs in immediately and turn them to maximum.  My breasts may have been burning, but there were other fires to quench as well.  The vibroballs merely added more fuel to the flames.
 
                 Once I was stuffed, Kari reached out and reapplied the alligator clamps to my abused nipples.  It was pure agony.
 
                 “Now, you will go to every man here, apologize for being a ravenous pain slut and ask each man to give you a single spank, as hard as possible.”
 
                 I quivered.  The vibroballs shivered inside me and my pussy tightened in convulsive spasms.  I nodded and turned to Baldy.
 
                 “I’m sorry I’m a ravenous pain slut, sir.  Please give me a spank as hard as you can?” I begged, presenting my bottom.
 
                 His mustache quivered like my vibroballs and he grinned.  “I like the fact you’re a pain slut, Breanne.”  Then he slammed his palm against my ass.  It burned and I hissed.  Then I moved on.
 
                 It took twenty minutes and I ended up with about sixteen or seventeen spanks, each one blistering.  Tears cascaded down my cheeks and everyone watched as I struggled back into my skirt.  When the bikini top was back on, the last thing Kari did was bend me back over a pool table and ram the anal plug back in.  There was even applause.
 
                 She led me out to my truck, and as I got in, she glared at me.
 
                 “What were you thinking?  You KNOW you weren’t going to be allowed to leave unless you fucked everyone there!”
 
                 I nodded.  “I know.”
 
                 “And what will Brandon say?” she demanded.
 
                 I couldn’t help it.  I smiled.  “He’ll say I deserve to be punished.”
 
                 Kari stared at me as I started the truck.  Then she shook her head in disbelief.  “You do, you know.  Severe punishment.”
 
                 I smiled.  “Thanks for rescuing me,” I said sincerely.
 
                 Kari Anders shook her head and sighed.  But as I started to back out, I’m pretty sure I heard one last little phrase.
 
                 “You’re going to pay for this one, Breanne.  And it’s going to hurt.”
 
                 I can’t wait.
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                 It was already a hot day with an expected high near or at ninety degrees.  At ten am, it was just approaching eighty five and I was feeling a bit sticky.  Some of that wasn’t exactly due to the temperature, but that probably doesn’t surprise you.  I shifted uncomfortably in the driver’s seat, wishing I hadn’t put on the damn high heels until AFTER I had arrived at the shoe store.
 
                 I was dressed appropriately.  Appropriately for a nympho humiliation pain slut that is.  The halter top I was wearing was thin cotton, bright red, and the outline of my left nipple was not just readily apparent, but was exact in every way.  I might as well just poured paint over my chest.   The right breast was even worse.  Not only was the small bump of the tip of my breast tightly molded by the cloth, so was the gold metal hoop piercing it, not to mention the small, charm sized padlock that dangled beneath it.  Talk about conversation starters.
 
   From the waist down I was just as tightly wrapped.  A narrow band of black material, no longer than five and a half inches from the waistband to the hem, tried, pitifully, to hide my slit from view.  As it was, sitting down, the bright purple semi-transparent mesh of the thong I was wearing was completely visible, and the puffy and glossy petals of my sex were just as apparent.  Once upon a time the skirt had been a skort, with a pair of tight black shorts woven underneath.  A pair of scissors and a mischievous Kari took care of that.
 
   I was also following nympho humiliation pain slut Rule #1, which states quite simply that I am not allowed to have my pussy empty at any time.  A cock is the most desirable object that my betters wish to have inside me, but I usually have to settle for some sex toy.  In my case, my triple vibroballs, three plastic oval shaped vibrators were quite happily nestled deep inside my sex.  They were off, but that would soon change.  In addition to the vibroballs, my bottom was following Rule #1 too.  Eight black beads, each connected with thick latex covered wire and containing a micro-motor, had been stuffed up my ass. These too were off, but I still felt the thick, full sensation that I absolutely hated.
 
                 I pulled up and put the truck in park.  Things were still quiet, not very busy, and the shoe store had opened only minutes before.  I glanced around to take stock and realized that waiting only made it more likely that I’d be spotted.  My hand dug through my large bag and extracted the small bottle of oil.  I heaved a deep sigh.  This bottle didn’t hold my supply of grapeseed oil.  It held Stinging O, a mixture containing both pepper and cinnamon oils.  With a delicate finger, I slipped my thong slightly aside, extracting a good portion of the tiny sliver of material out of my wet pussy, exposing my clit and labia.  The wire to the vibroballs was just as easy to move to the side and as my finger grazed my clitoris, I moaned softly.  I was terribly turned on.  Unimaginably so.  I popped the top of the oil bottle off with a snap and then poured a liberal amount onto my clit.  An extended finger spread the oil mixture around and in seconds I felt the cool tingle of the Stinging O as it began its burning interaction with my nervous system.
 
                 I didn’t bother putting my thong back in place, leaving it to the side of my protruding petals.  Instead, I reached up to my halter top and tugged downward, allowing both breasts to pop free.  Supported by the stretch cotton, I dabbed more oil on the nipples, allowing my bosom to join my pussy on the chemically enhanced torment train.  The tingle set my libido humming.  Leaving my breasts hanging out, I dug through my bag a second time.
 
                 It’s a love-hate relationship that I have with the alligator clamps.  The first two are a set, small, metal toothed electrician’s clamps that have been slightly altered (reducing the bite to something tolerable and less likely to make me bleed) that are connected by a silver chain.  I’ve almost gotten used to wearing these cruel pincers and you’d think I’d be more enthusiastic about putting them on.  But as usual, I had to force myself, cupping my left breast first, pinching open the clamp, my eyes locked on the semi-sharp metal teeth, watching as I slowly allowed the jaws to clamp down on the extended nipple, biting, chewing, and tearing into my flesh with a sharp sliver of pain.
 
                 The other breast was harder.  I had to put the clamp on my nipple behind the piercing, an unpleasant prospect that made the right side of my chest throb painfully out of proportion with my left side.  Then came the jumbo alligator clamp, a single shark-like pincer, twice the size of the set intended for my nipples.  This one went down between my legs and I pinched it open and set it above my clitoral hood in one mad, crazy, insane moment of sexual desperation.  Or was it insanity?
 
                 Pain flooded through me and I ended up grabbing hold of the wheel and holding on for dear life as my body sped down the highway of agony and sexual need.  It took four or five minutes to master myself, all of which was spent with my breasts hanging out, perfectly visible to anyone passing by.  Had they been at my window, their eyes would no doubt have seen my clamped and shaven slit, wet and wanting, reacting not only to the pain of the jumbo alligator clamp, but to the burning need of the Stinging O.
 
                 And I was only just getting started.  
 
                 When I was sufficiently recovered, at least to realize that my breasts were on display, I turned on the vibroballs and vibrating anal beads.  The buzzing hum in my loins sprang to life and immediately I went from desperate and ouch to vehement need and “oh fuck yes!”  It’s a delicate balance.  My fingers pulled my thong outward and placed it as gently as possible over my clit, hiding, or perhaps merely accentuating the shape of the alligator clamp as well as my fat pussy lips.  
 
                 Next came my halter top, which did no better job concealing my nipple clamps than it did my piercing.  The material added a bit more pain too, pressing and pushing on the clamps.  But I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I can take it!  I took a deep breath, which was a mistake since it felt as if someone had taken needles and shoved them straight through my nipples.  Trembling already, I opened the door of my truck and hopped down.
 
                 The first thing I did was try not to break an ankle.  When you’re mounted on eight inch platform heels, the kind that strippers, hookers, and nympho humiliation pain sluts wear, not falling is frequently the name of the game.  I grabbed hold of the truck door and balanced, getting my equilibrium despite the cascade of sensations flooding up from my nipples, pussy, and ass.  God I wanted to cum so bad right then!  But I held off.  Cumming like that would have been bad.
 
                 I closed the door and locked it, shoving my keys into the small purse I was carrying. All it had in it was my identification, keys, and of course, eight condoms.  A girl has to be prepared, right?  Then I turned, resolute, toward the shoe store and marched forward.
 
                 There was a bell on the door, and I don’t mean a digital chime that beeped out my arrival, announcing my presence with binary grace.  No, there was an actual brass bell hanging from the frame.  Struggling to maintain my dignity, my poise, and not cum with moisture dripping down my thighs, I moved inward with slow, measured steps.  A head popped out from the back room and I saw these huge eyes widen in shock.
 
                 It was a young man, dressed in impeccable slacks, a light tan button up oxford shirt, complete with dark tie.  His hair was combed and he looked to be about twenty eight or so, just a tad bit older than me.  There was no ring on his finger and the only jewelry he wore was an expensive looking silver watch.
 
                 “M-m-morning,” he stammered slightly, clearly still shocked at my appearance.  I don’t blame him.  How often does one get confronted with a woman who not only dresses like a slut, but is clamped, stuffed with vibrators, and clearly looking like she’s about to strip and masturbate right there in front of you?
 
                 “I’m Gene.  Can I help you?” he asked, his eyes still not sure where on my anatomy to settle.  I helped by taking a deep breath, drawing his eyes away from what I was sure was my exposed thong.  That’s the problem with these damn altered skorts.  If you wear them high enough so they don’t fall of your hips with just a twitch, your pussy is in full view from straight on.  And if you wear them low enough, the material rides UNDER your hip bones and… well…  
 
                 I moved closer to Gene.  “I certainly hope so. I was wondering if you might measure me?  I need some new high heels.”               I could see his mind turning.  Oh yes.  Could he measure my foot?  Absolutely.  Nothing could possibly be better than kneeling down at my feet, the soft tender flesh of my ankle and leg under his fingers, all while he would get a perfect view of the treasures under my skirt.  I almost laughed.
 
                 Gene’s face brightened and he immediately asked me to sit down while he practically ran to get one of those metal measuring devices.  I took the opportunity to look around.  Normally I wouldn’t shop at one of these shoe stores.  I’m more of a warehouse type girl.  The personal service and two hundred dollar heels found at places like this were not only not my type, but outside my usual budget.  However, Kari had asked me to pick up a pair of new shoes to go with the green dress she bought me, and was paying, so I was in luck.  Otherwise the only “purchase” I would be making was Gene’s personal attention.  I had already spotted a green and blue open toed high heel that would be perfect.
 
                 The place was narrow and occupied one of the retail corners in an upscale shopping center just south of downtown.  Girls like me just aren’t seen there.  Or perhaps I should say girls dressed like me, just aren’t seen there.  Two-bit whores need not apply.  So Gene’s reaction was exactly what I expected.  I sat down in the leather upholstered chair, my fingers gliding over the brass tacking along the arm rests and padded seat.  I didn’t bother to press my knees together and as I expected, even I could see my purple thong.  The alligator clamp bit delightfully and painfully into my clit and to my surprise, the material of the thong had slipped deeply into my slit, spreading me slightly and exposing my labia perfectly.
 
                 When Gene dropped down in front of me, I admit, his attention was not on my foot.  I don’t blame him.  I’m pretty sure he could hear the vibroballs and anal beads buzzing inside me.  The remotes to both toys were stuck obviously in my waist band, there for anyone to see and recognize.  Finally, realizing he was being obvious, he grabbed my ankle and lifted my foot.  I twisted my knee slightly, making sure that I was giving him an even better view of what was up my skirt.  His strong fingers held my ankle and I wished that he’d just throw my legs open and dive right in.  I wanted it so bad I was almost trembling.  And worse, I wasn’t allowed to ASK for it.  
 
                 There was nothing to unbuckle.  He merely slipped my fuck me shoe off the right sole and then tried to measure my foot without asking me to stand.  It took awhile, and he got close, not that I really cared.  What I did care about was that he didn’t let go.  Not once.  And his touch was like a slow burning fire that kindled my need into a blaze that would not be quenched easily.
 
                 I asked him to take off the other shoe too and he did.  As soon as he gestured me to put both feet down, his hands on each ankle, I leaned back in my chair and spread my legs wide, lifting up my soles.  I watched his eyes as my thong became exposed from front to back, the little wires leading to my sex toys perfectly visible.  My swollen sex was soaking the embedded thong and the scent of my arousal was almost as obvious as the thick bulge in Gene’s pants.  
 
                 “You want it, don’t you?” I asked.  It wasn’t a request!  No… I’d NEVER violate the terms of the assignment that way. It was a question.  Gene nodded like an eager schoolboy.  Ah… excellent.  Now we could negotiate.
 
                 I let my hand go down between my legs. I tugged on the thong, sending another surge of pain laced ecstasy up my spine.  “I’ll do things to your cock you’ve never imagined before.  In exchange you take off the clamp, remove the vibroballs, and let me fuck your foot first,” I whispered, my voice a dark seductive force.
 
                 His hands went up my legs, touching my knees, then my thighs.  I let out a tiny moan as his fingers found my petals, touching me with gentle strokes even as he reached for the thong.  I felt his fingers slide under the material, working toward the clamp when the bell rang.
 
                 Gene jerked away and I lowered my legs in humiliated shock.  Damn!   Fuck!  Shit!  I looked back at the door and there was a man standing there, dressed in a suit, looking at us with curious eyes.  Gene struggled to his feet, trying not to adjust his hard-on.  I brought my knees together and tried not to snarl my frustration.
 
                 Gene just stood there, dumbfounded, so the new customer merely walked forward.  I shook my head, silently wishing “don’t come over here! Stop him, Gene!” but it was too late.  He was an elderly gentleman, clearly in his late fifties, and when he took in my appearance, from my clamped breasts down to the cleft of my thighs, barely hiding my assets, I could see his eyes brightening.  Perverted old fart.
 
                 “I hope I’m not disturbing you?” he asked patiently.
 
                 Gene shook his head.  “No, sir.  Not at all.”  My shoe salesman’s discomfort was palpable in the small shop. “What can I get for you?” he asked.
 
                 The elderly gentleman smiled and shook his head.  “I don’t mean for you to abandon another customer ahead of me.  By all means, please finish helping her first.  I don’t mind waiting.”  Then he sat down.
 
                 Directly opposite me.  
 
                 Yeah. I’m not stupid and clearly neither was he.  Gene was in a state of near apoplexy though, his hormones making his brain sluggard and dull.  He sat there trying to figure out how to finish me off, so he could take care of the gentleman, so that he could finish me off.  You know how that works.  
 
                 The cool thing about being a nympho humiliation pain slut is autonomy.  If I were just a standard submissive slut, a toy, a plaything of others, I’d let Gene, or eventually the gentleman, make the first move.  It’s always reactive.  But as a NHPS, I get a certain amount of control.  And I knew that if left to his own devices, Gene would screw up the whole thing.  I wanted the screwing, not the situation.  So while staring straight at my audience, I spread my legs wide.
 
                 The white haired gentleman’s grin was amazing and he sat there appreciating the show as I turned to Gene and spoke softly.
 
                 “I’m looking for a four inch heel, size six please, the green and blue two rows back,” I said.
 
                 Gene blinked, his face still shocked that I was sitting with my legs spread, giving his other customer the show.  It took him a few moments to register my request, but then he nodded stupidly and trundled off.
 
                 “That’s quite an outfit, young lady,” the elderly gentleman said softly as Gene was off finding a size six.  He had checked the aisle first and then frowned in chagrin, moving to the back room.
 
                 I shrugged. “It’s a bit tight.”
 
                 “By all means, feel free to adjust your attire to accommodate your needs,” he said smoothly.
 
                 I grinned.  “My needs are pretty extreme.”
 
                 “Or most basic.”
 
                 “You’d be surprised,” I warned.
 
                 “Or intrigued,” he replied.
 
                 I blinked. “Are you open-minded?” 
 
                 His eyes twinkled.  “About some things.”
 
                 I felt a warm flush start in my cheeks and spread downward quickly.  “Are you a participant or a voyeur?” I asked.
 
                 He smiled.  “I believe in the senses.  Of sight, sound, touch, and taste.  One does not truly experience something until one partakes of it.”
 
                 “Am I an experience?” I asked, leaning forward, but making sure that my thighs were still open.  
 
                 “Do you have any doubt?” he retorted.
 
                 Gene came back; his face red and he looked at us, trying to determine what was going on.  He put three boxes down on the chair beside me and started to drop down to my feet.  I stopped him with a single touch.
 
                 “Gene, I think you should go lock the door now,” I suggested softly.
 
                 He glanced at me in confusion.   “But… what?”  Then he turned and looked at the elderly gentleman. 
 
                 “By all means, young man.  Do as she suggests.  I have no objections.”
 
                 Gene’s eyes widened, but then he turned and hurried to the front of the store.  The moment his back was turned I reached up to my halter top and pulled it over my head.  The movement elicited a small groan from me as the clamps twisted, but in seconds my breasts had sprung into their normal shape, tight and firm and with hardened, clamped nipples.              
 
                 “A definitive improvement, my dear.”  The elderly gentleman’s eyes were now appreciating my bust.
 
                 Gene’s gasp was almost as loud as the sound of the lock clicking in the front door.  He had closed the blinds as well, leaving us in the false illumination of the over head lights.  The gentle glow bathed my clamped breasts and I took several deep breaths to give both men something to think about.
 
                 It was my turn.  I stood up and with a single twitch of my hips, and a slight movement of my thumb, I sent my skirt sliding down my bare legs.  The remotes were still hanging in my thong’s waist band, but I knew I wouldn’t have that luxury shortly.  I turned to Gene.  
 
                 “Still willing to foot fuck me in exchange for something nice?” I asked, my tone dripping with sexual syrup.  He nodded, only glancing at the elderly gentleman once.
 
                 “Good,” I said, smiling.  “You’ll need to remove my thong, the clamp and the vibroballs,” I told him.
 
                 Gene moved forward, but suddenly the elderly gentleman’s hand shot out.  “Wait young man.  Allow me to handle this.  Then she may sit with me while you handle her requirements.”
 
                 I blinked and so did Gene, but he gave a slight nod.  What can I say?  The customer is always right.  So instead of offering my loins to Gene, I stepped close to my gentleman philosopher and felt his rough fingers against my hips.  He tugged my thong downward, slowly, taking great relish as he pulled it free of the soaked slit between my legs.  I stepped out of it.  His fingers reached up and gently clasped the jumbo alligator clamp. I braced myself for the shock of its release, of blood rushing back into the crushed capillaries, of the shooting pain.  But first he worked it around, wiggling it and sending paroxysms of pain/pleasure through me.  I moaned, my hands going to my breasts and squeezing.
 
                 Then he took the clamp, handing it to Gene as I squealed.  He drove a thumb into my cunt, working the vibroballs for a moment and I almost exploded wetly.  I had to steady myself, reaching out to Gene, who held me upright as I dealt with the violent sensations.  Then the pain began to fade and the elderly gentleman pulled the vibroballs from my pussy, working them out.  When they came loose, he gently removed the remote from my waistband and placed them on the leather seat beside him leaving a dark wet mark.  No one seemed to care.
 
                 He turned me around as Gene watched and I felt him pulling me down.  I sat in his lap and his foot caught mine, pulling my leg outward. I extended my other leg and leaned backward.  His arms went around me, his fingers twisting around, entwining the chain connecting my alligator nipple clamps tightly, while the other found my clit and massaged it gently.  I bit my lip, moaning.  
 
                 “Now, Gene.  Do as she asked you.”
 
                 With half closed eyes I watched in a state of blissful suspension.  The pain now coming from my nipples was just enough to keep me from cumming.  The pleasure in my pussy was just enough to keep me aroused.  I was on a frozen plateau of sexual torment, teased to the point of near insanity.  Gene pulled a chair forward and quickly removed his shoe.  As soon as his sock was off he pressed his big toe against my slit and began working it along my petals.
 
                 OMG.  I was thirsty and suddenly given a drink.  Blind, only to suddenly see.  Hungry, only to be fed.  Deaf, only to hear.  His big toe gave way to the other digits and I spread myself even farther as he tried to shove his foot up inside me.  The elderly gentleman began tugging on my nipples, using the clamps themselves to torment me.  His thumb pressed against my clit and between his ministrations and the foot fuck I was enduring, I quickly approached the orgasm required of me.  In the strangest threesome I’ve ever experienced, I exploded wetly, soaking Gene’s foot and even staining his pant leg down at the cuff.  As soon as I popped, Gene pulled away, looking down at his cum soaked toes with something akin to bewilderment.
 
                 The elderly gentleman pushed me off his lap and to the floor. “Go suck his toes clean, slut.  It’s the least you can do.”
 
                 I crawled over to Gene and opened my mouth.  My own juices tasted salty and tangy and I could literally taste the need I had felt.  I’m not a big foot fetish person, but I did as ordered and I licked every drop of my fluid from Gene’s foot, even sucking on each toe individually.  And while I did this I felt the eyes of the elderly gentleman on my backside, studying me.
 
                 When I was finished, the elderly gentleman coughed.  “Now my dear, you will fuck that young man and relieve his needs.”
 
                 I nodded. “Yes sir.”
 
                 He pointed to Gene.  “You should lie on the floor here, with your head under my chair.”
 
                 Gene gave the old man a screwy look, but I realized what the elderly gentleman wanted and laughed.  I turned to my partner.  “While I’m fucking you, I’m going to be giving him a blowjob,” I explained.
 
                 “Oh. Okay then,” Gene said.  He dropped to the ground and slid under the elderly gentleman’s chair.  It looked very, very strange, the two of them like that, but I knew I was the connection that made it work.  I quickly went down to my knees and unbuckled Gene’s trousers.  His cock was solid, thick, and hard.  I grabbed a condom from my purse and popped it into my mouth.  It only took a moment of cock sucking to apply the condom orally, a skill that took me much practice and quite a bit of punishment to learn to do correctly.  When I was finished, Gene was moaning and quite ready to impale me.  I swung one leg over his hips, slid the tip of his condom clad cock through my petals, and then dropped down as swift and hard as possible.
 
                 Oh God it felt good!   Way better than the toes.  I bounced eagerly, my libido and need responding exactly as expected.  The fact I was no longer clamped down there didn’t hurt either. As Gene moved through me, I turned my attention to the dark slacks and now open zipper in front of me.  I reached up and helped the elderly gentleman expose his cock.  It was just as thick and hard as Gene’s, and I bent down to have a loving taste.  Soap and a touch of musk.  Yummy.  I went to work.
 
                 We soon established a workable rhythm, though I admit mostly it was me.  Gene was a dedicated fucker and things would have been better if he could have held off longer.  As it was, he pumped himself into orgasm long before I was able to bring off my other lover.  But eventually they both came, leaving me desperate again and just a tad bit surly about being used, encouraged, tormented, and left hanging.  
 
                 I swallowed every drop of cum that the old man left in my mouth and did so with relish.  When we were finally done, I stood and let poor Gene up.  He wiped himself with some tissue from a box of shoes and then both men worked to get their limp cocks back where they belonged.  Or at least where THEY thought their cocks belonged: inside their pants.  Personally, I thought both cocks belonged back inside me.
 
                 I grabbed my panties and pulled them halfway up my legs.  Both men watched me as I stopped, grabbed the vibroballs, and slid them in.
 
                 “Damn, you’re voracious,” Gene muttered as I finished tugging up my panties.
 
                 The elderly gentleman merely shook his head.  “No.  It is her nature.”
 
                 I stared at him, and then went back to getting my clothes in order.  After I was stuffed, I settled the thong in place, found my skirt and halter, and finished dressing.  
 
                 “Did you really want those shoes?” Gene asked.  I nodded.  It took a moment, but we quickly determined the right fit and Gene enjoyed touching me, sliding his hands up and down my leg.  Finally I paid for the high heels and headed for the door.
 
                 “It was a pleasure, young lady.  I hope to see you again,” the elderly man said from his chair.  I stopped, turned, and walked back.  I bent over and kissed him on the cheek, then moved my mouth next to his ear.  I whispered a few numbers to him, slowly.  I had no doubt that he would remember them.
 
                 Then I straightened, smiled at Gene, and left.
 
                 Excuse me, the phone is ringing…
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne – Today’s assignment is simple.  First of all, you will dress appropriately for a nympho humiliation pain slut.  This means a simple, tight, minimal halter top that appropriately displays your breasts to their maximum advantage.  Second, you will wear your micro skirt, the “skort” Kari so kindly chopped the “shorts” portion out of years ago.  In the spirit of legality, you may, if you choose, wear a thong under the skirt, but it must be your narrowest, sexiest, most transparent thong.  Lastly, you will wear your “fuck me” shoes, the crystal eight inch heels.
 
    
 
   In order to follow NHPS Rule #1, you must be stuffed with your triple vibroballs as well as your vibrating anal beads.  During the assignment, both vibrating toys will be set to their lowest level provided you don’t experience an unauthorized orgasm.  You will also prepare yourself by coating not only your clit, but labia and nipples with Stinging O.  Lastly you will apply your alligator clamps, all three, to the appropriate spots.  Yes, I know this will hurt.
 
    
 
   You will proceed to visit a shoe store – the old full service kind.  You will allow the attendant to measure your feet, making sure the attendant gets a full view of your assets.  You may not verbally ask for sex.  However, if the attendant offers, you may allow him or her to remove your thong, the jumbo alligator clamp, and your vibroballs in exchange for a foot fuck.  You MUST fuck his or her foot FIRST.  After you cum, you may engage in traditional sex 
 
    
 
   - Master Mark
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                 Usually, my various doms and dommes rarely meet.  For example, Julie and Kari have never met, despite the fact they are very aware of each other.  Their personalities, their demeanor, all of it is too different and their shared commonality – the desire and wish to abuse, hurt, and fuck me – isn’t really enough to bring a twenty-seven-year-old interior designer with champagne tastes and a twenty-year-old punk Goth chick who is all beer and vodka, to come together.
 
                 Of course, just as odd was the day that Kari asked me for Mike’s number.  Mike is my hardware guy and is usually the guy I go to when one of my assignments requires something to be built or constructed, or if I’m just looking for a decent screw.
 
                 Like a metal screw.  Geesh.  Perverts.  Oh wait… maybe you know what I like to do with big metal screws.  
 
   *Blush*
 
                 Anyway I gave her Mike’s number, no questions asked.  You never tell the person who holds the leash, the whip, and an insane number of rather painful clamps that she can’t have what she wants.  At least I try not to.  I suppose every once in a while it sort of slips out.  Then the word that follows is “owwwww”.  Followed by “sorry!”                
 
                 Life proceeded normally after that for two or three weeks, only to be interrupted by Kari requesting that I join her and Robert at her condo for a Saturday afternoon.  I readily agreed, mostly because I hadn’t had a really good sex session in a while and I REALLY wanted one.  The idea of getting to fuck Robert, even if it meant torturing him in another milking session, made me even wetter than normal.  So I packed everything up and headed over to Kari’s place.
 
                 I parked in front of her condo, behind a large flatbed pickup and I admit I was just a tad bit curious.  Robert drives an SUV, while Kari has a convertible.  I ended up deciding that the truck belonged to someone else further down the street.  Stupid me.  I should have recognized it. The time was a little after one o’clock and once again I admired the landscaping.  I knew that Kari had “helped”, choosing which plants and how things were to be trimmed, but I also knew that Kari hadn’t picked up a single pair of shears or a rake or even a trowel.  A landscaping company had done all the work, but even then I still had to pause momentarily to appreciate the kaleidoscope of greens and flowering plants.  It was impressive, especially the giant white oleander that sat just to the side of the front porch entry and actually blocked the street’s view of the door. I liked the oleander too because one of Kari’s basic requirements for every single one of my visits was that I arrive on the doorstep naked.
 
                 I was dressed in khaki shorts along with an old tee shirt.  No bra or panties of course.  I stopped in the shadows in front of the door and began stripping.  The weather had turned warmer weeks ago, proving once again that a southern Texas winter is exactly four days long.  The heady scent of the oleander blossoms filled the air and I shuffled out of my flip flops and quickly peeled myself out of the shorts and tee shirt.  I wasn’t worried about NHPS Rule #1 because I was wearing my ben wa balls, a set of spheres the size of pigeon eggs which were keeping me rather wet between the legs.  Satisfied, I stuffed everything in my bag and knocked sharply on the door.
 
                 Historically, Robert answers the door at Kari’s place, unless of course it’s a meeting of the Society of the Golden Rose, and then usually it’s me.  The one consistency is that whoever answers the door, almost without fail, is naked as a mole rat.  So you can imagine my surprise when I saw Robert barefoot, in blue jeans and a tee shirt, grinning at me with obvious appreciation.
 
                 I blinked. “You’re dressed!” I said stupidly.              
 
                 Robert laughed.  “You’re not.”
 
                 I looked down at myself, as if this was new information.  I gave him a grumpy frown.  “How come you’re dressed?”
 
                 He shrugged.  “We’ve got company over.”
 
                 That alarmed me.  “Should I come back later?” I asked with concern.  Robert just grinned and shook his head.  His large hand reached out and grabbed hold of the tiny padlock which dangled from the golden hoop piercing my right nipple.  I let out a little squeal as he pulled me into the cool interior and then he let me go as soon as I was clear of the door.
 
                 When you enter Kari’s condo, the dining room is to your immediate right and the living room, complete with fireplace, television set, sofa, love seat, and recliner, is to your left.  I wasn’t surprised to see the shining blond locks of my favorite dominatrix, her back to me, sitting on the sofa.  What surprised me was seeing Mike the Hardware Guy sitting across from her on the recliner.  Guests indeed.  There is nothing more frightening for a submissive girl with a bent for masochism than to see two of her regular tormentors together.
 
                 “Hey Bre!” Mike said with a delighted grin.  Kari didn’t bother to turn and greet me.  I licked my lips and waved, in naked humiliated chagrin.  Oh joy.  TWO dominants in one room.  I glanced over at Robert who was still smiling.  I put down my bag and circled around the end table and with a polite nod at Mike, knelt in front of Kari.
 
                 She was dressed comfortably in a sweat suit, the kind that you spend seventy or eighty bucks for and was a combination of pink and gray.  She too was barefoot, her delicate boned feet peeking out from where her legs were curled up under her.  Her toe nails were painted a delicate shade of light red.  I choked down the urge to kiss her feet and instead assumed the classic subservient position; thighs parted wide to show off my shaved slit, fingers interlaced behind my head, eyes down, and my back arched slightly to present my breasts.
 
                 Kari stared at me for a while and then she looked at Robert.  “Please take her to the room and prepare her.  Let us know when she’s ready.”
 
                 That sort of surprised me.  I felt Robert’s finger curl through my hair and I rose even as he pulled me upward, a small tinge of pain in my scalp.  I knew which way to go, but Robert pushed me forward anyway and I skirted the sofa and padded down the back hallway to the very first bedroom.  It wasn’t a bedroom any longer though and hadn’t been since Kari bought the place.  Kari had converted it into a full fledged dungeon, complete with St. Andrew’s Cross, a wooden horse, a metal framed “I” bench, stocks and now, in the very center of the room, something new.
 
                 I took a moment to examine it.  First of all, it was readily apparent that it was a stool of some sort.  Except instead of a classic seat in which to put your ass, there was merely a circular frame; certainly serviceable at supporting someone’s weight, albeit uncomfortably, all while leaving certain portions of their anatomy completely exposed.  This feature was no doubt necessary due to the set of extremely large phallic probes sticking up from a black painted metal box which sat directly underneath the stool.  The metal cover had two holes from which the posts rose directly out of and I could see the electrical cord spooled along the side.  
 
                 Robert stepped over to the small closet and opened it, extracting a bottle.  I frowned again, noticing that he had quite deliberately chosen a bottle of Stinging O.  I watched in stony silence as he liberally doused both rubber dildos with the spicy lubricant.  On further examination, I noticed that one of the probes was smaller, though not by much, and was clearly intended for my ass.  Robert finished the lubricant coat and turned, wiping his finger across my left nipple.  Almost immediately I felt the tingly sensation of the cinnamon, pepper and grapeseed oil mixture begin to work its chemical magic on my nerves and I took a deep breath.  
 
                 “Need you to sit down,” Robert said, motioning toward the stool.  I gave him another glare, but turned around and straddled the odd shaped furniture.  Robert reached between my legs and I gave a slight gasp as his fingers spread my petals and dug into my wetness.  I felt him snag and pull on the ben wa balls, extracting them with dexterity.  He tossed them aside and I lowered myself down with Robert’s hands on my hips.  The first phallus to touch me was the vaginal probe and I slid it through my labia with a hip rocking movement that made sure as much of the Stinging O oil coated my thick folds as possible.  Before I felt more than a twinge though, there was another sensation coming from deeper underneath me and Robert’s hands applied more pressure. I gasped as the anal probe began penetrating, followed a second later by a burning sensation from my pussy.
 
                 Then everything happened at once.  The thick vaginal dildo slipped upward through my insides, while Robert pushed down, making sure that the anal phallus dug in deep as well.  My pussy burned with need even as my rear end started to pucker from the stinging oil.  My thighs jumped wildly as I finally was able to put my entire weight down on the stool, the metal circle digging into my buttocks and thighs uncomfortably.  
 
                 Fully settled, I realized that only two to three inches of both dildos had penetrated into my body.  Robert began strapping me down.  Thick bands of Velcro went around my thighs down to my knees and I knew the only way I was getting off the stool was with help.  This was then followed by Robert bringing a thick metal chain along with a set of leather bondage cuffs out of the closet.  Carabineer hooks on the both ends of the chain meant easy restraint as Robert clipped one end to an eyehook embedded in the ceiling and the other through the metal hoops on my cuff.  I wasn’t pulled tight though.  Robert hadn’t secured my arms upward past my ears, so it was clear that I wasn’t going to be pulling myself upward to get off the stool either.  
 
                 I figured I was done.  But then Robert pulled my feet upward and secured my ankles with two more straps as well, making the soles just as available as the rest of me. I sat there, totally unable to move, my body bound to the metal monstrosity.  I knew damn well what was happening. It was a fucking machine, a double one.  No doubt built by Mike the Hardware Guy to Kari’s demanding specifications.  I knew I was going to get fucked.  Seriously fucked.  And it was all going to happen by a machine that could last practically forever, that didn’t care if I came or not, and would continue fucking me until someone else made it stop.
 
                 Robert went behind the St. Andrew’s cross and brought out the small rolling cart and I suddenly realized that things were much, much worse than I had previously thought.  I knew now what we were doing.  It was an assignment!  I had received it two or three weeks previously from one of my online doms, H, who had wanted me double fucked and shocked to oblivion.  Robert wheeled the TENS Unit over and quickly wired three scissor clamps to the machine.              
 
                 Robert isn’t normally sadistic, but I’ve always felt deep in my heart that he ENJOYS seeing me hurt and abused like this.  He’s not one of those people like Kari and Mike who not only need to see it done, but want to do it themselves.  But Robert took an almost savage pleasure of picking up each clamp and applying it with agonizing pressure to the most delicate parts of my body; namely my nipples and clit.  Pain burgeoned through me and I tried rocking on the stool.  I moved less than a centimeter.  Then he left.
 
                 A few moments later Mike came in.  He stared down at me with a lustful gleam in his eye and he quickly plugged in the device.  A flick of his thumb beneath me caused a sudden hum and there was movement between my legs.  I groaned loudly as the vaginal probe slid out of my pussy almost completely, while the anal dildo drove upward, spearing me painfully.  Then they changed position.  The pussy dildo slid skyward, thrusting up through my split folds, even as the probe in my ass came almost fully out.  Then it went back to being stuffed in my rear, and almost empty up front.  Mike bent down and fiddled with something and suddenly the in and out pistoning went from a slow brutal fucking to a fast one. My entire body seemed to jerk in response to the now savage bashing my nether regions were getting.  I gasped in astonishment.  It wasn’t just that I was getting fucked.  Oh no.  As H had required in his assignment, I was being double fucked at “full bore”.  
 
                 I’m sure you’ve figured out by now that they were working on one motor, no doubt with the posts mounted on a wheel so they could go in and out in perfect synchronization.  To be honest, the combination of Stinging O and repeated fucking, not to mention the amazing bondage, drove me toward orgasm faster than you’d think.  Remember, I was already horny thanks to the ben wa balls, and had been that way all day.  Add in the public stripping on the doorstep, the humiliation of finding Mike here, then being impaled, bound, stung, and clamped, I’m sure it’s not that big of a surprise to find that I was close enough to the edge that my first orgasm came within minutes.
 
                 And Mike turned on the TENS Unit and fried me.
 
                 Admittedly, it was the lowest setting, right around the 3 to 10 hertz setting, but Mike cranked up the pulse width, frying me for an extended period.  As I struggled to cope with the added fun of being shocked the dildos pounded at high speed in my pussy and ass.  The stool literally shook as I was pistoned.  I found out from Mike later that the motor setting was around a hundred twenty rotations per minute, which meant that I endured to thrusts to both my ass and pussy every damn second.  Mike also admitted that he could have gone up higher, but was worried about actually damaging me.
 
                 After my toe curling orgasm, I broke out into a sweat.  The full bore pounding that I was receiving between my legs didn’t quite hurt, but it didn’t feel “good” either.  It was a mixture of “oh my god, yes!” and “fuck no!”  I’m still not sure.  It wasn’t like anything I had ever felt.  I can tell you this – I didn’t spend a lot of down time between orgasm number one and orgasm number two.  It wasn’t quite a multiple orgasm.  They were quite separate.  But I think even Mike was surprised at how quick it went.  
 
                 My eyes glassed over as the orgasm hit and the rush of endorphins and adrenaline and dopamine exploded through my blood stream and sent my brain into pleasure overload.  I was off in dreamland when Mike hit me again with the electricity, sending the equivalent of shards of glass piercing my nipples and clit.  It seemed to hurt way more than the first time and while I screamed and shook, I spied his hand on the TENS Unit controls, jacking with both the intensity and duration settings.  
 
                 When I was done with the excruciating shock, my bottom lip was trembling and I had a hard time breathing thanks to the racking sobs that shook my body.  I hung in the chains, trying to bend over, my entire upper half supported from the eyehook.  My hair hung limply over my eyes and tears fell down to splatter the black metal box.  They mixed with other fluids that had been dripping out of me and in a rush the pounding between my legs came back to the forefront of my mind, beating my pussy and ass black and blue.
 
                 Yes.  I mean that.  I have the bruises.  My labia hasve dark blue streaks and the surrounding flesh looks like someone took a baseball bat to me.  And not fuck either.  I look like I was beaten with it.  But that’s what was wanted, right?  Me bruised and fucked at full bore?
 
                 Mike moved around me and I felt his fingers lightly stroking the soles of my feet.  It felt good, but I was unable to really appreciate it thanks to the bestial stabbing of the rubber dildos which were still moving through my innards like a troop of football players running for a goal.  I wish I HAD been able to enjoy the delicate touch of his fingers on my feet, because the next time he touched me there, it was with a Wartenberg wheel and the sharp metal spikes dug into the soles of my feet with a cruelty that had me trying to jerk my feet away.
 
                 I cried out of course.  He didn’t draw blood, but it was close.  Mike rolled the wheel around the edges of my sole, across the sensitive arch, over the fleshy pads of my toes, and then up my leg, over my ass, and down the back of my other thigh to do it all over again.  And why?  To torment me while the pounding between my legs built up another orgasm.
 
                 By the time that happened though, he was holding my big toe with one hand, forcing my little toes apart, and was running the pinwheel through the highly sensitive and soft parts between.  It was agonizing.  He did it just hard enough to make me squeal, and to be honest, I think he was caught by surprise when I started squirting juice downward around the dildos, crying out in orgasmic overload.
 
                 Then I stiffened, my voice fading out into a teeth clenched screech that filled the room with a high pitched tone.   My upper body thrashed in agony as the electricity flowed.  With more power and for a longer duration, I felt as if I were on fire for minutes.  Admittedly, it made the compressive strain between my legs fade into something unrecognizable, but that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt either.  I felt stretched, pulled in ways I was never meant to go.
 
                 Then the electricity stopped.  I sagged in my bonds, limp and exhausted.  I no longer felt the tension of the impetus of the dildos.  They merely moved in and out.  As I let every ounce of tightness fade I became soft putty, my body reacting like gelatin to the giant forceful intruders of hard cast rubber.  All I could think of was what it might be like to cum again.  I didn’t want too.  Every time I had cum Mike had turned up the TENS Unit and had fried me longer.  I closed my eyes.  Time seemed to crawl and the only way I could measure its passing was the gentle and steady increase in my desperation, in my need, in my want and desire.  
 
                 I felt Mike’s finger cup my face, lifting my chin, brushing the hair out of my eyes.  
 
                 “Breanne?  Honey, you only had to stay on it an hour.  We’re done sweetheart,” he said.  He reached for the controls beneath me and I croaked, trying to get the words out.  He paused and the dildos jacked through me, non-stop. I swallowed, trying to find the strength to say what needed to be said.
 
                 “What is it sweetheart?” he asked gently.
 
                 I licked my cracked lips.  “Not yet,” I whispered.
 
                 Mike looked uncomfortable.  “One more orgasm,” I muttered.
 
                 He frowned.  “But, if you cum again, I’ll have to shock you,” he said.
 
                 I nodded.  I know.
 
                 The pounding between my legs continued and so did I, closer and closer to that final orgasm; one hour and twenty-three minutes of non-stop, crotch bruising, fucking, at full bore.  And as I tightened, crying out, Mike turned the TENS Unit back on, timed with my orgasm, rather than after it.  I exploded in ecstasy and agony, my teeth tightly together, my entire body quivering in sensation that goes beyond description and can only be experienced and endured.
 
                 I wasn’t really aware of things after that.  Mike turned off the TENS Unit and the full bore penetrator.  I was released from the stool, from the chain, and Robert came and carried me into the living room, depositing me on the couch.  Kari inspected my loins, announcing that not only was I undamaged, but ready for more.  Mike and Robert both undressed and I laid there practically unconscious while Mike shoved his cock into my super loose and wet hole and Robert tried to skull fuck me.  I didn’t respond.  I had nothing left.
 
                 It didn’t stop them from leaving goo all over my body though.
 
                 Mike won an entire day with me next week for his assistance.  Robert won an excruciating sixteen hour milking that tied his record for most number of orgasms in one day.  I think we would have gotten him to the next level if his cock had held up better.
 
                 Me?  I’m alright.  For the most part.  I’m still sore down there.  It’s not fun to go to the bathroom let me tell you.  And I feel like I’ve been kicked between the legs, repeatedly, which sucks because if I’m going to feel like that, I’d have at least liked to have been actually KICKED between the legs.  Kari has also taken advantage of my soreness to keep me even more off center, and in more pain.  That’s why I’ve got the Core Driller dildo stuffed in my cunt and the four inch vibrating butt plug in my ass.  Nothing helps a bruise heal faster than stretching and abusing it, right?
 
                 Because that’s how I do things.  
 
                 Full Bore.
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                 I was already buzzing and had been for most of the morning.  My triple vibroballs, a trio of small, egg shaped, plastic encased motors were rumbling inside me, on their lowest setting, clattering and rattling against each other as they stimulated my insides driving me toward orgasm.  In fact, I’d already had one around seven-thirty.  I’m sure the sight of me frozen in orgasmic ecstasy, one hand clutching a bucket of goat feed while the other held on to the fence and kept me from falling over, was no doubt a pretty sight.  
 
   Of course, I was dressed in blue jeans and a tee shirt, complete with a straw cowboy hat and leather boots. But that changed after breakfast. The wardrobe I mean.  Not the buzzing.  I had climbed up into my truck after telling my parents I had a few errands to run, being rather vague on my intended destinations.  Once I had turned off the main drive from our house to the Farm to Market road that runs just south of our farm, I found my convenient shoulder, pulled over into the gravel, and hopped out with my bag.
 
                 I laid out the khaki shorts, the purple thong, and the white cut off tee shirt on the hood of the truck, but that wasn’t all.  Next to the clothing I set my purple butterfly clitoral stimulator.  It’s nothing more than a plastic vibrator shaped like a monarch butterfly, complete with straps that wrap around my hips and thighs.  Then I pulled out my old vibroballs, a double set with only two bullets.  The triple vibroballs were still inside me, gently purring.  Lastly, I set a series of eight black beads on a long plastic string on the hood.  These were my vibrating anal beads and not my favorite toy.  
 
                 In the bright sunlight of an early Texas morning, I stripped down to the skin, folding my jeans, tee shirt, and panties and setting them in a pile next to the assembled outfit.  I was shivering.  Not from cold, but from exposure.  This was going to be the longest I had ever been required to stand naked in the open, the risk of some driver zipping by and seeing me doubled or even tripled.  It’s not like the Farm to Market road isn’t EVER travelled.  It’s just INFREQUENTLY traveled.  That’s a big difference.  Sure, I’ve driven down the whole length and never seen another car.  And then there have been times I’ve seen convoys of them, stuck behind a tractor, with no decent way to pass.  
 
                 So I hurried, or I hurried as much as I could.  I snatched up the anal beads and quickly lubricated them with a combination of pussy juice and the help of a small bottle of grapeseed oil I keep in my purse.  Then I propped one leg up on the front bumper, reached behind me, and began shoving marble sized beads into my rear.  This is not as easy as it sounds and even in private takes me a good three or four minutes.  Admittedly, I finished quicker, willing to take greater discomfort from behind in order to reduce my vulnerability.  I kept glancing back over my shoulder to the hill behind me, where my only warning would be about two seconds of roaring engine before my entire backside was in plain view.  I could already see back down the other way, where I would have twelve or fifteen seconds to prepare for exposure.
 
                 But I managed to get the anal beads in deep and correctly. I snatched the butterfly vibrator off the hood and quickly stepped into it.  The gravel hurt the soles of my feet and I had stupidly forgotten to bring my flip flops with me.  I thrust one leg through the straps, then the other, and I pulled the little insect shaped toy up and over my slit until it settled like a bee collecting pollen on the little nodule protruding just above my flower.  The moment I got this in place, I grabbed the khaki shorts and tugged them up my legs, concealing my nakedness, or at least part of it, along with the three sex toys, one of which was already buzzing.  I buckled the belt that was already stuck through the loops and then I strung the remotes to the triple vibroballs and the vibrating anal beads through the belt so they dangled at my hip.
 
                 You’re probably wondering why I hadn’t done anything with the double vibroballs, right?  Well that was next.  Remember, I hadn’t put on the white cut-off tee shirt yet.  I plucked the spool of first aid adhesive tape out of my jeans pocket and quickly tore off two strips, both four inches long.  I grabbed one of the double vibroball bullets and held it to my left breast so that it was pressed squarely against my nipple.  Then I taped it in place.  I tore another two pieces of tape off and just as I was about to tape the second vibrating bullet to my other breast, the roar of an engine sounded and I glanced over my shoulder to see a dooley hurtle over the hill.
 
                 My naked back was to it and I swallowed hard.  This was what being a nympho humiliation pain slut means.  The urge to cover myself, to clamp my arms across my chest, was the strongest instinct to counter.  Instead I continued as the truck blasted past me.  But I could see the red glare of brake lights and I finished taping the vibroballs bullet to my right nipple.  The truck began backing up, the high pitched hum of the engine seeming to match the purr of the triple vibroballs inside me.  I plucked my shirt off the hood as the truck stopped opposite from me and I glanced over to see a dark skinned man in his late forties.
 
                 “You doing alright, miss?” he asked, his eyes wide and locked on my breasts.  I turned and faced him, giving him an even better view as I shook out the shirt.
 
                 “Oh yeah!  Thanks for checking on me! I’m doing great.  Just getting dressed!” I said brightly, hoping my positive attitude would conceal the fact that I was shaking like a leaf and that my pussy was trembling and squeezing the triple vibroballs in sexual desperation.  What can I say?  Humiliation turns me on.
 
                 “What’s them things you’ve got on your chest?” he asked while I stuck my arms into the tee shirt.  I pulled it over my head and the white material fell downward, covering my tits, but only just barely.  The cotton was cut off just an inch below and the white expanse of my midriff was in full view.  So was the bottom edge of the padlock that dangled from my nipple piercing on the right side.  Oh, and there were two huge bumps pushing out on the front of the shirt.  Talk about obvious.
 
                 I smiled, trying not to cringe or turn away.  “Those are vibrating bullets sir.”
 
                 “Bullets, huh?” he looked at me suspiciously, but with still apparent appreciation.  I plucked the remote from the hood of the truck and held it up.  
 
                 “See?  If I turn this up they vibrate!” I demonstrated and felt an immediate tingle at the tips of my breasts.  It combined with the buzzing between my legs and I realized that I was in all likelihood going to cum BEFORE getting to the mall.  Master Mark would not be pleased.
 
                 “Well, I’ll be damned,” he muttered.  “Feel good?”
 
                 I nodded stupidly.  He stared at me some more, no doubt wishing my shirt would come up again, or maybe my shorts would go down.  I thumbed the double vibroballs down and off, leaving my nipples in peace.  I was already harboring dark thoughts about going to his window, giving him the remote to the vibroballs, opening the door, and sucking his cock until he popped.  But I knew that came from being horny, and not from any part of the assignment I was on.  I took a deep breath.  Control, Breanne.  Control!
 
                 “Well, thanks for checking on me!” I said brightly.  Then I tucked the double vibroballs remote next to the others, grabbed my clothes off the hood, and stalked around to the driver’s side door. I tossed everything in, climbed up and waved as I started the truck.  His dooley just stayed there, too astonished to move.  Or maybe it was the driver.  
 
                 I headed up the road, over the hill and about fifteen minutes later I found myself outside the mall.  It was still early, barely nine in the morning. The parking lot was empty except for the cars of a few mall employees getting to their stores early.  It was also a Thursday, which made it even quieter.  Not so many shoppers waiting.  I didn’t park in my usual spot, since the Sports and Outdoor store wasn’t open that early.  Instead I used a regular mall entrance and before I got out of the truck, I mentally reviewed the assignment.
 
                 Two circuits, unless I was extremely unlucky.  That was all.  Just two circuits.  I could do this.  I licked my lips.  At least I was allowed to wear flip flops.  Sure, the khaki shorts were short, but they weren’t inappropriate.  But the cut off tee shirt would still attract attention, despite being baggy.  Men are attracted to skin and I was showing enough of it to be noticed.  One of these days I’m going to buy a burka and do my assignment in THAT.  
 
                 Before I even got out of the truck I unbuttoned my shorts.  A quick moment’s digging down into my panties afforded me the opportunity to turn on the butterfly clitoral stimulator. It began buzzing against my clit and I felt an instant wave of pleasure, my body ripening in spontaneous sexual arousal.  Oh… why lie to myself.  I was already turned on.  Between what I was wearing, the sex toys, getting observed that morning, and the idea of what I was about to do had me trembling in anticipation.  I didn’t get “turned on” by the butterfly. I got catapulted higher up the mountain toward the climax.  And I wasn’t climbing either.  I was on the ski lift.
 
                 I buttoned my shorts and got out of the truck.  With my tiny purse, I closed and locked up, then touched the other three remotes that dangled from my left hip.  I felt the double vibroballs begin to shake on their lowest setting, sending tingles of excitement down through my breasts.  Then the anal beads began their gentle ministrations inside my bottom.  Despite my dislike of all things anal, I admit that the mellow movements only intensified the other sensations I was feeling.  Lastly, the triple vibroballs were activated, resuming the roar I had experienced early while changing.
 
                 And my whole body was suddenly a vehicle for sexual exploitation.  I stood there, my throat tight, trying very hard not to LOOK like I was being subjected to enough sexual foreplay to make three hundred women wet.  I took a tentative step forward, feeling the triple vibroballs swirl through my pulsing depths.  My nipples tingled, hardening, pressed and locked against the jolting and taped bullets against them.  My ass kept tightening and releasing the beads and my clit… well, my clit wasn’t doing anything but going “oh my god yes, more, more, more, more!” in this tiny voice.  
 
                 I made it into the mall without attracting notice and I started my circuit.  Master Mark had made it very clear; I wasn’t to cum on that first circuit.  The punishment for doing so was rather intense.  I passed the Rainforest, then the food court.  The place was mostly deserted still, but already venders were going to and from their stores and I was an immediate visual target.  I could see the looks on their faces.  Good looking girl, sweet outfit.  Why is she walking funny?
 
                 I was walking funny.  That was from trying to clench and hold back.  I also discovered that if I hurried, if I increased my pace, I actually made it harder to endure the shivery sensations subjective to every major sex related nerve bundle in my body.  So I stumbled along, reeling like a drunken sailor, holding my breath more often than not.  I passed men who stared at me, eyes trying to understand the bumps under my shirt that looked odd.  I passed women who averted their rolling eyes, avoiding the inappropriately dressed girl who seemed to have problems maintain her balance.  Yeah?  Well let’s see those bitches walk the mall while stuffed with vibrators in every major orifice!
 
                 I remember when I first started wearing the double vibroballs inside me, that I couldn’t last more than thirty minutes or so without violently cumming, usually with verbal announcement, cries of ecstasy, and maybe even a scream or two depending on how long I’d been kept in denial.  Kari loved doing that to me.  We’d go shopping and I’d have spent the entire morning being teased but not allowed to cum, and then she’d stuff me with the double vibroballs, take me to the mall, and in the middle of the food court she’d turn them to high and watch me come apart at the seams.  Since then, I’ve grown, if not accustomed, at least better able to deal with the torment.  I can handle the vibroballs, triple or double, for hours, sometimes even the full day if they’re on low and I’m properly prepared.
 
                 But I wasn’t properly prepared.  Worse, I had three other sets of vibrators adding their own stimulation to the ones in my pussy.  You might as well set me down naked in the middle of a gangbang after a month of orgasm denial.  There was no way I was going to make it around the mall once before cumming.  I had HOPES I’d make the first circuit, but I hadn’t even gotten past my friend Julie’s jewelry store before I stumbled to a halt, shaking in orgasmic bliss, my teeth clenched, eyes closed.  One hand was against a store front wall and the powerful wave of an earthquake caused tsunami blasted over and through me, sending a flood of adrenaline and endorphins through my system.  For a moment, I felt as if I were flying, blasted upward in a sort of euphoric dream, pleasure streaming from between my legs and the tips of my breasts in a sort of rushing blast that mere words can barely describe.
 
                 And then that feeling collapsed as my body’s natural inclination, the over-sensitization of my female parts, became a predominant factor.  I gasped, no longer in orgasmic bliss, but suffering the first of what was destined to become a burning ache, a combination of pain and pleasure that I know so well.  The buzzing continued against my clit and I ignored it.  It was like a light sting, or maybe a better analogy would be a tiny rug burn.  There was discomfort, but also the deeper sensation of another sexual build up.  It was like having ice cold water dumped on me and I opened my eyes, my brain snapping back to normal through the hormonal soup of bliss still percolating through my veins.
 
                 I glanced around.  Punishment for cumming prior to the first complete circuit was my utter humiliation and further physical demands.  Master Mark had been very specific.  I licked my lips, my body already started to tremble again.  My eyes slid from one person to the next farther down the corridor.  No, not that vendor – he’s too old.  No, not that woman – she’ll refuse.  No, I can’t ask him.  He’s too focused on his store.  Oh… yes.   That one.  He’s already eye fucking me.  Look at him lick his lips.  He wants me.  He’ll do anything I ask.  And there’s a little alcove.  No one’s watching! Now!  Go do it!
 
                 With careful steps I walked up to the man.  He was in his early twenties and taking down the canvas cover on one of the little cart shops in the center of the aisle.  Of course the moment I had appeared on his radar he had stopped and was watching me like a hawk.  I approached him with a beaming “please torture me to sexual irreversibility” smile.
 
                 “Hi,” I said quietly.  I could hear the buzzing of my toys and no doubt he could too, but he grinned back at me, eyes bright. I could tell, now that I was closer, that he was trying to figure out why my breasts looked lumpy under the shirt.  His eyes followed the wire that peeked out from under my shirt and went down to my belt.
 
                 “Hi yourself,” he responded.
 
                 I licked my lips sensuously.  “I was wondering if I could get your help with something.”  I was nervous and already having issues with the vibrators again.  I had to hurry if I wanted to even attempt to try another circuit.  In hindsight, I can’t believe I was even stupid enough to think I could get half of it done!              
 
                 He nodded though.  “Sure!  What can I do?” 
 
                 I pointed at the remotes.  “Can you turn all of these up to medium?”
 
                 He glanced down at my waist.  Creamy ivory colored skin made a nice contrast with the bright pink, off white, and black colored remotes.  
 
                 “What do they go to?” he asked, as if he didn’t know.  He was testing me!
 
                 I picked up the black one.  “This one goes to the vibrating anal beads in my bottom,” I said, then plucked the off-white remote off my belt.  “This one goes to the vibrators taped to my nipples.”  I pointed to the last one.  “This one handles the vibroballs in my pussy.”
 
                 He whistled lightly, as much shocked at the fact I told him as he was that I was enduring all that.  “Why not just turn them to high?” he asked.
 
                 I shook my head. “It’s a sex assignment.  Please?” I begged.
 
                 He smiled and reached out, grabbing the pink one first.  His thumb slid along the side of the remote and the triple vibroballs in my pussy roared to full power for a moment, then slid back down to a medium setting, much more intense than the previous oscillation.  Then my nipples joined my sex and I swayed in place, fingers clenched tightly into fists.  Then he added my ass to the list of torment and I went from a steady grip on my sanity to a full throttle, barely containable frenzy.  I literally stood there shaking, looking for all intents and purposes as if I were receiving constant electric shocks.
 
                 I reached down to my shorts and began unbuttoning the front.  His eyes widened and then I pulled apart my flap, letting the zipper go down.  I pulled the front of my panties outward and showed him the butterfly.
 
                 “P-p-please?” I gasped.  “T-t-turn it up-p-p?” 
 
                 His fingers found the switch and pulled it upward, but his hand also pushed the butterfly against my clit, wiggling it around a moment.  I almost lost it there.  It took maybe four or five seconds for me to clamp down, to tense every muscle in my body, and keep from exploding wetly in front of my nice savior.  Wait.  Or was he a tormentor?
 
                 I struggled to button up my shirt and then jerked back when he reached out, snagged the bottom of my white cut-off tee shirt, and lifted it up, exposing my right breast.  Sure enough, there was the padlock, the little golden hoop piercing, and of course, taped to my nipple, was the vibrating egg shaped bullet.  I gasped, the little flash of skin rousing both my ire and my libido at the same time.  I gave him a naughty look and then stumbled away, much to his surprise.
 
                 I also tugged my shirt down. All I could think of was the fact that I had to complete a second circuit. It was as if the first one no longer counted.  I stumbled along drunkenly, one hand balancing on rails and glass windows, with people looking at me as if I were intoxicated.  In one way, I was.  I was reeling with sexual pleasure and the utter humiliation of having it done to me in public. I wasn’t built for that.  Or… maybe I am built for that.  After all, there were bright twinges of shooting pain as well, sparks flying up from between my legs as my clitoris tried to tell my brain that what it was enduring was beyond reason.  
 
                 I wasn’t even back to my original starting point when I came the second time.  I had passed Julie’s store.  She wasn’t there.  But that was beside the point. I hadn’t even made it back to the section opposite my PARKING SPOT.  I let out a low cry, turning into a tiny alcove and shuddering through the orgasm in such an obvious way that the few people around turned and watched in a very Harry Met Sally sort of way.
 
                 Except where Sally finishes and walks out of the restaurant, I got to experience the actual wonderful release, and then the further torment of non-stop stimulation.  I stumbled forward into the arms of the nearest man who was watching.  He was older, in his forties or so and he held me up as I fluttered.  You have to understand, I was in no condition to be walking.  My heart was racing, my clit felt as if someone were holding an electric sander to it, all while rubbing in gentle circles.  My ass was on autopilot, tightening and loosening around the anal beads, and my nipples felt as if two men were gently and repeatedly lapping at them with their tongues.
 
                 “Are you all right young lady?” he asked me, drawing me into a slightly more private spot.  
 
