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   I’m so pleased that Breanne wanted me to write the foreword for Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, Volume 7. Since reading and reviewing Volume One, I’ve become an unrepentant Tales of a NHPS junkie, which is possibly the best habit I’ve developed!
 
                 Breanne Erickson is a prolific writer of her assignments, punishments, and requests from her Dominants, Dommes, and her reading public, which makes for too much fun for those of us who enjoy every deliciously titillating word. (Hint: It’s great reading with your own partner as well!)
 
   Her “Tales” are a sumptuous feast; a look into her delightfully naughty mind and zealous sex-drive, for anyone who encounters or is fortunate enough to interact with her. You will especially want to be in the enviable position of those who unexpectedly discover her carrying out instructions. In reading her stories, you are drawn in, and completely enticed by the enchanting spell cast by Breanne’s frank, unyielding verve.
 
   Within these pages, you will find a feast for your mind’s eye, your imaginings, and machinations, as you picture her every movement, pain, torment, and pleasure. This is an intimately detailed, description of her world, including her amusing predicaments, and her playful, accepting attitude. 
 
   Breanne Erickson pulls her readers into her world and the extremes she endures, with a tongue-in-cheek, devious, mischief making, and no-holds-barred, serendipity which can only induce you to crave more! 
 
   This book is not to be missed, especially if you want to know about the new NHPS Rule Number Six, or if you have ever wondered what ingredients are in Breanne’s own concoction of “Stinging O.”
 
   I’ve enjoyed every word of Volume Seven. Breanne Erickson definitely has the artistic skill to draw you in as though unintended. I know you will enjoy her “Tales” as much as I do. This book, as are her others, an experience for all the senses – and I do mean all!
 
   William Styron said, "A great book should leave you with many experiences, and slightly exhausted at the end. You live several lives while reading it." 
 
   I’ve found those words ring true about everything I’ve read from Breanne Erickson. This is a great book!
 
   With tremendous admiration to Breanne Erickson, and my gratitude to her Editor, Michael Alexander, and my sincerest wishes for the best that life has to offer and much success  - 
 
   Karen A. Sullivan
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                 Back in the days while I was in college I used to spend a lot of time on the computer.  I was young, stupid, and if you’ve read my book “Coming of Age” you know all about my bad habits.  I was a cyber-sex addict, doing incredibly insane stuff with a microphone at my ear and a webcam showing me from the neck down.  I’d sit a few feet back from the monitor and camera so that everyone could see me properly and then I’d do….
 
                 Well, maybe we shouldn’t get into that.  Why spoil the surprise, right?
 
                 One of the very first things I established back then when I was an internet junkie was my personal rule.  It was posted to my profile page and it was very explicit.  “Every girl chatting on the internet should be stuffed with some sort of sex toy, preferably one that is vibrating, to keep her in the right mood while engaging in social intercourse.”  Or something like that.  If you are familiar with NHPS Rule #1, then you can see the archeological bones of my current rule.  Back then, my most common toy to keep inside me was a vibrator, though once I got my double vibroballs, I wore those a lot too.  
 
                 I never just put on a show though.  That wasn’t my gig.  I liked challenge, of teasing the men who sought me out.  One of my favorite things to do was challenge my various online friends to a game of digital pool.  I was pretty good at it and for the most part, made things very difficult for those who sought after me and wanted to make a bet.
 
                 A bet?  Yes.  Absolutely.  Every game, or every set of games, had to have a bet.  I remember betting my clothes in exchange for a poem praising me as a sex goddess.  I bet putting clothespins on my nipples against getting to verbally order my opposite through a masturbation session.  I would bet doing all sorts of self-torture in exchange for… well… now that I think about it, I might have deliberately lost a few times.
 
                 But eventually, just taking off my clothes or conducting an online webcam self-torture masturbation session wasn’t enough for me.  Or maybe it was a day when a friend wanted to play pool, but I didn’t have enough time to satisfy him.  So instead, I laid out a bet that was a little beyond anything I’d ever done before.
 
                 “Okay, Kyle.  I’ll up the ante.  If you win, not only do you get a masturbation session, but I will give you a right of stipulation,” I said.
 
                 Kyle’s typing came across the screen.  “What’s a right of stipulation?”
 
                 “Simple.  If you win, from now on, I will follow a single stipulation for all of our conversations and games from here on in.”
 
                 “A stipulation?”
 
                 I nodded, grinning. “Sure.  For example, you can stipulate that I have to have clothespins on my nipples, or one on my clit, or even all three.  Or you can state that every time we converse the vibrator inside me has to be on full, regardless of the game we’re playing.”
 
                 “What about an anal plug?”
 
                 I winced, but nodded again. “Yes.”
 
                 “Breast bondage?”
 
                 I rolled my eyes.  “Troublesome, but yes.”
 
                 “Hot wax?” he asked.
 
                 “YES.”
 
                 “So you mean that even if we play a new game of pool, you have to start off with this stipulation?”
 
                 “Yes.”
 
                 The silence was golden, but then he was more than willing.  
 
                 “All right, then the stipulation I want is clothespins.  The moment we start our conversation you will put a single clothespin on each nipple and your clit.”
 
                 I can’t believe I lost that game.
 
                 Kyle reveled in the new stipulation rule and tried to get me to bet another stipulation, mostly by offering to let me out of the current stipulation.  In the end, I lost again, mostly because I was already so distracted by the fact that I was trying to play online pool with a vibrator buzzing inside me, clothespins already clamped on my breasts and sex.  You try winning games like that!  But it still set a precedent and made it even more apparent that pain turned me on.
 
                 It’s years later and this morning I got this email from Master Dan: 
 
    
 
   Dear Breanne,

  This isn't actually an assignment but instead a suggestion to Kari about a new routine for you. I enjoyed reading about the time you were ordered to sit on your prism and snap your feet with you cumming from the pain alone. However when reading about you using the computer for sexual use a couple of times where  you get ordered to hurt yourself immediately I've had a thought that has been bugging me.

 "Why isn't she already in pain during these sexual interactions since it would just turn her on more?"

  As such I feel that when you are using the computer for sexual purposes (including checking your emails and chatting with your online doms), and while you are capable of following NHPS Rule #1, you should be in some form of sexual pain. Be it from clamps, spanking your clit, sitting on your prism, something else, or a combination of things. This should not be enough pain that it would cause you to rush or cut the time you would use the computer, however if you were only going to be on for a minute anyways it might as well be intense.

Looking forward to talking to you while you are even more turned on.
Love,
Dan
 
    
 
    
 
                 Wow. It’s like déjà vu, isn’t it?  Master Dan wants a rule of stipulation.  He wants me to hurt every time I’m sitting at the computer. It isn’t enough that I’m generally already stuffed, tormented and in sexual need at all times?  It isn’t enough knowing that I’m walking around with vibroballs, or a thick dildo stuffed up inside me?  It isn’t enough knowing that I’m desperate for cock?  So what kind of stipulation would satisfy a sadistic dom who wants me to hurt?  Alligator clamps applied to both nipples and my clit if accessible (meaning it already isn’t being tormented!)  Sitting on my small angular prism for a “wooden horse” type experience?  Should I talk to Mike the Hardware guy about a new chair of some sort, something with a ridge or other probe?  Should I keep a few clothespins on strings attached to the armrests and run them to my labia every time I sit down?  Or what about lighting a candle every time I use the computer and extinguishing it with a bared nipple every few minutes?  Perhaps I need a glass of ice with me, applied frequently to my clit?  Or perhaps pushed up inside me?  What would turn you on?  What stipulation would you have me do?
 
                 Or do we just need a NHPS Rule #6?
 
                 A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut should always be suffering some sort of painful torment, to better prepare her for the true torture cumming…
 
                 Ah well… things to ponder.
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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 this whole thing starting.  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!
 
                 I was firmly 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 iBench was mostly a horizontal, leather padded bench with enough metal frame work to basically bind a person 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 together.                
 
                 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 the metal pulley that was attached to the ceiling 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 vibrational 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 a piece of string from my ankle cuffs to the pulley.  The free end fell, landing practically 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 nipples.  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 in 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 attached it to the chain between both 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 legs 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 orgasmed within three or four minutes of starting.  Well, damn it.  What did you expect?  There were three vibrators purring around my loins, more if you counted each individual motor. 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, blood stream awash with endorphins and adrenaline and God only knows what other soup of hormones, 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, and 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.  I not once had to say an Act of Contrition.  
 
                 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 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 of 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 already 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.  
 
                 “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 an 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 each one, 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 must have.  I lifted my legs to relieve the biting pull on my breasts and I felt wrung out.  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 stool under 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.  Since most of me was still attached to the bench, it wasn’t like I had anyplace to go.  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 firmly. 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 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 was merely 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 to, 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 gelatin.  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 on her stool, 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 loosed 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 scraping 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 challenging, 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 dining 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 request.  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.
 
                 
 
    
 
   Bre,
 
    
 
   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.
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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 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 slowly dulled to a throb.  A chain connected the clamps and I concentrated on my breathing.  You would be surprised how much having your nipples clamped can have on your lungs.
 
                 My 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 Dan, another one of my online doms who’s 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 two 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 two 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 Dan 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 fully 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.  
 
                 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 carbiners.  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 single pound weights from each carbiner.  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, sending me downward.  My ass, which was already stuffed more than 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 Dan 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 so we went back out into the garage..
 
                 And boy did it hurt.
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   “Okay, all you need to do is to press this button and then adjust this dial,” Mike the Hardware Guy said to me.  I peered down at the awkward looking contraption without much in the way of appreciation.  It wasn’t like he had invented the latest alternative to the iPhone.  It wasn’t a new energy efficient car engine that got three hundred miles to the gallon.  It was something infinitely worse.
 
   I reached out and pressed the button and immediately the motor began turning.  It was a tiny motor, electric and it was mounted on top of a steel bar that slid into a hollow pipe, which in turn was welded to a thick steel base.  Quite pretty actually.  Of course my eyes were a little more focused on what the motor was turning.  There was a wooden spoke spinning near my navel and I tracked the lazy circle the thick tongue of flexible leather made as it spun around.
 
               For laughs, I held out my palm, intercepting that tongue and the soft pliable material impacted into my hand lightly.  It wasn’t much of a spank.  I had barely felt it.  Granted, I got it on the upstroke, but after all the force imparted by the wheel shouldn’t be different on the opposite side right?  I glanced at Mike and then shrugged.
 
               “Okay, I’m game,” I replied nonchalantly.  Mike grinned and turned off the motor.  The leather tongue swished around in a few more unpowered circles and then came to a rest pointing downward.
 
               “Well, it was exactly what Master Dan requested,” he commented.
 
               I gave him a tiny frown.  “I’m aware of that.”
 
               Mike pointed at the coffee table.  “So why the grumpy attitude?” he asked while I sat my bare bottom down on the thick wooden platform in front of me.  I laid back and looked up at him as he positioned his new device down between my knees.  
 
               “Because if this thing works you’re about to make four more of them?  And then I get to spend how long strapped to the iBench?” I asked petulantly.  
 
               Mike shrugged.  “Your problem, not mine.”  He adjusted the height of the pole and stretched out the leather tongue, making sure that it was close enough.  I twitched a little.  “Do you need to be tied down?” he asked.
 
               I nodded.  “It would probably be a good idea.  Besides, being tied up turns me on.”
 
               “I don’t think you being turned on is the idea here,” he said but then pushed my knees even farther apart and grabbed a nearby skein of rope.  I felt his fingers loop the hemp around my ankles and then bind my legs wide apart so that my sex was spread wide open.  
 
               “Hands above your head girl,” Mike said, patting my thigh. 
 
               I complied, staring up at the whirling ceiling fan and felt him quickly use the loose end of the rope and tie my wrists together.  When he stood back up I was immobilized, bound to his coffee table like a delectable centerpiece.  He came back around to my lower half and touched my clit.  With gentle round circles of his thumb, he sent shivers through me.
 
   “Um…I guess I should mention that yesterday I was supposed to edge four times and not cum,” I said as he ran his hands down my body.  I shivered dutifully.
 
               “And did you?” he asked.
 
               I nodded. “Accidentally.  Master Dan said I’m to tell you to make it hurt as long and as hard as possible.”
 
               Mike the Hardware Guy stopped and began tweaking my nipples, his fingers tightening around each little nub, though admittedly his actions at my right breast were more twisting movements thanks to the piercing and padlock that hung there.  As he twisted, his eyes narrowed.  “And after you accidentally came the first time, did you merely edge again, or did you masturbate to orgasm?”
 
               Still wincing, I licked my lips and managed to look sheepish.  “I came three more times?” I confessed.
 
               “Hard and long huh?
 
               I nodded as he moved his hand down to my clit and twisted it for a moment. Then he rubbed it lightly and the pain turned into something akin to having a new car, chocolate, and a massage, all at the same time.  What can I say?  I’m easy to please.
 
               “Feel good?” he asked softly as the waves of pleasure slid up my nervous system.  I moaned.
 
               “Good.  Here we go.”  His hand left my clit, giving me just a moment of desperate disappointment, but it didn’t last very long.  I barely heard the motor, but the first slow stroke of the leather against my clit, slipping down my labia, was certainly something I noticed.  It didn’t hurt, but it was a firm pat, and it literally caused my hips to lift and present myself for further blows.
 
               Which dutifully came.  The motor picked up just a little more speed, steadying at one full rotation every second or so.  The next stroke fell a little more firmly and I pulled against my bonds, my mouth opening in delighted discomfort.  The lashing didn’t hurt.  It merely accentuated everything I was feeling.  My God, it was incredible.  Imagine steady, light pats of someone’s hand on your sex, or your bottom.  Except so steady, so regular, that your heartbeat pumps in time with it.  I writhed on Mike’s coffee table and accepted my torment so willingly, so readily, my ass coming up off the wood and then slipping back down as I rolled my hips, that I appeared voracious.
 
               I’ve rarely felt a torment such as this do so much for me.  But being bound on my back, my legs spread wide, getting the most perfect pussy whipping ever, was so amazing for me that I think I came in about three minutes.  I screeched out my orgasm and Mike watched, sitting on the couch, his hard cock out and in his hand.  I shivered in delighted ecstasy for a few more moments as the hormonal cocktail of adrenaline and endorphins blew through my brain.  But then, as my physical high started to collapse, the steady beat of the damp leather against my clit changed slightly.
 
               It became heavier, more intrusive.  Mike hadn’t touched the settings, nor had he moved from his position on the couch.  I started squirming, twisting my hips, trying to move out from under the falling belt.  I heard the wet pop of the leather tongue slapping into my flesh, smashing my clit downward, dragging along my labia.  If I lifted up, the blow not only caught my clitoris, but also my petals.  If I was flat, then my mons and clit were center target.  My chest started heaving, my breasts rising and falling as my body began its first reaction to the torture.  
 
               Yes, it was torture.  Sure the blows weren’t hard enough to hurt.  But like Chinese Water Torment, each drop isn’t a hammer stroke either.  Try getting it on your sex.
 
               Within a few moments I was having issues.  My entire body was trying to get away from the steady pounding being delivered between my legs.  Never mind that the machine was hitting me at the same pace, the same force, as when we started.  It FELT different, stronger, more intense.  Or was it just me?  
 
               I turned my head toward Mike.  “Please! Please turn it off!” I begged him.
 
               His eyes were cold and then he grinned.  “I don’t think so.  Your pussy is barely pink, there is no damage whatsoever, and Master Dan implied that you should be subjected to this treatment for hours.  What was it he said?  Hard and long?”  But then Mike sighed.  “But I suppose a short break might be in order.”  He reached out, turned off the motor and pulled the machine away from between my legs.
 
               I actually sobbed.  “Thank you! Thank you!” I said repeatedly, gushing in relief.  Mike nodded, shucked out of his jeans, knelt down at the end of the coffee table, and jammed his condom covered cock into me.
 
               It felt wonderful.  Incredible.  Perfect, and much, much better than getting whipped.  He sawed through my insides, setting me up for a new orgasmic climax, only to cum before me.  He groaned and then withdrew, leaving me horny, somewhat desperate, and still bound spread on his coffee table.  I quivered in need as he stood, tore off the slick condom, and got himself in order.  My eyes drilled into him, trying to mentally will him to take me again, to let me cum.
 
               Instead he moved the spanking machine back between my legs.  I let out a stiff cry even as he turned it back on and then the steady pat of the leather belt impacting my clit overwhelmed my senses.  Mike reached down, pinched a nipple lightly, rolling it between his fingers and my eyes unfocused in sexual need.  
 
               “Now I know you’re desperate right now, and I think you’ll probably cum in a moment thanks to that belt whipping you between the legs.  So I’m going to leave you to it.  I’ll be out in the garage.  I’ll be back in forty or so minutes.”
 
               My eyes widened.  “What?  What do you mean?  Mike!  You can’t leave me like this!” I said, my heart thumping wildly.  He grinned and waved, walking away even as the leather belt smashed into my clit again.  I heard the glass sliding door at the back of his house open and I yelled after him, even as he closed it.
 
               “You can’t leave me like this!” I screamed at him.
 
               But he did.  Oh sure, I know that he checked on me every few minutes, glancing through the door to see how I was doing. Which was not well.  Despite the gentleness of the strokes impacting between my legs, the steady turn of the motor sent all sorts of different sensations through me.  Of course I came first.  How could I not?  After being screwed and then toyed with, the steady beat of the leather belt against my clit was more than enough to catapult me off the cliffs of orgasm.  But even after cumming, that belt smacked my sex with a juicy slap, over and over, driving me crazy.  It was like an itch you can’t scratch, and as my mind tried to deal with it, those blows seemed to become hammer strokes, beating me down with ever increasing intensity.
 
               I know it was all in my mind, but it is the same phenomenon that happens when you’re really hot and then run out into the cold.  I saw this National Geographic video once where a bunch of South Pole scientists would sit in a hot tub for about an hour, soaking in one hundred and five degree heat.  Once they were almost cooked through, they would literally run out into below zero air practically naked, do a little dance, and then run back into the base – where they would immediately get back in the spa.  The point is that their bodies’ capacity for feeling had changed.  The cold, which would have immediately frozen them, felt like nothing.  Or imagine what getting into a hot spa would feel like, if you were already freezing?  It would burn so much…
 
               Eventually, my energy seemed to dribble away.  My hips stopped rolling and I laid there with only my chest moving.  The belt never missed a stroke, landing steadily and thickly between my legs.  Each impact and then drag of the leather through my petals soaked up just a bit more of my juices and the leather seemed to sting as it spanked my pussy.  Tears welled up in my eyes and then I began crying, chest heaving sobs that did nothing to stem the steady beating.
 
               When Mike came back in, I screamed at him.  I think I said some horrible things.  I’d been tied down for well over an hour and I felt as if my sex had been scalded.  I was so tense, so aggressive, that I didn’t even notice that he had brought something in with him.  He put it down and then came over to me, pulling the leather wielding motor away from between my legs, turning it off as he did.
 
               I felt his heavy hand touch me and I winced, even as I gibbered and cried. He patted my pussy, slipping his fingers through my swollen and bright red folds.  I gritted my teeth as his thumb pressed against my clit and then he was pushing his digits inward, wiggling them inside me.
 
               “Well, you look like you’ve had enough for now,” he said brightly, as if this whole experience was a success.  
 
               I whimpered.  
 
               “So I guess we’ll give your pussy a break, shall we?” he said.
 
               I nodded, tears still clouding my vision.  He stood up and started moving around me purposefully.  It wasn’t until I blinked some of the water from my eyes that I realized what was happening.  
 
               “Oh God, no!” I said strongly.  I yanked on the bindings and began twisting.  Mike positioned the first strap and motor to my right, and the new one he obviously had just cobbled together on my left.  Both straps were still long enough to impact my torso and from where he had positioned them, I knew what was coming.  He turned on one, then the other and out of sync, the quiet electric motors began turning.  The leather swung and first one, then the other, impacted lightly on my breasts.
 
               Take your hand and lightly pat your chest or flick a finger.  Now aim for the nipple.  Increase the tempo to every second or so.  Just a little harder.  There.  That’s about what it felt like.  Now imagine not being able to move and getting that blow delivered to both sides, slightly out of sync.  That’s what it felt like.
 
               Mike moved down between my legs and his mouth found my swollen and tormented clit.  Even his tongue felt painful and I realized that I had literally been tenderized.  I squirmed and squealed, and he tried to be gentle, but I was pretty much in a state.  He slurped and sucked on my clit, working me over and over, driving his fingers into me.  I saw red.  The need to cover my breasts was intense, and impossible.  My stomach kept tightening as my body tried to find some position that mitigated the impacts of the two leather straps.  And then Mike’s movements did it.  Despite the earlier orgasm, everything suddenly changed and the discomfort and pain and torment melded into a heady affair of need and want and release as my cries changed from torment to rapture.  
 
               Some might say “it’s her nature,” while others might shrug and call it “expected.”  Whatever.  All I know is that when the pain changes like that, my orgasms are so much stronger than during vanilla sex.  Now if only this could have all happened in the middle of a crowded mall…
 
               What the hell am I saying?  Please! No one think that!
 
               Right after I came Mike stood up and once again pulled down his jeans.  His cock sprang out and dipped down toward my soaked, whipped, tender sex.  He slid in with a matching groan and then pistoned back and forth, screwing me like a hammer drill on its highest setting.  With my breasts still getting the regular stroke of the leather belts each second, the movement of his manhood inside me was more than enough to kick me back up the orgasm hill.  My body shuddered.  Sometimes it sucks to be multi-orgasmic, though usually that’s only when you know a punishment will be inflicted for every orgasm.  Sometimes though, multi-orgasmic is fucking awesome.
 
               And that is exactly what it was.  Fucking awesome.  Sorry for the crudity, but sometimes those words express feeling and intent so well.  My world blurred and then Mike exploded again, once more leaving me dangling on the edge, going crazy.  He withdrew while grunting his release and he moved to the couch to watch.
 
               A few minutes later as the sexual urgency ebbed, my breasts felt hot and heavy and sore and a quick glance downward told me that my bosom was getting tenderized a lot quicker than my sex had.  Evidently soft tissue is much more susceptible to spanking.  Evidently Mike thought the same thing because a moment later he stood up, then moved slowly around me.  With a touch of his toe he flipped the switch on his power strip, abruptly cutting the electricity to the motors.  I received two more strokes from centrifugal force and then it was over.  I let out a quiet sob.
 
               Mike quickly released me and I relished the freedom.  I brought my hands down to my breasts, cupping them, holding them, even as my thighs pressed together.  Then Mike stood at the far end of the table, stretching out his hands.  What a gentleman!  With a wince, I lifted my arms and let him take my hands.  He pulled me up and I practically fell into his embrace.  He hugged me back for a moment as I shook, but then he bent down, placed a quiet kiss on my lips, and then put his hands on my shoulders.  I blinked in surprise as he pushed me in a circle, turning me around, until I was facing the coffee table.
 
               Another push sent me back down and my hands shot out to catch myself before my nose smacked into the hardwood.  My exclamation of surprise was ignored as he grabbed my wrists and yanked my arms forward.  My sore tender breasts were suddenly mashed against the wood and I groaned.  Then the rope was going around my wrists again and in seconds I was bound face down on the coffee table.
 
               “What are you doing?” I demanded as his hand slid over my shoulder, down my back, over my ass, and to my legs.  He grabbed an ankle and moved my left leg farther up and then tied it with the opposite end of the rope.  He moved to my other side and did the same thing, leaving me in a half lying, half sitting position, with my ass near the end of the table.  
 
               Finally he answered me.  “Long and hard,” he replied with a smirk.  I blinked as he grabbed one of his whipping machines.  
 
               “Wait!  No! You can’t!” I exclaimed, not that it did any good.  Mike lowered the motor wheel and set it across from my right buttock.  The other motor was moved a second later and I glanced back to see both spanking machines positioned to smack my ass with downward strokes.  Mike turned them on and then the light strokes came, causing my bottom to tighten repeatedly as I tried to deal with the new sensation.
 
               The first thing I realized was that I was going to be able to tolerate an awful lot of strokes.  The blows landing on my buttocks were barely noticeable and the force that turned my bosom red and aching now didn’t even leave a mark.  In fact, my chest was hurting much more than my ass.  Mike noticed as well, watching me squirm.
 
               “Uncomfortable?” he asked.
 
               “My breasts are,” I replied with a shudder, trying to adjust. 
 
               “I see.  We’ll, let me see if I can distract you.”  Then he turned up the power on the motors.
 
               Power?  Or is it speed?  I’m not sure.  All I know is that the belts started hitting me faster.   And as the speed increased, the impact force did as well.  Don’t ask me the physics of it.  I came to the conclusion rather quickly as my bottom began stinging.  It was purely a result of empirical evidence.  Aren’t you impressed?  It’s amazing what a little bit of experimentation will do for the advancement of science!
 
               But science was not comfortable and as Mike promised, I quickly forgot about my breasts hurting.  Of course there was also the fact that Mike once more disappeared to go to his garage.  And so I was left there, my ass clenching miserably, stinging and hot, blistered even, for thirty minutes while he puttered around in his home workshop.
 
               When the sliding glass door opened and Mike came back in, I was too far gone to really care.  My buttocks felt scalded, as if someone had poured boiling water on them.  My arms and legs ached from me trying very hard to free myself, and my brain felt fuzzy, as if only the most intense sensations were able to pierce the haze of exhaustion and pain that flooded through me.  I didn’t even realize that Mike had turned the spanking machines off.
 
               He freed me, carried me to the bathroom, helped me take care of a few things.  I was a babe in his arms, a limp tortured girl who could barely stand.  He washed my face, gently and tenderly patted me dry, and even lay me on the bed, face down, and worked a lotion into my excoriated derriere.  By the time he was done pampering me, I was feeling almost human, almost recovered, with only a lingering soreness to remind me that I’d had my ass, breasts, and sex whipped to the extremes.  Finally Mike pulled me to my feet and helped me out of the bedroom.  It was about an hour till dinner and I knew I was staying to eat.  I resigned myself to the idea that I’d be shortly stumbling around the kitchen, helping him cook, enduring his looks, his touches, his oiled fingers slithering through my sex.  As we came along the coffee table though, he stopped.
 
               Stopped and looked at me.  Then with tightening fingers, he pushed me downward.  My eyes snapped open in alarm as I found myself suddenly seated at the end of the table.  He pushed even more, setting me on my back and the alarm quickly changed into outright panic.  I opened my mouth, protesting, but his firm and hard hands grabbed my wrists and held them together tightly.  His physical presence loomed over me and he held me still, the fright in my eyes drawing him close.
 
               “I’m going to tie you up again, Breanne.”  His voice was firm and solid and unbreakable.
 
               I shook my head wildly.  “No! Please!  I can’t! Not again!” I cried.
 
               “Yes you will.  Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts can not object if it doesn’t violate their limits.  Right?”
 
               I swallowed, the panic receding a bit.  “R-r-right,” I stammered.
 
               “What are you?” he asked.
 
               I gulped again.  “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” I replied, somewhat on automatic.
 
               “And what is your purpose?” 
 
               “To be hurt and abused for your pleasure.”  It was almost a mantra, almost a statement of being.
 
               “Then I’m going to tie you down, and I’m going to put the spanking machines at your breasts and your pussy, and I’m going to turn them on and go make dinner.  Now you’re going to spread your legs and lift your hands above your head so I can tie you, and there will be no more resistance, do you understand?”
 
               My bottom lip trembled, tears in my eyes.  I nodded.  Mike released me and a thousand thoughts flashed through my mind.  I could run. I could roll away.  I could protest.  I could scream.  I could stop him.  I could say no.  I could…
 
               I could raise my hands above my head and spread my legs.  I closed my eyes as I did it, stretching myself out even farther.  I could feel the tension in my thighs, the rippling of my muscles and the lengthening of my spine. I imagined myself on the rack, about to be interrogated or tortured.  Then I felt his hands wrapping the rope around my wrists again.  Then it was my right ankle, followed by my left, and when he was done I was tied so tightly, so strictly against the wooden coffee table that I could barely move.  Mike stood and put the first spanking machine between my legs.  The second went over my right breast.  The third, the last one he had just built and brought in with him, went over my left breast.  Then he turned them on.
 
               It took an hour to make dinner.  But dessert… well that cooked the whole time, long and hard.
 
               Mike ate dessert first.  
 
    
 
    
 
   Dear Breanne,

  While talking about Mike making another device for you I thought of something that I believe would be a good addition to Kari's dungeon. A spanking bench complete with spanking machines that could use a variety of implements. This could have 2 methods for you to be bound and use at least 4 spanking machines (one for each breast, your ass and your pussy. If tied face down with your breasts hanging the machines will spank up on your pussy and smash your breasts into the bench besides the machine spanking your ass straight on. Tied face up with your legs in the air the machines could smash straight down on your breasts and pussy. It would need to be adjustable to allow for different bindings and people/genders.

  You could be gagged and left for hours to the mercy of the bench and your vibrators, maybe even having a fucking machine attacking your pussy. Perhaps if tied face down your nipples should be used to bind you down so that if you jerk they are hurt (with a second binding on your collar in case you yank off the clamps). If more intensity was wanted perhaps an additional pair of machines spanking your thighs and/or machines working together on your breasts (up, down, from the sides, and straight on). I think all of those would be a good addition since not all the machines would need to be turned on so the intensity and direction could vary or just be increased.

  To test it out you would be tied to the bench with 1 more machine turned on every hour then once they were all on for an hour you would be turned over and the process would repeat. I know you don't want to overburden Mike and this isn't needed in a hurry; but I think Kari would find it useful for a very long torture session I'm thinking about for you, along with other things.

   By the way how long of a torture session do you think you could take if given plenty of breaks to recuperate, time to sleep, and time to go home do your chores and take care of hygiene. I'm thinking of giving you an assignment called 'A Long Time' or something like that. Still need to brainstorm a little bit for that though.

Love,
Dan
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   I was understandably nervous when I hopped out of my pickup truck with my denim duster under my arm.  It was hot already, well into the upper eighties, with a promised ninety one coming later that afternoon.  I was dressed for the heat of course; with a pair of blue shorts and a simple tee shirt.  I was even wearing the necessary under things.  I had spent the morning working around the house and out in the barn.  As my flip flops hit the gravel of the road side, I reached across the seat and as an afterthought, grabbed my high heels.  Then I shut the door and moved around to the very front of the truck.
 
                 I’m absolutely positive, in a general sort of way, that you know what was coming.  Or is it cumming?   Me?  A stripping?  Another car?  I laid my duster down upon the warm hood of the truck and licked my lips.  Glances down the road and over my shoulder reaffirmed that I was alone, but over the years the amount of traffic on my little Farm to Market road had increased, just enough, to make my usual stripping spot something a little more daring.
 
                 I’m sure Mistress Ellen, the domme who first introduced this endearing little ritual to me and the whole hordes of other people destined to abuse and torment me, would find it amusing to know I’m squirming now.  She’d like it if I were seen, or better yet, if someone stopped to offer me assistance.
 
                 So now I strip pretty quick.  I peeled off my tee shirt, followed by my shorts, until I was standing there in just my panties and bra.  Then the bra came off, leaving my bare breasts exposed to the world, the heavy gold padlock dangling from the right nipple piercing.  I shivered once from the humiliation of the exposure, despite the unobserved state I was in, and then I pushed my panties down.  They snagged for just a moment on the Velcro harness of the Rotating Venus Penis or RVP, a pink plastic sex toy that kept a four inch rubber and plastic cock stuffed in my slit.  It was off, but that hardly mattered.  I hurriedly snapped out my duster and not a moment to soon, swung it around myself, just as a car came roaring up over the hill behind me.
 
                 My hands clenched the front of the duster closed across my breasts as the engine noise grew louder.  I could sense the car slowing down, just a bit.  I mean who wouldn’t slow down if you saw a redhead, wearing a long coat, at the end of summer, whose lower legs were bare?  I turned my head as the car drove past and I realized that I was a more effective speeding deterrent than a cop sitting on the side of the road.  The car shot past and accelerated and I grinned, the knot in my tummy releasing.  With a deep release, I let my breath out.  As the car disappeared down the road, I slipped off my flip flops, grabbed the four inch slip on heels, and put them on my feet.  
 
                 And since I was now alone again, safely inside my duster, if not totally concealed, I tried a little experiment.  With one hand gripping the front edges of my coat, holding them closed, I lifted one foot up, bending my leg at the knee.  The shoe I was wearing had no ankle strap and so a little bend of my toes exposed the bottom sole.  I tried, very hard, to reach the arch of my foot without letting the coat open.  A few moments of experimentation told me everything I needed and I put my foot down in exasperation.  Then I headed back to the cab of the truck.
 
                 As I got back behind the wheel the edges of my coat gaped.  Master Dan had prohibited me securing or fastening my buttons in any way, which left me in quite a state.  I rode high enough that just about anyone glancing over at me would get a pretty awesome view of my breasts, with just enough covered to make them want more.  My sex was also on view, but it would take a trucker to see it.  Adjusting my coat did little good.  My duster isn’t exactly small, but it isn’t overly large either. As I drove off I tried to keep my thighs pressed together, but driving a stick shift is a two foot job and in the end my shaved slit saw plenty of daylight.
 
                 There were a few honks and plenty of wide eyes, but I ignored most of it.  Focus is one of the most important aspects of being a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and you can’t let the little things get to you.  Of course they did anyway.  Each honk, each wide eyed stare set me a little closer to the edge.  I was already soaked and my pussy was squeezing that little four inch plastic dildo inside me.  And to think, the RVP wasn’t even on yet!  I took another shuddering deep breath and tried to still the butterflies in my stomach.
 
                 Why was I nervous?  Oh, just wait till you read on.  You won’t believe what the assignment was, or what I was about to do.  I drove west on I-10 and kept going till I was pretty far outside of town.  My goal was a particular truck stop, not the usual one I’ve used since that one would be too busy and the parking lot isn’t right.  About fifteen minutes later I pulled in and wove my little pickup through the massive big rigs to the very back of the lot.
 
                 A number of trucks were parked there, but not many.  Since we were west of Houston and even Katy, and due to the time of day, most truckers were still on the road.  Only a few were parked and I suspected that most of their drivers were in the restaurant eating.  That suited me just fine.  I parked behind one semi, just at the edge of the lot. Then I got out the rubber bands.
 
                 They were rather large, tan colored, elastic loops and it didn’t take very much for me to slip off my high heels and place them around each foot, right at the soft and delicate arch.  Then my high heels went back on.  With a deep breath and my hands clenching my duster, I hopped out of the truck and closed the door.  Another quick glance around assured me that things were quiet, despite the roar of the freeway just a hundred yards away.  In fact, I’d be visible from the road as well.   I turned my back to it, facing a few trees that bordered the back of the lot.
 
                 I had stuck the remote to the RVP deep into the inside pocket of the duster and I pulled it out, flashing myself to a bunch of trees.  It was the work of a simple thumb flick to move the sliders up the controller, causing the four inch plastic cock inside me to suddenly begin spinning wildly, as well as vibrating.  The base the synthetic cock was attached to was also large enough to touch my clit and trust me, those vibrations had an immediate effect on both my sexual readiness and my mental health.
 
                 Then I turned back around, facing the parking lot, the parked trucks, and the freeway.
 
                 I slipped my left foot out of the high heel and brought it up so that my sole was behind me, pressed against my buttock.  Unfortunately, before I could even snap the rubber band, much less grab hold of it, my flamingo like perch wobbled and I lost my balance.  My coat flapped open as my right hand was forced to swing out wide as a counterweight to the direction I started to fall, and immediately a swath of my cream colored skin, from chin to pussy, was perfectly exposed.  I put my foot back down with a cry of chagrin and immediately grasped my coat again.
 
                 I knew that the longer I stood out here, the better the chances of being seen, so I wanted to hurry.  Master Dan’s assignment hadn’t actually specified that someone WATCH me humiliate myself while hurting the soles of my feet.  So with a quick look around, I moved to the grill of the closest semi-truck, and put my right hand out to brace myself.  And that left me in a quandary.  How do I keep my coat clenched closed if one hand is bracing to keep me from falling over, while the other is snapping the rubber bands.  Would you believe I didn’t even realize until that moment just what Master Dan had ordered me to do?
 
                 If only I had three hands.  I wasted precious seconds, maybe even minutes, struggling with the choice.  And with the clock ticking, all I could think of to do was to let my coat go.  Just through body movement I tried to keep the front edges as close as possible, I bent my leg, brought my foot up, and grabbed the elastic band.
 
                 The sting was negligible and I put my foot down.  Then I twisted, put my other hand on the truck grill, lifted the right foot, and snapped the second rubber band.  Again a light sting sent a spark of sensation up my leg that would rival even a political shiver and I twisted again, changing my position in order to repeat the process on my left foot.
 
                 I alternated back and forth as required by the assignment and the fact is that by the time I hit the ten snap mark on both feet I didn’t really care that my back and forth movements were causing the front of my coat to flap loosely, both breasts hanging out, all while the RVP danced and whirled at the cleft of my sex.  I was so horny, so wet, so desperate that I was having trouble standing.  The soles of my feet stung and I still had forty snaps to go on each foot!
 
                 The struggle was impressive and I managed to make it to sixteen before my pussy gave out, responding to the incessant sexual impulse caused by the Rotating Venus Penis.  I cried out in ecstasy, shuddering with exquisite pleasure as the orgasm rocked my world.  Thank God the truck was there because if it hadn’t been I’d have fallen to the ground in a twitchy pile of girl goo.
 
                 I wish I could start this next paragraph with “when things calmed down,” but the truth is that they didn’t.  Sure, I exploded and there was the typical moment of sexual euphoria, my brain flooded with adrenaline and endorphins and a soup of pleasure causing hormones, but the truth is that I left the RVP on high, still buzzing and spinning between my legs.  My coat was still wide open now and only in the smallest corner of my brain had I managed to keep from concealing myself against the grill of the truck. My body was smarting from the rubber band snaps, the exposure, the constant stimulation of my clitoris and sex, and then there was the man standing twenty feet away, eyes wide, mouth open in astonishment, looking at me shudder through the obvious end of my orgasm.
 
                 I immediately felt two things; the heat of my humiliated blush, and a secondary rush of sexual urgency, totally unrelated to the RVP, that flooded my depths with additional wetness that almost, but not quite, could have qualified as a second orgasm. I drew in a shaky breath, eyes open and staring as I let go of the truck and quickly clenched my duster closed.
 
                 “Am I interrupting something?” the man asked.  He was in his early forties, hair thinning on top, and dressed in jeans and a tee shirt.  He wasn’t thin, but wasn’t fat either, and only had a few extra pounds on his middle that told me he liked his beer.  Or maybe not.  He was clutching a cold bottle of diet soda in his right hand.  
 
                 I shook my head violently.  “No, I’m sorry!” I said hoarsely.  My voice was fine but I lacked control.  You try carrying on a conversation when you’re recovering from an immediate orgasm and are well on your way to a second one, while trying to keep your coat closed.
 
                 “Are you sure?  Looks like you were having fun there,” he said.
 
                 I shuddered again.  “No please.  I’m fine!  Really,” which didn’t seem to go so well since my hips started thrusting forward of their own volition, clearly fucking the four inch plastic cock inside me.  The trucker might not have KNOWN about my sex toy, but my movements were obvious.
 
                 “Are you… um… selling?” he asked suspiciously.
 
                 My eyes widened.  “What?  No!” I said forcefully, my hands still clenching the front of my duster closed.
 
                 He crossed his arms.  “Okay.  So what is it you’re doing?”  He shifted his weight and as my body language told him I was in the throes of sexual chaos, his told me that he planned to stay right there and watch until I answered him, and probably a lot longer.
 
                 The heat in my face increased and I realized that I was going to have to tell him.
 
                 “I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and I’m being punished,” I said quickly, in a rush of breath.
 
                 He blinked. “Excuse me?”
 
                 “I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and I’m being punished!” I said again, this time louder.  I’m not positive, but I think maybe the RVP was overloading a few of my higher brain functions.
 
                 “You’re being punished?” he asked, looking around.
 
                 I nodded.  “Yes sir. I’m supposed to stand here and snap these rubber bands on my feet.”  I pointed down to my toes and he took a step forward, eyes narrowing as he peered down at my high heels.
 
                 “Seriously?”
 
                 I swallowed, looked up, and met his gaze.  Evidently that was enough for him because he went right back to his previous position of polite waiting.  He was there for the show.
 
                 I almost cried.
 
                 But then my pussy clenched again and I realized this was exactly what Master Dan had wanted to happen. It was why I was in a parking lot.  So I took a deep breath, let my coat go, braced myself once again, and lifted my foot.  I focused on the snap, rather than on the trucker’s face, which was an amazed, wide-eyed, lip-licking stare.  Had I not already been dealing with the penetration and movements of the RVP, I know I would have felt that eye-fuck like a physical penetration.  I wasn’t positive, but I thought I could see a bulge forming in the front of his pants.  I have that effect on some people.
 
                 I put my left foot down and hit my right foot.  I didn’t care that I was flashing him.  The only things he could see were my breasts and the pink base of the sex toy embedded between my legs.  Sure it was obvious I wasn’t wearing anything else, but that hardly mattered.  And so I snapped one foot, then the other, back and forth, steadily increasing the pain and discomfort applied to my feet.  Unfortunately I didn’t make it past twenty five to both soles before I exploded again.  My loins jerked around like a landed fish, thrusting and pumping in a lewd and lascivious manner. My lip trembled and I closed my eyes as I tried to steady my breathing through clenched teeth.  
 
                 When I opened them there was another man standing there next to the first guy.  He was large and also dressed in jeans and a tee shirt, but was carrying a coffee.  My coat was wide open, both breasts hanging out, the gold padlock that dangled from my right nipple swinging with every twitch and twist my body made.  My pussy tingled and my clit was telling my nervous system that something wasn’t right.  Too much stimulation.  
 
                 There comes a point during sex that further stimulation isn’t generally a good thing.  Most women know about this. It’s a sensitivity that changes pleasure into a pain.  It’s that moment when she pushes you away, wanting it to stop.  My Mistress Kari is a perfect example.  It takes forever to get her turned on and when I do make her cum with my tongue or fingers, almost the SECOND after her climax, she pushes me away, unable to tolerate even the most gentle of caresses on her feminine bits.  
 
                 I on the other hand, can be considered something of an outlier.  Sure, I get sensitive.  It hurts even.  But something inside me is broke as well because sexualized pain in and of itself, is arousing to me.  So the RVP spun and shook and I stood there in absolute shame at my predicament, the pain between my legs amplified and then instead of incapacitating me and ending my session, ignited another fire, another rush of need inside me.  Liquid wantonness flooded my veins and a new surge of adrenaline hit me.
 