                 I shook my head, trying to collect my thoughts.  Instead the words rushed out of me.  “Please? I need you to turn them up!” I gasped.   Humiliation and punishment indeed.  I lifted one of the remotes on my hip.  Another wave hit me and I realized that my body was not going to relax.  I had just come down from the orgasmic climax, and instead of bottoming out, I was sliding to a halt halfway back up the mountain.  I could feel it.  There was this tension in me, a desperate longing.  I reached up and clung to him, my body teetering on the edge.
 
                 “Please?” I begged.  “I’ll suck your cock!” I offered.  He glanced around warily, but then wrapped an arm around me.  He started to walk, supporting me.  Every step was like lightning hitting me between the legs.  It hurt.  We walked and then he stopped in front of a glass door, a store front.  He unlocked it while I leaned against the wall, arms crossed over my breasts, the vibrations rocking me.  He helped me in and then locked the door behind him.
 
                 It was dark and I was only barely aware of the rows of shoes that I circumnavigated.  He used a light touch on my elbow, guiding me to the back of the store.  He pushed me into the stock room and turned on the light.  
 
                 “A blowjob huh?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded stupidly, too far gone to really care what I had offered or what would be demanded of me. I knew only one thing.  Whatever he was going to get from me, would have to come AFTER he turned up the vibrators.
 
                 “After you turn the vibrators up,” I stammered.  
 
                 He moved fast, I’ll grant him that.  In seconds my nipples, ass, and pussy were convulsing in an orgasmic dance, stinging and hurting and quavering, all in a mix of sadistic pleasure that sent me skyrocketing up.  I fell to my knees, reaching out for him, but he grabbed my tee shirt and tugged it off my body. His fingers traced my neck, my shoulder, cupping my breasts and wiggling the taped vibroballs bullets taped to my nipples.
 
                 I came just as I took his cock into my mouth and had he not had his hands on my head, I would have collapsed onto the floor in a fetal position, twitching.  But having dick in my mouth was more than enough to focus me.  I ignored the screams of anguish coming from my clitoris.  It had endured more than enough and I hadn’t even been at the mall longer than an hour.  I tried concentrating on the blowjob, but wasn’t having much success.  I was too distracted by the other pains and aches and extreme pleasure coming from other parts of my body.
 
                 He knew it too and pushed my face away.  I dropped to the floor and then he was tugging my shorts down, pawing at my thighs.  I let him.  He gasped when he saw the butterfly, but his target was lower.  He tugged the triple vibroballs out of my cunt, tossing them aside and letting them rattle on the carpeted floor.  I gasped out the word “condom” and held out my purse and he quickly donned the rubber prophylactic and then thrust his cock deeply into my body, pounding me, the butterfly vibrator, the anal beads buzzing in my ass, and pressing his chest to mine, rubbing the nipple vibrators into my breasts.
 
                 I’m not sure which of us exploded first.  It might have been him, but if so I popped like seconds later.  It might have been me, in which case it was my quite vocal cries that maybe sent him over the edge.  But in either case I had my third unauthorized orgasm and the third circuit I needed to complete around the interior of the mall was now a moot point.              
 
                 Purists might argue that I was wrong, that I should have thanked the man, put the triple vibroballs back in, set them to high, and tried another circuit.  But I was already too far gone.  Instead, I turned them completely off.  All of them.  Ah… what a relief!
 
                 I spent some time in the shoe store.  I needed to recover after all.  I did put the triple vibroballs back in, but left them silent as well.  Mickey, the forty year old man who was running the place was quite appreciative of my morning nookie and we chatted like old friends for about thirty minutes before he finally opened for the day.  I kissed him gently as I left, heading for the nearest exit.  
 
                 It was after ten in the morning and I stared up into the bright Texas sunshine.  The heat was already building and it was going to be another hot one.  But I turned toward the wall, unbuttoned my shorts, and turned on the butterfly clitoral vibrator to low.  With steady fingers I activated the vibrating anal beads, then the triple vibroballs, each one set to their lowest setting.  Finally, just as Master Mark had ordered, I yanked off my shirt, exposing my chest, my breasts capped with the most absurd pasties ever – or perhaps the most tantalizing.  I turned on the last two vibrators, feeling my nipples tighten again.  I started walking.
 
                 It wasn’t even a quarter of the circumference of the mall before I was back at my truck.  I had been honked at, stared at, even had a few shouted comments.  I was ripe, swollen, and so ready to cum again.  The utter embarrassment I felt from having to walk exposed like that… with every part of my anatomy buzzing in orgasmic intensity… it was just too much.  I exploded at my truck, once more gasping in loud cries of release.  I banged my head against the window, the glass still cool despite the sunlight.  People were watching and I climbed in, trembling, my body floating on a cloud of self-induced sexual euphoria.
 
                 And that’s the thing about sex, isn’t it?  We start of low.  We vibrate in the medium.  But it’s all about the high.
 
                 See ya later.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne,
 
    
 
   I realized that with Kari’s gift of the triple vibroballs, a unique opportunity has been handed to you.  For this assignment, you will need the triple vibroballs, the double vibroballs, your vibrating anal beads, and your vibrating clitoral stimulator (your butterfly).  You will dress in khaki shorts, with a belt, and a loose cut-off tee shirt.  Make sure your belly is visible.  Panties are optional, but you are not allowed to wear a bra.
 
    
 
   You will start the assignment by inserting the vibrating anal beads and the triple vibroballs into the appropriate orifices.  Settle the butterfly clitoral stimulator on your clit. Lastly, using adhesive tape (I would suggest first aid tape), you will tape the bullets of your double vibrator over your nipples.  Do not turn them on.  You will then drive to your local mall.
 
    
 
   Once you arrive, you will turn all of the vibrators to their lowest setting.  Make sure the remotes are all visible, hanging from the belt, and not tucked into pockets.  You will make one complete circuit of the mall, walking as normally as possible.  You may NOT cum until you complete the entire circuit.
 
    
 
   If you manage not to cum during your first circuit, you are allowed to find a quiet spot where you will turn all of the vibrators up to medium, with the notable exception of the butterfly, since I am aware that it only has two levels.   You may leave the butterfly on low.  You may also cum.  Once you have orgasmed, you will then proceed, with the vibrators on medium, to once again complete a circuit of the mall.
 
    
 
   However, if you experienced an unauthorized orgasm during the first circuit, your punishment is to, immediately after your orgasm, ask a nearby stranger to turn up your vibrators to medium.  This includes the butterfly, which must go to high.  You may offer some sort of sexual exchange for this service, but it must be completed AFTER your vibrators have been turned up.
 
    
 
   You will then complete a second circuit of the mall, again with the prohibition of not cumming.
 
    
 
   Should you manage not to cum during your second circuit, you may find another, quiet, out of the way spot where you masturbate to orgasm.  After exploding, you must turn your vibrators to their highest setting and walk back to your truck.  Once you arrive at the truck, you are finished with the assignment.
 
    
 
   However, should you have a second unauthorized orgasm during your second circuit, you will immediately find a nearby stranger and request they turn your vibrators up to the highest level.  You may offer sexual services in exchange for this request, but whatever you do must be done AFTER your vibrators have been turned up to full power.  You will then proceed to complete another full circuit.  I realize that it will be practically impossible to complete a third circuit without orgasming.  Thus the punishment for having a third unauthorized orgasm will be to turn the vibrators off, all of them and then exit to the outside of the mall.  Once there you will remove your tee shirt, turn all of the vibrators to their lowest setting and proceed to your truck along the outside of the mall.   Once you arrive at the truck, the assignment is over. – a fan.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: aperfectrecipe]A Perfect Recipe
 
    
 
   05/25/2012
 
    
 
   I looked around the barn as memories filled my head like the hay dust filled my nose.  Not much had changed in that wooden construction over the last two and a half years.  Over there was the hook which I had attached the end of the knotted rope, using a binder ratchet to make sure that it was so tight that it didn’t have enough give as I walked along it, each knot striking my clit while the rough hemp sawed through my slit.  And there was the stack of hay bales where I had laid spread open, bound and sobbing, as my clit was struck over and over. The steel bucket that I had hung from my breasts and filled with water, dangled from a hook.  Along one wall, leaning amidst a hundred other spare handles, was the bar that I had ridden in a makeshift attempt at an early “wooden pony”.  And of course the workbench sported a hundred different tools, most of which had been stuck up inside me at various points of my life.
 
   I unbuttoned my shirt, the standard short sleeve western style blouse I like to wear when working around the farm.  Morning sunlight glinted through the upper windows and I worked my fingers downward.  It didn’t take long.  I checked my watch.  It was almost time; almost eight in the morning.  I kicked off my boots, shucked out of my jeans, and peeled off my panties.  The last thing I removed was my bra, finally standing naked in the barn, as bare as when I was brought into this world.
 
   I picked up the plastic butterfly, a clitoral stimulator, complete with straps, that I slid up my legs until it settled gently at the top of my slit.  It was within a minute of being eight, so I tugged on the small black switch, twice, until the tiny motor within the plastic bug began rumbling at an exhaustive rate.  Each rotation of the slightly off balanced rotor moved the butterfly, translating that tremor from motor to plastic case to clit with unerring intensity.  I had to take a deep breath just to steady myself.  
 
   While my hands were down there I tugged free the ben wa balls that were stuck in my pussy.  They had kept me soaked all morning, walking around, anticipating this.  I licked them clean and set them aside, my clitoris already moving me closer, much closer to an orgasm.  As my chest began heaving, I quickened my pace, not wanting to screw up any more than I had to.
 
   The alligator clamps came next, two vicious, metal toothed monstrosities that I could barely tolerate.  I pinched each one open, the first set back behind the gold hoop that pierced my right nipple (something that merely increased the amount of pain the clamp caused) and the other chewing on the more pointed tip of my left breast.  It felt as if shards of glass had been shoved through each nub, leaving me shuddering and gasping.  But I was already turned on, terribly aroused, and rather than sending me collapsing to the floor, the pain merely combined with the pleasure and became something else, something that has no name, something that I’m addicted too.  
 
    
 
   
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   With trembling fingers I pulled out the two half pound weights.  These were nothing more than two smallish eye hooks, the back half a solid bolt.  But each sported a series of thin metal washers held on with a nut.  The basic effect was simple.  I hooked the two weights to the chain.  They dangled far enough down that each nipple took the added weight individually, but additionally affected both sides.  The chain stretched oddly across my middle and I saw the tips of my breasts turning a dark purple.
 
   I glanced down at my watch again.  It was time.  Thank God!  I tugged the massive black dildo out of my bag and looked at it.  It was twelve inches long and looked like a rocket ship with multiple stages.  Symmetrical bumps, which could have served as view ports for the imaginary crew were spaced evenly around the fuselage.  The tip was tapered but still wide, overly wide perhaps, for the mission it was intended to fly.  I stepped gingerly over to the hay bale, mostly because each step caused the weights dangling from my breasts to swing and the pain from that was like someone grabbing hold of each nipple while both pinching and twisting with all of their might.  I stood there for a moment, lost in the sensation, holding the giant dildo in one hand, contemplating how I should accomplish this.  Do I lay back, bringing my legs up, my hips rocking, to fuck myself that way?  Or should I straddle the small bale, the Core Driller dildo, all twelve inches of it, sticking straight up like one of Vlad the Impaler’s posts?
 
   I sat down, and not on the Core Driller dildo.  Slowly, heart racing, I laid back.  I lifted my legs as I brought the black monstrosity down to the slit between my legs and I rubbed the tip back and forth through my labia.  I wished I could have rubbed it against my clit, but that was already getting enough attention from the butterfly.  My nipples throbbed.  The weights, spread so far apart on the chain, had fallen to opposite sides of my body, changing the manner in which my nipples were tugged.  Now they were pulled outward and the difference sent a much different agony through me.  A little of the weight was removed thanks to the chain across my middle, but it did little to affect the biting bitterness of those clamps.  The metal teeth were unusually cruel and vicious.
 
   The first four inches of the rocket ship (or perhaps I should call it a submergible?) dove into the dark wet cavern of my sex, splitting the folds and flesh and penetrating slowly but deeply.  I was soaked, wet far beyond the teasing provided by the ben wa balls.  No, I was desperately wet, wet like a seventeen year old blond on her first date with the guy of her dreams, knowing she was about to get fucked for the… uh… eighth… yeah… eighth time.  I twisted my wrist.  I couldn’t feel the bumps but as I pushed deeply,  the second stage widened, forcing my pussy to open even more.  It was thick, wider than a banana, wider than a cucumber.  I groaned as the first penetration took every fiber of my being.  I drove the Core Driller in half way, then pulled it out fast.  
 
   My second thrust was no slow push.  It was a brutal, fast penetration that drove not only the first and second stages of my massive rubber cock into my sex, but half of the third.  My labia stretched wide around the four inch base, barely able to take it.  Without a moment’s rest, I pulled it out again and rammed it right back in.  I repeated this, three, four, five, six times and then I was crying out loud, shuddering in orgasmic ecstasy, my body exploding around the implanted massive black shaft like an ore vein cracked with a miner’s dynamite.
 
   Eventually time seemed to stop.  I lay there, looking up at the ceiling of the barn, the late spring sunlight making beautiful patterns on the sloped underside of the roof.  I was barely conscious of my state, but it didn’t take long for the throbbing pain of my breasts to reassert itself.  But while my nipples hurt terribly, it was the brutal non-stop torment of my clitoris that seemed to reach into my core.  It didn’t cease, it didn’t wash away with the orgasmic euphoria I experienced.  It just went on and on.  
 
   At first the clitoral vibrator feels wonderful.  It’s as if someone’s tongue is darting against that very sensitive spot, over and over.  But as you move from arousal to completion, your body becomes sensitized, the nerves reaching the limit of what they can tolerate.  Most girls would scream at this point, pushing away the tongue or vibrator, cringing and rolling away into a fetal position.  To be honest, a part of me longs to do this.  It has too.  But there is another part of me, the sick and dangerous part, that longs for that discomfort of constant rubbing.  As my nerves fray, splitting, and frying from prolonged sexual contact, I feel a tingling, then a burning sensation.  It splits, becoming one part electricity, one part heat, and another part pressure.  My hips begin to move, and the pain coming from my clit is laced with sexual need, a sensation that I have never felt anywhere else in my body.  It’s as if agony and ecstasy are pre-mixed, a sort of quick “bake from a box” recipe that takes little to no preparation, just the endurance to get the box in the first place.
 
   The Core Driller was half way out, coated with my juices, the base resting on the hay beneath me.  Stupidly, already feeling the itching pain between my legs from the butterfly I glanced at my watch.  Eight minutes.  I had cum in eight minutes.  I dropped my arm with a sigh and reached back down between my legs.  I grasped the dildo. My feet were on the barn floor on either side of the hay bale and the slightly different position made it much more difficult to push the massive rubber cock deep.  But I triumphed.  It wasn’t exactly a spectacular, violent thrust, destined to drive me over the edge.  It was more like a stuttering rocket ship coughing on an alien planet, resources low, with enough damage to make the plot arc desperate.  Can the ship regain orbit?
 
   My wrist moved back and forth and I pumped, slowly increasing speed, letting the top two stages split and penetrate me, working my pussy with steadily deeper thrusts.  I didn’t count. It could have been twenty or maybe a hundred deep action violations of my honor, but between the sharp edges of each individual tooth on the alligator clamps, weighted to torment my nipples even more, not to mention the still purring, shaking, rubbing of the butterfly against my clit, I’m sure it won’t surprise anyone that I came again, a much deeper, more agonizing orgasm that left me breathless and weak.
 
   When I had recovered, another glance at my watch told me that I had used up another fourteen minutes of my hour.  I sat up, arm aching, which should tell you how powerful the second orgasm was. Seconds later the chapped raw burning between my legs exerted itself as the butterfly continued its unholy stimulation, pushing my tormented clit toward another orgasm.  
 
   I know I’ve talked about the two types of orgasm a girl can experience, so hopefully you know the difference between a clitoral and vaginal orgasm.  But you also need to know that they aren’t mutually exclusive.  Sure, they can be totally separate, but they can also combine.  The clit can serve as a primer pump, working me up to a gut wrenching, body stiffening explosion if combined with the thrusting piston of a decent sized dildo or cock.  So the orgasms I was experiencing had qualities of both clitoral and vaginal orgasms.  It sucked the energy out of me.
 
   But I took a deep shuddering breath and instead of moving off, my hand grasped the thick dildo, holding it half way in my pussy as I stood.  Instead of lying back down on the hay bale, I straddled it, bending my knees.  I dropped down, and not slowly either.  I went down fast, keeping my hand between my legs just long enough to keep the Core Driller dildo embedded properly as I literally sat down.  My knees were splayed outward, my thighs stretched nicely.  And as my weight carried my buttocks all the way down to the firm surface of the compacted hay bale, twelve inches of firm, solid black rubber drove upward through my body like a plow in a fallow field.  Sure, I was used to the width and length of the Core Driller, but not the full thing.  Remember, I was only using the top two stages for the second orgasm and really hadn’t buried the whole thing in myself.  So suddenly getting a full twelve inches rammed hard against my cervix and spreading my labia wide was quite… difficult.
 
   I thought my groan of desperation loud enough to alert my father, back in the house, as to what I was doing.  Wouldn’t that have been a problem?  But as soon as I bit my tongue I lifted up slightly.  Sure enough, the Core Driller began sliding out of me the moment it wasn’t mashed between the hay bale and my pelvis.  I let it.  As soon as it felt as if it was about to drop free, I reversed course and sank down once again, much more rapidly than I had risen.  I let out another terrible groan.  It’s one thing to hand fuck yourself, masturbating in short or long thrusts, controlling the depth of penetration and the speed with your own hand.  It’s another to let gravity, your own weight, and the size and thickness of your intended fuck tool to set the parameters of your masturbation.   
 
   It took twice as long to drive myself into orgasmic bliss and by the end you should have seen me, bouncing on that foot long spike like a crazy living bug trying to join the collection of spiked and finished peers, each dead and open.  It didn’t help that each bounce was accompanied by significant movement of the weights dangling from my breasts and I was positive that my nipples were being torn and ripped.  But by the time I figured that out, it was too late and I was in the midst of a third orgasm that gob smacked me so hard I ended up falling over, twitching in the dust, curled into a fetal ball, somewhere between crying and gasping.
 
   The aftermath of my third explosion wasn’t as powerful as the first two, mostly because like any drug, shots of adrenaline and dopamine don’t really have as much effect when you’ve already flooded your veins with that shit.  So I rolled over, one leg still draped over the bale of hay, the bare foot twitching.  My dildo was on the floor, sitting in a pool of my cum, a few stray stalks of alfalfa clinging to its wet surface. I glanced at my watch.  Ten minutes to go.  
 
   I didn’t feel like masturbating again.  My clit hurt.  My nipples hurt.   Hell, even my pussy hurt.  But I struggled to my feet and grabbed the dildo.  I brushed it off and went back to the hay bale, resigned and trembling.  I dropped down on the rectangular bale and propped one leg upward as I lay on my side.  The weight on my right breast rested on the bale itself, the other half way down my stomach, still pulling tightly and agonizingly against my clamped nipple.  I didn’t see any blood and frankly, that surprised me.  Guess my nips are tougher than I realized, right?
 
   I slipped the dildo into my pussy from the front, groaning as it penetrated.  I felt bruised, taken, spilt, and having that twelve inch monster going back in was not something I wanted.  My clit started burning again, overwriting my brain’s attempt to block out the over-stimulation.  I bit my lip, my breath going shallow as I shook.  Slow and steady thrusts of just the first stage primed me as each second ticked.  I knew I only had ten – now nine – minutes left until I could stop, until I could take off the cruel alligator clamps; until I could take off the damned butterfly vibrator on my clit.  I was desperate for that to happen and I tried to close my eyes and take light breaths, minimizing movements that would translate to my breasts from the weights swinging.  
 
   Five minutes passed with non-stop thrusting, vibrating, and hurting.  My pussy was tight around the Core Driller, but it wasn’t ready to cum, not by a long shot.  My clit felt as if someone had poured acid on it.  I glanced at my watch.  One more minute then I could stop!
 
   But there was a twinge deep inside me.  Call it guilt.  Call it desire.  Call it stupidity.  But I couldn’t help feeling a bit uneasy.  What would Master Barrett say if he knew that I had gone easy on myself that last ten minutes?  What would he say knowing that I had only cum three times, unwilling to push myself, to really hurt myself while working for the fourth orgasm.  Would he understand?  It wasn’t like he had given me any assignments for ages.  I was weak, unused to this sort of abuse.  Would he understand?  Or would a worse punishment await me?  Part of me wanted that punishment.  But a different part of me didn’t want to fail him. I wanted him to be proud of me, to praise me for accepting my role, my position, my purpose.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I’m here to be hurt and fucked and to cum on command.  I’m here to suck cock and take it up the ass if that’s what my betters want.  I’m here to be humiliated, to be stripped naked and punished wherever and whenever my masters and mistresses think I deserve it.  And it’s not my place to object.
 
   I struggled to a sitting position.  The Core Driller went deep and I groaned.  But this time I moved my hand away.  I began rocking my hips, the heavy weights swinging back and forth, striking my ribs before swaying out over my groin.  I brought my heels upward toward my sex, settling in a butterfly pose, knees bent outward, inner thighs exposed, the soles of my bare feet touching.  I rocked, working the dildo through me and then I pressed my hand against the butterfly, adding pressure and even more movement against my clit.  I hunched over, my upper body powering the movement as the Core Driller slid inside me.  It wasn’t much, two or three inches, while the majority of the massive rocket ship remained fully embedded, punching hard against my cervix.  Two minutes past the hour passed, then four, then eight.  Tears poured down my cheek. 
 
   I like cooking.  Do you cook?  I’m a pretty good cook and I love mixing ingredients together, the wet and the dry, stirring and swirling the mix until I’ve created something delicious and amazing from disparate parts.  Do you know what that’s like?  For example, one evening last week I mixed grilled chicken, fresh green onion, cream cheese and sour cream, placed a spoonful of the mixture into crescent roll dough, and made chicken onion and cheese turnovers.  I dumped half a cucumber into a blender with a cup of Greek yogurt, some olive oil, and salt.  Served with mashed potatoes and green beans with a few slices of uncooked cucumber for garnish, and you’ve got a meal to remember.
 
   That final orgasm was like cooking that meal.  Here’s the recipe I used:
 
    
 
            1 raw, fresh, incredibly ripe, tender nympho humiliation pain slut (pre-used if possible)
 
            2 metal toothed, highly painful alligator clamps
 
            2 half pound weights
 
            1 over powered clitoral vibrator
 
            1 twelve inch multi-staged, overly thick, black rubber dildo.
 
    
 
   Prep the nympho humiliation pain slut with orgasm denial and then multiple painful orgasms in whatever manner you so choose.  Clip the alligator clamps to her nipples for at LEAST an hour before the orgasm you are trying to force her to achieve.  Add the weights to the clamps so that it increases the pain by double.  Place the clitoral vibrator on her clit and turn it to maximum.  Leave it on for a complete hour until the final orgasm takes place.  For no reason should you let her remove it or turn it down or off.   Lastly ram as hard and as fast as you can, a twelve inch rubber dildo through her pussy, with special care to make it hurt as much as possible.  If done properly these various ingredients will melt and create a massive orgasm that will literally turn your nympho humiliation pain slut in a blubbering, bawling, pile of orgasmic jelly suitable for nothing except more torment.
 
   I was there.  I felt it melt.  The various ingredients came together and there was that magical moment of fusion, where everything combined and became more than the sum of their parts.  The pain transmuted inside me, mixing with the forced pleasure, the sensitivity of my clit, the bruised feeling of my labia and cervix.  My aching back, my straining thighs, all of it merged, percolating together into a sort of nirvana that blasted through me.  I screamed as that last orgasm hit, blowing me to smithereens and I fell backward, twitching and crying and locking my thighs around the damn Core Driller dildo as my ass and hips jerked wildly in release.
 
   It took me awhile to struggle back to awareness.  Everything had been on autopilot for two or three minutes.  The first thing I did was turn off the butterfly vibrator.  My clit couldn’t tell it was off for a moment but by the time I managed to pinch off the alligator clamps, the resulting rush of blood into the tip of my breasts sending me once more into the depths of sharp agony, my clitoris had started to breathe a little easier.  I lay there, gasping, trying to recover.  
 
   Finally I rolled to my feet.  The Core Driller dildo had fallen out and was lying on the ground.  I stumbled across the barn floor to my clothes.  Carefully, as if I were a million years old or just finished with a torture session leaving me a crumpled shadow of the woman I was, I picked up my shirt, boots, jeans, and underclothes.  I teetered back to the hay bale and began dressing.
 
   I started with my bra, but quickly discarded it.  My nipples were too sore.  I couldn’t stand the material pressing against them. I put on the shirt, leaving most of the buttons loose.  My panties were tugged up my legs to settle quietly over the butterfly vibrator and my sex.  The wetness between my legs instantly dampened the material, leaving me sticky and uncomfortable.  I pushed one bare foot through my jeans, then the other, but as I drew the heavy denim upward, I realized that there was one more way I could make Master Barrett happy with me.  My head dipped down and I pressed my lips together.   Why oh why had I thought that?  
 
   I reached down and picked up the dirty dildo.  It was still wet and shiny in some spots, dry in others, scented with my juices.  I brushed it off and then pulled my panties back down.  Slowly, ever so slowly, wincing with every inch, I pushed it back up inside me.  My pussy protested, aching and hurting as it was once more split, muscles shoved aside as I screwed myself deep.  I tugged up the panties, and then the jeans, letting the tightness of my pants hold in the massive cock.  I pulled my socks and boots back on and stood, just a little off kilter from the full foot of rubber embedded between my legs.  I tucked the alligator clamps in my pocket.  I grabbed the weights too.
 
   I took a trembling step, then another, and I knew that I had probably made Master Barrett happy with me.  But I also knew one more thing.  It wouldn’t be an hour from now, or even two, but later that day something was going to happen.  I could tell.  The Core Driller was inside me, slowly working at me, tenderizing the first ingredient of that recipe, the nympho humiliation pain slut.  And if we were going to make a “Fourth Orgasm Overload”, then I’d need to turn on the butterfly vibrator again, and clamp my breasts with the alligator clamps, and even weight them.
 
   But you know what?  I’m a good cook.  Even when I’m the dish.
 
   Enjoy the meal.
 
    
 
   Breanne –
 
    
 
   So anyway how can you help? Well on Thursday at 8 am (your time) I want you to take your butterfly, core driller and a pair of alligator clamps with 1/2 lb weights for your nipples out to your barn. Clamp your nipples, position the butterfly over your clit (on high naturally) and fuck yourself senseless for a hour non stop with the core driller. You should be able to cum at least 5 times if you don't slack off.  – Master Barrett
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: suctioncup]Suction Cup
 
    
 
   06/06/2012
 
    
 
   I glanced around nervously.  The place was packed.  Afternoon shoppers were skittering around, people were eating, joking, laughing around me, and I was about to sit down.  Frankly, that was a good thing.  I had been clenching my muscles tightly for about ten minutes, praying that my pussy was tight enough to keep my newest toy embedded where it was supposed to go. I had walked with short tiny steps, my thighs pressed together, feeling the thick rubber base, ostensibly cast in the shape of a pair of testicles, rubbing against my skin.  
 
   Even without knowing of my ten inch long accessory, I was still the subject of intense scrutiny.  Every male within twenty feet of me had their eyes glued to my body.  The shirt I was wearing was ultra tight, with a collar low enough for me to risk “loosing containment” of my upper half if I even bounced up and down a bit.  My nipple piercing, not to mention the charm sized padlock that dangled from the tip of my right breast was quite visible through the material.  A three inch strip of my belly was exposed, under which a short denim skirt covered just my bottom and front, leaving the vast majority of my thighs exposed.  I was actually worried that the bottom of the dildo could be seen from the right angle since the skirt was so short.
 
   I was also wearing the fuck me shoes; a pair of stripper style heels, complete with four inch heels and four inch platforms, which lifted me a dizzying eight inches into the air above my usual five foot four and a quarter inches.  This in itself affected my walking, but add the fact that I had almost a foot of supple yet firm rubber shoved up inside me made my movements not just noticeable, but odd.  There’s nothing more humiliating than taking a step and everyone noticing that something is not right, and wondering.
 
   The seat before me had a wooden bottom and I bit my lip.  This was exactly what Master Mark had insisted on.  I set my tray down on the table top.  There was a paper cup filled with water, some orange chicken and rice on a plate, and a pair of chopsticks and a fork.  Slowly, I moved over the seat and sat down gently.  Sure enough, the dildo had slipped, though not much. I felt two or three inches of penetration, the rubber shaft driving up into me as the base was pressed up against the seat.  I groaned lightly.  I had been driven nuts all morning, masturbating to the edge, wearing the vibroballs on low, all in preparation for this assignment.
 
    
 
                 Breanne – Amazing new toy.  I especially like the functionality you described.  For your assignment today, please wear a low, tight top that will allow your breasts to “pop” out should you bounce.  In addition, please wear a short tight skirt and your stripper shoes.  I know I shouldn’t have to say this – no panties or bra obviously.  You will go to the mall.  You will walk with the dildo embedded in your sex.  If at any time you feel that it is about to fall out, you will find a chair or bench and sit down.  However, the chair or bench must have a flat surface so that the suction cup will function.  Once sitting you must orgasm before getting back up. Two trips around the mall would be acceptable, don’t you think?  – Master Mark
 
    
 
   I hadn’t walked the mall yet.  I was hungry.  Besides, I wanted to see just how hard it would be.  Well, just the walk from the parking lot, past the carousel, into the food court had been a trial.  I could feel the dildo slipping.  Worse, I was soaked, had been for hours, but the combination of the dildo, along with the stares my outfit was attracting, had me practically humming with sexual energy.  It’s too bad we can’t find a way to harness that stuff, right?  Could you imagine that job?  I’d love to be strapped into the local power plant’s sexual torture chamber, wires going to various parts of my body to collect the energy, while the technician readies the whip and his cock…
 
   Sorry.  Sometimes my imagination gets away from me.  Perhaps that will be a fiction story I write some day.  Cool huh? So now you know how I get my ideas!
 
   I shifted in my seat and realized my first predicament.  The dildo was stuck to the wooden bottom and I wasn’t quite sitting where I wanted too.  You know how you sit down and then move to where you are most comfortable?  Well that’s kinda hard to do when you’re physically impaled on a ten inch rod that’s attached to the seat itself.  You can’t slide.  You can’t shift.  You’re stuck.
 
   I went to reach down between my legs, to unstick the dildo’s suction cup, but noticed that a few teenage boys one table over were quite obviously watching.  I didn’t think they could see anything, my legs were together, but spreading them, lifting up my skirt to get to the dildo, freeing it, and then sitting back down, once more impaling myself nicely on the thick rubber cock, would have been more show than I was willing to give.
 
   No doubt you are asking “why is a humiliation pain slut unwilling to give a show?”  Yes, well, I AM a nympho humiliation pain slut.  But that doesn’t mean I LIKE it.  I don’t.  I actually HATE being a nympho humiliation pain slut.  The emotional toll it takes on me is insane.  I hate dressing like a whore, a sex-starved slut who wants nothing more than cock in every hole.  And yet, when I’m put in this position, when I’m flaunting my body like this, put on display, humiliated, embarrassed, toyed with, or even when I’m being hurt and used, my orgasms are so powerful, so intense, so amazing that some tiny part of me longs for it.  Do I hate it?  Yes.  Do I want it?  Oh… absolutely!
 
   I’m fucked up, in almost every connotation of that statement you can think of.  Mentally, emotionally, and yes, even physically, and at that moment it was a ten inch realistic rubber cock doing most of it.
 
   So yes, I shifted, quite uncomfortable, bending the cock at the apex of it’s joining with the table.  My hips rocked and I tried, unsuccessfully, to break the suction cup’s seal and move the dildo over an inch or two.  No luck.  So after a minute of what must have appeared as very strange movements, I sighed in exasperation and started to eat.  That distracted me for a few minutes, but I couldn’t help twisting my hips every once in a while.  Sitting still with ten inches of rubber rod inside you is not the easiest thing to do. Sure, I wasn’t suffering from the torment of a buzzing vibrator, but there is something elegant and simple about a thick inanimate dildo.  It’s not what it does, it’s what you do to it.  And while my brain was contemplating food, my outfit, the boys (who couldn’t have been more than thirteen and fourteen) at the opposite table, my pussy was contemplating things like in and out, squeeze and relax, and most importantly, up and down.  With every involuntary twist of my hips, the dildo moved inside me.
 
   Remember how I told you I was already aroused?  Well, it didn’t help.  Or maybe it did, depending on your point of view.  If you were hoping I’d hold off, keep control, and strongly represent woman as a force to be recognized with, you’re going to be sorely disappointed.  Instead I was halfway through my meal when those movements, which my audience had noted quite obviously considering the snickers, wide eyes, and whispered comments, overwhelmed me.  I realized that I was going to cum.
 
   I braced myself for it of course.  It meant putting my fork down, gripping the table, clenching my teeth, and closing my eyes.  It was a strong one too, more than enough that, had I been in my barn or at Kari’s place, I would have been gasping and crying out in wet delight.  Instead I was in the middle of a crowded place, being ogled and observed, with my hips delightfully bouncing up and down on a pillar two inches thick and long enough to stir a five gallon bucket of paint.
 
   What?  We recently painted the living room of the house!  So I know what a five gallon bucket of paint is like!
 
   I managed to keep the audible portion of my climax to a bare minimum, but I swooned in my seat like a drunken sailor stumbling out of a bar.  When I opened my eyes to take stock, I realized that my legs had spread open and the entire table’s worth of boys were staring at me, mouths open in shock and glee.  There was even a pointed finger.  I turned absolutely scarlet.  Not cool.  I smashed my knees quickly together, grabbed my tray and started to get up, intent on escape.
 
   Oops.
 
   I got about six inches up when I realized that I had a slight problem.  “Think Breanne.  Don’t be stupid,” I said to myself angrily.  I slammed back down, this time letting out a groan as the thick cock, which had been stuck to the seat and had stayed there, split me up the middle again.  Another rush of sexual wantonness rocked me and I struggled to maintain control.  It wasn’t easy, trust me.  
 
   With my eyes down, but watching the boys, who were still all staring at me, no doubt having glimpsed the dildo, I tried to pry up the suction cup without spreading my legs.  My thighs were cooperative, but the dildo’s full sized balls kept getting in the way and with my weight on the damn thing, I couldn’t get a finger under the phallus.  In addition, it looked… well… there was more chuckling and head nodding coming from my audience.  Or were they judges?  For one moment I pictured them holding up rating cards like Olympic Figure Skating judges.  How was Breanne’s art at orgasm?  9.6 average.  How was Breanne’s expressiveness?  6.7 average.  Do we want her to do it again?  Hell yes!
 
   When I drew my fingers back out from between my legs, they were soaked.  And I mean very soaked.  In fact, I could feel the wetness on my buttocks, the backs of my thighs, and puddling around the base of the dildo.  I bit back a grimace.  Not because I was disgusted, oh no, but because I couldn’t think of anything more embarrassing.  I was going to leave the mother of all wet spots.
 
   The boys were definitely enjoying the show and that’s when things turned ugly.  Fascination and interest turned to mocking.  One of them grabbed his chest and pretended to “shake boobs”, clearly wanting me to do a little more bouncing.  This spurred further insults as one made a circle with thumb and forefinger and then very clearly used his other hand and a single finger to “fuck” it.  The implications were clear.  I needed to leave. 
 
   Immediately.
 
   It’s amazing what the mind can accomplish when it’s forced into situations that are awkward.  All of the ingredients were there in front of me.  I just needed the impetus to recognize them.  It also helps I’m a farm girl.  We think outside the box sometimes.  I snatched up one of the chopsticks, stained with the sweet goo coating the remnants of the orange chicken.  I jammed it between my legs, feeling it slide between my thighs.  The tip, small enough to fit under the dildo, popped the edge of the suction cup, freeing me from the chair.  I drew out the chop stick.  I couldn’t help it.  I licked it.  Orange chicken with Breanne sauce.  Yummy.  I dropped it on the tray and stood, my pussy locked tightly around the dildo.  Sure enough, it rose with me.
 
   I tried to avoid looking at two things: the boys and the seat.  Unfortunately, my curiosity got the better of me.  The seat was first and yes, the wood was soaked.  There was even this cute little two inch ring as well as the impression of the rubber testicles, clearly formed in the wet sauce of my sex.  I couldn’t blush any more, but I felt jittery.  I snatched a napkin off my tray and did my best to wipe it up.  This caused a spurt of laughter from the boy’s table and I looked their way.
 
   The crude gestures I’ll always remember.  It was a statement of acceptability.  These boys, in four or five years, would have been falling over themselves to spend ten minutes with me.  They would have practically given their left nut to have me naked, or sucking on their cock.  If it wasn’t for the fact that I am absolutely totally against doing anything sexual with children, I would have marched right over there and taught them a thing or two about women.
 
   But I didn’t.  I fled.  Straight to the one place I knew they couldn’t follow me.
 
   
  
 

In the bathroom, I found a stall and did my best to clean up.  Yes, I extracted the dildo, giving my clenching muscles another respite.  I also used the paper to wipe up a copious amount of lubrication.  All in all, I think I spent twenty minutes in there.  When I finally felt courageous enough to leave, I once more stuffed the dildo in my sex, took a deep breath, and went back out into the mall.
 
   Evidently waiting on me wasn’t fun.  The boys were gone.  Oh goody.  Now just two trips around the main concourse and I’d be done!  With careful, ginger steps, I moved off.  My body reacted as usual to the combination of frequent eye fucks and the fact that I had ten inches of rubber cock inside me.  I gushed.  I only made it half way around the first circuit when I knew that I had only a minute or two to find some place to sit.  I glanced around hurriedly, but then grinned.  Two steps took me into a fashionable clothing store and I snatched an outfit – I think a shirt – off the rack and went straight to the changing room.
 
   One thing I like about changing rooms is that they come with a bench.  I got even luckier when mine was a solid platform, and I sat down with a sigh of relief.  In private, I was able to accomplish so much more and I bounced ridiculously fast on my suction cup bottomed dildo, feeling the thick rubber slide through me in glorious motions of sexual pleasure.  There was a mirror opposite me and I watched as my boobs jiggled in an up and down motion, only to fall free of the shirt, exposing hard nipples and the gold ring and padlock.  I reached up and pinched my nipples, adding to the churning sensation of sexual ecstasy inside me and I moaned loudly as I exploded.  I shuddered and slid against the wall, still impaled like a butterfly in a bug collection, but happy and feeling really good.
 
   The knock startled me.  “Miss?  Do you need any assistance?” a voice came.  There was concern, but also something harder.  Oops.  Was I too loud?  I sighed.
 
   “No, I’m fine.  Thank you,” I said quietly as I reached between my legs.  This time there wasn’t an audience and I could spread my thighs open as wide as I wanted.  Indeed, my knees were already so far apart that you could have ridden a bicycle through my outstretched legs.  My nails pried up the suction cup and then I was free, standing up, once more clenching my sex around the dildo, ready for the rest of my first lap.  The wet spot on the bench was a tad bit alarming, but there wasn’t anything I could do.  I didn’t have any napkins or paper and I was HARDLY going to use the top that I hadn’t even bothered to try on.  So instead I made sure my clothes were positioned as properly as possible and walked out of the changing room with my head held high and my spine straight.  The clerk was right there and I handed her the shirt, trying to express a confidence that I sure didn’t feel.  
 
   “It didn’t fit,” I said softly.  She gave me a quizzical look and then glanced into the stall.  As she took a step inward, eyes furrowing, I moved, fast.  I didn’t look back but I know that my cheeks were scarlet.  I only wish my ass was that color.  A decent spanking would have been my just desserts for leaving cum all over that poor girl’s changing room bench.
 
   I hurried on my way, which is to say that I moved slower than everyone else, and as fast as a nympho humiliation pain slut could move while trying to prevent a ten inch very wet dildo from sliding out of her snatch.  But at least my current urges for sexual release had been met, and met well.  I window shopped, trying to think about anything other than my pussy.
 
   For awhile, it wasn’t that hard.  I mean keeping my mind occupied.  Of course I was still distracted.  Short little steps designed to keep the dildo inside me combined with slow and steady movement, not to mention every man staring at me, and quite a few women too, was more than enough to keep my insides wet and ready. I was almost done with my second round, with only half the mall left, when I realized I wasn’t alone.
 
   And by alone, I don’t mean by myself at the mall.  There were hundreds, maybe even thousands of people around.  But just because they were shopping too, moving around the mall themselves, doesn’t mean they were with me.  Oh no.  I realized quite quickly that I had an entourage.  They matched my pace, just behind me and when I looked my heart fell, my stomach clenched, and my pussy tightened.  As soon as they knew I had seen them the comments began and I tried to quicken my pace, which due to the dildo was much slower than this gaggle of grungy teenage boys could keep.  
 
   The comments got to me.  They were crude.  Disgusting.  Humiliating.  Some dirty words were used and some sounds made that had me feeling as if I had just done something particular nasty and was being chastised for it.  I tried to ignore them.  But when they closed the distance and I felt a hand on my ass, I whirled.  That was going too far.  
 
   “Hands off!” I glared at the boy who I thought touched me.  They all stopped.  All six or seven of them.  They surrounded me and people were looking over, wondering what the hell was going on.  
 
   “So does it feel good?” one of them asked.  I blushed furiously and his friend made another obscene gesture that was reminiscent of sex.  I glared at them but had to slap the hand of another one as he reached out, grabbed my skirt, and started to lift it.   I turned and ran, metaphorically with my tail tucked between my legs, but more accurately I ran with a stubby walk that sent my pussy spiraling into orgasmic fluttering.  I had to put one arm across my breasts to keep them from popping out of my shirt and during all of this I had an escort of little monsters intent on… well… I’m not sure.  
 
   Had they been older, I would have said sex.  But they couldn’t have driven to the mall themselves, I’m sure of it.  Bicycles maybe, but cars?  No way.  I was also willing to bet that these kids idea of sex came from internet porn, which is frightening in and of itself since maybe they’re reading my stuff.  In which case, they’re behavior might be completely rational, except for age appropriateness.  Maybe I need to be a bit more careful about what I post on the internet, right?  It’s not like they’re buying my books!  Could you imagine that?  
 
   So as I scurried along I fended off probing fingers as this group of proto-boyfriends tried, unsuccessfully I might add, to lift the back of my skirt.  At first my only thought was escape.  Head back to the food court where I started and go straight to my truck.  But then two events happened that made that idea seem stupid.  One, the dildo started to slip.  Too much movement, in two wet an environment, and with muscles tiring, there was only one place for it go.  The second thing that happened is that I realized that merely ducking into a store would fix my fan club problem.  As long as the store was sufficiently girly and quiet, they’d have to either wait outside or risk having the store personnel confront them.  So I suddenly turned right, walked into a store that was nothing but roman numerals, and found myself alone.  Sure enough they all stopped at the entrance.   I grinned, turning to look at them with daring eyes.  I am woman!  Hear me roar!
 
   And the dildo fell out.
 
   With a look of absolute horror on my face, I bent and snatched it up.  The roar of laughter and surprise from my fan club hit my ears.  Of course my shirt was not designed to handle the kind of movement I had just completed. When I straightened, a ten inch realistic rubber cock in my hand, I noticed that my left breast was hanging out.  The boys absolutely loved that.  I crossed my arms over my chest, tucking the soggy sex toy in the crook of my arm and hurried away from the entrance and into the back of the store.  
 
   Thank God the place wasn’t terribly busy.  It was a weekday.  I only wish it hadn’t been in the beginning of summer vacation.  Maybe I could have avoided the underage gang of miscreants.  I ducked through a few racks of clothing, made a shallow pretense of picking something out, and then found my way to the changing rooms.
 
   I felt better as soon as the door shut behind me.  I let out a tense sigh and sagged against the wall. I looked at myself in the mirror, letting my arm drop.  Sure enough, my entire left breast was hanging out, smeared with the goo coating my dildo.  My hair was a bit frizzled and my cheeks looked like my ass usually does after a spanking.  I glanced around.  First things first right?  I slammed the bottom end of the dildo to the little bench.  Then I sat down.
 
    
 
   It didn’t feel good going in.  It felt freaking awesome.  I can’t even begin to explain it, but despite the sensations of horror and acute embarrassment swirling around my stomach like a horde of angry butterflies, my pussy was in hyper-fuck mode.  In seconds I was bouncing like a madwoman.  I yanked my shirt down to expose my right breast, the tiny padlock swinging in time with my gyrations, smacking the underside of my bosom lightly with each motion.  I pinched my nipples, hard, wishing I had clamps.  Even the alligator clamps would have been fantastic at that moment.  But I didn’t need them.  I exploded with a loud groan and high pitched cry that had me locked in rigid release, impaled on my dildo like a porn starlet in a cheap x-rated movie.
 
   To my surprise, no one bothered me.  Which is good because as far as bothering goes, I was bothered enough all by myself.  After cumming, I took stock.  The personal juices that I had smeared across my chest had dried, but left my breast feeling sticky.  No way around it.  I pulled my top back up, covering the points of each curve and shaking my shoulders to settle my breasts into the cleavage exposing material.
 
   It was simple to slip a finger underneath the dildo, though the amount of moisture between my legs made it clear that my orgasm had caused me to excrete enough juice to leave the changing room an obvious fuck zone.  I popped the suction cup and stood.  The bench was a mess.  It didn’t need a roll of paper towels.  It needed a mopping.  Again my cheeks felt hot.  There was cum dripping down the insides of my thighs and I didn’t have anything to wipe them with.  My fingers were coated as well and I ended up licking them and then brushing them against my skirt.
 
   When I felt vaguely ready, and let me assure you that “vaguely” meant just that, I stepped out, made a show of putting the one outfit I had taken back on the rack, and moved toward the doorway.  The dildo slid through my folds, not out, but clearly without the same firm grip I had before.  Evidently multiple orgasms can make your muscles relax.  I knew I only had minutes before I was going to have to sit down again to keep the dildo from falling out.  
 
   I glanced left, then right.  They were gone.  Evidently ten minutes is about as long as the teenage boy can wait for pussy.  With another smile of relief, I turned right and proceeded in an orderly fashion, at a sedate pace, toward the food court.  My hips swung with each step and I found myself biting my lip, clenching hard around the ten inch dildo.  I could feel it slipping, albeit slowly.  It’s an agonizing feeling.  Little by little it slides out and you feel this urge to put your hands between your legs and push it back up.  The closest thing I can relate it to is having your jeans or pants slipping down.  You know that they aren’t going to fall off your body, but they’ve slipped down so low that you just feel like you’ve got to pull them up?  That’s what this felt like.  But I figured I could make it back to the truck.
 
   The arcade is on one side of the food court.  Call me brainless.  Call me stupid.  Call me idiotic.  But as I pushed open the door to the startling heat of a Texas afternoon in June, there they were, following me again.  My heartbeat quickened, and not with pleasant thoughts of a delightful screwing. Oh no.  It was fear.  And I’m not sure why.  It wasn’t like they were going to drag me off into a dark alley and rape me.  I mean sure, they COULD of.  I wouldn’t have even fought them.  I wouldn’t have cooperated, but I wouldn’t have stopped them.  But I knew that wasn’t going to happen.  Maybe they just wanted a bit of a show?  A little touch?
 
   But when fear is the predominant emotion you’re feeling, those rational questions don’t go through your head.  I had no idea why I was scared.  But I moved as quickly as my shoes, my dildo, and my shirt would let me.  Even then they surrounded me.
 
   “Why are you following me?” I demanded.  I kept walking toward my truck, my right hand already digging in my purse for the keys.
 
   One of the little monsters lifted the back of my skirt and I slapped his hand away with my left hand.  
 
   “We want to see you fuck that thing,” one of them said.
 
   “Suck my cock, bitch!” another yelled, laughing.
 
   “Nice tits!” 
 
   “Shake that booty!”
 
   Okay, I don’t remember everything said, and maybe no one said “shake that booty,” I don’t remember.  All I remember was about eleven kids walking around me, touching me.  As I slapped one hand away, another came up and within sight of my truck, one of them snagged my shirt.  My breasts popped out and there came a chorus of gasps and hollers as my right nipple, complete with golden hoop piercing and charm padlock, became instantly visible.  My arms went to my breasts, trying to stuff them back in and that’s when my skirt got yanked down.  Not up, mind you, but down.
 
   Well, they got what they wanted.  Me naked.  I bent in half, knees pressed together to pull up my skirt.  They surrounded me and for a moment, I wondered if this was it.  Gang raped in a public parking lot, in the middle of the day?  So I screamed.
 
   Wow.  They weren’t expecting that!  And when I say I screamed, I didn’t just let out an orgasmic cry.  Oh no. I let out one that sounded as if I were being held down by twenty of the most brutal men in history and violently raped, beaten, whipped, choked, all in expectation of being murdered at the end.  You should have seen them scatter.  It was hilarious.  Of course it left me free to get my clothes up in place, but it also attracted some other attention.  A few more adult individuals came my way and I saw a white haired gentlemen, in his late fifties approach.  I managed to get my boobs stuffed in my shirt and the skirt drawn up, huffing and shaking as he came closer.
 
   “You okay?” he asked.  His eyes found my cleavage but then went back to my face.  My chest was heaving so I was impressed.  I nodded stupidly.
 
   “Yes, thank you,” I said a bit breathlessly.  “I’ve never had anything like that happen!” I declared.
 
   He looked off at the last of the disappearing kids.  “Want me to call the police for you?” he asked.
 
   I shook my head.  “No real harm done I suppose,” I smiled, still nerve-wracked.  “Besides, my truck is right there.”  I pointed.  
 
   He nodded as I took one step.  But then I froze.  My eyes widened and I realized something awful.  The dildo wasn’t inside me.  During the whole commotion, it had fallen out.  I glanced back and the nice man was looking down at the rubber dildo strangely.  I whirled, snatched it up with a scarlet face, and then without a word, marched to my truck, a thick ten inch realistic cock, complete with balls, in my hand like a sword.  
 
   He just watched me.  I unlocked the door and hopped in.  My fingers trembled as I fumbled the keys in the ignition.  The engine caught and I smashed it into reverse.  I barely avoided hitting a car behind me.  Then I roared down the line and away from my abject humiliation.
 
   But as I calmed, I looked to my right.  There on the seat next to me, a few stray bits of asphalt gravel clinging to it, was my dildo.  I stopped the truck.  Cars flew around me but for the moment I was alone.  I wiped it clear, and then spread my legs.  The stick shift didn’t cooperate, but I managed, and a few moments later I was stuffed again, a full ten inches of thick rubber up inside me.  It felt amazing.  I shifted my hips and the suction cup stuck to the vinyl of my seat.  I moaned, bouncing on the seat of my truck.  
 
   In 47 BC, Julius Caesar wrote veni, vidi, vici, as a short note on his war with Pharnaces II of Pontus in the city of Zela.  I came, I saw, I conquered. Those words are famous, appearing over and over, quoted from the original source. I’d feel bad if I used them and didn’t credit Julius.  But for me, they aren’t quite in the right order.  They would be better like this:
 
   Vidi, vici, veni.  
 
   I saw. I conquered. I came.
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   I got up from the computer, my mind numb and slightly frayed.  He wasn’t pleased.  I didn’t realize it was a hard number.  I did the best I could.  Isn’t four orgasms enough, especially if they are solid and full of torments like alligator clamps and an over-sensitizing clitoral vibrator?  I’d think so.  But oh no… five was the magic number.  Not four.  Not six.  Five.  And with trembling fingers I unbuttoned my khaki shorts and pushed them down.
 
                 I could feel the triple vibroballs inside me, gently purring, adding their incessant thrum to the mix of my sexuality.  I can tolerate them for extended periods now, provided they’re set to low, without much more than a constantly soaked slit and urges to screw anything remotely cock shaped.  But as I pulled down my panties to expose my still tender clit, I felt my pussy tighten, my libido already reacting to what it thought was coming, rather than what was happening.
 
                 The previous “assignment” had been tough on me, and that wasn’t just because of my hour long masturbation and torment session early that morning.  Oh no… I spent the entire day suffering.  I could have removed the twelve inch long, hard, black, rubber dildo when I was done.  I could have taken off the purple butterfly clitoral vibrator, instead of making sure my tight blue jeans kept it mashed against my already sore clit.  And of course, I could have not turned it on every twenty or so minutes, stimulating myself right back to the point of near orgasm before turning it off, denying myself the ultimate reward, edging constantly all day.  This had gone on for hours until bed time when I had tugged the Core Driller dildo out from between my legs with a groan of relief.  The butterfly vibrator came next, exposing my bright red, super chaffed clit to the air.  I didn’t even wear panties that night, not wanting ANYTHING to touch my sore nub.  So much for that.
 
                 I held the remote in my hand, the wire trailing along my hip and up into the wet pink slit between my legs.  My clit was still stinging that morning, but not quite as tender as it had been the previous evening.  I took a few steps to my book shelf, the one near my bed and my eyes slid over my collection of paperback novels and hardback bestsellers.  What book would work best?  My copy of J.K. Rowling’s Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows?  Stephanie Meyer’s Breaking Dawn?  (Yes, I admit, I read the books and enjoyed them, but I’m not into sparkly vampires!)  Maybe Ann Rice’s Sleeping Beauty series?  No… not big enough.  To bad those don’t come in a single volume, right?  The Bible?  No…too sacrilegious.  George R.R. Martin’s Dancing With Dragons?  Hmmm… I like Daeneyrs, but I’m not sure that would be a smart thing.  Danielle Steele maybe?  No… drat.  What book would work?
 
                 I finally settled on my dictionary.  It was a full three inches thick, with a hard bound cover and there was always the fact that it would be unlikely that I’d offend anyone.  There was also the off chance I’d learn something through osmosis, though I highly doubted it.  As I thumbed the vibroballs higher, moaning softly as I moved to the bed, I put the dictionary aside and settled myself in one of the most unnatural positions I’ve ever been forced into.
 
                 I lay on my back, staring up at the ceiling while I lifted my bare legs upward, toes pointed as the soles of my feet pressed against the wall.  My knees fell outward and I spread my legs wide, eventually letting my heels rest on the top of the metal frame headboard.  My hips were already jerking, rolling as the vibroballs sent spirals of exquisite pleasure rushing through me.  Maybe if I had an hour or two I could cum without touching myself, but that wasn’t what Master Barrett had in mind.  Oh no.  I needed to cum alright.  That was the trigger.  But it was the punishment that I would be avoiding.
 
                 I picked up the dictionary and held it in my trembling hands.  How high should I hold it?  A foot?  A few inches?   I settled for a foot, knowing that the greater distance would mean more pain and that is what Master Barrett would want.  So I held the book up above my wet and swollen slit, my tender and bruised clit directly underneath.  Then I dropped it.
 
                 It was everything I could do not to scream.  It was like getting kicked between the legs and my knees came together as I rolled, trying to absorb the blow.  Oh God it hurt.  Why not just order me out somewhere, stripped to the waist, begging passersby to kick me in the crotch? Hell, Julie would have loved that.  I could just imagine being at her place, standing at the foot of her mattress, my ankles wide apart and tied to the corners of the bed frame.  Julie would have spent at least five minutes slapping my breasts back and forth before finally taking the requisite steps backward.  Then she’d skip forward and bring her bare foot up between my legs, slamming it hard into my pussy and watching with enjoyment as I collapsed, falling inward in agony.
 
                 But that’s not what was happening, was it?  No.  I did it to myself with a fucking book.  How lame is that?  I groaned, wincing as I reached out for the book again.  That was the punishment.  I had to keep dropping the book on my pussy, specifically my clit, until I came.  Orgasm just seemed very far away at that point.  The dictionary fell again, bruising me and I groaned, gritting my teeth and trying hard to think past the blow.
 
                 It was no use.  I wasn’t going to cum and with each additional drop of the dictionary, the height it fell from decreased as my arm got tired and I had trouble holding it up.  Finally I rolled off the bed and stumbled to the computer.  But before I could fire off an email to Master Barrett, I heard my mother calling me downstairs.  I sighed.  Damn…
 
                 It was the next day before I had a chance to get back on and check my in box.  I was stuffed with my triple vibroballs and logging on there was a new email from Master Barrett.  My fingers trembled as I read it:
 
    
 
   “Just to make sure you don't forget about me I want you to wear a peg on your clit for the next few days. I will let you know when I think you deserve to take it off. I assume you usually keep the peg flat against your body when you have worn them in the past.  Well, this time whenever you are alone (that includes when you are working) I want you to wear it so it sticks out from you, even if you have to rearrange or remove some clothing to accommodate the peg, but I don't see that as a problem. - Barrett”
 
    
 
                 I was already dressed, complete with blue jeans, a tee shirt, socks, panties, and bra.  While I really didn’t want a clothespin on my clit all day, it was the “rearrange your clothing” issue that was the problem.  With a sigh, I peeled off my jeans and panties.  One went in the hamper while the other got draped over my shoulder.  I felt the ben wa balls rolling inside me, keeping me wet, and I pulled the drawer of my desk outward.  Inside were over two dozen clothespins.  Please don’t ask me why I keep them there.  I’m sure you can figure it out.  
 
                 Trembling, I grasped one and brought it down between my legs.  I’ve clamped my clit before, hundreds of times, even in the manner that Master Barrett requested.  The difference is that this time I couldn’t take it off.  And worse, if I were in private, it meant full exposure or at least wearing something that wouldn’t interfere with the angle of the peg.  I hissed as it latched on, biting my still tender nub.  It stuck out like a little odd shaped, wooden cock.  Worse, each step or wiggle of my hips sent it jiggling, sharp bursts of agony laced ecstasy shooting up through my pussy as my sex tried to throttle the ben wa balls.
 
                 I fired off a reply to Master Barrett, but it wasn’t just about the clothespin.  I admitted that I had failed his little book assignment and offered what I thought was a satisfactory option: an evening with Julie, one of the more brutal of my mistresses, with a specific torment in mind.
 
                 I went downstairs and out the door half naked, which isn’t my usual method.  I must have looked ridiculous wearing a tee shirt and bra, bare from the waist down except for my boots, waving a little wooden clamp around.  I almost wished, just for a moment, that Master Barrett had given my breasts the same treatment.  At least that away I would have been balanced.
 
                 Of course, it would have set me off even quicker.  I came of course.  You try doing your chores with a clothespin dangling from your withers.  It actually happened twice as I pranced my way across the barn multiple times and worked my way out of the goat pen.  With each step that clothespin bounced up and down and I can’t even begin to tell you how bad it got.  By the time I was done and ready to head inside, the thought of putting my jeans on and letting the material mash the peg up against my tummy, even knowing how that would twist my clit, was a relief.  Doing it hurt, but the cessation of the bouncing was worth it.
 
                 I waddled through the house, ate breakfast with my family, but was soon left alone to my own devices outside as I set the irrigators.  After getting out to the barn, I once again stripped off my jeans, gritted my teeth as the clothespin dropped and began wiggling, then saddled Star.  We rode out to the south fields and got the irrigators going and I felt a momentary giddiness.  The ride had woken my libido again and I admit it, I stripped totally naked in the late morning sunlight, with just a single clothespin on, and ran through the mist coming off the sprinklers.  It was amazing.  I masturbated under the spray, hard and fast, my fingers twisting and pulling on the clothespin with one hand while the other tried to emulate the sensation of another clamp on my nipple.
 
                 The rest of the day was just awful though.  My clit was terribly sore and more often than not, pulled into a terrible position by my jeans and panties.  Around five in the afternoon I changed into a skirt, just so that I didn’t have to deal with the pressure of my clothing.  It only helped for a small period of time because almost immediately the damn thing began bouncing, pulsing with every roll of my hips, every step, or little shake.  I slept with it on too.  I know.  I’m amazing right?  Of course I wasn’t feeling any kind of sexual urge by that point. I just wanted it to stop.  I fell asleep with an awful throbbing between my legs and the sensation of sharp edges against my thighs.
 