                 I ignored guy number two, who had his cell phone out and was videotaping the whole experience.  I tried to keep my head bent over as I lifted my foot and kept going.  Thirty.  Thirty-five.  Forty.  Forty-five.  Almost there…
 
                 And I popped again just three snaps short of my fifty strokes to each foot.  The pain was brutal. My feet felt as if I’d been caned.  The arches were so sore, so in agony that even standing was a torment.  It didn’t help that I was on fire between my legs.  There was also the fire laced agony between my legs.  I’ve been told that sex should hurt.  It did.
 
                 “How many more?” the first trucker asked.
 
                 “Just three!” I sobbed, still braced against the truck.
 
                 He came forward, grabbed my ankle, and lifted my foot.  The heel slid off and he grasped the rubber band.  He tugged it outward, away from my scalded and bright red lined arch, and then let go.  It burned and I put my hand in my mouth to keep from screaming.  Then he did it again.  And then a third time.  I could barely stand and then he grabbed my other foot.  Pain shot up through me from the very bottoms of my feet and when he was done tears streamed down my face and I turned and clutched him, rather than fall on my ass.
 
                 His hands found my bottom and he squeezed it harshly.
 
                 “Nice girl, man.  Thanks for the show,” the other trucker said with a nod.  Then he walked off.  
 
                 “Sure.  Anytime,” said the man that held me.  
 
                 It took me a few minutes to calm down, not that I calmed down very far.  My feet throbbed and the RVP was still churning and buzzing inside me.  With my bare breasts pressed to the trucker’s chest, I tilted my face up and gave him a wan smile.
 
                 “Want to fuck me?” I whispered.
 
                 He blinked.  “Fuck yeah.”
 
                 Then he just scooped me up.  I cried out a bit, but he merely walked a few steps to the right and then set me down at the door of the semi-truck I had already been leaning against.  Talk about serendipity.  He unlocked it and then helped me up.
 
                 I’m a bit of an expert navigating tractor cabs.  Especially sleepers like this one.  I crawled into the back, ignoring the debris of living on the road, and sat down on his bed.  I pulled the RVP controller out and as he climbed in after me, I looked at his flushed face and ready bulge. 
 
                 “Do you want to fuck me in the ass, or the pussy?” I asked.
 
                 He blinked again.  “That’s an option.”
 
                 I nodded.  “But you have to earn it.”
 
                 He paused, suddenly leery.  “Earn it?”
 
                 That’s when I drew my leather sap out of the pocket of my duster.  His eyes grew big as I held out the sap.
 
                 “If you want to fuck my ass, you need to whip me with twenty five strokes for each breast.  If you want to fuck my pussy, I’ll take the RVP out and you have to hit my clit seventy five times.”
 
                 “Holy shit, are you some kind of masochist?” he exclaimed.  
 
                 My eyes burned and my pussy clenched around the still rotating cock inside me.  “Yes! Please!  Pussy or ass?” I demanded, my hips thrusting forward.  I held out the sap again.
 
                 He paused.  “What if I want both?” he asked, taking the leather weapon away from me.
 
                 Both?
 
                 I hesitated at that.  Both?  
 
                 I shrugged out of my duster, leaving my shoulders bare.  It fell onto the mattress and I reached up, cupping my breasts, tilting my head back.
 
                 “Both then,” I said softly.
 
                 The first hit was nothing, a love tap, and I didn’t even hiss.  “Harder,” I told him, wanting the pain, the impact.  He hit my other breast, right over the piercing and that stung.  “Better,” I commented, egging him on.  And that was all that was needed.  His next few strokes set my breasts swinging and in seconds my feet stopped hurting.  This was replaced by a violent heat in both breasts. I groaned and then cried out as it felt as if my nipples were about to split.  The sap landed again and again and then finally I couldn’t take it.  My hands covered my breasts, the sap landing harshly against my knuckles, and the trucker growled something that I ignored.
 
                 He dropped the sap, grabbed my arms, and twisted me around.  I felt myself pushed back, my wrists caught beneath me and he held me down with his body as he snatched up the sap.  The finally blows came fast and hard and by the time it was done all I saw or felt was a red heat and my chest hurt way more than my sore feet.  I gasped, arms clenched to my chest.  Not even the RVP was dulling the sharp edge of THAT beating.
 
                 He unbuttoned his jeans and a moment later his thick hard cock was exposed.  I squirmed downward, opening my mouth and he jammed it in, thrusting it wildly as he grabbed the back of my head.  I gagged a little, but did my best.  My hand dug at the duster pocket next to me and I extracted a condom.  I held it up and he grunted, letting me go.  Then I surprised him by tearing it open and putting it in my mouth.
 
                 I mastered the art of oral condom application in college and it has served me well to this day.  It’s not exactly something I list on my resume of skills, but you’d be surprised at how appreciative men are when you blowjob protection on to them.  They’re astonished, surprised, and very happy.  It also gives you a measure of control. It tells them when the blowjob is done, and coitus is to begin.
 
                 With protection in place, I rolled over and presented my rear.  I braced myself, tightening in apprehension. I’m not a fan of anal sex and I’m sure I winced before he even touched me.  The RVP continued to swirl inside me.
 
                 The tip of his cock hit my ass and then slid down and I could feel him trying to find my bottom.  His thrusts were uncontrolled, rather sloppy actually, and then I felt his cock trying to slip into my pussy.  I shifted again, trying to get him where he needed to go, but with only twenty seconds of trying, he got frustrated.  The Velcro straps were ripped off and I felt the sudden cessation of the stimulation as the Rotating Venus Penis was literally ripped out of me and cast aside.  It fell into the pile of his clothes and kept churning.
 
                 “Wait!  That’s not where…” I stammered, still too surprised.  Not that it did any good.  His cock slid into my sodden swamp like a canoe in a bayou.  He groaned as he speared me, thrusting through my wetness with desperate need.
 
                 I barely felt it.  Without the direct stimulation to my clit, the intensity of what was going on down there was negligible. I was too wet to really feel his strokes behind pressure and gentle movement.  He pressed into me and I started to relax.  How long could he entertain himself like that?
 
                 Not long.  He came in just a minute or two and he grunted as he unloaded a full tablespoon’s worth of cum into the condom.  He collapsed on top of me, his mouth nuzzling my shoulder, his cock still hard inside me.  I waited for him to soften and when we disconnected I rolled over slightly and gave him a stern look.
 
                 “You were supposed to fuck my ass,” I said with some consternation.
 
                 He shrugged.  “Sorry,”
 
                 “No you’re not,” I replied.  His hand found my bright red and still hot breast and he bent down to suckle a nipple.  I let him, groaning lightly.  
 
                 “No, I’m not,” he said around my bosom.  His hand found my hip, then my ass and he squeezed it again.
 
                 “So you’re really a pain slut?” he asked, pulling away to look at my eyes.
 
                 “Yes sir,” I replied, still settling down.
 
                 “Then shouldn’t I still have to pay for screwing your cunt?”
 
                 My eyes widened.  A flicker of terror, of shame, of hot wet desperation flashed through me.  He pulled back a bit, a grin on his face and he picked up the sap.
 
                 I rolled onto my back, staring up at the cabin ceiling.  It was an off white and I lifted my arms above my head.  My breasts flattened slightly, but it was the movement of my thighs that made the difference.  I spread them, exposing the pink slit, still coated in my own juices.
 
                 “How many again?” he asked, holding the sap six inches away from my clit.
 
                 I looked at him.  “Seventy five.”
 
                 “And that handles the payment?”
 
                 I nodded.
 
                 “And what if I want to fuck your cunt again?” he asked.
 
                 I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  It’s what I am.  So the response was a given, wasn’t it?
 
                 “Then you’ll have to pay for it, sir.  Seventy five strokes.”
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 The engine was already purring when I opened the tractor trailer door.  Climbing down was a challenge, and not because my coat was in the way.  It was a challenge because the RVP was back inside me, spinning and rumbling away at full power.  Every part of me was sore, but oddly my muscles were incredibly loose.  I felt as if I’d been stretched and pulled in every direction, leaving me a shapeless jelly.  Except for the pain between my legs, most of the agonies I had endured earlier had faded into throbbing aches.  The soles of my feet hurt, making it tough to endure the shoes, and my breasts felt heavy and there were bruises forming already.  There were other aches too.  My ass felt stretched and pounded, which is pretty normal after I’ve been screwed there.  Plus there were the general aches and pains of just being me.
 
                 The worst part was my clit though.  Seventy five strokes delivered harshly and directly to it had resulted in a swelling and soreness that did not react well to the stimulation of the RVP.  It hurt.  And that hurt was mixing with the sexual stimulation of a plastic cock, once more spinning inside me.  Would you believe that despite five orgasms in the space of two hours, I was clearly heading for another one?  
 
                 My duster flapped open, exposing my breasts and I finally hopped down.  I stepped back against the second semi-truck, giving lots of room to the one I had just climbed down from, and watched as John, the trucker I had just fucked silly, waved at me.  The truck moved and I watched in silence as he pulled away, once more on his way to Nevada for a delivery.  Hopefully, he’d have some decent memories of Texas.
 
                 I crossed my arms across my chest for a moment as I took a few deep breaths.  It had been a hard assignment, or should I say punishment?  Oh, who am I kidding?  What’s the difference?  I shook my head and sighed.  Oh well, onward.  Right?
 
                 A sound above my head startled me and I jerked my head back and glanced up.  The semi-truck tractor I was leaning against had the door open and I was surprised to see the second trucker, the one who had videotaped me, looking down.
 
                 “Glad I waited around, sweetheart. I didn’t think you belonged to John,” he said, smiling.  His eyes glanced down at me, studying the bits and pieces that weren’t concealed by my arms or the duster.  “Just out of curiosity, what’s the cost?”
 
                 My eyes narrowed.  “Do you want to fuck me in the ass, or the pussy?”
 
                 He blinked.  “Um… pussy I guess.”
 
                 I smiled.  “Seventy five.”
 
                 He blinked.  “That’s it?” he asked.  “Damn.  Well get up here!”
 
                 I reached into my duster pocket, just to make sure my sap was still there.
 
                 And then I climbed.
 
    
 
   Breanne, 
 
    
 
   Your attire for this punishment assignment will be simple.  You will be naked under your duster while wearing high heels and rubber bands on your feet.  That’s it.  No bra.  No panties. Nothing but your duster.  Your toy for the day should be the Rotating Venus Penis.  You may not secure or fasten your duster in any way other than holding it closed with your hands. You will go to a public place visible to people and proceed to snap your feet 50 times each, alternating with every snap. You may do these in two sets of 25 to each foot if you wish and while you are beating your feet you will turn the RVP’s vibration and rotation functions to maximum. Once done with the snaps to your feet, find a stranger (preferably one who watched your self torture) who would be willing to sap your breasts in exchange for an ass fuck.  If you would prefer to change the location of your intercourse to your pussy, you may do so, but only at the cost of an additional 75 sap strokes delivered directly to your clit. Enjoy! – Master Dan
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: nhps_rule6]NHPS Rule #6
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
   About A Week Ago
 
    
 
   I’m sitting here in front of the computer and I’m scared stiff.  I’m not at home right now. I’m at Mike the Hardware Guy’s place.  He’s in the kitchen right now, making me a drink of water and letting the anticipation get to me.  I admit that I wasn’t really prepared for what he would come up with, and the diabolical nature of it frightens me.  It doesn’t look like much, at least not that you’d really notice.  It’s all wrapped up nice and neat in a vinyl covered seat cushion.  Except for the odd bump at the front and the two very exposed little metal nodules, you’d think it was a normal seat cushion.
 
   Sitting on it, like I am now, doesn’t hurt.  But that’s because it isn’t on.  Mike said he wanted to give me some time to ruminate, to place my thoughts on paper, or the computer as the case may be, before we turn it on.  He showed me how it worked though, even gave me a brief demonstration.  It is battery operated of course, but the amount of electricity that flows through it is still pretty scary.  He turned it on, holding the cushion in his hands, and told me to lay my finger across the two metal bumps.
 
   I was expecting the shock, but I jerked my hand away.  It hurt.  Not terribly, but enough to make you not want to touch the damn thing again.  I’m still trying to wrap my brain around the fact that I’m sitting here naked, with my clitoris pressed up against those two metal barbs.  Even with the cushion “off”, I’m still sweating.  
 
   Mike explained that it was nothing more than a discipline collar meant for a dog. Dog owners actually zap their dogs with this? My God!  What is wrong with you people?  He described in quite loving detail how he changed the input on the zapper so that rather than having it go off when I crossed some invisible line on the lawn, it would go off if I shifted my weight, specifically if I tightened my buttocks and thrust my hips forward, as if I were fucking something.  That just seems wrong.
 
   He’s back now.  With my water.  He says it’s time to turn it on.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I’m not sure I can do this.  I don’t dare move.  It’s affecting my typing too.  More typos of course, but I’m distracted to the point of    *SHIT* DAMN!  Owww!  Oh God.  It’s terrible!  When I shift my hips, it activates the zapper and I feel the shock right on my clit.  It’s painful, like a sharp pinch.  But that’s not the worst thing!  My body responds by jerking back, and then I jerk forward again, activating the damn thing a second time!  Then a third!  Until I consciously think “STOP YOU CRAZY BITCH!”  My lip is trembling and Mike is sitting on the bed, grinning like a Cheshire Cat, enjoying every second of this.
 
   Ugghhh… Sorry.  Had to deal with another round.  The pain hasn’t lessened at all, but I think I can deal with it.  The big thing is to remember not to thrust.  What really scares me now is the thought of having the vibroballs in me while sitting on this.  What if they were on high?  What if I were extremely sexually excited?  What if I WANTED to thrust?  If…              
 
   FUCK!  DAMN THIS FUCKING THING!  GOD THAT FUCKING HURTS!  Please?  Please can I get off it?  Mike says no. To keep typing.  To think beyond the pain.  I’m not sure I can.  It’s this sharp pin going through my clit and…
 
   AAAHHHHH. OWwww… Owww… please no! Not …. Owwwwwwwwww.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mike says that maybe he needs to reduce the charge.  I’m not sure how he’s going to do that.  He said something about a resistor, but I’m not sure what that means.  I’m hardly going to resist.  But my clit feels like I’ve fried it.  He’s getting out the second cushion, the other one he made.  I’m not feeling confident at this point.  Oh look.  It’s a prism.  At least I know how this will feel.
 
    
 
   *** 
 
    
 
   I was wrong.  It is very different from the one that Kari gave me in college.  This one is more curved and is more like a saddle than a straight edge.  It bites into my clit as well as my ass and it has these rough, tooth-like bumps on it.  Very uncomfortable.  Mike made me spread my legs to the sides of the chair as well, so that all my weight would be on the wood, and he used my ankle cuffs and some chains to make sure that I wouldn’t be helping myself off any time soon.
 
   I’m already rocking on it and I’m just thankful that it isn’t combined with the shocker cushion.  I can’t keep my hips still.  Every thrust forward pinches my clit against the wood and I feel a sharp pain on my perineum.  To be honest, I’m a little disappointed. I almost wish that Mike had carved wooden probes so that I’d get one in the ass, and one inside my pussy. 
 
   Mike wants me to explain what is going on, how these two devices are going to help me satisfy everyone.  It’s all about NHPS Rule #6, the new rule, the rule that states that if a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut is doing something sexual at her computer (including answering email and web surfing) she must be hurting.  There were many good suggestions and some frightening ones as well.  A number of my doms and dommes discussed it with me and Kari finally decided that instead of establishing one particular torment, I needed a roundtable of them.
 
   I personally wanted to go for a day chart. On Monday this happens, on Tuesday this happens.  But Kari snorted and shook her head. “You just won’t get on the computer those days you don’t like the punishment.  Or you’ll only be on a short time.”  So instead she made a chart.  This next.  Then this.  Oh, and I have to be on the computer for no less than thirty minutes, just to make sure that the pain has a chance to really start.  It’s like she wants me to…
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sorry.  Would you believe I had an orgasm from this thing?  What the hell is wrong with me?  My groin hurts like you wouldn’t believe and I think I’m going to end up with bruises between my legs and I’m cumming!  I’m so messed up!  I think it’s the back and forth thrusts.  The orgasm was mostly clitoral.  Mike is laughing at me. He thinks it’s funny that I cum from being hurt.  Oops.  He says that I’m wrong.  He’s laughing at me because I’m saying that I’m messed up.  He thinks I’m wrong. He thinks that my cumming from having my clit pinched against the wood of the saddle is the way things should be. 
 
   Where was I?  Oh yes. Kari.  Kari’s list of torments is the kind of thing that would strike fear into the hearts of most people.  Hell. It scares ME!  Here is what she proposes:
 
    
 
   1.                    Mike’s Shock Cushion
 
   2.                   The jumbo alligator clamp with one pound weight, attached to my clit.
 
   3.                   The largest butt plug I own – lubricated with Stinging O.
 
   4.                   Mike’s Wooden Saddle
 
   5.                   Clover clamps on nipples, weighted with one pound weights (for a total of two pounds, but slung back over my shoulders.  Add two clothespins, tied with string, stretching from my clit to my tongue. (She liked that idea.)
 
   6.                   The rubber tack insert, inside my panties, so that the tacks dig into my sex.
 
   7.                   Remove the toy of the day and put in the Core Driller Dildo. No cumming.
 
    
 
   So that’s what she has in mind.  What do you think?  Mike says that he’ll make a different saddle for me, one with tacks on it, to replace the tack insert. He says he thinks the little rubber insert won’t hurt enough.  Thanks Mike.  I mean that from the bottom of my heart.
 
   Mike says we need to try out every one of these, to make sure I can handle it.  You should see my eyes widen in alarm.  Right now?  Seriously?  He’s nodding.  Hold on. I have to get up off the saddle.  He’s unlocking my ankles right now.  
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   That’s much better.  It’s nice to be sitting on just the regular chair now.  Mike’s put the cushion on the bed.  Everything else is laid out.  Oh shit.  He’s bringing over the clover clamps.  These are new.  His.  I get to keep them though.  Just what I need.  A second set of clover clamps, except these aren’t connected.  They’re separate, but each with a long chain.  And a one pound weight.  Ouch.  Left nipple.  Hsssss… Right.  Wow.  That… aches.  Very different having my breasts pulled upward and back slightly.  Looks funny actually.  The pain isn’t bad though.  Uh oh…. Clothespin time.  Got to stick out my tongue.
 
   Well this is awkward.  I won’t be getting much typing done like this.  I have to hunch my head down a bit.  The string is about twenty inches long, which is three inches too short.  Every move of my head is tugging on the clothespin attached to my clit and frankly, this is the most distracting thing I’ve ever endured.  I almost wish I were sitting on the shocker again.  I feel taut, pulled in opposite directions and yes, it hurts.  Not badly. Not enough to scream and thrash, but I’m in some serious discomfort.  Mike has added another two pounds of weight behind my back and my breasts are now really aching.  
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Time to move on I suppose.  I’m sitting on the rubber tack insert now and frankly, this is nothing.  Perhaps with the vibroballs I’d be jerking around.  Mike says that his “tack saddle” will fix this problem.  That scares me.  Hold on. Mike says to get off. Guess we aren’t going to spend a lot of time on this one.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sigh… I almost want to say “sweet bliss”, except sitting with the Core Driller stuffed up inside me is never sweet bliss.  Sure, it doesn’t hurt, at least not at first, but after thirty minutes of having twelve inches of thick hard rubber rammed up inside you, pressing against your cervix, bruising your insides, it gets to you.  Mike has been dripping hot wax on my breasts while we wait for the Core Driller to go from “feeling stuffed” to “full ache” to “please can I get off this damn thing!”  That and a blowjob.  Evidently, Mike likes it when my breasts are coated in blue wax, I’m stuffed to brim, and bobbing up and down on his cock with my mouth.  But hey, who wouldn’t right?
 
   To be honest, I’m close now.  The Core Driller is aching inside me and if it wasn’t for the prohibition against bouncing and cumming, I’d be doing just that.  The thing is, I’m not sure I want to stop, even though it’s starting to hurt.  In fact, knowing what is next, I definitely don’t want to stop.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Evidently NOT stopping isn’t an option.  Wait, is that a double negative?  Oh, who car…..
 
   FUCK DAMN THAT FUCKING HURTS!
 
   Sorry.  I got zapped again.  I’m trying SO HARD not to thrust forward, but it’s practically impossible.  The tiniest twitch of my hips makes the damn thing activate and the two little metal probes are touching my clitoral hood and my actual clit.  Or close enough to it that it feels like someone touching me with a hot iron right there.  Worse, if I pull back, eventually I have to go back forward, which just activates the bloody shock again and then…
 
   OWWWWWWWW…
 
   Tryiing to get my breath back.  Mike wants to know if I’d like little electrical clamps for my nipples too.  Fuck off.  Fuck no.  There is no way I want…
 
   Owww….
 
   This is just so not right.  God it hurts.  Please can I get off now Mike?  Please?  Please? Please…
 
   Argggghhhhhh…
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I’m sitting at the edge of my chair and my clit is swollen and a bit red.  Mike assures me that this is not from being shocked, but from my body’s own responses to stimulation.  I’m notso sure. I think cooking my clit repeatedly has done something to it.  It’s tender.  It’s sore.  And I’m thinking about refusing this next punishment, this next torture.  Mike is glaring at me.  Not an option?  Why the hell not?  Medical reasons?  I shouldn’t be tortured after being fried?
 
   Mike has an offer. He’s going to use his tongue on me first.  If I don’t ripen, don’t cum, then we’re done.  No more torment.  But if I do cum, then the jumbo alligator clamp and the weight go on my clit – no objections.  I’m scared to agree, but I know that if I don’t agree, he’ll just override me anyway.  I’m not allowed to say no unless something is past my limits.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Oh God… it feels good.  His tongue… it’s ooh yes.  Please. Don’t stop.  Oh yes, Mike. More!  More!  Right there! Ohh.  Oh yes.  Like that!  Please!  I can’t!  Oh!  I can’t!  GOD YES!  THERE!  OHHHHH.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It’s hard to type.  The excruciating agony of the jumbo alligator clamp biting down on my clit is tough to bear and I think I’ve rewritten this sentence about four times.  I think I’ll call it the typo effect.  Here.   I’ll just write the next sentence the way it comes out and you can wonder.  Lett me desicbre the way theis feelss.  It’’s like someone pinching you, really hardd except while using a pari of pliers that have teeth.  The weight is brurtal and hurts so much that t you just want tos rscream.  
 
   I’m not going to cum this way.  There’s just no way to cum like this.  I’m thinking though that I’m glad Mike’s Saddle curves up to my clit. Otherwise I’d be rocking back and forth and this damn alligator would be chewing on my clit like this, with the weight swinging back and forth and I’d be in a lot more agony than I am now.
 
   I think we’re almost done though. Mike has got out that conical butt plug and is lubricating it with Stinging O.  Wait a moment. How the hell am I supposed to SIT on something eleven inches tall?  
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Simple. I don’t get to sit. I get to squat.  My thighs are trembling already and I’m not sure how long I can stand this.  I’m what… two minutes in… and already I’m thinking I’m about to perforate my bowels.  This isn’t going to work.  I’ve got six inches inside me already and the burning from the Stinging O is awful.  Medical.  Medical!  No way.  Six inch butt plug.. fine. Not eleven inches.  You don’t want me in the hospital!
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Sorry about that.  I’m back on the wooden saddle, rocking gently back and forth.  Well, gently is probably not the right word.  I’m soaked.  My ass is still fairly oiled, and I’m literally gliding along those bumps along the edge of this mini wooden pony I’m riding.  My legs are spread to the sides of the chair again, ankles locked and feet pulled up off the ground.  Every thrust forward smashes my sore tender clit against a nub of the wood and I’m feeling the steady climb toward orgasm. I’m not sure why.  I’ve suffered so much over the last two hours.  How on earth can I cum like this?
 
   Mike is threatening me.  He says that if I want to cum, I have to endure a punishment. I’m snarky back to him.  Insolent even. “What the hell do you think I’ve been doing?” I demand.  “Do you want to cum?” he asks.  I shake my head.  No. I don’t want to cum.  But that’s not the problem.  I’m going to cum whether I want to or not.  He knows that.  He knows that I’m riding the stupid saddle, pinching my clit and enduring the pain between my legs.  It’s turning me on and I can’t help it.  
 
   He’s attaching the clover clamps back on my nipples.  Ow… oh God yes.  Extra weight too… two pounds? Oh God.  The pain is shooting through my breasts.  Oh….
 
   Oh God! No! NOT THE ALLIGATOR CLAMP!
 
   I c-c-can’t! No.. Pelase it hruts too much!  IT’;s more than I ccna take.  PleasE?!  TTAKE it off! Pleasee! Noo.   It hurts.s  And…  ittt stoo much.  Too… much.. .I ccGod.  FUCKK I’m noo.. I ca’t I’m shitt…   I’m cumminggggggggggggg.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Mike is lying on the bed, nude, eyes closed and satisfied.  After I exploded he removed the jumbo alligator clamp from my clit, the clover clamps and weights from my breasts, and then unlocked my feet. He lifted me up and carried me to his bed.  He kissed my tears away, spread me open, and then climbed above me.  His shaft slid delicately and painfully into my sex, blissfully parting me as he thrust gently through me.  I was too far gone, my brain overloaded with oxytocin, adrenaline, dopamine and God only knows what else.  I just lay there, letting him use me, take me, screw me.  
 
   He fell asleep when he was done, rolling over to the side, one hand on my breast.  I slept awhile too, dozing, but then I awoke and knew I needed to finish this, to explain, to hope for the best.  So I climbed out of bed, went over to the chair, and sat down.  The wooden saddle is sawing through me right now with every thrust of my hips and I’m very, very uncomfortable.  There is a bit of pain too, right on my perineum, and at my clit.  But there’s something else, something besides the distinct touch of sharpness.  There’s a need, an urge, something so indescribable that I’m not sure I can articulate it.  Well, perhaps I can.  At least, I can explain where this is going.  It’s Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #6.  I’m following it right now.  And you know what?
 
   I’m about to cum.
 
   Oh… God… YESSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: the_ride]The Ride
 
    
 
   10/10/2012
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath.  Despite a cold front that slithered through a week before, the late Texas Summer Heat was still flowing over the fields of my farm.  It was in the upper eighties and still threatened to hit ninety unless a few more clouds appeared which was doubtful considering it was a bright weekday afternoon.  But I didn’t mind in the least.  The scent of ryegrass and hay, of freshly turned earth, filled my nose and the sounds of cicadas rang out, a chorus that still had weeks before silencing in hibernation.
 
                 I was plodding along peacefully, gazing around from high atop my horse, Star.  She’s a mare and has been mine a long time and to be honest, is getting on in years.  She’s a quarter horse, dappled brown and white, but with an odd shaped, five pointed blotch on her forehead that I thought, as a little girl, looked like a falling star streaking earthward.  
 
                 We were just taking a tour of the north fields, far enough away from the house to be out of sight and out enough in the boonies that unless a neighbor was also out for a ride, or a spy satellite was orbiting overhead, there was little chance that I would be observed.  Which is good, because I slithered down from Star’s back and let her munch on some green thing sticking up from the dirt.
 
                 I dropped my canvas bag to the ground behind me and began at my neck.  The button up shirt was a staple in my closet, and I liked wearing them around the house and farm.  It was blue, which is one of my favorite colors, and looked like the sky above me.  It was short sleeved and my arms darkened in a farmer’s tan from the shoulder down to my wrist.  The buttons slipped loose one by one, exposing a tee shirt underneath, a solid white cotton that conformed to the soft curves of my breasts.
 
                 I put the button up shirt aside, folding it gently before laying it down upon my canvas bag.  Next came my tee shirt, and I relished pulling it up over my head, the long strands of my auburn hair folding and then falling free as I tugged the tee-shirt off.  The breeze was delicious against my bare skin and it didn’t take me long to reach behind my back to unclasp the bra that was cupping my breasts.  A moment later it too fell free and I took a deep, unfettered breath.  My nipples hardened instantly, just as they usually do when first exposed, and I felt the gentle pressure of the nipple piercing at the tip of my right breast and the light tap of the charm sized padlock that dangled downward from it.
 
                 Sunlight streamed across my skin and my hands moved to the buckle of my belt.  It wasn’t a typical, massive, steel, cowboy belt buckle, but something more feminine, more subtle, but just as beautiful.  It came free and I felt my jeans lose that tension.  The button beneath slipped through my fingers and then I began wiggling my hips, working the tight, protective denim downward.  I fought for balance when the jeans got to my knees, and I grimaced in self-depreciation as I mentally cursed myself for failing to remember my boots first.  I tugged my jeans back up mid-thigh, my bright yellow panties matching the brilliance of the sun as I swung my rump back and forth, shaking my feet one at a time and tugging my leather cowboy boots down and off.
 
                 Gingerly, since God only knows what might have been on the ground, I put a stocking clad toe downward and then began the process of removing my jeans again.  Without my boots in the way, it wasn’t hard and I stepped onto the denim with something akin to a smile.  I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.  Standing there, in the glory of nature itself, in just my panties, wearing nothing else, was pretty awesome.  I wasn’t embarrassed either.  No one was around to see me.  No one was there to hurt me, or humiliate me.  At least, not yet.  
 
                 I slipped my thumb into my panties, along the waistband, and I pushed them down.  They were slightly damp with both perspiration and something more, something muskier and I knew that just the knowledge of what I was going to do in the middle of this field was enough to get me aroused.  Of course, the ben wa balls that were rolling lightly inside me might have been responsible too.  I stepped out of the panties, leaving them fallen and rolled on my jeans.  My thumb grazed my clit and I moaned loudly.  Star snorted, shaking her mane and looking up at me for just a moment.  Naked Breanne is not all that unusual for my horse, so after a second or two of horsey contemplation, she put her head back down to continue her snack.
 
                 I snagged the small piece of string that protruded out from between the petals of my sex, tugging the first of the two small golf-ball sized spheres from out of my depths.  Another groan came unwillingly to my lips, since my sex clearly didn’t want to surrender the tiny sex toys.  But I am woman.  I am strong.  I am powerful, and two little plastic, bell filled balls will never get the best of me.  They popped out in a one-two punch and then were dangling from my hand as my sex clenched tightly on nothingness, protesting and squeezing and generally feeling quite disgusted with the whole situation.  
 
                 I looked down in my best “Princess Bride” voice, said “I thinks doth protests too much.”  It was cheesy, I know.  But I knew what was coming, even if the small pink nether mouth didn’t.  I lifted the ben wa balls upward and gingerly stuck out my tongue.   The taste was familiar – my own sexual need, and I cleaned them delicately until not a trace of my own arousal was left.  Then they too joined my shirts in the canvas bag.  While I was down there, digging through the canvas, I realized that I might as well grab what was needed next.
 
                 There were actually two items, yet they were combined in such a way that a single movement pulled them both free of the depths of my bag.  The first item you are no doubt familiar with.  Looking like a dark rocket ship, my Core Driller dildo is one of those rubber monstrosities that is twelve inches long and widens to an astonishing three and a half inches wide.  It has multiple stages, each with tiny bumps, and feels… well… there really isn’t anything it feels like.  It just is.  If you are familiar with dildos, then imagine one so thick and so long that when it’s completely inside you, it hurts.  It presses painfully up against your cervix if you’re sitting wrong.  It’s the kind of dildo that boys with small dicks wish they looked like.  Hell, I’ve known some STALLIONS who would have been jealous of my Core Driller dildo.
 
                 I mean in size!  They’re jealous of the size!  Not where the stupid dildo GOES!  No. I’ve never fucked a horse.  Never will.  Get THAT thought out of your head.  Sheesh.
 
                 But today, there was something else attached to my Core Driller dildo, something that I was certainly not comfortable with, and only had because I’d been ordered to bring it, to use it, to endure it.  It was oddly shaped, and made of the same flexible, black rubber that my tack mat and bra tack inserts had been made of.  It was shaped like an arrow.  Not a real arrow, like what the Native Americans used to shoot at the US Calvary or colonial settlers.  No, it looked more like one of the arrows you might find pointing to a restroom, or along a corridor.  The head was thicker, more blocky, but in an odd way, certainly not less sharp.  That was due to the fact that the triangle head pieces of the thick arrow shaped rubber, as well as the shaft, were pierced by about thirty silver headed tacks.
 
                 Each tack was just long enough to completely pierce the rubber, leaving a tiny pin prick sliver on the opposite side.  I could stomp on it with my foot as hard as I could and probably only get one or two punctures.  Done lightly, none of the millimeter length points would break skin.  But it wasn’t about that, was it?  The shaft of the arrow shape was odd as well.  Behind the triangle shaped point, the shaft was four inches wide, all the way down to a massive hole cut directly into the rubber.  This hole was exactly three and a half inches wide, perfect for the base of my Core Driller dildo.  Then, the rest of the arrow shaft narrowed until it was only wide enough for two tacks side by side.  
 
                 The Core Driller was already fitted into this new torture device and I spread my legs lewdly as I began rubbing the tip of the dildo back and forth across my slit, making sure that my clit received some direct attention.  Already in a state, I worked myself into a froth, my sex ripening even more from the direct stimulation.  Finally I began slipping the tip inward, pulling it upward, letting the thick rubber penetrate with increasingly heavy thrusts.  Moment by moment, the tapered head of the dildo deepened inside me until I was gasping in delight, one hand working my clit while the other helped move the dildo higher into my depths.
 
                 With most of the dildo in, but with the tacks still an inch or two away from the soft petals of my sex, I bent over in a ridiculous position, pulling up the canvas bag and quickly draping the handles over the horn of Star’s saddle.  She didn’t care.  Then, in what must have been the most awkward mount ever, I put my stocking clad foot in the stirrup, grabbed hold of Star’s saddle with my right hand, while the left remained between my legs, and swung up and onto my horse’s back.
 
                 Despite my attempt to stay standing in the saddle, it didn’t really work out.  I’m just not tall enough.  The rubber attachment hit the padded leather beneath me and as I straddled my horse’s saddle, the Core Driller moved a little deeper while I felt a sharp scratch against my thigh.  Wincing, I reached down and repositioned the rubber attachment.  Then, satisfied that everything was in place, I slowly let myself down.
 
                 The first thing my body noticed was the additional two inches of thick rubber cock that speared upward into me.  I gasped and rolled my hips, trying to settle it.  But that was a mistake.  As I rolled, my weight pressed forward, driving the folds and wefts of my sex, the soft pink wet petals of my flower, directly downward onto the pinprick points of the attachment.  The triangular shape made sure that the spread labia, stretched wide by the Core Driller dildo, were subjected to just as much torment as the rest of my folds and the pointed top curled up to actually prick my clitoris.  It was diabolical. Evil even.
 
                 My body reacted with expected distress and I rolled backward, away from the sharp pin pricks that scored my clit and sex.  Of course, all that did was drive a similar sensation along my perineum and then against the crack of my ass, literally driving the tiny steel thorns into the sensitive flesh around my bottom.  I rocked back forward and… well… you get the picture, right?
 
                 It took maybe two or three minutes to adjust, finally settling in my saddle with a shudder of both misery and sexual appetite.  My sex was tingling with the mild discomfort of the pins and with a hard swallow I picked up the reigns and thumped my heels into Star’s sides.
 
                 We started off at a walk.  It was excruciating.  I’ve ridden before while stuffed with the Core Driller and the cadence of a horse’s walk drives the solid rubber in these short thrusts that are brutal, deep, and compelling.  It’s hard not to cum.  But now, the rolling of my hips, the steady back and forth thrusting of my loins due to the horses plodding walk, it all drove my already smarting flesh against the makeshift meat tenderizer I had between my legs.  It drove me crazy.  I turned Star south and made my way along the border of our property, heading toward the farm to market road that spanned the southern fence.
 
                 I was only halfway there when I felt the oncoming orgasm build between my legs.  I began breathing hard, my breasts rising and falling in heavy gasps as my fingers tightened on the reigns and my thighs seemed to squeeze the saddle beneath me.  Star paid me no mind until I finally cried out.  She nickered a little, but then as the swelling blossom of pain and pleasure popped within me, drenching the saddle, the rubber pin filled attachment, and my thighs, I whimpered out my release.  It was an absolutely amazing explosion and I relished it.
 
                 When I finally came down from my forced but all natural high, I dug my hand into the canvas bag.  It took me a moment to find them, but eventually I extracted the two vibrating clamps and I gingerly but happily squeezed the delicate jaws open and set them on my breasts.  A tiny flick of my thumb set both to rumbling and with a new stimulation affecting me, my nipples now enduring the steady thrum of the motors, I picked up the reigns again, gave them a flick and kicked Star into a trot.
 
                 I realized quite quickly that the intensity of the sensation between my legs increased not by half, but by an order of magnitude that far outpaced what I was expecting.  Now there wasn’t so much back and forth rolling that accompanied the typical walk of a horse, but a sharp steady up and down bouncing that both felt more wonderful due to the dildo, and more horrible, thanks to the pin filled landing after each jounce.  Forget the vibrating clamps on my breasts.  My entire world was filled with what felt like jackhammer fucking between my legs.  As Star picked up speed I was literally thrown a few inches up in the air, only to slam back down with ungainly grace.
 
                 Of course, the vibrating clamps bounced too and as we proceeded south toward the road the sexual tension within me increased with every few feet.  I think I managed five or six minutes before the second orgasm shattered me and I yanked back on the reigns, dragging Star to a halt as my sex clenched around the massively thick rubber cock inside me and my petals smarted from the pin-prick scoring they had received.  I could feel the juices of my release literally pouring down my legs and as I shuddered and gasped and moaned and rocked my hips and generally looked like a squirming worm pierced on a hook.  
 
                 Finally though I managed enough presence of mind to reach up and turn off the vibrating clamps.  I removed them, my loins still jerking lightly against the Core Driller and the tack attachment.  My muscles still tightened and released around the giant rubber intruder as I put the vibrating clamps away and drew out the clover clamps.  Clover clamps are ingenious little devices that don’t respond well to being tugged on.  They tighten.  Mine are even more diabolical since someone took a file and literally scored the pinchers with heavy lines so they were more like a pair of pliers.  Connected with a chain, I lifted them up and expertly clipped them to the already swollen points on my chest.  It felt… good actually.  It was a direct contrast to the pain and need between my legs and the pinching of my nipples distracted me somewhat from the pincushion I was sitting on, not to mention the fence post I was impaled with.
 
                 The weights however, were not so pleasant.  Two one pound weights, shaped like lemons, came out of my bag next and I hung them on the chain, one below each clamp.  As expected, the metal mouths chewing on my nipples tightened proportionally, tugging my breasts and nipples downward.  I groaned again, closing my eyes.  But I was ready too, and so with a desperate cry of anguish, I kicked Star moving again, slapped the reigns against her neck to indicate more speed, and said “Haah!”
 
                 We went from a walk, to a trot, to a cantor in less than a second and then all hell broke loose.  I felt as if I’d been strapped down on one of those fucking machines you see online, pounded into sexual oblivion, all while having someone press a vampire glove against my sex.  The pointed pinches all over my labia stung like hell and the mixture of my perspiration and juices were causing some stinging.  Of course, there was also the savage copulation between the giant rubber cock and my innards, which hammered through me like a blacksmith’s ringing sledge.  The weights on my breasts bounced wildly and had I been wearing any other set of clamps, even the alligator clamps, I am positive those weights would have fallen to the ground, probably breaking a kneecap in the process.  Instead the clover clamps tightened ruthlessly on my nipples and the sharp pain throbbed inward from the tips of my breasts.  I’m not sure how or when I exploded, but I remember that I was riding along the barbed wire fence of our southern border, naked as a jay, with the farm to market road only twenty feet away to my right.
 
                 I hunched over in the saddle.  Everything hurt.  Everything felt awesome.  I know.  Strange.  How can such two different sensations happen at the same time?  Simple. I’m fucked up.  I know it.  You know it.  Who the hells gets her jollies by inflicting this kind of pain on herself?  What the hell is wrong with me?  I exploded, orgasmed, came while violently bouncing up and down on a foot long rubber cock, my breasts jolted and clamped, all while sitting on a fucking pin cushion that was driving tiny sharp spikes through the soft and tender flesh of my sex.  How the hell can THAT be sane?
 
                 I was shaking of course.  You try enduring that kind of hormonal flood to the brain, the pain, the pleasure, the need, the desperation.  I had my arms wrapped around myself, holding the weights ostensibly so that they wouldn’t pull so hard on my breasts.  I sat there, wounded, exhausted, tried and torn.  My damaged brain tried to contemplate getting off, but another part of me, the masochistic part, refused to consider it.  After all, there was still one more thing to do.
 
                 Slowly I reached into the bag.  The second set of weights were just as heavy as the first and my breasts protested when, with shaking hands, I hung the second set just below the first.  My breasts looked odd, distended downward, as if pulled to the earth itself.  Pain throbbed across my bosom and with a half-sob I picked up the reigns again.  My hips rolled as I kicked Star into movement again.  The rolling walk set my sex on fire again, pinning my tenderized flesh against the tacks as the Core Driller slid through my bruised innards.  Then we began the trot.  Sharp up and down bouncing and my own pumping legs set the hefty rubber dildo banging through me.  My nipples burned, burdened with the two pounds of weight dangling from each.  I kicked Star again with my heels and she went faster, rolling into a cantor.  Now the up and down bouncing combined with the roll and my nether regions exploded with sensation.  The fence and road slipped by me and pain and pleasure built inside me until I was almost ready to burst.
 
                 I heard a noise and twisted my head.  To my horror, there was a truck pacing me, trundling along the road.  The driver was male, that much I could see and he was shouting and waving at me.  I gasped in horror, my stomach clenching just as much as my sex, and then everything happened at once.  My heels smacked into Star’s sides again and the cantor went to a gallop.  The pounding between my legs matched the pounding of my blood in my ears.  My body moved as one with the horse as the very nature of our running fucked my brains out.  My breasts swung wildly, weighted and hurting, but I ignored that even as I squatted over the saddle, the running mare’s movements ramming the Core Driller into me with every leg stretching leap.  
 
                 And he kept up with me.  It wasn’t until we hit the southwest corner of the property and I turned northward did he stop and get out of the truck.  In seconds I was away, riding north as hard and as fast as I could, naked, hurting, humiliated, and cumming.  And I galloped and galloped, letting Star’s run burn through me until finally I couldn’t stand it any longer.  I pulled back, dropping downward, impaling myself more painfully and fully than ever before.
 
                 I fell then, over to the side, my arms barely catching hold of Star’s neck to arrest my fall.  The Core Driller fell out of me, into the dust, the leather spiked attachment going with it.  My hands shook as one tried to free my breasts from the vicious bite of the clover clamps and the other held onto Star.  Blood coursed back into the crushed tips of my breasts as the first clamp, then the second came free.  I sobbed, falling to my knees, then to my side, curling up into a naked, tormented little ball.
 
                 I’m not sure how much time passed, but when I finally felt ready, I sat up.  Spreading my legs, I inspected the damage.  My sex looked ragged, bright red and swollen, but there wasn’t any blood, nothing but these pockmarked petals, with dark red blotches and penetrations.  My labia were sore beyond belief and it hurt to even touch them.  My breasts were still smarting, throbbing even, despite being freed from the clover clamps, but otherwise, I was in good shape.  But I felt bruised deep inside.
 
                 I rolled over and picked up the Core Driller dildo.  It was filthy.  Covered in dirt and grass, I wiped it off as best I could and then climbed to my feet.  I brought my bag down, got out my clothing and boots, and then tucked my dildo, the rubber tack attachment, and the clamps and weights away.  Then I got dressed.
 
                 I thought about riding back to the road, just to see if he was still there, but when I mounted Star it hurt too much.  Even the ride back to the barn was mildly horrific, the desperate ache between my legs, sending slivers of agony through me.  But as I dismounted back near the house and took off Star’s tack, I had one horrible realization.
 
                 I wanted.  No… I needed… another ride.
 
                 I sighed.  Not today.  Not like this.  Soon though.  Very soon.
 
                 And that’s what happened.  So now that this is written, I’ve got something I want to go do.
 
                 I’m going for a ride, and if you happen to be driving past the farm, along the southern fence, and you see a naked girl with long red hair, riding a horse, with her breasts clamped and weighted, mounted on a thick black rubber dildo, while sitting on a pincushion, wave or something.
 
                 Maybe I’ll stop.
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   “Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked me.
 
                 I grinned.  “Well, I’ve never done anything like it before.  Have you?” 
 
                 He gave me that look.  “Hardly.”
 
                 “Well then, what are you complaining for? I’d think you’d love the opportunity!” 
 
                 He stood there in his naked glory, his cock bobbing slightly up and down.  I patted the bed I was kneeling on, smiling hungrily.  Finally he sighed, shrugged, and climbed up with me on the mattress.
 
                 Our skin touched and it was electrifying.  I wasn’t wearing anything either and his fingers slid across my breasts, finding the gold padlock dangling from my right nipple.  He twisted it lightly, sending sparks of intense sensation up through me.  I was already aroused of course.  The triple vibroballs purring inside me, on their medium setting, was more than enough to make me wet, ready, and desperate.  But I knew that release was NOT in the works.
 
                 He lay down, his blond hair settling into the pillow.  Slowly I swung my legs up until my ankles were at his shoulders.  I lifted up, crawling over him until our bodies merged and then his cock poked me in the cheek.  I felt his tongue on my thigh and knew he was going to torment me, perhaps even allow me to orgasm.  I could only hope.  But that wasn’t my concern.  My concern was the thick member in front of me.  I opened my mouth and took him in.
 
                 He smelled like soap and I swirled my tongue around the tip with ever increasing speed.  I bobbed my head.  I stroked his balls.  I blew air down the sides of his shaft.  I sucked him.  Ever so gently, ever so perfectly, I worked him until I felt him stiffen.  I too was nearing orgasm, which was just as wonderful, his tongue stabbing at my clit.  But he beat me to it.  I felt the spasms against my throat and then his shaft jerked once, twice, and a hot stream of white cum shot into my mouth.  It was all I could do to get it down, swallowing.
 
                 And then, with his cock still in my mouth, we rolled to the side.  I felt his mouth move away from my clit and I suppressed the sob of demanding desire that rolled through me.  Instead I continued to suck, his softening shaft seeming to melt, to shrink in my mouth.
 
                 I had to grab his hip and move the pillow we had stuck down under the sheets.  It took me a moment to get comfortable.  And I still had his cock in my mouth.  It had softened to almost nothing, but I could tell that he was almost asleep.  That was why we had chosen to do this so late.  He usually fell asleep after sex.  
 
                 I lay there with his flaccid member between my cheeks.  I wasn’t sleepy.  That was the other half of the assignment.  Instead I was just shaking with desire.  The buzzing between my legs drove me mad and I couldn’t help myself.  Even with him asleep I began nuzzling him, stroking his balls again, bobbing my head and working his limp cock.  Would you believe that he hardened again?  I’m not sure how long it took, but he stiffened and once more I took him to the edge of the cliffs of orgasm and shoved his ass off into the abyss.  His second explosion wasn’t as powerful as the first.  I must have depleted his store of cum.  I still swallowed every drop and because neither his fingers nor mouth had touched me between the legs, I was still desperate and horny and wanting.
 
                 I tried to relax, his cock between my lips like a lollipop.  I tried not to suck on him, to let him rest.  But the point of this whole assignment was to keep his cock in my mouth until I fell asleep.  And with the vibroballs between my legs, buzzing like mad, sleep wasn’t coming any faster than I was!  
 
                 Have you ever tried NOT to suck on something?  Try it.  Go get a tootsie roll, or a lollipop, or even a cough drop.  Put it in your mouth and keep it there.  Don’t roll it around.  Just let it rest between your cheek and gums.  It’s worse with a cock.  It has to go deep, even when it’s soft.  You can’t just tuck it in a cheek like a chipmunk.  You’ve got to keep your jaws open, holding it gently.  And it was impossible not to roll my tongue across the tip.  It was impossible not to respond to the desperation I felt.  And so yes, I began sucking on him again.  Did it matter to me that he was snoring, his arms wrapped around my knees, his head only inches from my groin?  No.  All I knew was that I wanted to cum and had cock in my mouth.
 
                 Once I made the decision to deliberately suck him again, I didn’t do a half-assed job of it. I went to town.  It woke him of course.  Wouldn’t you wake up if a desperate girl was doing things to your cock that felt incredible?  We’d been in that position, side by side, with my mouth wrapped around his shaft for over two hours.  Do you blame me?
 
                 He came again, though it took quite awhile and I didn’t get much more than a few drops of cum.  But as I quivered against him, now swirling my tongue around his limp shaft, he did something I wasn’t expecting.  
 
                 He touched me.  
 
                 I whimpered, my knees spreading.  My tongue slid across the tip of his cock as I tried to urge him to continue.  His thumb found my clit and began gently rubbing it.  My hips shifted, popping upward and my entire body moved in sexual bliss.  He didn’t stiffen again, not even when I screamed out my orgasm around his limp flesh.  
 
                 And with languid bliss streaming through me I settled back down.  My head was propped in place with the pillow, my arm folded beneath me, the fingers stroking his testicles.  My other arm was wrapped around his hip, making sure he didn’t pull away.  I felt languid, relaxed, and that was despite the continuing buzz of the vibroballs inside my pussy.  He kept his hand between my legs, not rubbing, but just touching me.  I was in heaven.
 
                 But it was hard for me to fall asleep.  Yes I was tired.  Yes my jaw ached.  Yes I wanted to sleep.  Sure I had already exploded, momentarily released from torment.  But none of that mattered. I still had the vibroballs buzzing in me.  I still had cock in my mouth.  And so I sucked.  
 
                 After he came again, he pushed me away.  “I can’t sleep with you doing that, Bre.”  I nodded, working my jaw, relieved that it was over.  
 
                 “Guess this isn’t going to work,” I muttered.
 
                 “Hardly,” he groped through the sheets and found the vibroballs remote.  A moment later I groaned as the stillness filled me.  Sweet bliss.
 
                 “Now go to sleep, Breanne. I’m going to screw your brains out in the morning,” he said softly, wrapping his arms around me.
 
                 “Not if I suck on you first,” I replied.  
 
                 And we fell asleep.
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   Tolerance is a tough thing to define.  And I don’t mean the word itself because that’s easy.  We just have to open a dictionary.  No, I mean personal tolerance, the limits one can endure, the very power of resistance.  And yesterday I found out where mine was.  
 
                 As a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut (NHPS), I’m quite familiar with the concept of keeping a sex toy purring deep inside me.  It’s a favorite daily requirement.  Rule #1 is that all NHPS’s stay wet and ready by keeping either cock, or some other object stuffed in their sex.  I’ve had dildos, ben wa balls, vibrators, monster cocks, inflatables, and all sorts of things up there, on a daily, rotating basis. Just so I don’t get accustomed to them!
 
                 One of my personal favorites, the one I have a love/hate relationship with, is my vibroballs.  Three quail egg sized plastic vibrators, each on a wire leash leading to a control box, can generate all sorts of sensations.  You could tape one “bullet” to each nipple and leave one to nestle in my folds.  You could have one up my ass and two in my pussy. Or heck, you could just have me put all of them in that deep, warm love nest you like so much and watch me squirm.
 
                 Which is exactly where I was at that point.  Kari had mandated that I wear the triple vibroballs, all three of which needed to be inside me, up front, buzzing away.  To be honest, I’m so used to the vibroballs that on their lowest setting I don’t get more than a light buzz.  I get turned on; sort of tweak my sexual nature.  It’s easy to see.  My hips sway.  My feet cross at the ankles. I move with fluid grace. I look hungry for practically anyone I see.  That sort of thing.  I spent the first hour of the day like that, getting dressed, going outside, working on my chores, feeding critters.
 
                 Remember, I work on a farm?
 
                 But as the second hour rolled around, so did Kari’s second stipulation.  “On the second hour turn the vibroballs up to medium.”  I remember reaching down to my jeans pocket, plucking the remote out, and thumbing those tiny little bullets to a higher level.  My arousal meter went up a notch and I squeezed my thighs together.  Now I was on a clock.  Not to the third hour, where I would have to turn the vibroballs up to their highest level, but a countdown until I exploded.  I can tolerate the lowest setting almost all day and just stay incredibly wet and incredibly horny, but not orgasm.  Set at medium?  No way.  That train is coming and nothing will stop it.
 
                 I think I made it forty minutes or so. I forget.  But I was just finishing up outside when the waves of orgasmic bliss rolled through.  I was near the goat pen and grabbed onto the fence just to keep myself upright.  My hips jerked wildly, the jeans sawing back and forth and then I waddled over to the gate, which was so close, bent my legs, and rubbed my clit back and forth across the latch.
 
                 Boom.  Yep.  I exploded.  Did you have any doubts?  I was soaked.  My panties were drenched with cum.  My jeans darkened and it looked like I’d had an accident.  But as I came out of my self-induced sexual euphoria, I realized that I now had ANOTHER stipulation to follow.  See, Kari didn’t want me cumming.  Okay, well… she DID.  But she PRETENDED not to want it.  There was a punishment for orgasming.  And as soon as my brain was remotely aware of my circumstances, it ordered my hand to my duster pocket and pulled out the two metal clips and the connecting chain.
 
                 I unbuttoned my blouse.  I had suspected this might happen, so I hadn’t bothered with a bra that morning.  Maybe I need to get a bra that has holes right over the nipples.  That might work better. It would be a hell of a lot more fun too, right?  Anyway, I lifted the alligator clamps upward.  Metal teeth and a tight grip made these diabolical and I cautiously positioned each fierce looking jaw over the hard pointed tips of my breasts.  Slowly I released the pressure and endured the bite.  Pain lanced up through my bosom and I practically swooned.  It combined with the still buzzing roar of the triple vibroballs rattling around inside my sex and let me tell you, I almost came AGAIN. Right then.
 
                 I puttered. I didn’t want to go back into the house.  Not with my breasts clamped and so I figured I’d hang out in the barn until I could take off the clamps.  Kari had given me an out – I could turn off the vibroballs if I was with my family.  While my dad would be cool with them, my mom was oblivious and there was no need to introduce little ears to my torment either.  Why create problems, right?
 
                 But my idea of holding off was stupid.  Why?  Because I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and sexual stimulation is cumulative. My chest was heaving again within ten minutes, and when the top of the hour came I turned up the vibrations to their highest setting.  Even before I had completed my twenty minutes of clamping punishment for orgasming, I had popped again, my knuckles between my teeth, grunting and shaking as oxytocin, adrenaline, endorphins, and God knows only what other hormones and chemicals blasted through my brain.
 
                 Fuck drugs.  Nothing gets you higher than an orgasm.  I know. I’m addicted to it.  Natural high.  It rocks.  That’s me.  Make love, not cocaine!
 
                 And so five minutes later, when I should have been taking off the alligator clamps and marching into the house for breakfast, thus turning off the vibroballs for a needed respite, I was sitting on a hay bale in the barn, my jeans soaked at the crotch, my shirt wide open, my breasts hanging out in the cold, sporting two metal toothed clamps that were now required to chew on my nipples for an additional twenty minutes.  Oops.  Twenty three minutes.  Still had to finish the last three of the FIRST punishment, right?
 
                 And that was when another discomfort made itself known to me.  See, most women are multi-orgasmic.  I’m not much different. I can cum and cum and cum, over and over again, with the only limitation being my energy reserves.  If I’m well rested, I can go off like a string of firecrackers.  It can take hours.  But each orgasm is a little less, generally, than the previous one.  Part of that is because my tolerance goes down and the sensations of an overactive set of vibrators buried inside me becomes difficult to handle.  All women will become sensitive if subjected to intense stimulation.  The nerves fray and they start sending mixed signals to the brain.  Pleasure is no longer the single message as the nervous system is overloaded.  A touch of pain, ever increasing, is added to the blend.
 
                 When Kari gets to that point, she’s done.  Immediately.  Don’t touch.  And she gets there quick. I’ve literally seen her push Robert away right after cumming, because her clit can’t handle any further stimulation and it hurts.  And not in a good way.  Most women I’ve talked to are just like that.  Me?  I’m a little different.  There are others like me out there, and instead of pulling away, something weird happens.  The pain, well… it turns me on more.  Yes. I’m messed up. I know that.  
 
                 And so when I reach that point of discomfort, I end up wanting more discomfort.  More sex.  More vibrations. More pain.  It takes an awful lot of agony to push me over the pleasure/pain tolerance level.  And so with the vibroballs buzzing and moving inside me, the epicenter of my own personal earthquake, combined with the crushing, chewing bite of the alligator clamps, and the overstimulation of my sex, is it any surprise that I unzipped my pants, pushed down my soaked panties, and found my clit?
 
                 My fingers went nuts, rubbing and tugging, pinching and pulling, until my legs turned to jelly, flopped wide apart, and I fell backward on the hay bale, panting.  My duster lay open, my clamped breasts and sex exposed, my jeans down past my knees.  And I did what I normally do. I masturbated liked crazy.
 
                 I came.  And still had fourteen minutes of alligator clamping left to endure, and more than thirty of the vibroballs at high.
 
                 I tugged up my panties, ignoring the scent of sex.  I pulled up my jeans.  I was shuddering, not from the cold, but from the rumbling between my legs.  My fingers shook and it was hell buttoning up my shirt over the dangling chain that connected the alligator clamps.  You could see the light outline of both metal jaws.  
 
                 Then, stumbling, desperate, hurting and wanting and needing, I made my way to the house.  I paused on the top step, just before opening the door, and turned off the vibroballs.  Blessed peace descended and I went inside quick, rushing through the kitchen where my mother was about to put breakfast on the table.  I hurried past and then nodded to my dad, who sat in his easy chair in the living room.  If he smelled my arousal, he didn’t say anything.  Thank God. I rushed upstairs to my bedroom and…
 
                 Turned on the vibroballs.  To high.  And naked on my bed, I masturbated again.  Yes. I know.  It didn’t matter if I had to wear the alligator clamps all fucking day.  What did you expect from me?  I am what I am.
 
                 And you wouldn’t want me any other way.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: limited_masturbation]Limited Masturbation
 
   11/14/2012
 
    
 
   I stood there glancing at my watch.  It had beeped just a moment before, reminding me quite firmly that it was time.  I glanced around.  The barn was quiet and while I still hadn’t finished my morning rounds, there wasn’t anything likely to disturb me.  At least, not yet.  
 
   I was wearing a long broomstick skirt, the kind that is supposed to be wrinkled and fashionable but doesn’t really rank really high on the “sexy” scale.  But that’s okay. I wasn’t wearing it to be sexy. I was wearing it because jeans would have been a pain in the ass and I wasn’t about to do my morning rounds wearing a skimpy mini-skirt.  Fifty degree weather and bare legs do not mix well.
 
   I sighed.  Every hour, on the hour Kari had said.  Well, if that’s what she wanted, that’s what I would do.  I’m a good girl.  Well – okay, so I’m NOT a good girl.  I’m a bad girl who does some good things, and a lot of bad things.  And so I sat down on a nearby bale of hay, lifted my skirt, spread my legs, and let absolutely no one see my black lace panties.
 
   Actually, it was nice to be wearing them.  Panties I mean.  So often I’m denied that one simple pleasure, and trust me; wearing panties is actually a nice thing.  It provides a sense of security, of comfort, or in my case, they held in a nine inch, flesh colored, rubber dildo.
 
   Had anyone been there to look, they at first would have been curious. After all, it’s not often you see a woman with a pair of balls.  But my Husky dildo comes with a set.  Granted, they’ve been cut in half, which I’m sure will make most men flinch, but it’s for a good cause.  It gives the base of the dildo a decent width and lets it stand up on its own.  While that makes little difference to me when I’ve got the Husky stuffed up inside, putting it on a chair or sitting on it is a lot easier.
 
   I’d been wearing the Husky for almost an hour by that point, and while I wasn’t anywhere near to orgasm, I was wet.  That shouldn’t surprise you.  I get wet easily.  Hell, even before I started following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 – that all NHPS’s keep a cock or object stuffed in their sex at all times to keep them ready – I was usually wet.  It’s always been one of my defining features.  
 
   But my pussy had been pulsing around that rubber cock for over fifty minutes and when I tugged down my panties, pushing them to my knees, I felt the flutter of absolute desire.  My sex contracted, squeezing the rubber cock and it sent a very clear and recognizable message to my brain.  “Grab the cock and fuck me!”
 
   “Okay,” I said, leaving out the bad news.  I grabbed the base of the thick, nine inch shaft, and pulled it most of the way out.  I shivered with delight.  Then I pushed it slowly, very, very slowly, back in.  
 
   “One,” I said softly.  I pulled the dildo out and pushed it back in.  “Two,” I whispered.  The third thrust came a little quicker and my sex ripened.
 
   I’ve often described orgasm as going up a mountain that ends in a cliff.  When you fall or get pushed off the precipice, well that symbolizes the actual release.  Going up the mountain, trudging step by step, or even running as fast as possible, straight toward the edge is the sexual tension, the foreplay that takes you there.  As I slowly counted out the thrusts I felt myself begin that climb.  And when I hit twenty, I was two thirds of the way up that mountain, feeling the sexual flush and wanting to finish the ascent.
 
   My brain told my hand to stop.  My sex told my hand to pump the dildo some more.  My hand shook for a moment as conflicting messages sought to impose order.  I sent a little shard of extra will power down to my hand and it left the solid shaft of rubber embedded deep, then reached down and pulled up my panties.  My heart wasn’t exactly racing, but I was flushed, hot, and so ready to get fucked.  My pussy clamped down on the cock and fluttered, trying to work itself to orgasm, but there was no way the solid, unmoving rubber shaft was going to cooperate.  
 
   And that was the point.  I took a deep breath, stood up, let my skirt fall, and steadied myself.  Then I finished my chores.
 
   At seven o’clock in the morning, I was still out in the barn and I repeated the entire process.  I sat down on the hay bale, pushed my panties down to my knees, and wildly and thoroughly pumped the Husky dildo in and out of my sopping wet slit; for exactly twenty thrusts.  This second limited masturbation was even harder to handle than the first, since the first climb up the mountain had aroused me to the point where the second one started me higher up.  I made it three quarters of the way to the edge, rather than just two thirds.  And when that twenty thrust limit came I was sorely tempted to keep going.
 
   But again I stopped. I have pretty good will power.  I tugged up my panties, smoothed my skirt, dusting it clear of stray bits of straw, and headed inside, all while ignoring the heated pulse between my legs.
 
   Eight o’clock in the morning found me in the bathroom, biting my lip as I pumped enthusiastically, hoping to God that I’d cum before I hit twenty.  So close.  Desperation flooded through me. Please… please… can’t I cum?  Shaking, so close, so wanton, I pushed the cock deep for the final thrust and then pulled up my panties.  I glanced in the mirror.  My cheeks were red, my eyes dilated, my pulse hammering through my veins.  I could literally see it in my neck.  I felt thin, stretched, tense, strained.
 
   I went on errands that morning for my mother, so when nine o’clock hit I was at the grocery store.  Do you have any idea how hard it is to masturbate at a grocery store?  I found a quiet aisle, reached under my skirt, and did the pumping with short, fast, hard thrusts.  The fear of discovery, the fast pounding, my heart thumping, all of it combined and would you believe that I finally popped, right around the eighteenth thrust.  It was heaven, but it was so short lived, so fast and so limited in scope, that while the sexual tension poured out of me, it felt so wrong.  I like long orgasms, mind-blowing orgasms, orgasms that make me scream and shake and carry on like I’m being ravished by a gorilla with a thirty inch long dick. I like orgasms that hurt and force my body into a pretzel.  
 
   I got home, unloaded the groceries, and then it was time for another masturbation. I did it in my room, on my bed, my skirt at my waist, my panties looped around a single ankle and I worked that cock in as slowly and thoroughly as possible.  It did nothing to relieve my sense of being cheated.  But it did arouse me again, working me back up the mountain toward the cliff of orgasm.  Horny again, I pulled my panties up and went about my business.
 
   The rest of my day went just as terrible.  I masturbated out in the barn again.  I did it twice in my bathroom.  I went out to the mall that afternoon and did it in the food court – which let me tell you was incredibly fun.  But through all of those times I kept myself at twenty strokes, never quite cumming, desperate for more.
 
   I was sitting in a changing room, one leg up on the bench beside me, the high heel shoe I was wearing braced against the wall.  My skirt was scrunched up around my waist and my panties were on the floor of the booth.  I was desperate.  Beyond desperate. I needed to cum. I was desperate to cum.  I worked the Husky dildo in, then out, counting the thrusts.  I was so close.  So near the edge when I hit twenty.  I trembled, and once more my hand was forced to choose between what my pussy wanted and what Kari wanted.  My brain was overloading with desire and frankly, if it got a vote, it would have voted with my pussy.  
 
   And so I pumped again.  Twenty-one.  Then twenty-two.  Twenty-three. Twenty-four.  I rammed the Husky dildo in fast and hard and my thumb found my clit.  I got to thirty something when I exploded with a fury and a heat that blasted me off the mountain top and into orgasmic space.  I cried out, flushed with release and I continued pumping even as I sailed into sexual euphoria.
 
   When I opened my eyes, the Husky dildo was still partially stuck inside me, the pink petals of my slit wrapped around the thick column.  There was a sticky pool of cum on the bench beneath me, and I felt wrung out.  Slowly, I pushed the dildo back in, settling it deeply into my crevasse.  I stood, trying to make sure I didn’t soak my skirt in the juices I left on the bench.  I reached down, grabbed my panties and stepped into them.
 
   Yes. I know.  But don’t you remember?  I said I was a bad girl.  As soon as I walked out of the dressing room, back out into the mall, still stuffed with rubber cock, walking around, I called Kari.  She answered on the first ring.
 
   “I’m guessing you fucked up,” she said, before I even opened my mouth.
 
   My face flushed red again, this time in humiliation.  “Yes, Kari.”
 
   “Well, you’ll pay for it tomorrow,” she replied, her tone rather matter of fact, as if she had expected me to fuck up.
 
   “All right,” I said patiently.  “Is there anything I need to do right now?” I asked.
 
   There was a momentary pause. “Is the Husky still in you?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Where are you?” she asked.
 
   I glanced around.  Do I admit where I was?  “At the mall,” I said.
 
   “Great.  Stay there till your next masturbation time.  You will do it again, except this time it needs to be a performance.  Twenty strokes only.  Oh, and no panties until after the next masturbation”  Then she hung up.
 
   I looked at the phone.  No panties? Twenty strokes, and in front of someone no less. I sighed.  But really, it wasn’t all that crazy. I’ve done stuff like that plenty of times.  I turned around and went back to the changing booth. Once inside I removed my black lace panties.  They were soaked. I stuffed them in my purse.  Then, running the very real risk of the Husky dildo sliding out of my sex, I clenched down, opened the door, and waddled out.
 
   The next hour was brutal.  When you are soaked and drenched with cum and lubrication, trying to keep a nine inch rubber cock inside yourself is a trial.  Every few minutes I had to sit down on a bench, using the opportunity to ram the damn thing back up into my well.  Or I found a quiet, unobtrusive corner to reach down between my legs and push it back in.  Every step made it slip just a bit and I ended up walking with this thigh pressing mini-step that looked ridiculous.  
 
   But it turned me on even more.  For the entire hour I plodded steadily back up the mountain, step by step, and when I finally started looking for my audience, I was tense and ready.  My hungry eyes finally found an appealing target – two young men who were just at the right age to be fascinated.  I made my approach, stopped them, then asked them if they wanted to see me masturbate.
 
   Wow.
 
   I’m not going to bore you with the details.  We found a particular spot that I favored for this kind of thing.  I can’t tell you where because I don’t want anyone to be able to find it for very good reason.  I sat down on the bench and they stood opposite me.  And then I lifted my skirt, showed them the base of the Husky dildo, and fucked myself right in front of them.  
 
   I came.  And I did it within the twenty thrusts.  Aren’t you proud of me?
 
   I took them both to someplace even more private at the mall – the sports store changing rooms, one at a time, and gave them both blowjobs, which I thought was nice of me.  Then I headed for home.
 
   Yes, I masturbated some more.  Every hour.  Twenty thrusts.  But I was pretty much sated and even the steady push and pull of the Husky didn’t really push me all the way back to the edge.  And in the end, when I went to sleep, still stuffed with the Husky dildo, I was merely wet and ready and slightly wanting.  Any man could have come to my bed, pulled the dildo out, and slipped himself in perfectly on the first try.
 
   So what’s my punishment?  Well right now I’m wearing the ben wa balls.  I never cum from wearing just the ben wa balls. But I’m also wearing my Butterfly Clitoral Vibrator, a small, pink plastic and rubber box that is strapped right on top of my clit.  It’s buzzing right now, on its lowest setting, and will stay that way, slowly pushing me up the mountain until I stand at the edge of the cliffs of orgasm, looking down.  My punishment?  Well, when I get to the edge, I’m supposed to turn it off.  I’m supposed to suffer.  No orgasms at all.  And after I cool off, take an hour to slip and slide my way back down the slope of sexual tension, I have to turn it back on.
 
   And that will be tomorrow’s tale.
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   On Wednesday morning I stood out in the cool dawn air and gazed down at the chicken pen.  We don’t keep many chickens, basically enough to keep us in fresh eggs and the occasional fryer.  But for the last four weeks there had been an addition to our normal stock and I looked at it with new understanding.  I’d named him of course, just like I do most of our animals and Doolittle was quite a fine specimen.  I’m not squeamish either.  While I don’t name the chickens, I’ve never felt bad taking their eggs or grabbing one, giving the neck a quick twist, and plucking the feathers before bringing it up to the house for mom to gut and cook.  I know that each year as we round up the goats, most are going to the butcher when we sell them down at market.  The pigs?  Almost all of them are toast, or more accurately, ham and bacon, at some point.  It never really has fazed me.
 
   Until now.
 
   I looked down at Doolittle and knew that very soon his sorrowful life would end.  His neck would be wrung.  His head would be chopped off.  His feathers would be plucked.  His insides scooped out.  He would be stuffed stupid with bread and celery and spice, and then he’d spend six hours roasting in our oven.  Lastly, he’d be feasted upon.
 
   My mouth watered, which made it worse.  Why?  Because I empathized with him.  I tossed him his morning breakfast and watched his silly little head bob as he wandered around the pen.  The difference of course, was that he had no idea what was coming.  He wasn’t nervous.  At least he didn’t LOOK nervous.  Me on the other hand, I was on the edge because in some ways he and I were to share the same fate, except without the similar ending.
 
   Later that morning I drove to Kari’s condominium.    It’s in the southern part of Houston, near the Rice Village area, and looks like it costs a couple of hundred thousand dollars, because it had.  The landscaping is meticulously maintained and looks as if the condo was situated in the middle of a jungle rain forest.  Massive banana and oleander plants dot the front of the condo and when I pulled up, I had to sit in the car for a few extra minutes, just to get control of my racing heart.
 
   I wasn’t the only guest either.  There were two other cars parked in front of Kari’s place and I recognized both.  Part of me was relieved that there would be two other slave girls there, Alissa and Kylie, to keep the ravening hunger of the dominants in check, but I also knew that they were there to feast as well.  Me?  Well, I had been invited to dinner too.  Just in a slightly different role.
 
   I was wearing the same outfit I had done my chores in that morning and when I got to the front door I quickly rang the doorbell.  That was slightly different than normal, since usually I’m instructed to strip on the doorstep.   I rapped lightly on the door, my hand clutching my canvas bag.  The entry opened a moment later and I smiled softly to find Robert standing there, naked as the day he was born, his thick cock sticking straight out, incredibly hard, and from the shiny wet  look of it, having just been pulled from either someone’s pussy or mouth.  He was clearly happy to see me, but also quite in a state.
 
   “Hey Robert,” I said as I stepped into the house.  “You look like you’ve been having fun.”  Normally I give him a gentle squeeze, just to remind him that I love his cock just as much as Kari, but this time, the coating of goo made me think twice.  Instead I put my bag down under the key table and stepped into the living room.
 
   As I expected, Mistresses Sara and Savannah both glanced up at me.  Kari’s living room is one of those arrangements designed to entertain.  The television is off in a corner, while the love seat, sofa, and easy chair are all located around a circle, leaving the interior space open enough for two very naked girls to be doing some relatively interesting things to each other.  Both Alissa and Kylie were close friends from the Society of the Golden Rose.  Alissa was a mousy brunette, whose petite body had put on a bit of weight since I’d first met her.  She had cream colored skin which glowed, but was marked with thousands of tiny white scars, making it look as if she’d been dusted with star powder.  
 
   Kylie on the other hand, was the same diminutive size as Alissa, yet she was darker, duskier.  Her chocolate colored brown hair was cut short and framed her face and the heavy eyeliner she wore made her look seventeen instead of the twenty-seven I knew her to be.  When I stepped up, Alissa was on the bottom, lying down, her legs spread open and the soles of her feet pressed together so that she was basically in the butterfly position.  Kylie was on her knees, directly above Alissa’s face, and from the gentle, rhythmic movements of Kylie’s hips, I was pretty sure that Alissa’s tongue was as deep inside Kylie as possible.  I suppressed a momentary surge of jealousy.  What can I say?  I was horny.
 
   I blinked.  Where did Robert fit into this picture?  That was solved a moment later when I watched as Robert resumed his place behind Kylie.  To my astonishment, he grabbed her breasts, his arms wrapped around her.  His fingers latched on to the golden charm padlock hanging from her right nipple.  As she bent over, moving downward to Alissa’s sex, he drove his shaft into her and began pumping.
 
   I love threesomes.  As I moved in front of Kari and knelt down, I glanced over at the performance.  Kylie was tonguing Alissa now too!  Wow.  Was there room for a fourth?
 
   It was Mistress Sara who spoke first.  “I’m surprised, Kari. She’s dressed. That’s not like you.  Did she forget?  Do we get to punish her for it?”
 
   Kari laughed, glancing over at Sara.  Sara was a darling redhead woman who I had been introduced to ages before.  She was a classic dominatrix, as well as being a lawyer.  
 
   Kari tore her eyes away from the thrusting, lapping trio and focused on me.  I got a kiss, a caress, and then she stood.  “Come with me Breanne,” she said softly.  She rose from the sofa, clutching a drink in her hand, and padded away.  I stood and followed as we moved down the hall.  To my relief, we passed the torture chamber, the converted second room that Kari had taken to calling “Breanne’s Bedroom.”  That was something of a joke since Robert is tortured in there way more often than I am.  But the door was shut and I followed Kari deeper into the residence.
 
   We passed the guest bathroom and then entered the master suite.  The king sized bed in the middle of the room looked huge and welcoming, but we passed that too.  Instead Kari entered the bathroom beyond and I followed obediently.  She went directly to the shower stall, a massive, custom built stall that must have cost fifteen grand at the least.  I’d showered in there before.  There was room for two, or even three if you didn’t mind bumping into each other or having shower sex.  There were two shower heads and a third hand held nozzle.  And all of it in gleaming chrome.  
 
   But there was a new addition.  I blinked as I peered into the stall.  Evidently, Kari had brought in a contractor and installed a handicap rail.  It matched the rest of the décor, but looked oddly out of place.  It ran along two sides of the stall, leaving the wall with the faucet free, as well as the door.  
 
   “Strip and get in,” Kari ordered me.  I winced.  I usually start the water before getting in the shower.  I’m not a huge fan of cold showers either.  Hurriedly I peeled off my clothes.  Once I was naked I took a deep breath, but then held up the controller. 
 
   “What do you want me to do with this?” I asked.  The buzzing of the vibroballs were not helping me, but I didn’t want them ruined either.  The control couldn’t get wet. Kari just rolled her eyes.  I grimaced at the silent rebuke, and stepped into the shower.  
 
   “Now lay down on your back,” she said.  “Put your head in the far corner.”
 
   Uh, okay.  Odd.  I did as she asked.  The bottom of the shower stall was rough on my skin and to be honest, I wasn’t terribly comfortable.  Kari must of sensed that because she tossed me a hand towel for my head. I thanked her, feeling a bit more settled, but I still wasn’t sure what was coming.  
 
   Kari knew however and merely opened the cabinet under the sink.  Two old pairs of cheap Velcro and rubber cuffs came out.  I recognized them of course.  They were the two sets Kari had bought when we were teenagers, the ones from Spencer’s Gifts.  Of course, they had also been modified slightly, since the stupid plastic latch wouldn’t actually hold.  Now there were metal clips attached to the steel loops on each cuff, making them much more secure.  Kari wasted no time, but climbed into the shower with me and quickly secured the cuffs around my wrists and ankles.  It didn’t take much time considering that all it took was a quick pull, the sound of Velcro tearing, and then I had the rubber and webbing cuffs on each limb.  Kari stepped out of the shower and extracted a few lengths of rope from the cabinet.  She got back in with me, secured my wrists together, slid the rope through both metal loops, and then yanked my arms up to the handicap bar.
 
   It made a decent tie off point and with my arms secured high above my head, I knew that even if I got my legs under me, the way Kari had tied me would prevent my standing.  But then she got out two additional ropes.  Spreading my legs, she bent me in half, dragging my twitching heels upward and bound THOSE to the bar as well.  It was distinctly uncomfortable, with most of my weight on my spine, half way up, and it got even worse when she did the other leg.  I lay there, panting, grunting a little, with my legs high above my head, spread to the far corners of the shower stall.  My swollen sex was on perfect display, as were my breasts, and I dreaded what was coming.  I knew she’d turn on the water.  I shivered in fear at the thought of the cold water sluicing down.
 
   But Kari had more to do.  First she repositioned the nozzles, both of them, directing them so that both pointed toward certain portions of my body.  That didn’t scare me.  After all, they were normal adjustable shower heads.  But then she unscrewed the hand held nozzle and replaced it with something brought out from the cabinet.
 
   I recognized Mike the Hardware Guy’s work in an instant.  It screwed in perfectly and was nothing more than a thin hose and a brass garden nozzle, all of which was attached to a heavy metal stand that stood a foot and a half off the ground.  Kari set it down between my legs and I shuddered as the nozzle, which was not a standard shower head, was pointed directly at my clit.
 
   And THEN Kari turned the water on.  
 
   I screamed.  Yes.  Screamed.  Loudly.  Well what did you expect? It was fucking COLD!  Icy water streamed down at me, striking me between the legs and across the breasts from both shower heads.  Worse, the point type nozzle between my legs sent a sharp, very cold stream against my pussy.  I’m glad the handicap bar was professionally installed because I sure tested it.  I yanked against it as hard as I could and discovered that it wasn’t budging, and neither was I.  
 
   The good thing about having three water outlets, is that you very quickly get to the hot water.  I think I only froze for about fifteen or twenty seconds before the cold water changed to warm. My cries changed as my body began heating up and then the discomfort of temperature subsided and I was able to focus on the discomfort of where the water was striking me.  Kari had clearly adjusted the showerheads to emit a heavy, spurting, confined beam of water, and it slammed down on me like cane strokes.  Kari made a few adjustments and managed to get both shower heads pointed at my breasts.  It felt sort of like someone lightly flicking their fingers against my nipples, not caring in the least that one was pierced with a golden hoop and a small padlock.
 
   But it was the nozzle between my legs that was the worst. It spurted a sharp, unceasing stream of hot water that struck my clit directly.  In seconds I felt the effects, a swelling intensity, a distinct discomfort.  It’s tough to describe. It’s not like being clamped.  It’s not like being tongued.  It’s a whole different sort of torment that really can only be experienced.  When your sensitive bits are being pounded with water, it’s like you are having an orgasm, your body reacting to the over stimulation, without the euphoria or bliss that comes with release.  I don’t know.  Look, just go try it.  Buy a handheld showerhead.  If you are a woman, you know what to do. If you’re a guy, try it.  I’m not sure it will work, but you should be able to get an idea of what I’m talking about.  You won’t be able to handle it for more than a few minutes.  
 
   I sure couldn’t.  Not that it mattered.
 
   Kari spent a little while adjusting the temperature of the water. She also turned up the vibroballs.  The controller was outside the shower stall and the wire waterproof, so evidently my concerns of ruining the damn thing were moot.  She asked a few pointed questions about the temperature, and when I finally admitted that it was hot enough, Kari finished and closed the stall door, leaving me practically inverted, on my back, legs splayed and bound, with enough water pounding me between my legs to make sure I was cleaned. Water splashed my face but the senseless and non-stop pounding on my breasts and clit were the primary issues.
 
   
  
 

I’m not sure how long I was left alone, but it couldn’t have been longer than four or five minutes; long enough to make my nipples tender and my clit sore.  Then the glass door slid aside again and Mistress Sara was kneeling there.  With a glimmer of excitement in her eye she grabbed hold of the tiny nozzle that was pointed at my clit and tugged it off the metal stand.  For one blessed moment I felt relief as the sharp stream went wild, hitting my thigh.  But then Sara took the nozzle between her fingers and redirected it, aiming once more for the spot between my legs.
 
   Enduring non-stop water flow is not easy.  Enduring someone having fun with the water flow is even MORE not easy.  Sara didn’t just direct the stream at my clitoris.  She moved the nozzle closer, making me cry out.  She pulled it away.  She changed the direction of the stream.  She swished it back and forth, splattering my labia as well as my clit.  At one point she even aimed it right at the dark opening of my well and I literally felt myself filling up with water.  When she went back to my clit, the little nodule of flesh between my legs flapped and snapped around in the torrent and I crooned and keened and basically blubbered.  I struggled of course, but the rope holding me spread open and exposed was too tight.  I could barely see and I had to keep my eyes closed thanks to the water splashing up from my breasts.  It was pure torture, half irritating and half arousing.  The vibroballs inside me kept my pussy pulsing and the next thing I knew, Sara once again set the nozzle only an inch or two from my clit, water impacting on my flesh like a thousand sharp nails, I exploded like a water balloon smashed against a moving semi-truck.  I screamed out loud through orgasm though I doubt Sara knew that it was from sexual release.  After I shuddered to a limp halt, Sara picked up on the fact that I had just cum.
 
   And did that stop her?  Of course not!  Instead she merely moved the nozzle a little farther out, settled down to get comfortable, and tried as hard as possible to literally masturbate me to a second clitoral orgasm with just the stream of water.  I started to beg, to plead with her to stop, but she merely jerked her wrist and I got a jet of hot water up my nose. I choked and even as I coughed and spluttered, the sharp, spurting, flow struck my clit with pounding force.
 
   I’ve never felt anything like it before.  Oh sure, Mike had me splayed out in his backyard once, gagged and spread-eagled, with three or four nozzles pointed at me, but it had been hot, the water cool, and more importantly, the pressure hadn’t been anywhere near as harsh.  I’m not sure why.  I guess I could ask him why the shower hurt more.  Perhaps it was because Sara was only a foot or two away?  Beats me. All I know is that my clit throbbed and hurt in ways I’ve never before experienced.
 
   I didn’t cum again, at least not for Sara.  I have absolutely no idea how long she sat there, outside the shower stall, the door half closed to shield her from the spray, one arm stuck in, holding the nozzle on my clit.  But I do know that after my orgasm and my sobbing pleas, she was replaced by Savannah, Kylie’s mistress, who curled her legs beneath her, took the nozzle, and continued where Sara had left off.
 
   The only thing I can conclude is that Kari wanted a fresh tormentor so that they wouldn’t know when I had last cum, or where the nozzle had been directed before.  I can’t imagine it would be hard to guess though, after all my clit looked like a freshly boiled lobster.   Worse, it had swollen and the tip was peeking out of the hood.  My position, while demeaning, exposing, and torturous, gave me a perfect view of my own torso, right down to the dark, open slit between my legs.
 
   Savannah didn’t have the cruel streak that Sara did however, and she began moving the stream up and down my labia, only hitting my clitoris at the apex of her triangular movements.  It drove me crazy.  The stream of water would pound into one side or the other, and the petals of my sex would fold over under the force.  Then the stream would slide upward, hit my clit, forcing me to gasp, my hips churning.  Ever thrust into something like that?  I suppose I was “fucking” water.  Weird.  But then the flow would slide down the other side.  I have no clear idea, and I’m not asking, but it almost felt as if Savannah was trying to caress me with a high pressure stream that created only two sensations: extreme discomfort and sexual arousal.
 
   Yes.  Sexual arousal. I know.  I still can’t believe it myself.  How the hell was I CUMMING from torture like that?  No clue.  Fucked up maybe?  I guess after all these years of similar behavior, I should just accept it.  But seriously, I came again, with Savannah sitting right there, one arm stuck in the shower.  I squirted even.  I could see it!  And Mistress Savannah responded by practically sticking the damned nozzle into my depths and washing me out.  It was… intense.  On the flip side, my clit was given a reprieve, so it’s true: every cloud DOES have a silver lining.
 
   It didn’t take long for Mistress Savannah to go back to spraying my clit though.  My entire body was trembling from sensorial overload and my clit felt as if there were ice chips in the water.  I cried out. I sobbed. I sniveled. I couldn’t see, both water and tears blinding me.  My arms felt leaden.  My thighs ached.  I hurt in more ways than you could possibly imagine.  And then… and then someone got in the stall with me.  I blinked, trying to see and the nozzle between my legs was pulled away.  I saw brunette hair and light skin and then a bare back, hunched over.  I gasped as a tongue touched me, sliding upward through my swollen and water-beaten petals.  It was Alissa, and she licked my sex so gently, so softly, that I couldn’t help moaning.  Just the relief of getting the nozzle off my clit was enough.  Slowly she worked her tongue deeper, suckling my folds and then rubbing her nose lightly against my clit.  Are you kidding me?  I exploded like a cheap firecracker with a fucked up fuse. 
 