                 The next morning Master Barrett had responded.  He thought a trip to Julie’s was more than acceptable.  But he also didn’t want me to remove the clothespin.  “Give the peg a twist every hour on the hour until I tell you to stop,” he wrote.   I almost cried.  I reached down between my legs, grabbed hold of the clothespin, and twisted.  Pain shot through me, but it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be.  My clit had been pulled, tugged, and forced through just as bad the day before.  What had changed?  Instead of going out in jeans though, I slid my ass into a skirt, leaving sufficient room to have the clothespin sticking straight out.  The material still pressed slightly against it, but for all intents and purposes, it was doing exactly what Master Barrett wanted it to.
 
                 My second day of Clothespin Hell was little different from my first, except for the fact that I came a few extra times, which was good, and each of those orgasms were absolutely excruciating, which was bad.  My clit felt like it had been sanded, crushed, bitten, rubbed with oil, set on fire, and then frozen.  Every step sent vibrations through the clothespin and adding those twists every half an hour was like pouring lemon juice on a paper cut.  I think the worst moment came while at the grocery store.  
 
                 I was still wearing the skirt, a tight, blue denim number with a lot of flare and pleats.  Unfortunately it wasn’t really long enough.  In fact, none of my skirts go down lower than mid thigh and most of them are a little higher than that.  I’m seriously going to have to rethink my wardrobe soon.  Girls my age aren’t supposed to be dressing like seventeen year old sluts.  At this rate I’m going to end up in one of those “people of Wal-Mart” videos.  I guess I can take solace in the thought that I at least look good in that kind of clothing, if a little over blown.  I’ve got a bit of a baby face and look younger than I am, but still, I may need to change from slutty to sexy soon.
 
                 Where was I?  Oh yeah.  The grocery store.  My toy for the day had been specified by Mistress Kari and she very kindly had me in my double vibroballs, on medium no less, to give me an edge against the clothespin twisting.  So I was already higher than a kite, at least sexually, when I went into the store.  Desperation can do funny things to you and I think I was in the middle of the soup aisle when I couldn’t take it any more and lifted the front of my skirt and diddled and twisted the clothespin.  No, there weren’t any people in the aisle.  Duh.  I wouldn’t do that.  But as I worked myself rather strenuously, I closed my eyes and really got into it.  It’s tough to keep an eye on things when you’re in the throes of orgasm, with your eyes shut. When I opened them again, my lips tightly pressed together to mute the obvious noises of extreme bliss mixed with clit crushing agony, I discovered I had an audience, an older guy who stood there watching me with something between shock and appreciation.  I jerked my hand away from between my legs, my face burning with shame.  My fingers were wet too and I hurriedly wiped them on the side of my skirt.  With trembling hands I grabbed the cart handle and pushed, walking as briskly as I could considering that every step set the clothespin swinging and bobbing.
 
                 As I passed him he grinned.  “Nice clothespin,” was all he said and I hurried through the rest of my shopping, scared to death I’d run into him again.
 
                 Sleep that night was almost impossible, but eventually I managed it, even with the clothespin on.  All sorts of things went through my brain.  Why is the clothespin hurting so much?  It’s not like it is metal with sharp teeth!  Steady, non-stop torment is what was doing it, but I didn’t have the mental faculty to do the math.  Two days of having the clothespin on, not even with that much pressure, only removing it to use the bathroom, was having a serious affect on me.  It was like the Chinese Water Torture.  One clothespin, dangling for an hour turned me on.  One clothespin, dangling for two days, with the added mental stress of making sure it either stuck straight out or was mashed painfully between my clothes and my sex, combined with a nose tweaking (that’s a metaphor ya’ll) twist every half hour, drove me banana fucking nuts crazy.
 
                 I stumbled out of bed, my thighs rubbed raw from the straight edges of the clothespin.  My clit throbbed with both sexual need and pain and I found my computer, completely intent on begging Master Barrett for release.  I couldn’t take this.  Not for another day.  I opened my email but he was actually online, waiting for me.  Not good was what I thought.  I sat down, spreading my legs as far apart as I could, almost straddling my chair, letting the air soothe the chaffed nub between my legs.  I greeted Master Barrett, who politely allowed me to remove the clothespin.  For one long moment of relief I sat there, the clothespin on the desk, wet from my juices, my clitoris throbbing in relief.
 
                 “Now put on your butterfly clitoral stimulator.  It needs to be on low,” he ordered.
 
                 Please imagine me quaking in absolute terror.
 
                 “I don't think I can do this, sir,” I typed, trying not to make any mistakes.  “I'm so sore right now just from the peg... adding the butterfly....with it on.  It's just...  it's been an awkward two days.”
 
   “So? What are you for?” Master Barrett asked.
 
   I knew the answer he wanted.  It was almost a mantra, the classic theme of being a nympho humiliation pain slut.  “To be hurt sir.  To be used and abused,” I typed.
 
   “Exactly.  So you are going to do as you are instructed, yes?” he asked.
 
   “Yes sir. I'll put it on right now. It's just... it's hard to do it to myself. Do you understand? If I was tied down or something, and couldn't stop it, that would be one thing... but…”  Master Barrett’s comment came before I finished mine.
 
   “I wish I was there to tie you down, but unfortunately neither of us get what we want in that respect.” 
 
   “I know.” I typed.  “Give me a sec. I'm putting the butterfly on.”  I rose from my chair and crossed over to the closet.  It only took a moment to open my toybox, a large metal chest I keep most of my various sex toys in.  I pushed past the hemp thong, the chastity belt, dildos and clamps and vibrators and plucked my butterfly clitoral stimulator out of the mess of motors and plastic.  Carefully I stepped into the harness, pulling it up my legs until the little purple plastic butterfly shaped vibrator sat directly on top of my clitoris.  Just the pressure was having an effect.  I bent over the keyboard and typed.
 
   “Okay, it’s in place.  I’m turning it on now.”  I flipped the switch and gasped as my clit suddenly stung.  Every muscle in my body tensed.  “Oh... damn... that stings.”  My fingers flew across the keyboard even as I felt a renewed sense of sexual energy flood through my loins.
 
   ”Good,” Master Barrett said.
 
   “No.  No it’s not good.”  The typos in my sentence were distracting, but were more a symptom of something else.
 
   Master Barrett didn’t seem to mind.  “That is what I want; for you to be constantly tormented”
 
   I blinked.  My hips were rolling and my clit was reporting that I was quickly approaching a nexus of pain that would floor me.  I was just to tender and sore.  I typed, mostly by hunt and peck, and still barely managed to put together a coherent sentence.  Here’s exactly what I typed, “im not suree im goign to be able to handle tthis very long.” Then, “ssir I'm beign honest. I'll evventually take a medical out iff you don't give mee a way to end this soemtime today.”
 
   Master Barrett thought for a moment, and then sent his reply.  “You can take it off when you have completed 150 NHPS push ups. That should keep you busy for a while.” 
 
   NHPS pushups?  I stifled a groan.  Worse, a hundred and fifty of them would leave me exhausted and sore.  And I still had a meeting with Julie the next day and I knew how that would go.  Do you know what a NHPS pushup is?  No?  Let me describe one for you.  First of all, you get a NHPS, a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Then you strip her naked.  Stuff her with either a vibrator or vibroballs, turn them to high, and set out your spiked tack mat.  Then, with her breasts dangling right above the mat, she is to lower herself completely onto the ground, pressing her breasts into the tacks.  She is then to clasp her hands behind her back once, then repeat. 
 
    “Sir?” I asked, trying to ignore the pulsing need between my legs.  “Is the requirement of the triple vibroballs or vibrator on high still active for the NHPS pushups?”   Master Barrett had established a requirement of me having an active vibrator inside me during every NHPS pushup a month or so before.
 
   “Of course,” Master Barrett replied and I could hear the amusement in his tone.
 
   “Am I allowed to cum?”  I closed my eyes.  My pussy was shuddering and I could feel the pressure building.
 
   “I don’t think you will be able to stop yourself, will you?”
 
   My fingers shook.  “No sir.”
 
   “Though of course if you cum it will cost you 10 jumping jacks with 1/2 lb weights clamped to your tits,” he wrote.
 
   I couldn’t help it.  I exploded wetly, orgasming in my seat.  And that was without the pair of double vibroballs rumbling inside me.  Master Barrett enjoyed every second of it.
 
   I hurried down to the barn. I didn’t even bother with my jeans.  They were tossed over my shoulder.  I ran barefoot across the yard, yelping slightly as the gravel bit into the soles of my feet.  But I didn’t care.  I only had one thing on my mind.  Stopping the butterfly.
 
   On a good day, when I’m not sore and tender, the butterfly drives me crazy.  It’s small, soft, and when nestled against my clit sends me into paroxysms of lust.  I can barely stand it for any length of time.  Usually about an hour on low, or about fifteen minutes on high is about as long as I can handle the vibrations.  But add in the facts that my clit was hyper-sensitive and I had just cum?  Well, you can just imagine what that felt like.  Think rug burn combined with arousal.  Weird huh?  Yeah.  Want to know what’s worse?  Knowing that the rug burn caused the arousal.
 
   And so by the time I tugged the black rubber tack mat free of the cupboard and tossed it down on the floor, I was in quite a state.  My clit felt as if I were straddling a grinder, letting the bristle brush wheel strike it, all while feeling the urge to fuck something, anything, in order to relieve the growing sexual urgency between my legs.  Instead, I pulled off my shirt and bra, tossing them aside.  I wasn’t wearing shorts, or even panties, though admittedly I brought them with me.  That left me naked, holding the remote to the vibroballs, with the purple plastic butterfly vibrator metaphorically chewing at my clit.
 
   I looked down at the tack mat.  Over a thousand tiny one millimeter long points stuck out of the heavy rubber.  They were sharp too.  Had they been longer, they would have easily broken skin and changed torment into serious torture.  But they weren’t longer.  I turned the vibroballs up to their highest setting, gasping loudly as they purred inside me.  Then I carefully moved into position.
 
   A normal pushup is all about working muscles that don’t get that much use.  You suspend yourself above the ground, straight, on your hands and toes, only to lower yourself down until your nose is almost touching the floor.  Then you go back up.  NHPS pushups are dramatically different.  While regular pushups are designed to work certain muscle groups, NHPS pushups are designed to do one thing: sexually torment the person doing them.
 
   My breasts dangled down beneath me.  The first NHPS pushup is always the toughest for me.  I could see the mat, the sharp spikes pointing up and I gently lowered myself down.  Straight down.  The last thing you want to do when pressing any part of your body against a surface covered in sharp metal spikes is to slide along it.  The other aspect of an NHPS pushup is that once you start, you don’t stop until you’re back up.  So when the tip of my left breast managed to land perfectly centered on one of the nail tips, I had to keep going.  Down, down, down, the pain increasing exponentially as more and more of both breasts were gently lowered to the mat.  But as I continued downward, putting more of my weight on my chest, my breasts flattened out, stretching slightly.  I felt the pressure of the tacks, the tiny pin prick bites spreading outward.  The worst pinching sensation was at the tips, working their way inward and outward, all at the same time.
 
   Then, with a gasp of serious discomfort, I lifted my hands off the floor and wrapped them around my back.  My fingers clenched at the small of my back and pain rushed through me.  It exploded through my breasts and down my spine to swirl through my tormented sex until it was changed and became something else.  Then it flashed back upward to my brain, driving me up the mountain of orgasm, literally kicking me up the trail.
 
   I lifted myself up.  There was a tingling in my breasts as I lifted and the mat came up with me for a good inch before the tiny embedded nails came free of my skin.  I gave myself a quick examination.  No blood. Good.  The only clear spot that was free of the thousands of little dots was the tiny portion of skin that had been lucky enough to be positioned under the tiny charm padlock that dangled from my right nipple.  My pussy clenched around the vibroballs and my clit reported that it was about to be rubbed right off my body via erosion.  So I did what any normal nympho humiliation pain slut would do; another pushup.
 
   I got tired around forty and each time I laid down upon the tack mat, allowing my breasts to be pin pricked with my weight driving each sharp point into my flesh, the pain increased.  At forty three I exploded, thrashing my ass up and down, driving my loins into the dusty floor of the barn as I writhed on my tack mat.  When I rolled off, a tiny trickle of blood came from my right breast, along the bottom side.  I grimaced, but honestly, I didn’t even feel whatever tiny tear had caused me to seep.  My clit was in agony.  Without the sexual stimulation to stopgap the violent rubbing of my clitoris, I was literally rolling into a fetal ball, crooning in physical distress.  
 
                 It took every fiber of my being not to turn off the butterfly.  I wanted to so badly.  I pushed my hands between my thighs, my fingers caressing my wet petals while I struggled to keep my hands away from the butterfly.   When I was finally ready to go back for more NHPS pushups, I remembered the last thing Master Barrett had said to me that morning.
 
   “Though of course if you cum it will cost you 10 jumping jacks with 1/2 lb weights clamped to your tits.”
 
   I almost burst into tears.  Slowly I stood.  I tugged the weights and my clover clamps out of my discarded shorts’ pocket.  With my hips once again rolling in a provocative and quite lewd thrusting movement, the vibroballs and butterfly shaking in combination, I clamped my recently abused nipples and dangled the heavy weights from both breasts.  Pain shot through me and with the vibroballs remote in one hand, I spread my legs, lifted my arms, and jumped.
 
   The only thing I can say is that I didn’t pass out and the weights didn’t drop.  But that’s about all.  I did my ten jumping jacks, though I doubt they would have passed muster at any fitness center worth its salt.  I could barely stand straight and I think I did one jump every thirty to forty seconds.  I’m trying to figure out a way to articulate the pain I was enduring but I really can’t.  Every major nerve bundle on the front of my body was being directly stimulated with either crushing pain or violent vibrations.  That’s the kind of thing that just makes coherent thought practically non-existent.
 
   When I was done with the jumping jacks, I stumbled back over to the tack mat.  I was on my knees, getting into position, when I realized that my nipples were still crushed in the clover clamps.  I plucked the clamps off, letting out a thin screams as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts.  Then, without waiting for balance, I dropped down, pressed my bosom as hard as possible into the tack mat, and clasped my hands behind my back.
 
   I didn’t make it to a hundred and fifty.  But I at least made it to one hundred and ten.   That was when the second orgasm hit me and this one was a doozy.  This time I let out a scream that startled the animals in the barn and left me a soggy, barely conscious girl lying on her side in the hay and dust, twitching.  When I came back to my senses, my left hand was between my legs, ostensibly between the vibrating butterfly and my clit.  I pulled it away and immediately felt the buzzing overload my tenderized clit.  My fuzzy brain rolled me back over to the tack mat.  All I could think about was the fact that my clit hurt.  I struggled through the last forty pushups as fast as possible.  Tears streaked my cheeks.  I felt like someone had poured gasoline over my clitoris and lit it on fire.  Finally I hit fifty and I just toppled to the side, my fingers scrabbling at the butterfly.  I didn’t even turn it off. I just tore it from my body, the Velcro straps scratching my skin.  I flung it away and lay there shuddering, my legs spread far apart, as if exposing my clit to the air would be enough to relieve the damage I had done.
 
   I’m not positive how long I lay there, but I figure that I didn’t head out to the barn until maybe five thirty or six.  When I finally sat up, the vibroballs were still buzzing inside me on high and rousing me toward another orgasm.  It was ten after eight.  And I hadn’t even DONE my chores yet.  A quick examination revealed two more minor cuts on my breasts and a swollen, chaffed, raw meat look to my clit.
 
   But then I realized something even more horrible.  I had CUM.  A second time.  And that realization sent another wracking sob through me.  I struggled to my feet.  I didn’t want to do more jumping jacks.  My breasts looked like I had lost a battle with a horde of angry killer bees that only had the option of stinging my tits.  They were red all over, looking like a painting by Serat in which only varying shades of red were used on the canvas.  My bosom hurt like the dickens and the last thing I wanted to do was clamp a pair of clover clamps to my nipples, add weights, and then jump violently up and down.
 
   I’m no dummy.  This was my punishment for cumming.  Plain and simple, right?  This is what I’m for.  If Master Barrett wants to stimulate me, to torture me, to hurt me to the point where I can’t help but to explode, all while forbidding me to do it, knowing that I will, then he can.  If he wanted to tie me to a pole, legs spread, butterfly vibrator on high, stuffed with triple vibroballs for a full twenty four hours, he could.  Who am I to stop him?  This is my purpose.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I was meant to be tortured.
 
   Or am I just psychologically damaged?
 
   You should have seen my hand shake as I put the clover clamps back on my breasts.  Yes they hurt, but it just melded in with all of the other pains.  The weights were once more hung from each breast and I stood carefully in position.  The first jump felt like a blow to the chest.  My breasts bounced up and down, the extra half pound of weight serving like a physical blow.
 
   Kari once showed me a video where a group of large breasted girls were used as gym equipment.  One of the girls was hogtied and suspended from the ceiling with her massive breasts dangling down.  A young man walked up, fingers curled tightly into fists.  Then with a cruelty that could only be described as vicious, he began hitting her tits as if they were boxing speed bags.  Her wails were impressive, as were the swings of both breasts.  Within a minute they were bright red and he just kept at it.  Frankly, I’ve always wondered what that must have felt like. 
 
   Yeah, well NOW I don’t.
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   I did the rest of my chores naked.  I know it sounds crazy but the very idea of putting on a bra or panties, of anything touching my breasts or clit, was about as appealing as cutting off my own leg.  You won’t believe how slowly I moved either.  It took me three times as long to get through my chores and when I finally had the gumption to put on my clothes and wander back up to the house, I moved as if I’d been run over by a combine and then quickly baled.  
 
   After breakfast I took a shower.  Some of the marks were fading on my breasts.  Many of them weren’t.  All I knew was that every single part of me hurt.  My clit was so sore that I couldn’t stand to touch it and even the water sliding down my belly and between my legs felt as if someone was scrubbing at me with sandpaper.  
 
   Master Barrett was kind enough not to torment me anymore that day.  He knew that my date with Julie was coming up and the last thing he wanted to do was make it impossible for her to abuse and hurt me too.  So I spent the remainder of the day recovering.  Of course I still had to follow NHPS Rule #1, keeping some sex toy buried inside me, but Kari was kind enough to specify it had to be my triple vibroballs, which while certainly distracting didn’t touch my clit.  
 
   The vibroballs stayed in, on low and I found myself cumming again late that afternoon.  But with no prohibition on explosions, I just quietly shuddered, enjoying the overload of ecstasy.  My fingers stayed far away from my clitoris and I exploded with a soft sigh.  
 
   The next day I was still too sore to really allow for any torment.  At least not until that evening.  So with almost a full day of recuperation, my clit had lost some of that raw meat appearance, and while it was still tender, sensitive, and overly stimulated in general, I was able to face Julie.  It was around four o’clock when I pulled up into the parking lot of her apartment complex.  My attire was simple; a thin cotton tee shirt which helped to hide the still ragged complexion of my cleavage thanks to the one hundred and fifty NHPS pushups, and a respectable short denim skirt that came down mid-thigh and swung loosely around my ass.  My vibroballs were still there inside me, though most of the day they had been off.  I was wearing flip flops as well, though admittedly my fuck me high heels were in my bag along with some of my other toys.   Toys Julie had specifically requested I bring.
 
   I knocked on her door with a moment’s trepidation.  Sure enough, she opened almost immediately and I blinked as I took in the blue and purple frizz on top of her head.
 
                 “You dyed your hair again,” I said stupidly as I stepped into the apartment.  She looked like two sticks of bubblegum swirled together.  It was almost painful on the eyes.  She grinned, her purple lipstick giving her mouth a dark bruised look.  Both eyes sported the same color eye shadow and the effect was somewhere between beaten, homeless waif and sex goddess.
 
   Julie grinned.  “Yep.  Now lift your shirt.  You know how this works,” she demanded.
 
   Like my mistress Kari, Julie has her own procedure.  Kari makes me strip naked on the doorstep.  Julie prefers a more hands on approach.  Every time I see her, I’m forced to expose my breasts, brace myself, and accept however many blows across my bosom she wishes to give me.  To be honest, my breasts were still only marginally tender from my repeated perforation of NHPS Pushups, but you could still see the marks.  As I tugged my shirt upward and my breasts fell free, Julie raised her hand, only to pause.
 
   “Wow.  That looks like it hurt!” she exclaimed. Her fingers came up and she gently squeezed my right breast, shaking it slightly and letting the charm padlock swing.  It tingled and I nodded. 
 
   “One hundred and fifty NHPS Pushups,” I commented, hoping to win some sympathy from her.
 
   Julie blinked.  “A hundred and fifty?  Amazing.  Well I guess I shouldn’t slap your breasts, should I?” she asked, still squeezing gently.
 
   Now it was my turn to be surprised.  She was going to go easy on me, just because my breasts looked all prickled?  I smiled softly.  “Thank you.  I really appreciate it.”
 
   Julie grinned and pulled me into the kitchen.  I went willingly and then she leaned me up against a counter, told me to put my hands behind my head, and opened the refrigerator.  I blinked as she got out a small yellow bottle with a green label and poured a generous amount in a large tumbler.  Then she fished a plastic spatula out of a drawer and dipped it in the fluid.
 
   “So if I can’t slap you with my hand, we’ll just have to punish you some other way,” Julie announced.  Then she pulled the spatula out of the liquid and slapped it hard against my left breast.  It stung and I gasped and my knees came together while I dealt with the harsh tingle.  She had nailed my nipple directly and as the sting moved to heat, I let out a low groan and shuddered.  Julie took that as a signal to smack the spatula against my other breast, leaving another massive wet spot.  That’s when the scent of lemon hit me.
 
   In retrospect, it would have been a totally evil and cruel torture about forty minutes AFTER my NHPS pushups.  Enough of the pins actually punctured deep enough that the lemon juice would have literally set my breasts on fire, and the delivery system was diabolical.  Ingenious even.  But I had gone a full day and a half since my little adventure on the tack mat and frankly, even the few spots where I had bled had healed enough.  I felt the sting of Julie’s strokes, but the lemon juice did zilch.
 
   But I made the noises.  The sting of the spatula was more than enough to have me quivering in agony.  The vibroballs were off too.  This wasn’t combining with sex.  It was just to tenderize me.  Julie knew I wasn’t going to cum like this.  The beating continued for at least ten minutes and probably would have gone on longer had the doorbell not rang.
 
   I was left in the kitchen, my breasts a pretty shade of deep pink, dripping with lemon juice, wearing a tugged up tee shirt, a short blue denim skirt, and flip flops.  I held position, even when I heard Julie greeting someone and letting them into the apartment. I bit my lip and then my eyes widened when Mayra walked in.
 
   I had met Mayra almost a year before when Julie had decided that she was the one who needed to inflict the Chinese Water Torture on me.  It hadn’t worked.  But Mayra, Kelly, and Julie had gone ahead and done some pretty interesting things to me with a water pick instead.  Kelly had been soft.  Julie had been firm.  Mayra?  Well Mayra had to be restrained.  And I don’t mean restrained like I was restrained.  Julie had literally had to tell her to knock it off because she was being to rough with me.  So I wasn’t terribly happy to see Mayra, especially on a day that Julie was specifically asked to kick me between the legs.
 
   Repeatedly.
 
   Mayra approached me with a warm smile and kissed me.  She was portly girl, a little large, but cute in her own way.  As our lips met she stuck her tongue in my mouth while at the same time tweaking my nipple as hard as possible.  While I struggled to bear the pain, especially after the spatula whacking, I felt her lift my skirt, her pudgy fingers digging around the petals of my sex.  She found my clit and suddenly, despite my day of rest, my clit felt as if someone was yanking it off.  I let out a high pitched squeal and she rubbed me, pinched between thumb and forefinger, and I think both she and Julie knew that sound was not sourced from a feeling of deep pleasure.
 
   Mayra let me go and I reeled backward, stumbling before finding the solid counter with my spine.  It hurt, but so did my clit and my nipple.  Julie just laughed, offered Mayra a drink, and then I was told to go wait in the living room.
 
   I did as asked.  I didn’t sit down on the sofa either.  I kept my shirt up around my chin, lifted my skirt so my clean shaven slit was exposed, and laid down face up on the coffee table.  I wasn’t sure if that was the right thing to do, but I knew for certain it wouldn’t be the wrong thing to do.  Sure enough, both Julie and Mayra were incredibly pleased to find me like that when they came in.  Both were drinking beers, chatting away and talking about events and parties I hadn’t attended and wasn’t invited too.  They sat on the sofa, taking turns pinching me, tickling me, and generally trying to make me as horny as possible while inflicting minor pains on me.  
 
   Finally Julie stood up.  “Breanne, get up.  Stand over there,” she pointed to a clear space halfway between the foyer and the sofa.  I stood and moved there.  “Put your hands behind your head with your fingers laced.”  I did, tensing.  I knew what was coming.  I spread my legs without her even ordering me and waited, bracing myself.  
 
   Julie stepped up and lifted my skirt.  With agonizing slowness she tucked the hem into my waist band, leaving my mons and pussy totally exposed.  I spread my legs even wider as my chest began heaving with short hard breaths.  I was not dealing with expectation very well.
 
   Lastly, Julie turned on the vibroballs.  They roared to life inside me and she slid the control to full power.  It felt amazing.  Suddenly the warmth of my breasts combined with the need between my legs and I felt a sort of power, a tension inside me that I knew would help me withstand what Julie was about to do.  Her little bare foot was ready and she took a single step back, swinging he foot like a pendulum, getting her hip and leg loose.
 
   Then she swung, bringing the top of her foot upward in a classic punting kick which culminated in a wet smack against my sex.  I jerked at the impact, but then blinked and stood my ground.  It hadn’t hurt.  Sure it stung a little.  I felt a little bruised maybe, but I had thought I’d be rolling on the ground with my hands between my legs.  My hips churned with the vibroballs and I felt the flames inside me intensify.  My God!  The kick had literally knocked me half way up the orgasmic mountain!  I was MUCH closer to cumming!  I twisted myself back to face her, spread my legs, the look of relief and want and desperation writ plain upon my face.  Julie peered at me, realized what had happened, and her lips tightened to a thin red line.  As my pelvis rocked, presenting my swollen and hurting pussy, only wanting more, Julie pulled back and planted her foot between my legs in a kick that would have made a soccer goalie quiver in fear.
 
   I collapsed.  Literally. I fell to the ground.  I thought something was broken inside me.  She landed a kick that exploded through my pussy with a deep dark hurt that felt as if I’d been fucked with the business end of a baseball bat while being simultaneously stepped on by an elephant.  It was pressure and heat and agony all rolled into one and my hands found their way to my thighs as I rolled on the floor like a teenage boy who had just been kneed.  I remember opening my eyes as the tears poured out of me and seeing Julie’s foot just an inch away.  The entire top of her foot was coated with a thin slick coat of my juice.  
 
   “Stand up!” she demanded.  I tried, but had trouble getting to my feet.  Suddenly Mayra was there, grabbing my arm, hauling me upright.  She stood behind me, holding me up and I was only barely able to take my weight.  
 
   “Get those legs spread!” demanded Julie.  I trembled, fighting it.  I tried opening them, but the memory and fear of that last kick kept my knees together.  Mayra got one foot at my left ankle and kicked me open.  My body fought that, trying to close back up, but Julie moved quickly.  In a flash her little bare foot had once again landed between my legs.  But this time my thighs had gotten quite a bit of the impact.  It hurt, causing me to spread my legs farther apart, giving Julie another opportunity to kick me.  Her foot sped upward, but the same force she had used earlier was gone, as if she knew where my spectrum of tolerance was.  Four blows smashed my petals into my pubic bone and my clit felt as if it was caught in a vice.  Then I folded and my dead weight was more than Mayra could handle.  She let me down as my knees closed.
 
   But then Julie’s hands were on me.  With rough pushes, she moved me to a kneeling position, spreading my thighs wide apart.  She replaced Mayra behind me, locking my arms  behind my back and lifting me up right, tilting me back.  My breasts and pussy were on perfect display and I was in a position that left me little choice.  Through my tears I watched as Mayra removed her shoe, the vibroballs making me shake.  I was so close.  So close to orgasm…
 
   Then Mayra kicked me.  I wasn’t able to fold or really move, but my legs came together and the noise I made evidently got a little concerning for Julie, who quickly put one hand over my mouth to muffle the cries.  And make no mistake, I was yelling.  It hurt.  But more importantly, the last kick had knocked me all the way to climax and I was cumming like you wouldn’t believe.  My entire weight went on Julie as I twitched through the explosion and then, instead of setting me up for another series of kicks, she let go and let me topple to the ground.
 
   I lay there, a heap of wet, cum soaked, aching girl for about five minutes before I picked myself up off the ground and crawled over to the sofa.  Mayra and Julie were sitting there chatting as if kicking me and hurting me hadn’t happened.  I knelt in front of them, closed my eyes, and catalogued my hurts.  There were plenty of them, let me tell you.  The deep ache between my legs was only the worst.
 
   “I’m hungry,” Mayra commented a few minutes later.  A quick flurry of conversation followed, without my input, and then Julie was up.  A moment later she came back into the room with a black magic marker.  
 
                 “Get up on the coffee table, Bre.  Show us your pussy,” Julie ordered.
 
   With a sinking feeling in my stomach, I did what she asked.  It was everything I could do just to hold still as I felt the soft fiber tip of the marker sliding against my skin.  I didn’t know what she was doing.  She was drawing something over my crotch, around my labia.  Then she pinched my petals closed and drew little lines horizontally across my sex.  I tried not to jerk my hips.  Then she wrote something just above my pussy. 
 
   “Stand up and pull your shirt down,” Julie said.
 
   Fifteen minutes later we were in Julie’s car heading for Fazoli’s Italian Restaurant.  I’ll admit that my curiosity was intense.  Despite the fact that I was still hurting and since I wasn’t driving, still dealing with the vibroballs buzzing inside me at full power, what I really wanted to do was lift my skirt and find out what Julie had written.  At the restaurant I had another orgasm sitting in the booth eating my pasta.  But no opportunity for self-exploration came.  After we left though, Julie turned off the vibroballs, but reached down and put her hand beneath the denim of my skirt and rubbed me until I was humming in desperation.
 
    “Want it, don’t you?” she asked me softly.
 
   “Oh yes please!” I begged.  My body rippled with spasms of need.
 
   “Gotta earn it,” she said softly.
 
   I really need to be careful with the term “anything”, because frequently my tormentors think that actually means “anything”.  Anything in this case meant Julie grabbing my elbow, dragging me along the strip mall with Mayra in tow, and pushing me into one of the small stores.  The place was empty except for the clerk who looked at us in surprise. It was a phone store, nothing special, but he asked how he could help.
 
   Julie marched me over to the counter and grinned at the clerk.
 
   “I was wondering if you’d like to play a quick came of punt the cunt?” she asked.
 
   No one answered. I think all of us, Mayra, the clerk, and most especially me, were very surprised.
 
   “It’s very simple.  Breanne here wants to be abused.  So she’ll spread her legs and you kick her.  If she drops, you get a blowjob.  If she stays standing, she gets to cum,” Julie explained.
 
   Oh hell.  Oh crap.  I closed my eyes.  This was going to be brutal.  The clerk’s eyes flashed with interest.  
 
   “This is a little unusual,” he stammered.
 
   Julie shrugged with indifference.  “Either you play or not.  If you want your cock sucked, you have to kick her.”
 
   He looked around and then finally made his decision.  He came around the counter and motioned us to the back corner of the store.  There was at least a stand there that provided a bit of privacy.  I was pulled into position, ordered to spread my legs as wide as possible, and lift my skirt.
 
   Oh look!  A fucking football!  She had drawn a goddamned football on my pussy!  And oh look!  “Punt the Cunt” in big bold letters!  How amazing!
 
   “Take your shoe off,” Julie ordered. “I don’t want her damaged.”  The clerk frowned but kicked off one shoe.  Then he took off his sock.  Guess he didn’t want it soaked.
 
   We all stood there, waiting and then finally the clerk stepped forward.  His shaggy dark hair swung and he brought his foot up between my legs with a kick that wouldn’t have sent a football farther then eight feet.  It didn’t even really hurt.  I sure as hell didn’t collapse.  In fact, I grunted, and then laughed.  Julie was not amused.
 
   “Okay, let’s go,” she said to me.  “Too bad sport.”
 
    The clerk blinked.  “Wait!  I mean, can I try again?” 
 
   Julie tugged me to a halt.  “Well, I don’t think that’s a good idea.  I think…”
 
   “Please!  Please! Let me try again!” he said.  I just grit my teeth.  
 
   I felt myself swung back to the corner.  My skirt hem was tugged up a second time and Julie kicked my ankles apart.  I wished she would turn on the vibroballs at least.  I HAD earned an orgasm.
 
   The clerk’s foot slammed into my crotch and I saw stars as I dropped, my mouth open in a harsh cry.  Pain flooded through me and then Julie’s hand was at the pocket of my skirt, digging for the vibroballs remote.  Suddenly they roared to life and I groaned, twitching like a landed fish.
 
   “Come on girl.  Cock sucking time!” Julie announced.  I was pulled upright, on my knees, my pussy throbbing in both pain and arousal.  I blinked, trying to clear my brain as cock appeared and then I was deep throating it, bobbing my head up and down on thick sausage.
 
    The clerk came in minutes and I was hauled away, stumbling and tripping over my own feet.  I was led from one store to another.  Most had multiple occupants and Julie and Mayra bypassed them, but then I was taken into another store and the offer was given to another contestant.  I was forced to once again spread my legs, fingers laced tightly behind my neck, while Julie tugged up my skirt and exposed that horrible football.  Then another bare foot smacked me squarely between the legs.  The vibroballs were still on thank God, but I dropped like a stone.  The horrible ache between my legs was too much to handle.  It took a minute, but I was shortly sucking cock and then Julie turned off the vibroballs.
 
   I was desperate. I felt horrible.  I hurt and was embarrassed, shamed at what I was doing.  But with cock in my mouth I was able to put it all away.  Finally I swallowed another load of tangy cum and they hauled me away.  There were no more stores to go into that were acceptable and I found myself back in the car with them.  We went back to Julie’s apartment.  Once there I was stripped naked, bound with my hands behind my back, and order to spread my legs.
 
   They took turns.  Mayra was particularly vicious and would give me fast sharp kicks.  Julie liked putting her foot between my legs, rubbing her toes through my wet slit, and then kicking me with a hard little blow.  Eventually I ended up on the ground, crying and moaning, with Mayra holding open my legs while Julie finished using me as a football.  Then I was untied and ordered to use my tongue on each of them until they came.  The last thing Julie did before sending me home was slap my breasts until they ached with the same intensity my pussy did.  I never orgasmed and I crawled into bed that night so sore that I wasn’t sure I’d be able to walk right the next day.
 
    The next morning I groaned as I rolled out of my bed.  The vibroballs were still inside me, though turned off.  I made my way to the bathroom and took care of a few things, cataloging a whole host of low level but still deep aches that came from between my legs.  A quick check revealed some impressive bruises forming and my thick labia felt as if they had spent the night crushed between bricks.  I went back to my bedroom and stripped out of my nightgown to stand naked in front of my computer.  I set the vibroballs remote down on the desk top in order to check my mail.
 
    
 
   Breanne - On Thursday I want you to wear your hemp thong.  No doubt your poor, abused cunt is sore so I have decided to be kind and let you wear your chastity belt over the top of the hemp thong. This away if you have a moment of weakness you won't get yourself in trouble by removing the thong. Of course, you will lock the belt and leave the keys in your room after turning the built in clit vibe on to its lowest setting. I don't know if Kari has set you a toy for today but it would be a good idea to have your vibroballs inside you (on low also). 
 
    
 
   So how can you get out of the thong? Well you have to wear it up to at least midday but after that you can remove it simply by sucking the cocks of three strangers (make sure they cum on your face).- Barrett
 
    
 
   My hands trembled.  No… not the hemp thong.  I bit my lip and struggled to my feet.  The vibroball remote threatened to fall off the desk and I picked it up.  Closing my eyes, I turned them on, feeling the two spheres inside me begin vibrating softly.  I took a few more steps to my closet and the hauled down my toy box.
 
                 Almost a year before I had constructed, per instructions, a singularly diabolical toy.  It was nothing more than a piece of soft rope, perfectly measured to fit around my waist.  Attached to it however was another piece of hemp, this one constructed of the scratchiest, roughest, most basic plant material available.  Worse, it was thick, easily spanning an inch in diameter, making the second rope quite strong and very difficult to deal with.  It was tied to the back of the waist rope with a simple knot.  
 
                 I picked it out of the toy box and lifted it.  The thick scratchy rope was discolored and I could detect the musky scent of my own sex on it.  Carefully I untied the waist string, wrapped it around myself, just above my hips, and then retied it tightly.  The long scratchy piece of rope dangled down from the small of my back and with a quick bend, I grabbed hold of the loose end and pulled it up between my legs.  Then I threaded it through the very front of the waist rope hoop.  Then I pulled it taut.  I felt the thick uncomfortable hemp slip between my buttocks, spreading my ass checks until the hemp chaffed my anus.  Then it crossed to the front and I pulled it back and forth until my labia spread, parting for the thick hemp.  A final tug drew the line through my pussy and over my clitoris and I almost cried out as the rope sawed at my bruised petals. 
 
   I’ve always been good with knots and a quick half hitch was all that was needed.  Then slowly I tightened the crotch rope, ostensibly moving the knot further down the line until it was directly over my clit.  Already I could feel myself ripening, yet even then my arousal was tinged with acute sensorial overload.  Every tiny movement made the rope slip through my petals, across my clit, scraping at my bottom.  And then I pulled out the chastity belt.
 
   The first thing I had to do was remove the dildos from the chastity belt.  This only took a minute and then I was free and clear.  I stepped into it, pulling it up into place over the hemp thong, wincing as my movements began lightly tearing at my sex.  Finally I put the tiny padlock on it, making sure that it wouldn’t be coming off any time soon.  Lastly, I slipped my finger to the front and activated the one vibrator that wouldn’t come off the belt; the clitoral stimulator, in essence a built-in butterfly vibrator, similar to the one I had worn early during the assignment.
 
   Then I set the second padlock in place, making sure that access to the vibrator controls were blocked.  With the vibroballs buzzing inside me and the chastity belt’s clit bump shaking, I stuffed my trembling legs into a pair of shorts, grabbed a shirt, and headed outside for my chores.
 
   It was pure agony.  My pussy ripened immediately, my own juices soaking into the rope between my legs.  Every step caused millimeter length movements and with both keys back in my room, I knew that I would just have to suffer.  Fifteen minutes later I was leaning against a stall, hands between my legs, as a line of fire burned me between the legs, forcing me into a sort of orgasm that was one part pain and one part need.  With every thrust of my hips the rope sawed at my pussy, scratching my delicate and bruised petals as my clit was directly assaulted.  The vibrator caused even more movement, positioned as it was over the knot.  It didn’t take long for my clitoris to swell and begin chaffing.  
 
   It became readily clear that I was stuck in a bit of a circle.  I’d orgasm wildly, my hips rocking, moving the rope incrementally through my soft bits and agitating my libido into further heights, all while inflicting painful agony on myself.  Then as I recovered, the vibroballs, combined with the rope itself, not to mention the buzzing of the chastity belt’s clit vibrator, set me afire once again.  My hips would start rocking, enhancing the sensations I was already enduring.  My already sensitive flesh would react even more forcefully to the torment, blasting me into orgasm, which would set my hips rocking, moving the rope incrementally through my soft bits once more.  Like I said, vicious circle.
 
   By the time I finished my chores I felt as if someone had taken a band saw to my pussy and was diligently trying to fuck me with it.  My clit was on fire, my ass felt abraded, and my labia… gosh.  Frankly, it felt like my skin had been scraped clean.  And of course underlying this was the sensation of extreme arousal, as if someone had been licking me non-stop for hours, denying me orgasm.  It was an exquisite combination of sensations.  
 
   But I also determined that there was no way I was going to be able to handle it for any length of time.  Impossible.  Thankfully, Master Barrett had provided me a way out.  All I had to do was suck three cocks, all of them strangers, and take their loads across my face.  That was it.  Then I could remove the hemp thong.  
 
   I didn’t even go back into the house for breakfast.  I just jumped in the car.  There was a moment’s panic when I realized that I was going to have to drive with the clit vibrator on, which is not something I normally do.  So with my entire bottom half rocking in lewd thrusts as my pussy literally tried to fuck the rope stuck deep in my slit, I bit my lip and peeled off down the gravel drive toward the Farm to Market road that borders our farm.
 
   It didn’t take me that long to make it to the gas station up the road.  It was still early though and I sat there for ten minutes waiting on someone who I could blow.  Finally I got frustrated and just marched in.  The guy behind the counter looked at me, especially my strange wide legged gait, and cocked an eyebrow.  I went straight to the counter.
 
   “Can I give you a blowjob?” I asked.
 
   He was struck dumb for words, but nodded.  Then he didn’t move.  
 
   I let out an exasperated sigh.  “So where can I do it?” I asked.
 
   Finally he came out of his stupor and I followed him to the back storage room.  He opened the door and before it even shut behind us I was on my knees beckoning him closer.  I got his cock out and practically devoured it.  You have to understand my urgency was not caused by sexual desire.  I didn’t WANT the cock.  I had to have it to relieve the pain.  And let me tell you, that pain was quickly becoming an all encompassing force in my life.  God my pussy hurt!
 
   Sure, I know that it was just a combination of days of abuse along with the hemp thong.  I’m not stupid. I know that had I not spent two or three days with my clit clamped, or vibrated, or getting kicked between the legs, I’d be able to take the hemp thong.  But gosh, what did you expect?
 
   When the clerk exploded I yanked my head back, rather than let him go in my mouth.  Sure enough I caught the majority of his load across my face, cum dripping down my cheek.  There sure was a lot.  But I had what I needed.  I licked my lips, tasting a bit of his cream, then stood and thanked him.  Before he could even ask for my telephone number, I marched back outside, hopped in my truck, and drove off.
 
   I used a small towel to wipe off my face.  Master Barrett didn’t say I couldn’t, did he? No.  So I moved on down the road, looking for a likely place for more blowjobs.  Normally I’m a little hesitant to do sex stuff so close to home.  That gas station for example, is a common stopping point for my parents to get fuel.  It also seems that ranch land is disappearing fast.  Every time I turn around a new subdivision is popping up.  If this keeps up, my stripping spot on the side of the road is going to get pretty busy.
 
   I pulled into the feed store, a place I visit often, though rarely with sex on my mind.  I wasn’t really thinking straight. I just wanted to suck cock.  Sure enough, several pickups were already in the lot which made me think I’d have plenty of opportunity inside to find men who wouldn’t mind cumming on my face.  Of course, there was the risk that someone might recognize me, but I was willing to take that chance.  Besides, the community of farmers isn’t as tight as you might imagine.  It was more likely I’d run into someone who went to the same church.  So I wasn’t terribly concerned.
 
   I like the feed store.  Plenty to see and buy.  Everything from tack to seed to… well… feed.  It’s all there.  Lots of options.  Like that one ranch hand in the corner with the straw hat.  Or maybe that stock clerk.  Or how about that man?  Mmmmmm… oh yes.  Plenty to choose from.
 
   I selected the ranch hand as my first option and quietly approached him.  The greeting went just right and in moments I was leading him to the restrooms at the back of the store.  For the first time, I discovered that the restroom here was a single room, with a lock!  Fantastic!  It didn’t take long for me to fall to my knees and do my thing.  My pussy clenched violently again while sucking and sure enough, I exploded minutes before my second cock spurted.  Once more I jerked back during explosion and took the load across the face.  This time though some managed to drip into my mouth and I made a show of licking it up.  
 
   My ranch hand was suitably impressed and wanted a date, which I gratefully accepted.  What?  He was cute.  It’s not a crime, is it?   I stood, my hips still churning, my pussy in exquisite agony, while my partner left the bathroom. I went to the mirror and started wiping off cum.  I heard the door open and I turned.
 
   “Oh!  I’m sorry.  I didn’t know it was…  Breanne?”
 
   I froze.  Standing there a few feet away was Mark Gardener, an old friend of my dad’s and a fellow church goer.  He owned a farm a few miles away from ours and was quite involved despite his age.  A thinning crown of white hair crossed his freckle speckled skull and he was wearing blue denim overalls.  He looked the very picture of an elderly gentleman farmer.
 
   I finished wiping the cum from my face, trying to hide my acute embarrassment.  His entry had come to close to the exit of the ranch hand, which meant that if he hadn’t put it together yet, he would shortly.  
 
   “Uh… hi Mr. Gardner,” I said, my acute discomfort totally apparent.  “Um, I’ll just be a minute.”
 
   He nodded, but made no move to leave, standing there in the open door way.  You could tell he was working something out.  
 
   “Are you and John Creeger involved?” he suddenly asked.
 
   I blinked.  “Who is John Creeger?” He gave me an even more curious look.  “The young man who just left this room, Bre.”
 
   I didn’t answer.  The look on my face was evidently enough.  He gave me this disappointed expression and I could tell where this was going.  He started to turn and I jumped forward, grabbing him by the arm.
 
   “Mr. Gardner?” I said with breathless words.
 
   “Huh?” he replied, looking back at me.
 
   “Can I give you a blowjob?” I asked.
 
   You should have seen the look on his face.
 
   “What was that?” he asked again, clearly not believing his own ears.  I repeated myself and his eyes widened.
 
   “And why would you want to do that?” he asked.
 
   I looked down, trying not to twitch my hips and set off another round of orgasmic agony.  “I just want to.”
 
   He stammered something and then his words cleared. “I don’t think this is appropriate behavior for a lady such as…”
 
   “I’m a slut,” I replied sharply.  “Not a lady.”  I couldn’t control my hips and they were thrusting forward lewdly.  I reached up to my shirt, yanking it up, exposing my breasts to my dad’s friend.  His eyes widened in alarm and I moved forward.  Before he could say a word I locked the door and fell to my knees, pushing him backward.  My fingers scrambled at his fly.  It wasn’t easy to get his dick out.  He had on briefs underneath as well, but finally I managed.  He was already hard and I dove down and swallowed his shaft, my hands wrapped around his hips as I bobbed my head.  He groaned, not resisting even a little and as I slurped he slipped his fingers into my hair.
 
   It didn’t take long, but he exploded quite forcefully, and as I tried to pull back, he grabbed hold of my head and held me there, literally skull fucking me.  I gagged on his cream, trying to change my plan as I choked down his spunk.  Finally he was done and he released me, almost throwing me back.  I sucked in some air after swallowing and looked up, just a little stunned.  I was finished.  I could unlock the chastity belt. I could remove the hemp thong!  Freedom!
 
   Mr. Gardner was quickly stuffing his cock back into his overalls, all while shaking his head, muttering something about sin.  I cringed.  Every Sunday I saw Mr. Gardner emerging from the confessional and I had a pretty good idea what next Sunday’s revelation to our parish priest would be.  “I got my cock sucked by Breanne Erickson!” Mr. Gardner would confess.
 
   But to be honest, that wouldn’t be terribly bad, because I have no doubt what Father Richard would say in return.
 
   “You got your cock sucked?  That’s all?  Because Breanne is a really good lay!”
 
   There’s not much more to tell.  I scrambled for home and practically ran up to my room.  It took me a few moments to unlock the chastity belt and free myself from the horrific hemp thong.  My pussy was bright red and there were tiny scratch marks all up and down it.  But that shouldn’t surprise you, right?  I sat there on my bed, reveling in the fact that my only torment was the still buzzing vibroballs.
 
   And as for those?  Well… I enjoy them.  Don’t you?
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                 “All of them?” asked Robert.  I glanced up at the tall and handsome man, admiring his biceps, not to mention the taut pectorals of his chest.  There was something about this man that I found intriguing, and not just because he was buck naked, his cock at rigid attention.  Perhaps it was his total acceptance of his role as Kari’s sex slave.  Or perhaps it was our relationship, both serving in our style the blond thin lady we loved.  It’s hard to explain.              
 
                 I was already wearing the vibrating clitoral stimulator, known as a butterfly.  It was strapped on over my waist and thighs, sitting lightly against my already some what tender clit.  It had been there over two days, frequently active, though only on its lowest setting.  A little lower, my shaven slit sported a thin wire that emerged from between the soft petals and curled around my leg to my hand, where I was holding the remote.  It was set to low and my pussy was already clenching tightly around the two plastic egg shaped bullets inside me.  The vibroballs had been on for a good portion of the last two days, the second part of a diabolical method of denial that Master Barrett had so kindly wished to inflict on me.
 
                 “Yes, all of them,” I replied.  Robert shrugged and lifted the anal beads as I bent over the edge of the couch.  His touch was light and soft, but I still had to mentally force myself to open, to relax.  I’ve never liked things going up my ass, even cock, and taking eight rubber coated beads, each one containing a tiny motor, was not high on my list of things to do today.  Robert had used enough baby oil to make the penetration fast, if not easy and within a few minutes I was able to straighten.  I turned and looked at Robert as I felt the vibroballs churning, sending me spiraling upward toward the edge of orgasm cliff.  I reached out to him as I got close, the waves of desperation sending me into orbit.  But just as I was about to jump, or launch, or whatever metaphor you wish to use to describe orgasming, I turned off the vibroballs and then fell into Robert’s arms, shuddering.
 
                 “Wow.  And you’ve been doing this for two days?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded.  It had been brutal if horribly simple.  Master Barrett had instructed me to wear both the vibroballs (my double set) as well as the Butterfly vibrator.  The task was simple.   Turn on one of the vibes to low.  Suffer until I approached the edge, though not so close that I couldn’t control myself.  Once I was there, I was to turn the vibrator off, wait five minutes (which is just enough time to let the boiling water go back to simmer) and then turn on the OTHER vibrator, switching back and forth.  That way I was constantly wet, constantly in need, desperate from the very first moment.
 
                 And I had gone two days.  Oh, and by the way, I wasn’t allowed to cum.
 
                 You have to understand the first day was pure hell.  I’m used to being aroused, tormented, brought to the physical limits of sexual insanity, but this was just evil.  I could barely function.  The only time I could have the vibrators off was when I was driving somewhere or sitting with my family.  Worse, I had chores to do almost the entire day.  Do you know how difficult it is to drive a combine or set irrigators when you are on sexual edge?  There is no metaphor I can give you to describe it.  I was desperate, willing to fuck anyone and anything just to cum.  In fact, in hindsight, I have no idea why I didn’t just do it.  Perhaps it was the threat of whatever punishment Master Barrett would give me.  Perhaps it was fear that Kari might get some ideas. Or maybe it was something personal, the desire that I survive this on my own, strong of heart and will.
 
                 I ended up repeating a mantra I stole from Jim Henson’s movie Labyrinth.  “For my will is as strong as yours, and my kingdom as great.  You have no power over me.”  I’m not sure who I was saying it to.  Maybe the orgasm.  Maybe the vibrators.  Maybe even to Master Barrett. But I said it and it helped me.  I wanted to finish this.
 
                 Robert lifted the nipple clamp and set it delicately against my nipple.  The pincers bit down, but without the same sort of agony that my clover or alligator clamps seem to impart.  Instead there was just this crushing sensation that made it even harder to control myself.  Thank God I was in my five minute period of stillness, designed to give me the ability to go on.  
 
                 “Let’s hurry. I want to do this,” I said as Robert attached the other clamp.  I swung my breasts back and forth and then nodded.  “All right. I’m ready.”              
 
                 Robert took my hand and led me to the second bedroom.  Kari’s condo isn’t exactly like everyone else’s.  Her second bedroom wasn’t the depository of a spare bed, bureau, and night stand.  Her second bedroom was equipped as a torture chamber/ dungeon.  A wooden horse was along one wall.  A metal and leather “I” bench stood along another.  A crazy motorized stool with double dildos sat in the center.  And of course there were a pair of stocks.  But none of these restraints were our goal.  Instead Robert led me to the St. Andrew’s Cross at the back corner, a wooden “X” shaped restraint padded in black leather and fitted with enough metal brackets to secure me in practically any way imaginable.  
 
                 I leaned against it and let Robert secure my wrists.  He used heavy leather cuffs, the kind designed to support weight, so I figured he expected me to faint or collapse and didn’t want to break skin or hurt me.  At least, hurt me in ways not instructed by either Kari or Barrett.  A leather belt went around my waist.  Then to my surprise, he placed the support straps around my inner thighs.  My left leg went up first, bent at the knee, followed by the right.  Now instead of an X, I was left in the shape of the letter M, or approximately.  I protested.  I didn’t want to spend two hours like this!              “This is what Kari told me to do,” Robert said apologetically.  Kari wasn’t even there.  She was at work, no doubt deep in the designs for some rich schmuck.  Robert glanced up at the clock on the wall, no doubt the most horrible torture device in the room.  He gave me a smile as I hung there like a fucking art decoration and then asked me if I was ready.
 
                 “No,” I replied with just a bit of trepidation.  Part of me longed for this.  I was horny, so desperately horny, that the idea of finally being allowed to cum was a beautiful one.   But I was also aware that for two hours I’d hang there, vibrated beyond endurance, cumming as many times as I could.  
 
                 As I expected, my negative response meant nothing to Robert.  He started by turning the vibroballs back on, except this time they went to full power.  Instantly my pussy began convulsing around them, squeezing and rolling them through my well in sexual bliss.  Then his finger turned on the vibrating anal beads and a whole new earthquake joined the first.  My tectonic plates didn’t handle the second epicenter well and in moments I wasn’t just heading for the cliff of orgasm, I was hurtling toward it at breakneck speed and there was no stopping.              Suddenly the clamps on my nipples joined the fray, sending even more sensorial overload to my nervous system.  I cried out, stiffening and pulling on my bonds, hanging there twitching.  It took all of four minutes for me to reach orgasm and I’m surprised I took that long.  I exploded with Robert only a few inches away, watching with deep curiosity.  It was an incredible release, one of my most powerful ever, and I literally squirted cum across the floor.  Then I slumped in my bonds, spent, exhausted, and totally blown away.  
 
                 But as you can imagine, I wasn’t done.  With one hour and fifty six minutes left to go, I had to endure the vibrations, on high, the entire time.  Of course I was sort of out of it for the first ten minutes of that time.  My vision had darkened and most of my functioning thought centered on the fact that I felt pretty damn good.  But then the vibrations began to cut through the adrenaline and endorphin haze.  I felt a sharp pain at my clit which roused me and I bucked a little.  As my upper level thought processes came back on line, my brain realized that my nerves were still reporting stimulation, intense stimulation.  Worse, some of it hurt, some of it felt odd, and some of it felt really, really good.
 
                 Have you ever used an old fashioned typewriter?  You know, the kind with metal bars that move and strike the paper when you hit the keys?  It’s the reason that computer keyboards today have mixed up letters.  If you’ve ever wondered what “Qwerty” means, well… you can blame technology.  Typewriter designers mixed up the letters because secretaries were typing so fast that they were causing those little arms on the original typewriter to jam.  Imagine typing a word so fast that the arms all go up to strike the page almost in synchronization, only to get stuck, a mess of metal and ink.  The resulting imprint on the page would frequently be a mashed mess.
 
                 And that was what was happening to me.  My clit, my pussy, my ass, and my breasts were all reporting different sensations.  My brain started to overload. I began babbling, begging Robert to turn off the vibrators.  It felt slow to me, but in minutes I was super aroused again, shivering and jerking like someone being shocked.  All I knew was that I was going to pop again, and this time there was an edge.  
 
                 When I exploded the second time, I didn’t handle it as well as the first.  My vision blurred, I felt my blood pressure rise and go through the roof, and there was an edge that the first one lacked.  It was like a single line of fire, of pain, that encircled the orgasm.  And as I came back down from my heights, admittedly only halfway thanks to the vibrators, that line stayed, hurting me.
 
                 Robert pulled out a metal folding chair from the closet and sat down across from me, his thick and very hard cock straight up.  He poured some oil on his hand and began masturbating in long slow movements, designed not to let him explode, but to keep him tense and hard.  The visual stimulation to me was almost as horrible as the vibrators and I let out a loud keening cry as I was dragged back to the cliffs of orgasm and thrown off.
 
                 It took longer for each consecutive orgasm.  My body fought it, my brain couldn’t handle it, my clit felt as if it were being sawn off, my pussy was tighter than it had ever been and my ass was sore from clenching.  Eventually I lacked even the strength to fight the next one coming.  By the time I managed my fifth orgasm, I was a little over a hour in and I went stupid, babbling, with eyes rolling and drool coming out of my mouth.  I couldn’t take it.  I actually passed out.
 
                 When I came too, I was still bound to the St. Andrews Cross, my legs still up, with every pore shaking under the onslaught of vibrators.  Robert was holding something nasty smelling under my nose and making sure I was still breathing.  The pain of my torture hit me like a freight train and I screamed out loud, shouting at Robert to let me up.
 
                 But there are no safe words at Kari’s place.  Had I gone to Julie’s, I’d have at least been able to set limits.  Here, it was Kari’s desires that held sway.  It didn’t matter what I wanted.  Unless there was a medical problem, Robert would never let me down.  At least not until I was officially finished.  As I yelled, blubbering and crying, he stood up.  With strong fingers, he pushed a rubber band around my right foot.  I begged him not to, but then he began snapping the elastic against the arch.  The sting cut through me, mixing with all the other sensations.  But the newness of it, the cruelty of the torment added to the swelling need inside me and I came again a moment later, though I didn’t black out this time.  As my head was rolling and I was in lala land, Robert put a second rubber band on my other foot.  More harsh snaps followed.
 
                 It didn’t matter. I was done.  The sex was gone. It was all hurt by that point.  I still had ten minutes to go and I swung from my bondage alternately shaking and sobbing.  Too must stimulation.  Too much sensory information.  Too many orgasms.  Robert told me later I came seven times within the two hour window.  But there were two more orgasms as well, outside that time frame.
 
                 “Come on, Bre. I’m not allowed to bring you down until you cum one more time!” Robert urged me.  His hands were on my breasts, kneading them, lifting the vibrating clamps and pulling on my nipples.  He cupped my sex, pressing the butterfly against my clit and rolling it around.  All I did was whimper.  
 
                 “Please?  Please cum!  Just one more time!  Please Bre, I don’t want to have to hurt you,” Robert pleaded.
 
                 Hurt me?  I was already being HURT!  How the hell could he possible hurt me more? I glanced at the clock.  Two more minutes.  No fucking way was I cumming again. 
 
                 Robert too kept an eye on the clock.  The moment my second hour passed he was touching me.  His hands tugged the vibrating clamps from my breasts, sparking new pains as the blood rushed back into my crushed nipples. He cupped my breasts, kneading them and then bending down to lick each tip.  I looked up at him, our eyes meeting.
 
                 “Fuck me,” I whispered.  
 
                 He shook his head.  “Fuck me and I’ll cum,” I begged.
 
                 “I can’t, Bre!  Kari will find out.”  He twisted my nipple, sending another wave of agony through me.  I screamed and when he let go I was panting.
 
                 “Put your cock inside me, damn it!” I hollered.  I could feel him against me, the tip of his prick bouncing around near my pussy.  
 
                 The look of indecision on Robert’s face was almost torment enough.  But then he reached down and yanked the vibroballs out of me.  They clattered to the floor, shaking like mad.  But I didn’t care.  His thick and hard manhood entered me as he bent his legs and thrust deeply into my depths.  His eyes glossed over and he moaned, enjoying the sensation of total penetration.
 
                 It was enough for me.  I exploded a moment later, wrung out and exhausted.  Robert left me hanging there while he continued to pound away until he too orgasmed in glory.  He pulled back as he came, splattering my open loins with his cream.  As soon as he recovered, he was there, pulling me free of the St. Andrew’s Cross and pulling out the vibrating anal beads.  He also turned off the butterfly.  Silence reigned as he dropped me gently on the couch.
 
                 “Breanne?” he said a few minutes later.  I blinked, rousing from my dazed lethargy.  Parts of me hurt.  Parts of me felt as if they didn’t exist.  Parts of me felt detached from reality.
 
                 “I’m really sorry, but Kari wanted me to make sure you were following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1.  You know you have to keep a sex toy inside you.”
 
                 I groaned.  “Please. I can’t.  Not right now, Robert.  You understand, right?”
 
                 He patted my leg.  “Is there a medical reason to refuse?” he asked gently.  I glared at him.  He knew damn well there wasn’t.
 
                 “We are already in so much trouble…” he started to say.
 
                 “So what’s a little more?” I asked with a grin.
 
                 Robert shook his head sadly.  “Doesn’t work that way, Bre.  You know that.  So unless you’ve got medical reasons, spread your legs for me.”
 
                 With a trembling bottom lip I spread my legs, putting one foot up on the back of the couch and the other on the floor.  I have to give Robert credit, he was gentle.  Slowly he probed between my legs with the thick dildo, working me softly until the first three inches were embedded inside me.  Then he began pushing and the hard ache between my legs returned in force.  I groaned and it was only Robert’s shoulder and hand that kept me from closing my legs.  Unable to protect myself, I gasped as he shoved the dildo in the rest of the way, a full ten inches of hard rubber cock buried deep.  Then for fun, he pumped it in and out a few times, just to make sure that I was already wet and ready.  My leg fell as he let go and I pressed my thighs together.
 
                 “You all right?” he asked as I lay there panting.  I nodded.              
 
                 “Sorta,” I replied.  “I’m a little tender.”
 
                 Robert smiled gently and kissed me one on the forehead.  “I suggest you leave then.  You don’t want to be here when Kari gets home.”
 
                 I blinked.  This was a first.  “Why wouldn’t I?” I asked stupidly.
 
                 “Because she told me that if you’re still here when she gets home she’s going to pussy whip you between fuckings and keep your legs tied open the whole time.”
 
                 My sex tightened around the dildo and I squirmed uncomfortably.
 
                 “And that’s without hearing about what we did,” he added gingerly.
 
                 I nodded.  “That’s going to come back to bite us, isn’t it?”
 
                 His head bobbed sheepishly.               
 
                 “Thank you,” I said softly.  “I think I’ll leave. I’m not up for a severe session tonight.  Besides, I’ve got things to do today.”
 
                 Robert helped me up and walked me to the door. “Anytime, Breanne. You know I love you.”
 
                 I glanced up at him, more than a little surprised.  “You love me?”
 
                 “Not like I love Kari, but I do love you.  I just wish I could have you without hurting you all the time.”
 
                 I laughed.  “But that’s what I like!” I protested.  I reached down and squeezed his cock. It was only semi-hard but I still liked how it felt in my hand.
 
                 “I know, but maybe one day it will be vanilla between us though.”
 
                 “Don’t hold your breath,” I muttered.  
 
                 To that extent, he took a deep gasp of air and closed his mouth.  His cheeks puffed up and he looked silly. I whacked him once on the chest and he grinned, letting out the breath.
 
                 “Dork.”
 
                 “I’ll tell Kari what you asked me to do.  Hopefully she won’t punish you too badly for it.”
 
                 I shrugged. “I’m ready for it.  Bring it on.”
 
                 Robert laughed, then kissed me.  “See ya later.”
 
                 “See ya,” I replied, then left.
 
                 And so I was done.  Simple.  Easy.  Terrible.  And wonderful.  Is it any surprise that I wouldn’t say no…
 
                 To another two hours?
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   During the 1890’s, there was a Russian physiologist named Ivan Petrovich Pavlov who noticed odd behavior coming from his test subjects.  He was investigating the gastric function in dogs and noticed that every time his lab assistant came in to feed the dogs, they began salivating before the food arrived.  In time, Pavlov realized that the dogs had been conditioned to expect food every time they saw that lab assistant.  And thus the psychological concept of “conditioned response” was born.  Most animals can be “conditioned” to have a reflex response to an outside stimuli: a gesture, a bell… a buzzer.
 
   I was sitting at my desk working on another write up when the buzzer went off.  I could hear it through the shut and locked door of my bedroom, coming from down the hall.  It was laundry day and the sound indicated that my third load of clothing was done.  I closed my eyes, dreading the next few minutes.  My chest started heaving as my body prepared for the coming pain.  As I lifted my hands, I noticed my fingers trembling.  It wasn’t the first time I had done this, but the sixth or seventh. I had lost track.  My fingers grasped the black metal binder clips that were delicately but firmly attached to my nipples and pinched them open.
 
   It was tough to keep from screaming as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips of both breasts.  I did fall over though, smacking my head into the wood of my desk, just barely missing the opportunity to leave an imprint of the computer keyboard on my forehead.  I dropped the binder clips on the desk, listening to their clatter as the buzzing from the dryer continued, calling me.  I didn’t want to get up.  I SO didn’t want to get up.
 
   “Bre!  Breanne!” my mother called from downstairs.  “The dryer is done!” 
 
   I rolled my eyes.  “I know!  Thanks!  I’ll be there in a minute!” I called down, trying to keep the stress out of my voice.  I took a shuddering breath, ignoring the throbbing of my nipples.  I tugged down my shirt, covering my bare breasts.  I smoothed down my skirt.  Then I stood up.
 
   The slipping sensation hit me immediately, only to stop in what can only be described as blinding pain.  My fingers tightened on the desk as I grimaced, my hips churning in a lewd and quite sexual motion.  My clit felt as if it were being torn off my body as my pussy tightened convulsively around the foot long Core Driller dildo that was now only partially embedded inside me.  I gasped, then bit my lip in an effort to keep from wailing.  My hips continued to rock violently, which did not help things one bit.
 
   I had been suffering for the entire morning, responding to the buzzing alarm of the dryer with regular agony.  It had all started with a simple chat message from Master Barrett, one that I have come to both appreciate and fear.  “I’m feeling sadistic today,” he informed me politely.  I braced myself.  It was early and it was laundry day, meaning that I had already done my morning chores, stuffed to the brim with my Husky dildo held in with a pair of panties.   Light, easy, with no pain.
 
   That changed in a heartbeat.
 
   The first thing that changed was that the insertion of my four inch butt plug had been ordered.  I’m not a fan of things in my ass, but I was hardly in a position to refuse.  Then the Husky dildo came out, only to be replaced by my Core Driller dildo, which was two inches longer and quite a bit thicker.  This replacement was a compromise of sorts, since Master Barrett had wanted me to wear my jumbo alligator clamp, attached to my clitoris, weighted to keep me hurting and swinging.  And yet, when I pointed out to him that I couldn’t wear the clamp AND the panties, which were holding the Husky dildo, we ended up making a compromise.
 
   Well, actually, he compromised and I was tortured even more.  So instead of the Husky, I was stuffed with the Core Driller. Instead of panties holding in the thick rubber cock, I had attached a four inch chain and D clip from the metal ring at the base of the Core Driller to my alligator clamp.  So every time I stood, a decent six pound dildo tried valiantly to slide out of my pussy, only to be stopped short by the chain, which was attached to the jumbo alligator clamp, which was biting down on my clit with sharp metal teeth.
 
   Walking was a nightmare.  Every step caused the chain between my legs to tug painfully and there was this constant sensation of the dildo falling out and being fucked all at the same time.  Combined with the almost unbearable pain of having so much weight hanging, even if only partially, from my clit, and I’m surprised I was even functioning on a conscious level.  You’d think I’d have been on the floor in a fetal position, drooling or something.
 
   The dryer buzzing had stopped but I took a few steps toward the door.  Out of twelve inches of rubber cock, at least five had slipped out of my sex and the arrestor chain that was connected to my clit was pulled taut.  I could feel the metal teeth of the clamp tearing at my sex and it was only with great willpower that I was even able to make it to the door.  Every step was another brush with both pain and sexual desperation.
 
   Yes, sexual desperation.  I know it’s tough to imagine, but I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Being hurt, at least being hurt in certain ways, at certain times, turns me on.  Don’t think I’m going to lust after your cock if you come over and break my arm.  But at that moment, with my clit pinched tightly between those metal jaws, tugged painfully downward, while my hungry and incredibly wet pussy tried to keep that dildo embedded as deeply as possible, I was a contradiction in terms.  And after four or so hours of non-stop stimulation and torture, I was right on the edge.
 
   I assembled some sort of cloak of respectability around me.  After all, my family was home.  I padded down the hall and looked down the stairs.  I almost wished I could take advantage of my father’s stair lift, a motorized seat that allowed him to rise to the second floor with little effort, or go back down.  But how would I explain my need?  “I’m sorry Mom, but I took Dad’s lift because I was afraid my dildo would slide out and thus rip off my clitoris.”  I blinked.  Not an explanation I wanted to give.  So instead I took the first of a dozen or so steps, shards of exquisite agony exploding between my legs and making my arousal even more of a problem.  By the time I got to the bottom of the staircase I could detect the sweet musky scent of my need and I hurried, as much as the dildo and clit clamp would allow, to the utility room.
 
   It didn’t take me long to unload the dryer, put a wet load in, set up the washer with the whites, and then make my long way back upstairs to my bedroom with the dry laundry.  They needed folding.  Climbing the stairs was even more agonizing and I had to stop halfway up to catch my breath.  Finally I made it back to my room, closed and locked the door, and tossed the basket of clean laundry on the bed.
 
   You might think, “Wow, at least it’s over.”  Right?  But I knew better.  My torment, my punishment, my problems had only just begun.  I shuffled over to my chair and prepared to sit down.  Most people don’t have to prepare, they just do it.  But in my case, it was an absolute necessity.
 
   I groaned out loud as the five inches of Core Driller dildo immediately and deeply re-penetrated my depths.  The tip of the dildo slammed into my cervix and I had to rock, which of course tugged on the chain that was no longer taut between my clit and the dildo.  But the new position literally pulled the alligator clamp chewing on my sensitive nub to the side, sending new slivers of pain through my loins.  I couldn’t help it.  It didn’t matter if it hurt.  I started to bounce, literally standing up in my seat as my hands went to my breasts to lift my shirt.
 
   I stopped my up and down gyrations only long enough to put the binder clamps back on my nipples.  The very different pain shattered a few more barriers and finally, for the first time that morning, I felt the sexual pressure overwhelm the pain.  They began to combine in dark swirls.  I put my knuckles between my teeth, the climax of orgasm making me shake and cry out.  I rose and then dropped down as hard as possible, my body shuddering in release.  
 
   It took a while, but it was the pain that brought me back through the sex induced euphoria.  Everything hurt.  My clit felt as if it was being chewed on by a shark.  My pussy felt bruised, as if I’d been fucked by a baseball bat wielding lesbian “butch”.  My nipples throbbed in crushed oblivion, and my ass… well my ass was so tightly locked around the anal plug that I suspected that I’d need medical assistance to get it out.  
 
   But I had cum, and that was what the last four hours had been all about.  Cumming.  I hadn’t been allowed to touch myself, to stimulate myself into orgasm.  The pain was terrible, but I stilled myself enough to pick up the phone.  I heard the ring on the other end of the line and then Kari’s voice greeted me.
 
   “Let me guess.  You are in a state,” she said.
 
   “How did you guess?” I asked, my voice tinged with the discomfort of my circumstances.
 
   “Oh, the fact you called at eleven thirty in the morning.  The fact that you sound desperate or in pain.  Do I need to list all the audible clues?”
 
   I shuddered. “No.  But I need permission to do something.  Barrett insisted,” I replied.
 
                 There was a dark silence.  “Barrett insisted?” Kari asked.
 
   
  
 

I swallowed.  “Yes Kari.”
 
   “What does he want you to do?” she asked.
 
   I took another deep breath.  Presentation was absolutely essential on this.  “Well, now that I’ve had an orgasm, I have to go down to the barn and do ten NHPS jumping jacks.”
 
   I heard a pencil scratching over the line.  “I see,” Kari replied.  “What else?”
 
   “I have to masturbate to another orgasm afterword,” I told her.
 
   “That doesn’t sound too bad.”  Kari seemed almost inattentive.  I sighed in relief.  If she had asked the details… I’d have been in trouble.
 
   “So what’s the catch?” Kari suddenly asked.  
 
   I trembled, my heart sinking.  “Catch?  There’s no catch,” I stammered.
 
   I could practically hear her shaking her head.  “No.  There’s a catch.  You wouldn’t be calling me for permission if that’s all there is.  No, this isn’t a normal case of jumping jacks.  Did he want the weights on you?”
 
   I swallowed.  “Yes.”
 
   “And clamped?”
 
   “Yes.”  I closed my eyes.  Please don’t ask more, Kari!
 
   “And I presume you’ll be stuffed?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, Kari.”
 
   There was another pause.  “Your Husky dildo?”
 
   “No.”  My voice had shrunk down to a tiny squeak.
 
   “This feels like I’m pulling teeth, Bre.  Either tell me or the answer is no.”
 
   I took a deep breath.  “I’m wearing my Core Driller, no panties and I’m using a D link and the jumbo alligator clamp to keep the Core Driller from falling out,” I said in a rush.
 
   “You’re WHAT?” Kari asked, clearly astounded.
 
   “I’ve got the Core Driller…” I started to say, only to have her interrupt
 
   “Did I hear you correctly?  You are holding the Core Driller in by attaching it to your CLIT with that damn supersized Alligator Clamp?” she demanded.
 
   I shrank down in my chair. “Yes, Kari.” 
 
   “And you want to do jumping jacks like that?  Are you fucking insane?  That will tear your clit and leave you bleeding in the middle of the barn you stupid twit!” Kari said violently.
 
   I grit my teeth.  “I don’t think that will happen. I’m pretty…”
 
   Kari ripped into me again. “I don’t care what you think because it’s pretty obvious you aren’t thinking.  What the hell was Barrett thinking for that matter!  I realize that you love the pain, but the two of you need to stop smoking whatever it that you are smoking and understand reality here.”
 
   “But Kari!” I protested.  “It’s just ten jumps.  I’ll space them out and go easy.”
 
   There was sudden silence.  “You’re serious.  You think you can do this, can’t you?”
 
   “Yes,” I said solidly.
 
   “No.  You can’t.  This is stupid.”  There was a moments silence on the other end of the line as I contemplated my options. I was feeling just a bit sullen.
 
   “All right, you want your clit hurt, so you’ll get your clit hurt.  But it will NOT be with the jumbo alligator clamp,” Kari said.  “Instead you will hold the Core Driller in with a clover clamp on your clit.  That way if it falls off for some reason, it doesn’t leave you bleeding and in need of stitches.”
 
   “But Kari!” I exclaimed.
 
   “No buts.  This is an order.  And tell Barrett I’m glad he made you check with me first.  Men.  Do you understand?  Use the clover clamp.”
 
   “Yes Kari,” I replied sullenly.
 
   “Good.  Don’t forget.  We’ve got another Society meeting coming up next week.”
 
   “I know.” Another society meeting. Great.  
 
   “Be safe, Bre.”  Then Kari hung up.
 
   I put my hands in my head and rubbed my face.  I still hurt, but I felt wrung out too.  Any confrontation with Kari left me feeling raw.  But finally I stood up, got my toy box out of the closet, and extracted my clover clamps.  It didn’t take much to free one of them from the chain and then I tugged my shirt down and once more endured the painful process of going downstairs.  The Core Driller slid out and every step resulted in another painful drawing sensation on my clit.
 
   Outside in the barn I once more lifted my shirt and crushed each nipple with the binder clamps.  Then came the painful process of changing out the alligator clamp with the clover clamp.  Clover clamps are a unique design, since the very act of pulling on them tends to tighten them even more.  So after gasping and having to sit for a few minutes on a hay bale after releasing the alligator clamp from my clit, I stood with the dark but even tighter pressure of the clover clamp crushing my tender nub.  Instead of biting me, the clamp was nomming me to death.  I stood up. The Core Driller slid out of my pussy and then stopped.  The clover did its job.  Surprise, surprise.
 
   I picked up the half pound metal weights and hung them on my binder clips.  The pain from my breasts doubled.   Then I put my arms down at my sides, closed my legs tightly and jumped.  My arms flew up as did my entire torso.  My ankles went wide and a number of things happened all at once.
 
   My breasts bounced, each with heavy weights dangling from the tips.  That hurt, sending shards of pain through my torso.  Down between my legs I actually felt the Core Driller go back up into me an inch before trying to come out even farther.  The chain halted it though, which of course put terrible pressure on my clit.  I let out a cry that might even have been heard inside the house a hundred feet away and between the walls of two structures.
 
   But before I could think about it, my limbs swung again and I snapped back to attention.  The pain was brutal.  My breasts felt as if they were being ripped from my body, by the tips no less.  But that was nothing compared to the pain I felt from the clamp on my clit.  The Core Driller dildo wasn’t light and the chain connecting my sex toy and my clitoris had snapped taut and sent the equivalent of having a sharp wooden stake pounded through my body.  
 
   I clenched as hard as I could as the next jump sent another wave of agony through me.  Any thought of sex went right out the window.  It just hurt.  Another jump caused my Core Driller dildo to go shooting out of me, the Clover clamp unable to find sufficient purchase on my swollen and still quite moist clitoris.  I collapsed on the ground, after just three jumps.
 
   I’m not sure how long I just lay there, trying to cope with the sensation.  The Core Driller was a few feet away, dirty and covered with hay and dust.  My clit was throbbing still, despite the fact that the Clover clamp had come off.  Fortunately the way I was laying caused the weights that were attached to the binder clamps on my nipples to rest on the ground, rather than continue pulling on me.  Slowly I rolled over, groaning as the weights came off the ground.  Everything hurt.  I didn’t want to do anymore.
 
   I rolled a bit more and reached for my dildo.  One half of it was covered in a layer of grime and plucked a few strands of straw off the thing.  I thought about shoving it back in, but the idea was just too gross.  I climbed to my feet, the weights dangling, and shuffled my way across the barn.  I pushed open the back door, stepped out into the bright sunlight, and bent over by the water spigot.  A quick sluice of the dildo cleaned it then I turned off the water and went back into the barn.
 
   Both my mind and my heart resisted when my mind told me to get on with the jumping jacks.  I sank down onto one of the hay bales, ignoring the prickling ends poking my bottom.  I spread my legs and gently, oh so gently, slid the Core Driller inward.   It took a moment.  I was still wet, but I had tightened noticeably with my antics.  Twelve inches of black rubber, widening to a good three or four inches at the base, is not something you just ram in.  At least, not when you’re already in a lot of pain.  I needed to stabilize, to build another protective shield against the agony of the jumping jacks.  And so with gentle movements I slid the Core Driller in and out, working myself steadily back toward orgasmic need.
 
   It didn’t take very long.  I wish it had taken longer.  But when I felt sufficiently aroused I forced myself to once again clip the Clover clamp to my clit.  This time the pain combined with the pleasure and I almost lost it, orgasming right then and there.  But I held back, straightening up and then standing.  Once more the Core Driller began to slip out but the clamp and D link held this time and only four inches slid out of my pussy.  I waddled into the middle of the barn floor, prepared myself, and jumped.
 
   I made two successful jumps.  My breasts hurt.  My clit burned.  And then on the third jump I repeated the entire escapade.  The Clover clamp just couldn’t handle the strain and with a snap my Core Driller fell out of me.  Gravity and my lubed interior were all the enablement the massive dildo needed to once more fall to the ground.  I cried out, falling to my knees, my hands at my crotch.
 
   This wasn’t working.  Once more, after collecting myself, I grabbed the dildo, washed it off, and worked myself back into a lather.  I still hadn’t cum, but I so wanted to.  But as I approached the cliff, the shield of sexual desperation back in place, I tossed aside the clover clamp.  I reached for my pile of clothes, and drew out the one thing I KNEW would hold the damn Core Driller in place.
 
   Putting it on hurt way more than the clover clamp did, but it held nicely.  I attached it to the D Link connected to the bottom of the Core Driller and then I stood.  Sure enough, the taut pull on my clit, combined with the weight of the dildo was more than enough to send waves of agonizing pleasure through me.  I gasped, moved my body into a straight line, then jumped.
 
   And jumped.
 
   And jumped again.
 
   When I finished my ten jumping jacks I collapsed on the ground.  Tears streamed down my face and my shaking hand went down between my legs.  It took every ounce of strength left in my soul to keep from removing the alligator clamp from my clit.  I didn’t even look at it. I was scared about what I might see.  Instead I unclipped the D Link and then began to rapidly, violently even, fuck myself stupid with that dildo.  I even pressed on the bottom plug, wiggling it around as well.  There was that perfect moment when everything comes together, like a stew with separate ingredients and then I gasped, exploding in a mixture of sweet pain, drenching need, and exhausting exhilaration.  
 
   It was ten minutes later before I even moved.  Once more I reached down between my legs, but then cursed slightly as I remembered the rubber bands.  Of course Master Barrett had insisted that the soles of my feet be tormented too.  But why AFTER I came?  It just was mean.
 
   I reached down and snapped one and it did hurt, but I was too sore, too tired, too drained to do any more.  I climbed to my feet with a shudder and put on my clothes, taking off the damned binder clamps and heavy weights.  Sure enough the Core Driller slid partially out, held in place with my alligator clamp and I closed my eyes, blocking out the pain.  I opened the barn door and limped my way across the yard.  
 
   To my surprise, my mom’s car was gone.  She had come out of the house while I was torturing myself?  Thank God she hadn’t heard me screaming and come to investigate!  But with ginger steps I climbed the porch and then went in the kitchen door.  I was headed to my bedroom, but as I stepped into the living room, my father glanced over at me from the computer.  He took just one look at me, shook his head, and chuckled.
 
   “Feel good?” he asked me.  I must have looked a wreck, what with blotchy cheeks and tear streaks on my face.  I looked down at myself.  My shirt was disheveled and my nipples were hard bumps on the cotton. My skirt was half askew and I could feel the Core Driller base rubbing against my thighs.  No.  I did not feel good.  My clit was throbbing in building agony and I wanted it off.  Damn the fucking rubber bands!
 
   I kicked off my flip flops and walked straight over to my dad.  “Ten each,” was all I said.  Then I turned around, bent over his desk, and lifted my right foot, setting it against his knee.
 
   I didn’t hear a word from him, but I knew what was going through his mind.  My skirt was short enough that he would easily be able to see the base of the Core Driller, and perhaps even a bit more.  The rubber bands still around each foot were plainly visible.  I rested my upper body weight on his desk and then I felt his hand on my ankle.  His fingers stroked my leg, moving up until he got to the back of my thigh.  I stiffened, wondering how high he would go, but then his fingers left me.  Instead I felt my skirt move and a cool breeze blow across my bottom.  Then his hand found my foot again and I felt the rubber band pulled.
 
   The sting hurt, at least a little, on that first snap.  The second, third, and fourth were consecutively worse.  By the time we hit five I was wriggling, trying to keep from yanking my foot away.  When he finished I wasn’t sure I’d be able to use my right foot to even walk.  He pushed it off his lap and when I lifted my left foot, he slapped his hand against my bottom.  It landed on bare skin and I knew he had moved my skirt up enough to expose me.
 
   “No.  Turn around and sit on the desk.  Then lift your foot.”
 
   I did as ordered.  I knew what was happening.  I couldn’t stop it.  I twisted, pushed up on my toes, and sat down in front of him.  I lifted my left leg and my skirt rose, exposing my pussy, my alligator clamped clit, the dildo, everything.  My father’s eyes widened and he started to reach for my foot, but then his eyes narrowed and he peered into the shadow between my legs.
 
   “Are you bleeding?” he asked, his voice moving from arousal to concern.
 
   “What?” I asked with a ragged gasp.  I looked down and lifted my skirt, exposing myself to the light.  I didn’t see anything, but then I pinched open the alligator clamp.  Flecks of red spotted my labia and I found the cut a second later.  It wasn’t gushing. It was just a tiny laceration where one of the alligator clamp teeth had sunk a little deep.  But since I had taken off the alligator clamp, the pain had hit me twice as hard, the blood seeping back into my crushed nub.  
 
   My father seemed mollified, but slightly disturbed and refused to give me any more snaps.  He ordered me upstairs to take care of myself and I stood, once more covering up my abused loins as I limped upstairs, the Core Driller dildo in my hand.  When I got to my room, I moved to my chair.  With a sigh I propped up one leg.  Then with great patience, I put the tip of the Core Driller back to my sex and slowly worked it in.  I lifted my skirt as I sat down and felt the full twelve inches go deep.  I wiggled my hips.  The anal plug was still embedded in my ass, and there wasn’t a lot of room in there, but it still felt good.  I bounced in my chair.  The binder clamps went back on my breasts, my eyes closed as I hissed through my teeth.   In moments I was cumming, exploding with my fingers gripping the edge of the desk.
 
   And as soon as I was done, I reached down and snapped the rubber bands.
 
   Laundry day was tough. But you know that.  I kept the Core Driller in for the rest of the day, except I used a pair of panties to hold it in.  The anal plug stayed in as well, keeping me stuffed with enough rubber to make me feel like some sort of plastic model.  My clit… well… that needed time to recuperate.  And of course every time I came, I had to snap those damn rubber bands.  
 
   I didn’t tell Kari about the Alligator clamp though.  And I was healed enough by the time the Society of the Golden Rose met, but still… she may read this little tale.  And if she does… she’ll punish me.  Hard.
 
   But that doesn’t matter.  I know what I had to do.  And I’d do it again.  As for Kari’s punishment?  Well, I’ll deserve, it won’t I?
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                 Not to be irreligious, but I’ve always wondered what was going through Jesus’ mind when he was forced to carry his cross up to Golgotha. I mean, seriously, talk about psychological torment on top of physical.  He KNEW he would shortly be NAILED to the damn thing.  I’m surprised he didn’t just throw it down, glare at the Roman soldiers and say “Fuck you. You carry it!”  I mean, that’s what I would have done.  Of course I’m not Christ, not by a long shot.  And my cross wasn’t exactly a twelve foot piece of heavy lumber.  It was just a cooler.  Granted, it had a twenty five pound block of ice in it, but still, that’s not like a cross.
 
                 I didn’t carry it far either.  My cooler has wheels, which I think was a brilliant addition on the part of the manufacturer.  I’ve heard of bad things happening while carrying coolers with twenty five pound blocks of ice in them.  I didn’t want to slip a disc or something, right?
 
                 But still, there was something… diabolical in being dispatched to bring the instrument of one’s own torment back to the condo.  Wasn’t it enough that I would shortly be mounted on that block of ice?  Mounted might be too strong a word.  After all, it wasn’t like it had a cock or anything.  No, perhaps the better word might be “riding.”                I stopped in front of the door.  A large white oleander bush concealed the front porch from the street, a nicety I appreciated. I grabbed hold of my halter top and yanked it upward, baring both breasts.  My left nipple was normal, but my right breast sported a golden hoop that pierced the tip, as well as a small charm-sized padlock baring the black enameled logo of a rose.  I shoved my halter into the small bag I had brought with me and then peeled my shorts down off my ass.  There weren’t any panties and the shorts were skin tight.  Those went down to my flip flops, which I stepped out of at the same time.              Naked, I once again grabbed the handle of the cooler and knocked sharply on the door.  It took only a moment before it opened and I grinned as I saw Robert in the entranceway.  He was a large man, with ripped pectorals, thick arms and legs, and not an ounce of fat anywhere on him.  He’s handsome, clean shaven, rugged, and his cock is seven and a quarter inches long.  I know.  Kari and I measured him once.  As usual, he was buck naked, except this time his cock wasn’t exposed.  It was wrapped snug and secure in one of Kari’s leather and steel bondage devices and the exposed tip of his cock stuck out at me, practically begging me to get down and lick the large red colored head.              “Hi Robert!” I said with a grin.  “You look a little desperate.” 
 
                 He laughed, nodding and reached out to take the cooler handle from me.  “It’s been awhile for me Breanne.  Kari and Mistress Savanah have been letting Kylie torment me.
 
                 I blinked. “Kylie’s here?” I asked, quite surprised.  Kylie was one of the other girls from the Society, a sweet little petite brunette who could have passed for a high school cheerleader despite her twenty three years of age.  She still shopped for clothing in the juniors sections.  She and I had a special relationship.  Granted it was mostly due to the fact that we spent a decent amount of time with our faces between the other’s legs, but I really liked her personality.  After the Society had evolved into something less brutal and more relaxed, Kylie had blossomed into someone almost as sexually deviant as me.  She wasn’t as much into the whole masochism thing, but you should see that girl get off at being humiliated in public!  
 
   “Yeah.  She and Mistress Savannah have been here for over an hour,” Robert replied with a look of chagrin.  I took a closer look at Robert’s cock and saw the glistening signs of moisture and figured that Kylie had been doing exactly what I WANTED to do for the last fifty or so minutes.  Awesome for Kylie.  Not so awesome for Robert.  Poor guy.
 
   I followed him into the condominium and was blasted by the cool air.  Kari had the temperature set at seventy three and the disparity between the ninety nine or so outside and the room temperature was quite enough to harden my nipples.    I suppose it serves a purpose though and I avoided both pinches and ice to get those raised little bumps.  The room was dark, but lighted enough to see, and my eyes immediately locked on Kylie, who was kneeling naked in the center of the living room floor.  Like me, her right nipple was also pierced, sporting the exact same gold padlock.
 
   She was also stuffed with a something motorized because I could see the wires coming out from between her legs.  Mistress Savannah was sitting on the easy chair next to her, leaning forward, holding a remote control box and I grinned as Kylie smiled at me, trying to repress her twitching.
 
   “Hi Kari!  Hi Mistress Savannah!” I said brightly as I came around the sofa.  Kari was sitting there in a patriotic colored tee shirt and white shorts.  Red, white, and blue stripes crossed her breasts in cotton colors and I fell to my knees in front of her, leaning forward.  Kari’s eyes found mine and for a moment I was breathless.  The intensity of her gaze, the depth of emotion in it overwhelmed me.  Sometimes it’s easy to forget how much Kari loves me.  Sometimes it comes back and smacks me in the face like a paddle on the rump.  I started to smile, to bask in that warmth, when suddenly her eyes changed.  She still loved me, but there was something else there.  She reached out and grabbed hold of the padlock on my right breast and gave it a half twist.  A distinct discomfort shot through my breast and I held still, hoping she wouldn’t twist it any farther.
 
   “I saw your twitter feed yesterday,” she whispered, so softly that I doubted anyone but me could hear her.  I winced, and not because of the twisting of my nipple.  Yesterday Kari had ordered me to wear my Rotating Venus Penis, a specific sex toy designed to spin as well as vibrate.  I had sort of tricked Master Barrett into allowing me to cum that morning, instead of enduring the slow stewing and public orgasm that Kari had originally intended.  Master Barrett hadn’t been pleased either once he dug a little deeper and discovered that I had deceived him.  So instead of an easy, if socially embarrassing Harry Met Sally Moment somewhere, I had to keep the RVP on its highest setting whenever I wasn’t driving or with family.  In essence, I had spent most of the previous day orgasming. 
 
   Which was actually not so bad.  It meant that I was braced for today.  The likelihood of my cumming quickly was cut in half.  Of course, I might have overdone it too.  Fourteen orgasms in one day is, after all, a lot.  I smiled at Kari, trying to formulate an apology.
 
   “And then there is the issue of your latest assignment posting,” Kari hissed, giving my nipple another half twist.  I winced and clenched my teeth, trying not to squeal.  Pain shot up through my breast and I tilted slightly to the left to try to relieve some of the pressure.  It didn’t help.  I knew exactly what she was talking about too.  I had put the jumbo alligator clamp somewhere, doing something dangerous, and she didn’t like it.  
 
   “Today is not going to be easy on you,” Kari said, a bit louder this time.  Then she released my breast and I sagged down.  A residual ache seeped up from the tip of my breast into my shoulder and I resisted the urge to massage myself.  Kari looked back over her shoulder at Robert.
 
   “Would you pleased get the ice set up like we discussed?” she told him.  I kept my eyes down but knew he had nodded obediently.  I heard the plastic wheels of my cooler running over the carpet.  A moment later the sliding glass door leading to the porch opened and then he was out in the morning heat.
 
   “I think Breanne should greet Kylie, don’t you, Kari?” Savannah asked politely, with her southern drawl.  Kari nodded and I turned around and crawled over to where Kylie knelt, still shaking from whatever torment was going on inside her.  
 
   A greeting amongst the slave girls of the Society of the Golden Rose is a simple affair.  It basically involves a very wet, very deep French kiss, while at the same time inserting at least two fingers into the sex of the person you are greeting.  It’s a nice, very erotic, intense greeting and I’ve experienced quite a few of them.  Some of the mistresses even like watching the greetings develop into outright sex.  I’ve made love to Kylie a few times like that.
 
   I knelt in front of her, my legs spread and she immediately leaned forward.  I felt her hand on me only a second before her tongue slipped into my mouth and there was the heady scent of her vanilla perfume.  I kissed her back as my fingers moved along her thigh.  She penetrated first though, slipping into my depths and finding the pair of ben wa balls I had inside me.  My own fingertips found a pair of vibrating bullets, two egg shaped objects that shook like mad inside her.  For fun, I pushed them around, wriggling my fingers like mad while my thumb repeatedly grazed her clit.  I knew if she had an orgasm Savannah would punish her.
 
   Evidently Kylie knew it too and pulled back right when she was on the edge of exploding.  Her face was flushed and her chest heaved.  A guilty look crossed her face and then she glared at me, well aware that I had just tried to get her in trouble.  I shrugged, a wicked smile still on my face.  Then I turned toward Mistress Savannah. I crawled to her and planted a single chaste kiss on her bare foot.
 
   I heard the sliding glass door open.  “Everything’s ready, Kari.” Robert announced.  Kari stood up and put her hand on my head.
 
   “Let’s go, Breanne.  Time to chill.”
 
   I swallowed.  I had known exactly what the ice was for.  It had been an assignment sent to me by one of my online fans and it was one that would cool me down.  I’m no stranger to ice. I’ve had it in me, on me, over me, and even through me.  But one thing I’ve never done is ride it.  Michael Alexander once wrote a story about his fictional “Breanne,” the one that’s supposedly me, going to a party and being abused with ice.  I live in south Texas and ice… well… it’s something you put in your tea.  Not in your slave girls.  Unless you’re Kari Anders.
 
   I crawled, following along as both Savannah and Kylie rose.  In a sort of July Fourth parade we went outside.  Kari’s backyard has this overgrown jungle sort of feel.  There is only a small glade of grass, surrounded by bamboo and juniper and Japanese maple.  As usual, the setting was perfectly arranged.  Two lounge recliners complete with matching cushions were placed at opposite ends of a low table, filled to the brim with cut watermelon and other more interesting objects.  Robert had run an electrical extension cord out and there was a fan blowing a light breeze.  My cooler sat in the grass, and there, right in front of everything, was a block of ice, sitting in a cardboard box, wrapped with towels.  Worse, one edge of the block was facing up.  And just so you have this correctly in your mind, there is a difference between a SIDE and an EDGE.
 
   I’ve ridden a multitude of horses before.  Most of them have been live animals, complete with saddle, bridle, and across a variety of terrain.  But there have been a few occasions when the “horse” I rode wasn’t alive.  In fact, in Kari’s second bedroom there is a full sized wooden block, cut in the shape of a triangular prism, one dulled but still intense edge, pointed upward.  There is nothing more excruciating than being commanded to mount the wooden horse naked, the oiled edge beneath you, standing on tip toe as your tormentors tie heavy weights to your ankles.  Then a moment later they tell you to prepare and the foot stools are yanked away.  Your entire weight comes down on that edge, biting into your sex, crushing your labia, pinching your clitoris, and then you begin to rock, riding the horse, back and forth trying to relieve the pressure.
 
   The block of ice was already starting to melt and Kari wasted no time in leading me over to it.  I wouldn’t be standing for this one.  It was just high enough that it could handle my kneeling body and I swung one leg over the ice.  I’ve had ice pressed to my sex before.  Heck, I’ve even had it inside me, freezing my depths and leaving me even more aroused than before.  But this was the first time the torment of ice was pared with the pony concept.  As I put my weight down on the ice, my labia spread and the burning cold of the frozen treat beneath me began to hurt.  My knees were an inch above the grass and I had no recourse but to tense my calves and try to lift up with my toes.  It made no difference.  
 
   I kept my arms behind my back as I was instructed and I began rocking my hips.  The ice melted even as my pussy went from agony to numbness.  The cold seeped through me just as the trickles of melt water soaked my thighs and tumbled down to the grass beneath me.  Just as I thought I couldn’t stand another minute Robert coughed.
 
   “It’s time, Kari.”  
 
   Kari ordered me to rise.  I did.  It wasn’t terribly hard, but my pussy felt as if I’d been locked in an iron box naked on an arctic expedition.  I stumbled to the side and Kari grabbed one arm and practically dragged me to one of the reclining lounges.  On the other side of the table Mistress Savannah sat relaxing, watching my torment with hungry eyes while Kylie knelt nearby.  I sat down as instructed, lying back in the lounger, my arms above my head, my legs spread to either side of the lounger frame.  Kari pushed on my ankles and my feet dropped to the concrete deck below, thus exposing me even more.  
 
   Her fingers dug through me, drawing out the ben wa balls that had been practically frozen in place inside me. I’d almost forgotten about them.  Her fingers and the movement didn’t do anything to relieve the arctic conditions prevalent between my legs, but as soon as the ben wa balls were tossed aside, Kari reached out to Robert who handed her something wrapped up in what appeared to be a wet dish towel.
 
   I’m used to a lot of different things, but I was totally unprepared for what came next.  I caught a glimpse of a vibrator as Kari twisted the base.  A mechanical thrum hit my ears and instead of pulling the sex toy away from the cloth, she kept the tip wrapped in the soaked cotton material, and pressed it to my clit.  Within seconds I understood what she was doing.  The towel the vibrator was wrapped in was totally waterlogged and from the heat washing against my sex, had spent some serious time in the microwave as well.  I cried out, my arms coming down as the warmth attacked the cold, cooking my clitoris and labia in delicate waves of sexual heat.
 
   Robert grabbed my wrists and dragged them back upward, holding me to the chaise lounger.  Kari clucked her tongue, her hand still working me between the legs.  She had locked one of my legs against the side of the lounger, just to make sure I didn’t move any further, and worked the vibrator in small circles around and over my clit.  
 
   “Kylie?  Can I please have the clover clamps?” Kari called out.
 
   I spared a moment to glance over at my fellow slave girl, who looked up from her position of subservience a few feet away.  Her face glistened and Mistress Savannah was naked from the waist down, oddly positioned in an almost identical copy of my own. Except while I was being tortured, Savannah was being serviced.  Kylie glanced at Savannah who nodded.  Then the petite brunette stood and quickly dug through the bag sitting on the little table.  A moment later she pulled out a pair of clover clamps, complete with heavy steel chain.  She held them out to Kari, who shook her head.
 
                 “Put them on Bre’s nipples,” Kari ordered.  “And give them a good tug.”
 
                 Kylie didn’t hesitate and a moment later I groaned as the cruel bite of the nipple clamps crushed the tips of my breasts.  Robert continued to hold my wrists and my pussy burned from the hot water soaked cloth and the vibrator.  Of course the combination of torment drove me over the edge and Kari even pushed the cloth and vibe into my sex, screwing me diligently with her makeshift heat toy until I exploded with a cry.
 
                 I felt wrung out.  The temperature torment between my legs had been more than enough to satisfy me, but even as I relaxed into sexual euphoria, Robert was lifting me by my wrists, dragging me forward.  I didn’t resist.  I knew this was coming, but I sure didn’t want to do it.  I was taken right back to that wet, melting block of ice.  He positioned me behind it, just like before and I was made to spread my legs.  To be gracious, he did lower me gently. But within a minute of cumming on the chaise lounge I was once again straddling the ice block, my knees a full inch off the ground, the majority of my weight again on my pussy.  
 
                 The ice had been cold the first time.  But now that my sex was warm, cooked to almost shower water temperature, the frozen ice was brutal.  I keened, folding over.  Robert kept hold of my wrists and eventually Kari came with a set of bondage cuffs, locking my arms behind my back.  Robert was sent inside with some whispered order that was too quiet for me to hear, and I frantically worked my chilly labia against the melting sharp edge of the ice block.  By the time I hit the five minute mark, I was shaking.  My body had melted a sort of saddle into the block and I slipped along it, rubbing myself like mad against the dull edge.  I couldn’t keep still and I found that with long slow thrusts of my hips that I could work myself into sexual agitation.  When Robert came back out, this time holding another item concealed in a kitchen towel, I was already close to orgasm.  Kari pulled me off the ice block, half dragged, half pushed me toward the chaise lounger, unlocked my wrists, and then deposited me on my back again.
 
                 I was put in the same exact position as the first time, except this time my wrist cuffs were bound to the top of the lounger cross bar.  My eyes were locked on Robert’s hidden surprise and I found myself tensing as he opened the towel and handed my metal dildo to Kari.  She held it gingerly, as if it were overly warm, and my eyes widened as she brought it down to my quite wet and very cold pussy.
 
                 I had received the steel dildo from Kari during college, a Christmas gift that had been made to order by one of her boy toys.  The dildo had started life as a solid steel bar, two inches thick, and nine inches long.  It had then been cut, ground to a taper, smoothed, and then polished until it shined.  It was highly susceptible to heat as well as cold and I can tell you that I’ve been abused with it a number of times before.  Kari would stick it in the oven for a few minutes, letting it cool just enough not to burn me before shoving it in, ostensibly trying to melt the ice cube she had just stuffed inside me.  Or she would leave it in the refrigerator for an hour, making sure that when I finally was tied down, legs open, unable to stop her, I would be screaming at the cold burn.
 
                 So this was a little different.  She poured a bit of oil over the dildo, smearing it with a fingertip that she wiped across my clit.  Then with a look of enthralled determination, Kari set the tip against the top of my slit and rubbed the tapered end down through my swollen, red, frozen labia.  I cried out, bucking of course, and even now I’m positive that there was a hiss and a flash of steam.  But even as I thrashed, Kari merely pinned me, shoving the dildo through my lower bits as if I were a shrimp on a skewer.  The heat translated into my body and I began lifting my ass off the lounger, meeting every long and hard thrust of the dildo, by Kari’s hand, with my own desperate need.  I exploded even quicker this time, which surprised the hell out of both me and my mistress.  Kari pulled the dildo out of me as soon as I popped and before I was even cognizant of what happened, Robert was dragging me back to the ice.
 
                 The next ten minutes wasn’t near as brutal.  My knees touched the ground, and while the ice was still pressed solidly against my loins, at least my weight wasn’t on the ice saddle.  I literally froze my ass off, but I tried concentrating more on what Kylie was doing to Savannah, than to my own sexual torment.  The petite little brunette was doing her absolute best to find out how many licks it would take to get to the gooey creamy center of the Savannah pop.  And from the way Mistress Savannah was moaning and writhing on the lounge chair, it was pretty clear that Kylie was close.  But what I liked was the fact that Kylie was lying on the chair too, half on, half off, her bottom sticking up in the air, gloriously tanned, sporting a few slightly faded cane marks.  I imagined myself going over there and sticking my own tongue into a tight crevasse.  How many licks would it take to get to Kylie’s creamy center?
 
                 I was deep in this fantasy and within a minute of cumming when Robert once more pulled me off the ice.  I had worn a full half of the block away and the “saddle” my loins had melted was incredible.  My legs however, were now no longer working right and Robert had to carry me to the chaise lounger.  Once more my wrists were separated only to be latched to the top of the chair.  My legs were forced open and this time Kari knelt down in front of me with just a bottle, a dark brown bottle.  A bottle I knew well.
 
                 I quivered.  It was Stinging O, a self-made concoction of grapeseed oil, cinnamon oil, and pepper oil.  It is not for the faint of heart.  I’ve used it as lubrication multiple times before, but it was the kind of thing that irritates and burns and enhances sex, all at the same time.  To my surprise, Kari poured a full teaspoon’s worth into the palm of her right hand.  She rubbed her fingers through it, spreading the oil. I blinked.  While the hand is nowhere near as sensitive as other certain places on the body, I can tell you that I KNOW she was feeling the heat of the oil.  
 
                 Then her hand dipped between my legs.  Two fingers slid through my petals, leaving a good portion of the oil on my labia.  Even before the burning began, she slid a third, then a fourth finger into me.  Her thumb found my clit, rubbing Stinging O over the nub.  I gasped as the heat hit me, but the rhythmic thrust of her arm was much more intense.   When her thumb left my clit and squirmed through to join the other four fingers, I cried out, lifting my ass off the lounger, giving Kari an even better opportunity to use me as a glove.  Her fingers curled and tightened inside me, clenching and opening, swirling as she made sure every inch of my insides had a bit of Stinging O to stimulate the nerves.  I’m not sure which got to me first, the oil or her fisting me, but it wasn’t long before I was lifting up, begging her to fuck me harder.  My body shuddered at the heat and the fisting and when I exploded it was with a terrible cry that even distracted Kylie from her position between Savannah’s legs.  Mistress Savannah responded to Kylie’s movement by grabbing the poor girl’s head and shoving her back down. 
 
                 Pay no attention to the redheaded girl being tortured.  Lick.
 
                 I was still on fire when Robert pulled me back to the ice.  I was in a daze and blinked as I looked at the block.  It appeared… whole.  Where was the saddle?  Why hadn’t it melted?  Did Robert get a new block of ice?  It took me a moment but then I realized he had turned the damn thing over.  As I was forced to settle down once more, I groaned as my weight once more was placed directly on my pussy.  My toes dug into the grass, trying to leverage a bit, but it was no use.  And without the melted saddle, the pain of the ice edge digging into my loins was magnified.  I burst into tears, the clover clamps swinging from my breasts with each sob.
 
                 Like it did any good.  I spent another ten minutes melting my way through the ice and only managed to eliminate a half inch or so.  With chilled loins and thighs, I rubbed myself along the ice, but this time, there was no sexual sensation.  I was a little tired.  The idea of ANOTHER orgasm was just too much.  I knelt there, shaking a little, and when Robert finally pulled me off and brought me back to the lounge chair I was barely responsive.  
 
   As soon as I was sitting, Kari pushed my legs apart and drew out her leather sap.  Her sap looked exactly like the one I had sitting in my toybox at home, which made sense since she had bought both of them at the same time and given me one.  Stitched black leather on a short handle made for a solid weapon.  Kari didn’t warn me to brace myself, or even to get ready.  Instead she merely snapped the leather paddle against my clit with sharp, rapid strokes.  The ache of flesh numbing cold disappeared under the onslaught in mere seconds and I began whimpering as the beating continued.  My hips rolled, thrusting upward.
 
   Normally, I respond very well to a blistering pussy whipping.  It’s my absolute favorite way of being struck.  It’s intense, very sexual, humiliating, and it stretches me apart, which is usually a turn on.  I cum quickly too.  But this time, with so many previous orgasms, very little in the way of foreplay (because the ice block is NOT foreplay, duh) and nothing penetrating me, the sap just hurt.  After maybe ten strokes I lifted my legs, closing them, an action that surprised Kari.  It surprised me too.  I didn’t consciously decide to do it.  My body did.  It’s called a reflex action and while I sometimes don’t put much stock in “reflexes”, Kari certainly does.  In fact, she apparently decided that I’d had enough.
 
   Which is why the vibrator made another appearance.  In short order Kari’s tongue was lapping at my clit while the vibrator dipped in and out of me.  I melted, the icing and pain I had absorbed flowed like water and ten minutes later I was once again the fiery sex slut desperate for a fucking.  I’m like that.  It’s actually sort of disturbing.  I’ve never understood how I have the ability to be turned on so quick; regardless of what hell I’ve just been subjected too.  
 
   I was getting quite vocal as I got near orgasm, my hips grinding up into Kari’s mouth as my chest heaved, my moans filling the little backyard garden.  Savannah was moaning too, her approaching orgasm causing her body to tense and Kylie to pick up the pace. My eyes locked on Kylie’s face, half concealed by Savannah’s thigh, even as Kari pulled away.  I didn’t realize it was coming of course, but then the sap impacted harshly on my clit even as I thrust upward in expectation.  The orgasm was too close and not even a brutal whipping was enough to keep me from cumming.  In fact, the hot strokes combined with the orgasm and launched me sky high.
 
   And then it was time for another trip to the ice block.  I couldn’t even walk.  My scarlet sex slid down to spread open on the edge of the ice and I cried.  Robert had to hold me down, his strong hands on my shoulders, keeping me from deliberately falling over, or just launching off the ice.  The burning cold between my legs was a tangible force, a cruel evil that I had no choice but to endure.  The ice block bit at me, digging up into my pussy with more force than I could take.
 
   And it was more than the ice could take too.  There was a snap and then I felt myself falling.  I cried out again, the pressure of Robert’s hands on my shoulders driving me downward.  My knees touched the grass and then the entire block of ice between my legs caved in, the spine of the “horse” broken.  I fell to the side as the ice tumbled away and even Robert looked on in surprise.
 
   But then Kari was there.  She lifted me up, ordering Robert to assist.  I was once again carried to the lounge chair, my wrists freed long enough to be bound to the top of the back support, my legs spread to the sides.  More bondage cuffs appeared and for the first time my ankles were bound to the chair, keeping me spread open and available.  I glanced down at myself.  My sex was red, and not just pink red, but scarlet red.  Between the ice, the whipping, the Stinging O, and the vibrator, my flesh was a riot of marks.  I was so cold too.  Kari leaned over to the bag, extracted my triple vibroballs, and slid them into me without so much as a word.
 
   They went to full power a moment later, but I was still chilled, even from the short time I was on the ice.  I could barely feel the rumbling toys inside me.  To be honest, I was done.  No more orgasms.  No way.  There was no way it was going to happen again.  I felt like I’d been through the wringer.  I lay there, eyes closed, barely cognizant of my surroundings.
 
   Which is why I didn’t see Robert plug in Kari’s purple wand.  If you’re familiar with the toy in question, great.  If not, it’s simple enough.  It’s an electrical stimulator.  You touch the glowing purple glass part to a person’s skin.  They get a little zap.  Or a big zap, depending on how powerful your wand is and how close you are to the skin.  Kari is a master of course, at inflicting all sorts of sensation on a person.  I admit, I like it when she uses the phallic attachment and pushes it up inside me.  There is a light warm tingle that makes sex into a very different experience.  But it isn’t painful. In fact, you can barely feel it.  But if she holds the wand an inch or so away from skin and slowly gets closer, incrementally, eventually the spark will jump the distance and that is like getting zapped by a bit of static electricity.  It can hurt.
 
   Now try having that done to your clit.
 
   Chilled, numb, tired, bound, overused, and raw, Kari abused my clitoris, shocking and stroking it in turn with the purple wand.  In less than a minute my sex went from arctic tundra to humid swamp and my still clamped breasts heaved as I strained against my bonds.  The chaise lounge creaked under me as I tensed, my hips churning.  The vibroballs were probably the catalyst, but I was once again shoved up the mountain, kicking and screaming, until I stood at the orgasmic abyss, staring down into the darkness of pleasure.  Metaphorically, Kari was standing behind me and with a grin and painful poke, shoved me off the edge.
 
   I exploded.  Again.  I had lost count.  All I knew was that I was falling, spinning out of control as Kari rubbed the purple wand up and down my slit, the vibroballs tossing inside me.  I felt parboiled, worked to a creamy froth as Kari tormented me.  And as I started to cum, she let spark after spark zap my clit so that I didn’t just fall, but was launched outward and down into oblivion.
 
   I didn’t pass out, but it was damned close.  They left me alone for a little while, and people moved around me, faces blurred and voices unrecognizable.  I was left bound to the chaise lounge.  I fell asleep, the soft buzz of cicadas and grasshoppers music in my ears and the bright sunlight warming me nicely.
 
   I’m not sure how long I was asleep.  Ten minutes?  Twenty?  I know it wasn’t longer.  But what I remember was the absolutely cruel and horrible way I was woken up.  Cold.  Blistering Cold.  Between my legs.  I cried out, trying to close my legs, only to find they were still bound open.  I gasped.  Kari was there, on her knees, between my spread thighs, pushing the cylinder of bottle ice into my pussy.  I clenched and tried to expel it, but it was no use.  I cried out, my bottom and hips shaking in freezing agony.  Kari snapped her fingers against my clit as I froze.  She held it in as I went numb again and it wasn’t until the bottle ice had melted and broken inside me that she pulled her hand away.
 
   And grabbed the candle burning on the table next to us.  Hot wax splashed down on my clit and labia and Kari’s face turned hard as I cried out.
 
    “This is for disobeying me with the Alligator Clamp,” she hissed.  The hot wax splattered across my labia, over my clit, even up my belly.   My mind reeled, working back to the assignment from a few days before when I had used my jumbo alligator clamp to hold in my Core Driller dildo during a set of jumping jacks.  It had been a deliberate disobedience since Kari had forbidden it.  More wax fell, coating me, sealing in the ice cold water.  I let out a scream, but Robert’s hand fell and covered my mouth.  A moment later a red ball gag was shoved in and buckled around my head.  Savannah and Kylie stood nearby, watching with both amazement and alarm.  I could see the look in Kylie’s face.  Desire and horror, all in one.
 
    “And this is for your little dishonesty yesterday with the toy,” Kari said, setting the candle aside.  Her hand picked the jumbo alligator clamp off the table and without preamble, let it close tightly over my wax covered clitoris, biting me painfully between the metal toothed jaws.
 
   I screamed.  The pain was incredible.  But the ball gag was more than enough to keep me from alerting the neighbors.  I shook like mad, the entire chair rocking and shaking as I thrashed.  Kari rarely pushed me this far but she knew me, didn’t she?  The vibroballs in my pussy… the clover clamps on my breasts… the alligator clamp on my clit… and a hot waxing after being stuffed with ice?
 
   And it was THAT orgasm where I passed out.
 
   I usually don’t pass out by the way.  It’s happened four times in my life that I can think of, and each time I was pushed past endurance.  When I woke up the jumbo alligator clamp was no longer attached to my clit; my nipples were tender and sore, but no longer crushed between the maws of the clover clamps; and Kari was tenderly peeling wax from my pussy.  Even the ball gag was gone.
 
   They freed me, but I didn’t move and eventually Robert carried me inside at Kari’s direction.  My head lay on his shoulder and I closed my eyes, wanting to feel the softness of Kari’s bed, of her soft fingers stroking me.  I felt him turn and then I was being set down.  But something was wrong.  The bed didn’t feel right.  Where was the 800 count silk sheets?  Where was the down comforter?  Why did it feel as if I were lying on a padded leather bench?
 
   I opened my eyes in fear and looked around the room.  I wasn’t in Kari’s bedroom.  I was in her dungeon, the second bedroom that she had converted to a torture chamber.  In one corner was the St. Andrew’s Cross.  A wooden stock stood against one wall near the closet.  A circular rimmed stool, no seat and sporting two rubber dildos took center stage.  A full sized wooden horse, with foot stools on each side and two milk jugs filled with sand was near the door.  And of course, there was the metal and leather “I” bench along the left wall.  It was on this restraint that I lay, with Robert carefully clipping my ankle cuffs to the metal cables.
 
   I realized the vibroballs were still in me after he turned them on, to medium.  He cranked the winch and my legs were drawn outward, into the splits, my thighs rippling and my body aching.  My wrists were bound above my head and as soon as I was properly restrained, my aching body pulled taut, toes pointed outward, my bottom already bouncing, Robert bent down, kissed me on the forehead with apologetic eyes, and then headed for the door.
 
   “Wait!  Please!  I’m not up for this!” I protested.
 
   Robert looked back.  “I know, Bre.  So does Kari.  She told me that we’d let you rest for awhile.”
 
   I stiffened.  “For awhile?” I whispered.
 
   He nodded.
 
   “How long?” I begged, eyes filling with tears.
 
   He shrugged.  “Until the next tray of bottle ice is frozen.  It won’t be long. Maybe forty minutes or so.”  He shook his head.  “That’s what you get for disobeying Kari.”
 
   Tears fell down my cheek.  I disobeyed Kari.  And this was exactly what I deserved.
 
                 Happy July 4th.
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   Desperation is a difficult thing to deal with.  It makes you a little crazy, a little silly. Perhaps it can even make you a little giggly.  Wait… is giggly actually a word?  Eh… who cares right?  But you have to understand that desperation makes you do desperate things.  It can make you careless, or carefree, or even just plain stupid.  My desperation right now is driving me absolutely crazy.  There are a hundred things I should be working on.  I could be writing out one of the assignments I’ve finished and I know you are waiting for.  I could be folding laundry right now.  I could be playing with Rachel.  I could be out riding my horse Star.   Or I could be tied down to a torture table with someone holding a vibrator to my clit and making me scream in orgasmic ecstasy for hours on end.
 
   But I’m not.  Instead I’m sitting here in front of my stupid computer, bouncing up and down, trying to type at the same time I’m trying to cum.  It’s just frustrating.  How did I get in this situation?  Or are you just wondering what situation I’ve gotten myself into?  Well it’s simple, and it all starts with the fact that I follow Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 combined with it being Friday.
 
   First things first.  Did you know that nympho humiliation pain sluts have rules to follow?  Well they do.  There are five of them, but only the first one is pertinent to today’s desperation.  That rule is easy to understand.   Nympho humiliation pain sluts are required to keep either cock or a sex toy of some kind stuffed between their legs, in order to keep them ready for sex at all times.  That’s it.  Easy huh?  Of course, good girls like me switch out the toy daily, and not for hygienic reasons, though that would be a smart thing to do.  Nope.  It’s so we don’t get used to the toy.  If the point is staying instantly wet and ready for cock to sink in deep, then wearing a sex toy so often that it no longer arouses you is stupid.  It defeats the purpose, right?
 
   So I switch out.  Most mornings my mistress Kari sends me an email specifying exactly what toy she wants in me.  But part of my problem is that I’m still getting used to my toys, all of them.  So Kari likes to add little stipulations to make sure that I stay wet and needy.  For example, if I’m stuffed with my vibroballs, she wants them vibrating.  Can you imagine trying to function with two vibrators rolling around and clattering against each other inside your sex, feeling as if a man’s fingers were gently caressing your insides?  All day?
 
   This morning Kari was just as cruel.  The toy for the day was my Husky dildo, a nine inch, flesh toned, rubber cock complete with a half ball base that made sitting slightly uncomfortable.  I guess I shouldn’t be so negative about my Husky.  I do like it.  I’ve worn it while driving the tractor, and on my horse, and frankly nine inches is a really sweet bit of sexual insanity.  You should try it.  Just make a rule that any time you are going somewhere, you have to put in a nine inch dildo.
 
   Or… I guess if you’re a guy, you can… um…  well.  See!  That’s the problem!  There is NOTHING that compares for a guy.  Look, if you really want, get your girlfriend to go to work with you, put her under the desk and tell her to suck your cock, to keep you hard, but not let you cum.  All day.
 
   LOL let’s see a guy handle THAT for eight hours!
 
   So at five in the morning I stood naked by my bed and I slipped the Husky Dildo in.  It felt incredible, especially after my previous day in ben wa balls, coated with Stinging O, along with forced masturbation every three hours resulting in clitoral orgasm.  See, there is a big difference between sex toys.  Ben wa balls are soft and easy.  Big old Husky dildo?  Not so much.  The worst part about wearing the Husky dildo is the fact that it won’t stay in by itself. So it has to be held in somehow.  Kari’s favorite choice for this isn’t shorts, or jeans.  Oh no.  I was directed to wear a loose skirt and a pair of panties.  Why panties?  Because Kari knows that the light cotton cloth won’t be strong enough to hold the dildo all the way in.  And that means that every time I’m standing, four to five inches of a nine inch dildo slides out of my sex.  The base rubs against my thighs and I’m left in sexual distress.
 