   Alissa pulled away, covered in a mixture of water and my juices.  She smiled softly, then stood, reaching up and pulling down a bottle of Kari’s super expensive body wash.  She knelt down again, the top of her head grazed by the double streams of water hitting my breasts.  She ignored it and instead upended the bottle and squeezed out a liberal amount of the liquid soap, right above my sex.  I groaned as it flowed downward, mixing with water and my lubrication.  It tingled just a bit too, but I might have been imagining it.  Then, to my shock, Alissa reached out, and with incredibly delicate, fluttering touches, began washing me.
 
   Okay, washing might be the wrong word.  She didn’t wash me in the conventional sense.  She leaned on her forearms and let her fingers slip and slide along my folds and over my clit in this velvety caress that took my breath away.  It drove me crazy.  She could tell when I liked something, my hips would jerk forward and my breath would catch in my throat.  And she’d immediately move on, only to come back to it a moment later.  And she kept doing it.  She worked me into a lather, my entire crotch a white sudsy, sex needing monster whose gaping maw demanded… well… whatever.
 
   Alissa touched me like only another sex slave can touch me.  I have no doubt that Kari could have aroused me as much, but Alissa did it with tantalizing pleasure, by teasing me with fingertips in a way that has no rival.  It was butterfly wings against my skin.  It was the soft stroke of a tongue.  It was the fleshy pads of her fingers soothing away the pain and replacing it with milky need.
 
   And then, when I was so close, so dangerously close, she stood up, rinsing the water from her hands and body.  She stepped from the shower, wrapping herself in a towel as I protested, begging her to let me cum.  A shadow crossed the glass door and I blinked as Kari’s face beamed down at me.  Like Savannah and Sara, Kari did not get into the stall with me.  She grabbed the forgotten nozzle, which was pointed at a far corner of the shower stall, made sure that it was spurting properly, and then directed it at my sex, washing away Alissa’s lather and once more sending sharps sparks of agony through me.  
 
   A moment later I came.  Kari had directed the nozzle downward, holding it above my clit and letting it smash the swollen nub toward my dark opening.  I screamed, my entire body thrashing and pulling and aching and then the water was being shut off.  Kari called out for Robert and a moment later they were untying me, pulling me from the watery torture chamber. I shivered, but I wasn’t given a towel.  I was practically senseless, barely able to stand, and certain parts of me were so tender that I winced as Robert picked me up, dripping wet, and carried me out of the bathroom into the master bedroom.
 
   Right past the king sized bed.  Oh how I wished he would have laid me down there.  I wanted to curl up into a ball, huddle down into the warm sheets, and cry myself to sleep.  But he marched out of the room and down the hall instead.  Straight to the dungeon.  To “Breanne’s Bedroom.”  He kicked the door open and I shut my eyes tight.  I knew what the place looked like.  Right near the door was the heavy, well oiled wooden horse.  To the left was the iBench, a metal and leather padded restraint that looked like, you guessed it!  A capital letter “I”.  The cart holding Kari’s TENS Unit, the transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator was in the corner.  Next came the St. Andrew’s Cross, the stocks, and then in the center of the room, the restraint pillar and the fucking stool.  All in all, quite a collection.
 
   I would have dreaded practically anything in that room, even without having been sexually tortured for an hour first.  But I was laid gently down on the iBench, only to have my feet tugged outward, my legs opening wide.  The room was warm, thank God, but I still shivered, my skin still covered in water droplets.  Thick leather cuffs were attached to my ankles and I heard the metallic clanking of the crank as the steel cables at the far ends of the bench were drawn tight.  A moment later my thighs rippled as I was pulled, quite abruptly, into the splits.  My arms were drawn upward over my head and then wrist cuffs, also leather, were wrapped around my arms, just below my hands.  In seconds I was secured and no amount of pulling or pushing would free me.  
 
   I finally opened my eyes and immediately wished I hadn’t.  There was an audience.  Everyone was in the room watching Robert and Kari prepare me.  Alissa was there in all her naked glory, as was Kylie, who was sporting some fresh whip marks across her breasts.  Clearly I wasn’t the only one getting tenderized.  Savannah stood, watching with elegant poise and Sara had one arm wrapped around Alissa and was actually fingering the poor girl’s slit, enjoying the little movements of desire Alissa made.
 
   But that wasn’t what disturbed me.   What disturbed me were the four stands surrounding the iBench.  I recognized them immediately.  Each metal stand was adjustable in height, topped with a small but powerful electric motor.  Attached to each motor was a metal wheel, and on each metal wheel were not one, but two leather straps, each about an inch wide and six inches long.  I knew who was responsible. Mike the Hardware Guy had made a few. I’d even been over to his place to test them.  But now there were even more.  I suppose I’m glad there weren’t five.  
 
   Robert and Kari began positioning the metal stands, moving them closer.  Two were positioned at my bosom, still sore from the pounding I had gotten in the shower.  Then to my surprise, the other two were placed at the foot of the iBench.  I half expected them to be aimed at my sex, but instead they were five or six inches away, targeting my upturned inner thighs.  The position I was bound in made the sensitive part of my upper leg perfectly exposed.  Then Kari began strapping me down.  Evidently they were worried that the ankle and wrist cuffs wouldn’t be enough.  One massive Velcro strap went around my ribcage, just beneath my breasts, while two smaller straps went around my knees.  I could feel the material soaking up some of the moisture beading my skin.  Movement, of any kind, was no longer an option.  I bit my lip as they started up the motors.
 
   They weren’t synced of course, so it is difficult to say which hit me first.  I’m not sure.  My body, despite being tensed, over-stimulated, and on edge, wasn’t functioning normally, at least not in the nervous system department.  I think I felt the impact on my breast first, but there was certainly a lag between my thighs reporting the lapping strokes of the leather and my brain receiving the information.
 
   At first, it didn’t hurt.  The motors spun lazily, and I must have only gotten one stroke per second or so.  And that was mostly because of the addition of the second strap.  I wonder who had requested that?  In fact, each blow wasn’t any stronger than a light tap on the arm, though it had a little bit of an edge to it that came from the supple leather.  The sound of the straps hitting me also was brighter, more of a crack than a thud as each tongue hit my flesh.
 
   But as the dry leather absorbed some of the water that still covered me, they became more painful.  The first one to really start hurting was the one on my right breast.  It wasn’t long before I was whimpering.  As my breasts and thighs were slowly beaten red, Kari wasn’t idle. She and Robert rolled the TENS Unit cart over to iBench and immediately began prepping the small electrode pads.  Kari has an industrial strength TENS Unit, the kind that costs several hundred dollars, can change intensity and duration, and even zap you in multiple areas, all with the flick of a single switch.  Admittedly I was a bit distracted by the repetitive strokes of the spanking machines, but I certainly paid attention when Kari began placing the electrode pads on me.  The first went right where I expected it, just above my sex, right on my shaved pubic mound
 
                 The second and third sets were a little different though.  Kari placed one pad on the balls of my right foot, and the matching pad on the heel.  She did the other foot the same way.  I’d never been shocked on my feet and this was very different for me. When the TENS Unit was finally activated, the electrodes on the soles of my feet did some delicious, but terrible things to me.  My arches are very, very sensitive.  For example, I love having my feet rubbed.  But I’m also terribly ticklish there.  It’s a fine line to walk.  A soft caress is wonderful. Flickering fingers sends me over the edge into hellish laughter.  
 
                 The last set of wires didn’t go to a set of pads.  They went to a clear plastic plug with metal strips embedded in the sides.  This was lubricated with some of Kari’s electrode gel and then deftly, if not gently, inserted into my ass.  I handled it with typical elegance.  I yelled and jerked and basically tried to get away from what they were doing to me.
 
                 And I wasn’t the only one.  I heard a whimper from my right and I lifted my head up just enough to see what was going on.  Part of my view was blocked by the stupid spanking machine which was walloping my right breast, but I could see the delicate and thin legs of Kylie dangling down along the sides of the wooden horse.  Both ankles were bound and Mistress Savannah was hanging the heavy milk jug weights on her feet.  I felt a sudden surge of both pity and desire, maybe even a bit of jealousy.  Dare I admit that I wished I could have seen all of it?  Kylie on the wooden horse?  Riding it, sliding her sweet slit along that cruel spine?  Having her legs split and weighted, her hands bound behind her back, the weighted clamps on her nipples?  Oh God yes!
 
                 The harsh impact of something heavy and wooden landing on something soft and scrumptious, followed by a loud groan made me look the other way.  Alissa was in the stocks, her body bent in half, her beautiful breasts dangling downward.  She was clamped as well, except Mistress Sara had used a pair of my alligator clamps.  The chain between her nipples was weighted.  Sara stood behind Alissa, gripping the massive wooden paddle Kari keeps in her dungeon.  It swung wide and landed harshly against Alissa’s rump.  She cried out, eyes closed, her entire body jerking.  It set the clamps and weights swinging wildly.  I watched as Sara bent down and, using a clover clamp, added a weight to Alissa’s clit.
 
                 As much as I was enjoying the site of my peers get treated to the same kind of attention I was getting, my focus was drawn back to my own predicament a moment later.  Kari had turned on the TENS Unit and sent the first jolt into my ass.  I tightened spasmodically, with a groan.  I think I muttered something too, akin to “oh God!” But then the electricity stopped and I was able to relax my ass.  Of course, peace only lasted half a second before the set of electrodes just above my slit caused every muscle in my loins to tighten and my hips tried to thrust up.  Then the sole of my left foot cramped, followed by my right.  Then my ass tingled again, the muscles involuntarily contracting to the point of aching cramp.  
 
                 And all of this while I was still getting the crap beaten out of my thighs and breasts!  Isn’t that fun?  My mind short circuited quickly and I became nothing more than a moaning, blubbering redhaired fuck toy.  If you had asked me to spell my name at that point it would have come out something along the lines of “blurbebled.”  Coherency was not on the menu.  
 
                 But evidently I was.  Kari turned up the electricity and the duration of the shocks while the sounds of two other girls getting tortured filled my ears.  I didn’t realize it, but I had joined the cacophony of wild cries myself and did quite a bit of it before Kari pulled the spanking machine away from my right breast.
 
                 I’d say “blessed relief,” except it wasn’t.  First, I still was hurting everywhere else.  Second, she just moved the damn thing down my torso until it was slapping my stomach.  Now THAT was uncomfortable!  But at least it gave my right breast a moment to recover.  My nipple was hard and swollen and there was literally a red rectangle of dark pink skin that crossed across that side of my chest.  I struggled to deal with the new sensations, while still enduring the never ceasing tightening of my ass, loins, and feet.  Then Kari turned off the electrodes running to my mons and removed them.  I shuddered at the reprieve, only to quail in abject terror when she moved the pads to either side of my right nipple.  Then, even more frightening, she moved another one of the spanking machines, setting it up right between my legs.
 
                 I’ve admitted before that of all the positions and torments I’ve ever endured, being whipped right on my sex, with someone aiming for my clit, while tied down, especially spread-eagled, is the most erotic, most powerful, most amazing thing anyone can do to me.  I go crazy.  It’s like eating chocolate, getting a new car, and having the most amazing sex, all rolled into one event.  I love getting whipped between the legs like that.  And when the whipping is done all light and steady, well… I have a hard time NOT cumming.
 
                 Of course, I generally don’t get whipped between the legs at the same time I’m shocked all over, or at the same time that one breast, my stomach, and one thigh is getting smacked. My ass tightened again around the electrified butt plug and then my world turned red as the light “snap, snap, snap” of the belt began impacting against my clit.  And I couldn’t move.
 
                 Perhaps that was the worst torment, being bound in such a way that I couldn’t shift my position even a little.  The best I could do was roll my hips, which didn’t do diddlysquat in getting my pussy either out of the way or change the angle of attack.  All my poor brain knew was that I hurt and I loved it and that I was about to cum.  My breasts felt hot and heavy and my hands pulled hard on my bindings, just as my legs did, trying to cover up the heated targets.  My chest heaved with the effort just to breathe and my entire body felt the engorged need of desperation, rising from the depths to overtake me, to burn its way through me.  
 
                 Just as I was about to violently explode, Kari moved the spanking machine away from my clit.  She positioned it all the way down my leg and let the wet leather strap begin stropping my half turned calf.  You should have seen me twitching!  My vision blurred and then Kari plugged in her electrified forceps clamp into the TENS Unit.  She unplugged the one zapping my breast and then, with what I can only describe as extreme prejudice, crushed my clitoris between the black and red metal laced pads at the end of the forceps clamp.  Electricity poured into my sex and I screamed, my entire body shaking as the pain hit me.  Tears streamed from my eyes and then another shock hit me between the legs.  I’d like to say it was like being struck with a two by four being wielded by a giant, but that’s never happened to me, so the comparison isn’t worth much.  
 
                 After that second shock, I couldn’t even feel everything else.  My body knew it was happening.  My mind?  Not so much.  The beating of my breasts, the shocks to my ass and feet, my tenderized calf and thigh; none of it mattered anymore.  The only thing happening was that my clitoris was being fried.  It was the one thought and as the third, fourth and fifth shock hit me, I hit the edge and launched into freefall.
 
                 I don’t think Kari was ready for my orgasm because she was down there, fiddling around with God knows what when I squirted out enough juice to soak her.  My scream was so loud and so intense that even the other two dominatrixes came over to see if I was okay.  And while Kari was wiping my cream off her cheek, I rocked through two more electrically induced waves, making the entire experience multi-orgasmic.  
 
                 Then I passed out.  
 
                 Okay… maybe not PASSED out, like in unconscious, but my brain sort of shut down. Robert says I was drooling, which can’t be erotic in any sense.  But before the TENS Unit could shock me again, Kari had it off and Robert was moving around, shutting down the motors to the spanking machines.  I got a few more agonizing slaps, but that was it.  Then it was done.  Robert and Kari began moving the equipment away and back into the corner while I just lay there, sobbing and hiccupping as my muscles went through a rippling of spasms that I had no control over. 
 
                 I lifted my head eventually.  My chest looked like I’d been sunburned. The skin was red and enflamed, almost swollen over both nipples.  The tips of my breasts were enlarged and looked like raw meat.  I couldn’t see my sex, but I suspected that it wasn’t much better off.  With my eyes rolling and flushed with sexual euphoria as well as the aftermath of pain, I struggled to get control of myself, if nothing else.  And then Kari was standing there above me, still dressed in her black leather.  But now she was wearing a glove, a glove I hadn’t seen in ages.  
 
                 It was black leather and fit her like… uh… well… I hate to say this, but… like a glove.  It would have been great for keeping her hands warm, but this particular glove came with a slightly different purpose, one I’d only rarely been exposed too.  On this glove, the palm and fingers had been altered so that a thousand sharp little spikes, very similar to my tack mat, were pointed outward.  Anyone wearing the glove would feel nothing.  Anyone being touched would feel every needle point acutely.  The fingers were reinforced and I watched without recognition.  It wasn’t until she reached down and placed her palm and five fingers over my left breast, squeezing and bunching up my breast that I realized that I was in trouble.  
 
                 If you’ve never experienced a vampire glove, it’s tough to explain.  It doesn’t hurt so much as feel like a widespread tingling, or light sting, over a larger portion of your body.  Kari plumped my right breast, sending even more splinter like shards of pain through me, then did the other side.  Back and forth she went, squeezing and touching, until she began working her way down my body.  She touched my stomach, which sported a breast matching rectangle shape of color.  She cupped my sex.  She slapped her vampire gloved hand against my thighs.  She squeezed my foot, driving the sharp spikes into my tender arch.  
 
                 And I just lay there.  I was pretty much done.  I couldn’t move. I couldn’t even cry anymore.  And when Kari was finished pressing those sharp little pins into every orifice of my body, under my arms, and along my sides, and into my instep and over my labia and even into the crack of my ass, she snapped the glove off and turned toward Robert.  He was ordered to release me and bring me to the living room.  
 
                 It took like ten minutes to get me there and I didn’t so much as walk as I got half-carried.  I was also alone.  Evidently both Alissa and Kylie were released before me. I was sore every which way and I was exhausted.  My skin was a patchwork of blotches, from dark red, to bluish purple, to light pink.  There were straight edged welts on my thighs and breasts from where the spanking machines had gotten lucky and there were dark red dots on the underside of both breasts, down my arms, over my stomach and along my thighs.  I could even see a few on my pudenda.  My feet seemed to ache, as if I had been on them for hours and while I had warmed up, I still suffered through momentary shivers that had nothing to do with temperature and had everything to do with sensorial overload.  Robert deposited me in the middle of the living room and I fell to the floor like the contents of an upturned bowl of jelly.
 
                 Alissa was kneeling in front of Sara and Kylie was lying on her back with her calves and feet resting on the arms of Savannah’s chair.  I blinked at that because Savannah was leaning forward and steadily thrusting a massive dildo into Kylie, whose hips were upturned, accepting.  Slowly I righted myself and looked over at Kari who was sitting on the sofa on the other side of the coffee table.
 
                 Coffee table?  What the hell?  Kari didn’t have a coffee table.  Evidently it took a lot to penetrate the haze in my brain and the fact that my body was still reporting a myriad of aches and pains and needs that had sort of blended into something that really couldn’t be quantified.  I stared at the table, trying to reconcile its presence with the room.  Why was there a coffee table?  How had it gotten here?  When did it get here?
 
                 I just want you to understand just how out of it I was, because these were the questions that crossed my mind, and not “why are there so many things to hit me with, sitting on the table?”  It took me about three or four minutes of kneeling there, blinking like an idiot, staring at the coffee table before I realized that I was in some serious trouble.
 
                 Lying in a very precise line was a series of tools that made my buttocks sting just from looking at them.  My heart thudded a little harder as I stared and slowly the names came to my pain and sexed infused brain.  The first item was a rubber flogger, which was nothing more a thick handle and fifty thin rubber strands flying loose.  That wasn’t Kari’s.  I didn’t know where she got it but I had my suspicions.  It looked like something Mistress Savannah would use on Kylie.  But next to the rubber flogger was a thin plastic cane.  That I recognized.  A year or so ago I had spent one brutal evening with Mistress Sara getting my breasts caned.   I KNEW the harsh bite of that horrible weapon.  Next to it was Kari’s leather sap, which was a bit longer than mine, but just as flexible and terrible.  By this time I was trembling, with fear rather than sensorial overload, and my eyes practically glazed over as I studied the bamboo beater.  It looked like a whisk broom, except very narrow.  At the very end of the table was a traditional cat-o-nine-tails, except this one was not only made of leather, but sported tiny knots at the very ends of each strand.  And in the center of the table, interspersed with the punishment tools, was a bowlful of folded pieces of paper.
 
                 “Are you ready?” Kari asked.  I nodded stupidly, but then realized she wasn’t talking to me.  Sara grinned from over at the love seat and nodded.  
 
                 “Absolutely,” she replied languidly.  I shivered.
 
                 Kari looked back at me.  “You will present the part required.  You will endure and do so stoically.  Resistance will not only cause the tenderizing to be delivered a second time, but you will be restrained.”  She picked up the bowl and showed me the contents.  There were at least twenty pieces of paper in there.  “Each of these notes has both a body part and a tool written on them.  Savannah, Sara, and I will wield them on you in turn.”  Then her eyes softened.
 
                 “But we will give you an out.  Three times, and only three times, you may ask that a slave substitute for their mistress.  But you may ask for this only once per mistress. Do you understand?”  I nodded, though I had absolutely no clue what she was talking about.  My brain was still fried as was the rest of me and I still really didn’t comprehend what was coming. 
 
                 Kari held out the bowl to me and I slowly reached in and extracted one of the notes.  I opened it and ordered my eyes to focus.  I didn’t bother to ask. I knew to read it aloud.
 
                 “Cane – Feet,” I said, my voice trembling.
 
                 Sara rose and picked up the cane.  “Lie on your stomach, Breanne and bend your legs, feet up in the air.”
 
                 I rolled to the side and assumed the position that Mistress Sara ordered with my face down on my forearms, my ass clenched in fear, and my legs bent so that my feet were trembling slightly in the air.  Sara moved to my side, along the side that was away from my face.  There was a momentary silence, a pause, and then a line of hot fire exploded across the soles of both feet, right at the arch.
 
                 I didn’t cry out. I yelled. I hollered.  I rolled and grabbed my feet with my hands, checking to see if I still HAD feet.  Oh my fucking GOD that hurt!  Sara ignored my antics and replaced the cane on the coffee table.  She resumed her seat as I started sobbing, clutching my toes and crooning.  
 
                 And you know what came next?  Kari waving the damn bowl in front of me.  Still crying, I picked out one of the top notes and opened it.  My voice caught in my throat and Kari plucked it from me when I couldn’t spit it out.
 
                 “Bamboo Beater – Breasts”
 
                 My eyes went over to the table.  No.  No way.  I shrank back as Savannah stood up, leaving Kylie inverted and stuffed with the large rubber dildo.  The blonde southern beauty plucked up the bamboo beater and swung it once through the air.  It swished strangely and I huddled down even more.
 
                 “Please stand up, Breanne, and put your hands behind your head,” Savannah said sweetly to me.
 
                 It was so hard to do.  But a glance at Kari was enough to convince me that I needed to move my ass. I climbed to my feet which hurt, rose up on tip toe, and placed my hands behind my head.  I closed my eyes too.  I didn’t want to see it coming.  My chest heaved just from my unsteady breathing and then Savannah brought the bamboo beater down across both breasts with a hard and forceful “thwack”.
 
                 A hard sting washed across my bosom as each sliver of bamboo impacted into my skin, but it didn’t hurt as much as I thought it would. I ended up sucking in a hissing breath, and besides deepening the red coloring that my breasts already sported, it didn’t feel like much more than a wave of pin pricks across my torso.
 
                 Savannah put the bamboo beater back down and Kari once more held out the bowl to me.  My hand shook as I picked out the next note.  I opened it and read it aloud, my heart thudding again. 
 
                 “Leather Sap – Thighs”
 
                 “Mmmm… two strokes!” Kari intoned, picking up the sap from the coffee table.  “Lie on your back with your legs spread.”
 
                 I was NOT enthusiastic.  Please remember that I had already had my thighs thoroughly spanked and was sporting dark red and blue blotches on both legs just inches away from my pussy.  I did not want Kari whacking away at my legs with the sap, which was arguably the second worst tool up there.  But as soon as I was on my back and my legs spread, Kari straddled my waist, her ankles locking my arms back.  Then with two quick hammer strokes she brought the sap downward, smacking my outstretched thighs hard.  I yelped, loudly and struggled for just a moment against her weight.  You should have seen me trying to lift my ass off the ground as my heels pounded the carpet.  
 
                 When the burning started to fade Kari got off me and returned the sap to the coffee table.  I stayed where I was, rolling, curled into a ball as I tried hard to deal with the pain.  Kari didn’t bother bring the bowl back to me and instead picked a note herself, reading it aloud and smiling at Sara.  
 
                 “Bamboo Beater – Feet,” she said softly.  Sara stood, grabbed the bamboo beater and then me.  With her fingers in my hair, she rolled me flat and then ordered me to lift my bare soles into the air.  I waffled. I didn’t want to get hurt and Sara poked my bottom with the end of the bamboo beater.  That was NOT good, the sharp points digging into my tender flesh.  So I did what she asked.  She lifted the bamboo and swung downward like a samurai cleaving an enemy solider.
 
                 I won’t deny it hurt.  It did.  But it didn’t hurt anywhere near as bad as the cane.  That was brutal.  The bamboo beater was… it sounded awful, the bamboo strands striking each other, but if Sara hit me as hard as she could, most of the force was eaten up by the beater itself.  As it was it stung like the dickens, but except for another dark hiss, I was fine.
 
                 “Rubber Flogger – Ass,” announced Kari.
 
                 Mistress Savannah had me bend over, my bottom in the air, my back arched.  Then she swung.  The loud crack actually scared me, but like the bamboo beater, the actual pain wasn’t very strong.  Or perhaps it was that my butt had been spared up to that point?  I have no idea.  Savannah sat down and Kari plucked another note from the bowl.
 
                 “Cat-Of-Nine-Tails – Pussy” she said softly.  She put down the paper and picked up the evil looking whip.  “Robert?  Would you hold her legs?” she asked.
 
                 Robert, who had been standing behind the couch during the whole thing walked around.  He was still nude, his cock hard and straight.  Without a word he flipped me over onto my back and grabbed my ankles.  He just straightened, literally hauling me up into the air, stretching my legs apart.  I gasped and reached out, putting my hands on the carpet, struggling to prevent myself from falling on my head, but he held me steady.  I felt his cock against my back.  
 
                 I’ve seen Kari from many different perspectives but this was quite different.  She stood a few feet away and swung the cat-o-nine tails in a fast circle, whipping it around her body like a baton twirler. Then without warning, she flung her arm forward and the blistering leather thongs bit through the air to land between my legs.  
 
                 I think a few strands got Robert too, because when he let me go there were a few dark red marks on his chest.  But the impact of the cat set me spinning.  It was like molten lava between my legs and I screeched and clutched at my crotch even as Robert was lowering me back down.  Once more I curled up into a fetal position, my hands over my loins, cupping my sex.  
 
                 “Cane – Breasts,” announced Kari a moment later.  
 
                 Sara glanced over with surprise. “Are you doing this deliberately, Kari?”
 
                 My best friend, lover, and tormentor laughed and shook her head.  “Sorry Sara.  Want me to choose again?”
 
                 Sara shook her head.  “No, it’s just I’ve done this to her before.  Can I borrow Robert?”
 
                 Kari smiled. “Please.”
 
                 I was not cooperative.  I was manhandled onto my stomach and Robert had to drag my hands out from under me.  At Sara’s direction he stood over me, his ankles to either side of my knees.  Then he bent me in half, the wrong way, lifting my chest and tummy off the carpet.  My hands were held backward behind my head and I turned my face away, lip trembling as Sara knelt down and pressed the cane across my breasts.
 
                 “Where do you want me to hit, Bre?” she asked softly.  “I can do the tops, the bottoms, or the nipples.”
 
                 I was shaking violently in expectation and I had trouble articulating that I didn’t want her to cane my breasts at all. Evidently my failure to answer her question decided my fate and Sara pulled back and let a hard swat fall across me.  Once more I felt a burning line, but this one crossed my nipples and for a moment I was positive that I’d been split open and left bleeding.
 
                 Robert was instructed to drop me and I was left to recover.  A few minutes later I was able to bring my arms away from my breasts and I saw that while a new dark red welt had been left across my boobs, I wasn’t actually cut.  I thought it was a miracle.
 
                 “Rubber Flogger – Feet” announced Kari.
 
                 I don’t really remember that one, except that it didn’t really hurt.  Then came the bamboo beater against my bottom.  That stung, but again, my ass hadn’t really gotten much and I was able to shrug off the blossom of heat that roasted my rump.  Kari read out “Leather Sap – Breasts” and Sara rose and picked up the sap.
 
                 I admit, I panicked.  I scooted back away from her, eyes wild, and then I remembered.  
 
                 “Please! I’d like Alissa!” I blurted.
 
                 Kari blinked, but then she nodded.  Sara paused and then turned and motioned Alissa to stand.  The petite and scarred slave girl rose and accepted the sap dutifully, though I could see she was not happy with the idea.  She walked over to me and I rose to my feet. I put my hands behind my head and sucked in a deep breath, arching my back.
 
                 The blows she delivered to my breasts were nothing.  Mere love taps, and everyone knew it.  Sara snatched the sap away from Alissa, whirled her around and with an angry glare, flipped the sap downward in an overhand hammer stroke that struck Alissa squarely on the left breast.  
 
                 I have to give her credit, she didn’t cry out.  But then, I wouldn’t expect her too.  The things Alissa had endured with her previous mistress were beyond the pale, making the torment I was experiencing seem like a pleasant walk in the park.  Even Sara’s stroke wasn’t really that bad, not even turning her pale skin pink.  But Sara wasn’t done.  Even as Alissa’s fists clenched tightly Sara lifted the sap again and smashed it down onto Alissa’s right breast.  The gold padlock there bounced intriguingly up and down and my eyes widened in alarm as Alissa actually started to fold, only to come back a moment later.  Alissa stood straight, holding the position I was in, and looked as if she were totally ready to accept another stroke.  And Sara indulged.  While I was supposed to only get one stroke to each breast, Sara laid into Alissa with a flurry that eventually sent the petite beauty to her feet, clutching her breasts and sobbing.  Then Sara flung the sap aside and to my total surprise, knelt down and drove her tongue into the wet slit between Alissa’s legs.  It was like a feeding frenzy, totally unexpected and Alissa opened up in wild abandon, her legs spreading as Sara devoured the girl’s clit.
 
                 I was jealous.  I wanted some.
 
                 “Cane – Pussy,” Kari announced.
 
                 Savannah came forward and picked up the thin plastic rod.  I waited until she ordered me to kneel, leaning backward, my hands on my ankles and my legs spread.  It was a bit scary, but I realized that Savannah wasn’t Mistress Sara, and that the angle wasn’t going to be too terrible.  That said, the thin whippy cane cutting into the soft slit between my legs made me grimace and suck in another breath.  
 
                   The cat-o-nine-tails came next, against my bottom, followed by the bamboo beater swatted harshly against my spread open sex.  I was starting to have a difficult time with it all and each subsequent blow seemed to rock me to my core.  They didn’t hurt individually, at least some didn’t, but taken on a whole, my entire world crumbled.  Part of it was because the pain wasn’t wrapped up with sexual need.  I was wet, but that isn’t unheard of.   In fact, I’m usually that way. Even before I started following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1, I was wet.  But this punishment, this “tenderization”, was not the same kind of abject torment I was used to. This was pure punishment, without the cushion of my arousal to blunt the sharp edges.  
 
                 I got unlucky and the cat-o-nine-tails came back up, slated for my thighs.  Once again I sat down and spread my legs, only to place my still red and bruised feet together, pressing the toes and soles flat.  Kari stood above me and slashed down, marking my thighs even more than they already were.  My hips rocked and suddenly I wished, more than anything, that she was whipping me between the legs.  Then things got worse.  The next note specified the cane again, but in the same spot I had just been struck.  Sara stood up, lifted the cane, stood over me, and landed one, then two strokes on my inner thighs.
 
                 They burned like fire and I couldn’t hold myself together.  I closed my legs, grimacing, almost screeching out against the scoring heat.  Sara replaced the cane and Kari read out the next note.  “Rubber Flogger – Breasts”
 
                 I burst into tears.  How many of these damn things were there?  Savannah stood but I shook my head.  “Kylie!  Kylie can do it!” I stammered, half wasted.
 
                 Savannah bowed and patted Kylie.  For the first time since I had entered the room, Kylie sat up straight, moving from her semi-upside down position.  She tugged the massive dildo out of her sex and set it aside and then stood, coming up to coffee table and picking up the rubber flogger.
 
                 I climbed wearily to my feet.  I’m not even sure I stood straight.  Heck, I’m not sure I was capable of standing straight!  Kylie swung the flogger in a circle around her head, and then with a horizontal slash, slammed it into my left breast and kept it going, letting the thin rubber strands slice across my bosom.  I cried out, but more from surprise than hurt.  A dark heat suffused my bosom, but it wasn’t the same bone chilling pain the cane had brought.  Kylie smiled though and then headed back to the coffee table.  I expected, for just a moment, Savannah to demand the whip and deliver a few cutting strokes to Kylie’s breasts.  But instead Kylie once again dropped down between Savannah’s knees and lifted her feet.  With her hands under her back, she propped herself up and Savannah grabbed the dildo and once more delicately pushed it into the inverted girl’s bottom half.  I think I made a nasty face.  Ahh… jealousy sucks.
 
                 Kari delivered a stroke of the cat-o-nine-tails to my feet next and it didn’t do much more than reignite a minor discomfort.  It hurt more to actually stand up on them then the slight blow of the cat.  This was followed by Sara whacking the bamboo beater against each of my thighs.  My world spun and I stupidly followed orders, enduring the whack of the leather sap twice, once to each buttock.  Next it was the rubber flogger impacting against the petals of my sex.  Then Sara stepped back up to the plate, wielding the thin plastic cane against my tender bottom.
 
                 She made me lean over the coffee table that time, my ass up in the air, while she took a stance as if she were in Minute Maid Park, standing over home plate.  I suppose she imagined a ball or something, because she swung that cane across my butt cheeks so hard I thought she’d knocked me out of the park.
 
                 Either that or I was a space ship, because frankly my bottom end was burning with a heat that I thought only came from ignited rocket fuel.   I screamed out loud and jerked wildly, my hands going to my bottom as I toppled over.  I blubbered like an idiot as Sara put down the cane and then wrapped her arms around me, comforting me despite the burning brand drawn across my rump.
 
                 Then it was Savannah’s turn to strike the bottoms of my feet with the cat-o-nine tails.  I endured it crying, but again, the cat-o-nine-tails spread the force of the impact over too wide a target and I felt only a light sting, and that’s despite the other torments inflicted upon my poor feet.  Then Kari read out “Rubber flogger – Thighs” and she rose, using her toes to roll me over.  
 
                 “Just spread those legs and hope I don’t miss,” Kari said softly.  I did as she asked, just wishing it was over.  I knew there were only a few notes left.  How bad could it be?
 
                 The rubber flogger stung, just as I expected, and it was everything I could do to not curl up into another ball, but after it was over Kari once again reached into the bowl and drew out a piece of paper.  “Just three left, Breanne.  This one is the leather sap – against your feet”
 
                 Sara did the honors, grabbing the big toe of my right foot, smacking it solidly with the rectangular leather paddle, and then dropping it back down. Oh God it smarted.  I couldn’t keep my leg still and she ended up having to straddle me, locking my calf between her knees as she bent my foot upward.  The sap hammered into my arch and I squealed, yanking my foot away.  Sara didn’t even pause.  She snatched at my ankle, grabbing it with a tight grip and began smacking the leather sap repeatedly into my arch.
 
                 I suppose it could have been worse.  It could have been the cane.  But at that point it didn’t even matter.  I felt as if I had stuck my foot in boiling water.  Then Robert was there, pinning my arms and Sara continued to beat my foot.  
 
                 I’m not sure who ended it, or how it ended, but Robert stayed there, holding me, pinning me to the ground.  Sara twisted around and sat on my knees, her own thighs holding my legs together.  Robert pulled my arms up above my head and I blubbered as Kari read out the next slip of paper.  A dim thought crossed my mind, that she had planned this. Circumstance and dumb luck had nothing to do with it.  Through my tears I saw Savannah cross above me, then pick up the cat-o-nine-tails.  She moved to my side, swinging it in circles, only to bring it down across my swollen, hurting, reddened breasts with a blow worthy of Sara.  It stung like the dickens, leaving even more welts across me and I cried out, still thrashing.  
 
                 And then there was only one more to go.  All of them cooperated, holding my limbs, stretching me out, pulling my legs apart as I fought them.  Kylie was ordered to muffle my cries and she tossed the huge dildo away and straddled my face, rubbing her soaked slit across my lips and nose until all I could see and taste and smell was Kylie’s sex.  Even Alissa was drawn in, ordered to hold one knee.  I know it was her because she straddled my foot, driving my toes into her slit; up and down, up and down, fucking my foot.  
 
                 And then it was Kari’s turn.  Kari, who held the keys to my heart. Kari, who knew what I liked and how I liked it. Kari, who knew my limits, who knew how far she could take me.  She stood above me, holding the last piece of paper and the sap.
 
                 I know what it said only because of where the stroke fell.  Kari knelt down and laid the sap against my clit, patting me with it gently, building up the pressure.  Over and over she tapped my sex, then pulling away only to bend down and run her tongue up through my bruised folds.  Need exploded through me, desperation of the worst kind and it tore up through my soul and my body like a cloth soaked in gasoline.  I thrust my hips forward, even as she resumed tapping the sap against my pussy.
 
                 The tapping grew harder, stronger and so did my need.  Another lick came a moment later and I was catapulted up the side of the mountain, so much closer to the climax that I longed for.  The sap impacted against me again and then I realized that I didn’t care.  I WANTED her to hit me. I needed her to whip me.  I wanted my clit to be smashed to smithereens against the leather sap.  I lifted my hips to show her and then it came; a flurry of strokes that blasted me off the planet, giving me the orgasm I so desperately wanted.  I cried out, my tongue buried in Kylie, my hips jerking like mad, my clit… oh God… my clit crushed and smashed and shocked and burned.
 
                 I’ve had explosions before, but that was one of the best.  It was born of need and desperation of a kind that I rarely get to experience and yet, they weren’t done with me.  I lay there, exhausted, tired beyond endurance, a literally fuck doll who wasn’t even capable of crawling away from the torments.  They left me in a daze, a sex induced euphoria where my eyes rolled up into the back of my head and all I knew was that I had cum, and cum hard.  Soft hands touched me, moving me gently onto my stomach.  A towel was laid out under me.  Someone, probably Alissa, poured oil all over my back and buttocks.  I felt someone touching my legs, working the oil in with her thighs, her breasts, and even her sex.  I could feel the softness against my legs as she rubbed her clit against my leg.
 
                 Then Kylie switched places with her and I was rolled over again.   It was Kylie on top now, rolling her naked body against mine, swirling her hips and mixing her own juices with the oil that coated me from head to toe.  For a single sweet hour it didn’t hurt.  All I felt was delicious, low intensity, sexual need.  They didn’t touch my clit, other than pressing their own bodies against mine.  They didn’t caress my breasts except with their own.  But everywhere else, my welts were treated tenderly and gently.
 
                 I was mostly asleep when they were ordered to leave me alone.  I was face up, eyes closed and only barely cognizant of Kari and Sara putting the cuffs on me.  My ankles were bound as were my wrists.  I felt Kari’s hands on me, inspecting my breasts, her thumbs grazing my tender and sore nipples.  I whimpered and then I felt Robert’s iron hard strength holding my arms above my head.  Someone sat on my legs and I opened my eyes to see Kari sitting next to me, holding two different bottles and a motorized toothbrush.
 
                 I opened my mouth to protest but Kari shsshed me, kissing me deeply.  She popped the first bottle open. By scent alone I recognized it.  I was still slick, still oiled, but I knew that wouldn’t matter.  In fact, I thought it might make it worse.  Kari poured a liberal amount of the oil onto the brush, a clean unused brush that connected to the motorized handle.  Then with a slight flick of her thumb, she started it up and set it against my nipple.
 
                 I’m not sure what got to me first, the vibration, the irritation, or the fact that she had doused the brush with Stinging O, a grapeseed, pepper, and cinnamon oil concoction that I use when I’m feeling particularly masochistic.  Almost immediately I felt the cool tingle of the cinnamon oil, followed by the burning of the pepper oil.  She began working it into my flesh, past the first coating of baby oil and ran the bristles of the brush in ever widening circles around my areola.  It was awful.
 
                 And it was incredible.  
 
                 But then, after abrading the hard bump of my right nipple, making sure to get under the piercing, she opened the second bottle.  The scent of lemon juice came and she poured a few drops of that on me.  The burning of the Stinging O really didn’t provide a contrast.  All I knew was that it stung, and stung badly.  I writhed against the women holding me.
 
                 In all fairness, Kari didn’t spend that much time in each spot.  As soon as I was whimpering she moved from my right breast to my left.  A fresh application of Stinging O and the vibrations of the toothbrush, not to mention the stiff bristles themselves, soon had me gasping and jerking, my nipples hard.  Another coating of lemon juice followed.  Kari moved downward in short order, applying more of the cinnamon pepper oil to the brush and then pressing it against my clit.  Despite my thighs being closed she managed quite nicely to have me gasping and writhing in my bonds in short order.  This time the lemon juice made little difference.
 
                 My ankles were released, even though they kept the cuffs on and someone, maybe two someones, jerked my legs apart.  Kari used even more oil and I cried out as she actually stuck the toothbrush into me.  I felt the bristles rub against my insides even as the oil tingled and then burned.  It was awful and awesome, all at the same time and when she finally pulled the toothbrush out, my hips were jerking wildly.  She dragged the toothbrush back up over my clit and I cried out in bliss.  It was just too much.  Another orgasm, albeit a small one, slammed into me, and Kari rode it, rubbing my clit a second time, vibrating me to completion.
 
                 I was again lost in a daze when I was rolled over, so I really wasn’t prepared for it.  One of the girls, either Kylie or Alissa, straddled my back, their toes near my head.  Hands pressed on my buttocks, pulling and pushing the cheeks apart.  Then came the final ignominy.  When Kari put that toothbrush up against my ass, I almost went berserk.  But while she teased and tormented me there, and I puckered from the Stinging O, at least she didn’t ram the vibrating toothbrush up my ass.
 
                 When they were finished it was Robert’s turn.  At Kari’s command I was picked up, a limp doll of a girl who couldn’t stand, who could barely turn her head.  Every part of me felt as if I had gone through the wringer and all I knew was that I couldn’t stand any more; too many intense orgasms in too short a time.  Let Kylie or Alissa get tortured. I just wanted to curl up into a ball and sleep.  
 
                 I was carried to the dining room table, a broad expanse of mahogany.  There was an unusual tablecloth draped over it and it wasn’t until Robert deposited me on the top that I realized it was a cheap shower curtain.  Soft and strong hands moved me, placing me on my stomach.  It was a bit cold, but I didn’t care.  I was still covered with oil, my nipples, clit, sex, and ass still burned slightly, but at least I wasn’t being tortured.  I realized, slowly, that the shower curtain was there to keep me from oiling Kari’s table. How thoughtful…
 
                 I didn’t resist when the ropes came.  They were threaded through my wrist and ankle cuffs, and even though my hands and feet were no longer connected together, and I was drawn into a semi-spread-eagled position, except upside down, with my rump toward the ceiling, I felt myself falling asleep.
 
                 That didn’t last long.  A moment or two later, Kari was poking me. I blinked awake, groaning.  Trust me, dining room tables are not the most comfortable of sleeping places.  My sore breasts hurt the most, mashed between the table and my torso.  Kari was holding a cookie sheet.  My eyes focused some more as I tried to understand what was happening.  Robert stood behind her, holding two more cookie sheets.
 
                 “Lift up,” Kari told me.  
 
                 Yeah.  Right.  I made a show of effort that really wasn’t much effort at all.  Kari knew it, reached out her hand, and began tickling me.
 
                 I’m not terribly ticklish, but let’s face it - Kari has known me since I was 13 years old.  She knows where to touch me to get me to move, even sexually worn out and exhausted.  And I did.  The edge of the cookie sheet caught my breast, which was not fun, but it was the searing cold of the sheet that made me scream.
 