   But she also wanted me to suffer just a bit more.  On top of my panties I was directed to wear my butterfly clitoral vibrator.  On low.  That’s just cruel.  The butterfly is just a plastic bug shaped toy that sits directly above my clit.  Buzzing, it sends me in spirals of pleasure toward orgasm.  And when I slipped it on over my panties, the Husky dildo already sliding half way out, I felt the need to masturbate to orgasm.
 
   And that was where Kari’s last little instruction left me.  No touching.  I wasn’t allowed to move the vibrator, the dildo, or touch anything.  If I wanted to cum, I had to do it hands free.  And that was the clincher. I knew what she wanted.  She wanted me to bounce.
 
   Kari is well aware of the fact that sitting down on a nine inch cock is a bit like sitting on a fence post.  There is a distinct discomfort when the tip of the rubber shaft hits your cervix.  It’s tough to be comfortable with something that large inside you.  Of course, it could have been worse I suppose.  I could have been told to stuff my Core Driller dildo in there.  That’s a foot long and as thick as my wrist at the base.  So I’ll shut up now about size.
 
   I still had my chores to do, besides laundry, so I headed downstairs and outside, the rubber base of the dildo rubbing against my thighs.  Things proceeded exactly as you would expect.  I fed the animals, cleaned things up, and tried hard to withstand the steady onslaught of pleasurable sensation coming from my clitoris.  I made it halfway through my chores before I couldn’t stand it any more.  I moved over to a hay bale, one that had been soaked with my juices a couple of times before, and sat down.
 
   The penetration came as a shock let me tell you.  Sure, I was mentally prepared for it, but physically it was incredibly deep, and I went a bit fast thanks to “desperation.”  I bounced on the dildo, lifting up, letting it slide partway out before ramming it back in.  Talk about an unwieldy way to masturbate!  I’m not sure how many bounces it took before my fingers were pinching my nipples tightly through my tee shirt and I was screaming out in pleasure, but eventually I collapsed back on the bale and closed my eyes as the rapture washed over me.
 
   Sexual euphoria doesn’t last long when the stimulation doesn’t stop.  Most women will get sensitive when direct vibrations are applied to the clitoris.  I’m no exception.  Of course where I differ from some women is that while I get sensitized and irritated by the non-stop stimulation, the pain it causes churns something else inside me, another vehicle for orgasm.  And I’m suddenly locked into a loop of pain sex that becomes incredibly hard to escape.  I’m stimulated past the point of orgasm into it hurting, which merely causes me to become sexually aroused again.  I orgasm.  The stimulation continues, which makes me hurdle back up the path of sexual gratification once more.  Until I am too exhausted to even feel pleasure, I can be tortured and stimulated over and over until my brain explodes.
 
   I finished my chores with a light burning at my clit and a growing itch that only another bouncing session would fix.  By seven I was desperate again, so before I went inside I once more lifted my skirt, but this time I merely straddled one of our stools and bounced.  Much, much easier!  It was almost as if I were doing it by hand.  My calves ached from standing on tip toe and bouncing, but at least my immediate wants had been satisfied.  I headed inside and started the laundry.  
 
   And that’s where I am right now.  One load is done already.  The perm press is in the washer and I’m waiting for the darks to finish in the dryer.  As for the butterfly clitoral stimulator, well… it’s still buzzing away and I’m getting there.  Desperation.  I’m already starting to bounce here in this chair.   I know that the dryer will be done soon and I’ll have to stand up, the dildo sliding out of me.  Then I’ll come back and sit down again, driving it deep into my body.  I want that.  I need that.  Hell with this!  I’m standing up.
 
   And sitting down now.
 
   And up again.
 
   And down.
 
   And uppp…
 
   And ddown… 
 
   And………………….
 
   CCuumming oh god yess…..
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   The dungeon had changed.  Oh… not by a lot.  The wooden horse still stood near the door.  The classic metal and leather “I” bench was along the left wall.  The large side table was covered, as it routinely is, with an assortment of lit candles, paddles, saps, clamps, and other assorted knickknacks to be used on the victims present.  A heavy wooden “stock”, historically accurate of course, sat opposite the “I” bench.  Oh wait.  Should I call it an iBench?  LOL!  Wouldn’t that be funny?  Anyway, there was also the St. Andrew’s Cross in the corner.  All of that was the same.  But what was different was the item in the very center of the room.
 
                   Last time I had been here, a device made by Mike the Hardware Guy had been sitting in the prime position.  It had been nothing more than a stool frame with the seat removed and a double dildo fucking machine set underneath.  Sitting on that “stool” had been incredibly uncomfortable, yet somehow rewarding.  But that’s another story and you’ve probably already read it.  Needless to say, the stool and fucking machine were gone.  Instead there was a wooden pillar, in the same style as the stocks, yet a little rougher.  The base was just plywood and there was still a raw scent about the piece, as if it had just been put together and sanded the day before.  It sported a dark stain, but I could tell it still needed a waxing and a good polish.  At the top of the pillar was a crossbeam or support, padded in leather, and thick enough and long enough for me to sit on it comfortably, had someone helped me to keep my balance.
 
                   For a moment I thought it was going to be another device to straddle, putting pressure on certain parts of my anatomy.  But as I was still contemplating the new addition to my Mistress Kari’s dungeon, I got distracted.
 
                   Just a little bit.
 
                   Robert was groaning.  Kari’s live in boy toy, submissive male, and outright hunk is the kind of guy that most dominant women dream about.  He’s a day trader when Kari’s working and when she’s not, he’s the perfect submissive male.  He cooks.  He cleans. He works out.  He suffers for her sexually, allowing her to basically use him anyway she wants.  If Kari wants sex nine times in one day, then Robert will provide.  If she wants to milk him into fourteen orgasms, he takes it.  If she wants him to bring her to orgasm with just his tongue, then he tries.  If she wants to tie him to the St. Andrew’s Cross and whip his cock between oily hand jobs, then… I get jealous.
 
                   And that is just what was happening.  Robert was just as buck naked as I was, with both of us sporting the normal black leather bondage cuffs on our ankles and wrists.  His neck collar was thicker than mine, but it still had the same silver colored metal rings.  The light clink of D link clips and chain flittered through the room and I watched with a lump in my throat as Kari’s hand slid along Robert’s cock.  The oil glistened and what I really wanted to do, right at that moment, was go over there, kneel down, and follow suit. I could just imagine my hands sliding down that thick pillar, stimulating Robert with ever increasing desperation, until finally he would erupt, sending ribbons of thick white cum spooling out toward me.
 
                   But I had been instructed to stand there, watching.  Robert was having trouble dealing with Kari’s ministrations, his cock bobbing and throbbing, clearly approaching the apex of need.  Kari teased the edge of his tip, literally twisting her hand around his shaft with a turn of her wrist, and making his eyes roll up into the back of his head.  As he gasped, she pulled her hand away, grabbed the multi-headed thong whip and brought it down across Robert’s penis and balls with a heavy swish that ended in a solid sounding  “thwack”.
 
                   I would have immediately ripened myself if it hadn’t been for the fact that I was already soaked.  I’d been stuffed with my ben wa balls all day and ordered not to cum.  It hadn’t been that hard of course.  It takes more than just the constant rolling around of the two latex covered metal spheres to push me over the edge, but darned if it didn’t arouse me and keep me that way for practically the entire day.  And that’s the point, isn’t it?  To keep me ready?
 
                   Kari continued to whip Robert until he lost his hard on which I though terribly cruel.  Then she laughed, turned to face me, and grinned.  I’ve seen that grin before, usually before I end up saying “owww!”  Kari took a few steps forward, her feet crossing at the ankles, her hips swinging.  I felt my heartbeat increase and I licked my lips in frightened anticipation.  Kari was wearing one of her normal “torture” outfits, a tight fitting leather combo of vest and pants that had the crotch cut out.  It left her female anatomy obviously exposed, while placing a sort of mystique around the rest of her.  There was no doubt about who was running this particular dungeon.  
 
                   She grabbed my arm and pushed me up against the new wooden pillar.  I found myself staring across a few feet of space at Robert, who in turn was watching me.  Kari cuffed my hands behind my back, locking the heavy leather wrist cuffs together with a carabineer.  She moved me again and I felt the strain in my arms as I was positioned so that the leather top of the wooden pillar was between my arms and my back.  I had to bend myself backward, looking up at the ceiling.  The high heels I was wearing, with four inch spikes, didn’t help and I felt a hard pressure in my shoulders and back.  I had to spread my legs wide just to keep myself balanced.  Then Kari ran her hands down my arms and I was pulled even farther.  She locked my wrists half way down the pillar and nothing I could do made things easier.
 
                   Looking at Robert made my neck ache so I ended up staring up at the ceiling.  Then Kari pulled out two short lengths of steel chain.  These were connected from the base of the wooden pillar to my ankles, ostensibly spreading me even farther.  My thighs trembled and I tried to put the knowledge of what was about to happen out of my mind.
 
                   Yes, I know.  It probably would have been better if I had been clueless, but this was an assignment from Master H, and frankly no one sends assignments to KARI.  I’m the one that gets them.  So I knew what was coming.  Sort of.  It’s why I wasn’t too surprised when Kari slipped my butterfly clitoral vibrator around my waist and settled the plastic pink bug over my sex.  She turned it on too, to the highest setting, and in seconds my hips were rolling as my body tried to deal with both a day’s worth of arousal without climax and the immediate and intense stimulation of my clit.
 
                   But that was just the beginning, because almost immediately after starting the coital earthquake between my legs, Kari hauled out a pair of clover clamps and latched them tightly on both nipples.  Pain rippled through me, sparking at the tips of my breasts to shoot down my spine.  The discomfort coalesced with the churning between my legs, and then enhanced, fortified, and doubled; it went straight to my brain.  A hook in the ceiling, another chain with D link attachments, and a step stool stolen from the wooden horse, enabled Kari to finish off my bondage.  I gasped as my breasts were drawn upward, the clamps tightening on my nipples.  I wasn’t exactly hanging by my breasts, but Kari tightened things until it was almost likely the clamps would snap off.  And if you are familiar with clover clamps, you know how tough it is to make that happen.
 
                   My muscles burned, especially in my back, my calves, and my shoulders, but that was nothing compared to the pain at the tips of my breasts.  And that was entirely as Kari wanted.  I tried not to move but quickly found that impossible as the clitoral stimulator worked at me.  Kari stepped away, went to the small cupboard at the side of the room, and pulled out a purple wand.
 
                   If you’re familiar with these devices, then you know that she not only plugged it in, but that it glowed.  Then with excruciating slowness, she brought it close to my clamped nipple.  I tried to brace myself, but she waited for me to relax again, moving the last five inches rapidly.  The electric shock hammered me, sending a very different feeling of pain through my breast.  She did it again before I had even recovered, except this time on the other nipple.  Then she spent the next few minutes touching me in various places with the purple wand; the underarms, my ribs, my ears, my labia.  Nothing was safe.  And through it all I was shaking like mad with desire.
 
                   “Oh!  He’s ready!” Kari suddenly declared.  She put down the wand and returned to Robert.  Another coating of oil lubricated his cock nicely and Kari once more began long, full length strokes, working Robert’s shaft with single minded intensity.  I was left to hurt and cum, watching when I could lift my head and listening to Robert’s groans of pleasure.  She forced him right to the edge again and as his face colored and I watched to see him pop, she suddenly let go, grabbed the purple wand, and touched it to the tip of his cock.
 
                   Robert didn’t cum.   She zapped him repeatedly in the crotch, on his penis, and on his testicles.  No place was safe.  She tortured him until his dick was once again a small, frail, little worm.  He sagged in his bonds and she turned her attention back to me just in time to catch me clenching my teeth, exploding with a breath stopping explosion that had me reeling.  She moved behind me quickly and fiddled with something under my hands.  I felt a new pressure, a pull, and then my hands were cuffed even lower.  Finding an acceptable position was impossible.  I was bent awkwardly over that padded leather seat.  Not that I cared, at least not at that moment.  All I knew was that I had popped like a water balloon against a girl dressed only in white.  Perfect climax.  
 
                   Bent even farther back over the pillar, my breasts now achieved a new height in pain.  I was a larger distance away from the hook in the ceiling and my bosom was now quite distended.  Something akin to lightning was flashing along my nerves and since Kari had deliberately NOT turned down the clitoral stimulator, I was rapidly approaching not only a second orgasm, but the dividing line between overstimulation and pleasure.  I shook like mad and Kari responded by taking one of the lit candles off the side table. I braced myself as Kari held the candle only six inches above my chest, and poured.  Liquid flame fell, bright red, Kari’s favorite color, to land in my cleavage. I felt the lava flow downward between my breasts, cooling as it went, but heating me just the same.  Then Kari moved the candle and a drop fell onto my stretched breasts.  It burned and I couldn’t help trying to pull away.  The chain between me and the ceiling grew taut and the clover clamps seemed to tighten even more.  I cried out, my brain almost exploding as my body shook.   The sensation between my legs seemed to intensify and then I screamed in release, cumming with a shout that seemed to stun even Kari.  It lasted for what seemed like forever as I was carried along on a blissfully numbing cloud of endorphins and adrenaline.   The pain in my shoulders, my neck, my calves, even my breasts, disappeared for  that suspended moment.  It wasn’t until Kari lowered the padded leather support along my back and then pulled the handcuffs even lower that I came out of it.  
 
                   I was bent even further and now my upper torso was not getting the support it needed.  I tried to keep myself raised up, but the cuffs kept me bent.  
 
                   “My breasts!” I cried out, just as the clover clamp snapped, pulled off my nipple by my own weight.  Pain blossomed in me, a fiery agony that swamped every last sense of satisfaction my last orgasm had provided.  Kari came back around as I choked down the sobs and tried to ignore my increasingly difficult position, not to mention the now quite discomforting buzz against my clitoris.  Kari let out more chain and then, in what I can only call the cruelest moment, clamped my nipples a second time.
 
                   I could now only see Robert with great difficulty, but I heard him.  It was tough NOT to hear him! Kari, after clamping me and leaving me to stew with my ben wa balls and butterfly vibrator, had returned to my fellow sex slave and proceeded to once again work him to hardness.  A quick glance told me that he’d received another coating of oil and was hard again almost immediately.  As I tried to deal with the now burning itch between my legs as my clit was over-stimulated, Robert tried work himself into orgasm, thrusting like mad against Kari’s fingers.  But like before, she stopped right before he came.  This time she used the candle, coating his cock with a thick layer of hot wax.  Oddly, it didn’t make Robert soft this time and he continued to thrust his hips wildly forward, his paraffin covered shaft bobbing like a strawberry frosted donut.  
 
                   I was nearing the end of rope figuratively speaking.  The stresses my position placed upon my body were beginning to weaken me and I wondered whether my arms would rip out of my sockets if my legs gave out.  Then I realized that in all likelihood, my weight would be supported by the nipple clamps, at least for a while.  That idea was just as frightening.  I was still thinking about that when the willow switch cut a line across the underside of both breasts.  I let out a cry that would have sent most people running.  It invigorated Kari and another cut impacted on the super tender undersides of my bosom.  Kari let loose with a flurry of strokes that turned my vision red and left me raw and breathless.  My jerking around had not helped matters with the nipple clamps and the itch between my legs had turned into a fire. 
 
                   No doubt you’re wondering if I broke.  The answer is complicated because frankly, I’m complicated.  Did I break?  No.  Not really.  Not in the way you mean.  I didn’t beg for release, not that Kari would have granted it anyway, but what happened was in a way, a resolution.  Because of what I am, I didn’t collapse, or break, or sob.  Nope.  I came.  Hard.  And that’s the real difference between someone who identifies themselves as pain slut and someone who just likes a little bit of spanking.  Pain turns me on.  As my clit overloaded and the vibrations changed from pleasure to extreme agony, it didn’t turn me off.  It turned me on.  And my churning hips and tortured breasts were just the icing on the cake.  I exploded wetly, my entire body tense and shaking, literally juices squirting from me, out from under the butterfly vibrator.  Kari gasped in surprise and laughed with delight.
 
                   And left me like that.
 
                   The willow switch flicked against Robert’s cock, snapping the wax from his shaft with deft strokes.  He cried out, the pain clearly overwhelming.  But while I sagged into sexual euphoria, Robert grimaced, his hard cock bobbing until it diminished once more into softness.  Kari kissed him just as I was starting to fade, my vision darkening.  Then she quickly came back to the pillar, uncuffed my hands, and lifted me to an almost standing position.  The pressure on my back disappeared though I had tons of aches.  My clit was throbbing and felt as if some evil leprechaun was rapidly rubbing sandpaper back and forth across the tiny nub.  
 
                   Kari released my ankles next and I fell to my knees as my hands went to my crotch.  It was everything I could do to keep from turning off the butterfly vibe, but then Kari was pushing me forward.  My nose bumped into Robert’s cock and I knew what Kari wanted me to do.  I opened up and took his soft member into my mouth.  My tongue swirled around him and he hardened in seconds.  Stimulation and torture will do that to you.  I tried to ignore my own torment as I suckled him, bobbing my head in slow strokes as I worked his shaft into rock hard readiness.  I could feel him getting ready to blow and as I picked up the pace, I felt Kari’s fingers wrap around my hair and yank me back.  Robert’s oiled and saliva coated cock bobbed in perfection and Kari shoved me out of the way.  I fell to the floor and watched in jealous amazement as Kari turned around, grabbed Robert, and backed onto him.  His cock penetrated deeply in Kari’s sex and I watched from my unique position on the floor as she pumped herself against him.  I rolled and crawled closer, lifting up, still ignoring the buzzing between my legs.
 
                   My tongue found her clit and I literally felt Robert’s cock rubbing against my chin as I tongued her.  Evidently it was too much for the ice queen because I felt her hands grab my head and hold me against her groin and then Kari let out a tiny gasp, a cry that wouldn’t have even roused a room.  She shuddered once, then pushed me away, pulling herself free of Robert.  The poor man still hadn’t cum and while Kari collapsed to the floor twitching, I drew the ben wa balls out of my pussy, tore off the butterfly vibrator, and mounted him.
 
                   It took only four good thrusts, face to face, before Robert unloaded.  I felt him jerk inside me and then he slumped.  I wrapped my arms around him, holding him tightly against me.  He sighed softly and then his head dipped down.  He kissed me lightly and I smiled.  
 
                   “Feel better?” I asked.
 
                   Robert chuckled.  “Much.  She’s going to kill you though.”
 
                   I grinned.  “We’ll see.”  I glanced over to where Kari was still lying on the floor.  Her eyes were closed and she was still very much lost in the euphoria that comes with strong orgasm.  I let go of Robert and went over to Kari.  A light nudge with my toe made her eyes open.
 
                   “You okay?” I asked softly.  Kari has never been able to deal with the powerful sensations of exploding and there will lingering tremors rumbling through her muscles.  She looked up at me though, eyes glazed with satisfaction.  She blinked and the daze cleared.
 
                   “You took off the butterfly,” she said.
 
                   I nodded.  “Had to take care of my lover,” I replied.
 
                   She smiled and reached out to me.  I took her hand and helped her to her feet.  
 
                   “Thanks,” she said.  I had to keep a hold of her as she took a step, she wobbled so much.  But after a few steps her equilibrium returned and she looked down at Robert’s flaccid cock.  She glanced at me with a quirked eyebrow and I shrugged with a vapid smile.  Robert refused to meet her gaze.  Finally she shook her head.  Then she reached out and grabbed hold of my right nipple, lifting up the breast. I groaned but didn’t complain or pull away.  Her fingers slid across the dark welts left from her switch.  Then she let go.
 
                   “Oh well.  All’s well that ends well,” she said.
 
                   I agree.  Completely.
 
                   Don’t you?
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                 My knees were hurting, just a bit.  It was only a minor distraction I’ll admit.  I could feel the coolness of the ceramic tile beneath me, smell the antiseptic and cleanser used on the walls and the porcelain bowl behind me.  A metal box, containing those massive industrial rolls of toilet paper, hung on the wall, and beneath it all, the scent of urine, which is hardly erotic, but which seems to permeate any restroom that generally requires a dick to enter.  But don’t worry.  I had one.
 
                 In my mouth.
 
                 I had no clue what his name was and I was using a technique that basically combined a hand massage and a blowjob into one amazingly quick system to bring guys to the edge.  It actually is based a little on what you see in a porn flick, because while those actresses seem to have no clue how to have real, meaningful, fun sex, those girls sure know how to give a blowjob.  It seems to be a requirement of the industry.
 
                 The guy I was sucking on sure seemed to appreciate my technique.
 
                 I was dressed in a pair of white cotton shorts that were just a little too tight, and just a little too short, and just a little too transparent.  I’ve worn them before for an assignment.  If you’ve read “Car Wash” you might remember them.  You know, the ones that turn see through if you just squirt them with a spray bottle once?  Yeah, those.  They are the kind of shorts that lets you see the flower pattern of the pair of pink panties underneath.  Of course, I wasn’t wearing panties.
 
                 My breasts were exposed.  I’ve found that most guys do a better job cumming when they can see my breasts.  The fact that my right nipple is pierced with a gold hoop and a dangling padlock is just icing on the cake.  I can’t begin to tell you how many times that padlock has been twisted around, sending corresponding jabs of delicious pain through my nipple and into my breast.  It’s like an engraved invitation: hurt me because I like it.
 
                 I wasn’t bare though.  My white halter top, another item of clothing that was too thin, too small, and barely met the standards of decency, was tugged down below my breasts, supporting them and lifting them even higher.  I had to have the shoulder straps down as well, at least a little, to keep from tearing the halter.  But it didn’t hamper my movements too much.  There was a lot more bobbing back and forth than jacking off.  Hands are important, but let’s face it.  The mouth is still the primary tool for a decent blow job.
 
                 His finger tightened in my hair and he began skullfucking me, an act that I’m familiar with intimately, but don’t really care for because I lose the control of depth, penetration, and rhythm.  But on the opposite side, it’s always a good indication that I’m about to get a load of cum and that was what this assignment was all about.  Cum.
 
                 He grunted and I did my best to swallow his cock, the muscles of my throat massaging him.  I pulled back slightly and my tongue swirled around his tip, stroking the purple headed snake that was choking me.  Then he stiffened, gasped, and drew back.  His fist caught hold of his cock and he shoved me down quickly until my face was literally pressed to the tile floor between his legs, my back a curved hump.  He made another low guttural noise and then I felt the splattered drops splashing down.  They landed near my spine, midway down my back and then a thick glob of cum hit me just above my right buttock, in the small of my back. Gooey, slimy cum.              
 
   There were a few more droplets as he shook himself, but then he took a step back, leaving the crazy cum soaked girl to her own devices.  I glanced up at him, just to check that he was really done, and then I did the one thing I’d never done.  I reached up to my halter top, all while staying in position, and tugged down my shirt.  The cotton material slid over the gobs of white cream, soaking it up, smearing it up and down my back, coating my skin with it.  I closed my eyes, trying not to think about the all too obvious transparent marks on the back of my halter top, or what they would look like when they dried.  
 
   With my shirt down I finally stood up, my flip flops smacking lightly against the tile.  I could feel the ben wa balls rolling inside my pussy, keeping my arousal on low.  I was turned on, but not at a point where I felt it necessary to grab him and make him fuck me.  My sperm donor was already getting his cock back into his pants, but he looked at me with a smile.
 
   “If you ever need another load in a specific spot, let me know!” he said glibly.  Then he turned, opened the stall door, grabbed his back pack off the hook, and left, leaving me alone in the men’s restroom at the local community college.  I took a deep breath, grabbed my purse, and left as well.  One blow job done. Thirteen more to go.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   When I had gotten the assignment, I’d never heard of Master Todd.  It didn’t surprise me to find out he was a fan, and had been reading all of my tales for over a year.  Why he never submitted an assignment before this one has me scratching my head.   The first thing I could tell was that Master Todd was not a sadist.  Pain isn’t his thing.  But humiliation, yeah well, that isn’t just his cup of tea.  It’s his specialty.
 
   “For your assignment, you will become a cum slut,” his email had read.  I remember distinctly, sitting at my computer, still stuffed with my set of rumbling triple vibroballs, in my pajamas, shaking my head.  What the hell is a cum slut? I wondered.
 
   “What is a cum slut you might ask?  It is a girl who loves cum.  She wallows in it.  Drinks it.  Bathes in it.  Every part of her person is soaked in cum,” the email explained.  I bit my lip.  I’ve done a bit of bukkake type sex before, once.  A long time ago.  But it had been passive.  I had knelt in the middle of the room, giving out haphazard and momentary blowjobs, my hands stretched out to touch various cocks, while a bunch of guys had literally masturbated themselves, then approached to deposit their “loads” on me.  After about fifteen exploding cocks, I wasn’t exactly drenched like you’ll see in those Japanese films where the girl is literally swimming in cum, but I was pretty much soaked.  Not to be gross, but it looked like a giant goose had crapped on me.  I looked back at the email.
 
   “For the assignment, you will dress in a white tee shirt or halter top, the more transparent the better.  You will not wear a bra or panties.  Additionally, you will wear your white cotton shorts.  I suggest your flip flops rather than high heels.  To follow NHPS Rule #1, you must keep your ben wa balls in, but be warned, you might be taking them out.”
 
   All right.  That seemed reasonable.  White shorts and halter top.  Check.  Ben Wa balls, check.  Flip flops instead of my ultra high fuck me prostitute pumps?  Hell YES!  Check!  I grinned at the thought.  While the white shorts and halter would certainly attract attention, it would be more “wow, look at that sexy redhead,” rather than “holy shit, look at that fucking redhead slut!”  I know… for a girl that supposedly gets off on humiliation, I seem to want to avoid it right.  Yeah, well that’s the fucking point!  I hate being humiliated.  Is it my fault that my body and my brain have different responses to it?  Every time I’m placed in a situation that draws sexual attention to myself, my brain goes into short circuit, a panic of horror, desperately looking for escape.  My pussy however goes into overdrive, pulsing and craving cock in a pressure cooker like crucible that only has one avenue of release.  Thus, I crave humiliation.  Or at least a part of me does.  But I kept reading.  What did Master Todd want me to do beside dress all in skimpy white? 
 
   “Once you are attired correctly, you have one day to receive and accept a load of cum in the following spots:” I read through the list.  Holy shit.  He had to be kidding me.  I blinked.  No way.  There was just no way I could do that!  It would mean an entire day of fucking and sucking, some in ways I wasn’t happy about.  And then there was the fact that… no.  No way.  I couldn’t do it.  I skimmed down below the list.
 
   “The key thing is that after a load of cum is deposited on the appropriate spot or inside the appropriate orifice; you may not wipe nor clean it away.   Loads deposited in spots that already accepted a load do not count, however I do encourage you to accept additional loads.  Clothing that covers spots that you intend to accept a load may be revealed, but they should also be covered again as soon as the load is deposited.  For example, you may pull up your shirt, exposing your breasts.  Then immediately after you've received your load of cum across your bosom, you must pull the shirt back down.  Of course, by the end of your assignment you will stink of cum, dried cum will cake your skin and hair, and you're attire will be cum stained.  This is the goal. – Master Todd”
 
   I’m not stupid.  I realized what he was doing.  I’d get to carry my humiliation, my exposure as a cum and fuck slut around with me, without a word.  I’ve had cum “deposited” as Master Todd liked to say, on me before.  Hell, it’s been in my hair, my eyes, my mouth, my cheeks, across my breasts, stomach, legs, hell I’ve even had cum on my feet and hands before.  But never, not once, was I barred from sucking, licking, or wiping it up.  Not once.  Not only that, but dried boy cum itches.  It flakes. I know because I’ve missed bits of it a few times and gone back later, wondering what that glaze was on my belly, or what were these little flakes in my hair.  His assignment was to embarrass me with my appearance.  As each new deposit of cum soaked me, creamed me, turned my clothes into stained and half transparent shells, I’d suffer the misery and humiliation of a day drenched in cum.  This was worse than bukkake, which was gooey, a little gross, but ended with a fuck and a shower a few minutes later.  
 
   And Kari loved the idea.
 
   “I think you should do it,” she said to me one afternoon.  I was sitting opposite her at the office, looking across her immaculate desk.  She was leaning back in her chair, wearing a dark gray business suit, the perfect contrast for her long straight blond hair.  
 
   I on the other hand was in a simple white and blue summer dress, sans panties and bra, trying desperately not to fidget thanks to my triple vibroballs which were roaring inside me.  The remote was on the desk between us, much closer to Kari’s hand than to mine.  Besides I knew better than to touch it.  I didn’t want to compound a brutal spanking to go along with the buzzing between my legs.  I knew damn well that in the next room, Kari’s design studio, that there were a number of instruments that would translate well into smacking my ass.
 
   “Well, I don’t,” I replied stiffly.  “This assignment is too extreme.  Did you see the list of where I have to get ‘cummed’ on?” I demanded.
 
   Kari grinned.  “Absolutely.  So go do it and end the day at my condo.  You can shower there.”
 
   I frowned.  I didn’t like where this was going.
 
   Kari sighed.  “Do I have to make this an order?”
 
   I gave her a harsh look.  “Did you see what ‘orifices’ I needed filled with cum?” I demanded.                
 
   Kari nodded.  “Yes.  Robert will handle the first one and I’m sure you can find one of your previous paramours to provide the necessary ‘load’ for the second.  Be imaginative, Bre.”
 
   “They can’t wear condoms, Kari.”  It was a dark statement, and one I knew was a hot button issue with her.  My health had always been one of Kari’s paramount concerns and unprotected sex was a practical no-no for her.”
 
   “I’ll trust your judgment and you know Robert is clean,” she insisted.
 
   I sighed.  Clearly I wasn’t going to get any help from her.  The buzzing between my legs sent another ripple of distress, or maybe the need to cum, up my spine.  
 
   “Now, make plans to get this assignment done.  Oh… and give my respects to Master Todd for his inventive concept,” Kari told me as I stood, pulling the remote closer and away from her twitching fingers.
 
   “I will…” I muttered.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 It didn’t take me long to find a willing boy.  Community colleges, especially during summer sessions, are great for that and if you time it right, the men’s restroom is usually empty.  The handicap stalls are the best, as long as you stay far enough away from the partition so that it’s not immediately obvious that there are two people there. I’ve found that if the boy is amiable, I can even sit on the toilet and suck cock much easier than on my knees.  That second blowjob was just like that.  Once again I shucked my shirt upward, exposing my breasts, letting him fondle them, wincing and gasping slightly as his fingers found the padlock, twisting it and tugging on it, thinking that would turn me on.              
 
                 Damn, he was right.  It DOES turn me on.  
 
                 The approach had been classic.  I had padded through the student study area, attracting all the right looks.  I’m not sure if anyone realized the dark stain and tan skin, readily apparent through the back of my shirt was cum, or that it had started to dry, but I was acutely aware of it.  I just tried to get past it.  I quickly spotted an appropriate target, a good looking, brown haired, jean clad, eighteen year old kid who was surreptitiously watching me over his book.  I walked right up to him, much to his surprise, and sat down next to him, clearly wanting to talk to him.
 
                 “Hi,” he said with shock.  I grinned, flashing him the smile I know makes most men weak.              
 
                 “Hi, I’m Breanne.  I’m a cum slut,” I replied, just loud enough for him to hear, but not enough to carry out through the rest of the center.
 
                 He blinked.  “Uh… what?”  he asked.  I chuckled.  I knew he had heard me and wanted confirmation.
 
                 I shifted in my seat, cocking my head slightly. “I’m a cum slut,” I reiterated.  “I have a proposition for you,” I explained, reaching out with my hand.  I put it on his leg, about an inch away from his cock.  “I want to give you a blowjob, and all you have to do to get it is promise to cum on my tits.”
 
                 He looked at me, eyes wide.  “You’re serious?” he squeaked.
 
                 I nodded and then turned up the heat.  My fingers slid forward into his lap and I felt the bulge.  A few scrumptious squeezes and some gentle rubbing quickly convinced him I was on the level.  We headed for the bathroom and in moments I was sucking cock, seated on the toilet, my shirt once more tugged out of place and tucked under my breasts.
 
                 It didn’t take me very long either.  Maybe ten minutes, if that, and then he was handling the last little bit with his hand, pumping rapidly.  He aimed for my chest and I lifted my arms up, putting my hands behind my head and presenting my bosom.  From an inch or two away he squirted, depositing a thick, gooey load of white cream on the upper slope of my left breast.  I frowned. I wanted it across both, but while my newfound lover was copious in his cum, he wasn’t highly pressurized.  Thick white cream flowed down my breasts and I cupped my tit, helping the cream to coat the nipple exactly.  It was what Master Todd had wanted.  I felt the gob slide over my nipple and then downward, coating the underside of my breast as well before soaking into the material of my bunched up shirt.              
 
                 While he was buttoning up, I pulled my clothing back into place, tucking my breasts back in.  With a frown, I realized that I had been terribly stupid, and that while my breasts had been one of the more innocuous locales for a cum spattering, the resulting mess on my tank top should have been avoided until much later in the day.  I clenched my teeth as I looked down at myself.  The left side of my shirt was streaked with what clearly looked like some sort of smear and wet spot.  Worse, the remnants of cum had soaked the tank top directly over my nipple and the top of my breast, leaving the material transparent and making my areola not just visible, but distinct.  I resisted the urge to wipe at the spreading stain and just cringed, imagining the coming walk dressed like this.  Of course, it just looked like I had spilled something on myself and needed to go home to change, but I’d still be branded a slut for not wearing a bra.  
 
                 “Do you go to school here?” he asked.  I shook my head.  
 
                 “Thanks.  I appreciate your help,” I said.
 
                 He bit his lip.  “Yeah, well any time, right?”
 
                 I took a deep breath and nodded.
 
                 “So, um… are you planning on walking around like that?” he asked.
 
                 “Fraid so,” I replied with chagrin, my mind more on what I’d like to do to Master Todd’s cock than on my new friend.
 
                 He sucked on his lip for a second and then shrugged.  “Okay.  It’s your clothing.”  He opened the stall door for me and I preceded him out.  I stopped at the vanity and inspected myself.  Sure enough, one breast might as well have been exposed to open air for all the good the halter did and already the transparent stains were drying into a light white, much more see through, blotch.  I twisted round to look at my backside.  The earlier deposit of cum had dried into long strips of stiff and semi-transparent spots.  Brilliant Breanne, just brilliant.  I took a deep breath and headed out.  Two down, twelve more to go.
 
                 The biggest challenge of course was making sure I didn’t wear out my welcome.  Oh… not with the boys I was trying to make cum of course.  That welcome would HARDLY wear out.  But I needed to make sure that I didn’t attract any attention from various authorities who wouldn’t take kindly to my using their facility, or bathrooms, or whatever, for my deviant purposes.  And as each consecutive blowjob resulted in a further mess of my appearance, it became a bit harder each time.  So after I stained the crap out of my halter top, my next stop was the local mall.              
 
                 By the time I got there, my halter had dried, which was very good.  Unfortunately, there was a massive blotch right across my left breast that made it look like I was a particularly sloppy eater.  Admittedly, it didn’t LOOK like cum stains, but it certainly drew some attention.  Despite drying, the stain still seemed to make the shirt slightly transparent and you could see the darker circle of my areola right through the white halter.  On the flip side, I was completely dressed, even if the white shorts I was wearing were also just a tad bit on the daring side.  Had I been wearing a bright red pair of panties, they would have been visible right through the material.  Of course, I wasn’t wearing panties at all, so unless someone got really close, they wouldn’t be able to see anything anyway.  Granted, the outline of my padlock was visible on my right breast, but you had to get close to see that too.  Add my flip flops, and I was just a cute twenty something girl with beautiful red hair, looking to score a quickie somewhere.
 
                 The nice thing about the mall is that there are lots of men and if you know where to look, plenty of nooks and crannies to hide in.  It didn’t take me long to find an appropriate young man who succumbed to my charms in about four seconds.  I led him into the massive sports equipment store down at one end and amongst the racks we disappeared into one of the fitting rooms.  He was a blond haired kid, no more than nineteen, and was enthusiastic, yanking out his cock for me before I even had a chance to pull up my shirt.  When he sat down on the bench, I knelt and his fingers found the padlock dangling from my nipple. 
 
                 I’m not going to bore you with repeated descriptions of blowjobs. If you don’t know how to do it by now, you aren’t going to learn anything from me.  Or if you’re a guy and are just trying to imagine in your head what it would feel like, just remember that the best blowjobs combine stroking with hands, swirling with tongue, sucking, and a little bit of blowing.  Needless to say I bobbed my head up and down on my momentary lover until he was clearly ready to blow.  Just seconds away he grabbed his cock and began pumping.  
 
                 “Ready?” he asked me.  
 
                 I nodded, leaning back and presenting my chest.  I raised my chin and closed my eyes.  A moment later he grunted and there was a cool splattering on my right side, a gooey spurt that covered my nipple and then began dripping down the underside of my breast.  I opened my eyes.  Shit!  Massive amounts of cum had been deposited on my right nipple and it was practically invisible under the white cream.  The piercing and padlock were just as soaked and I stayed in position as my lover reached down, grabbed the collar of my halter top, and pulled it back up into position.
 
                 “That looks great, slut,” my paramour said snidely.  I glanced down.  The smeared wet spot on my right breast had turned the halter top transparent again.  Except this time there was definitely something to see.  The piercing and padlock were totally visible, gold and easily identifiable, even without the contours pressing against the material.
 
                 We left the changing room hand in hand and I kissed him lightly before going on my way.  I kept one arm across my chest of course, getting odd looks.  I could feel the shirt sticking to my flesh and I fought down the urge to go to the restroom and wash up.  Don’t get me wrong, I’m not one of those girls who thinks cum is yucky, but there was a definite feeling of wrongness to what I was doing.  It settled in my mind and as I found my next target, the embarrassment of approaching him, as well as the ben wa balls that were rolling inside me, started a sexual chain reaction.  To my surprise, I needed to cum.
 
                 “Heya handsome,” I drawled.  My new target was a bit older, in his early twenties, wearing khaki shorts and a polo shirt.  He was walking along all alone and my heart went out to him.  He was handsome too, thus my greeting.
 
                 “Uh… hi,” he replied, a little surprised.
 
                 “I’m Breanne,” I said, introducing myself.  Just to up the ante, I held out my hand for a shake, which of course meant my arm was no longer covering my sticky bosom.  You should have seen his eyes pop out when they locked on my right nipple, still quite visible through the stained and dampened halter top.
 
                 “Chad,” he replied, still a little stunned.
 
                 I grinned.  “Chad, I need to ask for a bit of a favor.”  I grabbed his arm and pulled him aside.  “I was wondering if you could fuck me from behind and cum on my bottom.”
 
                 He blinked.  “Excuse me?”
 
                 I smiled again.  “It’s simple.  I want you to fuck me, and when you’re ready, pull out and squirt your cum all over my ass.”
 
                 Cue look of incredulity.  “Seriously?”
 
                 I nodded enthusiastically, trying my damndest to look sincere.  
 
                 “Here?  Now?”
 
                 I shrugged.  “Unless your place is close by or something,” I said.
 
                 He looked at me in shock.  “Well, it is,” he replied.
 
                 “Okay.  Fine.  Let’s go.”
 
                 And thus I spent the next ten minutes embarrassing HIM.  I grabbed his hand and walked with him, one arm wrapped around him, my quite visible breast bobbing along.  It was actually kind of funny.  People kept giving him these looks like “what did you do to your girl?”  Guys were glaring at him in jealousy, having no clue that I picked him out of the crowd.  A few minutes later we were sitting in his Honda Civic and I was already stroking his cock. I had to cool it a bit when we almost wrecked, but literally a few minutes later I was ushered into a nice looking apartment a few blocks from the mall.
 
                 We fucked right there in the living room.
 
                 The ben wa balls were merely a momentary imposition and in short order I was naked, bent over on all fours.  He came up behind me, dick hard as a rock and knelt, one hand guiding his cock.  I felt it graze my bottom, but then slide perfectly into my soaked hole, driving deep.  No, he wasn’t wearing a condom, I admit it.  But I needed his cum.  Chad drove me to floor, his weight flattening me and I groaned in pleasure as he pumped.
 
                 To my disappointment, he came first.  Actually, he was the only one that came.  I heard him grunt and I called out “on my ass!” just to remind him not to fill my pussy.  He did as asked and a moment later I felt the white squirt of cream deposited on first one cheek, then the other.  He smeared the tip of his cock around, making sure that my bottom was completely covered.
 
                 I glanced back at him.  “Can you grab my shorts?” I asked as I shoved the ben wa balls back into my sopping hole.
 
                 He blinked, just a little surprised and more than a little dazed.  But he tossed them to me.  I moved quickly, getting up and drawing them up my legs.  In seconds I felt the same sort of soaked tackiness that I had experienced with my halter top, except now it was my shorts.  The entire back side felt as if I’d sat in a puddle of melted ice cream. I cringed, wondering just how bad it looked.  After a moment or two, I kissed my lover goodbye and to his surprise, walked out of his apartment before he could even get dressed.
 
    
 
                 I know he came after me because I heard him calling a few minutes later, but I hid behind a few bushes.  Ten minutes later my bottom had dried out and he had disappeared back to his apartment.   Now I either had a long walk back to my truck at the mall, or I needed to find a ride.  I’ve been in this situation before and fortunately I had a commodity that most girls aren’t willing to use in order to get a ride.  The first thing I did was start walking the lot.  From a distance, I looked hot.  Up close I was going to have issues.  My shirt and shorts were cum stained to disgusting levels.
 
                 I found my ride about ten minutes later, another young man, this time a teenager, who was more than willing to take me to the mall in exchange for a blowjob.  The main problem was that I sucked him in his truck, which didn’t give me a lot of opportunity to handle targeting.  When he came I was bent over, practically laying across the seat, my head in his lap.  He popped quickly too, before we had even gotten to the mall and the truck was weaving all over the damn road.  I’m lucky I didn’t die!  But on the flip side he filled my mouth, which was one of the other spots I needed to have “cummed” on, or in as the case may be.  I swallowed dutifully, adding my stomach to the other list of spots coated with cum.              
 
                 Back at the mall I waved goodbye and got in my truck.  A quick phone call arranged a meeting with my friend John, an older gentleman I had occasionally graced with my physical suffering and his pleasure.  He’d been the one to sand my pussy that one day.  When I stopped in front of his house, he was waiting for me.  He knew better than to kiss me and he grinned when he took in my state of attire.
 
                 “You’re a mess,” he said.
 
                 I sighed.  “It’s only going to get worse.”  I pulled him into the house, found the baby oil and sat him down naked on the couch.  Then I took off my flip flops and knelt down in front of him.  I poured the oil on, not bothering with my mouth.  John willing allowed me to caress him, working my hands up and down his shaft with sublime grace.  It didn’t take long and when he started getting obviously close I jumped up, sat down at the far end of the couch, and put my feet on his cock.
 
                 Ever given a foot job? I’ve done it a few times and frankly it’s not as easy as it looks.  The idea is to put your soles together and slide his cock through the center, right between your arches.  It means moving your feet at the same time.  It’s not an easy way to excite a man into orgasm.  John helped out though.  His hand went to his cock and then a moment later, after some judicious pumping on his part, his shaft spurted white cream over my toes.  I could feel the delicious stickiness of it, the gooey spooge between the toes of both feet.  Before I could think about it, I put my flip flops on, cringing.
 
                 It was… gross actually.  My toes curled in the flip flops and I knew one very important thing.
 
                 I was going to be buying new flip flops later.
 
                 I stood up, leaving John to his own entertainment after a quick kiss and a few words of advice.  Then I squelched my way out of the house and back out to the truck.  I drove east, toward Houston, with only vague ideas of where I was going and what I was doing.  My first stop was right near the Sam Houston Tollway.  There’s a little adult novelty store near there with an arcade that looks… well… let’s just say it’s a dive.  All right?  I went in, bought my five dollars worth of worthless tokens, and entered the darkness.  My feet still felt as if I had dropped a spoonful of mayo in my shoes.
 
                 It’s a haunt for homosexual guys, but there are enough men who are doing the dirty with other males because they can’t get girls.  I did one complete walk thru and even though there were only two guys there, I had both of them following me with merely an eager glance.  When I stopped at my chosen stall, I didn’t have to wait long.  A few moments later with just a bit of explanation and I was on my knees, sucking the cock of a white haired elderly guy in his late fifties.
 
                 Things went along perfectly.  I bobbed my head, stroked his testicles, did my thing and then, when he was ready to pop, lay down on the floor, my bared midriff immediately below his shaft.  His hand was already frantically pumping and then his cock jerked for a moment.  A quick squirt fell on me as he aimed for my belly and I stayed still, feeling the moisture splatter across my midriff. He got lower for the second squirt and a thick glob of cum dripped downward and landed in my belly button, pooling thickly.  
 
                 The next guy laughed at me when I told him what I wanted but he shrugged.
 
                 “As long as you suck good, I’ll put it anywhere you want sweetheart,” he had told me.
 
                 My mouth was getting tired and admittedly I needed a break, but since there wasn’t anyone else in the arcade, I figured I was in good shape.  I slurped and sucked and twirled my tongue around.  I used every trick in the book and I could tell when we were getting close.  Just as he said “here it comes,” I turned my head and then did the most insane thing I’ve ever done.  I stuck the tip of his cock in my ear.
 
                 Ever taken a load of cum in your ear?  It’s awful.  First of all, it’s not like getting water in your ear, or even soap.  It’s sticky, thick, glob like, and doesn’t flow down your ear canal, but slides in all slimly like.  It’s also not something you can just shake out of your ear either.  And I had it in my ear canal, which over flowed, and then felt it dribble down to my lobe.  It was everything I could do to keep from wiping it away.  
 
                 My sperm donor thought it was hilarious.  He wiped his cock on my cheek, leaving a thin line of cum and then put it away, laughing.  I shook my head.  It didn’t help in the least.  Trembling and still feeling like I needed a shower and a serious dose of extra strong soap, I headed out of the arcade.  No one else was in the shop so I left, got back in my truck, and continued on.
 
                 I thought about stopping for a bite to eat, but the last thing I wanted to do was walk up to a fast food line.  I now had a half dried river of white flaking cum along the left side of my head, not to mention a bit on my cheek, all over my chest, soaking my shirt, splattering my shorts, and God knows what my bottom looked like.  The dried stains on my halter had permanently made portions of the material transparent and my hard nipples were quite prominent.
 
                 And I still had tons to do.  One breast still needed a direct dose.  My right ear, the top of my head, and my hands all needed to be doused as well.  Worse, I still need someone to cum on each of my flip flops, not to mention the front of my shorts.  Lastly there were two other spots that had to get their load as well, and those two were for last.
 
                 I called Zach.
 
                 Zach is a friend from school, several years behind me, but more importantly, one of the facilitators for a particular fraternity.  I knew he was staying the summer at school and with a single call found out that everything I needed was only a few miles away.  I drove to the frat house, knocked on the door, and found Zach waiting for me, along with only three of the six fraternity members who had stayed over the summer.
 
                 Hey, four guys works.  At least for a little while.  I was greeted with great enthusiasm which made sense, since it wasn’t that long ago that I had served as a fuck toy for this bunch.  Actually I’ve done it twice.  The last time was a brutal “take it up the ass” session where I got anally rammed by every boy in the damn fraternity, some of them twice.  I had been laid out on a bed, ass up in the air, lubed and ready.  Did I remember them?  Vaguely.  But it didn’t really matter.  I was in need and they were there to supply.  So I settled down in their common room, sitting on a couch, while surrounded by cock.  I had one in each hand and one in my mouth and I was sucking and rubbing and generally making a fool of myself, each one of them having been given a target before we even started.  Unsurprisingly, the guy in my mouth exploded first, pulling out and raising up on tip toes as he finished stroking himself to release.  I bent my head down and felt cum spooling out to landing on me.  It puddled on the top of my head and as I moved back upward I felt it leaking down my forehead.  Soon it was dripping to my cheek and then one of the cocks from my hand moved to my mouth.  
 
                 It didn’t matter that I was covered in cum.  All that mattered was that I sucked and slurped and worked that cock until it added its copious load to the gooey, sticky cream that coated me literally from head to toe.  I can’t even begin to tell you how wrong it felt.  There was a tackiness to it, a sensation of uncleanliness that I’ve never felt before while sucking cock.  I’ve been cum on before, tons of times, but this was so different.  I could still feel it between my toes, and on my cheek, and in my ear.  My breasts felt as if I had something gross smeared across them and every moment was a struggle not to wipe or run screaming to a shower stall.
 
                 The frat boy in front of me jerked his cock out of my mouth and I felt my head roughly twisted to the side.  He jammed the head of his cock into my other ear and then began pumping madly.  I still had one cock in hand that I rubbed but then the excruciating wet coldness of the ejaculating shaft at the side my head came and I grimaced as globs of cum slid down my ear canal.  I almost started crying it felt so awful.  
 
                 But I didn’t get a chance to sink into my misery.  Cock number three was thrust into my mouth and I was once again forced to swallow the emotional distress I was feeling from my ordeal as well as six inches of meat.  I felt fingers wrap around the back of my head and I gagged.  Evidently that didn’t matter to the young man who skull fucked me because he went right on ramming his shaft into my mouth.  My eyes filled with tears and all I could think of was “it’s come to this?”
 
                 I was shoved away as he started to explode and I fell back against the couch, my legs spread, the white crotch of my shorts an inviting target.  I saw the ivory jizz shoot outward, hitting me right between the legs and doing to the front of my shorts what I had already had done to the back end.  Immediately the thin white cotton absorbed the fluid and turned transparent.  You could almost see my pussy right through the cloth.
 
                 I glanced over at Zach who stood near the wall, arms crossed, watching.
 
                 “Your turn?” I asked as the three other fraternity boys collapsed in chairs all around, limp cocks still exposed.
 
                 He laughed.  “Well, you asked for a bit more, but I wouldn’t mind accepting my payment,” he said.
 
   
  
 

              “Payment?” I asked, blinking cum out of my right eye.
 
                 He nodded.  He held up his stupid iPad.  “By my count, you still need at least four more loads, and that doesn’t include the one you’ve asked of me.  So if you want me to arrange those last four, and get mine, you have to pay up.”
 
                 I wanted to lay back on the couch. I was so tired.  But I was worried about getting cum stains on their nice tan couch.  “What’s the cost?” I asked Zach.
 
                 He grinned, then started taking off his belt.  The look in his eyes was more than enough to tell me what he wanted and I swallowed hard.  When he doubled the thick leather I knew what was coming.  He stepped closer and closer and then looked down at me.
 
                 “I think you need to take the shorts off,” he said softly.  I stared up at him, but my fingers went to the cum splattered button and popped it.  A few deft wiggles of my hips slid the wet and spotted shorts downward, exposing my swollen and needy slit.  The string of the ben wa balls stuck out and I spread my legs, slouching back.  I closed my eyes, not really wanting to see it coming.  I wanted to feel it.  I sensed Zach kneeling down and I could feel my chest heaving with excitement, anticipation, and more than a little fear.
 
                 When the belt landed on my pussy, I cried out.  The other three boys had already come over to watch and surrounded me as Zach struck again.  The belt was hot against my sex and I groaned, thrusting upward.  He reached up and grabbed my halter top, yanking it down and exposing my breasts.  One felt caked with dried cum, the other bare.  It didn’t matter.  He smacked both with his belt with tiny fast flicks of his wrist and then once again swung heavily at my loins, smashing the leather into my clit with force.
 
                 Would you believe I came?  I know, it’s astonishing, isn’t it?  But that little bit of pain was more than enough to blow me over the edge I’d been standing near all day, humiliated in more shades than a mere fifty.  I screamed out loud as the whacks continued, blasting me way past normal orgasm and into orbit.
 
                 Another load of cum splattering my face brought me back to earth and I opened my eyes to see one of the boys I had just recently empty, squirt another, much tinier, load down upon me.  I cringed as it landed, but then had to suck in more air as Zach smacked me again.  My hands flew down between my legs of their own accord, only to endure a particularly hard impact of Zach’s belt across the knuckles.  I yanked my hands back, working only on reflex and he nailed me between the legs again, this time flattening the leather against my clitoris and labia with a burning blow that made me fold into a tiny ball.
 
                 And when the girl you’re hitting decides she doesn’t want anymore, what do you do, especially if you’ve got three buddies there to help you?  Simple.  Hold her open.  A moment later I was stretched out, with my hands held tightly above my head as one young man stood behind the couch.  The other two each grabbed an ankle.  And they didn’t just hold open my legs.  They practically pulled me apart, forcing me into the splits.  Zach took advantage of my predicament predictably.  He bent closer and used just six or seven inches of the end of the belt to land rapid, direct blows on my clit.  I screamed, my hips thrashing as I fought to escape the heat between my legs.
 
                 And then… and then… I exploded.  I know. Astonishing, right?  But Zach knows me.  My favorite position has always been held or tied down, with my legs open, getting my pussy whipped.  It’s one of the most arousing positions I’ve ever experienced.  I’d take it any day of the week.  Preferably multiple days if possible.  And the orgasms I have are not just the little “oohhhs” that come to me regularly.  These are mind blowing orgasms that rock my world and leave me dazed and confused.
 
                 Which is why I didn’t really react for a minute or two when Zach, clearly in desperate straights, decided to change everything in my little plan.  He tossed the belt aside, fingers fumbling at his jean shorts.  My eyes were still glazed over and I was only remotely aware of the fact that his cock was out as he dropped to his knees.  His fingers slid through my petals as he plucked the ben wa balls from inside me.  I groaned as he pressed the tip against my steaming sex and then drove in with a gusto that I’ve rarely experienced in a male.  
 
                 Being penetrated by seven inches of cock was amazing, but I was already floating on cloud nine and so even the repetitive thrusting of Zach’s rod wasn’t really anything to write home about.  It was like being fed the most delicious main course ever, stuffing your self to stupidity, only for them to bring a famous, delicious dessert that you can only take a few tastes of.  You’re to full of the main course.
 
                 Of course it took my brain a full three or four minutes to realize that this was NOT what was supposed to happen.  I had arranged for Robert to fuck my pussy, leaving the required load of cum inside me.  Zach was supposed to handle my ass.  Now I just want to say this about the situation.  First of all, I know half of you are going ballistic on me for having unprotected sex.  Well, I wasn’t.  I can’t get pregnant thanks to the E-sure spring thingies the ob/gyn surgeon stuck in me, so that wasn’t a worry.  And the other thing is I am VERY selective.  I get regular checkups and everything, like every three months.  So don’t worry about me.  Ninety nine percent of the time I’m a good girl.  But Zach and Robert are special and frankly, condomless sex is quite a bit better than sex WITH condoms.  So leave me alone, all right?  Condemn me later.
 
                 I might have tried pushing him away, but I was still being held open, which is why a minute or two later there was nothing I could do when Zach deposited his two tablespoons worth of whip cream inside me.  I could feel it spooling out.  And then he grunted and tugged out his cock, even as it was still squirting.  The last few drops splattered my thighs and my bright red labia.  
 
                 “Let her legs go,” he gasped.  The two henchmen holding my legs leg go, but I didn’t close up.  First of all, Zach was still down there and second, I’m not sure I had the energy to do it either.  I felt hands on my legs and it was Zach pulling them together.  I was a limp rag doll.  He pulled backward a bit and then began threading my dried cum covered toes through the wet shorts I had discarded before we began.  I let him.  I didn’t care. I was too far gone to even think about what was happening.
 
                 He had help lifting my ass up off the couch as he shoved the shorts back up.  I looked down at myself.  The first thing I noticed was that I could really see my pussy now.  Thanks to the beating I had just received, my labia were bright red and quite visible through the wet, translucent material.  Not only that, but I was still leaking massive amounts of juice and Zach’s sperm, not to mention the moisture he deposited on my thighs.  All of this soaked in as well.
 
                 They let me rest then, and by rest I mean that Zach and two of his helpers moved off while guy number three had managed to reinvigorate his cock and was straddling my waist, working it in and out of my unresponsive mouth.  Okay, that’s not fair. I was responsive. I was sucking on him, rolling my tongue around, but that’s about it.  And when he finally popped he didn’t leave it in my mouth.  He sent another, somewhat minor spurt down my cleavage.  Yeah.  Like I needed that!
 
                 It took me about twenty minutes to get my shit together and find the energy to get up.  Zach had already recovered nicely and provided me with some food and drink which went a long way to restoring some of what I had lost.  I still looked like hell though.  While my shorts dried relatively quickly, the cum stains still had a translucent quality that made my still bright red sex stand out nicely.  I felt gross, sticky, tacky, as if I had stood under a tree filled with roosting grackles.  I deliberately did NOT look in the mirror when I used the restroom.  I was too afraid of what I’d look like.
 
                 Zach and I were just about ready to leave and I was fully dressed and ready, when one of the last two fraternity members showed up.  His name was Garret and since he and I had already been intimately acquainted both in January of 2011 and more recently for the “screw Breanne’s ass” assignment, he was quite pleased to see me standing in the foyer of the fraternity house.  Of course he was also a bit discomforted to see me standing there with cum in my hair, dried against my neck, cheeks, all down my chest, and spotting my clothing.  I still shudder to think what I looked like.
 
                 Zach however took advantage of his arrival and I found myself back in the common room, once more on my knees.  Garrett was more than willing to provide cum in exchange for a blowjob, and I did my thorough best on his shaft, my fingers twisting and sliding against his cock as my mouth did its job.  The funny part was the look on his face when, right before he was about to pop, Zach held up one of my flip flops.  The section under the toes was already white and flaky thanks to an earlier deposit on my feet, but Garrett loved the idea of me having to walk around in his sperm.  He was loaded too.  His fist pumped as he deposited a massive amount of white gunk right into the center of my flip flop.
 
                 I’m accustomed to doing hard things, but I’m gonna admit that putting my foot into my flip flop was one of the hardest.  You have to understand, I don’t mind cum.  This was not about the cum, though I admit it was a little gross.  You might think this assignment was about covering me in cum, but that’s not what it was really about.  It was about debasement.  That’s right.  DEBASEMENT.  I was a being debased, turned into a sex object whose value was worth so little that all I was good for was being cummed on.  It was a sign.  Every step in public, with the obvious and clear marks of what I was, what I was worth, dehumanized me and made me feel… like all I was good for was fucking.  My mindset deteriorated and I slipped into a sort of dark, sex oriented miasma.  If Zach had suggested that I take off all my clothes, right there in the middle of the student union, I would have done it.  I didn’t deserve clothing.  If anyone had come up to me and ordered me to bend over so they could fuck my ass, I would have.  
 
                 Zach took me to the library.  The walk over there was excruciating too.  My right foot kept slipping in the flip flop, Garret’s ooze seeping up to my toes and down to my heel.  It was not only exasperating having to cling to Zach to keep my balance, but it was disgusting.  I had to pretend I had stepped in water just to keep from grimacing too much.
 
                 Thank God the campus was mostly deserted.  The few people we did see weren’t close enough to really get a good look at my condition.  The only questionable moment was when we walked into the library and the girl at the counter stared at me, trying to fathom what the hell had happened to me and why I hadn’t cleaned up.
 
                 We went upstairs and began browsing.  Oh, not for books.  That’s silly.  We were browsing for students.  Zach knew exactly what to look for and I’m glad he was there. I’d have been wandering abandoned halls or looking in empty dorms.  But there, in one back corner, with a laptop and a bunch of books, sat a young man studying.  
 
                 “Hey Jim,” Zach said politely as we approached and I blinked. I didn’t know that Zach would KNOW the guy.  Weird.
 
                 Jim looked up.  “Zach,” he said in greeting, then he got a look at me.  I could see the wheels turning in his brain and I smiled, but I’m pretty positive that my distaste for my appearance came through.
 
                 “This is Breanne.  She’s a nympho humiliation pain slut and she’d like to suck your cock.”
 
                 Wow.  It’s not often you get an introduction like that.  I mean, wow.  Just put it out there.  Of course, that’s my response now.  Right then it felt right.  I was nothing but a nympho humiliation pain slut and my purpose was to drench myself with cum.  
 
                 Jim blinked.
 
                 “Seriously.  Here?  Now?” he said.  Zach nodded.
 
                 “Just one catch.  When you cum, she wants you to put it in her shoe.”
 
                 Yeah.  That did sound absolutely crazy weird when said like that.  Jim’s look of astonishment was quite impressive.  He glanced down at my feet and saw the flip flops.  I’m not sure he could really see, but I knew that one foot was still soaked from Garret’s load.  
 
                 “You want to walk around in my cum?” he asked me.
 
                 I looked down.  My submissive tendencies surged through me and in a tiny voice that sounded weak and pitiful and worthless, I said “I’m a cum slut today sir.  I’m supposed to be drenched in it.”
 
                 And then Jim got it.  The crap in my hair, the dried flaky stuff on my thighs and my chest.  The stains on my halter top and shorts.  Even the white line of dried whatever on my flip flops at the toes.  All of it came together and he realized that we weren’t kidding.
 
                 That’s how I ended up under the study table.  Zach moved off and told me he’d come back when I stood up.  Then he went to run interference just in case someone approached.  Jim unzipped his pants, got out his cock and I did my thing.  I kept banging my head on the underside of the desk, but all in all, it wasn’t an unpleasant undertaking.  I was getting heartily tired of sucking cock however and did more of a handjob than a blowjob.  I could feel him throbbing under my fingers and I lifted my empty flip flop up and held it under his shaft.  A few more delicate squeezes and then he too donated a decent sized glob of white gel in the center of my shoe.  I put it down gently, then pushed on Jim’s knee.  He sighed and put his cock away, then scooted his chair back to let me out.  I crawled into open air, the shoe in one hand, carefully balanced, and I put it on the ground as Jim turned to watch me.
 
                 With my big toe, I smeared some of the cum around, moving it toward the toes and heel.  Then slowly, I worked the front of my foot into the thong and stepped down. Instantly my arch was soaked with cum and there was a squeak or squelching noise that came from my shoe.  I took a step and the whole thing stuck to the bottom of my foot as I lifted my leg.  I felt like I was walking in mud.  Oh God how gross!
 
                 I have no idea how Zach found the last guy I needed.  Maybe he just went up to some stranger and said “hey, would you like a blow job from that girl over there?”  It’s possible I suppose, but in the middle of an empty classroom, with the lights off, I knelt down and gave the boy in front of me a combination blowjob/handjob that made me proud.  As he exploded, I held my hand over his spurting cock, catching the cum in my fingers.  And when he was done I brought my hands together in a gooey sticky mess.  I walked back to the fraternity house quietly, my fingers constantly twitching as the sperm dried on my digits.
 
                 It’s hard to describe my mental state at that point. I was physically exhausted, somewhat aroused due to all the walking and the ben wa balls and the fact that I had just had oral sex with three more people.  My jaw hurt.  My toes felt as if I had stuck them in something gooey and unpleasant and failed to wash them.  My skin itched and I was not only cognizant of my appearance, but hyperaware of it.  My left breast was soaked and sticking to my wet halter top.  My clothes were stained, spotted, and in some cases see-through, showing off my body to whomever felt I was worth visually violating.  Even my hands were coated in a slimy whitish goo that didn’t seem to want to dry.  I felt worthless, or at least next to it. I, Breanne Erickson, was a cum dump.  That was it.  Forget the fact that I’m a talented writer, or have a Bachelor’s degree, or can ride horses, and cook, and play piano.  Never mind that I have a bubbling personality and love discussing politics and religion and philosophy.  All of that was immaterial.  No one cared.  I was good for one thing and one thing only: a receptacle for male spunk.  Even now I shudder at the horror of it.
 
                 Back at the frat house Zach took me inside to get my keys and we discovered that the last member of the fraternity, the one who had missed out on the earlier fun had returned.  He insisted on getting in on the action and to be honest, I was too far gone mentally to say no.  Not that I would have mind you, but the mind fucking this assignment had given me really eliminated that option.  It wasn’t that this was consensual or not, it was that I was no longer worthy of even having a choice.  Does a dump truck have a choice on whether or not it picks up trash?  Can a dumpster object to being filled?  Can a beach complain about getting wet and soaked by the ocean, white froth left upon the sand?
 
                 No.  And neither could I.
 
                 There was only one more place I officially needed cum, and frankly, at that moment, I would have willingly turned around and offered my ass to his unprotected dick.  Fortunately Zach had things well in hand and I found myself once more on their sofa.  As I sat down I realized they were going to need to wash the cushions.  There were smears of cum from our earlier session already visible on the material.  If you could see me right now, while writing this, you’d see my evil grin.  Serves them right.
 
                 And then I was sucking cock.  Again.  And the other boys came back down for seconds.  Ever seen Japanese bukkake?  Well I sat there on the couch, going from one cock to another, cock in my hands, cock rubbing against my face, cock in my mouth.  And through it all they were pumping and stroking and working themselves into a froth and then it just all came at me.  One after another.  Some I took in my open mouth.  Most of it splashed into my face.  One shot hit me in the eye and stung until a tissue wiped it away, only to smear it on my neck and down my arm.  More spunk landed across my halter, spotting it even more.
 
                 And I didn’t even get fucked or get to cum myself.
 
                 When it was over, I looked like I’d been hosed with… God… there IS no comparison.  Watery mayo?  My hair wasn’t just a mess, it was coated.  My face dripped cum down my body.  As I got behind the wheel even Zach couldn’t hide his disgust at my appearance.  I looked like a giant seagull had just shit on me.  I couldn’t take it.  I started to cry.  
 
                 “Hey now, it’s okay,” Zach said.  He started to reach out to me, but then hesitated.  Clearly he didn’t want to hug me.  He grimaced and then shook his head.  “Damn.  You are a cum slut, aren’t you.”
 
                 Ouch.  I started to sob.  He went to pat my hand, but even that touch was anathema to him.  Finally he settled for standing there in the open truck door while I sat behind the wheel and bawled.  It took me a few minutes, and I got the hiccups, but I got it under control.  I was only ten minutes from Kari’s place and Zach nodded as I blinked red eyes at him and shut the door.
 
                 The drive to Kari’s was tough.  The steering wheel was wet with cum and I felt awful.  I could still feel it dripping down my head.  I had uncontrollable shakes and I longed to strip naked and run into a lake.  Hell, even a gator infested bayou would have been okay.  Instead, with my heart racing, I went straight to Kari’s place.
 
                 Unlike usual, I didn’t strip before knocking on her door.  All I wanted was for it all to end.  I wanted a shower.  I knew Robert wouldn’t want to fuck me, especially now, in the ass, but I had some thought that maybe we could shower together?  Kari opened the door and her eyes widened.
 
                 “Oh my God,” she whispered.  I knew what she was seeing.  I was coated.  I was gross.  Disgusting.  I stood there dejected, defeated, a cum slut.
 
                 She turned her head back into the condo.  “Robert!  Go open the fence gate and take Breanne into the back yard,” Kari told her live in boy toy, the other sex slave beside me.  She looked back at me.  “You.  Go to the fence gate. Now. I don’t want you in the house like this.”
 
                 I padded around the side of the house, my flip flops still squelching.  Why wouldn’t the cum in my shoes dry?  The gate opened as I approached and I saw Robert.  He was naked, his cock hard and then he saw me.  He too looked on in appalled sympathy and he closed and locked the gate behind me as I stepped onto the path.  Slowly I squished my way into the backyard.
 
                 Kari was there already.  Her arms were crossed and she looked disgusted.  “Well, let’s get this over.  Go ahead, Robert.  Fuck her.”
 
                 I held out a hand.  “I need it in the ass, please?” I begged.  Kari’s eyes flashed and I could see the anger.  Finally she threw up her hands.  
 
                 “Fine, whatever.”  She looked at Robert.  “When you’re done, hose her and yourself off,” she said.  “And make sure you spend plenty of time on her cunt with the hose too.”  Then she turned and went back into the condo.
 
                 I didn’t look at Robert. I was too ashamed. Instead I pushed my shorts down, letting the wet material leave even more cum tracks on my legs.  I kicked them away, not caring where they landed and then I peeled off the halter top.  If my backside was in anyway like my front, Robert could see the dried flaky cum marks on my back and on my buttocks.  I knelt down, pulled out the ben wa balls, then got on all fours, closing my eyes.
 
                 His cock slid into me, and not my ass, but I didn’t complain. I knew what he was doing.  His strong hands held my hips as he pumped, lubricating his cock and working himself to near completion.  Robert knows I’m not a fan of anal sex, so it was a decent thing for him to do.  But despite our coitus, he wasn’t touching me as much as usual.  I could hear his breathing getting louder and faster and then he withdrew, leaving me in desperate straights myself, only to have him press slowly and steadily into my bottom.
 
                 He came in there, filling my rear end with enough cum to make me pretty sure he too had gone several days without release.  I could feel it in me, sloshing, and one squeeze made some drip out.  As he let me go, I stood up and turned to face him, but he was already moving toward the hose, unwilling to look at me again in my current state.  I closed my eyes and held out my arms as he turned on the cold spray.
 
                 Blessed relief.  The water flowed over me and I ducked my head down, letting the cold water sluice the cum out of my hair.  I began scrubbing at myself and with my wet hair down in front of my face I didn’t hear the sliding glass door of the condo open.  Suddenly my fingers began lathering and shampoo flowed.  The little beads of gelled cum that had congealed in the cold were stripped from my hair and I looked up through the suds to see Kari there, holding her bottle of extremely expensive shampoo.  I washed vigorously, running soap over my breasts and down my stomach.  I bent down, right in the grass and cleaned between my toes.  My fingers went between my legs, washing, stripping cum from my skin.  I even stuck a knuckle up my rear and bent over, letting Robert aim the nozzle of the hose right at me.
 
                 “Now lay down,” Kari said softly when it looked like I was almost done.  
 
                 I did it. No questions asked and I knew what was coming and I spread my legs, opening up.  Sure enough, the hose was directed at my clit and the pounding water was like a never ending stroke of Zach’s belt.  My hips thrust upward, meeting the flowing stream, wanting, needing, desperate for release.  I closed my eyes and felt a thousand things.  I felt fresh and new. I felt revitalized. I felt clean and whole.  I was Breanne again, with all the blessings and talents and skills and worth I had before I started.  Washed away was the receptacle fit for nothing but cum and as the water streamed from the hose and hit me right between the legs, I felt my arousal blossom.  My hand went down between my legs, my fingers pinching and rubbing my clit.
 
                 And then I felt her presence on top of me.  The scent of Kari’s arousal hit my nose and the water spray changed, getting closer and more intense.  Spray hit my thighs and stomach but stopped. I opened my eyes to see pussy just above me.  Kari had stripped naked and straddled my head, her sex just an inch from my mouth.  But even as I reached up to grasp her, to pull her down to me, she redirected the hose into my sex, alternating cold water with her hot mouth.  I bucked and my tongue stabbed upward against her, licking at her clit as she worked me.  Robert stood back, watching as we licked each other’s slits, water and grass and open air and summer heat washing away the cum and what I was.
 
                 I exploded first, which is hardly a surprise, but Kari kept the hose directed at my clit.  A moment later I managed to bring her to her own release and she fell against me, collapsing over me like a wet blanket.  I rolled her off into the grass, the hose falling away and held her in my arms while her chest heaved from the exertion of orgasm.  Cumming has never been easy for Kari and when she explodes it is with an intensity that her outward demeanor belies with its depth.  It is like a nuclear bomb going off far under the depths of the sea.   You feel the rumble.  You know powerful forces are at work.  And you rarely, if ever see the surface move.
 
                 When Kari finally looked at me with clear eyes she gathered me in her arms and hugged me tight.  Robert stood over us, clear fluffy towels in both hands.  Kari accepted hers gracefully and let her boy toy pull her up.  I came next, hauled to my feet by Robert’s strength.
 
                 “I think you can come inside now,” Kari said laughingly.
 
                 I smiled and then nodded.  “Good. Cause I need a shower,” I said.
 
                 Kari’s eyes narrowed and she looked at me in confusion.  “You do?  Why?”
 
                 My eyes sparkled as I stared at my best friend, my lover, my mistress and I licked my lips with a knowing wink.  I tasted her too, the remnants of her orgasm.  
 
                 “Because,” I said softly as I reached out and squeezed her hand.  “I’m a cum slut, and my face is covered with it.”
 
                 Kari’s eyes softened and she kissed me on the lips.  “Then leave it that way,” she said warmly.  Then her eyes flashed and she smacked me once on the bare bottom, hard.
 
                 “Cum slut.”
 
                 
 
    
 
   Breanne,

First of all, I want to commend you for the amazing job you do in following the tenants of being a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  I am quite impressed.  However, my assignment will require more from you than just the willingness to be humiliated, hurt, and fucked stupid for free.  It will require you to accept something more profound.

For my assignment, you will become a cum slut.

What is a cum slut you might ask?  It is a girl who loves cum.  She wallows in it.  Drinks it.  Bathes in it.  Every part of her person is soaked in cum.

For the assignment, you will dress in a white tee shirt or halter top, the more transparent the better.  You will not wear a bra or panties.  Additionally, you will wear your white cotton shorts.  I suggest your flip flops rather than high heels.  To follow NHPS Rule #1, you must keep your ben wa balls in, but be warned, you might be taking them out.

Once you are attired correctly, you have one day to receive and accept a load of cum in the following spots:
 
    
 
            On top of your head.
 
            Across your breasts (both nipples must be coated for it to count, so this might take two different loads.)
 
            Pooled in your belly button.
 
            On your thighs.  
 
            On your feet.
 
            On your hands.
 
            Over your buttocks.
 
            On your back.  
 
            IN your pussy (this is an internal dump.  Please use the appropriate measure to maintain your safety.)
 
            IN your ass. (also an internal dump.)
 
            IN your mouth,
 
            In both ears, separately.
 
            and on each article of clothing you are wearing, including your shoes.
 
    
 
    
 
   The key thing is that after a load of cum is deposited on the appropriate spot or inside the appropriate orifice, you may not wipe nor clean it away.   Loads deposited in spots that already accepted a load do not count, however I do encourage you to accept additional loads.  Clothing that covers spots that you intend to accept a load may be revealed, but they should also be covered again as soon as the load is deposited.  For example, you may pull up your shirt, exposing your breasts.  Then immediately after you've received your load of cum across your bosom, you must pull the shirt back down.  

Of course, by the end of your assignment you will stink of cum, dried cum will cake your skin and hair, and you're attire will be cum stained.  This is the goal.  

Good luck!

Master Todd
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   “Well, this should certainly be interesting,” Kari said as I looked down at the machine.  We were standing in her dungeon, both of us dressed in our usual attire.  For Kari, that meant black, skin tight leather pants, with no crotch, accompanied by a black leather vest that conformed to her bosom and waist.  I’ve always loved that outfit on her.  It’s sexy, sleek, and just screams “dominatrix.”  I on the other hand, was wearing an expensive set of bondage cuffs on my wrists and ankles, as well as the thick leather collar that matched.  My outfit screamed only one thing and it screamed it loud and clear.
 
                 I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
                 I suppose I don’t mind really, because I happen to be a nympho humiliation pain slut, but the accompanying outfit can sometimes be a bit drafty.  Fortunately, Kari keeps the temperature in her apartment at a balmy seventy eight degrees, which most people would think a little warm.  You have to take into consideration the fact that most of the other people who hang around Kari’s place, do so naked.  
 
                 Like Robert.  He was naked.  And bound and gagged on the other side of the dungeon.  As Kari’s permanent live in boy toy and sexual submissive, he spent practically the whole day, every day, wearing his birthday suit.  This was often accompanied by a cock harness of some sort, but I liked the fact that he wandered around the condo in as much sexual desperation as I did.  Of course while he wore a harness that invariably kept him aroused and unable to either touch himself or relieve the pressure, I had to follow nympho humiliation pain slut rule number one, a tender little regulation that required me to keep either cock, or a sex toy of some sort, stuffed inside myself at all times.  You can just imagine the fun Kari has with that rule.
 
                 But at that particular time, standing in Kari’s dungeon, I was empty and had been for about two minutes.  I had been wearing the triple vibroballs all morning, at various levels of vibration, in preparation for this particular evening.  Or perhaps it was just to torment me.  I hadn’t cum in over a week thanks to the normal processes that happen to a woman, so I was on edge.  Literally.  I bit my lip, looking down at the machine.
 
                 You’re probably familiar with it if you’ve been reading my “Tales.”  It was the center piece of a little story called “Full Bore” and consists of a steel ring that used to be a stool.  The legs were shortened, the seat removed and then a sexually evil genius added what he called a “variable speed electric motor” and some gears.  These gears were attached to two rods which were mounted so that the crankshaft would literally cause them to move up and down by about seven inches.  Even more interesting was the fact that at the end of both of those rods, were mounted two dildos, one narrow and about five inches long, while the other one was a sparkly pink monster that measured a full seven inches.
 
                 Hell.  I’m surprised they didn’t vibrate too.
 
                 I bent down with the bottle Kari handed me.  It was Stinging O, an oily concoction of my own devising that was two parts grape seed oil and much smaller parts cinnamon and pepper oil.  While providing slippery movement, it also irritates the sensitive flesh, in effect both cooling me and heating me up.  Think of a lighter version of Icy Hot, except if used internally it won’t kill you.  I felt the tingle on my fingertips as I thoroughly coated both phallic probes and then, as per Kari’s orders, wiped the remnants of the oil onto both nipples.   Instantly the tips of my breasts started to tingle and harden and I straightened and looked up at her.
 
                 “Well don’t just stand there,” she said with a grin.  “Sit down.”  She pointed at the dildos and I swallowed.  I looked over at Robert who was staring at me.  He had to be uncomfortable, strapped like that to the St. Andrew’s Cross.  His cock was locked in this strange steel and leather device that Kari had bought from some catalog. I’m absolutely positive that it prevented him from getting a hard on.  Or it would try to.  Maybe he’d be hurting more than me.
 
                 Turning the appropriate direction, I straddled the stool and slowly lowered myself down.  I felt as if an entire swarm of butterflies were in my tummy and I was positive I was trembling.  I closed my eyes as I felt the seven inch dildo graze my labia and a judicious swinging of my hips slid the pre-lubricated phallus through my slit nicely.  That first touch felt good, but I was dreading the eminent penetration of my ass, not to mention the chemical intensity of the Stinging O.  I slipped down an inch, then a bit more, and felt the gently tapered tip of the anal probe at my rear.  Just as I started to work it in, sliding deeper down, the cool tingle of the cinnamon oil hit my pussy.  It caused me to clench, which tightened things up in my ass.  A distinct discomfort that could almost be called pain rolled up through me, but I took a deep breath, and mastered that disquieting ache in my ass.  
 
                 I sank lower as my legs began tiring from my squatting position and Kari watched in amusement as I attempted to prevent my rapid impalement on the double dildos.  Within a minute however my thighs and buttocks were resting on the ring of the stool and I was deeply and thoroughly stuffed, with the full length of both dildos deep inside me.  The moment I seemed settled, Kari moved into action.  My arms were lifted over my head and attached to the chain dangling from the ceiling.  My ankles were tugged upward, putting all my weight on the dildos and the stool rim.  The ankle cuffs were locked with binder clips to metal rings on the stool frame.  Velcro straps went around my thighs and calves.  And then, while she was down there, Kari turned the motor onto its lowest setting.
 
                 Kari keeps one of those twist dial kitchen timers in her dungeon.  It looks decidedly out of place, as if some cook had a demented streak they never want you seeing.  Actually, it’s kind of funny, since Kari can’t cook.  Hell, microwaving popcorn is a challenge for her.  Want to know how she stays thin?  Guess.  Of course, she and Robert eat out all the time, four or five nights a week.  And she doesn’t even eat healthy!  I’ve always been jealous of her for that.  Me?  I’m thin, but that comes from working seven days a week on a farm and living with your parents who don’t exactly go and stock up on ding dongs every few days at the grocery store.  And I don’t exactly get a paycheck either, so it’s not like I go out all the time.  So I stay thin through a combination of hard work and starving.  Hey, it works.  Anyway, the timer was set for five minutes.
 
                 The vaginal dildo almost slid out of my sex and started its upward return before the anal probe descended.  I’ve never asked how Mike the Hardware guy managed to make it so you could start full impaled, mostly because I’m sure it’s complicated, but I have to admit, it does make it easier.  The thrust and withdrawal was agonizingly slow.  I’d say maybe two thrusts every ten seconds.  So… that would make it twelve thrusts a minute?  Of course, actually it’s twenty four thrusts, because one dildo would drive up into my sex, and then the anal probe would do the same thing.  So you can understand my sexual frustration.  It was slow agony.
 
                 While I was enduring snail sex, Kari was busy.  She had rolled her little metal cart over and was fidgeting with the TENS Unit.  For those still not in the know, this device is a transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator.  It does one thing.  Shock you.  Doctors and therapists use it to stimulate muscles and work out kinks and stuff.  Kari uses it to stimulate certain parts of my body (and occasionally Robert’s!)   It can also be used to punish a slave girl, depending on the settings.  It’s actually pretty cool.  See, you can set the number of times someone gets a jolt, and you can set the intensity of the jolt.
 
                 Kari is an expert at the TENS Unit and without a word she set about plugging the damn thing in.  Black and red wires were jacked into little holes on the front and then Kari took great pleasure in attaching the wired clamps to my nipples.  The clamps were an addition.  Doctors don’t usually clamp their patients while using a TENS Unit.  Nor do they clamp the tips of their patient’s breasts.
 
                 Unless their patient is me.  But that’s another story for another time.
 
                 Kari tightened the pressure clamps just enough to ensure that they weren’t going to fall off.  I jiggled a little bit and sure enough, they were stuck.  Then Kari pulled out one of her newer toys, a toy I knew she had bought just for me.  It was a little suction vial, with the needed electrodes to attach to the TENS unit inside the vial.  Her finger touched my clit, rubbing some of the Stinging O and my secretions over the tender nub that was already swollen and sticking out.  She placed the vial over my clit and using one of those ball squeezy things, she sucked the air out of the vial and created a vacuum.  My clit was pulled into the glass and came in direct contact with both electrodes.  Having my clit sucked into a glass vial wasn’t uncomfortable actually. It felt good.  Arousing even.  But my brain KNEW what was coming and that just made me even MORE aroused.
 
                 When the timer dinged, Kari was ready.  She twisted the dials on the TENS Unit and in a flash I felt something. It was barely registering actually.  There was a throb, not even painful, way less than a static electricity shock.  It was almost like a pressure.  The electricity was stimulating me, but it was so light and the frequency was so spaced out, that it couldn’t have been described as torture.  In fact, it felt incredible.  It felt awesome.  And combined with the brutally sluggish thrusts into my ass and sex, it was a perfect addition to my torment.
 
                 I exploded.
 
                 Kari set the timer again, a full five minutes, and walked over to Robert.  While I jerked on my stool like a landed fish, impaled anally and vaginally, all while being shocked, Robert got a massage.  Kari ran her hands all over his body, tweaking his nipples, stroking those tight and massive pectorals, and then releasing his poor large cock from the torture device it had been trapped in.  He sprang to hardness immediately and Kari got down on her knees and began sucking on him.  That kind of surprised me.  Oh, not that she was giving him a blowjob.  Kari approaches fellatio from a wildly different perspective than I do. I do it because it’s demeaning.  It’s my place in life to have cock in my mouth.  That’s my  purpose.  Kari does it because she can exercise control over men.  I’ve never understood that attitude, but I have to admit, having a man tied down while I suck his cock can be pretty exciting.
 
                 Kari also happens to be a master of fellatio and she kept Robert from exploding during the full five minutes.  But when the timer rang the second time, she left him and returned to me.  I had already cum once and was well on my way back up the mountain for round two of orgasmic cliff sky diving.  My chest was heaving, my nipples were hard bumps in the clamps, and my toes were curling in ecstasy.
 
                 “Having fun?” Kari asked.  I nodded stupidly.  Even the burn of the Stinging O had faded and I was in orgasmic heaven.  Fun?  I could have ridden that thing for hours.  Days even.  Well… at least on that setting.
 
                 “You’ve got a choice, Bre.”  Kari looked at me with a smile.  “I either turn up the dildo speed, or whip your ass.”
 
                 I blinked, and then smarted off.  “That’s a choice?” I asked crazily.  “Turn the dildo speed up.”
 
                 Kari shrugged and bent down to the stool.  A moment later I gasped.  Now instead of twelve thrusts a minute in each hole, I was getting about twenty four.  If I had been walking up the mountain of sexual climax a minute before, I was now jogging up.  My pussy and ass contracted in turn around the dildos and I moaned loudly as Kari set the timer.  The sensations flooding up from between my legs now made the electrical buzz I was getting on my clit and nipples nothing but a mere distraction.  I loved it.  I couldn’t help bouncing a little, working myself into orgasmic ecstasy that much quicker.
 
                 Kari returned to Robert and was now oiling his cock.  With long strokes she teased him as he watched me.  I was clearly not in any kind of pain, much less discomfort now that I was being teased much like he was.  But I at least had the option of orgasm.  Kari denied that to Robert and so his cock bobbed and strained while I grinned like a stupid teenager getting my first fuck.  I exploded again, which was hardly a surprise, and then sagged, my arms limp, hanging from the chains above me.  To be honest, my energy level was starting to flag.  Two orgasms, even to a multi-orgasmic person like me, can be draining.  But as I sucked in air and started to settle myself, the never ceasing thrusts came like a hammer ringing in the distance while you’re trying to sleep.  Not really something to hate, but definitely annoying.
 
                 The timer rang while I was still trying to sort it all out and Kari wiped her hands on a towel.  She hung the cloth on Robert’s cock and told him not to drop it or he’d be hurting in a moment.  From the look on his face, I don’t think dropping the towel would be a problem.  Kari came back over to me, examined me critically for a moment, and then gave me the choice.
 
                 “I can turn up the electricity, or I can use the spiked wheel on your feet,” she stated.
 
                 Again, I screwed up my face.  My soles are highly sensitive.  The last thing I wanted was for her to take a Wartenberg Wheel to my feet.  Besides, she’d dig it in.  It would hurt.  And she’d do my toes as well as my arch.  No thank you.
 
                 “Electricity please,” I said.  Kari nodded with a shrug and went to the TENS Unit.  A moment later I felt the jolt in my nipples and clit and it was much more intense than the light tingle I had felt before hand.  It still didn’t hurt, but I was definitely feeling it now.  There would be no more moments where the electricity was “lost in the shuffle.”  My clit especially was feeling it and the combination of semi-rapid thrusts and the shocks caused my body to tighten and move in unfamiliar ways.  My hips rolled strangely, thanks to my bondage and the dildos pumping in and out.  My chest heaved, not because of my breathing, but due to the voltage crossing my nipples.  I started to feel a little out of control, as if things were happening outside of my ability to focus and deal with them.
 
                 Kari had set the timer for another five minutes and returned to Robert.  As expected, the towel was still draped over his hard on and resumed her oiling of his shaft.  It glistened in the soft light.  Oh.  I guess I never described the lighting in the dungeon, did I?  There is no overhead light in Kari’s second bedroom.  That was removed.  Instead there are a number of wall lamps, all providing indirect lighting, along with a spot light track that runs in a cross pattern across the ceiling.  Small spot lights are directed onto each device, meaning that both Robert and I sat/stood in a bright yellow pool of illumination.  The rest of the room was lost in shadows.  It was very erotic.  But what do you expect?  Kari is an interior decorator.  You’d think she would at least make her own dungeon fashionable, right?
 
                 Kari had finished oiling Robert’s cock and had pulled out her violet wand, another electrical toy that she liked to play with.  I still had a minute or two left on the timer and was feeling… odd.  There was a blossoming sexual arousal in me, I admit it.  But there was something else going on.   Something was not right, or perhaps it could be said something was very right.  I felt tight, stressed slightly, like a board being bent.  It wasn’t enough to break me, or even hurt, but it was there, building inside me.   Kari started to touch the violet wand to Robert’s cock, shocking him lightly.  I could see the flashes of pain on his face as she held her tool tip to tip, sliding the glass probe down his length and then touching it to his scrotum.  She ran it back up, circling his circumcised head until the timer rang.
 
                 She put down the violet wand and stepped back over to me.  Robert’s chest was heaving from the stress of what she had been doing to him, and I wasn’t much better.  My muscles were feeling the strain and my buttocks were hurting from where the steel rim of the stool was digging into my ass.  Forget the dildos.  Why couldn’t Mike the Hardware Guy put a fucking cushion on the damn thing?  Hell, even a toilet seat is more comfortable.  But honestly, that wasn’t the real reason I was getting a little irritable. It was that sensation inside me, the one that wasn’t quite arousal, and not quite desperation, and not quite pain.
 
                 “I can turn up the motor, or whip your ass,” Kari said.
 
                 I frowned.  “Can’t you be more creative?  What if I don’t want my ass whipped?” I complained.
 
                 Kari shrugged. “Then I’ll turn up the motor.  Those are your choices.”
 
                 I grimaced.  Some part of me didn’t want the motor turning to a higher level.  Remember, I’d ridden the damn thing before and let me tell you; I wasn’t even going at a quarter of the pace I had endured last time.  Finally Kari got tired of my indecision and bent down and turned the motor on the dildos to a higher setting.  I groaned in response, whimpering as the dildos began plowing me even harder and faster.  I know I shouldn’t use those words to describe any kind of sexual activity, but seriously, that was exactly what was happening.  With the increase of speed, my sex and my ass were being callously shoved open, rammed deep, and then left gaping open for a second or two before going through it all again.  
 
                 I suddenly felt hot.  Really hot.  And I broke out into a sweat.  Kari was already back at Robert’s cock and she was slapping it back and forth, flicking the tip with her fingers, only to alternate with more of those long strokes she favors in order to keep a man hard.  Robert was clearly having difficulty with it.  I on the other hand was way past difficulty.  The steady thrum of the motorized dildos was accompanied by a distinctly uncomfortable alternating penetration that no amount of tightening or shifting could stop.  Add in the distinctly odd sensation coming from my nipples and clitoris, thanks to the TENS Unit, and I felt my insides rippling with waves of sensation.  I still didn’t cum though.  Not for the entire five minutes.  Instead I sat there, trying to decide if I was sick, or if something was happening to me that I couldn’t control.
 
                 When the timer rang again, I think Robert was grateful.  His cock was bright red and Kari came over.  She looked at me, twitching and shifting on the seat, my eyes wet with forming tears.  
 
                 “You okay?” she asked, only mildly concerned.
 
                 I swallowed, still trying to martial my thoughts.  “I feel…” I said, but couldn’t find a way to describe what was going on.  Kari nodded though.
 
                 “Your body is confused.  Things are happening to it in a way you’ve never experienced, at least not together, in this sort of low level intensity.  It’s confused.  It wants to react sexually to what is happening, but the electricity is disrupting that sensation.  At least right now.  If I turn it up again, it’s going to actually start hurting.”
 
                 I nodded, my tongue pressed against the backs of my teeth.  “And if it hurts, I’ll start cumming?” I asked.              
 
                 Kari nodded.  “You’re a pain slut, Bre.  Simple truth.  I’d be screaming my head off, begging for it to stop.  You on the other hand are sick and demented.  You get off on pain.  So yes, you’ll probably cum.”  She paused meaningfully.  “Though if you would prefer, I’d be happy to whip your ass.”
 
                 “Electricity!” I demanded.  Kari smiled, her mouth thin and tight.  Then she fiddled with the dials on the TENS Unit.  My eyes widened as the first shock hit me and the strange throbbing I had felt up to that point disappeared, only to be replaced by a feeling that I can only describe as a cross between having  red hot needle shoved through your flesh and having your hand placed on a super powered vibrator.  I shook as my mouth opened in a soundless cry.  My nipples and clit felt as if they were on fire.  I jerked wildly in my seat, unable to escape the repeated metaphorical piercing of my nipples and clit.  The pounding between my legs seemed to become even more intense, despite the fact that Kari hadn’t increased the tempo of the phallic penetrations.  But as the shocks ripped through me every few seconds, something happened.  The feeling of wrongness disappeared and a new sensation, one that had been building underneath, came to the front.  I recognized, embraced it, welcomed it, and wanted it.  The arousal built with unseemly haste and as Kari went back to continue Robert’s torment, wringing his cock with soft twists while lightly caressing his balls, I was blasted with steady force up the mountain to perch daringly on the edge of orgasmic ecstasy.  The timer rung just as I was ready to leap off and Kari hurried over as I was flushed with need.
 
                 “Faster dildos or do you want me to whip your ass?” she asked, her lips in my ear.
 
                 “Dildos!” I cried.
 
                 And then all hell broke loose.  You have to understand that I was getting hammered by this point.  She had turned up the motor and I was getting fucked at speeds that were similar to a man in his full prime, on top of me, at the moment before HIS orgasm.  I can hardly guess at the “penetrations per minute” I was enduring, but I’d say at least thirty or forty per minute, per dildo.  I could already feel the bruises forming.  But the increase in the penetration speed did one important thing.  It kicked me off that cliff and left me in orgasmic free fall.  Endorphins and adrenaline blasted through me and I was lost in a wave of sexual euphoria.  I floated.  I flew.  I saw pink clouds and swarms of butterflies.  And then…
 
                 And then I fell.
 
                 When I landed the shocks to my clit and nipples felt even worse.  Pain laced through me and the bruising penetrations between my legs was enough to send paroxysms of agony through me.  Tears streamed down my cheeks and I cried out, wanting for the first time for it all too end.  And I wasn’t even at the setting I had endured when I had ridden the damn stool at Full Bore.
 
                 Kari left me like that, crying and thrashing and wailing while she continued to torture Robert.  When the timer rang I was exhausted, sitting there, unmoving, merely enduring the pain and pressure.  Kari came back to me and gently brushed some of my hair out of my face.  She bent down and kissed me, lifting my chin, and then licked my cheek, tasting my tears.  
 
                 “Electricity, or a whipping?” she asked.
 
                 “Whip me please,” I whispered.
 
                 And she did.  She picked up a flogger and moved behind me.  The first lash landed across the small of my back and the harsh pain of it jerked me upright.  I let out a squeal as she hit again, this time lower, across the top of my buttocks.  Kari set a steady rhythm and the lash landed across my shoulders, moving steadily downward.  The pain and heat was impressive, even though in hindsight I know she wasn’t hitting me that hard.  She left some red marks and that was it.  It’s like she knew I wouldn’t be able to handle more.  The thing is, she whipped me for the full five minutes.  And when that timer went off I burst into a set of fresh tears, just grateful it was over.
 
                 Kari ran a hand over my back and I felt a fresh burst of pain, but I knew that she had merely scalded me, rather than burned or cut me.  Then her mouth was on my ear again.  
 
                 “Dildos or the Wartenberg Wheel?” she asked softly.
 
                 Well hey, why not just ask me “would you like to be stoned to death, or hung by the neck until you choke to death?”  Or perhaps “would you prefer to be fucked with a cactus or by an elephant?”  Oh, and by the way, you don’t get to make the choice when you are of clear of mind.  Oh no.  You get to decide AFTER you’ve been dragged BEHIND the elephant, through a cactus garden.
 
                 My brain was about as fried as my nipples and clit. “Dildos” I said stupidly and Kari nodded.  A moment later I was taken to full bore, the pounding between my legs set to maximum.  I felt as if someone was taking a baseball bat and alternating hitting me with it between the legs, and shoving it up each hole in turn.  It hurt.  Kari went back to Robert and began toying with his cock again.  It had fallen to semi-rigidness while I was being whipped, but she had her boy toy back to full strength and length with just a few light strokes.  I watched, barely aware of my surroundings, as Kari began rapidly pumping her fist over his cock.  I felt another tingle inside me, one that wasn’t a mistaken zap to the tips of my breasts, or my swollen and abused clitoris.  As Robert’s face turned red and I could see he was getting close to orgasm, my body once again betrayed me.  My sex tightened.  My heart raced.  I shook with building need.  The electricity flowing to my breasts hurt and that just made everything else even more intense.                
 
                 Both of us were desperate and Kari was the common link.  She was like a master violinist, or one of those amazing people that can play multiple instruments.  She kept Robert on that high level until my timer went off again and she left him hanging (literally) as she returned to my side.  I was in a state.  I was too tired to cum again, but the torment inflicted upon me was more than enough to get me back to a state of hypersexuality.  I wanted to cum.  I just couldn’t get there.
 
                 “Electricity, or caning your feet,” Kari asked.
 
                 As much of a fan of bastinado as I am, I knew that would just hurt.  So I gasped out my decision. Kari seemed to expect it and twisted the knobs of the TENS unit.  And that’s when I screamed.
 
                 Pain like I’ve rarely experienced exploded at the tips of my breasts and between my legs.  My entire body shook like a leaf in the wind and every muscle tightened.  Then I got a four second break.  The second zap came again and I became a tense form again, my pussy locked so tight around the phallus plunging hard and fast between my legs that I heard the motor groan as it struggled to shove the damn rubber cock back up inside me.  There was a sharp pain in my ass a moment later too.  Then I got zapped again.
 
                 They say time flies when you’re having fun.  Time also happens to stop or at least slow down considerably when you are being tortured beyond endurance.  I’ve got no clue what setting Kari had left the TENS Unit, but it felt like someone was grabbing each nipple and my clit with a pair of pliers, squeezing as tight as possible, and the twisting a full three hundred and eighty degrees.  Twice.  My eyeballs rolled upward into the back of my head and I sat there with drool coming from my half opened mouth, my entire body trembling, tears wetting my cheeks, and basically catatonic as the sexual violence continued.  Kari stood there, watching for a moment, concern obvious on her face.  But then she shrugged, turned, and went back to Robert.
 
                 When the timer dinged again I was barely cognizant.  Kari left Robert, whose face was still red, his cock throbbing with desperation, and she came back to me.  Her hands stroked my head.  Perspiration had beaded all over me and I struggled even to breathe properly.  Finally she knelt down so that we could see, eye to eye.  Her finger lifted my chin and my unfocused gaze wandered.  
 
                 “Breanne?” she said softly, above the roar of the motor, and the buzz of the TENS Unit frying my nerves.  “Breanne?”  
 
                 I think I moaned or something.
 
                 “Breanne?  You’ve got another choice,” she explained.
 
                 I nodded dumbly.  Anything.  Please just turn it off.  Make it stop.  I can’t cum again.  I’m too tired.
 
                 “I can hurt you till you cum, or I can go make Robert explode,” she said.  “Which do you want?”
 
                 I blinked, trying to make my eyes focus.  Across from me stood Robert, still straining in his bonds.  His cock looked like it had endured much more than I had.  It was raw and red and purple and seemed to throb with every beat of his heart.  I swallowed and tried to lick my lips, but my mouth didn’t seem to work properly.  I knew exactly what I wanted to say.  Nothing but a croak came out.
 
                 Kari smiled.  “I know.  It’s what you are, Bre.  Your purpose is to suffer so that others can get pleasure, and I can’t tell you how much pleasure you’ve given me.”  She kissed me on top of the head. “Thank you.”
 
                 Then she turned, peeled off her leather pants, dragged a foot stool in front of Robert, and mounted him in one sweet glide down his body.  I sat there, suffering as I watched them fuck.  The dildos slid in and out of me, pummeling me as the electricity shocked me.  Kari’s naked body was exquisite and I felt a sudden surge of jealousy.  She was riding him.  She was fucking him.  He was going to explode.  And me?  I was suffering.  I was locked in a ridiculous cycle of arousal and pain that made it impossible to move in either direction; release or cessation.  And for a moment, I hated them both.  Robert let out a cry that I knew well and Kari bucked, her hand around the back of his neck, her lips locked on his mouth, grinding herself into his shaft.  And then it was Kari’s turn, just a second later, to stiffen, frozen as Robert finished thrusting upward into her.  From my position, I could see every thrust of his rock hard shaft into the sweet pink slit between her legs.  
 
                 And then the visual affected me.  The heat inside me coalesced.  The dildos, the electricity, my nipples, my pussy, my clit, even my ass were no longer separate parts being tortured and abused.  It became one.  In a flash I cried out as the orgasm that had simmered in the pot for so long burst forth and I let out a yell that even startled Kari out of her sexual euphoria.  She turned, pulling herself away from Robert’s softening cock, to stare at my thrashing, bouncing, straining body.  She hurried to me as I rocked with the explosion that sent me practically into orbit, only to be held back by her loving arms.  She turned the TENS Unit down so that it was back to its lowest setting.  Then the dildos slowed inside me, gentle deep thrusts that were almost a relief.  She held me as I burst into tears, finally at the end of my limits.
 
                 I think we were all exhausted.  Well, mostly.  I’m not sure about Kari, despite her orgasm.  As she once again kissed away my tears, I felt her mouth move to my ear.  Her tongue actually went in and I repressed another shiver.
 
                 “You’ve got a choice, Breanne.  I still want to cane your feet.  So you can either take the strokes, or we start over again, the whole thing.  The Tens Unit.  The dildo machine.  All of it.  So what’s your choice?” she asked.
 
                 I was exhausted, weak, tormented, still being fucked and zapped, even if it was being done lightly.  Robert looked at me weakly from the St. Andrew’s Cross and I could see the pity in his eyes.  A thousand things rushed through my head, a million emotions.  But I realized the choice was simple.  After all, there were only two options, right?
 
                 And so I smiled at the woman who tortured me, the woman who held my heart, the woman who knew my limits better than I knew myself.  And I gave her the answer that only I could give, the answer no one was expecting.  The answer I myself didn’t believe I would possibly ever admit.
 
                 I looked up at Kari and grinned, knowing that the next two hour would be brutal.
 
                 “Both.”
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   They say time flies like an arrow.  And fruit flies like a banana.  Me, I say that time really sucks when you aren’t coming, or going.  Or something.  Philosophy has never been my strong suit, has it?  But I know one thing.  Being told “don’t cum for two whole days,” sucks about as much as doing chores on a bright Thursday morning.  It had been two days for me.  Two days of non-stop sexual agitation, coupled with sporadic but serious attempts by Kari and Master Brandon to make me cum, despite the prohibition.  But now I was free.  Free to start the assignment given to me by Master Mark and orgasm to my heart’s content.
 
                 I have to admit, prepping for my afternoon wasn’t terribly easy.  After I did my chores that morning, stuffed with my double vibroballs on low, I showered, shaved, perfumed, and basically made myself as pretty as possible.  I even put on a little eye shadow and mascara.  So how’s that for impressive?  I hate putting on makeup.  It makes me feel cheap and unnatural.  I’ve always been a girl who likes soap and fresh water.  Of course, a little base helps make the freckles go away.  Sigh… it’s tough to be a girl.
 
                 I put on my white summer dress.  It’s one of my favorites because I look really good in it.  The collar isn’t too low, the hem isn’t too high, and all in all I look more normal, with just the usual stares of men who think “wow, she’s kinda cute!” rather than the “holy shit, she’s a fucking slut!” kind I normally get when walking about.  Of course, there was the issue that I wasn’t allowed to wear panties or a bra, but unless the light was right behind me, or someone was getting awfully close to my chest, it wouldn’t be a big deal.
 
                 I slipped my feet into a decent pair of sandals with flat soles and grabbed my purse.  There was one item in there that would definitely be needed, and a few that hopefully wouldn’t be needed.  That’s the dichotomy of my existence. But at least I can honestly say that I’m prepared.  I waved goodbye to my family and headed out to the truck.  My first stop was along the gravel strip shoulder that bordered the Farm to Market Road that runs just south of my farm.  The wheels crunched as I came to a stop and with a sigh I climbed out of the cab.  The brutal Texas heat was already culminating, despite the fact that it wasn’t much past eleven in the morning.  In the grass waving to my side I could hear the steady hum of cicadas and grasshoppers peppering the air with their chirps and clicks.  It’s a uniquely Texas sound.
 
                 Usually when I’m standing at the front of my truck, it means I’m about to strip.  But since I was already wearing the required outfit for the assignment, all I really had to do was take out the double vibroballs that were still stuck inside me.  Without heed to whether there was oncoming traffic (which there wasn’t), I lifted the bottom of my dress and dug my fingers inward, grasping the thick wire and tugging with just enough strength to remove the two egg shaped vibrators out of my pussy.  I groaned just a bit when they came out and after I licked them clean, which is generally a requirement of a decent nympho humiliation pain slut, I held them in one hand as I reached for my thigh with the other.  The duct tape hurt as I ripped off the remote which was stuck there, but that left me completely ready for what was coming.  That would hopefully be me!  I dumped the vibroballs on the hood of the truck and then slipped off my sandals.  I had brought my high heels with me and I put one foot up on the bumper and proceeded to put on the platform heels.  Ostensibly, they aren’t any taller than a four inch stiletto.  At least they wouldn’t be if there wasn’t also a four inch sole on the bottom.  I’m sure you’ve seen them before.  Every stripper in the world wears them.  They scream “this girl is a slut.”  The thing I don’t understand is why the look has gone mainstream.  Seriously!  Have you looked at high heels lately?  Those big clunky soles are now becoming fashionable.  There is something not right with the world when erotic dancers get to set women’s fashion trends.  
 
                 Or maybe there IS something right with the world.
 
                 In any event, after putting on the high heels, I wobbled a good eight inches higher than I did before.  With exaggerated caution, I navigated through the gravel back to the truck cab.  The air conditioning made everything better and I only had to pull the damp cotton of my dress away from my breasts once or twice to evaporate the moisture collecting in my cleavage.  Then with a smile, a visual check to make sure I had my purse, I proceeded down the road toward my first stop.
 
                 I choose Arbys.  I happen to like the food and it’s not exactly the most popular eating destination, which meant I wouldn’t have to deal with a packed dining area.  I pulled in a little before eleven thirty, just as the assignment asked, and I walked in feeling just a tad bit of trepidation. The restaurant was cool and clean, but I had neglected to take into the fact that the lunch hour was starting.  Even at a place like Arbys, there were at least eight or nine customers dining there, most of them men, and all of them looking at me like I was listed on the menu right next to the French Dip Sub Sandwich with curly fries.  
 
                 I ignored it, despite the fact that my slit was already wet and I was feeling very unsettled.  I fumbled my order, stammering to the clerk at the counter, and when I finally paid and collected my tray, I turned and faced the audience.
 
                 Or that was what it felt like.  Sure, every male eye was on me.  Why wouldn’t they be?  After all, how often do you see a cute redhead girl in a summer dress, with bare legs, a short hemline and low collar, while wearing shoes that practically screamed “do me!”  Worse, I had to walk across the dining area to my chosen seat, which meant swinging my hips and crossing my ankles with every step.  Why you ask?  Because that’s the way you walk when wearing platform fuck me heels.   Trust me.  I’ve had plenty of experience.  Doing it any other way makes you look incompetent and foolish.
 
                 Fortunately, I was able to pick my seat.  It was at the far back corner of the restaurant, with my back to everyone else.  It was also a booth and my position made it impossible for anyone to see what I was doing unless they were sitting in the opposite corner, and even then it would be a view from ninety degrees.  I figured I could handle it.  I unwrapped my sandwich and dipped it into the au jus.  Yum.  Then I opened my purse and pulled out my seven inch long, purple, g-spot vibrator.   It’s not like I waved it around though, or showed it off.  I kept it low and under the table, moving it along my thigh and turning it around so that it pointed up between my legs.  
 
                 Slowly I inched up the hem of my dress until I had better access.  I munched on a curly fry as I slid the tip through my slick petals, enjoying the naughty sensation of prohibited action.  The tip of the vibrator bumped into my clit and I swallowed hard, trying not to swoon.  My thumb turned the bottom dial and I could hear the sudden humming.  With a steady push, I managed to lodge the tip of the vibe inside myself, opening and ripening like a fresh flower in the sun.  My mouth opened with a soundless gasp as the stimulation immediately sucked me into a spiral of sexual wantonness.  My legs opened even wider and with just a quick, guilty glance, I began pumping the vibrator in and out of my pink gash.
 
                 I was breathless when I finally came, shuddering in exquisite release.  Most of that was the combination of two days of denial, along with the fact that I was surrounded by at least twenty people, none of whom seemed to have the slightest clue that the girl with the red face and heaving chest had just masturbated herself to release.  I was still very shaky as I took another bite of my sandwich, leaving the vibrator buried between my legs, still buzzing.
 
                 Master Mark had been very clear that I was allowed to have as many orgasms as possible, so I didn’t technically worry about having a second one at the restaurant. The only problem was that I didn’t really want to have one there.  A few basic anatomy or psychology classes could probably indicate why.  I knew that the more orgasms I had, the harder the later orgasms would be to work myself too.  And I still had four more locations to visit.
 
                 So with great reluctance, I reached down and turned off the vibrator.  Drawing it out was another lesson in secretive behavior and I managed to get out and to my side without anyone seeing.  Then I dipped downward and to the side, hiding the fact that I was thoroughly licking a seven inch plastic vibrating dildo.  I’m not sure if anyone saw me, but I don’t think so. I didn’t see the usual stares of incredulity.  So I was safe.
 
                 I finished lunch very proud of myself.   Not only had I gotten a decent meal, but I felt incredible.  I had managed not only to cum, but to do so in a highly public place, without anyone knowing that I had spent my lunch hour rapidly and deeply thrusting seven inches of purple plastic repeatedly up between my legs.  I had even LICKED the vibrator clean and stuck it back in my purse!  God Bless America! No one seems to pay attention!  Nothing boosts the ego like success.  I walked out of that restaurant feeling like I could do anything, screw myself anywhere.  
 
                 My next stop was even simpler considering what was required of me.  The public library system in Houston involves multiple small size branches and I shamelessly took advantage of one of them on Westheimer.  The inside of the library was exactly what you’d expect; book shelves and reading nooks.  I personally wandered around, looking at the various study spots.  Then I went and picked up a giant, mostly photographs book about horses, went to the out of the way study desk and sat down.  This time I made sure that my dress was pulled up and I was sitting in the chair on my bare ass.  It felt daring and dangerous.  A quick glance around assured me that no one was nearby and while I could sense people moving through the stacks a few feet away, I knew that no one would bother me.
 
                 I got out my vibrator, slipped it in easily, and turned it on.  Master Mark never said that I had to have the vibrator on high or anything, so I kept it low and easy, not wanting to make too much noise.  With my right hand down between my legs, my ankles spread unladylike apart, all while thumbing through a book about horses, I managed to work myself into a froth within twenty minutes.  Every time someone walked by I froze, frightened that they would see me, sense what I was doing, or perhaps just sit down near me.  But each time the other library patrons moved on.  It turned me on.
 
                 I moved on too, though maybe not as far.  Six or seven inches maybe.  In and out.  Back and forth.  It was hard dealing with the tension and the coming release.  My throat tightened even as my pulse increased.  I felt a sense of urgency between my legs and my thumb found my clit and rubbed it rapidly back and forth.  When the orgasm came, I couldn’t help letting out a tiny cry, one that sounded like a hurt animal in the darkness.  But no one came to investigate and by the time the next person wandered by, I was merely leaning back, my chest heaving as if I’d run a race, my hands down in my lap.  They glanced at me but I could see in the woman’s face she had no clue that I still had a buzzing vibrator buried inside me and that I’d just cum.
 
                 A moment later I pulled out the vibrator and licked it clean a second time.  The taste of my orgasm was strong and the scent of sex filled my little nook.  Finally I put the vibrator away in my purse, stood up, and noticed the wet spot on the seat.  Oh well, right?  A visit to the bathroom cleaned up the excess moisture on my thighs and then I was back in the truck, heading on to location number three, and in my mind, the worst of all five spots I needed to masturbate in.
 
                 Since I was already down in that neck of the woods, I decided I’d visit the Houston Galleria Mall.  I like that mall, especially since I’ve had some pretty amazing times there.  It’s not my usual haunt, and I’m not as familiar with the little warm private spots you can go to and have some fun.  I didn’t even think about the food court either, at least not until I got there. It’s all white and steel and at least I can say my dress blended in nicely.  On my way in, I picked up a drink and then perused the massive dining area, still filled with more than enough people staring at me and my shoes, while looking for a spot where I could do what was required of me.  
 
                 The first thing I realized was that there weren’t any really private seats.  Everything was out in the open and the best I could do was try to get as far away from everyone else as possible.  Feeling incredibly nervous and trying to tell the butterflies in my stomach to go back down to my pussy, I chose a seat and sat down, flipping the hem of my dress upward.  The metal seat felt cold on my ass and I shifted around uncomfortably for a moment as I tried to contemplate the easiest way to accomplish the task ahead of me.  At least while sitting I wasn’t attracting the same amount of attention that my walking around in eight inch heels did.  
 
                 Feeling as if everyone was staring at me did not make things any easier, but they did make me wetter.  I know that sounds counter intuitive, but the reality is that humiliation has always been a turn on for me.  Embarrass the crap out of me, put me in a situation where others know what I am, or they might discover what I’m doing, and it’s like I’ve been subject to an hour’s worth of direct clitoral stimulation, except deeper.  Much deeper.  And so when I thought that I was finally beyond notice, having sat in my chair for a good ten minutes, I opened my purse and as clandestinely as possible, extracted my vibrator and moved it into my lap.  
 
                 I froze again, glancing around.  Had anyone seen me?  Had anyone noticed what I was doing?  The mall wasn’t particularly busy, being a weekday and just after the lunch rush, but still… there were enough people around.  Slowly I drew the hem of my dress up and spread my legs, eyes flicking back and forth across my field of view to see if anyone was looking at me.  With only a moment’s hesitation, I slipped the vibrator into my slit and twisted the base so that the motor went to full power.  My pussy tightened immediately around the plastic cock and I felt my hips start to roll.  In seconds my breasts began rising and falling in time with my rapid breathing and I pushed my dress back down and just pressed on my clit through the material.  No need to have a hand down there pumping, right?
 
   Things were moving right along when he sat down.  Tall, dark, and ruggedly handsome, wearing a suit of all things, with a department store nametag on his blazer pocket, he selected a seat right in front of me, a single row away, facing me.  My heart jumped up to my throat and I slammed my thighs together, trapping the vibrator deeply inside my sex.  I knew the sound of the sex toy would hardly carry over, but I also knew that keeping my legs closed like that would only intensify the reactions of my body.
 
   And he stared at me.  He was eating a cheese steak sandwich and I was clearly the dinner entertainment.  The problem is that he didn’t know what show he’d interrupted.  I fidgeted.  Maybe he would eat fast?  How long is a lunch break these days?  Thirty minutes?  An hour?  Oh my God, what if he had just gotten off work and was eating before going home?  How long could I last with a vibrator on full power jammed up inside me, while sitting in the middle of the fucking food court, under observation?  I almost panicked.  
 
   The very thought process that sent loads of fight or flight hormones through my system had the unique effect of turning me on even more.  Now my hips wouldn’t stay still and I was struggling to maintain a semblance of normalcy.  This is very hard to do when you’ve got seven inches of rumbling plastic jammed up inside your body.  I looked across at him and he smiled.  I smiled back, a wooden grin that was merely a mask for what I was really feeling.
 
                 And that was when I noticed his eyes.  They weren’t just looking at my face and breasts.  His eyes kept glancing downward and I realized after a moment that he was looking at my legs.  He’d selected one of the few spots in the food court where he’d get an unimpeded view of my legs.  And since I was barelegged from mid-thigh down, there was a lot of me to see.  I closed my eyes, trying to figure out a solution, but the buzzing was quickly becoming more than a distraction.  It was becoming an immediate problem.  I couldn’t help twisting my hips, grinding even, and when I saw the look of confusion on the man’s face, I felt another surge of desperation.
 
                 I sucked in a breath of air and held it.  I shook my head.  No, no, no, you will not cum right here, right now, not like this, I said to myself.  It didn’t matter.  Thirty five minutes of high intensity vaginal stimulation, in a public place, does not lend itself to control.  I started shaking and then the orgasm hit me.  My hands pressed down into the table, fingers white as I lost control.  I stopped breathing for a moment, a look of anguish on my face, only to suck in another lungful of air a moment later.  It wasn’t until I felt the slippery release, the impending doom, that my hand shot down between my legs to catch the vibrator as it shot out of my depths, no longer held in by my tightened thighs.
 
                 I missed.  It was the heels. I’m not used to my legs being that high and the vibrator clattered to the ground and kept clattering.  The squeak of my chair being shoved back as I dived for the damn thing was loud enough to reach every ear in the place and I snatched up the vibrator and tucked it up under my arm horrified, mortified, so embarrassed that I was flushed from my cheeks right down to my wet slit.  And when I looked at the man sitting so close, so near, my heart thumped wildly in my chest as I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that he had not only seen, but comprehended.  The look of shock, then knowledge, then pleasure on his face was more than enough to tell me everything I needed to know.  Worse, Master Mark had provided for a fuck up like this.  
 
                 I kept the vibrator tucked up under my arm, ignoring the fact that I was smearing my own cum and lubrication across the bottom half of my left breast and along my underarm.  I tucked my other hand in and turned off the vibrator.  I grabbed my purse, slung it over my shoulder, then grabbed my drink, and keeping the wet sex toy concealed, I stood up and moved forward.
 
                 He was surprised when I approached and even more shocked when I sat down.  I didn’t ask permission either.  I just pulled out the chair at his table and sat.  He didn’t say a word but his eyes went to the spot where I was holding the sex toy.  
 
                 “I’m Breanne.  Would you like to fuck me?” I asked softly, burning with humiliation.  
 
                 The look of incredulity on his face only lasted for the time it took for his brain to process the question, the offer, the request.  Call it what you will.  His name tag read “Stefan.”
 
                 “Hell yeah!” Stefan agreed immediately.
 
                 “Do you have time?” I asked sincerely.
 
                 He laughed.  “Oh yeah, baby.  I even know where to go.”
 
                 I nodded.  Then, right there in front of him, I lifted my vibrator out from the crook of my arm and quickly stuck it in my mouth.  If anyone else saw me do that, I didn’t realize it.  His eyes widened again and then it was clean and I was shoving it into my purse.  I was trembling with tension, with wild shock, but then my eyes saw the clamps and I grimaced.  I had forgotten. I wasn’t done yet.  I drew out the alligator clit and nipple clamps.  I dumped them on the table and watched as Stefan looked on in both alarm and interest.  Instead, I tugged the front of my dress outward, making sure I had access, but without revealing anything.  I plucked up the chain from the table top and pinched open the first clamp.  It went right behind the piercing on my right nipple, hurting like hell as the metal teeth dug into my soft flesh.  I duplicated the action on the other breast and then let the front of my dress close back in.
 
                 Yes.  It hurt.  Yes, you could literally see not only the outlines of the clamps through the material of my dress, but you could see the actual clamps themselves.  Silver metal was not intended to be worn directly under a thin cotton white summer dress.  And while my chest heaved with the new sensations, I grabbed the other clamp and put my hands in my lap.
 
                 “What are you doing?” Stefan asked a little wildly.
 
                 “Punishment sir.  I got caught masturbating,” I admitted.
 
                 “Don’t those hurt?” he demanded.
 
                 I nodded as I pulled up the hem of my dress.  The jumbo alligator clamp went on neatly and the surge of agony rushed up and hit me like a steel pipe between the legs.  With my exposed and swollen clit tightly crushed between the metal jaws, I was now ready to follow Stefan wherever he wanted me to go.  He shoved the remnants of his lunch into his gob and then motioned me forward.  I took his arm, not because I was being romantic, but because between the high heels and the clamps, I was afraid I’d lose control and fall.
 