                 Yes, they were cold.  In fact, there was a thin sheet of ice in the bottom of the tray, and Kari slid it directly under my breasts.  There was no where to go and I was bound in a way that made it practically impossible to lift myself up.  But I tried.  I have B, almost C sized breasts and trust me, dangling downward, I couldn’t get my nipples up off the tray.  I began bawling, carrying on, and as my body jerked on the table like a landed fish, Kari slid another tray beneath me.  Now my belly was being frozen and the hard lip of the cookie sheet jabbed me right near the belly button.  A third tray was rammed even lower and my exhausted body flailed around for a few minutes before I was shivering and worn out.
 
                 Then came the absolute torment.  I wasn’t expecting it. I hadn’t seen it.  But when Kari moved down to the other end of the table, between my outstretched ankles, she picked up the ice dildo, a condom lined frozen Popsicle, lubed and oiled with Stinging O.  She slid it into my pussy with a thrust that broke no objection.  My reaction was immediate and desperate.  It was one thing to have my body pressed to sheets of frozen water.  It was another thing to get fucked with a seven inch long, two inch thick icicle.  My toes curled.  My bottom contracted.  My hips bounced madly.  
 
                 But while Kari held it in and even pumped it in and out of me, making use of the pre-lubrication applied by the toothbrush not to mention my multiple orgasms, someone else took another, much smaller icicle and rammed it into my ass.  It went deep and they hammered it in until my sphincter actually tightened around the end and literally held it in all by itself.  I went ballistic.  I screamed. I thrashed. I swore. I cursed.  I wailed.  Thank God for the rope because I would have been leaping up and running out of there.  Kari continued to fuck me stupid with the ice dildo until I crashed back down, the last of my energy gone.  Melted water ran from my ass and pussy.
 
                 That was what they were evidently waiting for.  With my breasts mashed against the ice, already melted into freezing water, I laid there moaning.  It was Robert who manhandled me upward, allowing Kari, Savannah, and Sara to pull the trays free.  The remnants of the ice dildo was extracted, though the ice in my ass was long gone.   It mattered little. I was already freezing.  In fact, I was almost catatonic.  So when the ropes were loosened and I was flipped over, only to be secured even more tightly, now genuinely spread-eagled, I didn’t really care.  I stared up at the crystal chandelier and tried to figure out what the clattering noise was.  It took me a minute or two to realize it was my teeth.
 
                 Every single one of them stood above me.  I blinked as I looked at their faces.  Savannah was closest on my right, while Sara was on my left.  Alissa and Kylie came next, while Robert and Kari stood near my knees.  Each one held a thick pillar candle, guttering slightly.  My mouth opened in protest, but it came out soundless.  There was some unspoken moment, then they all poured.
 
                 I’ve been waxed frequently in my life.  Everything from being tied down and having a candle tipped above me, to having two mostly melted votive candles set on the desk, while I bent over, the tips of my breasts directly above the flames, only to mash them down, extinguishing the candles with my nipples and coating both areolas with hot wax.  But never, and I mean NEVER, have I endured a waxing like the one I did that evening.
 
                 Savannah poured her candle directly over my right breast, spilling red paraffin over my nipple and then rotating her hand so that in seconds the entire right side of my chest was coated in wax.  On the other side, Sara did the same thing, leaving me suddenly bathed in liquid heat.  Kylie and Alissa poured their candles across my stomach and down to my slit.  I felt wax literally gliding along my oiled skin.  It found the creases between my torso and legs and literally slid down toward my folds.  
 
                 Kari and Robert however, poured their candles over my toes and up my legs.  It was awful!  I cried out again, finding my voice as the six cooks above me placed me in a metaphorical oven.  And that’s when it hit me.  I was being cooked.  All of it.  From the very first.  I had been plucked and washed, inside and out.  Then I had been tenderized, beaten and spiked.  I had been oiled and seasoned; cinnamon, pepper, and lemon.  Then I had been chilled before cooking.  And now? Now it was roasting time.  It was all there.  Why hadn’t I seen it?
 
                 And as the wax continued to fall, I felt a new heat.  My metal dildo.  Kari had asked for it a week before and I had given it to her.  Why?  It felt hot.  Slowly she pushed it into my abused, sore, torment, swollen sex and I groaned, my hips thrusting upward.  More heat cooked me and Kari pressed deep.  Every part of me had gone from cold to hot and once more I shook, and not from cold, but from desperate warmth.  Paraffin dripped down now upon my clit and splattered my labia.  It was super intense and super horrible.  I bucked like mad, which had the basic effect of fucking the metal dildo, heated to what I’m sure Kari thought was a reasonable temperature, but in fact, to me, was burning agony.  You try taking a warm dildo after fucking an ice pop!
 
                 The falling wax stopped and they allowed it to cool, which is to say the paraffin hardened while I remained well cooked beneath the heat trapping covering.  Sure it cracked, especially on my chest as I sucked in breath after breath.  But then, at a word from Kari, all of them, even Robert in all his nude glory and hard shaft, bent down and retrieved something from under the table.  
 
                 Sara held the thin plastic cane.  Savannah, the rubber flogger.  Kylie clutched the bamboo beater, while Alissa held the cat-o-nine-tails.  Robert had a wooden spoon with a thick handle.  And Kari?  Kari held her preferred weapon, the invidious sap.
 
                 And then they hit me.
 
                 Oh, it wasn’t like they beat me senseless.  None of the strokes were of the same force that I had been abused with earlier.  They were merely cracking the wax off my body.  But at that moment, tied down and held open, spread-eagled, with my breasts, my belly, my mons, my very sex open and available as a target, I didn’t really recognize what was going on.  All I knew was that six people were hitting me.  I was sore enough, and brainwashed enough, that I thought they were using axes and cutting off my limbs!
 
                 Kari told me that in hindsight, she wished she hadn’t chosen red pillar candles.  I asked her why and she told me that while red burned hotter, which was why she had chosen it, the color had blended too well with the color of my skin.  Worse, after that beating, when the wax had been chopped and broken into a million pieces, it looked… she paused here, clearly disturbed, even hours later.  
 
                 “You looked like you’d been cooked, Breanne,” she said softly.
 
                 I nodded.  I remembered.  After that first beating, they had applied another layer of wax.  The dildo was continuously thrust through me, and though the biting heat had dissipated, a fresh layer of hot paraffin was more than enough to put my core body temperature through the roof.  And when I once more resembled a frosted donut, covered in strawberry cream, they once more beat me clean, flicking the hot wax from my roasted, oiled, tenderized, and seasoned body with graze and gusto.  It turned out that the bamboo beater was the best at removing wax too and poor Kylie was directed to use it on practically every part of me.
 
                 I was gone.  Mind-fucked.  In defense, I had separated my brain from my body, pulling back and trying not to think.  I was freed, my wrists and ankles released, and Robert carried me into the living room.  A pallet had been created, of soft blankets and pillows, and I was laid down, limp and exhausted.  Kylie and Alissa positioned my arms and legs, spreading me once more, but I didn’t care.  I closed my eyes.  I felt bodies on me; Savannah and Sara, both naked now, their dominatrix clothing gone.  Their hands and tongues and legs and breasts touched me.  I felt a mouth on my sex, licking at my clit, driving down into my slit.  Then there was a warm wet slit above me, rubbing itself against my nose.  I couldn’t help it. I’ve been trained too well.  I opened my mouth.
 
                 I’m not sure who came on my face, but she was quickly replaced with another pussy and I licked that one to.  Fingers and mouths and tongues and nipples rubbed against me and the wiggling, stroking mass of female flesh and lesbian love sent spirals of pleasure through me.  I actually started to find the energy.  My hands came up and I started caressing the hips and thighs above me, and when my brain finally kicked into gear, I realized that it was Alissa who knelt above my head, rocking her hips back and forth while Kylie rubbed me between the legs.  They switched out and I saw that Sara and Savannah lay to my sides, clearly sated.  When Alissa came, I lapped it up eagerly and then Kylie moved forward as Alissa fell to the side, her fingers stroking my leg while her other hand found Mistress Sara and held her.              I worked on Kylie until she too popped and fell toward Mistress Savannah.
 
                 And then Kari, in all her naked glory, her thin petite frame, stood above me.  Robert was directly behind her and they looked down at me with desire.  Kari practically fell on me, rubbing her breasts across my chest and then swirling around only to straddle my face and let my tongue dance against her tiny clit.  I never saw Robert, who bent down, his hands coming up to caress Kari’s breasts, his cock plunging deep into my well.  It was the best penetration of the night, the softest, and yet hardest too.  He began thrusting through me, taking me gently yet fully, even as all three of us moved together in perfect rhythm.  And then, just as Kari was getting close, we moved.  She rose up from my mouth, pushed Robert down even as she grabbed my hand.  I knew what she wanted and even as his cock left me, I nodded.  It wasn’t my time for orgasm.  That was before.  Now it was hers.  She impaled herself deeply as I straddled Robert’s head, his tongue driving up into my sex.  I bent forward, kissing Kari, touching her, stroking her back, her buttocks, our breasts mashed together.
 
                 And then she came, suddenly, violently, freezing in place as the orgasm overwhelmed her.  She cried out and then a moment later, struggled to get off Robert.  She fell to the side, barely missing Alissa.  
 
                 I looked down.  Robert was still hard, still struggling, and he hadn’t cum.  I pulled myself off his mouth and twisted round. Without a word, our eyes met, and I rammed myself down on his shaft.  He groaned and I wriggled, thrusting with powerful, long strokes.  It didn’t take us long, the heat and the fire and the need surging through us both.  I began to explode, tightening around him, wishing I could hold off longer, but then I didn’t need too.  I felt him harden inside me, his shaft turning to granite, pulsing as his body erupted with white cream, filling me to the very brim.  I collapsed atop him, our hearts thudding in time as my blood pounded through me.  I fell asleep like that, on top of Robert, his slowly softening shaft still buried in my heat. 
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
                 When I woke up, it was dark.  I was still naked, but warm and comfortable, wrapped up in a soft downy blanket and tucked into Kari’s bed.  I glanced at the clock.  I must have slept for three or so hours!  Quickly, I stood up, letting the blanket fall away.  A glance down at my body in the soft light of the side table lamp made it clear that I would be bearing the marks of this little feast for days to come.  There were bruises forming on my breasts, my stomach, and my thighs.  Red welts still marred my bosom and my rump.  My sex, which at least was feeling more normal, still looked swollen and tender.  And I admit that my nipples and clit felt chaffed.  
 
                 But I padded, naked, with just the blanket wrapped around me, into the living room.  Kari and Robert were asleep on the couch, both undressed, wrapped in each other’s arms.  Savannah, Kylie, Alissa, and Sara were gone.  I went into the kitchen and poured myself a cup of milk and took it into the dining room. The table was clear, the shower curtain gone, and the floor had been swept clean of wax chips.  I sat down and drank my milk.
 
                 “Hi,” Kari said a moment later.  She had draped a soft knitted blanket over her shoulders and sat down opposite me. I smiled weakly at her.  We looked so alike at that moment, despite our different coloring.  Naked under blankets.  It was kinda cute.
 
                 “How are you feeling?” she asked.
 
                 I shrugged.  “Okay, I guess.  That was pretty intense.”
 
                 She nodded.  “I recognized the assignment,” she said.
 
                 That surprised me.  “Michael Alexander?” I asked.
 
                 She nodded.  “Yes.  It was his story, ‘The Dinner’.  Except for the stuffing with vegetables part.”
 
                 I chuckled softly.  “Yes, and being served to a table full of men.”
 
                 Kari smirked a little. “I think we did okay.  Michael should be happy.”
 
                 I shrugged.  “Master Dan should be happy.  It was his idea.”
 
                 Kari nodded.  “I know,” she paused.  “So are you really okay?”
 
                 For a second, I took stock.  Admittedly, I was sore.  There were parts of me that I really didn’t want to offer up for another round.  But in general, I was okay.  Finally I looked at her and smiled. “Yeah. I am.”
 
                 She grinned and reached out a hand. I took it, our fingers clasping warmly.  
 
                 “Good.  Because I have one question to ask you.”
 
                 Confused, I looked at her, my heart open, my mind awake, my body tingling.
 
                 “Then ask it.”
 
                 Kari took a deep breath, her eyes alight.  “Would you like dessert?” she asked softly.
 
                 I licked my lips.  
 
                 And honestly, simply, immediately… said “yes.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne,
 
    
 
   At first you will be cleaned and prepared with water picks for an hour. Once this is done and without drying you off (I read that discipline hurts more without any more damage against wet skin) you will be tenderized all over (pussy, ass, breasts, thighs both inner and back, stomach, back, and feet minimum) by the spanking machines and the tens unit working together, followed by the vampire glove. Next Kari will tenderize you by taking a variety of instruments including flogger, sap, and cane to every part of you (every instrument must be used at least once on every part of you).

  Now that the meat has been tenderized its time to add the seasonings using a stiff brush (a vibrating tooth brush or something similar would be best). Once the seasonings have been thoroughly worked in add a splash of lemon juice before leaving the meal to set and cool on ice as the oven heats. 

Breanne, for the full effect you will be impaled on your heated dildo and a plug (you need 2-4 metal objects so you can get fire and ice at max intensity in both holes :( ). You will then be 'cooked' under a continuous onslaught of hot wax (pausing only to beat the wax off). Once done Kari might add some side dishes or just set the main course.

When the meal is ready Kari and Robert can feast on your tender breasts and juicy pussy. Enjoy. – Master Dan
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: a_one_horse_open_sleigh]A One Horse Open Sleigh
 
    
 
   Early December
 
    
 
                 It was unseasonably warm for December when I knocked on Kari’s door, and to be perfectly honest, I was totally fine with that.  Usually I prefer the cooler temperatures that come with winter, even in South Texas. A heat wave had pretty much baked Houston to the point that I was not only comfortable standing there nude, but liked it.  The late afternoon sun sparkled in the distance and since I was well hidden behind the massive oleander bush that blocks the view to over half of Kari’s front stoop, I was cool.
 
                 It was a little unusual though for Kari to answer the door herself.  I’m used to Robert, her live-in boy-toy, sex slave, and dare I say it, house-husband, coming to the door, his muscular and very naked body on display.  I like grabbing his cock when I come in, squeezing it and giving him just enough nookie to keep him straining.  Call me cruel, but it sometimes comes naturally to me.
 
                 But it was Kari and she smiled at me with this wicked look that had me mentally saying “uh oh,” before she even reached out, grabbed the golden, rose emblazoned padlock that hung from right nipple.  She twisted it a half turn to the right, sending shards of discomfort up through my breast and pulled me and my canvas bag into her condo, all without a word. 
 
                 She had decorated for Christmas.  There was a designer tree in the corner all in blue and white, which I thought looked ridiculous.  My family’s tree is multicolored and all our ornaments are little toys that we’ve collected throughout the years. Lots of great memories.  Kari’s tree looked like one decorated for a department store.  It was pretty, but lacked the personal touches that make a tree special.  Of course there were three ornaments on the tree that were well hidden, but unique.   All three I had given her and I was pleased to see them.  One was this beautiful crystal snowflake that I had fallen in love with one day while we were visiting Fredericksburg.  The second was a cast resin, but hand-painted model of a Texas Cowgirl, with long red hair, wearing a short, short denim skirt, a plaid shirt tied up at the midriff, with large breasts, boots, cowgirl hat, and if you were naughty and turned her upside down, some nineteen year old Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut had actually painted in a rather obvious anatomically correct slit, clearly stuffed with a vibrator, with a small but diabolical clothespin strategically attached to her clit.
 
                 Yes. I can even make Christmas naughty.  
 
                 Kari had called me that morning and asked me to come by that evening for some R and R, which basically meant that she’d rest and relax and I’d get tortured sexually.  I don’t mind.  In fact, the idea had me humming all day and since Kari had also instructed me to bring my Core Driller dildo as well as the tack insert, I was a little excited. Add to that the daily NHPS Rule requirement to wear my RVP, the Rotating Venus Penis, all day and not cum. I was on edge.
 
                 The pink plastic toy was actually still wrapped around my loins, buzzing away.  The RVP has two functions.  One is the vibrator, which causes both the four inch plastic cock buried inside me, as well as the large base the cock is mounted on, to vibrate.  The base also happens to be long enough to get both my clit and perineum, so you can just imagine the stimulation I’d been through for most of the day.
 
                 The four inch plastic cock didn’t just vibrate.  It spun.  Or more accurately, it could spin.  Just at that moment it was off, since Kari’s instructions on activation had been quite specific.  
 
                 “Merry Christmas!” Kari said brightly as soon as I was in the condo.  I put down my bag full of toys and eyed her, wondering if she was doing it on purpose.  When her look hardened slightly I knew what she intended and I plucked the RVP remote off my waist where it hung strapped to the Velcro harness that held the spinning, vibrating toy to my sex.  I thumbed up the rotation function to full power and shuddered once as my incredibly wet sex pulsed crazily, demanding release.
 
                 Which did not come. I mean, I didn’t cum.  Kari stood there and watched me twitch, my brain going through the spastic reality of clitoral and vaginal stimulation and I practically ran up the mountain toward the apex, totally ready to throw myself off the proverbial cliffs of orgasm into explosive sexual release.
 
                 A minute later, and with Kari stroking my breasts and doing some very interesting things to the rosy tips and the padlock, I saw the open crevasse ahead.  I was going fast, very fast, and even as I rushed toward orgasmic destruction, I reached down and with trembling fingers, turned off the RVP.  All of it.
 
                 Dead stillness between my legs meant nothing except the replacement of bliss with agonizing need.  And even then I didn’t quite stop. I slid in the loose gravel, scrabbling to keep myself from going over the edge.  I barely stopped in time, chest heaving, my sex contracting tightly around the plastic cock inside me, my hips jerking forward and back in lewd movements.  Kari loved it and planted a kiss on my lips that turned me into a bowl full of jelly, just like Santa.
 
                 But then it was over.  The warm glow inside me ached.  I was so desperate, so horny, that all I wanted was to cum.  I had been that way for hours.  Every time I got close I had turned off the RVP and I had not once screwed up.
 
                 I’m sort of proud of myself for that.
 
                 Kari stepped back and took my hand.  Carefully she led me through the living room and to the back hall.  My heart thudded. I knew where we were headed.  Kari jokingly called it “Breanne’s Bedroom,” despite the fact that it was Robert who spent more time in it. But I called it something else.  “The Dungeon” was in fact a second bedroom that Kari had converted into an actual torture chamber.  Oh… I guess I should quantify that. It’s not the kind of torture chamber you’ve seen in the movies.  There are no thumbscrews, no hot irons, no iron maidens with sharp iron spikes in the corner.  But there is a rack of sorts that I call the iBench, an “I” shaped, leather padded, metal framed restraint complete with steel cables, pulleys and a winch.  I’ve spent hours strapped to the thing, legs spread wide apart in the splits, with all sorts of torments being applied to strategic places.
 
                 A TENS Unit cart is in the far corner, ready to be rolled to where ever the sacrificial victim is restrained, so she can be shocked stupid on her clit, her nipples, her thighs, and lately, the soles of her feet.  Then there is the St. Andrew’s Cross, a massive wooden structure that literally spins, so she can turn you upside down.  Then there are the stocks, a three hole device designed to hold you firmly in place, bent over, while someone whacks your bottom, or breasts, or puts a violet wand in delicate places. I’ve been fucked there before too.  There’s a stool in the center of the room lacking a seat, with the frame a single, uncomfortable circle while two large and monstrous dildos stick up out of the motorized housing beneath.  Care to have a seat?
 
                 And then there is the coup de grace, the wooden horse.  Note I said “horse” and not “pony.”  There’s a difference here.  Wooden Ponies are close enough to the ground so that anyone straddling them can lift their weight clear of the triangular shaped wood between their legs with their own feet. You go up on tiptoe and your calves burn until finally your legs give out and down you go, jamming the wood back up into your crotch.  Wooden Horses are far enough off the ground that there is no relief.  You dangle, and if your mistress is truly evil, she’ll even attach weights, just to make it hurt more.
 
                 Kari’s wooden horse was solid oak and oiled with a mixture of mineral lubricants and pussy juice. I know. I personally oiled it.  I’ve ridden that thing so many times…
 
                 Anyway, Kari led me to the one open spot on the floor and told me to put my hands behind my head.  I adopted a stance that any slave girl or submissive would recognize, legs spread with my bare feet a good three feet apart, and my arms bent at the elbows, with fingers interlaced, touching my neck.  My chest was pushed forward, my breasts begging for Kari’s attention.
 
                 And she gave it.  While I was adopting the correct position, she was going to her toy cabinet and extracting something that I was quite familiar with; a leather sap.  It’s nothing more than a short paddle, but instead of being made of wood, it’s a flexible but tough five inch rectangle of leather that can deliver sharp and intense pain if wielded correctly.
 
                 Kari also brought out something new that I’d never seen.  Two steel plates, both of which were studded with nails, the sharp points facing upward.  Neither of them were very large, four inches by four inches, but I blinked, not sure what to expect.  
 
                 “Saw these in a video lately and just had to have a pair,” she said, eyes sparkling.
 
                 I nodded.  “Um, okay.”  I know.  Not very witty.  But I wasn’t quite sure where they were going.
 
                 “Up on tippy toes, dearheart.”
 
                 I blinked, but rose up and immediately felt the strain in both calves.  It was difficult to stay in position and the arches of my feet started aching.  Kari bent down and to my horror she slipped the nail plates under each foot so that if I dropped down even a little, the sharp little points would dig first into my arch, then my heel.  Wow! Talk about motivation to stay lifted up on the balls of my feet!
 
                 “Don’t move.  This won’t take long,” Kari said.  She lifted the sap and swung it downward in an overhand blow, smashing it against my pierced nipple.
 
                 I hissed and turned my head away, wobbling.  Pain exploded in my bosom but before I could even respond to the blossom of agony on my right side, a fresh sensation burst in my left breast as Kari smacked me there.  Back and forth she went in a flurry of strokes, quickly turning my chest into a scarlet mass of super-heated flesh that felt so scalded and heavy she might have well drawn a hot iron across my nipples.  
 
                 Then she changed direction.  Instead of downward strokes to both breasts, she went from side to side, still alternating between my right and left sides.  My bosom bounced and jerked and her strokes seemed to sometimes catch just my nipples, sending sensations of brutal misery through me, while some strokes were intended for maximum shock, landing deep on the sides and hurting the deep tissue within.
 
                 Yes, I was crying, my lip caught between my teeth, tears flowing freely down my face when she grabbed hold of my right breast, plumped it up between tight fingers so that the skin grew taut.  Then she hammered the sap into the turgid nipple, the leather licking the tip until I screamed.  She hit me two more times there and then grabbed the other breast.  I whimpered, knowing what was coming but unable to do a thing about it.  At least, not if I wanted to remain unbound and possibly force Kari to start over.
 
                 Starting over is always my worst fear.  If you’re getting fifty strokes to each breast with a leather sap, and you’re on forty seven, you really, really don’t want to fuck up and make her start over.
 
                 And then it was done.  She pulled me forward, away from the nail plates, and yes, she did it by pinching my nipples and yanking on me.  I stumbled, sobbing, my breasts burning and feeling as if someone had loaded each one with twenty pounds of hot lead weights.  But clearly Kari wasn’t done.  She pushed me over to the iBench.  I expected to be told to lie down, but instead she forced me to my knees and then put one hand on my neck, pushing down.  
 
                 I bent over the end of the bench as she quickly got out the leather bondage cuffs.  These went around my wrists and then she tugged one of the steel cables from the end of the bench down to my wrists. I was bound and pulled forward until my top half was stretched out along the bench.  It was a little uncomfortable, since if I let myself down, my breasts would mash against the leather pad and there was just no way I wanted that to happen.  Kari had left enough slack to give me that leeway, until she lifted each breast, mashing them and sending ribbons of pain into me.  Then she pushed the nail plates under my tits.
 
                 I gasped.  I pulled up as much as I could but it didn’t matter.  My breasts dangled down, each lightly supported by the bed of nails.
 
                 To be honest, it didn’t hurt that much. The nails were close enough together that the weight of my bosom was distributed enough to cause no more damage than a few little red marks, though I suppose that it could get bad under certain circumstances.  But to be honest, the nail plates were hardly my biggest concern because a moment later Kari stood behind me and swung the sap against my ass.
 
                 It landed on my left buttock and shoved me forward.  That created a new pain in my breasts. I struggled to hold still.  Then I got smacked on the right buttock.  Heat blossomed in my rump almost the moment the sting faded, only to be replaced by a new tingle.  Back and forth she went, just like she had with my breasts and I could only imagine the fresh red rectangles of destruction she was leaving on my usually white and creamy bottom.  
 
                 If you’ve been spanked hard, you know what it’s like to get a butt blistering beating.  The sap isn’t anywhere near as dangerous as a real paddle, but when a dominatrix like Kari is wielding it and has enough room to swing it properly, you can be in superheated agony pretty damn quick.
 
                 I tried to count, but I lost it around seventy strokes and trust me, plenty more landed after that.  I think it was a total of a hundred blows, fifty to each butt cheek and my tears came fresh and new and soaked the leather pad beneath me.  I wasn’t even aware of it when she was done.  All I knew was that she was releasing my hands and I was sobbing and hurting and my breasts and ass felt as if they’d been tenderized, seasoned, and cooked.
 
                 Kari lifted me gently. I looked down. Both breasts were still hot and heavy, but now they sported dozens of little red marks where the nails had dug into my breasts.  The nipples were the worst though.  I suspected just a little more pressure would have caused the sharp points to penetrate skin.  My mistress used soft fingers to lift me up to a standing position, still in front of the iBench.  Then she turned me around.  
 
                 Carefully, she removed the RVP from my loins and I groaned as the plastic cock was pulled from my snatch.  For a girl who has spent the majority of the last three years with sex toys stuffed up inside herself, going empty is always a tough thing to tolerate.  My labia were swollen, not with pain or torment, but with need.  My clit was extended and visible.  I was bright pink down there as well, no doubt caused by the incessant vibrations that had tormented me all day.  
 
                 And then Kari pushed me backward.  I landed on my ass and cried out, hissing and clenching my teeth as my brutalized buttocks were subjected to nothing more diabolical than supporting my own weight.
 
                 “Lay down,” Kari said, clearly still lost in the moment.
 
                 Whimpering, tears still wet on my face, I slid back, struggling to mitigate some of the agony being reported by my tender ass.  The good news is that the iBench isn’t exactly hard to get on.  You are supposed to keep your bottom right there near the end.  My hands were once again connected to the steel cable and winched upward.  Then Kari spent a few moments doing exactly what I expected.  She put leather cuffs on my ankles, attached them to the steel cables that went from the perpendicular crossbar, and finished by cranking my legs open until I was doing the splits, with my legs forming the top of the capital letter “T” and my arms forming the downward stroke.
 
                 Then she lifted the sap.
 
                 I’m going to admit that of all the various positions I am tied and abused in, this is my favorite. I love the stretch, the feeling of helplessness. I love my legs being spread so wide that it hyper-sensitizes me.  My toes curl, my breathing comes short and hard, and every part of me focuses on what is going on down there.  I could feel my sex pulsing, the cool air slipping into me.  My labia were swollen and exposed, wet as a swamp, and I couldn’t stop myself from pumping my hips, changing the angle of attack as Kari prepared to do exactly what I was expecting.
 
                 I loved it and hated it.  The first stroke stung like the dickens, flattening my labia and stinging the hard little clitoral nub that was exposed.  The crack that filled my ears sounded wet and the feeling of sharp shards of glass being hammered into my clit sent a roar to my ears.  Kari hit me again, and then again, the sap soaking up my juices and quickly turning from a firm hard stroke, to an even more diabolical wet one.  Kari went to town, hard short swings that quickly turned my crotch red.  She caught my labia, my clit, even my thighs and she kept going and going until I was keening out my distress and need.
 
                 Yes, need. I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and I respond rather well to sexually directed pain.  With each blow to my clit I surged a little farther up that hill, as if I were still wearing the RVP and getting fucked.  I know it shouldn’t happen. I know I’m messed up. But you have to understand that I am what I am.  I was tied down, my legs yanked open, my secret parts on display and the focus of a torment most people couldn’t handle even in small amounts.
 
                 And I loved it.
 
                 My bottom was a burning ache. My breasts still felt warm and swollen.  And my pussy.  Oh my God… my pussy. Oh God yes!
 
                 Kari is a goddess when it comes to torturing me and while I expected a full fifty strokes to my sex, she stopped just shy of forty two when it became readily apparent that I was about to pop.  She stopped and stepped back, clearly wanting to hit me again, but knowing that if she did, I’d explode.  
 
                 I screamed, not in agony, but in desire.  “HIT ME! PLEASE KARI!” I cried out.  It didn’t matter and I thrashed and shook and flung my head left and right. My chest heaved as I yelled and then as exhaustion took me, I began to settle down. Kari waited a full ten minutes before she stepped back up to me. I was quiet, my breathing slowed, still taut and open, but relaxed.
 
                 And she slammed the sap back against my sex with the final eight strokes that sent me shooting back to the edge of the cliff screaming. But I didn’t go over.
 
                 I was blubbering when she finished and couldn’t keep from twitching as she loosened the tension on my legs and then freed me. She kept the leather cuffs on my wrists and ankles though. She reached down and pulled on my arm. I was dragged to my feet and then she marched me over to the Wooden Horse.  Or maybe I should say dragged.
 
                 I blinked at it through my tears.  The spine of the horse is dulled, but it still is an edge.  I’ve ridden it enough to know.  The very center is shiny from the constant rubbing that has been given it and I watched as Kari pulled out a small bottle of oil and spread some along the spine where I would momentarily be sitting.  The very thought of it though had my legs turning to jelly.  I had just been SAPPED on my pussy and the last thing I wanted to do was spend the next hour or so rubbing myself along a hard wooden edge.
 
                 But that isn’t an option when you are a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  Just because you don’t want to do something, doesn’t mean you get out of it.  Only if you can’t do something do you have a leg to stand on.  And I knew, just as Kari did, that I hadn’t reached any limits yet.
 
                 As soon as the wood was oiled, Kari helped me up on one of the stools.  It lifted me up a good foot and a half, more than enough to swing my unsteady leg over the horse.  I shifted a little until I found the opposite stool and put my foot down, once more standing on tip toe.  Already I could feel the oiled spine of the horse.  It had parted my petals and the ache between my legs intensified.  Just the thought of what was coming caused my hips to thrust forward and back.  It didn’t help that I was super horny either because right then, still high enough up and without my weight on the horse, I could actually rub my clit against the wooden spine and explode.
 
                 Kari pulled my wrists behind my back and clipped the cuffs together.  Then she stepped away, only to return a moment later with a pair of heavy clover clamps. I worked myself on the ridge while she did it. She attached the clamps to my nipples, reigniting the pain in my bosom.  A pair of heavy two pound weights came next and I gasped as she hung them on my front.  I tilted forward and all sorts of interesting sensations smashed through me, but I still didn’t pop. My calves started to burn and Kari looked at me with love and affection.
 
                 “Better get down, Bre. I’m going to pull the stools.”
 
                 I struggled to follow the suggestion, but it’s harder than it looks to just willingly lower yourself down on something you know is going to hurt like the dickens.  I felt Kari’s fingers on my ankles, attaching the spreader bar and it became more difficult to keep my balance, toes aching from the requirement of supporting my weight.  Then my legs were bound and Kari started counting backward from five.
 
                 I tried. I really did.  But I must have only gotten half my weight down on my sex before she pulled both stools out from under me.  One hundred and seventeen pounds of sexualized slave girl came down on about four inches of flesh, most of it the parted, swollen, beaten petals of my sex.  I cried out, the previous thrashing of my flower sensitizing me to the bruising torment being inflicted upon my crotch.  I began rocking, my body attempting to find a point where it didn’t hurt.  There wasn’t any and instead I caused the weights dangling from my nipples to sway painfully back and forth, smacking me in the stomach on each return.
 
                 I rode the horse.  My sex slipped and slid along the spine, pinching my clit with every forward rocking motion and then bruising my perineum and ass with each backward one.  Everything hurt and tears streamed down my cheeks.  I ached and burned and thrust and slid and ground myself on the edge.  I was like hot iron in a fire, being turned into steel.  
 
                 And then Kari hung the heavy gallon jugs on my ankle cuffs.  Weighing at just under fifteen pounds each, Kari increased the weight on my pussy by almost a quarter of my body weight.  I screamed as the horse threatened to tear me in two, splitting me up the middle and I began rocking violently.  That is not the thing to do when you are straddling an oiled wooden horse and all my motions did was increase the pain, not alleviate it.  I went from a gentle walk to a full gallop in seconds and Kari watched my suffering with this glowing look of pride, one hand down the front of her leather pants, rubbing herself as I blubbered and cried.
 
                 Forty minutes and Kari’s orgasm later I sat there exhausted.  I was barely moving and all I could feel was agony; throbbing, terrible agony.  Kari removed the weights on my ankles, setting the sand filled milk jugs aside.  Then she pushed the stools under me, but she had to tap me several times to get me to stand.  When I did, my legs trembled and Kari had to physically help me off the damn thing.  She half dragged me across the room to the St. Andrew’s Cross and laid me against it.  Carefully she put my feet in the stirrups, locking the ankle cuffs to the metal rings. She lifted my arms, one by one, securing them to the upper beams.
 
                 I was practically catatonic.  You don’t go through what I did without getting mentally blown away, which explains why I didn’t go into hysterics when she removed the weights and clover clamps from my nipples.  I cried out as the blood rushed back into the tips of my breasts.  Each throb felt as if some giant was crushing my breasts, pinching them into oblivion.
 
                 As I blubbered and hung there, Kari rolled over the TENS Unit.  If you aren’t familiar with a TENS Unit, simply put, it is a medical device that applies low amperage current transcutaneously, across the skin, between two points.  Doctors use it to stimulate muscles.  It’s therapy.
 
                 Unless someone puts the electrodes on either side of your clit.
 
                 Oh, and Kari had the clamps out too!  She lifted the large forceps clamps to my breasts, both sporting the red and black wires.  They tightened on my nipples and I moaned as my breasts were once more thrust into the metaphorical fire.
 
                 Then she began shocking me.  The first jolt wasn’t more than a tingle.  But with each successive burst of electricity, the intensity increased, as did my little whimpering cries.  Kari stood at the controls like a NASA engineer watching the readouts on an Apollo mission, carefully moving dials and flicking switches.  Except the affect wasn’t to send a capsule to the moon, it was to put me there instead.
 
                 She set the TENS Unit to automatic somehow and while my clit and nipples impersonated chickens at KFC, (constantly getting fried! Get it?) she grabbed a Hitachi magic wand, plugged the damn thing in, and held the vibrating rubber bulb to my clit.
 
                 I hurt everywhere.  My bottom, pressed against the crossbeams of the St. Andrew’s Cross still throbbed, aching and warm.  My breasts felt as if they’d been removed, stuck in a pressure cooker, and then reattached.  Dr. Frankenstein himself was attempting to reanimate me via lightning, run through my clit and nipples, and my sex felt as if I’d been repeatedly fucked with the business end of a jackhammer.  
 
                 And the Hitachi magic wand?  That was the last straw.
 
                 I like to cook. In fact, I’m pretty good at it which makes me think that eventually, for the right guy, I might make a good wife.  Maybe.  I have some issues too so please don’t start emailing me propositions. I know that all of you want a girl who is willing to do anything you want sexually, but there’s more to a relationship than torturing me.
 
                 Okay, not MUCH more, but some.  Geeze.
 
                 Anyway, I like to cook and when you are making something complicated, with lots of ingredients, and mixing them, you have to be sure to do it in a particular way.  For example, you can’t mix the softened butter with the flour, and the eggs with the baking powder, and expect it to come out right.  You’ve got to do it in order, slowly creating the dish you want.  Then you put in that last ingredient or complete one action that turns separate ingredients into more than the sum of their parts.  You hit cooking gold.
 
                 Kari couldn’t cook her way out of a shopping cart.  She can’t boil water without burning it.  I’ve seen her fuck up peeling an apple.  An APPLE for God’s sake!  If it isn’t microwaveable or toastable, then it’s pretty much beyond her capacity.  But take the raw ingredient of one slightly used, overly ripe, Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, add a touch of oil, electricity, and crushing clamps, then sap her, bruise her, and force her to ride a wooden horse for forty minutes, and then apply a vibrator directly to her clit, and Kari gets that gold perfectly. If I’m the dish, Kari can cook with the best of them.
 
                 I exploded, eyes wide, screaming out as the orgasm rushed through me.  Sharp painful jolts of power pierced my nipples and clit repeatedly and even when I started to come down from my climax she held the wand against my clit, moving it around in gentle circles.  My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and I blubbered, my brain finally experiencing the same sort of reaction that my nipples and clit were feeling.  Endorphins and adrenaline and oxytocin burst through my system and I thrashed against my bonds as my body reacted.  And Kari held the wand against my clit.
 
                 The second orgasm was almost as powerful as the first, a crushing wave that blew through me like a tsunami.  It shattered what little restraint and mental capacity I had and left me wailing and thrusting my hips forward in such a provocative way that Kari couldn’t help keeping the wand against my petals even longer.  The third orgasm smashed into me like a hurricane and I began seeing stars.  Finally she pulled the wand away and I blanked out, dazed and back to the catatonic condition I had started in.
 
                 It was the shocks that brought me out of it.  The sharp pain between my legs and at the tips of my breasts was like being pierced with hot needles.  It cleared my sex soaked brain and I blinked my eyes clear to see Kari coming back into the room carrying my bag.
 
                 I was still so out of it that despite the fact that my Core Driller was in the bag, I didn’t realize what was coming.  Kari came over to me, unlocked my ankle cuffs and then pushed one leg upward and literally hung it over her right shoulder. She pulled the massive twelve inch rubber dildo out of my bag and then fished around again for the tack insert.
 
                 I guess I should explain what I’m talking about, shouldn’t I?  A little while ago, Mike the Hardware guy made something for me.  It’s a rubber attachment that fits over the base of the Core Driller.  It’s shaped like a particularly large arrow and made of quarter inch rubber.  A thin shaft goes out the back around the hole for the dildo.  And every inch of it is covered in the points of sharp metal tacks.  There are at least fifty of the damn things pointing inward, and when the dildo is fully embedded in me, the points of those tacks touch my clit, my entire labia, along my perineum, and even into the crack of my ass.  It is not comfortable at all.
 
                 Kari threaded the tack insert on the dildo and then began working the massive rubber phallus into my sex.  I groaned.  Bruised, battered, sapped, shocked, vibrated and now stuffed, my sex opened slowly, hurting with every inch of cock I took.  My hips rocked as I was penetrated, my body taking the beast with resistant acceptance despite the soaked condition of my depths.
 
                 It took multiple thrusts to fully impale me and I felt the gentle pin pricks of the tack insert against my swollen, red clit.  Then Kari grabbed a pair of panties that I hadn’t seen, a small pair, and yanked them up my legs, forcing my ankles through the leg holes.  A moment later the tight cotton pushed up against the base of the Core Driller dildo and the insert.  The panties were too small and too tight, but I think that’s what Kari wanted.  I shifted, feeling the pin prick needles against my labia and I whimpered. The shocks continued and with each jerk of my loins I literally fucked myself with the dildo at the same time I tortured the most tender and swollen and sensitive flesh on my body.
 
                 I hung there, thrusting and jerking for twenty minutes or so, watching and hurting as Kari masturbated herself to a second orgasm. Or perhaps it was her first and I had been mistaken about earlier.  I admit it’s unusual for Kari to have multiple orgasms during a session. Hell, it’s hard for her to have just one!  Kari’s tolerance for physical stimulation is highly limited.  She gets most of her turn-on from torturing me or Robert rather than fingers or tongue rubbing at her clit.  
 
                 When it looked like Kari had finished and her face was flushed she went over to the TENS Unit and turned it off. I slumped in relief.  Having hot needles shoved through your clit and nipples every few seconds gets old quick, especially if you’ve already exploded.  While still stuffed to the brim and prickled between the legs, at least I was no longer being tortured through my own electrically induced movements.  I closed my eyes.  Kari removed the forceps clamps from my breasts, and then the electrodes from the sides of my clit.
 
                 I think I almost was asleep.  My eyes were closed, the pain I was experiencing felt more like deep tissue bruise pain than the sharp shards I had been enduring earlier.  My breathing had settled while still stretched out on the St. Andrew’s Cross and though stuffed, I felt okay.
 
                 Then Kari woke me by smashing a thin willow cane across my breasts.  The pain was like a bucket of cold water on my brain and nerves, while it was like a hot brand across my already beaten, shocked, clamped, and tortured breasts.  A red welt rose, though it was hard to see since my bosom was still bright red from the sapping.  It cut across my nipples like a knife and I think my scream was enough to peel the bark off of trees.  Kari hit me again, working the tops and front of my breasts.  Each stroke was like a knife laying open my flesh and it wasn’t long before my bosom was criss-crossed with dark red lines.
 
                 Then Kari put the clover clamps back on, which was absolutely excruciating.  I blubbered, the pain incredible.  She pulled the chain connecting the two clamps upward, stuck it between my teeth, and proceeded to lay another fifteen or so strokes along the undersides of both breasts.  It was agony and evil and I was lucky that clenching my teeth came so naturally.  Otherwise the chain would have gone south. God knows what the punishment for THAT would have been.
 
                 My breasts had rather quickly returned to the “broil” setting and frankly, they were getting close to the limit.  They’d endured the sap, been perforated with nails, clamped and weighted, electrified, clamped again, and now caned.  They were swollen, huge, red, and hurt like hell.  Kari evidently thought so too because she stepped back, moved to the rear of the St. Andrew’s Cross, and released the mechanism that keeps it upright.
 
                 I immediately spun to my left, where the center of balance was slightly offset and Kari spun me until my hair spilled out on the floor.  The blood rushed to my head, my breasts downward toward my chin, and I groaned.  With my legs spread at chest height on Kari, she began lashing out at my thighs, leaving deep red marks as she worked back and forth, slowly getting closer to the panties I was wearing.  Each stroke had me yelping, but when she finally began laying light, but firm, blows directly between my legs, hitting the base of the Core Driller as well as the rubber tack insert, I couldn’t take it.  Despite the fact that the willow branch was not even the width of my finger, the impact was driving the little tacks into my labia with enough force to sting.
 
                 But Kari continued hitting me until I was sobbing.  The chain that connected the clover clamps had long fallen from my mouth and now literally bounced across my eyes.  I felt my sex tighten around the dildo and a renewed sense of urgency came.  She turned the St. Andrew’s Cross back upright and locked it in place.  Then she released my arms and legs, letting me fall to the ground in a puddle.  I was a wreck. I was pretty sure there was only one place that didn’t hurt.
 