                 I was led through the mall at a sedate pace, as if he was worried that I still had something stuffed up inside me.  Sure, I clung to him, but wouldn’t you have too?  My pussy was in serious discomfort and I was hurting.  The disgrace of my situation was absolutely terrible.  Stefan took me into one of the department stores, the one that matched his name tag and he pulled me through racks and racks of clothing, and then to a different level via the escalator.  Finally I found myself pulled through a doorway marked “employees only” and looked around.  To my surprise, I was in a furniture storeroom.  Tables and chairs and beds were everywhere and the place was quiet as a tomb.  Stefan pushed me into a dark corner, lost in the shadows, and against the wall.
 
                 His mouth attacked me, kissing me hard even as his hands began roaming over my body.  I kissed him back, suddenly hungry, but probably just relieved to be out of the limelight.  I felt his hands clutch at the collar of my dress, yanking it downward, freeing my clamped and pierced breasts.  He gave only a cursory glance at the hardware before his fingers began playing with it, tugging and yanking back and forth, sending ripples of sexually charged discomfort surging through me.  I pushed the dress downward and felt it slide over my hips to puddle around my ankles.  I stood there naked in only my high heels and the clamps as his hands touched me.
 
                 He pushed me downward and I went to my knees, knowing what was expected.  In seconds I had his cock out and in my mouth, slurping and sucking away as if my very life depended on it.  His fingers slid through my hair, clenching into fists, holding me against his loins as I gagged, deep throated involuntarily.  He began fucking my mouth, thrusting deeply into me as I struggled for air.  But just as I thought I’d lose total control, he pulled out, lifted me to my feet, and tossed me sideways over a large wooden bed frame nearby.  The air whooshed out of my lungs as I hit and the heavy footboard dug into my stomach.  I almost toppled forward as well, but then he was behind me, catching me as I fell.  His dick pressed up against my ass and I cried out softly.
 
                 “Wait! I’ve got a condom!” I said.
 
                 I was released and quickly pulled out the prophylactic.  A moment later I was bending over the footer again, this time with more grace, and Stefan rammed himself deeply into my sex with little thought beyond his immediate needs.  Bent over and taken from behind, I hadn’t needed to remove the alligator clamp and my sex throbbed with both pain and desire.  The thick cock penetrating me was brutal and I loved it.  I thrust backward, feeling his hips slap against my ass as I took in every single thrust and enveloped it, making it my own.  To my surprise, I came first, the pain of the clamps the factor enhancing my arousal.  A moment later Stefan exploded as well, filling the condom with more than enough cream to once again assure me of my value in this world.
 
                 The recovery took awhile. I had to get dressed, not to mention convince poor Stefan that I had to leave the alligator clamps on.  I still had two more locations to masturbate in.  
 
                 “Would you go out with me?” Stefan suddenly asked.  I looked up from where I was pulling my dress over my ass.
 
                 “Excuse me?” I asked.
 
                 “Dinner? Tonight”
 
                 I shook my head.  “Sorry. Not tonight,” I replied.  I didn’t know how long the assignment would take me.  Besides, I have to prep my family for when I spend an evening out.  But I smiled back at Stefan.
 
                 “Tomorrow evening maybe?” I asked.
 
                 Stefan nodded eagerly.  
 
                 “What should I wear?” I asked as I finished getting the summer dress over my breasts.   The outlines of the alligator clamps were still very visible.
 
                 “Uh…what you’re wearing right now is fine,” Stefan stammered.
 
                 I laughed.  “This old thing?” I said.  I took a step closer to him now that I was dressed and was pleased that due to my heels, we were almost the same height.  “Do you want sexy or slutty?” I asked, the heat returning to my voice.  I was back in control and feeling it.
 
                 It was clear he thought about the option.  “Slutty?” he proposed.
 
                 I grinned.  “Formal, casual, or bondage?”  Options.  They are so fun!  It also made Stefan stammer again.
 
                 “Uh… bondage?” he proposed.
 
                 Ohhh… that was going to be so much fun! I knew it!  I knew exactly what I’d wear; the black lace corset, all of my bondage cuffs and collar, the black micro stretch skirt with the black leather studded belt, complete with metal handcuffs, black stockings and the black three inch heels I own.  Men.  All you need to do is know how they work and you can get practically anything you want.  Even if it’s degradation, humiliation, pain and orgasm.
 
                 So after arranging the details with Stefan, all while ignoring the throb of the alligator clamps on my nipples and clit, I headed back out into the mall with a kiss on the cheek and a looming date on the morrow.  Cool huh?  
 
                 I made it back to my truck and headed just down the street to a grocery store I had passed on my way to the mall.  I pulled into the lot and then while still sitting in the truck cab, I pulled out my vibrator, turned it back up to maximum, and drove it deeply into my sex.  Despite my recent orgasm, my body responded as expected and with a deep breath, I opened the door and got out.  I had to keep my thighs pressed tightly together in order to keep the vibrator in and I found that tiny steps enabled me to move forward.  I’m absolutely positive I looked ridiculous, but I didn’t want a repeat of what had happened inside the mall.  I needed to cum, and cum quick, thus getting the freedom to remove the clamps and continue onto the last location.  It also meant that I needed to get my ass into the grocery store.
 
                 I waddled into the market and promptly turned away from the produce section. The last thing I wanted to do was stand there in the middle of the most visited section of the store and cry out in orgasmic ecstasy.  So I worked my way down across the front and then found one empty aisle that didn’t have much more than some hardware parts, DVD videos, and feminine hygiene products.  What dumb ass puts the hardware section in the same aisle as the feminine hygiene products?
 
                 I found a comfortable spot right in the middle, looking at an assortment of maxi pads and various products from the manufacturers of KY Jelly.  Inside me the vibrator was rumbling on full power and I was already clenching and tightening in waves as I tried to balance the need to look normal with the need to throw myself down on the floor, spread my legs wide, and grab hold of the vibrator for some personal aggressive masturbation.   It wasn’t easy and only the absolute certainty on my part that I’d end up in jail for public lewdness kept me from acting on those needs.   
 
                 But like most trouble, the itch built up inside me.  I knew what Master Mark had intended.  He knew eventually I’d do it.  And so facing the shelving unit, my hand wandered downward, lifting the front of my dress.  I spread my legs ever so slightly and grazed the jumbo alligator clamp that was still chewing on my clit.  A shock pain exploded through me, but it wasn’t debilitating.  In fact it actually made my sexual situation worse as I let out a horny whimper.  I caught the end of the vibrator with my finger tips, and with guilty glances up and down the aisle, I began allowing the vibrator to slide out an inch or two, only to rapidly and harshly shove it back in.  I had done maybe twenty or so thrusts when a man came into the aisle.  He spotted me, but I turned just in time, once more clamping my thighs together and letting the front of my dress fall to cover my stuffed and clamped slit.  He spent some time studying something on the shelf, then picked an item and walked past me.  I have no doubt he heard the vibrator.  Hell, I could hear it and it was completely buried between my legs and held in with my thighs.  
 
                 I was starting to shake with the strain.  Every part of me wanted to cum and the longer I held off, or was forced to conceal what was going on, the more intense the sensation got.  I faced the shelf again and began touching myself, pushing the vibrator in over and over.  At one point I even allowed it to come almost all the way out, a full six inches or so, before shoving it in with a gasp that left me breathless.  I needed it. I wanted it.  My left hand came up to my breasts and I pressed hard on one of the nipple clamps. Pain shot through me even as my right hand found and twisted the jumbo alligator clamp dangling from my clit.  I let out a cry and dropped to my knees, the orgasm overloading me with pain wracked pleasure.  I’m damned lucky I didn’t curl up into a ball.  My toes had curled in the high heels and my fingers had tightened into fists. But I knew that not only did I have the pleasure of release, I’d be able to take off the alligator clamps.
 
                 “Hey, are you all right?” a woman’s voice asked me.  I looked up and saw a forty year old lady standing there, concern written all over her face.  I nodded, not trusting myself to speak.  The euphoria of sexual release was starting to fade, but there was still the issue of the vibrator.  It was not only still buzzing away between my legs, but I wasn’t sure I’d be able to keep it in if I stood up.  There was also the fact that I still had to clean it, but even just turning it off sounded good at that point.  I didn’t trust myself to stand.
 
                 “Thank you, but I’m fine,” I answered, hoping that would make the woman move on.  But then it occurred to me.  Was this an interruption?  Did she catch me in the act?  Was I supposed to do what I did when Stefan saw me?  If that was the case, the alligator clamps weren’t coming off either.  I shook my head even as my pussy contracted around the still rumbling sex toy inside me.  Why did that idea excite me?  What the hell?
 
                 She clearly wasn’t convinced and I looked up at her.  “Would you like to make love to me?” I asked.  It was a simple, rather direct offer and one that I regretted seconds later when the look on her face moved from concern to shock and then disgust.  I braced myself for the verbal onslaught, but she just straightened and walked off with her cart, leaving me in a buzzing sexual heap on the floor.  With a sharp breath I struggled upward, my thighs clenched tightly.  It didn’t help.  I had to reach down between my legs and as I was about to push the vibrator back in, I realized I had my opportunity.  No one else was in the aisle.  I quickly tugged the vibrator out and twisted the base. I jammed it in my mouth, sucking and licking the musky tang of my orgasm off the thick purple plastic.  I wasn’t even finished before another person had entered the aisle and I was forced to turn and hide what I was doing.
 
                 But I finished.  With the vibrator clean and tucked back into my purse, I headed toward the front door.  I felt awkward, as if there was something wrong, with me, with the store, with everything.  Tears came to my eyes as I thought about what I had just done.  How could have I masturbated in public, and worse, enjoyed it?  What the hell was wrong with me.  I made it to the door when an outstretched hand stopped me. I blinked and saw a man in a white shirt with a black tie blocking my way. 
 
                 “Excuse me miss, do you mind stepping over here for a second?” he asked politely but rather strongly.  My internal warning bells went off and I glanced around.  There were a number of people watching me already.  I stepped to the side and the man put his hand on my shoulder.  I was guided toward a small door near the front of the store and with a sinking feeling, thought I knew what was happening. Maybe it was close circuit television.  Maybe the woman had reported me.  I tried not to cry, but thoughts of calling Kari to come bail me out of jail leapt to mind.  By the time I was sitting down in the little room I was about ready to fall apart.  It didn’t help that the alligator clamps were still on.  At least the vibrator was in my purse.
 
                 A second man came into the room and both of them had the manager or security feel to them.  One had a nametag, but I don’t remember what it said.  It was in tiny print anyway.  I sat there shaking, and not from sexual excitement either.  
 
                 “Miss, we need to know what’s in your purse,” the man in the tie said.
 
                 I blinked.  My purse?  Why… the vibrator?  They saw!  I swallowed.  I wondered how good the tape was.  Would it show me with dress up, hands between my legs, furiously thrusting the purple cock back up into myself?  Would it show my other hand pushing on my breasts, specifically the alligator clamp chewing on my nipple?  
 
                 With these thoughts cascading through my mind and knowing I was caught red handed, I merely passed my purse over, dejected and cornered.  The police were probably already on their way.  The man in the tie took my bag and unzipped it.  He glanced in and then dipped his fingers into the depths.  I have to give the man credit.  He reached into a woman’s handbag.  That’s pretty impressive, despite the fact that my bag wasn’t terribly big.
 
                 He drew out the vibrator and set it down on the table, clearly shocked.  I looked at him queerly.  Why was he shocked?  If he knew about my frigging myself in the aisle, wasn’t he expecting something like this? I mean seriously, I took it out and SUCKED on the damn thing!  Didn’t they catch that on the video cameras?  Then, clearly not what he was looking for, he upended my purse and dumped out my small wallet, a few loose coins, my keys, and seven individually wrapped condoms.
 
                 What?  I like to be prepared.
 
                 He glanced up to the other man who was looking uncomfortable.  I turned my head and saw an expression of exasperation and then a shrug.  The man with the tie shook his head and then began putting all of my stuff back in the bag.  He hesitated with the vibrator, but then that went back in as well.  He zipped up my purse and handed it back to me. I looked at him in confusion.
 
                 “I apologize for the confusion, miss.  We were under the impression that you had stolen something. I apologize for the inconvenience.  Your behavior was suspicious and we were led to believe that you had secreted an item in your purse.
 
                 I blinked.   Realization hit me like a brick in the nose, or maybe a sap across the clit.  It dawned on me what they had seen.  Their cameras evidently had seen me up against the shelving unit, doing something at about waist height, and then falling to the floor.  A moment later I was up again and hunched over.  That was when I was sucking the vibrator clean, unwittingly facing away from their camera.  And then what did I do?  I put the vibrator away.
 
                 Oh my…
 
                 “So I’m free to go?” I asked, standing up.  The man with the tie nodded and I quickly stood and the small door behind me opened.  I moved quickly, not wanting them to go through the video a second time and wonder.  No one looked at me on my way out, at least not like I was a thief.  The shoes definitely attracted attention, and maybe the fact that my dress was a little rumpled, or a little short, but I wasn’t a thief.
 
                 Back in my truck I heaved a sigh of relief unlike any I’ve ever had before.  I closed my eyes and lowered my head against my hands even as the engine labored to cool the air in the truck.  Finally I cranked the ignition and moved off.  I still had one more spot to do my thing, and I had an idea.
 
                 Fifteen minutes later I was pulling up into the practically empty parking lot of the Memorial City Park Nature Preserve.  It’s a large swampy, forested area within Inner City Houston and had a ton of trails and other little alcoves, as well as a cool little nature building to interest kids.  With a sigh of relief, I discarded the high heels, figuring that Master Mark wouldn’t mind footwear designed to more appropriately get to me where I knew I needed to go.  And once the sandals were back on, I took off into the woods, relishing the solitary stillness.
 
                 It took me another good twenty minutes to weave my way through the center of the trails and to the back end of the park.  My destination was simple, and someplace a friend had once told me about.  He and his wife had frequented this park occasionally and found a bird observation deck at the very back.  The trail spur that held the deck was off the beaten path, and at a dead end, meaning that the few trail hikers who came to the park would visit.  Another five minutes found me at my desired spot, a large wooden deck that was built into the hillside over the bayou.  Trees blocked the view from the opposite side of the waterway and I took a deep breath.
 
                 And there was no one there.  I was totally alone.  I hadn’t passed a single person on the trail, either coming or going and the likelihood of someone coming down this spur, just to stand on this deck, was slim to none.  And it met the requirements of the assignment perfectly.   Here I was, in a public place, in a park.  Like a little girl, I twirled, the hem of my dress flying upward as I spun.  Pure bliss.  I giggled then did something I’ve always longed to do.
 
                 I peeled the dress off over my head and tossed it on one of the benches.  Buck naked, I plucked the painful clamps off my nipples and clit and let out a cry, heedless of my surroundings.  I dropped the clamps on my fallen clothing and stood there naked, just soaking up the absolute sensation of being outside, naked, totally in harmony with the outside.  I understand what nudists feel when they disrobe and get “back to nature”.  I do.  It totally turns me on.
 
                 So I grabbed my vibrator.  I stood at the railing, looking out over the gulch, and propped one sandaled foot up on the wooden spar.  Without a word, I slid the vibrator deep into myself and began masturbating slowly and deftly, working the purple plastic through my slit with steady strokes.  It was bliss. It was incredible.  It was perfect. I felt myself ripening, working myself to absolute completion.  The sensations cascaded through me until I felt as if nothing could contain them and I cried out loud in release as my orgasm exploded outward, sending a frothing splatter of juice onto the wooden decking below me.
 
                 A wave of exhaustion flowed through me as I started to descend from my place in the sky.  I felt amazing, as if I’d just blasted pure perfection through every vein in my body and sexual goodness was leaking from every pore.  Slowly I put one leg down as I extracted the vibrator from between my legs.  I brought it up to my lips to suck the last juices away, my assignment finished, and I turned away from the rail to go back to the bench where my dress was.  
 
                 And found that I was not alone.  A couple was standing there, staring at me.  I gasped and rushed over to my dress, dropping my vibrator on the deck and snatching up my clothing.  I held it against my body, as they started up the long walkway to the observation deck itself.  I stared at them as a million things went through my head and I realized that from where I had first observed them, they had to have been standing there watching me.  I clung to my dress, pressing it up against my breasts and turning slightly as they approached.  They were middle age both were dressed in tee shirt and shorts, though the woman was sporting a bandana around her neck.
 
                 “I’m so sorry!” I said in humiliation as they came closer.  “I didn’t think anyone would come out here!  I’ll leave!”   And I turned around and started to struggle into my dress.
 
                 “Wait.  You don’t have to leave.  We don’t mind,” said the woman.
 
                 There was a light chuckle as I turned around and glanced back at them.  “Not in the least,” he commented.  They continued to come up and shortly stood just a few feet away.  I kept my dress pressed against my breasts.
 
                 “Really.  You don’t have to cover up,” the woman said.  She reached out gently and to my surprise, took hold of my dress.  She started to pull it away.  It wasn’t as if she were grabbing it or snatching it, but merely the gentle tug of someone who wants to reveal something.  Insanely I let go, letting the dress fall away into her hands.  They both stared at me, eyes roaming over my body, then focusing on the nipple piercing and the padlock dangling from my right breast.
 
                 “That is so intriguing,” the woman whispered.  She took another step forward while handing my dress to the man beside her.  He took, held it to his nose, and then tossed it behind him with a smile.  And to my surprise, her hands were suddenly on me.  She reached up and stroked my breast, touching the piercing and rubbing my nipple slightly.  I felt a new tingle in my depths and I swallowed, just a touch shocked.  Her other hand came forward to touch me and I felt the gentle pressure of her fingers cupping my sex.  Instantly the tingle turned into a surge and then she was licking my breast, working her fingers into my slit with a steady pulse.
 
                 It was a heady experience.  After all, it’s usually me doing stuff like that.  Rarely am I on the receiving end.  Her mouth moved in delicious little circles as her fingers delved deeper into my slit.  She moved from one breast to the other with sweet little sucking noises and I closed my eyes, tilting my head back.  The man moved behind me and I felt his hands on my bottom, stroking my buttocks and then taking hold of my hips.  I felt pressed between the two of them, my skin hot under her mouth and his breath sliding along my shoulder blade.  I was turned around so that his mouth pressed against mine, his hands were on my breast and she slid down to her knees and lifted her tongue to my slit.  I felt my leg pushed up and found my toes resting on the rail as I was bent into the position they wanted.
 
                 I’m going to admit this was stupid.  Yes, I know.  Stranger sex is like that.  But I was lost in the moment.  It wasn’t until they had switched positions and I felt his hard cock probing at my entrance that I remembered simple things like safety.
 
                 “Wait!  I’ve got condoms in my purse!” I declared.  I still had her finger inside me and was clinging to the rail, so the gentleman went to the bench.  My purse sat there and he opened it to extract a condom.
 
                 “Oh my!  What are these?” he asked, pulling out the alligator clamps and the chain connecting them.  “Do these go on your nipples, dear?”
 
                 He brought the clamps and the condom back over and his wife, or girlfriend, or whatever she was took the metal clips from him.  While he slipped the rubber sheath over his cock, she grinned at me and held up the clamps.  
 
                 “I want these on you,” she whispered.
 
                 Ha… ha…. Like I would have said “no.”  I cupped my breasts and tilted my head back.   She pulled me forward, closer to the wooden railing, and then attached the first clamp to my pierced nipple.  Oh God it hurt, but I was so horny, so bothered.  Then to my surprise, she wrapped the chain around the wooden rail itself, binding me superficially to it.  After all, while I may not have been able to pull away, I could simply remove the clamps.  With pain shooting up from both nipples I was uniquely prepared when I felt his cock slide into me.  I was bent over, gasping as he thrust deep.  Our bodies moved and the clamps on my breasts were tugged deliciously with each impalement.  
 
                 I exploded long before he did, but I stayed in position as he continued to pump.  It took him a few more minutes, but finally he groaned, grabbing my hip and ramming himself up to the balls.  He wasn’t exceptionally large or anything, but I still remember how good it felt.  When he pulled away, I went to release myself from the alligator clamps, but found her catching my wrists.  Gently she pulled them to the small of my back, and using the bandana that had been around her neck, bound my hands together.
 
                 “Wait.  It’s my turn,” she said.  
 
                 I closed my eyes.  I was still hunched partially over the railing, one leg up, my shaved slit perfectly exposed.  I felt her move down my body and then she was pushing her fingers up into me.  Two became three, then four and I thought for a moment she was going to fist me.  But then she extracted her hand and rubbed at my clit.  I shuddered.  How the hell could I be aroused AGAIN? She patted my rump and then turned around.  For a moment, I thought she was leaving, but she picked up my fallen vibrator, turned it to maximum, and slid it inside me.
 
                 Ever overload on sugar?  Or maybe soda?  How about chocolate?  Well I did it on sex.  It was too much.  I brought my leg down, trapped the vibrator inside myself, and stood there with my breasts chained and clamped to the wooden railing, buck naked except for a pair of leather sandals, with my hands bound behind my back with a bandana.
 
                 “You are so beautiful.  I want to remember this.  Close your eyes and cum for me,” the woman whispered, kissing the back of my neck.  Her fingers trailed down my spine and then lifted off me and I sensed her moving away slightly.
 
                 And I was lost in the sensation.  Being outside, naked, with the soft warm breeze blowing, the rustle of the wind in the leaves, the urgent vibrations between my legs, and the incredible shooting pain coming from the tips of my breasts was more than I could handle.  My knees bent, and I began twisting, trying to work the vibrator in deeper.  My body shook with desire and finally I cried out loud in orgasmic ecstasy as my body blew the proverbial gasket.  The vibrator shot out of me with a wet clatter and fell off the edge of the platform down into the fallen leaves beneath the platform.  As my legs buckled, I was pretty much kept up by the excruciating pain coming from my nipples.  I pulled on the bandana, only to find it was tied tighter than I though.
 
                 “Please let me go?” I asked.  
 
                 There was no response.  I twisted my head around, and then my body as much as I could.  To my surprise, I was alone.  No one was there.  The adrenaline of fright cut through the sexual euphoria and I fought the bandana, twisting my hands until it finally came loose a moment later.  With a cry of relief, I unclipped my nipples and turned to look into the forest.  The path was clear.  Where ever they had gone, they had gone quickly and I frowned.  They were so nice.  Why had they left?
 
                 My purse was lying on the bench and I picked it up.  Everything was there.  But then I blinked.  Where the fuck was my dress?  I glanced around.  I looked under the bench.  I looked over the railing, thinking maybe they had tossed my dress over into the bushes.  It wasn’t there!  I became frantic, running from one side of the platform to the other, still buck naked, searching desperately for my dress!  For a moment I considered running down the trail toward the main path, calling out for them, but I realized that would be stupid.  Shaking, I took the bandana and spread it out as far as I could.  It wouldn’t wrap around my waist and I burst into tears.
 
                 Shaking, I went to my purse.  I took out my phone and called Kari.
 
                 I was sitting on the bench, the bandana over my lap and my arms crossed across my breasts when Kari arrived.  She was dressed in blue jeans and loafers, a bright red polo shirt giving color to her cheeks.  Her long blond hair cascaded down smoothly to her shoulders and she looked amazing in the greenery.  In one hand she was holding a small backpack which I presumed contained an extra set of clothes for me.  And in the other, was my dress.
 
                 “I found this hanging on a branch at the trail junction back there,” Kari said, handing me my dress.  I grabbed it with a cry and quickly slipped it on over my head.  Once more attired I felt the weight of my misery come crashing down and I burst into a fresh set of tears and fell into Kari’s arms.  She shook her head and held me.
 
                 “Stupid Bre,” she muttered. “How the hell do you get into these situations?” she asked.  
 
                 I really couldn’t answer.  I was too upset.  She wrapped her arm around me and gently started to lead me away.  I grabbed my purse on the way past the bench and we started down the trail, hand in hand.
 
                 The vibrator?  That’s still there.  So if you happen to be looking at birds one day, and hear a strange buzzing noise, or see a flash of bright purple, you’ll know exactly what it is.  
 
                 Oh.  And I’d like it back. 
 
    
 
   Breanne,
 
   This assignment will require preparation.  You must spend two days orgasmless, yet constantly stimulated with your regular toys.  Once you have gone the prerequisite days without release, you may attempt the following assignment.  You will attire yourself in your white summer dress, sans bra and panties.  You will wear your fuck me heels.  When you begin the assignment, you will remove your regular toy.  You are exempted from following NHPS Rule #1 for the duration of this assignment.  You will pack your seven inch G-Spot vibrator, the purple one.  You will also bring all three of your alligator clamps.  You will then proceed to one of the five assigned locations, and publicly yet surreptitiously masturbate to orgasm.  
 
                 Locations:
 
   1.        Any restaurant.
 
   2.       Public Library
 
   3.       Food Court at a local mall
 
   4.       A grocery store
 
   5.       A local park
 
   Should you be caught at any time, by anyone, you are to stop what you are doing, immediately approach that person, apologize, and then ask them if they want to have sex with you.  Regardless of their acceptance, you will then put on the alligator clamps until you complete your next orgasm.  You may cum as many times as you want.
 
   -        Master Mark
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                 I fidgeted in my seat, knees pressed together, with the oddest feeling between my legs.  Cold air blasted out of the dashboard in front of me and I stared at the road as the Toyota 4-Runner I was riding in ate up the pavement.  I was a passenger of course, which might have been part of why I was just a little out of sorts, but I think there were other reasons as well.  For starters, I was empty, excused from following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 due to impending circumstances.  If you know the rules, you can understand how disconcerting it was not to be stuffed with something that wasn’t rolling, buzzing, thick or spinning.  But that wasn’t the only issue.  The other reason I was feeling out of sorts was because my spandex Lycra jogging shorts had a hole in them.  
 
   Did I say hole?  Perhaps “cut” might have been a better term since this particular hole had been delicately and gently sliced in a particular spot several months before as part of an assignment.  I remember quite clearly taking a small but sharp knife to my crotch, and lightly cutting a slit, right above my own sex.  It had resulted in a rather embarrassing yet sexually satisfying tryst in Thomas Park as the petals of my darkest flower had slipped out between the cut material and blossomed quite noticeably.
 
                 And now, several months later, that slit had expanded just a bit.  I hadn’t worn the shorts again after that first time.  After all, walking around with both of your labia hanging out, pink against black, is not the sort of thing you want to do too often.  Besides, the spandex tended to squeeze my petals just enough to make me incredibly wet.  But here I was again, the moist petals conspicuously evident against the slick black material, ripe and ready.   
 
                 Mike the Hardware Guy glanced over at me and then reached over to my knee and pulled my leg toward him, clearly wanting my thighs spread.  I complied.  After all, he was in charge. Mike was behind the wheel and I had no idea where we were headed.  It had all started innocuously with a phone call.  “Come on over and wear those exercise shorts with the cut and a tee shirt.  You know which one,” he had said.  So I had dressed appropriately, or inappropriately as the case may be, and drove on over.  I’d rung the doorbell in my spandex shorts, my hand over my crotch, and a too small, too tight, pink tee shirt that declared in bold letters “save a virgin, do me instead.”   I like the sentiment, even though my braless bosom pressed tightly against the cotton material, both nipples hard as rocks and the half circle piercing and small charm padlock that hung from my right nipple perfectly evident.
 
                 Mike was thrilled of course and took my hand; the one covering my exposed slit.  I was pulled into the house and he sat me down on his sofa, spreading my legs, clearly inspecting my exposed gash.  He moved closer and I gasped as his tongue slid through my petals only to find the tiny nodule at the top.  The shudder and moan that went through me must have made it perfectly clear to Mike how turned on I was.  He stopped a moment later, leaving me in even greater sexual distress.  Then he stood, winked, and pulled me to my feet.
 
                 “Let’s go!”
 
                 And thus I found myself in the passenger seat of his 4-Runner.  It was clean, well apportioned, and to my consternation, had two bicycles hanging from a metal frame on the back end.  My eyes spotted the incongruities immediately.  One bicycle, the men’s bike, was normal, complete with all-terrain tires, extra shocks, an odometer, and multiple water bottles slung from various spots.  The other bike however, was a women’s bike and had certain… alterations… that were not only obvious, but outright outrageous.
 
                 Mike pulled into the parking lot at the start of the Buffalo Bayou trail at the George Bush Reservoir off of Highway 6.  Fortunately it was late enough in the morning that the lot was deserted except for two other cars, both empty.  I got out of the SUV, making sure to face the earthen berm to the west, rather than the rushing car laden road behind me.  Highway 6 is rather busy and even though I doubted anyone would be able to see the pink gash between my black spandex covered thighs, you’d be surprised how even instinctively you tend to avoid public exposure.  
 
                 Mike got his bike down first and propped it up easily, looking like he knew exactly what he was doing.  Then he got my bike down.  The seat was covered with a black cloth bag but I knew exactly what I’d find under that bag. The tented effect afflicting the cloth bag was more than enough to hint at what was coming, though the extra chain and secondary crankshaft located just below the seat spoke volumes.  Mike grinned as he pushed the bike into my hands and tugged the bag off with a flourish.
 
                 “What do you think?” he asked as I looked down on the thick purple dildo sticking out of the seat.  I swallowed hard.  I could tell that it was fully retracted and still stuck up a full two inches out of the padded vinyl.  I put a foot on one of the pedals and moved in a circle, watching as the dildo moved upward another five inches.  I looked up with a hesitant grimace.  
 
                 “Impressive?” I said.  My reluctance must have been fairly obvious because Mike laughed.  
 
                 “Come on, I’ll help you up on it.”  He held the bike as I took a deep breath and swung my leg over it.  The tip of the dildo slid into the slit between my legs and with just a few rolling hip thrusts, I was able to get the first two inches into myself with only light pulses of sexual need making me gasp.  It got to be more intense when I lifted myself up, balancing and taking the first few strokes, gasping in alarm as the dildo moved up and then down through my soaked flower.  I rode around in a circle twice, trying not to pedal as Mike mounted up and pulled into position next to me.
 
                 I’ve seen dildo bikes before in pictures and even a few videos, most of which come out of Japan because evidently you can do practically anything you want in Japan and no one complains.  Mike had removed the crankshaft derailleur and added a second chain which went straight up to a second gear mounted and welded to the bike frame just a few inches below the seat.  A small metal shaft was mounted to the outside of the gear and using an elbow joint type hinge, was mounted to the base of the dildo.  It wasn’t terribly impressive engineering, but it certainly was neat.   The dildo only moved when I pedaled, which was nice, but it also moved if I back pedaled as well, a factor that made things even more difficult for me since I have a tendency to pump backwards occasionally.    As I rode around in a circle, getting adjusted to the new sensation of deep penetration with every stroke of the pedals, Mike mounted up and fell in beside me, clearly enjoying the look of consternation on my face.
 
                 “So how does it feel?” he asked.
 
                 I rolled my hips again, trying to accustom myself to the repetitive thrusts.  “Awkward,” I replied.  “It’s difficult to adjust to the idea of getting fucked while I’m pedaling.”
 
                 Mike grinned.  “The assignment is simple.  We’ll ride down to Dairy Ashford and then back.  If you cum, you lose the tee shirt.  A second orgasm will get you wearing your alligator nipple clamps.  A third orgasm results in dismounting and getting a butt plug shoved up your ass.  A fourth orgasm will mean a whipping back at my place before I screw your brains out,” he said.
 
                 I glared at him.  “Is that a joke?  Are you trying to encourage me to cum?” I demanded, wincing again as I was forced to pedal to keep my forward momentum going.  The dildo moved up inside me, a regular thrust that sent shivers running up my spine.  Mike laughed and motioned for me to move along.  With a sigh and another five inch penetration, I turned down the concrete path and pedaled.
 
                 I’ve endured torments of all kinds before, but I have to admit that being fucked repetitively and steadily by the bicycle itself was one of the most amazing.  First of all, I discovered that I could control things personally, which made the whole experience rather nice.  If I was getting close to orgasm, I just coasted for awhile.  At least, that was what I did for the first half mile or so.  By the time we got close to Eldridge Parkway I realized that I was too close to cumming to be able to coast my way down the trail.  It also didn’t help that Mike was riding my ass, reaching out to smack my bottom, encouraging me to pump harder.
 
                 “Go on!  Faster Bre!  We’re only doing seven miles an hour!” he said behind me, pinching my buttocks again.  I pushed down on the pedal and groaned as the hard rubber cock thrust back up into my sex.  I started shaking, having trouble with both my breathing and my loins.  My hips kept jerking and I found myself trying to drive myself downward on the seat.  For some insane reason, I picked up the pace, my feet and legs taking orders directly from my pussy, bypassing my sex starved brain.
 
                 But it wasn’t just the dildo that did it.  Oh no.  It was passing the jogger, who looked at me and the bike with something akin to puzzlement.  We were past him before he figured it out, but when I glanced back he was staring at us in open mouthed astonishment.  I pedaled again, trying to move away from him and the embarrassment, only to send myself reeling with a powerful explosion.  I almost fell over and if Mike hadn’t been there to catch me, I’m sure I would have rode off into the grass and toppled, twitching like a two bit whore after a good fuck.  
 
                 “Wow.  We didn’t even make past Eldridge,” Mike observed after I had recovered.  I looked up at him, one foot up on a pedal, the other on the ground.  The dildo was fully extended inside me and I couldn’t help tightening on it.  I let out a small groan.
 
                 “Well?” he said, nodding at my breasts.  “You agreed.  Take off the shirt,” Mike said, motioning toward my boobs.
 
                 I nodded, swallowing hard, still wrapped up in the insane sensation coming from between my legs.  I peeled off the shirt, freeing my breasts and I handed it to him.  He grinned, his eyes roaming over my bosom with hunger.  I felt incredibly self-conscious and I quickly put one arm across my breasts, hiding them from his sight.  He pouted, but then laughed and motioned for me to get started again.  We passed under Eldridge and continued down the concrete trail along the bayou.
 
                 Cycling one handed, while a large rubber dildo is being regularly shoved into your sex is not exactly easy.  My steering suffered and due to my difficult riding position, with my breasts covered, I ended up having to make twice as many pedaling movements to keep myself upright and headed down the trail.  A few yards farther along we passed another jogger who’s wide eyes and staring hunger were more than enough to get my juices flowing again and the dildo slid in and out fast as we moved past the staring man.
 
                 “You’re mean,” Mike said, once more moving his bike beside mine.  I tried to focus on not hitting him, but it was hard considering that most of my mental capacity was going to not falling thanks to the pounding between my legs. I coasted, groaning in sexual need.
 
                 “How am I mean?” I asked, panting.  
 
   
  
 

              “You’re supposed to be showing off your breasts, not hiding them,” Mike observed, pointing quickly at my bosom.  Then he took both hands off the handle bars of his bike and rode along, steering with his body weight and balance only.  Bastard.
 
                 “I’ve got some duct tape in my bag.  Do I need to tape your hands to the handlebars?” he asked.
 
                 I didn’t respond.  I just lowered my arm, exposing my breasts.  What else could I do?  We rode along, every slow rotation of the crankshaft between my ankles translating into an up and down movement of the dildo until I could barely stand it.  Another jogger appeared, eyes wide and staring at me as I pedaled up, breasts bobbing as I hunched over the handle bars, trying for all the world not to allow the steady pounding between my legs to overcome me.
 
                 The concrete trail led down under the bridge that spanned the bayou and I realized we had reached Dairy Ashford.  I braked to a stop and Mike caught my arm as I put one foot down and tried to keep my balance without yanking the dildo out of my own snatch.  It didn’t work.  I ended up being empty as the bike tipped even farther and I had to hop and jump once to keep from being dragged under the bicycle.
 
                 Mike rolled his eyes and in the shade under the humming road above us, he helped me to my feet and righted my bicycle.  
 
                 “Why don’t you give your bike a blowjob real quick?” he suggested, tugging a water bottle off his bike frame and handing it to me.  
 
                 I chugged down half the bottle and then looked at him.   “Seriously?  You want me to suck a rubber cock, here in the middle of the trail, with my boobs hanging out?” I demanded, just a bit outraged.  I glanced both ways down the path.  No one was in sight, but that meant very little on a trail that sported rollerbladers, skateboarders, and cyclists.  The only saving grace was that it was still in the middle of high summer and the heat was terrible.  
 
                 “Suck. Cock. Now,” he said slowly, pointing at my bike seat.  I handed him his water bottle and grabbed hold of the bike.  The dildo reeked of my own juices, of sweat and salt and when I opened my mouth and sucked it clean, I could taste my cum on the slick rubber.  It was humiliating to the extreme, sucking that cock, and by the time Mike tapped me on the shoulder and suggested I remount, I had cleaned the entire length of the rubber from tip to seat.  Multiple times.
 
                 Getting back on the bike was almost a relief and I admit that I really didn’t care if I came again or not.  By the time I could see the Eldridge overpass I was having trouble pedaling and was bent practically in half.  The bike was wobbling and each turn of the pedals felt like I was being smashed into sexual oblivion.  When I exploded the bike coasted to a stop and once more Mike had to catch me before I fell over.  I hunched on the bike, letting Mike hold me up as I shuddered and rocked my way through another gut wrenching explosion.
 
                 Oh.  And look.  An audience.  I caught a glimpse of another jogger, a woman this time, staring at me as she stumbled to a halt. I’m not sure what was more of a shock, my apparent difficulty, which admittedly probably didn’t look like an orgasm, or the fact that I was riding a bike bare breasted and that my bosom was sporting enough hardware to give me problems at an airport security checkpoint.  With the tips of my breasts pointed downward I clenched every muscle from my waist down and struggled to find my equilibrium.  
 
                 Surprisingly, it was between my legs.  A few back and forth moments of rocking managed to bring me back into a semblance of self-awareness and slowly I straightened.  Mike grinned and held out the alligator clamps, clearly expecting me to immediately put them on.  The woman down the trail evidently decided that a break was in order because she had stopped running and was now walking, very slowly, toward us.  I tried to ignore her as I put one foot down on the pavement and lifted the alligator clamps.
 
                 Ever put on a pair of sharp metal toothed clamps that dig deep enough into your flesh to leave red marks?  Yeah, well they hurt.  Not terribly, but enough that if you aren’t mentally prepared for it, and maybe even physically, alligator clamps can do some pretty bad things to you.  I guess I should also mention that my alligator clamps aren’t factory set either.  Mine were adjusted so they wouldn’t puncture my skin, since blood is so not sexy.  So don’t run out to your local hardware store and just pick up a set unless you are a serious masochist.
 
                 Pain lanced through my right nipple, just behind the piercing and I grimaced as I was once more forced through general instinct to hunch over.  My lungs stopped working for a moment as my nervous system overloaded and when I sucked in a harsh breath and opened my eyes again, my audience was only a few feet away.
 
                 “Want to put the other one on her?” Mike asked with a friendly smile.
 
                 The jogger looked shocked and picked up her pace.  She hurried past, her eyes locked on my breasts.  I glanced at Mike and he shrugged.  “Let’s get a move on,” he said, motioning at the unclamped tip of my other breast. With the pain of the first clamp throbbing away, I pinched open the second set of metal pincers and proceeded to send a similar sharp agony spearing back from my nipple, down to my dildo filled pussy, and then back up to my overloaded brain.  It hurt.  It felt incredible.  I felt a surge between my legs and suddenly, the idea of riding back to the car, really fast, seemed like a good plan.
 
                 I think I surprised Mike when I took off.  The dildo slammed upward through my loins, causing me to wince, but I quickly moved myself into a more tenable position and let the repeated thrusts ram up through the seat and into my sex.  I pedaled with a goal in mind, of a specific destination, and admittedly I ran into it half way to the car.
 
                 Orgasm number three slammed into me and I ran off the concrete into the grass and almost into the woods.  Mike followed as I toppled over and he dropped his bike and practically ran to me.  It was cute.  He thought I was injured or something.  Instead I was lying on my side, the dildo still halfway sticking in me, mewling like a kitten who is being pet and given milk at the same time.  A wave of exhaustion hit me and I laid there, eyes glazed in sexual euphoria as Mike leaned over me.
 
                 “Are you okay?” he asked sincerely.  I summoned enough energy to nod.
 
                 He hummed to himself for a moment.  “Okay.  Well we’re almost to the car.  Technically I’m supposed to put the bottom plug but…” his voice trailed off.
 
                 I made it easier for him. I didn’t bother to respond and instead just twisted.  The dildo slid out from between my petals and I raised my ass up.  There was a momentary silence and I closed my eyes, face pressed to the grass beneath me and few stray leaves.  Then I felt Mike’s fingers at the waist band of my spandex shorts.  He tugged them downward, exposing my bottom.  It felt odd, being bare like that and I even felt the spandex pull away from my slit.  Then there was something hard probing at my bottom and Mike started to work the butt plug inward.
 
                 Every morning I lubricate my ass with just a tiny bit of grapeseed oil.  Part of it is to keep myself flexible, but admittedly, my thought is that as a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, you never know when you’re going to get fucked up the ass.  It makes life much easier if you’re just ready for it all the time.  Since Mike’s anal plug wasn’t the biggest I’ve ever had shoved up my ass, it slid in with only relative unease and a few moments later he was snapping my spandex shorts back into place and smacking my rump with a few favored blows.  Then he rolled me over.  
 
                 “Hmmm… looks like you need some help here,” he said, reaching down between my legs.  His fingers dug through the spandex hole, grasping my labia and tugging them back down through the slit in the material.  I groaned as he spread my petals, sticking his finger, and then a second one, deep into my slit.  He finger fucked me thoroughly for a moment, but then drew out his fingers, stuck them in my mouth, and then grasped the chain connecting the alligator clamps.  
 
                 “Come on, Bre.  Time to get up,” he said.
 
                 I scrambled.  It doesn’t take much pressure to get me to move if you’re using the chain of the alligator clamps to motivate me. In seconds I was on my feet, clutching my bike.  I knew what he wanted as he let go of my breasts and I swung my leg over the seat.  It took a few moments to get the dildo settled again, but I noticed the increased pressure of the plug immediately.  It was if I had run out of room, or the dildo had increased dramatically in size.  It was disconcerting.
 
                 The last quarter of a mile was tough, and not from a sexual perspective.  I hurt frankly and was tired and thirsty and the last thing I wanted was to cum again.  But as we pulled up to his SUV, he motioned for me to keep riding around in circles.
 
                 “Don’t stop.  You might as well cum a fourth time.”
 
                 So I faked it.  After all, it wasn’t the orgasm he wanted, was it?  He wanted an excuse to take me back to his house, tie me down to his bed, and whip me between the legs.
 
                 And so I provided.  I coasted to a stop clear headed, but pretending nicely and Mike helped me off the bike and sat me down in the air conditioned coolness of his SUV.  A cold bottle of water made things easier and I listened to the clattering sounds of him mounting the bikes to the back of the car.
 
                 So what happened next?  Oh, exactly what you would expect.  But after I had exploded a few more times and let him whip me, screw me, and detonate all over me himself did I know exactly what I wanted.  I stepped up next to him, draping my naked body over his and I kissed him lightly.
 
                 “I’m thinking of a new exercise program,” I said softly.  Mike was still a little sex dazed and he blinked.
 
                 “Really?” he asked, still not really with it.  Good sex can do that to a man.
 
                 I nodded, my red hair spilling across his chest.  “Yeah.”
 
                 “And what kind of exercise do you want to do?” he asked, starting to get it.
 
                 I picked up my head and grinned.  “Cycling.”
 
                 Mike chuckled.  “Now that sounds like a great idea.  Twice a week maybe?”
 
                 I laughed.  “Maybe.  Or maybe more.”
 
                 So I hope you forgive me when I say, I’ve got a few miles to go and ride.  See ya later.
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   I hadn’t been back to my alma mater in a little while and I admit it was nice to be on campus again.  A flood of memories blasted through me as I walked across the mall toward one of the dormitories.  I remembered that over by that building Kari had met me in between classes one day, surrounded by fellow students, and had French kissed me while pinching my nipples hard through my tee shirt.  And over there I had skinny dipped in the fountain late one night, until one of the campus bike patrol police officers pedaled up.  And over there… but hey, I could write a book about my adventures in college.
 
   Like I said, plenty of memories.  I shook my head and tried to think about other things.  It didn’t help that every step was accompanied by the distinct knowledge that eleven separate, plastic encased motors were embedded inside me, eight in my ass and three in my pussy.  Even off, the vibroballs and anal beads were sending little shivers of arousal through me.  The short white skirt and matching halter top did nothing to make things easier as every guy I passed, and quiet a few of the girls, watched me with hungry eyes.
 
   Four o’clock on Friday afternoon meant that the campus was relatively quiet.  The great hordes of students that could be seen, say on a Wednesday morning, were all either done with school for the day, or were skipping.  Friday is the top skip day, followed by Monday.  Most people show up for school on Wednesday.  I was glad things were quiet.  I didn’t need to attract any more attention than I was already going to.  
 
   Everyone looked so young!  I hate reminders that I’m getting older.  Admittedly, I still look good for a mid-twenty year old woman.  Life on the farm took off all the weight I gained in college and my muscles had come back within a year of graduating.  I wouldn’t recommend it for a diet program, but if it works…
 
   My bucket tapped me on the leg.  It was a cheap gallon container I had picked up from a hardware store.  I had splurged a little and made sure it had a decent metal handle, complete with a plastic protector for my hand.  Inside were six bottles of bottled water, tepidly warm from sitting for a few hours in my truck.  There were also a few towels, folded and wedged between the water and an unopened plastic bag of disposable razors.  A small container of body wash, scented with something called “glacier cool,” rattled around in the bucket.  The last item was a bottle of baby oil. I was also carrying a purse, a tiny one mind you.  It didn’t really go with the outfit, but a girl’s got to carry her keys, her driver’s license, and a few other necessary items, right?  So I think I can be forgiven.  
 
   I was heading south, toward the far end of the campus to a relatively new addition.  The building was a multi-story white, tan, and brown edifice whose windows looked more like one of those old computer punch cards, rather than a dorm.  It was situated at the back of a massive green lawn, part of the mall, and looked… imposing.
 
   I had never lived on campus.  Kari’s father had paid for an apartment and my first two years I had lived there with her.  My junior and senior years I lived with another girl, a friend named Jamie, so I had never had the opportunity to experience dorm life.  I’ve always wondered if I missed something.  Were there regular orgies?  Parties every night?  Constant drugs and music and food?  I could skip the drugs and go straight for the sex and food.  It’s a regret I suppose.  I missed something that might have been a lot of fun.
 
   The first thing I ran into was security.  Getting into the building was not going to be easy. They checked you on the way in to see if you belonged.  I put down my bucket after a quick retreat and then looked around.  All I needed to get in was an escort.  So with sharp eyes and a measly ten minute wait, I had exactly what I needed walk right up.
 
   “Hi!  Can I talk to you for a minute?” I asked a freshman, eighteen or nineteen year old boy.  And yes, he was a boy.  Not a man.  There IS a difference.  He was just a tad bit overweight, though not grossly so, and he was dressed in khaki shorts and a polo shirt.  His heavy backpack looked like it weighed twenty pounds and he had that sort of nerdy “let me get back to you after I’ve played ten hours of World of Warcraft” look on his face.
 
   But most men, unless there is something seriously wrong with them, would gladly follow me into a dark alley, much less off to the side of a brightly lit afternoon sidewalk.  I put down my bucket and sucked in a big breath of air and predictably, his eyes went straight to my breasts.  Since they were only encased in a thin white cotton halter top, my piercing and padlock, both of which are made of solid, twenty four karat gold, were quite easily visible through my shirt.  Of course, so were my nipples, two darker circles that left little to the imagination.  The shirt was tight too, a little too tight to be honest, and my breasts were mashed together, creating a cleavage that you could ski down. 
 
   “Can I help you?” the boy asked, his face a mixture of total longing, confusion, and just a touch of suspicion.  I guess scantily dressed redheads are hardly common.  I put on my most winsome smile, fluttered my eyelashes, and licked my lips slowly in what I hoped looked like a seductive want, rather than a “I need you to get me into your stupid dorm.”
 
   “My name is Breanne,” I said warmly, then held out my hand.  Personal contact is very important when you are manipulating people, especially if the carrot is sex.  He took my hand and I held it, stroking the palm with my finger.  I didn’t let go.  I could see his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed and I wondered how long it would take him before he needed to adjust a few things down in those shorts.
 
   “Matt,” he responded weakly, still clearly being brain damaged by my boobs.
 
   “Hi, Matt.  All done with school for the day?” I asked wickedly, making sure my tone sounded wicked.  Hey. There’s an art to that.  You have to put a lot of innuendo into it
 
                 Matt nodded, his eyes still completely focused on my breasts.  I took another deep breath to make sure I had his attention.  Wouldn’t want it wandering away, would I?
 
                 “Good.  I was wondering if you’d take me up to your dorm room and let me wash your cock and shave your balls,” I said.
 
                 Yeah, well that broke through the mental fog my attire and curves had created.  He looked right into my eyes and blinked.              
 
                 “What?” he asked, the incredulity on his face so precious that I had to choke down a laugh. I turned it into a beaming smile and took a step forward, violating poor Matt’s personal space.  My hand might have also accidentally touched the growing bulge at the front of his shorts.  Oops.
 
                 “I want you to take me upstairs and let me stroke and wash and lick your cock.  And I want to shave your crotch too.”
 
                 In hindsight, I think most men would think that a fair trade.  Shaved bare between the legs in exchange for a blowjob/handjob that resulted in orgasm.  Of course, I’m also beginning to suspect that men would have exchanged their first born, their left testicle, and their right arm at the shoulder for the same service.  Perhaps I’m underpriced.
 
                 But Matt looked uncomfortable.  “I don’t have a single room and my dorm mate will be there…” he said, shifting his weight.  Clearly he wanted to let me shave, stroke, wash, and lick him, but there was this added problem.  I solved it easily enough.
 
                 “That’s okay! I’ll do him too once I’m finished with you!” I said eagerly.
 
                 And that was all it took to get through security.  
 
                 I followed him up several flights of steps and into a large hallway.  Every door was decorated with a collage of newspaper clippings, silly cartoons, and other bric-a-brac that demanded attention, but I ignored it all and walked along side Matt, my hand in his.  When we got to his dorm room, we had already passed a few other fellow residents, all who looked at Matt with something akin to both shock and jealousy.  Ah… if only they knew!  Right?
 
                 Matt unlocked his door and we went in.  The first thing I noticed was that Matt and his roommate had not decorated in the classic red cougar motif.  Instead the blankets on the transformable bunk beds didn’t match.  Both bed mattresses had been raised to the highest level and the desks had been shoved under them. It made for more open space, which had been filled with an electric guitar and amp, as well as a decent sized flat screen television and a sample of every single gaming console in existence.  I think.  I at least recognized the Nintendo Wii.  I have one of those.
 
                 Matt’s roommate stared down at me and then glanced at Matt.   “Uh… we have company,” Matt said.  He clearly didn’t want to explain anything else.  I sighed and realized I had to take the initiative.
 
                 “I’m going to do something rather nice for Matt.  If you’d like to be second on my list, I’d be happy to provide.”
 
                 The boy on the mattress quirked an eyebrow upward.  “And what are you doing for Matt?” he asked, suddenly very interested.  His eyes locked onto my right breast, his vision tracing the outline of the padlock and hoop underneath the thin white material of the halter.  I grinned.  
 
                 “Matt’s agreed to a blowjob and handjob in exchange for letting me shave his crotch.               
 
                 The other boy looked at Matt.  “Seriously?” he asked.  Matt nodded, clearly at a loss.  The roommate shrugged.                
 
                 “Okay fine. I’m in.”
 
                 I grinned.  “Good.  Why don’t you go wait in the kitchen or downstairs in the lobby for fifteen minutes.  Then come back and I’ll be ready for you.”  I didn’t wait for an answer but quickly put my bucket on Matt’s desk and began unloading it.  A moment later I had poured the water into the container, added some soap too it, and dropped in one of my towels.  A quick swish of my hand created sufficient suds.
 
                 “Jeff, please?” Matt asked, looking up at his roommate.  Jeff rolled his eyes and then shrugged.  A moment later Matt and I were left alone. I grinned and went for his belt.  I think it finally dawned on Matt that things were actually happening when my hands pushed his shorts downward and freed his fat cock from the briefs underneath.  Then he was naked from the waist down and I guided him to his chair.  It had a cheap vinyl seat and thus was perfect for what I was about to do.
 
                 Matt’s groin was a hairy mess and I could tell he had been masturbating within the last day or two, and that he had probably not showered that morning either.  Or maybe he was a very active self-stimulator and had given himself multiple opportunities to explode earlier in the day.  Regardless, I was glad that he was getting a washing before I put my mouth on his soda straw.  I scooped up a great handful of soap and began working on his hard cock and pubic area.  In seconds the scent was washed away by the cool clean scent of… of a… glacier.  Yeah.  Because damn it, every man wants to smell like a giant block of ice.  
 
                 But while that very thought was going through my head I was already pulling out the razor.  I kept one hand on Matt’s throbbing cock, rubbing suds up and down its hard length, while I began the process of removing his pubic hair.  It wasn’t easy.  I had to wash out the razor every two strokes, but I managed.  Once I had denuded the upper part, I had him scoot forward in his seat and spread his legs.  Then I went to work on the sides and then underneath.  Finally I started working on his scrotum, scraping the razor across the soft skin with deft strokes until finally I was kneeling in front of someone who looked good enough for a porn flick close-up.
 
                 With five minutes left to go on the clock, I didn’t waste time. I wiped him down with the towel and then immediately opened up.  He tasted of soap and I bobbed up and down, one hand caressing his bare balls while my other hand squeezed and twisted along the base of his cock.  I could feel him shuddering.  Usually I’m pretty good at timing, but I guess it was just too much for poor Matt.  Before I even had a chance to oil his cock and make him cum on my shirt, he spurted into my mouth.  I jerked back in surprise, letting the remnants of his explosion splatter my chin, neck and cleavage, leaving little bits of white goo running down between my breasts.
 
                 I knew better than to wipe up, but I swallowed all of what I had gotten and then I bent down and kissed the tip of Matt’s cock, licking the last beads from his tip.  Matt sighed in absolute pleasure and didn’t even mind when I poured a little bit of oil on his limp shaft and rubbed it in.  There. Now he smelled like vanilla!  A moment later there was a knock on the door and Matt’s roommate, the boy called Jeff, came in.  Matt scrambled for his shorts, especially since Jeff wasn’t by himself.  There were two other boys behind him, all wanting to get a glimpse of me.
 
                 And perhaps something else?
 
                 And so Matt left and Jeff took his place.  As Jeff sat down and the door closed behind him, I reached to the waist band of my skirt.  I may not have been wearing panties, but my skirt held the two remotes deftly against my skin and I plucked the one that led to my ass out.  A quick turn of the thumb started all eight little plastic balls embedded in my derrière to start vibrating and I admit, it didn’t make things any easier.  Jeff asked what I was doing and I explained it to him.  He laughed and called me a slut.
 
                 Oh, if he only knew.
 
                 Shaving Jeff was easier that shaving Matt.  It only took eight or so minutes to get him cleaned and bare and then I went to town on his cock.  My hands swirled around his soap scoured shaft and my tongue danced up and down and across the tip with wild abandon.  I admit I might have been feeling a bit needy myself at that point.  I could tell when Jeff was getting close and I pulled back and then dribbled oil on his hard rod.  I started the long slow strokes that I knew would send him blasting off, his rocket exhaust aimed right at me.  Sure enough, a few minutes later he groaned, his hips rocking, his throbbing pillar of granite so hard it could have been used to drill for oil.  I rubbed at the tip, around the edge, and then with a grunt, he popped.
 
                 My aim was better this time and the resulting load of sperm was deposited neatly just above my left breast.  It slid down in thick rivulets, soaking the cloth and turning the light cotton transparent.  There was just enough cum to make the entire top half of the left side of my halter see through.  A little bit seemed to slide down the edge of the material toward my cleavage, but all that did was make my exposed skin a bit shinier.
 
                 Jeff was clearly pleased and as I put things away and prepped for the next “client”, he stood up, went to the door, and invited in guy number three.  I was busy turning the vibroballs from “off” to “low.”  Now it was MY hips that were doing the provocative thrusting that I had observed in Matt and Jeff.
 
                 Boy three was called Elliot and he was a lean, long-haired, hippie looking kind of guy who reeked of marijuana, alcohol, and wore bell bottom blue jeans and wooden sandals.  When I had him alone, still in Matt and Jeff’s room, his grin was almost snide and he took off his jeans as I sat there on my heels, just a little cold.  And I don’t mean temperature wise.  His pubic hair was scraggly and I was glad I was shaving him bald before sucking his cock.  I hate getting hair in my mouth while I’m providing fellatio and his pelt was wiry and not fun.  But I got through it.  I may have been bit rough, but that was mostly because it was clear that Elliot thought I needed direction on how to handle his cock.  I was subject to a litany of “that’s it baby,” and “yeah, rub it,” along with “now suck it, slut.”  This got worse as he got closer to orgasm and when I had oiled his cock and rubbed it eagerly, the names he called me went from baby and slut, to “fucking bitch” and “cum slut”.  
 
                 I directed Elliot’s cum at my other breast, the padlocked and pierced one.  This time however I misjudged the angle of his spurt and instead of nailing me on bare skin above my halter, he managed to hit the bull’s-eye directly.  In seconds my halter had soaked up the fluid, turning translucent and my nipple, along with the gold hoop and padlock were instantly visible. Hell, you could even see the black enameled rose etched on the lock.  Elliot had a dazed look on his face and I couldn’t help it.   I grinned, sat back, letting his cock go, and said “better than drugs.”
 
                 “You got that right, bitch.”
 
                 While Elliot was getting dressed I cleaned up, dumped the old water into Matt’s trash bin, and poured new water into the bucket.  Then while the door was opening and closing, I turned the anal beads up another notch, just as was required of me.
 
                               Required you might ask?  Did you think I was doing this for the fun of it?  Do you think I just walk over to the local university and fuck every guy there?  Or maybe you think that I enjoy being splattered with cumming and looking like a two bit tart?  Well, I don’t.  If I had it my way, I’d be dressed in dark blue jeans that went down to my ankle, a tee shirt, over which I’d be wearing a long sleeve button up shirt.  And yes, I’d be wearing a bra and panties, and no… I wouldn’t have ANYTHING, much less vibrating sex toys, stuffed up inside me.
 
                 But there is something wrong with me.  I may hate all that.  I may not want it.  But when it happens to me, my orgasms are so strong, so powerful, so perfect, that I go crazy. It’s like sticking your tongue against a canker sore in your mouth. You know it hurts.  You don’t want it too.  But you just have to.  That’s me.  And that’s why I’m like this.
 
                 So yes, this was an assignment.  Master Todd had sent this assignment earlier in the week and I had finally summoned the moxie to do it.  That and Kari, my best friend and real life mistress/lover/tormentor had finally said “if you don’t do it, and do it today, I’m going to stick you in the chastity belt for a week and not allow you to cum.”
 
                 Okay.  So sometimes I need motivation.
 
                 I was beginning to have a problem, and that was mostly because my nether regions were slowly becoming the epicenter of an earthquake.  Already my pussy was soaked, enough that I could actually detect the scent of my arousal over the soap.  Since I wasn’t wearing panties, the juices from between my legs were already dripping down my thighs and as I squatted, it was becoming harder and harder not to add one other caress to the mandatory shaving, washing, stroking, and licking I was already required to do.  But boy I wanted to have my own hand down between my legs.
 
                 Boy number four came in and introduced himself as Aaron.  He was a large kid, massive actually.  I’d say he was fat, and he was, but he was like a damn Mac truck. Huge.  I put extra soap in the bucket.
 
                 When Aaron exploded it was like getting hit with a fire hose.  There was lots of it.  His oiled cock jerked between my fingers and the vast majority of his ejaculate slammed into my chest, right between my breasts and above the now stained and still wet halter.  A decent two tablespoons of white spooge slid down between my breasts and managed to soak the bottom halves of both breasts as the material wicked moisture away from cleavage and across my bosom.  Aaron thought it was awesome and actually took a picture of my tits with his cell phone.  Then he was getting dressed while I did what I had to do.  The vibroballs roared into their medium setting and I clenched my teeth, trying to resist.
 
                 A totally beautiful, blond haired boy named Oscar was next and he was already trimmed.  I shaved him, my hand bobbing up and down on his cock with soap, my razor sliding against his skin.  His eyes seemed to light up as I worked him and I could literally sense his desire.  After I rinsed him and started sucking on his shaft, it finally became too much for me and I popped, exploding with a groan and whimper that left him even more aroused.  He exploded while still halfway down my throat, only seconds after my own orgasm.  I didn’t care. I was too lost in it all and I swallowed dutifully.  Oscar seemed to like it though and when I didn’t release him, but kept sucking and working at his cock until it was hard again, he never said a word.  I put a decent amount of oil on his cock and as I worked it in, I leaned over to my fallen purse.  I popped it open with one hand and drew out one of the few small items inside. Instantly Oscar’s eyes widened and he grinned.
 
                 You see, I wasn’t supposed to cum until I purchased it at the end of the “required” number of shavings.  The magic number was five and after five I was allowed to take guy number six, remove the vibroballs and even the vibrating anal beads, and then let myself get plowed until I popped like a water balloon in a cactus garden.  Punishment for cumming sooner was exactly what you would expect for a nympho humiliation pain slut.  So I tugged down the sperm splattered halter top, exposed both breasts to Oscar, who hadn’t quite been hard but got there a second time pretty damn quick, and proceeded to attach the alligator nipple clamps to my breasts.
 
                 I’m used to the horrible bite of the alligator clamps, even when my breasts are cum soaked and smashed by the tight material of a halter top.  With my breasts now pushed up, together, and outward, with my nipples hard little bumps, the chain between the alligator clamps dangled down deliciously.  My hips were still shaking, mostly because despite my orgasm, the vibroballs and anal beads were still churning away inside me, working me back up the mountain toward orgasmic climax.  Oscar let out a low whistle as I worked the oil into my tits and then, just for fun, used my cleavage to let him have a little titty fuck.
 
                 Of course this left a lot of other men’s cum on his cock along with the baby oil, but I didn’t tell him that.  Maybe it’s mean, but I can tell you he seemed to enjoy it.  In seconds he added his own deposit of wiggling, squirming seamen paddling down the gorge between my breasts.  I just wished his cock had been a bit lower.  By a foot and a half.
 
                 Clean up was easy and I don’t mean that I cleaned myself up.  My breasts stayed exactly the way they were; clamped, hosed, and bared.  I did insist on giving poor Oscar another quick wash with the soapy water, but I didn’t tell him why.  Why give him a case of homophobia, right?  So when he was back in his pants I stood up and walked him to the door.  
 
                 Whoa… the line was… impressive.  I grimaced as the collection of guys willing to have their balls shaved saw me.  Perhaps it wasn’t such a good idea to step out into the hall with my halter down under my breasts, sporting a pair of clamps that looked like they belonged to a deranged interrogator.  Oops.  Brilliant plan, Bre.  Guess the word got around quick.  I did a quick mental count and saw the line stretched down past a dozen and started to get into the “let me get out a calculator” levels.  I looked at the guys and decided what needed to happen and grabbed guy number six.  I pulled him into poor Matt and Jeff’s room without a second thought, stripped him of his shorts and boxers, and proceeded to do what I do best.
 
                 But the moment he was shaved I stood up.  His soapy cock was standing straight at attention and I wasn’t going to bother with sucking or stroking.  I wanted something deeper, more personal, and I tugged the vibroballs out with a single stroke, only barely reacting to the immediate vacating of my sexual depths.  I grabbed my purse and pulled the other little item out: one condom.  That’s all I had brought.  I slid it on my last shaved boy and then without a moment’s hesitation, slid myself down on him like a glove.  Our bodies slipped and slid together perfectly and we screwed like bunnies.  His hands cupped my bottom as our lips locked and then he carried me to the floor. My bucket of water was knocked aside and in the growing puddle we made violent, passionate love.
 
                 I exploded like a cheap stick of dynamite.
 
                 My paramour did too, but it took just a tad bit longer and when we finally pulled apart in a sticky mess, I realized that Jeff and Matt were NOT going to be happy.  I did my best to mop up, but all my towels were used.  The floor was slick with soap, water, and more interesting fluids that might not be the best things to have smeared all over your tile floor.                
 
                 I didn’t have to get dressed.  I was still wearing my skirt and halter, though I had to pull the material, the now fully soaked and transparent material back over my tits and ass.  I kept the clamps on though.  I wasn’t allowed to take those off until I was done with everything.
 
                 And everything was the issue.  Sure, I was done shaving balls and sucking and oiling cocks.  But there were still a bunch of guys out there in the hall, and I thought I had even seen Matt back in line.  Weirdo.  In any event, I walked my recent lover to the door and stepped out into the hall.  Every eye turned on me and few of the guys even started to say something when I held up my hand.
 
                 “Sorry guys, no more shavings,” I said loudly.  The groans and cuss words and general pandemonium raged.  Then I held out a hand.  “Anyone got a condom?” I asked.  
 
                 Word to the wise: never ask a hallway full of college freshman if they have a condom.  Fifty percent didn’t.  Twenty five percent ran for their dorm rooms.  Four boys pulled out their wallets and tugged out their emergency supply.  Cool.  
 
                 “Whose room is closest?” I asked.  One boy raised his hand.  
 
                 I smiled.  “Great.  If anyone is going to get laid, it will be in your room.  You cool?”
 
                 “Fuck yeah.”  
 
                 “Good, then you’re also first.  Let’s go.”
 
                 Sex is an amazing thing and nothing is better than a crowd of horny freshman college aged boys who have no fucking clue how to do it or when to do it.  They didn’t seem to care that I was coated in cum, or they didn’t realize I was coated in cum.  But I must have fucked at least sixteen guys that afternoon.  Finally it was my stomach that stopped the never ending flow and I waved off the line, plead hunger and exhaustion.  Maybe I was hungry, or maybe all the boy juice I had swallowed wasn’t sitting well with me.  I climbed back into my crusty clothing.  The halter was disgusting, stained and crunchy with dried cum.  My skirt needed bleaching.  I slipped my feet back into my flip flops, grabbed my bucket and headed for the door, my nipples throbbing in the alligator clamps.
 
                 I could have taken them off of course.  They hurt.  But what the hell, I’ve walked through campus wearing worse things.  And besides, I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  It’s what we do.
 
                 
 
    
 
   Breanne, for your latest assignment you will gather the following items: a bucket, a package of disposable razors, baby oil, body wash, five white hand towels, and five water bottles.  Allow the water to warm up in the sun.  You will then dress in a short white skirt and a tight white halter top.  You will not wear panties or a bra.  To meet the requirements of NHPS Rule #1, you will insert your triple vibroballs AND your vibrating anal beads.  Bring your alligator nipple clamps as well, in case of needed punishment.
 
    
 
   You will then proceed to a local college dormitory.  You will go to one of the men’s wings with your bucket and supplies, knock on a door, and inquire of the men inside if they would be willing to allow you to shave their balls and crotch.  If they agree you will gently and completely shave them, then provide them a blowjob until they are near orgasm.  You will then oil their cocks and give them relief, aiming their exploding cock directly at your breasts.  Once you’ve made them cum, you will turn up either the vibrating anal beads or the vibroballs to a setting one level higher.
 
    
 
   You must shave five men and give them relief before you cum. If you orgasm prior to finishing, pull down the halter and attach the alligator clamps to your nipples for the remainder of the exercise. Once you have completed the five shaves you may purchase sex and orgasm with another shave.  Should you so desire it, you may shave as many men in exchange for coital sex with orgasm. – Master Todd
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                 “Um… that’s a little tight, isn’t it?” I complained as Kari cinched the leather belt with another tug.  This one went around my legs, just above the knees and was hardly comfortable.  I was already having a few issues thanks to the seven inch long g-spot vibrator that was stuffed up inside my sex.   Or perhaps it was the butterfly clitoral stimulator, another motorized toy that sat atop my clitoris, shaking like mad.  Again, it could have been the vibrating anal beads, eight black motorized balls that Kari had stuffed into my ass prior to the start of this whole thing.  I lifted my head and glanced down my body at her.  She was grinning like a Cheshire cat, clearly enjoying herself as I already began the quick march up the mountain of orgasmic climax thanks to the massive vibrational earthquake she had started between my legs.  To put it in perspective, imagine California suffering multiple earthquakes, at three different epicenters, all at the same time, all rating higher than 8 on the Richter scale.  And the damn assignment hadn’t even started yet!
 
                 My arms were bound to the “I’ Bench beneath me, one of the more interesting bondage restraints in Kari’s dungeon.  Clearly the offspring of a demented designer (probably Kari herself) or the mating ritual of a home exercise gym and a medieval stretching rack, the I bench was mostly a horizontal leather padded bench with enough metal frame work to basically bind a girl (or guy) in a variety of spread-eagled or other shapes.  In my case, I wasn’t spread though.  My arms were bound to my sides, fists at my hips, while my legs were stretched out, thighs, knees, and ankles bound.                
 
                 But while my legs were bound, I wasn’t quite on the bench.  In fact, my legs from the knees down dangled off the end, which was exactly how it should have been. Already Robert was working above me, his rigid cock, oiled and a little purple, dangled above my face as he adjusted the stud mounted ring and pulley above me.  I groaned.  I so wanted to suck on him, but he was eight inches away and I knew that regardless of whether I had cock in my mouth, the torment between my legs wouldn’t go away.  In fact, it was about to get much, much worse.
 
                 As soon as he finished, Kari ran the string from my ankle cuffs to the pulley.  The free end fell, practically landing on my heaving chest.  The vibrations made it difficult to do anything, not that I could have anyway, being bound so tight.  A sharp pinching on my left nipple made me groan and then the pain spread to the other breast and I knew that Kari had placed the clover clamps on my breasts.  Clover clamps are particularly diabolical since they are designed to literally tighten the more you tug on them.  You have to give them some serious pulling to yank the metal jaws off yourself, or someone else, and with me, it was a practical impossibility thanks to the nipple piercing on my right breast.
 
                 I had dropped my ankles of course.  Why waste time straining to keep your legs up when there weren’t any repercussions for it?  But Kari lifted them up a few inches off the floor and ordered Robert to hold them.  Then she tugged on the string, making it taut, and then attached it to the chain stretched between the clover clamps.  I hope you can envision this.  Think of it this way.  If I held up my legs, keeping myself perfectly horizontal, my nipples would be fine.  If I got tired and let my feet drop, then I’d get my nipples painfully tugged upward.  Do you understand the cruel nature of this?  And through it all I’d get vibrated to the point where I’d be screaming.  How’s THAT for sexual torture?
 
                 Kari knew what she was doing too.  She lifted my ankles up just enough so that I’d have a little leeway too.  If I brought them all the way to the ground, the pain in my breasts would be excruciating, but not enough to really pull off the clover clamps.  It was really quite ingenious.  Then she nodded at Robert, who lifted my ankles up all the way, straightening me out.  Kari grabbed the kitchen timer and held it up.
 
                 “One hour.  Just scream out when you want a break,” Kari said wickedly.  Then she turned the dial and Robert let go.
 
                 My feet dipped down just from the unexpected removal of support and I felt a sharp tug on my breasts.  It didn’t matter much though.  My instincts were more than enough to compensate and I lifted my feet and kept them straight.  Unfortunately the brief spurt of pain didn’t do anything to help my increasing need and I came within three or four minutes of starting.  Well, damn it.  What did you expect?  There were three damn vibrators purring around my loins.  You try holding off like that!
 
                 I knew what Kari was trying to do.  Most women are pretty sensitive after orgasm.  Some are even multi-orgasmic.  I’m both.  I get sensitive and I’m multi-orgasmic, so right after my first explosion, I had a second, and then a third wave, which wasn’t quite a full throttle, endorphin laden blowout, but it certainly sent me into paroxysms of further mind-numbing ecstasy.  Worse, each consecutive orgasm began to feel edgy, as if I was having a soda with a twist of lime.  By the time I stopped shuddering, too tired to explode again I was starting to hurt.
 
                 Yeah.  Mostly my clit, but my tight clenched ass wasn’t doing much better.  The vibrator inside me was fine though. I’m used to buzzing things being inside me for hours, even after orgasm.  But the worst was the butterfly atop my clitoris.  There is a bundle of nerves centered right there and frankly, that little bundle had gone from “mmmmmm, this feels good,” to “oh God, please let it stop!”   
 
                 I think every woman has gotten to this point.  Kari gets there after a single orgasm and can’t bear to be touched again for thirty or so minutes.  I on the other hand, am something of a weirdo. I’m a sexual masochist.  So instead of making me want to cringe and cry, my fucked up brain makes me want to cringe, cry, and have another orgasm.  What the hell is wrong with me?  
 
                 I once asked a priest why I was so sexually depraved.  Of course, I had to take his dick out of my mouth to ask the question.  He gave it some thought, then told me that God had made me this way.  I have to admit, I went to confession an awful lot that year.  And evidently I was a good girl.  Not once did I have to say an Act of Contrition, though I was on my knees a lot.
 
                 But back to what we were talking about.  I laid there trembling, gritting my teeth, holding my breath, letting it out explosively, trying desperately to keep my toes pointed and my feet up.  My nipples throbbed, just from the clamps crushing the tips of my breasts and my entire body seemed stressed to the point of breaking.  Then the growing discomfort between my legs seemed to expand, enlarging and overwhelming me and my concentration broke lightly and my feet dropped.
 
                 The relief in my calves was immediate and I relished it.  For about half a second.  Then the pain in my breasts quadrupled as my nipples were drawn upward, literally tugged toward the ceiling.  My ankles dropped until my heels were only a few inches above the ground and the pinching off my nipples actually increased as the weight of my calves, my feet, and the bloody leather cuffs were all applied strategically to my breasts.  
 
    
 
                 Yeah well, that lasted for about a second before I jerked my feet back up.  Tears filled my eyes and leaked out the corners toward my ears, adding to my distress.  My breasts throbbed with a quiet heat and I began to tremble, and not just from the vibrators.  Already I could feel the burning sensation against my clit and the burgeoning sexual tension was forming.  Massive vibrational torment is tough to deal with when you aren’t trying to keep your legs up and your breasts from being pulled off your body.  
 
                 “Please!” I gasped, looking over at Kari.  She was sitting on a stool, her bare legs spread while Robert knelt between them, gently and thoroughly running his tongue through the folds of her petals.  She looked like she was having a good time.  Her face was flushed and her hips were rolling, all while watching me suffer. 
 
                 “Need a break already?” she asked impolitely.  
 
                 My eyes widened.  A break?  No way. Not yet.  There was no way I was going to inflict that kind of pain on myself.  I shook my head.  “No,” I croaked, suffering through another spasm of pain that seemed to blossom between my legs.  My feet trembled and I felt the growing ache of pressure in my calves, struggling to hold up my legs.  It soon became a race to see what would happen first; a fourth pain ridden orgasm or another attempt to rip my nipples off.
 
                 My calves gave out first.  I couldn’t hold them up any more and considering the fact that I was already approaching the edge of the orgasmic cliff, I don’t think it would surprise anyone to find out that after only a moment or two of having my breasts yanked painfully upward, my burning calves relieved for a brief moment or two, that I exploded with a acid laced need that ate through me like lightning in a just struck tree.  I screamed again, my entire length quivering as the orgasm hit me like a brick, my pussy clenched so tightly around the g-spot vibrator purring inside me that I’m pretty sure I bruised the interior of my own sex.  My breasts felt as if someone had shoved wooden stakes through from top to bottom and then attached them to a train, letting it drag me along the tracks.  But you have to understand that within that moment, I felt no pain, no discomfort.  In my messed up brain it all coalesced into something that was more than the sum of its parts.  So the orgasm was this massive monster of pure and unadulterated awesomeness. I swooned in ecstasy.
 
                 Then the pain hit.  As soon as the adrenaline rush faded I felt like that lightning struck tree.  I lifted my legs to relieve the biting pull on my breasts and I panted, feeling wrung out.  Finally I couldn’t stand it any more.
 
                 “Please?   Please?” I croaked.  “Can I have a break?” I begged.
 
                 Kari pushed Robert away from her sex and he moved over to my trembling calves.  In seconds I gasped with relief as he pushed a padded stool under my feet, supporting my ankles and just that little bit of kindness overwhelmed me.  The string from my breast clamps to the pulley went slack as well and all I had to focus on was the still rumbling trio of vibrators working away between my legs.
 
                 Until Kari hit the soles of both my feet with a single cane stroke.
 
                 You should have seen me jerk.  Thank God I was strapped to the bench as well as to myself.  Had I been loose I think I would have fallen right off.  The padded foot rest meant I couldn’t curl my legs away from Kari, which is probably a good thing since the string was still attached to my breast clamps.  Basically all I could do was wail, jerk a little, and endure the agony.
 
                 Kari went to work.  She grabbed my big toe and methodically beat the soles of my feet, making sure to pay special attention to my arches.  It hurt.  After what was at least ten strokes, she got out her Wartenberg Wheel, that spiked pin thing, and began rolling it around the balls of my feet, along my arches, over my toes, and then around the outside edges.  The pin pricks were light, except along the inside of my foot, that delicate edge that men love to see when they look at a woman in high heels.  There she pushed a little. I still have the red marks to go with it.
 
                 There is a balance between agonies and finally I got to a point where I was done with my break.  While the pain in my calves and breasts had been reduced to a gentle throbbing, the bottoms of both feet felt as if I’d walked across hot coals.  I was ready for it to stop and said so in no uncertain terms.              
 
                 “Arrgghh! Okay, Okay! Please! I’m ready! Damn it! Owwww!” 
 
                 Kari looked up and then shrugged.  Robert tugged the stool out from under my ankles and I tightened my muscles to keep my feet up.  You’d be surprised how quickly my calves tired again.  It seemed like just minutes before my nipples were once again tugged upward, yanked skyward by the weight of my own feet.  My body was wracked with spasms and the continual buzzing between my legs was quickly becoming an irritant that threatened to undo my own sanity.  I twitched as if I were wired to an electrical socket and even Kari looked on with enjoyment, once again with Robert passionately between her legs, as my feet kicked wildly up and down.
 
                 The scales tipped again and suddenly the burning rumble between my legs became my predominant problem.  I was absolutely positive that someone was holding a rasp to my clit and was slowly eroding it away with powerful strokes.  My vision blurred and my hips churned in this sea sick sway that made it very clear that whatever was happening down in my depths was not the kind of thing decent people should ever experience.  The leather belts wrapped around my waist, my thighs, and my knees bit into my skin as my body tried to escape the damage being done to my clitoris.  
 
                 I have no idea how long it took, but eventually my fuzzy brain once again misinterpreted the signals of “oh shit this is horrible, please get me away,” and translated them into “wow, this is the best fucking I’ve ever had.”  As you might be able to tell, my brain is not always the smartest thing around.  So as my twitching increased, it also changed into a thrusting type maneuver, causing my feet to bounce up and down.  My breasts went with up and down too and I’m actually a little disappointed that no one was filming.  This one would have been a new internet meme.  Feet go down, breasts get yanked up.  Catchy title, huh?              
 
                 My legs didn’t give way until I was close to popping and when they did, it came as a surprise to me.  Of course I didn’t pay it much attention either.  After all, I was caught on the tracks of an oncoming freight train with the words “Breanne’s Orgasm” spray painted on the front grill.  The pain exploding in my breasts merely were the ignition point for that detonation of juice and want and need and overwhelming sensory input.  And then, if you’ll believe it, I blacked out.
 
                 When I came too, my feet were propped up on the stool and there was something sharp poking at my insole.  God damn it!  She was fucking pricking me when I was unconscious?  I kicked at her a little, but Kari just laughed and backed off.  The stool was tugged away and my feet fell.  Another shard of glass tipped pain lanced through my breasts and then… then I fell apart.
 
                 It’s tough to describe.  I’ve been taken to my limits before but this was just a little different.  I basically lost my mind.  I lay there and endured the vibration, the pain, the tugging and the burning and my brain turned to Jello.  My pussy overloaded and began numbing slightly.  Drool trickled from the corner of my mouth and I turned my head and stared at Kari, who was once again sitting in her chair, legs spread wide, Robert’s mouth open and lapping at her own sex while I went… well… damn.  I think I need to invent a word.  A word that combines ballistic and orgasmic.  Orasmistic?  Ballistgasm?  
 
                 A good portion of my brain had shut down and I became locked in a cycle of sensory overload that had me jerking in my bonds and staring into space like a heroine addict on their final trip.  I’d be more descriptive, but I really don’t remember much.  In fact, most of what I’ve got comes from Kari, who admitted that she wasn’t really paying attention as I laid there, feet down near the floor, my breasts pulled upward in what looked like an agonizing torment, enduring multiple vibrators.  No, she was in the midst of her own orgasm.  I just want to say right now that I take credit for it.  As good as Robert is, I know that it wasn’t just his tongue that did her in.  It was me, laying there, a sacrificial victim, giving her the mental moxie to put it together and explode.  Yep.  Feel free to thank me some time for all the orgasms I’ve given YOU too.  Or maybe you already have.  After all, you’ve bought the book, right?
 
                 I’m not sure when it ended.  I was out of it.  The pain in my breasts subsided and I realized my feet were propped up, the line between my toe and the clamps on my breasts released.  My legs were unbuckled and released and as I spread my thighs Kari immediately went to work turning off the vibrators.  She took off the butterfly clitoral stimulator as well. When my arms were finally released Robert picked me up and carried me to Kari’s bedroom where I was laid out on the bed and the anal beads and g-spot vibrator were removed.
 
                 I got a massage after that, right there in Kari’s bed, with Robert working the oil into my back and thighs and my calves and what I really appreciated was when he rolled me over and gently rubbed my breasts, staying away from my nipples.  Then he slid his body along mine and I felt his rock hard cock enter me, slipping in easily and perfectly.  I moaned and he gently pushed through me, his hair scrapping against my clit.  I instantly ripened, taking him greedily.  You’d think a girl who had just had four or five clitoral orgasms would be a little more circumspect.  
 
                 I was left to sleep it off and a few hours later I awoke in the dark twilight of Kari’s room alone, delicious smells coming from the hall.  I stood and took stock of my condition.  First of all I was hungry, but that could wait.  Second, I spread my legs and examined myself.  A little red, very tender, and a tiny bit swollen.  My ass and pussy were both empty, which was something of a relief, and I glanced around the room.  Sure enough, my g-spot vibrator was sitting there on the nightstand.  I sighed mournfully. Grabbing it, I stuck it in my mouth and lubricated it quickly, then brought it down to my abused withers.  Sliding it in felt difficult, as if something inside me wanted to resist.  But once it was firmly embedded, I took a ginger step, using my thighs to keep the vibrator in.  I wandered out and found them in the living room.
 
                 A Mediterranean feast was laid out on the table and I sat down solidly in my chair, the silent vibrator between my legs going an inch deeper.  Kari and Robert looked at me across the food and then Kari quickly put a plate in front of me with a gyro and some French fries.   
 
                 “You okay?” she asked.              
 
                 I nodded as I picked up my Greek sandwich.
 
                 “No deleterious effects?” she pushed, still looking at me with a slightly worried expression.
 
                 I shook my head and then through a mouthful of tzatziki sauce, onions and seasoned lamb, said “nope.”  It can’t have been pretty.
 
                 “Good.  Well, we’ll do round two after you finish eating,” Kari said with a shrug of her shoulder.
 
                 I froze, the half chewed sandwich turning to concrete in my throat.  I coughed a little and managed to eek out two words.
 
                 “Round two?” I asked, horrified.  Robert’s head popped up and even HE looked appalled at the idea.
 
                 Kari grinned at me and nodded.  “You only did half an hour before you passed out.  Maybe it wasn’t such a good idea to put that vibrator in your cunt,” she admitted.
 
                 “But…” I stammered.  
 
                 Kari continued as if I hadn’t even spoken.  “And since you didn’t finish the first hour, you’ll have to start over.”
 
                 As her words sunk in I stared down at my plate.  Another hour, with my breasts clamped and pulled on painfully, my clit and ass vibrated beyond my ability to handle, my calves burning, bound tightly to the bench, with the only relief coming with brutal torture to the soles of my feet?
 
                 I took another bite of gyro, the pita tasting good in my mouth.  I swallowed hard though and then took a deep breath.
 
                 “All right, Kari.  Just let me finish my food,” I said softly.  She nodded.
 
                 “Sure.  But I think you should turn that vibrator on.”
 
                 I gulped, trembling slightly.  She couldn’t be serious.  But she was. I could tell.  She wanted it on.
 
                 “What setting, Mistress?” I asked.  Calling her by that title was a subtle way of me telling her that I wasn’t terribly pleased with her command.  But as a nympho humiliation pain slut, it’s not like I have the right to object to something that is within my technical limits.  Besides, I’m not just a submissive where Kari is concerned.  If she says jump, I’m already in the air, stuffed with a vibrator, before asking how high.
 
                 Kari grinned.  “You decide.  You know what I’d like and what would best prepare you for what’s coming after lunch.”
 
                 So I reached down between my legs, tilting my hips until my fingers could touch the base of the vibrator.  I twisted the black end cap until it buzzed between my petals, ratcheting up the tension inside me with ever increasing strokes, my own little earthquake buzzing away.
 
                 What was that?  What did you want to know?  What setting did I use?
 
                 Oh don’t make me laugh.  You know EXACTLY what setting I left that vibrator on.  Don’t you?
 
                 After all, I AM a nympho humiliation pain slut.
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   Picture this, you tied down, face up on the iBench (lol), arms tied over your head or at least down along one of the vertical supports of the bench.  Your legs are bound together & fastened so you cannot bend your knees, either ankles bound with another rope stretched to another device to prevent you from bringing your knees to your chest or legs bound with a rod in the binding to keep your legs straight.  The dilemma, your legs are dangling off the bench, unsupported so you have to use your strength to hold them up or they will pull on a chord tied to the clover clamps on your nipples.  One hour.  You can call for a rest at any time, timer is suspended, the clamps are released, but your feet will be caned, flogged, waxed, tickled, shocked or Wartenberg wheeled until you agree to have the clamps reattached.  What do you think?  Oh, btw, butterfly vibe and vibrating anal beads on full to make it interesting. – Master H.
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   It’s not every day that you walk into a room to find an eleven inch anal dildo on a stick.  But sure enough, there it was.  Solid black, ribbed, and shaped like an inverted ice cream cone, it pointed skyward like the obscene point of a spear.  Swallowing, I stepped up to it.  It wasn’t that high off the ground.  There was some sort of metal stand, a plate if you will, that spanned several feet in every direction.  This in turn was mounted to a wooden platform.  My eyes went over the workmanship.  As usual, it was fantastic.  The metal was smooth and painted, with even the welding minimal.  Each corner sported metal eye hooks and I couldn’t even imagine what those were for.
 
                 “Do you like it?” Mike, the Hardware Guy, asked politely from behind me.  I felt his hand on my bare rump as I glanced around his garage.  It was warm, but not terrible thanks to the cooler fall weather, but I couldn’t help a shiver.  
 
                 “It’s uh… it’s a dildo,” I said, motioning toward it.   
 
                 Mike laughed.  “Yes.  It is.  But this one is adjustable.”
 
                 I gave him a skeptical look.  “It gets smaller?” I asked hopefully.
 
                 He let out another chuckle and stepped around me, his fingers crossing my hip.  He went to the post the dildo was mounted on and with a quick twist of his fingers on some tiny fastening, the post dropped downward until the dildo was only a foot or so off the ground.
 
                 “Oh look.  You made a sex toy for midgets,” I said sweetly, with an underlying tone of sarcasm.  
 
                 Mike is somewhat used to my acerbic commentary, but it really didn’t matter much.  When you’re standing there naked in front of a man whose hobby it is to create devices designed to hurt and torment you, there really isn’t anything you can say or do to dissuade him.  Besides, if you LIKE being hurt and tormented too, why would you?  Usually my snide remarks earn me punishments.  And who am I to resist that?  Geese, you’d think these people would realize that I LIKE what they do to me for punishment.  If they REALLY wanted me to stop being snarky, they’d keep me from masturbating or cumming or having sex for a week or two.  And wouldn’t THAT suck?
 
                 Mike stood back up and grabbed a skein of rope from his work bench.  My wrists were already encircled with the black leather bondage cuffs that matched the ones on my ankles, but Mike quickly threaded the rope through the metal loops and brought my wrists together, behind my back.  I didn’t fight him, allowing him to wrap the nylon line up my arms, around my elbows, tightening the whole thing until my shoulders were pulled uncomfortably backward.  
 
                 “Ugggghh,” I grunted when he tucked the end of the line through my arms and pulled it even tighter.  The strain was difficult, but not unbearable and as I turned, Mike’s hands slid across my front, caressing my breasts, both of which were now sticking out, presented perfectly, thanks to the bondage.
 
                 “Uncomfortable?” Mike asked as he tweaked my left nipple.
 
                 “You think?” I asked, giving him a look of scorn.
 
                 He laughed again.  “It’s about to get much, much worse.”  He turned away and picked up the clover clamps from off the work table.
 
                 Clover clamps are almost, but not quite as bad as my alligator clamps.  First of all, they hurt.  Pressure wise, they are worse than my alligator clamps.  If you haven’t used clover clamps, you need to understand one simple fact about them.  When they are pulled on, they tighten.  It’s that simple.  Worse, Mike had done something to the pincers of his clamps so that instead of smooth steel, they sported a series of straight line ridges, like what you would see on a pair of pliers.  Slippage really wasn’t something Mike worried about.
 
                 He brought them over to me and with deft movements attached them both to my breasts.  A quick surge of momentary pain shot up through my chest as he latched the clover clamp on behind the nipple piercing of my right breast, but it dulled to a slow throb.  A chain connected the clamps and I concentrated on my breathing.  You would be surprised how much trouble having your nipples clamped can have on your lungs.
 
                 My triple vibroballs came next and I spread my thighs apart as Mike knelt before me.  Don’t think this was some sort of display of obedience.  Our roles were securely defined.  Mike was in charge.  I’m the stupid nympho humiliation pain slut who decently volunteers to suffer through only God knows what in order to test Mike’s devices.  
 
                 This one though, wasn’t exactly Mike’s brain child.  It was inspired by Master H, another one of my online doms whose assignments were not just complicated and evil, but forced me into some of the most amazing orgasms I’d ever had.  The dildo before me, mounted on a stick, was one of those assignments, though admittedly it had been through some minor changes between Kari’s vetting and Mike’s creation.
 
                 Mike slipped the three egg-shaped vibrators into my sex and deliberately played with my clit a bit as he did it. I moaned, letting my hips rock back and forth.  I’d been orgasmless all day and Mike’s fingers were difficult to handle.  When he was finished, he placed the remote on the ground and stood up.  With the clover clamp chain dangling between my breasts, Mike took my arm and moved me forward onto the platform.  He positioned me above the dildo and I stood there waiting.
 
                 One of the best parts about watching a bondage video is the fact that good film makers edit the boring parts out.  Unfortunately, I got to endure the next ten minutes standing there, arms bound behind my back, my breasts jutting outward, stuffed with three unmoving egg shaped sex toys, while Mike got his ducks in a row.  A number of thin but sturdy chains were connected to the various eyebolt attachments on the steel plate and finally he seemed ready to get thing moving.
 
                 “Now squat down,” Mike ordered.
 
                 I glanced over at him.  “How low?”
 
                 He shrugged.  “Low enough that you have to tense your thighs and calves to stay in position.”
 
                 So I squatted down.  Automatically I rose up on the balls of my feet, practically on tip toe.  It was a very, very difficult position to maintain and admittedly I knew I was going to be in trouble very, very quickly.  Then things got much, much worse.  Mike moved around to the front of the platform and quickly picked up two of the thin chains connected to the front two eyebolts.  He drew these tight and then with a diabolical grin, connected them to the chain that dangled from my breasts.  In seconds straightening up was a physical impossibility.  Had I attempted to stand up, I would have fallen forward onto my face.  
 
                 Mike immediately countered that by connecting similar chains to my wrist cuffs at the back of the platform.  This changed the dynamic even more since now I only had one direction that I could go.  Downward.
 
                 Mike grabbed a small bottle from my bag next and moved underneath me. I heard the cap open.  
 
                 “This is Stinging O, right?” he asked.
 
                 “Try putting some on your cock and see,” I replied sourly.  A finger appeared between my legs, glistening with oil, and rubbed momentarily, vigorously, on my clit.  The strong scent of cinnamon wafted up to my nose almost as soon as the cool burning tingle hit me.  I whimpered and my legs shook.
 
                 “Guess it is Stinging O,” Mike commented, pulling his hand away and once again working underneath me, out of sight.  “Now stay still,” he commanded.
 
                 There was a light metal against metal sliding noise and then my rear end puckered as I felt the tip of the eleven inch ribbed, black rubber anal plug stop right at the entrance to my rear end.  My sphincter tightened in desperate aversion and my chest tightened even more.
 
                 Hopefully I’ve made my predicament clear.  I was squatting over an anal plug, my legs tiring and burning, while the clamps and bindings on my nipples and wrists prevented me from standing up.  The anal plug itself was the deterrent for not going down.  I couldn’t move my ankles inward or outward, since it would force me into one of the two options I was trying to avoid.  And of course going down was the way Mike and Master H wanted me to go.  If I needed to relieve the pressure on my calves and thighs, I got to sit down on the anal plug.  Oh… how exciting, right?
 
                 Mike turned on the vibroballs, all the way to maximum, and the roar inside my sex suddenly felt like an earthquake that shook me to the core.  I let out a groan as my hips shook with the sudden stimulation to my libido.  Mike grabbed the red rubber ball gag and pushed it between my lips, getting a wild eyed look of desperation from me.  It was just at this moment that I felt a burning in my ass.  I jerked upward, which tightened the steel chains leading from the platform up to my breasts.  Both nipples were jerked forward and down, which caused the clover clamps to tighten.  It felt like Superman was pinching me and I squealed, moving downward in an effort to relieve the pressure.  
 
                 That original burning in my ass?  That wasn’t the dildo.  Oh no.  That had been the Stinging O Mike had rubbed all over the dildo.  I hadn’t even been penetrated with the eleven inch monstrosity but after my little upward movement, the downward one, motivated by the agonizing pain in my bosom, drove me downward onto the anal plug.
 
                 A full three or four inches were in me before I realized what was happening.  Despite my trembling, burning legs, the sensation was sufficiently unpleasant that I immediately straightened, launching myself upward.  Instinct is a bitch, isn’t it?  Of course when I got back to the top of the ride I found myself once again halted by the restraining chains, my arms tugged backward while my breasts were once more subjected to a frightful pulling.  Pain exploded through me and drove me back downward.
 
                 This time when the anal plug went in I didn’t resist.  Black rubber slid up through my ass quickly and I only halted, my legs firming up, when I passed the six inch mark.  I’m not a fan of anal plugs in the first place and the idea of letting eleven inches worth of ribbed rubber fill my rear end was not something to look forward too.  
 
                 Both of the full strength pulls on my clover clamps had managed to tighten the little monsters to the point where my nipples were crushed to terribly small points.  I gibbered in anguish, saliva dripping down my chin to fall to my chest.  My eyes rolled up into the back of my head.  And yet through it all, the vibroballs inside my sex tormented me to the point where things were blurred, the line crossed, the combination of ingredients combined softly and easily into something amazingly delicious.  The throbbing agony at the tips of each breast combined with the thick shaft spearing my ass, along with the burning tremble of my thighs and calves, the ache in my arches, all of it seemed to heat and coalesce into an opulence of sensation that suddenly blasted me upward and outward like a bomb detonating.  The orgasm rocked through me violently, causing me to twist on the anal plug, lowering myself even more and letting another two or three inches embed itself in my colon.  I groaned.
 
                 “Feel good?” Mike asked as I swayed dangerously.  He lifted one hand and steadied me, making sure I didn’t collapse or fall over.  Granted, if I passed out, I only had one way to go, which was down, so I fought for every precious moment.  As the sexual euphoria began to fade, I became cognizant of the pains and aches, as well as the violent buzzing between my legs.   My sex responded with predictable poise and I felt myself ripen again, a multi-orgasmic experience in the making. 
 
                 Mike went back to his bench and grabbed two more clover clamps.  These however were not connected on a string and instead sported large metal d-clip carabineers.  Once more Mike knelt before me, worshiping my sacrifice at the almighty altar of BDSM, and calmly, deliberately, attached the second set of clover clamps to my labia.
 
                 To be honest, I barely felt it.  I had six inches of ribbed, black rubber up my ass, my nipples were crushed between two sets of metal pincers, my pussy was being shaken to the core and you expect me to feel a set of two silly clover clamps attached to my labia?  I think my lack of response hurt Mike’s feelings because a moment later I did feel the clover clamps on my labia as he hung two one pound weights from each carabineer.  It wouldn’t have been so bad if I still hadn’t been moving constantly.  I was in a difficult situation.  Every part of me was stressed.  My legs burned as my muscles demanded relief, wanting me to move up or down to relieve the pressure.  My breasts, tugged downward and outward, with the tips tightly bitten between the steel pincers of the clamps, wanted relief.  My ass, which was already stuffed more that I wanted, urged me upward.  I felt like a pressure cooker about to explode.  Add in the spice of the vibroballs and now the back and forth swinging of the weights and you’d be hard pressed to keep still yourself.
 
                 My legs were the first to give out and with premeditated concentration I slowly dropped down even further. The anal plug went deeper into me with the expected stresses of expanding width and I shook like a leaf on a wind swept tree.  Mike enjoyed the performance so much, he added more weight to the clamps dangling from my labia.  
 
                 It’s tough to really convey to you the mental processes, the emotional turmoil, not to mention the physical realities of the torture to you, especially after the fact.  The human brain is not wired to remember extreme physical, emotional, and mental abuse.  Ask a new mother what labor was like.  Ask someone to describe the physical pain of a broken bone.  They have memories of it, but they are masked, the immediacy, the potency of the sensations blurred to protect us.  
 
                 So you’ll have to excuse me when I confess that I was driven past the ability to really comprehend my circumstances and that short of sitting here, putting on a pair of clover clamps, and trying to replicate, even in part, some of the discomfort I felt that day, I can’t really do it justice.  It’s like a joke that can’t be repeated.  You just had to have been there.
 
                 My second orgasm came only a few more minutes later and I rocked violently.  Rocking while anally impaled, with your wrists and breasts tied to the floor, while heavy weights dangle from your sex, all while buzzing violently with orgasm, causes all sorts of movement.  I went up. I went down. I went back and forth.  Everything hurt.  Everything felt good.  Everything went white and then black as I popped with enough force to make me see red.
 
                 Normally, I spend anywhere from ten to fifty seconds in a sort of sexualized euphoria.  I’m not a drug taker, so it’s not like I can compare it to anything, but I would imagine that no drug feels as good as the hormonal mixture of endorphins, dopamine, and adrenaline that floods your brain after a good heart thumping sexual epiphany.  Seriously, I think it’s one of the best feelings in the world.  The stronger the orgasm the longer I spend in lala land.   And multi-orgasmic events, if taken to their extreme, can literally make me into a blubbering idiot who just moans and shakes, twitching with sensory overload.  My eyes roll up into the back of my head and pretty much everything becomes one big orgasm.
 
                 Stress however, tends to negate that wonderful feeling of bliss and the tension I was under from my difficult squatting position, with a massive butt plug impaling me, along with the weights, the clamps, my bondage, and the vibroballs, were all combined into something that kept me from stepping over the edge of orgasmic bliss into a nervous system shutdown.  That probably was a good thing since a ruptured colon or other damage would have been a bad thing.  Mike had placed a stopper under the plug so it’s not like I’d have slid down all the way to the floor if I passed out, but still, why risk it?  Besides, the torment was perfect.  It was exactly what both Mike and Master H had envisioned.  
 
                 I wallowed in the waves.  It was like I was at sea, in a tiny boat, enduring a massive storm.  Each trough between waves was the pleasure, rushing through me, blinding me, and each crest, white foam crashing down on me, was the pain.  And let me tell you, there were lots of waves.
 
                 Mike decided to push the envelope when he brought the vibrator to my clit.  It was one of those narrow tipped metal ones, the kind that are overpowered.  It didn’t run on a battery.  It had to be plugged in.  Not that I cared at that particular moment.  All I knew was that my clit, which had been ignored up to this point, was now being stimulated in a way that sent me shooting up off the ground, heading for the moon.  My entire body tightened even more than it already was and another inch of anal plug went into my ass.  I started bouncing up and down, driving the cone shaped rubber into my rear end with repeated thrusts.  
 
                 Once more the disparate parts melded and my vision went red as the pain, the pleasure, the tension, the stress, the feeling all came together.  With my clit under the direct assault of Mike’s vibrator, there was nothing I could do.  I let out a scream that even the stupid ball gag couldn’t stop completely and I exploded with so much force that I’m surprised I didn’t pop a blood vessel or leave bits and pieces of myself scattered around the garage.  I did spray Mike though, squirting enough Bre juice at him to soak his shirt and leave his face a sopping mess.  
 
                 Served him right.
 
                 I don’t think I passed out, but the next minute or so is fairly blurry.  In fact, I’m not sure I remember it at all.  I don’t seem to remember the bliss, the feeling of flight, the soft, languid pleasure of release.  No, the first thing I remember is the agony in my ass as I realized that I had sunk down even further.  I struggled upward, but was too tired.  My legs refused to work. My nipples throbbed. My labia ached.  Every part of me was in pain.  
 
                 Mike had turned off the vibrator and put it down.  Then he turned off the vibroballs.  The roaring inside me stilled, not that it meant much.  I was too fried to really care at that point.  Next he stood behind me and released my wrists and arms.  I couldn’t even move them.  He came back around to my front and gently tugged loose the clamps dangling from my petals.  Then, finally, he pinched open the clover clamps on my breasts.
 
                 Brutal agony shot through me as the blood rushed back into the tips of my bosom and I found the strength to move. I brought my hands up instinctively, but Mike moved close and caught me in a hug.  He was half bent over but I sobbed against him, still impaled.  He started lifting me up and I choked on my own tears and the ball gag as I felt the anal plug slide out of my ass.
 
                 I couldn’t walk.  My legs hurt too much, so Mike carried me into the house.  I was gently laid down on his bed, the ball gag removed, and my legs spread.  He tugged free the silent vibroballs, dropping them on the floor.  While I was still in a daze and not even responsive, Mike stripped off his clothing, climbed on top of me, and plunged his rock hard cock deep into my pussy.  
 
                 Admittedly, it can’t have been a good fuck.  I was out of it, barely moving.  I didn’t moan.  I didn’t cry out.  I didn’t squeeze.  I was a limp, living, fuck doll with no more animation than a stuffed animal.  Evidently that didn’t matter to Mike, who came in less than a minute.  I guess my suffering supercharged him, didn’t it?
 
                 He rolled off me and wrapped his arms around my shoulders, pulling me tight to him. I fell asleep.  All done.  
 
                 There isn’t much more to tell.  When I woke he had dinner cooking, scrumptious scents and a fine wine chilling.  I stood there naked in the kitchen, sipping my drink, when he asked me what I wanted for dessert.  Some girls want chocolate.  Others want vanilla.
 
                 Me?  Well, you know what I asked for.  Don’t you?  Mike loved the idea.
 
                 And boy did it hurt.
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: ontheknottedrope]On the Knotted Rope
 
    
 
   I stood there looking at my handiwork with a feeling akin to stage fright. The butterflies in my belly were at least as active as the one that was buzzing at the top of my slit, a little toy to keep me properly focused on sex, rather than whatever else I was supposed to be doing.  I’d been suffering for several hours and it was that afternoon when I had finally found the time and the privacy necessary to get this final assignment done, a capstone if you will, and perhaps even a full circle back to my early days as a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
                 This time there were three ropes involved, all of which were stretched lengthwise across the barn, a goof seventy five feet of hemp, all at varying heights.  The top one was about five feet up and level with my chin.  It was a thin piece of rope and pulled relatively taut, which matched the bottom rope, strung along at ankle height.  These two lines were dramatically different from the center span of scratchy, knotted hemp.  The middle line was discolored and a little frayed, which didn’t mean diddlysquat to the overall strength of the rope, but would certainly mean a lot to me later.  Single, overhand knots were evenly spaced down the entire length, each bulge darker with the soaked in fluids of Stinging O, IcyHot, Tabasco, and my own juices.  This rope however, ended on one side with a ratchet spanner, forcing the thick hemp into an almost pluckable tension.  At the far end of the barn I had hung a padlock key on a short string.  This was my out, my safety net and would hopefully go unused.  And so with most of my preparations set, I began undressing.  
 
    
 
                 I had been wearing nothing more complicated than a pair of khaki shorts, a tee shirt, blue bikini style panties, and an off-white padded bra.  I might have looked cute, but hardly sexy.  My feet were in flip flops and my toes wiggled as I kicked off the rubber soled thongs and stood barefoot in the hay and dust.  I always love getting naked in the barn.  There is a sensation that comes with doing something like that, a naughty, mischievous feeling that makes me wet from the very moment I peel off my shirt.  Of course, I was already soaked due to the butterfly vibrator and the ben wa balls.  I could feel them rolling around inside me and the butterfly was stimulating my clit with exaggerated gusto.  I’d already cum three or four times that morning.  There were pros and cons to having already orgasmed a few times.  It meant the likelihood of orgasming during the assignment was greatly diminished, which was a good thing, since the punishment for cumming was rather coldhearted.  But since all the orgasms had been clitoral, rather than vaginal, it meant that my clit, which was STILL being vibrated, was highly sensitive and getting more tender by the second.
 
    
 
                 I bent down and quickly buckled the leather ankle cuffs above my bare feet.  That’s another sensation that I love; being bound.  There is nothing to compare with the ultimate knowledge that you’ve been harnessed and restrained, even if you aren’t immobilized, the very act of having the cuffs on your ankles, and then your wrists, prepares you mentally.  I felt the need rise inside me and I finished buckling the heavy, leather bondage cuffs to my wrists.  It took a minute or two, but I got it eventually.  There was a padlock too, a heavy metal kind, made of steel and very sturdy.  I didn’t lock it, but I did slide it through one of the embedded metal loops in the wrist cuff leather.  
 
    
 
                 I glanced around.  I was just about ready.  My mind drifted back to that first “knotted rope walk,” an assignment given to me by Master Brandon, who had wanted to abuse my poor clit.  I reached out and touched the center rope.  The position and tension had been issues, and I had lost.  I had wanted to lower, rather than at belly button height.  I also wanted it a little less taut.  Some give in the rope would have made this much, much easier.  I had walked the distance only twice with the rope this tight, and I knew exactly what it would feel like.  That had been the assignment before, to cross the barn, with my salvation on the other side.  The current assignment was not much different.  
 
                 
 
                 I plucked the pants hanger off a nearby hay bale and hung it on the overhead rope near the safety key.  Starting point might be a better word, but I looked at it with a swallow, knowing that Master Brandon would be thrilled at the latest torment.  A ten inch silver chain, complete with D link carabineers were draped over the ankle high line. I picked up the small cooler and carried it to the far side of the barn, hopefully my “finish line.”  Inside the cooler were two condom clad ice dildos along with a padlock key on a string.  Well, actually two strings, and they weren’t knotted together.  Instead they were bound by a timer that was inspired.  A thick cube of ice, with string poking out from top and bottom, would encourage me to move along.  Should the key drop to the ground before I got to the far end of the barn, it would mean that I’d have to do the entire span again, backwards no less, to get to the safety key.  I wanted to beat that timer.
 
    
 
                 I was already perspiring heavily and my skin glistened.  It was ninety eight degrees outside and while I’m used to the temperature, I react just like everyone else. I perspire.  I quickly hung up the iced padlock key and with a lick of my lips, hurried down to the starting point.  I quickly peeled off the butterfly vibrator, turning it off and tossing it to the hay covered ground.  Then I swung one leg over the middle rope.  It dug painfully into my crotch and even standing on tip toe didn’t keep the scratchy hemp from riding up like the wedgie from hell into the crack of my ass and up through my labia, splitting my sex until I could actually feel the rope touch my clit.  And I wasn’t even standing at a knot!  I bent down and struggled with the chain for my ankles.  It took a minute, but finally I managed.  With the chain between my legs and under the lowest rope, it meant I wouldn’t fall.  It also meant I couldn’t get myself off the crotch rope either.
 
    
 
                 Knowing my time was already slipping away, drop by drop, I reached up to the pants hanger. It was wooden, and stolen from my dad’s closet.  There was a metal bar across the bottom though, and spaced evenly from both sides, at just the right distance, were two rubber padded clamps, intended to securely hold the waistband of a pair of trousers.  Instead, I pinched the clamps open and held the hanger to my breasts.  I gasped as they closed, biting me and crushing my nipples with a throbbing pain that caused me to groan and shake.  I almost lost it right then.  How hard would it be to slump down and grab the safety key?
 
    
 
   I shook my head and then grabbed the hook of the hanger.  Straining, stretching, arching my back, I lifted myself up enough to sling the hook over the top rope.  My head banged into the hemp line and my breasts were tugged painfully upward, snagged and bitten and forcing me into an awkward stance that had me leaning backward, my hips thrust forward as I tried to maintain balance and stand on tip toe all at the same time.  The hell with walking the length of the rope.  I was already in pain just from adopting that crazy position!
 
                 But I brought my hands back down and quickly locked the padlock through both cuffs, securing myself and making it impossible to do anything but either fall and try to retrieve the safety key, or work my way across in unbearable agony and sexual torment.  I know I hesitated, but then I saw another drop of water fall from the rapidly melting cube on the far side of the barn and I knew I only had minutes before I had to get there.  I took a step.
 
    
 
                 If you’ve never walked a knotted rope, or if you’ve never seen it, I recommend one or both.  As every girl reading this knows, delicacy and tenderness are the standard setting for a girl’s sex.  Rubbing seventy or so feet of knotted, scratchy, rough, inch thick hemp rope through those petals is like willingly giving yourself rug burn, across your entire body, followed by being dragged through hot sand.  The sensation, the pain of it, is incredible, and within two short, hobbled steps that kept me from moving with anything remotely called speed, my clit came to the very first knot.
 
                 
 
                 Knots suck.  There is no way to elegantly, or painlessly, get around them.  There is no “going over” a knot.  All you can do is push through it.  It digs into your clit, crushing it painfully.  Then the knot slides down, forcefully spreading your labia, abrading the soft pink petals horribly until it actually slides into your actual vagina.  That is always a strange but welcome sensation.  After all, the hurt ends for a moment.  But the knot doesn’t go in.  Oh no. It’s like your lover sticking two fingers into you, only up to the first knuckle.  It’s insane.  You hesitate for just a moment, wanting it to go deeper, but the only way for it to do that is to grind yourself downward, putting your weight on the rope.  You keep moving and the knot pops out of your sexual opening, tears at your perineum, and then proceeds to crawl up your ass to your anus.  That’s another highly sensitive spot, despite the negative connotations that go with it.  If you are smart, you don’t tighten up.  If you do happen to tighten, expect going to the bathroom to be agonizing for a week or so.  Then the knot finishes its transition, grazing the small of your back slightly as you move forward to the next knot.
 
    
 
                 The next knot however was just a little different.  Its dark discoloration made it very obvious that this knot was treated, coated in a little chemical stimulant designed to make something already insanely hard to deal with practically impossible.  The moment the knot touched my clit I felt the tingling of the Stinging O oil.  I worked forward, grimacing, but what really got to me was the pain in my tits.  I know. Odd right?  I have a tendency to hunch while walking the knotted rope and the hanger clamp kept me not only upright, but tilted at an angle that made my steps worse.  And no big steps for me either thanks to the hobbling chain.  My pussy burned as the knot was dragged through the sensitive and tender flesh, puckering the nerves as I began crying out, hips thrusting despite my inability to move along the line without a step.
 
    
 
                 All together, there were ten knots spaced out at about every eight inches and it meant that the entire seventy five or so feet of rope was a long length of sexual agony.  By the time I made it halfway, feeling five of the knots tear through my crotch and leave me shaking, I could literally see that my labia had swollen to twice their usual side and every step was laced with fire.  I didn’t even feel it now when I hit a knot soaked with Stinging O.  The rope behind me was stained with my copious juices, released not just because I was so horny I could barely stand it, but because my body was trying to protect itself from abrasion.
 
    
 
                 The pain at the tips of my breasts was a novel innovation that kept me slightly off balance, presenting my loins for even more rope torture, all while applying enough pressure to my nipples to send sharp shards of discomfort blasting through me.  Tears flowed down my cheeks and even breathing was hard. Every breath caused my breasts to fall just enough to make the tension on them that much stronger.  
 
                 
 
                 I plodded along and slowed with each step.  With only a quarter of the length left I could see the cuff key dripping with cold water, the ice cube over half way gone.  I tried to hurry, but it hurt too much, especially going over the next knot.  I scraped my clit and sex along, leaving even more light red lines scoring the insides of my sex.  I couldn’t stop the roll of my hips though.  And then, just as another knot made contact with my clit and I tried to roll over it, the overload of sensation and the burgeoning sexual wantonness inside me exploded with a force that almost dropped me.  My eyes rolled up into my head and frankly it was the pant hanger that kept me upright.  And the pain just made the orgasm that much stronger.  I shook like a leaf, rubbing myself involuntarily on the knot, not caring what kind of damage I was doing to myself.
 
    
 
                 When I finally blinked the daze of orgasm from my eyes, I was on the other side of the knot, with only one left to go before being able to reach for the key.  With alarm, I realized that the cube was almost gone, and that only a narrow cylinder of still frozen water remained, a tenuous connection between anchor and key.  I stumbled forward, cursing the stupid shackles on my feet and the immediate agony bursting up from between my legs.  I reached out, straining, only to find that I had to mount the last knot in order to reach the damned key.  The ice was only two or three millimeters thick and I dragged myself over the knotted rope, feeling it excoriating my already abused petals.  I screamed, both in relief and misery, and I lunged forward, desperate to grab the key before that last bit of ice cracked or melted.
 
    
 
                 And I managed it.  I did it.  The ice broke from the force of my pull and I felt the clamps on my nipples snap.  Another wave of brutal wounding blew through me as the blood was suddenly allowed to return to the tips of my breasts.  I clutched at myself, hunching over, hitting my head on the upper rope.  My cuffed hands tried to move separately and instead fought each other as instinct forced my fingers to try to cup each breast simultaneously.   But I held on to the key.
 
    
 
                 It took me several minutes to calm down, to adjust, and to deal with my suffering.  My crotch was on literal fire and all I could think about was unlocking the cuffs and dismounting.  So I put the key in my mouth, worked the cuffs so the padlock was upright and positioned correctly, and then went to open the padlock.
 
    
 
                 For those of you who were dismayed that I made it in time, that the key didn’t fall in a moment of icy glory, that I wasn’t left to my own devices to suffer not one transition of the rope, but two, all I can say is… Fuck You.  I was already in agony.  How could you possibly have wanted me to suffer dragging myself along that hemp line, tearing at the tender flesh between my legs even more?  Was it another orgasm you wanted, knowing that with enough pain and direct stimulation to my clit that I’d cum?
 
    
 
                 Well, I hope you’re happy, because just when I thought I was done, that everything was okay, the wet key slipped from my grip.  It fell down between my feet and I cried out with desperation as I lunged to catch it.  No joy.  I tried grabbing it with my toes, but I couldn’t get my foot up high enough with the key string to snag with my cuffed hands.  With tears streaming down the sides of my face, I glanced back down the seventy five feet of taut line, with me the trolley car hanging from it.  And then slowly, with at least the pain in my breasts mitigated, I began the anguished backward walk as I struggled along, heading for my safety key.
 
    
 
                 Taking the knots in reverse was very different.  First the heavy knot would glide into the crack of my ass, scratching me heavily before fitting with a slight bump into my anus.  Then it would tear at my brown button as it moved out and along my perineum, only to once again soak itself in the leaking juices of my pussy.  Then, to my astonishment, I discovered that as the knot was dragged out from between my labia, it would snap upward, literally striking my clit with a heavy thump, like a flick of someone’s finger against my skin.  My eyes widened and I opened my mouth in a soundless “ooohhhh” and my brain once again began misfiring as my body incorrectly interpreted the pain message as arousal.  Three more knots and I was quivering in excitement, never realizing just how much impact walking the knotted rope backward would have upon me.  
 
    
 
                 By the time I was halfway, I was struggling not to cum.  The burning pain in my ass was slowly fading, blending into something much more diabolical as I inched my way backward, calves aching, feet strained as I struggled to remain on tip toe.  And every eight inches there came another impact to my clit that was like standing on the edge of a cliff, only to have some joker give you a little push kick in the ass.  It was never enough to drive me over the edge, but I teetered wildly there.
 
    
 
                 The orgasm came two knots away from the safety key and as I huddled there, folding myself over the rope, my knees literally knocking together, my vision turned red.  I had jumped off that cliff as surely as if I’d been kicked off it and as I spun myself downward through the floating ecstasy of sexual release, my entire body tensed and relaxed in rhythm.  My strength dribbled away and it was the weight of my entire body being placed squarely on the crotch rope that brought me back to where I was.
 
    
 
                 Of those last two knots, I only remember crying hysterically as I traversed them.  The thump that came when the knot impacted against my clit no longer held that mystical sexual connotation.  It merely felt as if I’d been smacked between the legs with a baseball bat.  And when I finally was able to twist, turning and bending, only to retrieve the safety padlock key, the burning agony between my legs was more than enough to keep my fingers clenched tightly to the drier instrument of release.  When my hands were free I reached down, unclasped the chain between my ankles, and promptly fell off the crotch rope into the dust and loose hay.
 
    
 
   Twenty or thirty minutes later I had recovered enough that I was able to lift my head and turn slightly.  Everything hurt, from my toes to my neck.  But there were a few spots that were worse than others.  My nipples throbbed.  My calves felt as if someone had shot me with a twelve gauge shotgun.  And then of course, there was the still aching agony between my legs.  Slowly I spread myself, glancing down to check the damage.  My clit was not just bright red, but had a raw scratched look that did not bring pleasant comparative images to mind.  My petals weren’t pink any longer.  They were bright red, but at least I didn’t see any real cuts, much less blood.  But there were some red scratches that went deeper than I expected. Evidently the rope had really scored my skin.  My perineum was too sore to touch and my bottom was almost in the same shape.
 
    
 
                 I shuffled to my feet and discovered that I would need to stand with my legs spread wide apart to keep from sending any more shards of pain through my loins and I waddled around the barn cleaning up.  I took down the three ropes and put the thinner upper and lower rope back in the rope locker while the knotted villain itself went into a storage bin I kept in the back.  I didn’t take the cuffs off my ankles or wrists until I was done cleaning up and finally I stood there, feeling worn and tired and wanting to do nothing but go lay down.
 
    
 
                 But I knew that I was quiet done.  I wasn’t supposed to cum.  This wasn’t supposed to be something that pushed me to release.  It was punishment.  It was torture.  It was what I deserved.  We both know that.  And sitting in my cooler is a dildo made of ice.  We both know where it needs to go to?  Don’t we?
 
    
 
                 Me?  I’m okay.  A little tender.  Very sore.  Still horny.  Wet and ready.  But what did you expect?  
 
    
 
    I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.
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