                 Kari grabbed my foot and pulled it high in the air.  With her tight fingers around my ankle, she began snapping the willow branch against the arch, scoring the sole with red lines up and down from toe to heel. I howled and clenched my fists, jerking my leg, but she kept it up and when she finally dropped my foot to exchange it for the other, I yanked myself away and rolled.
 
                 That just made her angry and she snapped the tip of the cane against my nipple, forcing me to wriggle and pull away, covering my breasts.  She made another grab at my foot but I saw it coming. My brain had shut down and I was operating on instinct only.  Someone was trying to hurt me, was still hurting me, the cane landing on my upturned ass, across my breasts, on my thighs, even on my arms.  And then Kari managed to get my foot and with a steel grip held it as she whacked away with the cane.
 
                 I flopped around like a freshly caught fish still on the line and I can’t even begin to explain how much I hurt.  With twelve inches of hard rubber buried up inside me and tacks rubbing at my sex and anus, I rolled into a ball and just cried.  Kari put down the cane and wrapped her arms around me, planting soft kisses on my side, my back and my shoulders.  It was tender and loving, but I was beyond caring.  She stayed there, comforting me until my sobs receded and my tears dried.
 
                 Finally she rolled me on my back and I noticed she was naked.  I have no idea when she stripped, but there she was, her skin against mine and she began laying hot little kisses down my body.  Every touch was as gentle as cotton, and I appreciated it as her mouth went down the slope of my breast, suckled my nipple, and then went down the underside to my stomach.  She kept moving, slowly and steadily until she got to my mons and she spread my legs open as she slipped between them. I gasped when she lifted the rubber tack insert and kissed my clit.  Then she began pumping the Core Driller gently in and out, eventually pulling it from my body.  Her tongue dipped into my swollen, bruised and lightly perforated slit, lapping at the damaged petals.  It felt… incredible.
 
                 Then she slipped a single finger into me, swirling it around, teasing me and I couldn’t help myself. I was putty in her hands, weak willed and willing.  I spread myself even farther apart and moaned.  Kari did things to me that would have turned my knees to jelly if I hadn’t already been pulped, sugared, and jarred. 
 
                 And then, just as I was about to cum, again she stopped. I moaned, my hips moving in circles. My sex gaped and pulsed and I wanted something, anything.  She lifted her face from my slit, licking my juices up with her tongue.  She grabbed the Core Driller and I braced myself, but instead of ramming the massive dildo up through my depths, she turned and took it away.
 
                 “Wait! Please, Kari! Don’t leave me like this!” I begged her, my voice ragged and exhausted.
 
                 She turned and looked at me.  “This is how I like you,” she replied.
 
                 My bottom lip trembled and tears filled my eyes. “Please?” I begged.
 
                 She took a deep breath and shook her head. “If you do, it will cost you, and you have to pay first,” she said.
 
                 I flinched but then nodded. I was desperate again.   
 
                 Kari came back and knelt down next to me.  Her hand cupped my sex and I felt her thumb against the little nodule, working it back and forth. I almost went crazy as my hips began thrusting up against her hand.
 
                 “If you want to cum, you’ll ride the wooden horse again, and that means preparing you; fifty strokes of the sap to each breast, each buttock, and your pussy,” she said softly.
 
                 I laid there looking up at her, my mind foggy, my loins tight, desperation and need flowing through my veins.
 
                 “You want me to ride the horse again?” I asked, my voice cracking.
 
                 Kari nodded.  “Yes, and I’m going to sap you again.  Hard.  And I’m going to rub my pussy across your face while I do it this time,” she whispered.  “So if you want it, spread your legs.”
 
                 Oh well… what’s a few more bruises, right?
 
                 Ride ‘em cowboy.   
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                 Ladies and gentlemen of the jury, the word chastity is defined as the state of being chaste, which means to refrain from sexual intercourse when it is regarded as contrary to morality or religion.  In other words, to be chaste is to be virtuous.  I would like to posit my belief that my so called “chastity” belt is neither chaste nor virtuous.  As members of the jury, I wish to present to you my first exhibit, the chastity belt itself.
 
                 Unlike the medieval and Victorian versions of the chastity belt, the device given to me as a present by one Kari Anders, has several unique attachments, quite uncommon in previous incarnations of the device.   The first attachment I wish to present to you is the anal vibrator; a four inch long, two inch wide, phallic shaped, black rubber plug.  This plug not only causes extreme discomfort or sexual pressure in one’s posterior, but it also vibrates hellishly, thus causing unchaste thoughts, sensations, and feelings to erupt in one’s behind.
 
                 The second attachment is a vibrating vaginal phallus. Measuring at just over six inches and also made of matching black rubber, the vibrating vaginal phallus is mounted to the front of the chastity belt and must be inserted into the wearer’s body much like the anal plug.  Furthermore, the three varying levels of power, or “RPM” (rotation per minutes) are more than sufficient to petrify a tube worm, much less your average Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut who is constantly wet and can be practically aroused from a stiff breeze blowing past her exposed privates.
 
                 Lastly, I direct your attention to the bulb shaped protuberance at the front of the chastity belt, located approximately where the wearer’s clitoris would be pressed.  This protrusion is packed with another vibrator, delivering direct stimulation to the wearer’s genitalia far above what would be experienced in any other format except actual sexual torture.  
 
                 Next, let me please demonstrate the methodology of putting on said “chastity” belt.  First, it is imperative that one’s anus and genitalia be properly lubed.  For this I prefer grapeseed oil which thoroughly coats the anal plug as well as the vaginal vibrator.  Then, when naked from the waist down, one must set the open and unsecured “chastity” belt on the bed behind one’s self, and sit down.
 
                 Done gently, the anal probe slides slowly into the posterior of the wearer thus.  Done expediently and with force, it still slides into the posterior of the wearer, but with brutal discomfort.  Activating the motor within the anal plug merely exacerbates the sensations caused by the plug in the first place.  
 
                 Once the wearer is fully impaled anally, the vaginal phallus is then worked into the wearer’s sex. Six inches of synthetic cock is shoved deeply into the woman’s sex, splitting apart her labia, driving deeply toward her cervix.  The thickness of the phallic probe literally forces the wearer to thrust her hips, reacting to the internal stimulation and thickness of the dildo.  
 
                 Then as if the two previous vibrators were not enough, the clitoral stimulator at the front of the “chastity” belt has three modes; off, low, and high.  Regardless of the two active modes, the direct vibrations applied to the wearer’s clit borders on sexual torment of the highest quality and rarely can a girl withstand that sort of intense sensation long.
 
                 Now that I’m wearing said “chastity” belt, I would like to remind you, the jury, that the word “chaste” means to “refrain from sexual intercourse,” So I would like to ask you something very important.
 
                 Why the hell am I fucking my brains out on this damn thing over and over?
 
                 
 
                 I stood in one of the stalls of the barn and shuddered violently as the orgasm rolled over me like a Mac Truck hitting a beer can.  I was wearing a tight tee shirt, bra, blue jeans, and underneath it all was my chastity belt, a device given to me by Kari, my best friend, lover, and mistress, and which was most certainly NOT a chastity belt.  Sure, it could be locked to keep me from screwing with it, and to be honest, the anal plug and phallus could both be removed.  But still, the way Kari had given it to me meant she wanted those attachments used and Master Chris seemed to understand that very mentality.
 
                 It was cold outside and I was wearing my duster, but it wasn’t the frigid air that had my face flushed and my pulse racing.  My hips were jerking wildly and I was on my second orgasm of the morning.  I checked my watch.  I’d turned everything onto their maximum settings twenty minutes before.  It was going to be a hard day.
 
                 The idea was simple and Master Chris had displayed some frightening ingenuity when he proposed the assignment.  The concept was beautiful.  I’d start the day wearing my chastity belt, yet hardly chaste.  I’d turn each of the three vibrators embedded against and inside me to their maximum settings, and then, with each successive orgasm, I could turn one of the vibrators down one notch. One notch and one notch only.
 
                 After my first orgasm, I had quickly turned the clitoral bump from high to low but was still having intense sparks of both arousal and over-sensitivity from the delicate nodule, packed with nerves.  Despite the roar of the motors in my ass and deep inside my sex, getting the vibrations affecting my clit stopped was rather high on my priority list.  So while I attempted to jerk from one chore to another, I endured the unceasing buzz and tried to focus on walking.
 
                 Fortunately there was a pile of hay where I fell, twitching as the second orgasm slammed through me like an overactive jackhammer cutting concrete.  It was brutal and I rolled in the hay with my hands stuffed between my legs, my knees knocking together, all while letting out this high pitched keen.  When I was done, I felt like I’d just run a race with my own horse and then gotten dragged behind it for a few miles.  My fingers trembled at the buttons of my jeans, desperate to expose the front of the chastity belt in order to turn off the clitoral vibrator and give myself at least a little peace.
 
                 But just as I was about to turn it down, my brain finally emerged from the soup of adrenaline, endorphins, and oxytocin that make sexual euphoria so addictive.  I stopped a fraction of a second before switching off the clitoral bump and actually thought about it for a moment.  Like a court case, I needed a strategy to win or I’d be in some serious trouble for the rest of the day.
 
                 In case you didn’t know, I find it very hard to orgasm from anal stimulation alone.  Oh… all right.  I can’t cum that way at all.  Fuck me up the ass and I just grit my teeth and bear it.  So if I didn’t turn down and off the anal vibrator first, I’d be stuck up the proverbial ass without a way to cum.  Wait… that doesn’t sound so proverbial, does it?  I bit my lip even as my clit reported extreme discomfort to my overloaded nerves, but I ignored the burning itch coming from the front of my chastity belt in order to turn down the bloody hammering at the back door.
 
                 Switching a vibrator from high to medium, as both my vaginal vibrator and the anal probe worked, did little to mitigate what I was going through. But once it was done, that was it. I couldn’t go back and undo it, even when things went from bad to worse.  With two orgasms down, yet steady, non-stop, still high powered vibrations inflicted at my clit, sex, and bottom, my body switched modes.
 
                 From a purely physical point of view, a woman’s arousal is a very easy thing to understand.  Like building a fire, (what? I was a Girl Scout once!) you have to start small, with tinder.  Then as the flames begin to burn, you gently and steadily add kindling.  Only once the kindling is in flames can you add the actual firewood, building up to the large logs that will keep a blaze living throughout cooking dinner and later, during the cold night.  Women and sex are just like that.  For example, I’ve known men who have complained to me that they have to spend thirty or forty minutes “arousing” their girlfriends.  Well duh.  Not every woman is a sex spigot and is constantly wet.  At least, not if they aren’t Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts constantly stuffed with a sex toy.  And what did they expect?  Just because men can get aroused in about twenty seconds by reading a perverted story, or more likely looking at porn, they have to understand that for a woman it takes longer.
 
                 Well, usually.  I don’t generally have that problem because I’m one of the lucky few who seem constantly wet and ready.  Part of that is because I generally do walk around with something stuffed up inside me, purring or rolling or making me think that fucking the next random guy to walk past me might be a good idea. That sort of non-stop stimulation leaves a mark.
 
                 But it isn’t the only difference between me and most women, and that is sensitivity.  Take Kari for example, my best friend, lover, and mistress.  She’s so damn sensitive that she can’t even take me licking her sex after she’s had an orgasm.  Her skin becomes hypersensitive and she claims it feels like pins and needles – not pleasant at all and certainly not arousing. I can understand that. I once got a sunburn on my back that left me hurting and even wearing a bra was a quiet agony.
 
                 Sexually however, I’m a little different.  See, I’m also a pain slut, and that means that sexually charged discomfort becomes arousing for me.  It’s tough to explain.  See, hurting me on my breasts, or my bottom, or the bottoms of my feet (I know, strange, but yes) or between the legs, actually turns me on.  And it can begin something that I long for, but fear all at the same time: over-sensitivity.
 
                 Most women can’t stand having their clit rubbed or vibrated for longer than a few minutes and if they actually have a clitoral orgasm, it’s pretty much over for them.  Rarely have I met another girl that can take having a magic wand or massager pressed to their clit through multiple explosions.  I know a couple, but we’re a minority. I can do it, but by the time I get to the third orgasm, or depending on how much stimulation is being delivered, a sort of burning begins to build up under the pleasure.  The discomfort increases, finally beginning to overwhelm whatever pleasure I’ve been having, and then it becomes actual pain inflicted directly on my not-so private parts.  Where most girls would scream out and beg for it to stop, I however roll into a ball, accept it, and then something totally crazy happens.
 
                 It makes me wet.  I get more aroused. I suddenly find myself thrusting my hips forward, desperate for more stimulation. The pain actually makes me begin to cum and I’m humping and thrusting and fucking and screaming and wanting and crazy for more.  And the arousal overwhelms the pain and folds it in like mixing whipping cream into batter.  Then I’m exploding like a bomb in a coffee creamer factory and the resulting mix sends me into orbit.  After which I’m sore, wet, and even more sensitive.  If the stimulation continues without surcease, then guess what happens?  The discomfort increases, finally beginning to overwhelm whatever pleasure I’d just been having.  Then it becomes actual pain inflicted on my not-so private parts.   I roll into a ball, accept it, and then it makes me wet. I get more aroused.  The pain makes me want to cum and I let it, desperate for more stimulation.
 
                 If you think half of the last paragraph was a repeat, you’re right, and it could have kept on going in a circle until utter exhaustion floored me.  Kari did that to me once, keeping me cumming for hours in a non-stop loop of orgasm and pain.  But the truth is that it makes torture like the chastity belt of vibration perfect for me.  Every orgasm I endured merely primed the pump and by the time my third orgasm began to rear its ugly head, my clit felt as if I’d used sand paper to stimulate it.
 
                 I was just about done with my chores when the third orgasm hit me and I happened to be out behind the barn at the goat pen.  I held onto the fence for dear life and shuddered violently as my legs turned to jelly and I got blasted off the cliffs of orgasm.  It wasn’t a pleasant orgasm either.  It was hard, violent, and painful.  I fell to my knees, clinging to the fence, shaking like the last leaf on a tree during a hurricane.  My nerves felt raw and blasted, as if I’d been filled with ice and then scoured by a harsh dry sand.  My clit burned as if I’d held a hot iron to it and when the actual orgasm ended, I was unable to think. I HAD to end the stimulation to my clit.
 
                 I actually cried when I managed to turn off the clitoral bump.  Unlike my butterfly, the motor in the chastity belt was a bit more powerful, thus sending much stronger sensation into me.  Regardless, the peace and stillness against my clit felt like I’d hit the eye of the hurricane and I collapsed on the ground, sobbing and twitching as my pummeled body tried to recover.
 
                 When I finally felt capable of getting off the ground, I took stock of my situation. I still had the anal plug buzzing merrily away in my bottom on its medium setting while the vibrator between my legs, stuffing my sex, was still going at full power.  Despite the cessation of the clitoral vibrator, there was still more than enough sexual stimulation to begin the process of pushing me back up the mountain toward another orgasm. In hindsight, that might have been a good thing though, since I needed more orgasms in order to silence the vibrators.
 
                  Usually when I finish chores I head back into the house and either spend some time writing, or if it’s late, go straight to breakfast with my family.  I’d spent so much time cumming that morning I was way behind and knew that the moment I stepped into the house I’d be expected to sit down and eat.  But there was no way I could do that.  The sound of the vibrators buried in my ass and pussy were certainly loud enough to my ears and I could just imagine the questions my mother would be asking me if I tried to eat.  Besides, I had no idea when my next orgasm was going to cum.
 
                 My other problem was the fact that I couldn’t go anywhere.  Usually when I skip breakfast with the family, I head on out in the truck and go get some food somewhere.  But there was no way I could drive with the temblor inside me so high on the Richter Scale.  So hungry, horny, desperate, and sore, I couldn’t go inside and I couldn’t go away.  So I grabbed a piece of beef jerky from the barn workbench cabinet, saddled my horse Star, and rode out for the west fields, despite a cold light drizzle of rain.
 
                 There is something most cowgirls know that isn’t exactly common knowledge.  Horses + galloping + vibrators = orgasm.  It’s a simple equation.  Stick a girl stuffed with vibrating sex toys on a horse, with her legs spread, her sex in line with the horse’s spine, and then set off on at least a cantor, working up to a gallop, and you’ve got yourself a makeshift orgasm machine!  I hadn’t even MADE IT to the west fields before I was pulling Star to a stop and hunching over her, thrusting my hips back and forth wetly, trying to rub my clit against something, anything.  The saddle horn worked, but the chastity belt literally stopped the horn from doing more than applying pressure.  And despite how sore and swollen and tender my clit was, I snarled in frustration as I couldn’t apply ANYTHING to it.
 
                 Fortunately, I’m just as capable of having vaginal orgasms as I am clitoral and within a few minutes I was screaming out my ecstasy in the wind, my duster flapping around me, the cold breeze in my face.  The front of my coat had opened and I realized that I had subsidized the vaginal and anal vibrators with my fingers, pinching and tugging on my nipples, right through my tee shirt and bra.  I groaned wickedly, still flying high as a kite from the fourth orgasm that sent me into the rain filled sky.
 
                 I turned down the anal probe, setting it to low and kept riding.  It must have been an unusual seat too, since my hips and bottom seemed to slither all over the saddle, reacting not to the gait of my horse, but to the churning baubles embedded inside me.  Star didn’t like it, but she’s too well trained to buck me.  Instead she would occasionally look back at me, wondering what the hell I was doing on her back.  I was practically in lala land, squirming and rocking and basically doing a bunch of things on horseback you really shouldn’t do.  
 
                 By the time the clock passed nine-thirty, I was in the throes of another blistering orgasm, my fifth, grinding myself into Star’s saddle, my coat thrown open, my shirt around my chin, and my bare breasts exposed to the cold rain.  Water droplets peppered my bosom, while both hands pinched harshly on my nipples. I popped like a cheap firecracker. Star didn’t like what was happening and came to a stop.  I fell off my horse and landed in the wet bracken.
 
                 When I shook the sexual cobwebs from my brain (let’s be honest, you don’t use your brain much when you’re cumming), I looked up at Star who was staring at me with concern. I could see she was wondering what the hell I was doing and I climbed to my feet, brushing wet grass and mud from my hands and coat.  The buzzing between my legs was still going on, with the anal plug still going at low and the phallic vibrator still at high.  I couldn’t handle it anymore, so I unbuttoned my jeans, turned down the vaginal vibrator, and tried, very hard, to ignore the internal burning of over-stimulation.
 
                 It’s not just the clitoris that can be tormented with sensitivity.  Every part of you can be vulnerable.  For example, think about Chinese Water Torture.  They just drip water on your forehead (or if you’re a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, elsewhere. Trust me, I know.)  How could water possibly hurt?  But done repeatedly in that one spot, those drops become hammers falling and the tension of having to close your eyes constantly as the water runs into your face is brutal.  That’s just water.
 
                 I was still suffering and the pain between my legs was growing.  Part of the problem was that the chastity belt stifled certain aspects of my sexuality, while stimulating others.  I can’t tell you how much I wanted my clit rubbed again by that point.  And I would have given practically anything to get the vaginal vibrator turned off.  I climbed back up on Star, closing my shirt against the cold breeze, ignoring my still stiff nipples.  My ass was still buzzing on low and my sex was constantly contracting around the vibrator that was now hovering at medium. Normally, this level of stimulation wouldn’t have been a problem, but I was already highly sensitive, tired, and barely coherent.
 
                 I plodded back toward home and the trip was anything but pleasurable.  I was wet, cold, and muddy.  My loins felt terrible, as if I’d been forcibly screwed by an 18 volt hammer drill. (I put these tool references in for you guys. I’ve noticed you need that kind of analogy in order to properly picture what I was feeling since you don’t have a common frame of reference.)  I could barely sit on Star and I tried desperately not to move my hips anymore than I had to.  When I finally got back to the barn, unsaddled Star, rubbed her down, brushed her, and got her a heated blanket; I could barely walk and I hobbled my way up the stairs to the kitchen door of the house.
 
                 I still felt as if I was the epicenter of a particularly damaging earthquake, but at least I was only feeling the aftershocks by that time.  I passed through the kitchen and went into the living room and if my mom noticed anything she didn’t speak up.  My dad may have heard the buzzing as I passed him, but I went up the stairs too quickly.  In my room I shut the door and threw myself down on the bed, curling up into a ball and wishing with all my might that I wasn’t being tortured.  
 
                 I spent the next hour in my room sitting at my computer, trying to write, but it was impossible, so I logged on to chat and looked to see if Master Chris was online.  I was in a state and could barely type correctly.  Master Chris was sort of pleased with how things were going and to spur me onward toward orgasm number six, had me get out my alligator clamps.  I peeled off my shirt and bra and eagerly put the clamps on.  I’m pretty sure my typing wasn’t really good.
 
                 The metal toothed vices bit into my nipples and in seconds I was on the edge. My body rocked and as odd as it sounds, all I really wanted was the clit vibrator turned back on.  Master Christ was open to the idea, but showed his soft spots.  He asked me what I had to bargain with.  It would have been so easy to put me back in agony.  All he had to do was tell me to turn the clit bump vibrator on high, and leave it there until I had suffered additional orgasms to turn it down. I was already sensitive, already swollen, already hurting.  And he just let it go.  Then after I had my sixth orgasm, I asked him if I could turn down the vaginal vibrator.
 
                 Again, soft hearted Master Chris said it counted and I scrabbled to turn down the phallic probe, lowering the level to low and leaving me clamped, but in a state of sexual torment that I could finally tolerate.  I couldn’t even hear the vibrators when I pulled my jeans back up. I got interrupted then, but ended up downstairs to eat lunch with my family.              
 
                 After lunch I spent some more time at the computer writing, which I’m sure all of you appreciate.  I’m so behind on my 12 Days of Christmas tale that it will be March or later before anyone reads it at this point.  But don’t worry, it will come out I promise.  Just after two I was again feeling the incessant vibrations of the vaginal phallus and the thick buzzing plug in my ass.  The alligator clamps were still chewing on my nipples and I settled back to work myself into a lather, just too quiet things down a bit more.  
 
                 Orgasm number seven came right on time and it was with a bit of relief that I finally turned off the anal plug, leaving myself enduring just the medium intensity purring of the central vibrator.  Of course, I was still tender and sensitive.  You can’t go ten hours buzzing like a hornet’s nest and not come out of it fresh and ready to go.  And so as three o’clock rolled by I was still suffering some obvious affects of my penetration.  And also, please remember that the anal plug was still IN THERE. I mean, it’s not like I got to take it out. So I was still stuffed to the brim.  
 
                 I had another orgasm around four-thirty, once more out in the barn, but you would have been disappointed had you been there to witness it.  I didn’t strip, didn’t do anything crazy, I didn’t even have the alligator clamps on.  I just sort of folded up and sagged and quietly cummed.  
 
                 Cummed?  Came?  Sigh… I guess we really need to add a new word to the English language.  Cum, 1. noun, the fluidic excretion secreted during sexual activity. 2. verb, the act of climaxing during sexual activity. Conjugations: to cum, cummed.  There.  Now I can officially use “cummed” in a sentence.
 
                 Bite me English majors!
 
                 And then I was left with just the vaginal phallus, reverberating away on low.  And I was ready for peace and quiet.  I looked around the barn.  I didn’t want to go back into the house.  The rain was pouring and the air was cold.  My pussy continued to clench around the phallus, even as my ass gripped the anal plug.  I tried pinching my nipples, but my recent orgasm and my overall general exhaustion level made it impossible to orgasm again.  So I ended up trudging back into the house.
 
                 I helped my mother make dinner, still enduring the quiet intensity of the last vibrator.  My jeans sufficiently muffled the noise, as did my very body, that she had no clue that I was suffering sexually while chopping up onions.  Things progressed and eventually dinner passed, and then, up in my room, I finally felt the need, the pressure. It built up inside me and I grabbed my alligator clamps, put them on, and stood there shaking as the last orgasm smacked me right in the kisser.  
 
                 Trembling, still dazed from the final orgasm, I reached down between my legs and turned off the final motor.  For the first time in fourteen hours I got to experience stillness and I threw myself back on the bed with a sob of relief.  Sweet blessed stillness!  It was a miracle!
 
                 I got ready for bed then. I took the various plugs and phallus out to use the restroom, then gently inserted them all back in.  I climbed into my nightgown, slipped my toes in between the sheets, and settled down, stuffed and quiet.
 
                 But yet I wasn’t sated.  I couldn’t help it. The chastity belt kept me thinking about sex.  All sorts of fantasies and wild ideas flit through my mind and I found myself getting aroused again.  Except this time I had nothing to work with.  Pumping my hips wouldn’t cause the phallus to move in or out of me.  I couldn’t turn the vibrators back on.  The anal plug was in deep.  And as I struggled with the urges flowing through my veins, the torment continued and I finally fell asleep with wet dreams, dark thoughts, and a building desperate need flowing through my veins.
 
                 It’s morning now, the first day of the new year.  Happy New Year!  Fresh beginnings for all of us, except me.  Because when I turned on the computer this morning and checked my email, I almost burst into tears.  It wasn’t Master Chris this time, but Mistress Kari, and she had liked what happened on the last day of the old year.
 
    
 
                 Breanne, loved the way you celebrated New Year’s Eve.  You must have orgasmed until your brain seeped cum.  But I know how frustrated you must have eventually become, right there at the end, still stuffed, unable to cum, tired, tormented, and desperate.
 
                 For the first assignment of the New Year, I’d like you to wear your Chastity Belt, all day.  None of the vibrators should be on when you start.  Every other hour, you will turn one of the vibrators on or up a level.  You may cum as much as you want, but you may not turn DOWN the vibrators for any reason.  
 
    
 
   And so now you know what I’m facing today.  I’m sitting here, putting the final touches on this little tale with my ass buzzing and a distinct longing building inside me.  In a little under two hours, I’ll get to turn on another vibrator.  I already know which one is going to get turned on.  And my clit can’t wait.
 
                 Happy New Year!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: Twelve_hours]12 Hours Torment
 
    
 
                 When I closed the door behind me, the sound of it felt like thunder on my nerves. I was trembling just a little bit.  Some of it was excitement, and some of it was dread, but regardless I felt as if I were walking the last few feet of a plank, ready to plunge into the cold water swirling beneath me.
 
                 Ostensibly there was no plank.  Instead I traversed a parking lot.  The asphalt was pitted, almost falling apart and more gravel than tar.  Years of hot Texas sun had baked it to the point where it was almost white washed, the fading parking space lines barely visible.  The apartment complex surrounding the lot was hardly in better shape.  The paint was peeling, the sidewalks covered with dirt slurries that had come with the rain, and the landscaping was practically nonexistent. Every time I went there I felt a surge of trepidation, just walking up to my destination.  And that had nothing to do with the expectation of sexual adventure.
 
                 I gripped the large black duffle bag in my right hand and swallowed.  Three years of Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut assignments were coming to an end and a fourth one was beginning. It’s difficult to wrap my mind around that concept.  In the space of three years, I’ve written two novels, six anthologies, a handful of short stories, and one novella.  That’s a lot of sex.  I looked toward the apartment.  My blue denim duster flapped around my calves, snapping against my thick jeans.  I was warm at least, wearing a tee shirt underneath a long sleeve flannel shirt.  I had opted not to wear a bra that day, knowing what was coming, and both feet were stuck down into my leather cowboy boots.  I even wore a hat.
 
                 Of course there was one other accessory that I should mention, and that is my RVP. That stands for Rotating Venus Penis, a particularly fun sex toy that consists of a strap harness that holds a plastic base against your clit and sex.  Connected to the base is a four inch plastic dildo.  A control box, or remote, is hardwired to the base and controls the two motors, one of which shakes the entire apparatus like a California earthquake and the other that makes the corkscrew shaped dildo spin like a top.  As you can imagine, it is a difficult sex toy to deal with for very long.
 
                 At that particular moment though, my RVP was off.  I felt neither vibrations nor spinning, and hadn’t since I first slipped that four inch dildo up into my very wet and very wanting depths. Did I want to turn it on?  Oh, absolutely!  But I knew what was coming, what the assignment would require, and the last thing I wanted to do was prime the pump so to speak.  So instead of suffering, or enjoying as the case may be, waves of orgasmic pleasure during my morning chores, I walked around stuffed, yet un-tormented. The RVP stayed quiet.
 
                 It was still early however and as I walked across the parking lot, I glanced eastward to see the still rising sun.  It wasn’t even eight o’clock yet.  All I had done that morning was complete my chores, grab a bite to eat at a fast food joint, and drive.  Now I walked carefully and quietly to my destination, facing the coming ordeal with quiet fortitude.
 
                 Quite fortitude my ass.  My stomach was rumbling, and not from hunger, but from trepidation.  I was scared frankly.  The assignment I was facing was brutal enough without involving my friend and domme Julie.  But there was little I could do about it at that point and when I arrived at her door and knocked, I resisted the urge to scream like a little girl and run away.
 
                 Julie opened the door and I blinked.  She was dressed in a tee shirt that didn’t fit her, with one bare shoulder hanging out of the oversized collar.  The shirt would have gone down to her thighs, had it not be raggedly cut across the torso, just under Julie’s smallish breasts, leaving her midriff bare.  She was wearing a pair of boy shorts that served as both underclothes and overclothes, as if she were a guy going out for the morning paper in nothing but his boxers.  Her feet were bare, but her toenails were painted a bright purple.  She sported a fingerless, black lace glove on her right hand, a matching choker around her throat, and while she wasn’t wearing much makeup, mostly eyeliner and shadow, her hair was a mixture of bright blue, pea green, and garish orange.  I had to look away just to give my eyes time to adjust.
 
                 She didn’t say anything to me, just stepped aside, letting me into the apartment and I crossed the threshold, knowing that my fate was sealed with that one tiny step.  The door closed behind me and Julie twisted the deadbolt, a final “snick” that took every last option but one from my pantheon of choices.  I turned to face her, dropping the duffel bag on the floor and she crossed her arms across her tummy and leaned against the wall.  Her eyes were hard and I knew what was expected.
 
                 Like Kari, Julie prefers me nude and I took off my boots and my clothes methodically.  At Kari’s place, I undress outside and put my clothes in a bag.  At Julie’s place, I am forced by the environment to strip inside and my clothes are left in a large pile in the foyer.  Julie is not a clean freak like Kari is.
 
                 Naked, except for the RVP harness holding the pink plastic base nestled against my sex, I stepped out onto the carpet.  I closed my eyes and put my hands behind my head, lacing my fingers together.  I took a few deep breaths, preparing myself both mentally and physically for Julie’s traditional hello.
 
                 A swift, solid blow smacked into my left breast, sending an impact tremor through the soft curves, across the cleavage, and into my other breast in a fluid wave.  It hurt and left my nipples tingling.  But before I could do more than gasp and let out a breath, Julie caught me on the backhand, striking me from the other direction and magnifying the overall assault.  I groaned and Julie swung again, going back and forth across my chest with her hand until my breasts felt hot and heavy, swollen with the impromptu beating.  And to think, this wasn’t even the start of the assignment!
 
                 When my breast spanking was done Julie’s palm was red and my bosom felt as if it had been run over by a steamroller and then beaten with chopsticks.  I ached abominably. I groaned as I brought down my hands and then Julie was hugging me, lifting her shirt so that we were skin to skin, pressing her own breasts against mine, nipple to nipple. I could even feel the little barbell piercings she wore.  Our mouths met and she was hungrily sucking on my tongue.
 
                 I responded eagerly. I was horny, wanting even, and despite knowing what was coming, I desperately wanted relief as well.  Julie finally released me, only to take a step into the apartment, practically begging me to follow.  She glanced at the clock.
 
                 “It’s a little after eight. Let’s not start things off until eight thirty. That way it’s easier to keep track of the time,” she said.
 
                 I shrugged. “Whatever works for you,” I replied. “But what do you want to do until eight thirty?”
 
                 She grinned and grabbed my hand. I was pulled over to the sofa and watched as Julie pushed down her boy shorts, exposing the delicately shaved slit and pink wetness.  She put a hand on my shoulder and pushed me to my knees. I reached up and tugged down her boy shorts, pulling them off one dainty foot.  She sat down, spreading her legs wide apart and I leaned in, tongue extended, taking a taste of her.
 
                 She smelled like strawberries, at least right at first.  She must have showered before I came over because her skin felt soft.  It took a minute of licking before I tasted the musky salty flavor of her arousal and then I focused on her clitoris, listening to her moans of pleasure as I tantalized her.  Unlike Kari, Julie has no trouble cumming from a variety of stimuli.  I felt her fingers entangle in my hair and she held my face against her sex, rubbing my nose up and down her slit.  Suddenly she let out a wild yell and a flood of juice boiled out of her, soaking my cheeks. I gasped for air, bubbling.
 
                 She let me go and I fell backward, sucking in a breath.  Julie’s eyes were unfocused, a little dazed and I settled downward, waiting for her to recover.  She did eventually, a few minutes later, and got up, still naked from the ribcage down, and padded into the back bathroom.  She emerged again dry and wearing a delighted smirk on her face.
 
                 “Are you ready?” she asked.
 
                 I nodded. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”
 
                 She shook her head. “I’m looking forward to this. Twelve hours of torturing you.  Want to guess how many orgasms you’ll have?”
 
                 I frowned. “I don’t think so.”
 
                 Julie grinned. “I’m hoping we beat your record.  Twenty one right?”
 
                 “Yes, twenty one.”
 
   
  
 

              “So that’s what we’ll shoot for.”
 
                 I gave her a cross look. “That’s not the point of this assignment. It’s to test my endurance.”
 
                 “Oh sure! I know,” she said, waving off my protestation.  She checked the time.  “I think we’re ready.  Come here.”
 
                 I padded over to her, the remote of the RVP stuck in the strap harness that held the plastic toy to my sex.  Julie plucked at the little plastic toy controller and I gasped as I felt it rumble to life.  My pussy tightened and then the plastic cock inside me began rotating slowly.  I sighed, mouth open, eyes closed.  But then, the vibrations picked up and I groaned.
 
                 “Julie?  It’s supposed to be on low.  That feels like medium,” I said softly.
 
                 Julie grinned. “I know. I’m changing the setting. I want you on medium.”
 
                 “But, it’s supposed to be on low! You aren’t supposed to change the assignment,” I protested.  
 
                 “Nonsense.  All of your readers know that I’m allowed to make things harder and more difficult for you.  So now instead of lasting an hour or two on low before your first orgasm, you’ll be cumming in about thirty minutes.  I like the idea of you suffering all day at medium with that thing spinning inside you.”
 
                 “But…” I started to say and she grabbed my nipple, pinching it hard and pulling me toward her with a twist.
 
                 “Would you rather spend the next twelve hours with it on full power, vibrating and spinning inside you?” she asked.
 
                 I was actually afraid she might do that and I shook my head.  “No thank you,” I whispered.
 
                 “Good. Now shut the fuck up and go get your candles and set them up. I want them burning for at least thirty minutes before you put them out.”
 
                 Already I felt the tension between my legs increasing steadily.  Under normal circumstances I can handle a low intensity vibration for hours before exploding.  But that was with something like vibroballs.  The base of the RVP touched my clit as well as my entire labia, thus doubling the amount of sensation caressing me.  To be honest though, the rotation is what I’ve always had a problem with.  I’ve never been able to endure long periods of spinning plastic cock, no matter what setting.  I’ve never even lasted an hour.  So Julie’s claim that I’d last beyond nine thirty was a crock.  We both knew it too.  But now, with the vibrations at medium, I’d be lucky to last twenty minutes.
 
                 I dug through my duffle bag, trying to ignore the steady churning inside me.  The vibrations were tough to deal with as well and I focused on putting the two small bayberry scented candles on the dining room table and lighting them with one of Julie’s cigarette lighters.  When I was done, I padded back into the living room and knelt at Julie’s feet.  She was draped across her sofa and motioned me closer.  As soon as I was in the spot she wanted, she reached out and began caressing my breasts, teasing the nipples and tugging on my piercing and padlock.
 
                 I was about three quarters of the way toward popping like an over-inflated balloon when Julie arbitrarily decided it was time for me to do my very first torment.  She stood up, tugging me to my feet by the nipple, and leading me to the dining room.  The flickering flames were reflected in the pools of melted wax that capped the tops of both votive candles.  Julie pushed me forward and I stood there, swallowing hard, butterflies in my stomach, an earthquake between my legs, and a drill spinning into my depths, mining for whatever fluids might be deep beneath the surface.
 
                 I closed my eyes and bent over the table, my chest hovering six or seven inches above the candles.  I felt the heat wash over my nipples, caressing me, sliding up through my cleavage and even touching my cheek.  Julie reached out, checked the position, and then put her hand on my shoulder.
 
                 “Wait just a moment, Bre.  Not yet.”
 
                 I choked back a protest and waited while Julie ran into the back bedroom. I stayed where I was, bathing my chest with the heat of the lit candles, my nipples dangling above them.
 
                 Julie ran back to me with a grin on her face.  She held up a roll of black tape, the kind used to censor girls all over the world.  Actually it was just black electrical tape but she quickly pulled a small length off the roll and cut it with a pair of kitchen scissors.  Then she set it across the padlock that dangled down from my right nipple.  She taped the metal square to the bottom of my breast.  Bitch. 
 
                 “You’re set, girl.  Do it.”
 
                 It took me a moment to get my moxie, but then I did it.  Fast is always the way to go, just so you don’t get burned, and I dropped the final six inches in less than a second, mashing the tips of both breasts into the flaming wicks.  I didn’t stop either, I kept going until both nipples were down, coated in the melted wax, burning me to cinders and leaving me gasping and squealing, my legs buckling.  I pulled back and two strands of smoke flew up from the candles.  Both of my nipples were coated in dark red wax, the turgid and now quite hot bumps sticking straight out.  
 
                 Some of it hadn’t cooled yet and had run in rivulets down the underside of my breast.  I shook, my fingers cupping my breasts as I struggled against the pain.  But then the sensations of the RVP slammed into me and at exactly 9:03am I exploded like a stick of dynamite with a short fuse.  I cried out and fell back against the wall while my knees knocked together.  Suddenly my breasts weren’t hurting.  The scorching wax seemed to add something to the stirring vibrations coming from between my legs and would you believe, that just for a second, I wished I was getting hot waxed down there as well?
 
                 As soon as the wax pasties had hardened Julie took me by the hand into the kitchen and made me hold her trash bin under my breasts.  She grabbed a wooden spoon from a kitchen drawer and began whacking my nipples, first one and then the other, splintering the wax into chips and letting red flecks fall away from my boiled skin.  It hurt, but I was already struggling with the sensorial aftermath of the RVP still churning and shaking away between my legs.
 
                 Finally Julie finished and I was sent back to the living room to await either my next orgasm or the next torment, which ever came first.
 
                 The directions provided by Master Salvador were quite explicit about the torments and they weren’t connected to the masturbatory antics of my Rotating Venus Penis.  Each hour Julie was to deliver one of the torments, most of which were inflicted to my breasts, though eventually my feet and ass were to join the fun.  But through it all I endured the steady thrumming and spin of the RVP.  And that was the whole point.
 
                 The second orgasm came before Julie inflicted the second round of torment and it happened at about 9:40am.  To me, it has always seemed odd that for awhile, my endurance actually decreases, at least until sensitive nerves are frayed and the constant stimulation turns to discomfort.  I sat there on the easy chair shuddering and moaning as the RVP spun and shook, sending me onward toward sexual oblivion.  Julie enjoyed the show and waited for me to calm down, but noted that calming down wasn’t much of a statement considering that after two orgasms I still had the RVP swirling and rumbling between my legs.  
 
                 I was starting to get a tad bit sensitive, just enough to put an edge on the sensation when she announced it was time for another torment.  There were twelve in all, with one already finished, with no two alike, and while Julie had to complete all of them, as did I, she had the right to choose what order the torments were to be delivered.  She walked into the living room after rifling through my duffle bag and she placed a small plastic container and a six ounce bottle of oil on the coffee table.
 
                 My nipples tightened.
 
                 I put my hands behind my head, knowing damn well what was coming.  My sex tightened too, wrapping around the four inch spinning cock and sending delicious shivers up through my body.  Julie uncapped the little bottle of oil and lifted it over my bosom.  A gentle squeeze put several drops on the upper slope of my left breast.  Even as the oil slipped down toward my nipple, she did the other side.  Then with the forefinger of both hands, she reached out, dipped into the oil, and began smearing it across the tips of both breasts.
 
                 The first sensation was olfactory.  I smelled cinnamon.  Lots of cinnamon.  Then there was a tingle, a cool tingle, very similar to muscle relaxant cream.  As the tips of my breasts began reacting to the chemical stimulant, another sensation arrived, a sort of gentle heat that steadily grew until it overwhelmed the cool tingle and began burning in earnest.  Stinging O oil is a concoction of my own design, a mixture of grapeseed oil, cinnamon oil, and pepper oil, though admittedly I sometimes opt for mint oil rather than cinnamon.  It’s not a recipe that I can mass produce since depending on the oils you purchase, the strength of the Stinging O can change dramatically.  Each batch has its own characteristics.  Once I made a bottle that was so hot that I literally burned for days.  In general however, it is one cup grapeseed oil, an eighth of a cup cinnamon oil, and a quarter cup of pepper oil.  I never put in a quarter cup of pepper oil all at once. I start with an eighth of a cup and see how strong the burn is.  Be warned, be careful if you try this at home. I’m not responsible for your cooking mistakes.
 
                 But right then, in Julie’s living room, with my breasts oiled and glistening and burning and tingling, the torment was just right. It was a very different feeling than the candle wax heat, which had suffused deeply into my chest.  This sensation was all surface and I knew it, like ants crawling along your skin.  As the distinct discomfort increased at the tips of each breast, I squirmed, almost as if I were trying to get away from the sensation.
 
                 Julie brought my attention back to my situation instead of the chemical fires smoldering on my nipples.  She popped the lid off the plastic container and upended it, pouring out a dozen or so wooden clothespin across the coffee table.  Would you believe that my sex literally tightened spasmodically around the RVP?  Even without a single clothespin on me I was getting close to another orgasm.  It was insane.  I was hurting, my sex was highly sensitive, my nipples were taut and ablaze, and I was about to cum.  
 
                 She put the first clothespin on my right nipple, sticking straight out.  I groaned, my hips jerking as my body coped with the new torment the only way it knew how.  The second clothespin matched the first, except on the other breast.  The pinching should have hurt me, at least a little, but instead there was a flash of heat, of light, of nirvana even, and my orgasm started even as Julie grabbed more clothespins and stuck them willy-nilly on my body.  More went on my breasts but then Julie began clipping them to the soft flesh of my upper arm, along my side, and then my lip.  I didn’t care. I was too far gone, lost in the music of a symphony, the harmonies of each instrument of torture blending into a crescendo of orgasmic ecstasy that made it impossible to pick out each individual sound.
 
                 I collapsed to the ground at 10:05am, twitching as the music ended.  The RVP still buzzed against my clit, my thighs pressed tightly together making little difference to the stimulation being inflicted upon my clit.  My breasts burned from the Stinging O, and the clothespins were merely salt on the wounds.  They hurt, but only lightly, more an irritant than anything else.  To be honest, the worst discomfort came from between my legs.
 
                 I’ve said this a million times, but believe me, while women are multi-orgasmic in the general sense, we are NOT equipped to have non-stop sexual stimulation of our genitals, especially clitoral stimulation, like the kind being inflicted upon me by the RVP.  Granted, it wasn’t as bad as my butterfly clitoral vibrator, but it wasn’t exactly fun either.  Add in the spin of the plastic cock embedded inside me, and you might be able to understand that there was lots of stimulation I had to deal with.  Most women can’t handle it.  In fact, technically speaking, neither can I.  I get over-sensitized, my nerves overloaded with input, and regardless of how well lubricated I might be, my mind begins interpreting the excess sensory input as acute discomfort, even pain.
 
                 Most women would put a stop to it.  But me?  I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, and pain for me, especially sexualized pain, happens to be a turn on.  Where another woman, like Kari, or even Julie, would yank out the RVP and sigh in relief, I curled up into a fetal ball, shuddering and whimpering, the clothespins digging into my flesh, my breasts still smoldering with chemical induced heat, and slowly allowed the discomfort to turn to pain, which eventually became arousal, which changed the pain into discomfort and then the discomfort into want.  By the time forty five minutes had passed, I was kneeling again in front of the sofa, manipulating a vibrator in and out of Julie’s sex, wanting my own orgasm.  
 
                 Julie came rather quickly, which wasn’t that much of a surprise.  She made me lick the vibrator clean as she stood up and again marched, naked from the waist down, out of the room.  I wondered what was coming next and my eyes widened in alarm as she came back into the living room with a thin plastic rod.  
 
                 “Stand up,” Julie demanded.
 
                 Trembling, I climbed to my feet.  The RVP spun and rumbled and the clothespins on my breast bobbed and wiggled.  The burn from the Stinging O had finally faded into practical nothingness, but that didn’t change the fact that my sex felt as if I had been fucked with a sandblaster and then put back to work.  
 
                 “Now put your hands behind your head and stick your tits out.”
 
                 Tears formed in my eyes as I realized what was about to happen.  There were three torments involving the cane, and all were unpleasant. But one involved my bottom and another my feet, and I had been hoping she’d spare my breasts, at least for awhile.  Now I knew that the ass caning and bastinado would come later, while my already tender breasts would receive their crisscrossing welts now. I bit my lip, choking back the coming sob.
 
                 She began to reach up as I arched my back and presented my bosom.  For a second I thought she was going to remove the clothespins first, but instead she just wiggled the one on my left nipple up and down, then twisted it, sending shooting pains through my breast.  Just as I was about to crumple again, she let go and let me suck in a few quivering breaths. I recovered my equilibrium, if not my composure and then Julie took a single step back, raised the plastic cane, and swung it at my chest.
 
                 The plastic rod landed at an angle, impacting just above both nipples and snapped downward across my areola, snagging the clothespins and ripping them off the tips of my breasts.  The pain was beyond description.  I screamed and my hands came off the back of my head and cupped my breasts. I fell backward, landing on my ass as tears streamed down my face.  Julie didn’t like that and reached out with one hand, grabbing my hair and pulling me back up.
 
                 “GET UP, BITCH!  YOU STAND THERE AND GET THOSE TITS OUT OR I’ll HURT YOU SO BAD YOU WON’T BE ABLE TO FUCK FOR A MONTH!” she screamed at me.  The pain in my scalp was enough to get me heading in the right direction and I sobbed crazily as I once more stood and put my hands behind my back. A quick glance down through my tears showed me a bright red welt that crossed both breasts along the upper slope.
 
                 “Spread your legs wide,” Julie snarled.  
 
                 I opened my legs. She wouldn’t hit me there.  The RVP was in the way and I knew she wouldn’t remove it.  She did it to make it less likely I’d fall to the ground.  Or maybe it was to increase my sexual wantonness.  I’m going to admit that the stroke that took the two clothespins from my nipples made my arousal small and insignificant.
 
                 She gave me maybe a minute to both recover and to anticipate.  But eventually she again stepped to my side, raised the cane, and brought it whistling across at my breasts.  This time it impacted directly on my nipples, smashing them backward into my chest, flattening my breasts, and leaving a thick red line cutting directly across my bosom.  Again I wilted like a flower, but I managed to remain upright at least.  The pain was brutal, awful even, but my body’s natural defenses began to kick in and I tightened around the RVP.  That was the saving grace, the keystone, and even before she struck again, my loins began pumping, thrusting against the plastic cock and vibrations with need and energy.  It was the only thing I could do to siphon off some of the excess hurt.  I converted it into sexual energy.
 
                 Julie set to work, matching my thrusts with angry flicks of the cane.  While none of the following strokes seemed to have the same intensity of the first two, she laid them all on my breasts, scoring me over and over until my chest was hot and heavy, swollen flesh capped with two dark red nipples.  It became impossible to see the red welts since so many were overlaid across each other, but you could feel them, the raised flesh reacting to the horrible impacts.  I can still feel some of those welts now as I cup my breasts, remembering.
 
                   All in all, Julie knocked all of the clothespins loose, even the ones on my arms and sides, just by hitting my bosom.  I rocked back and forth, but managed to stay upright through the entire set.  When the fiftieth stroke landed hard and I almost burst into a fresh round of tears, Julie dropped the cane, grabbed hold of me, and smashed me against the wall.  Her body molded to mine and her mouth came up, pressing against my lips as her tongue sought out mine.  The kiss was fiery and passionate and then her knee came up, not with force, but with pressure, and she moved her leg, pressing it against the base of the RVP.
 
                 I came, right there, at 11:09am, in her arms, her tongue in my mouth, her knee between my legs, quivering like jelly, my breasts hurting horribly, but skin to skin, the heat of our embrace the final flambé I needed to be finished.  The explosion rocked through me and I clung to her, kissing her back, my body thumping against her leg desperately.  Everything faded, molding and melting and becoming and my world blurred as the most powerful orgasm I had experienced yet that morning blasted through me like a bullet train going through a dark tunnel.  Flashes of light went past my eyes; I felt the roar of movement, of speed and need.  And then, Julie slipped one arm around my shoulders and helped me move the four steps to the sofa.  She laid me down as I quietly sobbed, unable to cope with the dichotomy of agony and ecstasy.
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
                 I’m not sure if I slept or if I just lay there in a daze for an hour, but it was close to noon when Julie roused me from my self-induced semi-coma.  
 
                 “Come on.  We need to get through the next torment.”
 
                 I groaned and shook my head. I had changed my mind. No more torments.  No anniversary was worth this.  I might have been celebrating my three years of writing confessional BDSM erotica, but my breasts felt as if I’d been beaten by a crazy woman with a plastic rod while fucking a non-stop, spinning machine that didn’t care if I was over-sensitive or not.
 
                 And I had.
 
                 I sat up and took stock of my condition.  My breasts felt huge.  Both were slightly swollen, bright red and still sporting some obvious welts that had darkened into easily visible lines.  My nipples looked odd, misshapen slightly, as the swollen tips distorted the distended points. It made my piercing ache and the padlock that dangled from my right breast cocked at an even more irritating angle than usual.  But as bad as my breasts hurt, the real trouble was between my legs.
 
                 Sitting up made it more obvious, but the non-stop vibration and spinning was beginning to be a problem.  I realized I wasn’t lubricating anymore and I stood, moving quickly into the dining room.  Julie was in the kitchen, pouring some drinks for us.
 
                 “I need to lube,” I said darkly.
 
                 She glanced at me and then shrugged. “Sure.  You going to use Stinging O?” she asked.
 
                 I shook my head.  Stinging O would hurt and make things worse.  “Just grapeseed oil,” I replied.
 
                 “Whatever.  Just do it.  We need to be quick about this,” she said.
 
                 I nodded and reached into my bag. I had brought a bottle of grapeseed oil for just this reason and I began unbuckling the RVP enough to pull it away from sex.  Looking past my bruised and beaten breasts, I tugged the four inch, spinning, plastic cock out of my depths and groaned in relief.  It wasn’t dry, but it wasn’t soaked either, which seemed odd to me. Usually I gush in sexual juice.  I’m like Old Faithful even.  I’m never dry.  
 
                 But what also astonished me was the fact that my labia and clit were a delicate shade of pink, as if they were trying hard to catch up to the bright red tinge of my breasts.  Swallowing, I upended the bottle and watched as the oil fell on the spinning cock.  Soon the thing was glistening, and I then lubricated the base as well, feeling that my clit needed a little less friction.  Julie came to the table with a drink for me and watched with interest as I slipped the RVP phallus back in and re-secured the strap around my waist.  
 
                 “Does it hurt?” she asked honestly.
 
                 My eyebrow went up. “My breasts?”
 
                 She rolled her eyes. “I know those hurt. I hurt them.  I meant your cunt. Does that hurt?”
 
                 I took a deep breath.  “Now that I’ve lubricated it’s not as painful.”  It was all I could manage.
 
                 “So it does hurt.”
 
                 I nodded. “Yes, but not like my breasts.  It’s a different kind of pain, like a splinter you can’t help rubbing at, or a canker sore,” I explained.  
 
                 “In other words, you like it.”
 
                 I cringed at that description, but she wasn’t too far off. I didn’t like it, not exactly.  But parts of me did, specifically the arousal part.  The sexual part.  If you think I like being hit, being caned, or over-stimulated, or beaten or sapped or any of that, you’re wrong. I don’t like it.  But my problem is that I’m addicted to sex, specifically orgasms that are overpowered, and my orgasms are ten, fifteen, or even twenty times more powerful than what I’d get alone in my bedroom with just a vibrator.  To suffer pain makes the orgasm explode with intensity and you’d be surprised what I’m willing to endure to get there.
 
                 I drank my drink. I needed to rehydrate and the water tasted amazing on my throat. 
 
                 “We’ll have lunch in a just a little while.  Right now, it’s torment time.”
 
                 I put down my glass, my mental game not up to the task of dealing with the concept of another torment.  I turned toward her, wondering what horrible thing was about to happen to me, when she opened her refrigerator freezer, and drew out a metal cookie sheet.
 
                 Part of me flooded with relief.  I knew which torment was coming and while it wouldn’t be pleasant, at least it wouldn’t be too bad either.  It would be cold. I’d get numb, and then I’d go along my merry way until the next torment came.  Julie dropped the cold steel tray on the table in front of me.
 
                 “Wait for just a moment. I want to get something first.”  She padded off, still naked from the waist down, and headed into the back bedroom.  I took the opportunity to cheat, putting my hands on the tray, right where I knew my breasts would be laying in a moment.  I snatched them back a moment later, cold and aching, as Julie walked back in carrying a water spritzing bottle. 
 
                 Hair stylists use them to soak your hair before cutting.  Julie asked me to turn toward her with my hands behind my back.  I did and she pointed the spritzer at me, pulling the trigger multiple times, and dispersing a fine cold spray across both breasts.  It felt incredible.  It felt amazing.  It was cool and refreshing.  Then she put the bottle down, turned me back toward the table and the cold steel tray.  I started to bend down, my fingers brushing her thighs, but she again stopped me.
 
                 “You naughty girl…” Julie whispered.  Then she reached around my hip, grabbed the tray, and turned it upside down.  “You’ll pay for that, trust me.”
 
                 I quivered in fright, but then she pushed and I folded.  My breasts smashed downward against the frozen cold tray, flattening and pushing outward.  I felt the burning ache most especially around my pierced nipple and the padlock dug into my flesh. I felt Julie’s hand on my back, keeping the pressure on as my breasts screamed to my brain, “get up! Get up! Please! Get up!”  
 
                 If you’ve ever touched a cold metal object, like a beer or soda can fresh from the fridge, then you probably know what I’m talking about.  Your fingers feel the chill and then begin to tingle.  A deep ache starts as your nerves are frozen.  Cold sinks in as the surface temperature of your body drops.  Your skin begins to turn white as your capillaries constrict, tightening in response to the drop in temperature as your body attempts to move blood flow to your important internal organs.  Worse, with extended contact to freezing metal, you can actually begin to freeze the water in skin cells, damaging them as the water inside turns to ice.  Numbness comes next as your nerves are no longer able to report back, chilled into silence.
 
                 Now imagine that on a delicate, highly sensitized, swollen, caned portion of your anatomy.  For you men, just imagine me holding a beer bottle to your penis.
 
                 But while all that was happening, there was another little caveat.  Remember the water that Julie sprayed on me before pushing me down?  Well, that FROZE to the goddamn tray.  Remember that stupid Christmas movie where the kid stuck his tongue to a frozen metal sign post?  Yeah, well that happened to my breasts.
 
                 And so when I jerked upward, the tray came with me, essentially glued to my chest.  I thrashed around a little bit before Julie drove me back down to the table, grabbing my hands and holding them behind my back.  I settled down a moment later, whimpering, with my upper body weight resting on my abused boobs.  Julie lightened up on the pressure, but then let me go when it became apparent that I wasn’t going to be standing up.
 
                 “Five minutes left to go, Bre.”  Julie’s words were hardly a relief.  My nipples had gone from cold burn to deep cold ache and I knew that blissful numbness was right around the corner. I was glad I was halfway done.  To be honest, the blistering freeze had distracted me from the swirling and rumbling of the RVP and it wasn’t until I felt my breasts begin to thaw the ice holding me to the tray that I felt the steady unrelenting purr of my demonic sex toy churning away between my legs.
 
                 The tray was beginning to loose its chill, at least to an extent, though I would imagine that it still felt incredibly cold to the touch. In hindsight, I imagine it was probably more likely that I was losing my ability to distinguish between arctic temperatures and a cold winter day in South Texas.  All I know was that I could no longer feel the tips of my breasts and a cold deep penetrating ache had permeated my bosom and was worming its way deep, heading toward my heart.  Julie walked off and returned dressed, once more wearing the boy shorts.  She slapped me once on the ass, hard too, and then with a glance at the clock, announced I could get off the tray.
 
                 Remember the scene in Star Wars’ Return of the Jedi when Han is released from the carbonite?  I hope so, because there is this sound effect right at that moment when his hand starts moving, a sucking yet pulling sound that is tough to describe properly.  That’s the sound my breasts made as I peeled them from the half-frozen metal.  It was sort of like the sound of plastic wrap being pulled away from a tray of pudding.  When I stood up straight my breasts were a mottled mosaic of color, ranging from bright red at the edges, sparkled with purple spots where the bruises were forming, and white around my areolas.  The nipples themselves were dark red, and the horrible realization that my breasts now looked like archery targets went through my mind.
 
                 Julie directed me back to the living room and I sat down, cradling my bosom and trying to warm up. I started shivering, but that only lasted a minute or two and then I felt the pain as the blood began seeping through my breasts, back to the tips.  It ached abominably.  
 
                 The knock on the door startled me and I looked up, eyes wide in fright.  The knock was solid, confident and Julie stuck her head into the living room with a wide beaming smile.
 
                 “Can you get that?  It’s our lunch.”
 
                 Struggling now with more than just the buzzing between my legs and an aching bosom, I stumbled toward the door wishing I was wearing more than just a small pink plastic four inch sex toy pressed to my clit.  I glanced through the peep hole.  There was a man on the front stoop and he raised his hand to knock again.  I clicked the lockbolt and opened the door a crack.
 
                 “Hey Jules, I brought you your lunch,” he began, but then realized that the redheaded girl who was staring at him through an inch of open door wasn’t Julie.
 
                 “Oh. Hey.  You must be Breanne. I brought you guys your lunch.”  He held up the bag and shook it.
 
                 I nodded and reached a hand through the door.  The cold from outside seeped in and did not react well to the freezing I had just given my breasts.  His eyes narrowed with confusion and he stared at my hand.
 
                 “Well?  Can I have it?” I asked.
 
                 He looked disturbed and said, “But Julie said I should come have lunch with you guys.”
 
                 Oh.  Ah.  Right. I dragged my hand back in and realized that not only was I about to be put on display for this guy, but he was going to be able to ogle for quite awhile.  I shivered again, this time from humiliation and not cold, and took a step back. I let the door open, trying to stay behind it as the man came into the apartment. I closed the door behind him.
 
                 When he turned to look at me his jaw fell off his face, bounced around on the floor, and landed next to his bulging eyeballs, which in a cartoonish way had metaphorically done the exact same thing.  It’s always funny to me to watch guys who aren’t expecting me to be me, see me for the first time.  His eyes went straight to my breasts and I could see the thoughts running through his head.  It started off with “holy fuck she’s naked!” to “holy fuck, tits!” to “holy fuck, what the fuck happened to her tits?” to “am I going to get some of that?”  It’s a litany I am very familiar with.
 
                 I ignored him and instead turned right and headed for the dining room. Julie popped out of the kitchen with a squeal and wrapped herself around the guy, kissing him soundly.
 
                 “Breanne, this is Jimmy.  Jimmy this is Breanne. She’s a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” Julie said, motioning at me.
 
                 For a moment my cheeks matched the color of my breasts as I mumbled out a hello.
 
                 Julie gave me a dirty look.  “That’s not how we greet a friend, Bre.  Show Jimmy how you’re happy to meet him.
 
                 I knew the tone and went to my knees a foot in front of Jimmy.  The RVP seemed to suddenly burst inside me. Perhaps it was the new position. Maybe it was something else.  Jimmy stared at me as my hands came up and scooted forward.  Then my fingers found his belt and before he could even gasp in astonishment I was unbuckling his pants.  I had his cock out in about ten seconds.  He wasn’t even hard yet and I popped his shaft in my mouth, feeling it swell and stiffen between my lips.
 
                 I used the blowjob as a way to keep my mind off what was going on between my legs, not to mention the residual ache and hurt in my breasts.  I bobbed my head and Jimmy groaned, standing there letting me suck and slurp his shaft until he was moaning.  I could tell he was getting close and I began working a little more deliberately, lengthening my movements and swirling my tongue more rapidly around the tip of his shaft.  But Julie had other ideas and when she saw what was happening she pulled me off Jimmy, spun me around, and told me to get my ass up.
 
                 I did, mostly from the impetus of her physicality, rather than the command, though I would have gotten into position had she just verbally made me do it.  I heard the tear of a condom package and then Jimmy was laughing.  
 
                 He knelt down behind me and I felt the tip of his cock sliding along my buttocks.  
 
                 “There’s something in there already,” he said suddenly, slightly disappointed.
 
                 “Fuck her in the ass, dummy.  That’s open.”
 
                 “Oh, she’s okay with that?” he asked.
 
                 I grit my teeth but didn’t say anything.
 
                 “It doesn’t matter if she’s okay with it. She’s a fuck slut who likes it rough and I’m her domme.  So I say she gets fucked up the ass and if she doesn’t like it she can ask someone else to torture her and make her cum for the rest of the day.
 
                 Well that shut Jimmy up and he spent the next minute or two probing my bottom, trying to get in the right position to slide his condom clad cock into my rump.  Julie came over with my bottle of grapeseed oil and that greatly improved things for poor Jimmy.  A moment later his shaft was spearing me, driving deep into my ass, rocking me back and forth.  His hands kept hold of my hips and my breasts swung violently back and forth as he buttfucked me.
 
                 But even as I dealt with the ache in my chest and the thick rod in my ass, the RVP spun on and even after all that I’d been through, the sexual movement of Jimmy cock, the blowjob, and yes, even the freezing of my breasts, set me up again.  The vibrations against my clit seemed to coalesce into something resembling sexual arousal instead of someone rubbing a metal file against my skin and suddenly I was bucking backward against Jimmy.  I felt it when he erupted, filling the condom and driving himself as deep as anally possible with teeth rattling force.  I endured, my own orgasm building up like a massive volcano readying to explode.
 
                 I’m not sure if Jimmy understood why the pretty, redhead, Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut screamed in pleasure and shook like a leaf in a windstorm a few minutes later.  He was already done and was getting dressed, while I was lying curled up in a ball on the floor, arms wrapped around my breasts, oil leaking out of my ass.  I stiffened, straightened, and then thumped my heels on the floor as I exploded.  It was exactly 12:24pm and I now had experienced five orgasms in just a tad bit more than four hours.  At this rate, I wasn’t exactly going to break my twenty one orgasm record for one day, but I was going to be exhausted by the time this was all done.
 
                 Jimmy and Julie left me there on the floor and laid out lunch.  Jimmy had brought sandwiches and the two munched and mostly talked about me.  Jimmy was full of questions and Julie answered as well as adding disparaging remarks about my attitude.  To be honest, it didn’t really faze me.  She was doing it to needle me and I decided I wouldn’t let her words get to me.  Finally, as the clock ticked closer to one o’clock, I sat up and then made my way to the table.
 
                 “You going to join us?” Julie asked through a bite of sandwich.
 
                 I nodded. “I’m a little hungry.”
 
                 “You’re a fucking slut.  If you want to join us, you start your next torment first.”
 
                 I blinked.  “Please, Julie? I just want to eat, then you can torture me.”
 
                 Julie put down her sandwich. “Are you arguing with me?”
 
                 I shook my head, more alarmed.  “No! I’m just…” I said helplessly, floundering for words.
 
                 Julie’s eyes narrowed and she grabbed my duffle bag from the floor beside her.  After a few seconds of rummaging, she extracted my anal plug and put it on the table.
 
                 “Go get the Stinging O,” she ordered me.  We had left it on the coffee table and I turned without a word and went and got it.  I tried very hard not to cry as I went back to the dining room.
 
                 Jimmy watched with an eagerness that belied the fact that he had just cum in my ass, and watched with a grin as Julie pushed the small bottle of Stinging O oil over to me.  
 
                 “Lube it yourself, put it on the chair, and sit on it.”
 
                 I winced.  Anyone who has endured anal play before knows that it’s much nicer and easier to control the depth and penetration by hand, rather than allow body weight and gravity to do the deed.  Sure, you still had some control, but it was mitigated by circumstance.  You really couldn’t pull back up while you were trying to sit on a plug.
 
                 I uncapped the Stinging O and lubricated the plug. Oil shined on it and I felt the tingling on my finger tip and the scent of cinnamon in my nose.  Julie grinned.
 
                 “Wipe that off on your clit.”
 
                 My pussy contracted tightly around the spinning phallus at that suggestion, but I obediently slipped my oily finger under the edge of the RVP and rubbed the remnants of oil across my clit. Immediately it contracted, puckering under the cool cinnamon tingle for just a moment before suddenly feeling as if it were bathed in hot water.  My hips jerked a bit and I gasped as the bundle of nerves between my legs reported to my brain that my clit was now on fire.  Then I brought my hand back up, grabbed the anal plug, and set it on the wooden dining room chair.
 
                 I was the floor show as I squatted, and then lowered myself down. Both Julie and Jimmy scooted out from the table in order to get a better view.  My legs were spread to both sides of the chair, and it only took me a moment to angle myself properly so that the anal plug was positioned at the entrance to the hole Jimmy had just recently fucked.  Slowly I let myself drop, feeling the oil spread across my bottom, then work inside me.  The tingle began, replaced a moment later by the burning sensation, and with only a glare from Julie I let myself go, sitting quickly.
 
                 Pain hit me like a two by four and I’m not sure if you’ve ever had anything thick and relatively hard stuck up your ass, but if you have, then you know what I’m talking about.  The rear end was never meant to be an entrance and I’ve never enjoyed having things stuck up there, even cock.  But that plug, a good four inches long and widened out to a rather large base, felt awful.  And I was sitting on it.
 
                 I whimpered a little bit, but as my body adjusted and the sensations of the RVP reasserted themselves, I tried to focus on my food.  My clit burned, and from more than just the little bit of Stinging O I had rubbed into it.  But I ignored it and ate my sandwich.  Conversation was stilted and I found myself answering questions posed by Jimmy, who seemed to find the novelty of having a naked, double stuffed, pain slut sitting at the table more than acceptable.  At Julie’s instigation, I told him in detail of the torments I’d already suffered, and what I knew of coming ones.  He expressed interest in staying to watch.
 
                 I dragged out lunch as long as I could, but not because of the company. If anything, Jimmy was the kind of guy who seemed to get off at the thought of inflicting more pain on me, but I sort of expected that.  Anyone that Julie would invite over would probably have the same predilection for sadism that she enjoyed.  No, the reason I tried to make lunch last as long as possible was because it was getting harder to ignore the combined pressures of the RVP mixed with the anal plug.  
 
                 If you are a man and you are reading this, you have a snowball’s chance in hell of understanding what it’s like to be stuffed both front and rear. You aren’t even equipped to imagine it.  Hell, I can’t imagine what it’s like having a dick and how weird that would be.  But there are different pressures involved on a woman who is stuffed both at the stern as well as the prow.  
 
                 First of all, it changes things inside us.  Pressure increases and while the point of the anal plug was to provide discomfort to me, it also managed to force my sex to tighten even more around the spinning phallus mounted to the vibrating base.  This increased the amount of tension the rotating dick caused me and as a result, I ripened.  Arousal however did little to stem the ever increasing agitation I was feeling at my clit.  I was sore there and more than a little sensitive.  It was like getting a mild rug burn, yet there was an edge to it, a sexual component too pervasive to ignore.  
 
                 It was getting a lot closer to two o’clock when I finally realized that another orgasm was coming.  The pressure had been building up inside me and unwittingly I tipped off Julie and Jimmy with the natural movements of my hips and the increased rise and fall of my chest.  My rear end continued to contract around the plug just as my sex kept trying to squeeze the last ounce of juice out of the synthetic revolving cock   I had taken my last bite of sandwich and washed it down with soda when Julie ordered me back into the living room.
 
                 “Go girl.  You’re about to pop and I want you kneeling on the coffee table so we can watch.”
 
                 I dabbed the napkin against my lips and headed to the living room.  The heavy wooden coffee table sat between the sofa and the television set and I climbed up on it, feeling the hard wood beneath my knees. I’ve spent several hours on that coffee table, including once were I was screwed down to it. It is battle scarred, with coffee rings, scratches, screw holes, and stained with more than just spilled liquor.  Trust me, you don’t want to know, though I’m betting you would have liked to have been there!
 
                 Jimmy sat down in front of me like a six year old in a candy store and whipped out his cock and began stroking it while I suffered.  My hips were churning and in the spirit of sexuality, I cupped my breasts and began lightly thumbing my nipples. I couldn’t stand a lot, but I did the best I could.  I still had the anal plug in my ass and I did the bump and grind, working myself into spastic release.
 
                 And then Julie came in.  She stepped up behind me and grabbed my wrists, moving them up behind my head.  As she did so, she dropped the electrical tape she had used earlier on my padlock, on the table, along with her kitchen scissors.  I whimpered slightly but then she got started.  Pulling on the tape, she laid the strand across the top of my right breast and began wrapping, tightening the tape in cruel loops that immediately turned my gentle curves into swollen balloons.  She crisscrossed my chest, creating a cleavage that you could ski down and then get lost in.  My breasts, already a mottled red and blue and pink, darkened even more and I saw shades of purple, scarlet, and indigo that are normally reserved for colorful sunsets rather than boobs.  Both of my nipples, still swollen and smarting from the welts she had delivered earlier were now visible due just to the textural differences, and stuck out prominently.
 
                 The tightness set me humming and jacked me even further up the orgasm totem pole and the first waves hit me like a bat slamming a baseball into the stands.  I gasped, shaking as Julie stroked my breasts.  Then she pulled my two vibrating nipple clamps out of God knows where, and quickly and efficiently, attached them to my breasts.
 
                 Now I was buzzing between the legs, against my clit, and from each nipple and frankly, the human body isn’t equipped to withstand that sort of sexual onslaught.  I went off like the Saturn V rocket, igniting right there on the coffee table and doing my very best to achieve orbit.  My ass puckered around the hard anal plug while my pussy wrung the RVP phallus to practical death.  The plastic base rumbled and vibrated and stung my clit and with my breasts now tightly bound and feeling as if a single pin prick would make them literally burst, I blew through the limits and cried out in orgasmic blastoff. I reached orbit at 2:22pm. Sixth orgasm.
 
                 When I was done I fell off the table, which seemed to startle both Julie and Jimmy. I didn’t hurt myself, but evidently it was clear that I was now officially “out of it.” I was lifted up and set across their laps, stretched out with my feet hanging off one end of the sofa and my arms drawn up above my head and held in Julie’s hands.  Jimmy was stroking my thighs and loins and was even wiggling the base of the RVP, as if I needed more stimulation.  I could feel the remote digging into my hip, right next to where Jimmy’s cock was pressing into my butt cheek.  Julie just laid a hand across my stomach, lightly caressing me, leaving my still tightly bound, clamped, and vibrated breasts alone.
 
                 I dozed, or something. I’m not sure.  All I know is that they turned on the television and were watching something when I finally felt nature’s call.  I looked up at Julie.
 
                 “Julie? Please, I need to use the bathroom.”
 
                 She glanced down at me.  One hand still held my wrists above my head but the other had moved up to my breasts and was lightly rubbing the underside of my beaten bosom.  Her fingers had been tracing the welts from one side to the other, sending shivers of pain through me.
 
                 She shrugged. “Okay, I figured this was coming.”  Unceremoniously, she dumped me on the floor, not even giving poor Jimmy a warning.  I cried out as I fell, since I landed on my breasts as I twisted.  That hurt.  I wearily got on my hands and knees and began crawling away, not sure I’d be able to actually stand.
 
                 They didn’t follow me and I went toward the master bedroom.  Julie’s apartment is small and there is only one restroom.  I went inside and closed the door.  Then I stood up, using the vanity as a support.  
 
                 My reflection was scary.  I don’t wear much makeup, but what little I had put on that morning had mussed badly and some of the eyeliner I had on had streaked.  My breasts ached abominably and looked worse.  Both were sporting shades of color somewhere between red and purple, and there were dark shadows, raised welts, and mottled green forming in spots.  The black electrical tape was taut and tight and rather than looking like breasts, my chest looked like an alien produce stand, with two, round, strangely colored, overly ripe fruit for sale.
 
                 I took stock of my other issues.  The primary one was the RVP.  Carefully I undid the straps and pulled the buzzing, rotating toy away from my sex.  The relief was instantaneous and I gasped as I turned the damn thing off.  I literally sagged against the counter.  With all the other torments and pains I had been enduring, I hadn’t realized just how badly the vibration had sensitized my clitoris.  Then I reached behind and pulled out the anal plug, grunting at the exertion and strain the position put on my still bound breasts.
 
                 I chunked the black monstrosity in the sink and rinsed it, even though it didn’t really appear dirty.  But I’m a fastidious person.  Then, with my breasts still bound and no way to release them, I sat on the toilet and did my thing.  I don’t think you need a description of that.  Rest assured that everything worked the way it was supposed to.  When I was done I did a careful job to clean myself appropriately, even going so far as to hop into Julie’s shower, turn on the water, and do a quick clean of my bottom.  
 
                 When I got out of the shower I dried off and then sat back down on the toilet seat and spread my legs.  It was time to check to see how I was really doing.  
 
                 My clit was slightly swollen and bright pink, but other than that, I was pretty much fine.  My labia fared relatively the same and I realized quite quickly that I’d suffered worse damage before, just from my other clitoral stimulator toy, the butterfly vibrator. I think it has a lot to do with the base.  It’s slightly curved so that it fits along my labia. But every woman is slightly different there and for me, while the RVP base was touching my clit, it wasn’t putting much pressure on it.  At least, not as much as my butterfly vibrator does.  Perhaps my strap harness wasn’t adjusted right?  Who knows?  But it’s what saved me.  I gave myself a few more minutes and then finally accepted what was coming next. I picked up the RVP, stuck the four-inch plastic cock back inside my sex, and turned it back on.  
 
                 Immediately my pulse quickened, or was it my sex? I’m not sure, but I felt myself tighten around the phallus as it began slowly stirring the pot.  The vibrations I turned right back up to medium.  Then I tucked the remote back into my harness, left the anal plug in the sink, and opened the bathroom door.  
 
                 Julie was waiting for me.
 
    
 
   Part Three
 
                 
 
                 She was literally waiting for me.  Right there.  Her arms were crossed and she leaned against the wall of the hallway with an irritated expression on her face.  Without a word, she grabbed my arm and pushed me into the bedroom.  
 
                 I haven’t spent a lot of time in Julie’s bedroom, mostly because she likes to use me in the more common areas of her apartment.  And, I think partly it is because she’s a fucking slob.  Clothes were all over the floor, the bed looked like it had last been made during the Stone Age, and the walls were covered with tacky rock band and goth posters.  The capstone of decor was one giant four by six foot poster of Gonzo from the Muppets, which was literally tacked to the ceiling above the bed, so that the weirdo could stare down at you.
 
                 Julie cleared the bed by the simple process of dumping everything that wasn’t a pillow, sheet, or blanket on the floor.  I was sat down on the edge of the bed and then Jimmy appeared, carrying my duffle bag.  I licked my lips.  The small alarm clock on the nightstand read 3:08pm and when Julie grabbed the bag and pulled out my wrist and ankle cuffs, I felt another surge of fright.  What was going to happen next?
 
                 Sure, I had been TOLD what was going to happen, but that was days in advance. I didn’t have the list in front of me.  And besides, my brain was soaked in a variety of naturally produced hormones and chemicals designed to prepare me to either fight or flee, or I guess cum manically.  I’m not sure.  All I know was that my mental processes were labored and that while I still had a full six pack, I lacked the plastic thingy holding them all together.
 
                 It didn’t take the two of them long to get me secured.  I was pushed onto my back, my arms and legs spread to the far corners of the bed, and hooked bungee cords were used to pull me into a spread-eagled position.  I looked ridiculous I’m sure, especially with my breasts still tightly bound and swollen.  I looked like a flat chested girl with two soft balls sitting on her ribcage.  
 
                 As soon as Julie was sure I wasn’t going anywhere, nor able to move more than an inch or two in any direction, she again went through my bag and pulled out the next little toy of torment.  On Sunday I had stopped by Kari’s condo and borrowed her portable TENS Unit, or transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator for you newbs.  The cost of borrowing it was extremely high too, but that’s going to be another tale so no point in ruining the surprise.  
 
                 Kari actually owns two TENS Units.  One is the industrial version that sits on a cart in her dungeon.  The other is a more socially acceptable version that she picked up at a homeopathic medicine shop she frequents.  It came with four pads and provided “massage” for sore back muscles. It took Kari about ten minutes to figure out how to plug in her more interesting electrical contacts.  Thus instead of pads, her little portable unit now had two forceps clamps, each sporting copper plates on opposite sides.
 
                 Julie removed the vibrating nipple clamps from the tips of my breasts, which was a good thing because now that I was horizontal, the clamps were resting against the sides of my breasts and not causing anywhere near the same kind of stimulation as they had when dangling downward.  Of course, my breasts were aching in a way that I can only describe as similar to having had them slammed in a door, multiple times, so the stimulation of the vibrators dangling from my nipples, really didn’t mean much at that point.
 
                 Julie did replace the vibrator clamps with the forceps clamps, attaching each one securely with a tight squeeze. I think she had a little trouble with my right breast.  As swollen and bulging as I was, she had to tease the nipple quite a bit, tugging on my padlock, just to get it to rise enough to clamp.  But she managed and when she was done the pain in my chest felt like it had doubled.
 
                 Then she turned on the TENS Unit and the first electrical shock hit me.  It was light, barely a surge, but when your breasts are mashed and bound, even the slightest pulse of electricity flows across your skin like a trail of acid.  My stomach muscles tightened and my back arched as my body responded to the current.
 
                 The original assignment stated that the TENS unit setting were to be slowly increased over a period of thirty minutes.  And then it was to be removed.  Julie changed those requirements, and instead of getting a slow, steady increase in strength and frequency, Julie jacked up the juice to the maximum within five minutes of clamping my breasts.  She has control issues.
 
                 Of course that meant that over the next twenty five minutes I lay there, fingers curled into fists while my bosom was rapidly and powerfully shocked.  Granted, the portable unit wasn’t as powerful as Kari’s dungeon version, but it was certainly strong enough to do rather unpleasant things to my breasts.  There are muscles, even in the breasts, under the surface of the skin, that can tighten and release, especially around the nipples.  Applying electrical current can do some strange things.  If you’ve seen a girl’s nipples harden due to cold, that’s a muscular reaction.  Now imagine making those muscles contract and release, over and over.  
 
                 Add to that the fact that my breasts were already taut, tight, bound, and swollen.  See my problem?  I felt like someone was under the skin, squeezing my breasts, pinching the nipples, tweaking them, and then twisting, all at the same time.  It was excruciating.  I started groaning, then twisting, my body unable to handle the stress of the shocks.  Normally, there is a little give in my bosom, a way for my body to handle the external impulse of muscular movement.  But bound, I had no way to go. My body started converting that energy to heat and I felt my breasts get hot.
 
                 I watched the clock.  Thirty minutes wasn’t that long, right?  So I bit my lip, tried to stifle my groans, moans, and minimize my gasps.  Julie and Jimmy sat at the end of the bed, basically ignoring me while they did some heavy petting that slowly evolved into Julie being naked, standing at the foot of the bed, bending over with her legs between my thighs, her nose inches from the base of the RVP.  Jimmy stood behind her, pumping hard into her sex and making her groans match mine.  The bed shook with each thrust and there was this loud thump against the wall as the frame bounced.
 
                 Thirty minutes passed and I lifted my head.  They were still at it, changing position occasionally, but still fucking.  I felt like my breasts were wrapped in hot towels, lined with pins.  Sharp pins.  It was awful.  Even the churning and trembling of the RVP, the sight of Jimmy and Julie screwing like bunnies, all of it, didn’t mitigate that discomfort and ache I was feeling.  
 
                 Finally, after forty minutes, they climaxed, collapsing across my legs and adding even more discomfort to my life.  Julie looked up at me, then began kissing my hip, working her way up my body while squirming out from under Jimmy.  
 
                 “Do you like, Bre? Does it hurt?” she asked softly, her parti-colored hair bobbing above my belly button.  
 
                 “It hurts, Julie! Please!  I was only supposed to get shocked for thirty minutes!” My teeth were clenched and I was grunting as the shocks continued.  To be honest, I was having trouble drawing in a full breath of air.
 
                 Julie reached up and laid a finger on my breast, for what reason I have no idea, but then gasped and let out a tiny cry, looking at me with astonishment.
 
                 “Ow.  Damn it,” she snarled and lifted up.  Jimmy, who was just doing the same thing, got jounced and fell off the bed onto the floor.
 
                 “Ow. Damn it, Jules!” he said.
 
                 Julie knelt over me and quickly removed the clamp from my left nipple.  With a raised eyebrow, she quickly put it on her own breast, though not as tightly as she had secured the clamp to mine.  She only had to wait half a second before the jolt hit her and then she grimaced, wincing.  She yanked the clamp off, not even bothering to open it.
 
                 “Ow.  Damn, that hurts,” she announced.
 
                 I nodded vigorously.  The other breast was still getting zapped. I was so glad that Julie understood that now.  
 
                 “Breanne, I had no idea,” Julie said.  “It must suck to be you.”
 
                 Then the bitch put the clamp right back on my nipple and I’m positive, absolutely positive, that she tightened the clamp even MORE than she had in the first place.
 
                 Well at that point my cries were getting a bit much and Julie leapt off the bed and grabbed a pair of her dirty panties that were lying on the floor.  These got stuffed into my open mouth, along with a second pair Jimmy handed her.  The roll of electrical tape came out again and the adhesive plastic was wrapped around my head a few times, right through my open jaw, effectively if crudely muzzling me and changing my cries of agony into muffled sounds of desperation. Unless someone was sitting in the apartment directly next to Julie’s bedroom, there was no way anyone would hear me.
 
                 I was kept there, bound, zapped, and tormented for a full hour. I didn’t cum either.  A little after four in the afternoon Julie came into the bedroom, turned off the TENS Unit and unclamped my breasts. The relief I felt, just from that, was enormous and I began crying, unable to cope.  Slowly Julie unbound my breasts as well and the blood began flowing back into the soft curves of my bosom.  That hurt, but felt good too and my sobbing increased.  Finally Julie removed the gag and bungee cords.  She gathered me up in her arms and rocked me as I let loose all the pressure.  Julie held me, stroking my head, my shoulders, my back, caressing me, relaxing me as I cried and cried.  Finally I managed to get it all out.  Julie put a finger under my chin and pulled my face upward.  Softly she kissed me.
 
                 “It still sucks to be you,” she said.  She pushed me out of her lap and snapped her fingers as she got up out of bed. I knew what she wanted. She wanted me to follow her.  I crawled onto the floor and did my best to keep up with her, but my arms and legs were stiff and sore and through it all the RVP had kept buzzing and rotating and tormenting me there as well. With the immediate torture of my breasts over, I felt the sensitivity of my clit finally biting at me again.
 
                 Jimmy was again sitting on the sofa, but now he was totally naked, his flaccid cock lying limp against his thigh.  The television was on, but the moment I crawled into sight he focused on me.  Julie pointed at the floor in front of Jimmy and I crawled between his legs.  
 
                 “I’m tempted to torture your tits more, but I’m not sure you can handle it yet,” Julie said softly, leaning down to whisper in my ear.  “So I’m going to do one of the other torments to you instead.  You are going to suck on Jimmy until he is hard and continue sucking until he has pumped whatever cum he has left inside his balls into your throat and no matter what I do to your body you will continue to suck.  Do you understand?”
 
                 “Yes ma’am,” I whispered.  I’m so polite.
 
                 “Good.  Now start sucking,” she ordered.
 
                 I’m a good Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, at least some of the time, and I immediately rose up, half crawling onto the couch, and immediately wrapped my mouth around Jimmy’s limp manhood.  I stroked his balls at the same time, focusing on him, his cock, and the light moans of pleasure he made.
 
                 Which is why I totally missed Julie going back into the bed room and grabbing two of her bungee cords.  Instead, the only thing I noticed was when she came back into the room, pushed the coffee table out of the way, and began working on my feet.  The first thing she did was connect the two ankle cuffs together using the built in D clip that was permanently attached.  Now unable to spread my legs at the ankles, I was effectively hobbled.  Then Julie hooked her bungee cords to the metal loops on each ankle cuff and proceeded to stretch them up my body, handing both ends to Jimmy.  I was already on my knees, but now my feet were drawn up until my heels hit my buttocks.  Jimmy kept the tension as I continued to slurp on his rapidly stiffening cock and Julie went and retrieved an item she had used earlier on me.
 
                 Bastinado is an ancient and vicious torture art.  It basically involves a strap or cane applied to the soles of a person’s feet and can vary in range from severe agony to just bad enough to making walking uncomfortable.  To be honest, it scared me to think that Julie was the one who was going to hit me.
 
                 But unlike the damage she did to my breasts with the cane, she began hitting the soles of my feet with less pressure and a much more delicate eye for my safety.  I got the clear impression that she still expected me to walk out of her apartment at the end of the day, or at least limp out, on my own feet.  The blows she inflicted hurt of course, and were not easy on me, especially while trying to suck cock, but she never even hit me hard enough to make me worry about biting off Jimmy’s shaft.
 
                 Not to say that it didn’t hurt. It did.  I knelt there, bent over Jimmy, my mouth open and sucking, unable to really move as she swung the cane.  Each blow started with a sharp sting that got steadily worse as Julie snapped the thin plastic rod across my soles.  She aimed mostly for my arches, but as I began twitching, my toes tightening, my feet began moving of their own accord, trying to avoid the strokes.  With Jimmy holding the bungee cords tightly, there wasn’t much wiggle room and soon my ass joined my feet, wriggling back and forth as the pain began to really blossom.  I was starting to have trouble maintaining my balance and I think I was doing a horrible job sucking Jimmy, when he popped noisily.  Only a few drops of cum came out and all I got was a taste rather than a squirt, but I knew I had lost him when his shaft suddenly softened in my mouth.  Evidently watching me get caned and having his cock in my mouth were more than his libido could take.  Julie continued even after Jimmy sighed lustily and sank back into the cushions, working at my soles until all fifty strokes had made the bottoms of my feet red.  The arches especially were bruised and she had even laid a few strokes down hard enough to leave welts, right across the middles of both feet.  
 
                 I continued to suck on Jimmy’s wilted member, mostly because I didn’t know what else to do.  I hadn’t been given any other orders and clearly Jimmy didn’t mind, so I continued to do my best to arouse him again.  But then I felt something incredible.  Julie had pulled the coffee table back up, sat down on it, and began rubbing something into my feet. Her fingers were soft and slippery and while it hurt, it felt so good that something inside me melted. I felt a barrier go down and as her fingers slid across the soles of my feet and even rubbed my ass, I sighed.
 
                 My feet tingled and then began to warm. It was incredible, at least for a little while. I eventually realized that Julie was using my Stinging O, rubbing just enough of the oil into my soles to make sure that my discomfort continued.  Now besides being bruised enough to have to limp around, my soles burned as well.  Soon my feet felt hot and I whimpered around Jimmy’s cock.  
 
                 There’s an old saying about a piece of straw that broke a camel’s back, alluding to a single, tiny weight that an already burdened beast couldn’t take.  I completely understand that metaphor because kneeling there, with cock in my mouth, my feet bound and upturned, getting rubbed with a pepper based oil, all while enduring the never ceasing agitation of my sexual parts, was just too much.  The rub was the last straw, the final weight my body couldn’t carry.  To my shock, I began exploding, humming into Jimmy’s cock even as I twisted my feet and surrendered to the purr between my legs.
 
                 My seventh orgasm arrived at 4:41pm that afternoon and culminated with me pinned between Julie and Jimmy, unable to move more than my toes and hands, while Jimmy kept my heels pressed tightly to my rump.  When she noticed what was happening, and how I was exploding right there on my knees in front of her, she took the opportunity to stick her forefinger, up to the knuckle, in my ass.  Since she was already slick with Stinging O, it slid in perfectly, but lit my bottom on fire a second time that day.  I was too far along for it to be an orgasm killer though. Instead I jerked back, ramming her finger even deeper.  Julie got into it, finger fucking my ass with one hand, and digging her thumb deeply into my left foot with the other.
 
                 I slipped to the floor in a puddle, pulled into an awkward position by Jimmy’s hold on the bungee cords.  Julie motioned for him to let go and soon I was a soaking wet pile of blubbery Breanne, lying on the living room rug, mashed between the sofa and the coffee table.  I felt… well… incredible actually.  Sure, I hurt.  I was sore.  But it was the kind of sore you feel after a strenuous exercise, not torture.  My breasts ached, but not unbearably.  My bottom stung, but didn’t really burn.  My clit… my clit felt raw and chapped actually.  That hadn’t changed.  Oh well.  
 
                 I lay there practically catatonic, just trying to get through the blast of sexual euphoria I had released upon myself.  I remember Jimmy getting up and getting dressed, but I don’t remember him leaving.  I know Julie came in and talked to me, but I have no recollection of what she said.  Eventually though I gathered up enough of my self-awareness to think “maybe I shouldn’t be lying here on the floor like a dead person.”
 
                 I crawled up onto the couch and curled up into a ball again.  Now that the adrenaline had faded, the RVP was my biggest issue and I could feel it slowly eroding my flesh, working the tender nodule of nerves at my clit back and forth even as the plastic phallus stirred my insides.  I couldn’t stop pulsing, tightening and loosening the muscles of my sex, like kegal exercises, wrapped around the never quiet, always rotating RVP.                
 
                 Julie came back over to me and at first, covered me up with a blanket.  It helped, a little, and the tender kiss on the cheek was nice, but in the end it meant nothing.  I was starting to have serious problems with the RVP.  My hips twitched again and I had to press my thighs together to keep from reaching down myself and ripping the vibrating base away from my clitoris.
 
                 “Breanne?  It’s time,” Julie said.  Her eyes actually looked sad and I blinked, coming out of my little moment of self-reflection.  I groaned and sat up, the blanket falling from my body.  The deep red color of my breasts had lightened slightly and moved from the deep rose pink to something peachier.  Of course the dark bruises still mottled the skin and the welts were even more visible now than they had been before.  Julie took a step back and I let out a tiny whimper.
 
                 My tack mat was on the floor.  A long time ago Mike the Hardware Guy had helped me make a special mat that was basically the combination of one piece of quarter inch thick rubber, and about three hundred steel tacks, each with a spike that measured just a millimeter longer than a quarter inch.  Mike had put a sheet of graph paper on one side of the mat and sat there at his desk with a cork board and a hammer and literally tapped the tacks in while I sat there, stuffed to the gills and suffering.  Of course I rewarded him handsomely for his work and I ended up with a two foot by one foot rubber mat that shined silver on one side and sported tiny spikes on the other.
 
                 Admittedly, they weren’t bad.  None of the points stuck up more than a millimeter and since that day I’ve stood on the mat, laid on the mat, and even ridden the mat while it was draped over a fence.  It had never cut me, not once and while I didn’t expect it to do it that day in Julie’s apartment either, I knew that the last thing I wanted to inflict upon my breasts was the tack mat.
 
                 “NHPS Pushups, Bre. Twenty of them.” She pointed to a clear spot on the foyer floor where my tack mat was laid out.  
 
                 I groaned. I didn’t want to move. I didn’t want to hurt anymore.  Hell, I didn’t even want to CUM anymore.  Julie pursed her lips and put a hand on her hip. I could tell she was getting irritated.
 
                 “Let’s go, Bre.”
 
                 I ignored her.  That was a mistake.
 
                 Next thing I knew she was yanking the blanket away from me.  She grabbed hold of the padlock attached to my nipple piercing and yanked me off the couch.  I cried out, my hands going to her wrist, trying to catch myself before the weight of my body tore the piercing out of my nipple.  I’m not even sure if that’s possible but I didn’t want to test it right then and there.
 
                 Julie let go though and my legs folded underneath me. I collapsed into a pile on the floor and began a slow laborious, crying crawl over to the foyer.  Julie was unimpressed and stood there like an overlord, arms crossed, tapping her cute little bare foot on the tile, waiting for me.
 
                 Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut pushups aren’t what you might expect. If you’re familiar with this torment you know that upper body strength isn’t what this particular exercise is all about.  With a normal pushup, the idea is to suspend your weight on your toes and hands, and then to lower yourself down as low as possible without letting your torso touch the ground. Then you go back up.  Geeze, just go online and type “pushups” if you don’t know what I’m talking about.
 
                 NHPS Pushups start you out in the same position, but first of all, one must be female to do a NHPS Pushup. It probably also helps to actually be a NHPS.  There is also an accessory required: the tack mat, which is positioned directly below the breasts of the NHPS doing the pushup.  She should also do it without clothing.  The idea is simple. She gets in position, dangling the soft curves of her bosom directly above the tack mat.  Then she lowers herself completely to the ground, resting as much of her weight on her breasts as possible.  She takes her hands off the ground, clasps them once behind her back (to arch the spine and PRESS the breasts into the spikes) and then can once again lift herself back up.
 
                 Clearly I wasn’t moving fast enough for Julie, who pushed herself off the wall and proceeded to plant her foot firmly against my ass, pushing me forward.  Unfortunately the top of her foot and her toes also managed to push against the RVP, changing the angle and pressure of the toy, sending waves of mingled agitation, pleasure, and pain through me.  
 
                 I finally made it to the tack mat and stared down at it.  The pins, the sharpened points of hundreds of tacks were barely visible.  I whimpered. My breasts ached. They hurt. I didn’t want to lay on them, much less do it on a mattress designed to perforate and pin them.  But when I saw Julie go back to my bag and pick up the plastic cane again, clearly intending to use it as a motivational tool, I got into position, lifting myself up over the tack mat.
 
                 My breasts dangled downward and my arms trembled. I barely had the energy for this and I struggled to keep my legs straight.  My toes and feet ached from the position and from the earlier bastinado Julie had inflicted upon me.  Then, with my eyes closed and my lip caught between my teeth, I dropped myself gingerly downward until I felt the first of the sharp pins touch the soft curve of my breasts, just under my nipple.  I didn’t stop either, but kept going, lowering myself downward until my breasts were mashed beneath me.  I whimpered and then gasped as my weight caused more pain to my breasts than all the nails in the world. The pins poking my flesh were nothing more than a minor irritant.  My chest heaved as I struggled to breathe and I drew my hands behind my back, quickly clasped my fingers together, and then slammed my palms back down on the floor.
 
                 I rose quickly, trying to end the hurt but my breasts had other ideas.  Despite no longer resting my one hundred and seventeen pounds on my tits, being pressed between a tack lined rubber mat and the rest of me didn’t exactly make for comfort.  All of the damage I had sustained, while minor over all, conglomerated into a deep, throbbing pain that had me whining in distress like a beaten puppy.  Julie looked on in unimpressed forbearance and I knew that what she wanted was for me to do another fucking NHPS pushup. ‘
 
                 Dropping back down wasn’t that hard, mostly because my arms were tired and trembling and I could barely support my own weight. I mashed my breasts to the tack mat quickly and struggled to get my arms behind me.  As soon as my fingers touched I moved again, pushing myself up.  I managed to stay there maybe two seconds before my elbows bent again and I went back down, crushing the soft, bruised mounds beneath me, flat against the tack mat.  Again the pins dug into me, never quite puncturing my skin, but instead leaving hundreds of tiny red pressure points where the sharp pins pushed into my flesh.
 
                 NHPS Pushup three wasn’t any easier than one and two and it seemed that I spent more time on the mat than I had before.  By the time I hit five, it was actually easier to lie there, tenderizing my tits, than to rise back up.  Tears mixed in my eyes and I forced myself upward again.  
 
                 On the ninth pushup my legs gave out and I went to my knees.  Julie clucked her tongue and while I laid there, both breasts smushed against the mat, she went and got a dining room chair and carried it back to the foyer.  She lifted my legs and put my feet up on the chair.  This changed things dramatically for me.  First of all, it drove my torso downward and put even more of my total body weight on my breasts.  When I lifted my arms and put them behind me, you have to realize that the only part of me that was touching the ground were the C cup curves that we both love so well.  And I was resting them on what was essentially a bed of nails.
 
                 It also changed the angle of penetration for the RVP, though it wasn’t much of a change.  But with me tilted at a thirty degree angle, the RVP touched a different spot inside me and the pressure on my clit lightened.  And that was all it took. Suddenly I felt more energy, a rush of something that changed the NHPS Pushup into something not totally undesirable.  
 
                 The tenth pushup just made things even more intense and I started arching my back on the way down, as well as the way up.  Julie might have noticed but I didn’t care. All I knew was that unexpectedly the torment had changed and I was aroused.  Arousal always gives me an edge, the ability to endure where pure willpower alone would never have sufficed.  You would be surprised by what I can “endure” when I’m horny.  
 
                 By the fifteenth pushup it had to be obvious to Julie that I wasn’t just jacking myself up and down, but I was taking the opportunity to virtually fuck myself, thrusting my hips up and down, waggling my ass, all while sacrificing my breasts for the great glory of orgasm.  The pain coming from my chest seemed to bypass my brain and seep into the crevasse between my legs, mixing with my growing desperation and then rushing back to my head diluted with adrenaline and oxytocin and a hundred other chemicals designed to trick the mind into blissful ignorance.  
 
                 I slowed down, working myself closer to the orgasmic edge, deliberately taking extra time during the down portion of the pushup, reveling in the feel of the tiny spikes prickling my breasts, poking my nipples, digging into my skin.  I tensed my legs, then relaxed them, making my ass go up and down.  Julie watched, probably in shock, as I literally allowed my circumstances to screw me silly.
 
                 I almost timed it perfectly.  I came on the nineteenth pushup, my head down, my breasts compressed under me, the pins a hundred points of pain that merely served as the icing on the cake.  I let out a cry, shuddering as I clenched my hands together in the small of my back, quivering like a martini that was both shaken and stirred.  The RVP seemed to roar not just between my legs, but in my ears and my cry of release startled even Julie.
 
                 “Five-twenty-five,” she said softly in my ear as I collapsed on the ground, no longer caring that I was lying on a rubber mat that could have served as a meat tenderizer.  I groaned.  She ran her hands through my hair and then down my back, over my rump and too my calves.  It was a light touch, a caress even, and I savored it.  
 
    
 
   Part Four
 
    
 
                 I started to roll off the mat as my brain began responding to the various nervous impulses coming in.  My breasts reported that they hurt, lots.  My clit was begging my brain to do something about the non-stop vibrations which weren’t exactly painful, but had frayed my levels of endurance to paper thin capacity.  I wasn’t going to be able to stand more.  My pussy on the other hand was begging for relief in a different way.  It was tired, deep down tired.  Hours of clenching and contracting and squeezing the plastic spinning cock had made me ache from the constant sexual movements.  Now my sex was trying something different – total relaxation, the forced non-response to sexual stimuli.  I knew it wasn’t going to work.  Nothing is more difficult to do than NOT responding to sex.  And relaxing all my muscles and actively choosing NOT to tighten, to squeeze, to accept openly and with utter abandon the actions between your legs is not easily done.
 
                 Try it sometime. I dare you.  If you are a woman, you probably have already done it at one point or another. If you are a man, let your girlfriend rub your cock until you are hard as a rock and then try not to tighten, to pulse.  Keep your muscles loose no matter what she does to your shaft.  Bet you can’t last longer than a minute or two without tightening up again.  Don’t cheat either.  No pulsing.
 
                 There were other issues.  My feet ached savagely, especially the arches, which had taken a lot of both abuse and pressure during the last two torments.  My wrists hurt from the up and down movements of the NHPS Pushups.  My back ached, my legs were cramped and all I really wanted to do was collapse in a ball and go to sleep.
 
                 “Breanne.  You’ve got to do one more.  Come on, Bre. Just one more,” Julie said in my ear, patting me on the rump.
 
                 I groaned, feeling that a guttural vocal response was sufficient to express my enthusiasm for Julie’s management technique.  The patting on my buttocks got a little sharper and I shifted slightly, moving my ass to the side, away from her palm.
 
                 “Breanne. Get up and do one more pushup,” Julie said, this time with an edge to her voice.  Moving my bottom away from her wasn’t the same as moving it out of reach and she merely leaned over and gave me a stinging swat that was enough to get my attention.  I let out another groan and struggled upward.  
 
                 I had to get back in position over the mat and my breasts were telling my brain that they were opting out of the torment and wanted nothing more to do with it.  My brain on the other hand was busy arguing with my clit, which was attempting to secede from the union and escape into a sensory deprivation tank for a weekend getaway.  My pussy was caught in a life and death struggle between constriction and expansion, unwilling to go either way and thus allowing the Rotating Venus Penis to set the terms of the sensorial overload.  
 
                 As it was, I really wasn’t in any condition to follow Julie’s order, much less mentally capable of doing a NHPS Pushup. I just sort of hung there above the mat, locked in place. So Julie helped.
 
                 She started by yanking my hands out from under me. I was already suspended in the air and the quick drop did to my breasts what I wasn’t willing to do, smashing them into the tack mat. Had they been water balloons instead of tits, Julie would have been soaked as they exploded.   Then, with my breasts firmly smushed and flattened beneath me, she crawled over my back, putting her own weight on me (which hurt like HELL damn it!) and then lifted my feet up by the ankle cuffs.
 
                 I let out a quiet sob and she rolled off me.  Both of us lay there and I’ll admit that I was too tired, to hurt, and too brain fucked to even have the presence of mind to roll off the damn tack mat.  It was Julie who sat up and then pushed me, rolling me onto the more forgiving living room carpet.
 
                 I started to curl up into a ball but Julie had other things in mind and instead grabbed my wrists.  She quickly used the D links on the bondage cuffs to clip my left wrist to my left ankle.  Then my right wrist was connected to my right ankle and she stood up, leaving me with my legs obscenely open, trembling and lying on my side.  I blinked as she walked away.
 
                 Thus began my next torment, the one never specified or officially added to the list.  Instead I got to lay there moving only inches in either direction, my legs bent, spread open, knees splayed, cuffed hand and foot.  The RVP churned inside me and I suffered.
 
                 That’s what you wanted isn’t it?  Me suffering for your pleasure?  Well I hope you’re satisfied because what I went through was horrific. If anyone is aware of the fact that sex can be used as a weapon it’s me.  I’ve gotten my way through sex hundreds of times, maybe thousands.  But when the weapon is turned against you, used to humiliate and hurt you, to break you down into your basic pieces and shatter your heart, your mind, and your soul upon the cliffs of sexual Armageddon, then things can get a little difficult to bear.
 
                 Julie left me there, lying on the floor in the living room, just adjacent to the foyer until the loud knock came on the front door.  I twisted around, eyes wild and just a little insane, realizing that I was not just in direct view, but that I was currently positioned to give the absolute BEST view possible.  The only saving grace was that the RVP base was sufficiently large enough to be considered concealment.  Julie, who was once again dressed in her overly large tee shirt and the boy shorts from earlier, waltzed by me and casually opened the door wide, a twenty dollar bill in her hand.  
 
                 The guy at the door reacted to seeing Julie with a bit of surprise.  Evidently she doesn’t order pizza very often because admittedly, I’m a little stunned each time I see her and find myself confronted by her cotton candy or bleached hair, sometimes laid flat and sometimes standing straight up.  Regardless, it’s an eye opener and the pizza delivery guy stared at her.  But peripherally, he caught sight of me, my ankles and wrists bound together, my knees spread wide apart, my sex not even really covered, but stuffed with something pink and vibrating.  My breasts were also exposed and clearly welted, bruised, and now covered in a unique prickly pattern of red dots only slightly darker than the surrounding flesh.
 
                 His mouth dropped and so did the pizza.  Julie caught it though with a frown and she glared at the guy.  Julie isn’t stupid though and looked at him harshly.
 
                 “You got a problem?” she demanded.
 
                 The man blinked, clearly having difficulty tearing his eyes away from me and I felt awful, embarrassed beyond belief.  How could she expose me to something like this?
 
                 “Uh.  No, um… No problem,” he stammered, looking back at Julie.
 
                 “Good.  Here’s a twenty.  Keep the change,” she muttered.  She started to close the door, the pizza box in one hand and suddenly he stuck his hand in the door frame.  Julie’s eyes widened and she jammed her foot behind the door, making sure that if he tried to force his way in, he’d have a tough time getting her to move.  
 
                 “Hey!  What the fuck?” she demanded.
 
                 “Sorry, but this just isn’t right,” the man said, looking down at me.  “Are you doing this of your own free will?”
 
                 Now it was my turn to look mortified.  He was talking to me, not to Julie!  I blushed scarlet, my face now matching the color of my breasts.  Julie relaxed slightly and turned toward me.
 
                 “Well, answer the nice man, Breanne.  Are you doing this of your own free will?” Julie asked.  
 
                 I nodded, not sure I’d be able to answer out loud, mostly because I wasn’t positive I was going to say something stupid like “Please! Save ME!”
 
                 But evidently Julie felt a nod was insufficient.  “No. You have to tell him what you are.”
 
                 That was easier. The mantra… “I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” I gasped.
 
                 The man’s eyebrow went up.  
 
                 “And what is your purpose?” Julie asked, the next line coming as easily to her as it did to me.
 
                 “To suffer for other’s pleasure,” I sang out, the vibrations between my legs somehow seeming to increase beyond anything the RVP could dish out.  Was it the fact that I was being shown off to a stranger?
 
                 “And what do you want me to do to you?” Julie asked, the tone of her voice becoming softer, more pliant, dare I say it? Filled with affection?
 
                 My answer came from just as deep.  “I want you to hurt me, to make me cum, to fuck me and force me and use me as much as you want.”
 
                 Julie turned back to the pizza deliver guy. “Does that answer your question?” she asked.
 
                 His mouth was still gaping open but he nodded.  He pulled his hand away and Julie shut the door in his face.  Wouldn’t HE have a story to tell tonight?
 
                 Julie walked past me and dumped the pizza on the table.  Then she turned back to me, the thin cane that she had already used on my breasts and my feet in her hands. She twirled it like a baton and then knelt down next to me.
 
                 “Roll over, bitch. I’m going to cane your ass now.”
 
                 Fresh tears burst from my eyes and I tried, I really did, but there was no way I was going to manage to roll over onto my face bound the way I was.  Julie realized it a moment later and helped me, literally picking me up at the hip and flipping me.  With my wrists still bound to my ankles, there wasn’t much I could do in the way of comfortable positioning and my ass stuck up in the air and my face was pulled tightly against the shag carpet.  I smelled cigarette smoke, burned rubber, and marijuana.
 
                 Then she hit me, quick hard strokes that stung my ass like drawing a hot iron across the cheek.  I cried out, shaking hard as my bottom swung like a white flag about to get a few red stripes sewn across it.  Julie swung the cane across my buttocks, leaving red, vivid stripes that I could literally see days later, and trust me, I looked.  I would like to use the word walloped here, since I felt walloped.  Each fall of the cane burned through my rump, into my bones, and somehow even made its way to my sex, tightening me like a thumbscrew around the RVP.  
 
                 When the fiftieth stroke landed I was blubbering and sobbing and twisting along the carpet like a recently salted slug, unable to get away from my tormentor.  Then Julie put down the cane and unclipped my cuffs, freeing my wrists from my ankles.  The leather bondage straps stayed on my limbs though, but I was suddenly free to scramble away from her, my brain no longer connected to my body and thus unable to keep my instinctive reactions from holding the majority vote.
 
                 I didn’t go far.  It’s not like Julie’s apartment is big anyway, but after I got three feet my brain kicked in and told myself to stop.  Julie didn’t seem to care either way and walked past me to the dining room table where she began serving herself pizza.
 
                 “Come get some if you’re hungry,” she said at last.  
 
                 I laid there on the floor, on my stomach, and took stock of my situation.  Was I hungry?  I thought I might be, but it was hard to tell.  There were too many other things going on for me to really be able to tell.  First my ass felt like it had been batter dipped and fried in hot oil and was now ready to be served at the next state fair.  My clit was now reporting that regardless of how the rest of me felt, it was being rubbed by an electric sander.  My breasts felt huge, hot, heavy, and ached as if they’d gotten caught in a paper shredder.  And my sex?  My sex was way beyond trying to be relaxed. It had tightened painfully and somewhat permanently around the spinning RVP phallus and cramped into position.
 
                 And I was exhausted.  All in all, hunger was not on the list of things my body was feeling at that particular moment.  Or maybe it was. I didn’t know.  But I knew that I needed to eat, even if I didn’t feel like it.  So I lifted myself up and began crawling toward the table.  Each movement hurt and I wasn’t sure I was going to make it.  When I finally got there Julie was already on her third piece and I clawed my way up the chair.
 
                 I thought about sitting down for just a second, but then changed my mind when another throbbing surge from my blistered and welted ass hit my nervous system.  Instead I stood there, leaning against the table, my heavy breasts literally resting on the table top as I plucked a piece of pizza from the box.  It smelled heavenly and I suddenly felt ravenous.  I jammed the greasy cheese and pepperoni pizza in my mouth.
 
                 Suddenly it seemed that half of my hurts and ills were gone.  There is something psychologically satisfying about feeding oneself and you would be surprised at how much trauma the human body and mind can endure if simply fed.  The pains and aches I was feeling seemed somehow lessened and I ate that first slice in less than a minute, cramming it in my maw with animalistic gusto.  
 
                 Julie didn’t interfere, but she gave me a look as I tore into the second slice.  I had the decency to look mortified, but continued to eat rapidly, if not exactly with decorum.  Besides, it’s pizza.  How do you look dignified stuffing a triangular cheese and meat covered pastry into your mouth?  I managed however and devoured my half of the pizza in less than twenty minutes.  
 
                 Stuffed and somewhat happy, sucking down the remnants of a diet Coke can that Julie handed me, I finally realized that my feet were killing me and I tried, somewhat unsuccessfully, to find some part of my ass that hadn’t been turned into raw meat.  It was in vain though and I started shifting back and forth uncomfortably, feeling more and more uncomfortable and hurting with each passing minute.  
 
                 Finally I begged off.  “Julie?  It hurts too much to stand or sit.  Can I please go lay down?” I asked.
 
                 Julie nodded.  “Sure.  You can use my bed if you’d like.  I’ll join you in about twenty or thirty minutes for your next torment.”
 
                 The mere mention of another torment stiffened me and sent another wild surge of fear through my heart.  I racked my brains, trying to remember what came next and I could only think of one of the torments left.  It was a bad one too; painful, awkward, and horrible.  
 
                 As I left the dining room and made my way into the bedroom I contemplated what was in store for me.  With Julie still in the kitchen, I backtracked to the restroom and took my time unplugging the RVP from my rather abraded socket.  Pulling out the rotating cock was like getting a drink of water in the desert. It felt fantastic.  I sighed in relief and leaned against the wall, unwilling to sit down.  Finally I had to pee and I squatted to do the necessary things and then gingerly, very gingerly, wiped myself clean.  I was just about ready to put the RVP back in when Julie knocked on the door.
 
                 “Sorry Bre, but it’s seven o’clock.  Time I ripped your nipples off.”
 
                 My eyes widened in alarm and I opened the door, the RVP in my hand.
 
                 “Excuse me?” I demanded.
 
                 Julie grinned. “Just kidding. Kinda.  Come on.  It’s time for your next session.”
 
                 I followed her out and my heart thudded painfully when I saw what was waiting for me on the coffee table.  There were two sets of chopsticks, plastic ones, along with a number of rubber bands.  Lastly there was a large dowel and a spool of twine.  Julie looked at me expectantly, but then realized that I had removed the RVP.  She gave me a dirty look.
 
                 “Do I need to help you put that back in?” she asked petulantly.
 
                 I nodded. “Please?” I asked.  
 
                 That surprised her.  “Really?  That bad?” she asked. I nodded.
 
                 “It burns and stings and isn’t getting better,” I replied.
 
                 She frowned.  “I knew it would be bad, but still.  Sorry, Bre.  Of course you’re the one who agreed to this insanity.”
 
                 “I know.”  Then I propped one leg up on the table.  Julie sat down and took hold of the RVP. Gently she began working the plastic cock back up into my slit, but then she shook her head and stopped.  Setting the toy down on the table, she ran to the kitchen and then came back with my small bottle of grapeseed oil.  A quick lubrication of the plastic phallus and the RVP base made things a bit more bearable.  I groaned as Julie stuck it inside me and then secured the straps, once more subjecting me to the non-stop spin and vibration of the Rotating Venus Penis.
 
                 “Now, follow me,” Julie said.  She walked off toward the kitchen and I obediently followed.  A moment later both of us were standing barefoot in the middle of the kitchen, though I was also naked except for two sets of bondage cuffs wrapped around ankle and wrist.  Julie smiled and put her hands on my arms, walking me backward until my rump touched the refrigerator.  That didn’t feel nice, but it didn’t send me to the floor either.  In fact, the coolness of the metal felt kind of good now that I think about it.  
 
                 Then Julie took my wrists and ran the D link from one cuff through the refrigerator handle and locked me to the appliance.  If I took a step forward, all that would happen would be that I’d open the fridge door, move forward a few feet, and then stop cold.  Julie left me there, my ass chilling against the metal.  
 
                 When she returned she had the collection of chopsticks, rubber bands, string and dowel from the coffee table and she set it all down on the counter top next to me.  First came the chopsticks, square cut pieces of hard formed plastic, which she rubber banded closed on one end.  She slipped the first pair of chopsticks around my nipple and then used a spare rubber band to secure the other end.  With the chopsticks on my left nipple, the little bump was visibly squished between the white plastic rods.  Carefully, she moved the rubber bands closer to the center, increasing the pressure on the tip of my breast until both of us were reasonably sure the chopsticks wouldn’t come off unless a great deal of force was used.  I knew it because my nipple felt like it was being crushed in a vice.  She knew it because she twisted the chopsticks around a full one hundred and eighty degrees and watched me wince.
 
                 Then she did the other nipple, behind the piercing.  That hurt a lot too.  But then once she was done came the truly diabolical part.  Julie used the kitchen scissors to cut two long lengths of twine from the spool, easily sixteen or so feet, and at the middle of each strand, looped it around a chopstick.  In short order I had two lengths of twice dangling from my breasts, literally using the chop sticks as the mount.  Julie picked up the far ends and amused herself for a few moments, shaking the twine like the reigns of a carriage. Each movement made me wince since the twine tugged and pulled on my breasts, the unyielding chopsticks translating the tug of the string directly to my nipples.  
 
                 Then she grabbed the large thick dowel and wrapped the ends of the twine around the wood.  I watched, swallowing my fear as she began turning the dowel, her feet planted firmly on the other side of the dining room. The line between us became taut and I watched and felt as the string began to twist, four ends of two strings combining into one length of twisted hemp rope.  At first it was just a pull, a steady tug that made my nipples ache fiercely.  But as the rope formed and the twine tightened, I began to feel the twist as well as the pull.  Julie closed the distance, clearly wanting to keep me in agonized distress longer, rather than let the chopsticks pull free.  
 
                 When there were only a few feet between us and I was babbling pleas to her, begging to be let go, for the pain to stop, she gave a sharp tug and the left pair of chopsticks finally snapped free, tugged off my nipple.  Blood burst back through the crushed nub and I let out a yell that I’m surprised didn’t attract attention.  I whimpered and then the refrigerator door popped open.
 
                 Julie let the tension slack off and stepped back up to me.  With one hand she pushed me backward, closing the appliance door.  I was hyperventilating, the pain excruciating.  Except instead of my entire bosom hurting, like they had for most of the day, it was just my nipples.  I felt like she was deliberately trying to twist them off.
 
                 With the twine now only attached to my right nipple, Julie proceeded to place tension back on the string, but she did it from just a few feet away.  Slowly she twisted the dowel, round and round, and I watched as the twine spun.  Pressure built up on my right nipple, behind my piercing and padlock, and I whimpered and shook as my nipple began to twist again.  I watched, my knees shaking, chest heaving, as the agony built up at one single point in my body.
 
                 Unlike my left nipple, which couldn’t keep hold of the chopstick clamp, my right nipple is pierced.  The heavy gold hoop which had been ceremoniously stuck through my flesh to symbolize my sexual submission to Kari made the tip of my breast bulge.  Worse, the tiny gold padlock, no bigger than my thumbnail, embossed with the outline of a rose, impeded the chopsticks as well.  As my nipple twisted, twenty, then thirty degrees, rotating, I grit my teeth and struggled not to move forward.  Julie kept twisting, a demonic look on her face.  She was enjoying this.  Hurting me like this.  My nipple went past ninety degrees, then a hundred.  My knees began buckling.
 
                 “I’m going to twist until the chopsticks are at six and twelve o’clock,” Julie said softly.  “I know the chopsticks aren’t going to pop off.”  She kept the pressure steady and continued to twist.  I let out a ragged sob.
 
                 She did it.  She got the chopsticks there and after holding it like that for a half a minute, sending shooting pains up through my breast, she let go.  
 
                 I shuddered, falling back against the fridge. The only thing keeping me up was the fact that I’d dislocate my shoulders if I had fallen to the ground.  Julie seemed to ignore that fact and instead bent down to the floor and picked up the chopstick clamp that hadn’t been able to stay on my left nipple.  She stepped back up to me, a cruel and wicked look in her eyes, and to my horror, pulled the plastic chopsticks apart, stretching the rubber bands.  Then without a single moment of hesitation, of considering my situation, she put it right back over my left nipple, snapping the clamp down on the already sore, swollen, tenderized, welted tip.
 
                 The refrigerator door opened.
 
                 Julie pushed me backward and shut the door, then took the fallen string, looped it back over the left side chopstick, and began twisting it. I let out a shriek.  She went fast too, not pussy footing around like she had before.  In thirty seconds the twine had tightened and begun both tugging and twisting my nipple and after a minute, my breast was pulled outward, stretched toward Julie.  My teeth were clenched and I was hissing.  God it hurt.  It hurt so bad.  Then my nipple began throbbing, rotating past the ninety degree mark.  It moved along like the minute hand of a clock, and then, just a little past six, perhaps even seven, it snapped, breaking the clock.
 
                 The chopsticks went flying across the four foot distance between us and hit Julie’s hand.  Not hard.  She didn’t even feel it.  I did though.  My nipple unwound like a top and the combination of returning to its normal orientation combined with the resumed blood flow was more than I could bear.  My right nipple was also still trapped and I sobbed, sinking, my knees buckling. The door of the refrigerator was open and Julie dropped everything and quickly freed my wrists.
 
                 I did collapse at that point.  I glanced down through my tears.  Both nipples were crushed, though not permanently, but clearly misshapen, flattened on two sides.  They throbbed horribly, even after the chopsticks were removed and I cupped my breasts with both hands, whimpering and crying and feeling absolutely miserable.  I couldn’t even FEEL the RVP at that point and I lay on the kitchen floor, the cold tile against my side, and cried and cried.
 
                 Julie left me alone, after closing the refrigerator door again.  She cleaned up the chopsticks, the twine, the fallen dowel, and returned it all to my bag.  Then she carried my duffle into the living room and I could hear her puttering around out there, leaving me to my agony.
 
                 At one point, I actually rolled slightly onto my stomach and pressed my left nipple to the cold tiles.  It hurt, but it also was a bit of relief and I ended on my stomach, my arms underneath me, propping myself up to keep my upper body weight off my breasts, but letting myself down low enough to rest my bosom on the cold tile.  I almost wished that Julie’s cold metal tray torment was a repeat.  I would have gladly accepted ice at that moment.
 
                 But as time and cold began to relieve the shooting pains in my breasts, the RVP reasserted itself.  Face down, with my loins also against the floor, pressing the RVP into my crotch was also not the most intelligent of positions.  Almost without realizing it, I began thrusting, humping Julie’s kitchen tiles, grinding the RVP against my clit and moving the phallus inside me, rocking it back and forth within my depths.  It was perhaps one of the most idiotic, but horribly erotic things I’ve ever done.  Wounded, damaged in body and spirit, my beaten, twisted, tenderized breasts cooling on the floor, my hips banging the tiles, I worked myself into a mild sexual heat, letting the natural harmonies of sexual attraction, desire, and relief work their magic on my body and soul.
 
                 It wasn’t a powerful explosion.  It was more like a grenade instead of a nuclear bomb.  But it was an explosion, my ninth, and my whimpering brought Julie back into the kitchen to watch.  When I was done she shook her head and knelt next to me, pushing some of my red hair out of my face.
 
                 “You girl, are fucking nuts.  Do you know that?  I just don’t know how you do it.  I just about ripped your nipples off and what are you doing?  Having an orgasm immediately afterward, fucking my kitchen floor.  You are amazing and awful and sick, all at the same time.”  She paused, running her hand over my shoulder and down my back to my bottom, where her fingers found some of the welts that she had laid there an hour and a half before.  “And I’m sick for wanting to do it to you,” she muttered.  Then she began patting my rump, helping me grind the RVP against my crotch. The pats increased until they were spanks and I squealed, twisting away.
 
                 “When you’re done with my floor, come to the bedroom.  We’re almost done,” she said softly, patting me once again.  I watched through half closed eyes as her dainty bare feet padded away.
 
                 It took me about twenty minutes to gather up both the energy and courage to crawl, (yes CRAWL) out of the kitchen and into the dining room.  I could hear Julie in the back bedroom, humming to herself and I slowly moved across the living room, past the foyer, and down the hall.  It wasn’t easy.  My breasts felt as if someone had cut me open, removed all of the insides of my breasts, and refilled the interior with hot lead.  My nipples felt as if they’d been sliced and diced, and strange aches moved up into my body from nerve bundles I didn’t even know I had.
 
                 My arms felt leaden as well, tired beyond belief and my back ached.  I was still wearing the ankle and wrist cuffs and they seemed to have been weighted with an extra ten pounds each. I felt the straps of the RVP against my skin, feeling for all the world as if they were lined with sandpaper.  My bottom ached from the bruising welts Julie had left crisscrossing my buttocks.  My fucking feet hurt, and I wasn’t even WALKING on them!  And last but not least, my sex burned, the remnants of my arousal gone, my clit tormented to the point of insanity, of pure sensorial over-load.  I realized that the RVP really DID hurt.  
 
                 I made it to the bedroom and Julie was just finishing a quick cleanup.  The clothes that had been scattered all over the floor were now in the hamper and the bed, which had been rumpled and messy, now was made, the sheets and comforter pulled back, leaving a white smooth expanse.  Along the foot of the bed were the tools and items I knew would be last and a fresh set of tears streamed down my face.
 
                 “Please, Julie.  I don’t know if I can do this,” I said.  I looked down at the clover clamps.  The shiny bright steel and the thick chain that connected them seemed to catch the overhead light and shine into my eyes.
 
                 “I know,” she replied.  “Stand up, Breanne.”
 
                 I did, trembling, climbing to my knees. I could barely stand.  Julie grabbed the clover clamps and held them up.
 
                 “I’d say I’m sorry to do this to you, but I’m not.  You asked me to do this. You begged me.  You said I could torture you.  So I’m going to do it.  You haven’t used your safeword, not once.  You’ve accepted everything I’ve done to you, even letting Jimmy fuck your ass.  I’ve even abused you beyond the terms.  I left the anal plug in you longer than an hour. I left your breasts bound with the tape for almost two.  So yes, I know you’ve suffered.”
 
                 She pinched open the first clover clamp and positioned it above my right nipple.  “But this is the last torment, the final one you asked me for.  So I have to ask you something important.”  She paused and looked at my face instead of my breast.  Our eyes met and something electric passed between us. 
 
                 “Are you a nympho humiliation pains slut?” she asked.
 
                 And in a moment of perfect clarity, of pain and sex and longing and sexual insanity, I answered.
 
                 “Yes Julie, I am.”
 
                 And the clamp closed.
 
    
 
   Part Five
 
    
 
                 She didn’t really tighten it beyond making sure it was going to come off, and if you know about clover clamps, you know they are designed to actually tighten the more you tug on them.  My clover clamps also happen to have ridges filed into the plates, just to make them harder to slip off. As I grimaced and adjusted to the new weight and pressure dangling from my nipple, Julie attached the other one and stepped back.  
 
                 I now had a steel chain running from breast to breast, dangling down almost to my belly button.  Yes, it hurt, but it was a good hurt for some reason and the weight of it felt good.  The chain kept grazing my belly and I tried not to move or breathe too much.  Julie then picked up the small bottle of oil and I bit my teeth, trying to mentally prepare myself for this next torment.  I would have preferred my grapeseed oil, but it was the Stinging O and Julie let a single drop of the pepper and cinnamon oil mixture fall on each clamped tip, changing the bite of the clover clamps into something more vicious, more evil.  The tingling began, and then the burning.  
 
                 The good news was that the oil would help me out in the end and so while it burned my nipples, my poor nipples, I was thankful for it.  I turned toward Julie even as she picked up the first weight and hung it from the chain.
 
                 I have a set of weights that I made using my kitchen scale, a hook bolt, a nut, and several washers.  I had a whole set of them.  The first one was a mere half of a pound, barely negligible.  I felt it.  It wasn’t comfortable.  But it wasn’t bad either.  More like adding an extra book to an armload already being carried.  I raised my hands straight out in front of me, braced myself, and then started my squats.
 
                 If you’ve ever exercised, you’ve probably done squats. They’re simple to do. You spread your legs, bend your knees and squat down, preferably touching the floor at the same time, or holding weights with your arms held out.  I had my arms out alright, but the weight was dangling from my breasts.  Julie’s eyes widened and brightened, clearly turned on by the visual image of me doing this.  I bobbed up and down, the chain swinging, dragging on my nipples.
 
                 I did a full ten squats and to be honest, it hurt my thighs more than it did my breasts.  Julie watched with a grin and as I straightened back up the final time, she reached out and snagged the half pound weight and pulled it gently off the chain.  Then, with my arms still outstretched, she picked up the one pound weight and hung it between my boobs, letting the clover clamps tighten slightly as the downward draw pulled on the chain.
 
                 I started my squats, again feeling the tremor in my calves and thighs.  The pinch on my nipples ached fiercely and the weight swung, hitting my tummy with each up and down movement.  But again I did my ten squats, grunting now with the exertion of the exercise.  When I stopped, I was breathing hard, my body pushed beyond reasonable expectations.  Julie merely grabbed the second one pound weight and hung it next to the first, leaving a full two pounds of hard steel dangling from my breasts.
 
                 “Lean over a little while you do the squats,” she said. “I want to see those breasts dangle.
 
                 And so I changed my position.  The weights swung beneath my chest and I moved up and down slowly, trying hard not to jerk or sway, thus increasing the agony on the two points of contact between myself and the clamps.  My breasts swayed beneath me and I squatted down.  Halfway through, Julie reached out and tapped the weights, setting them swinging back and forth like a pendulum.  I bit my lip and whimpered as my nipples were again tugged left and right. 
 
                 I made it through the rest mostly by gritting my teeth and thinking about something else.  You should have seen me sigh in relief as Julie removed the two one pound weights and set them on the bed.  But despite that little relief, I set myself in readiness.  You see, there was one more weight.
 
                 Julie picked up the five pound weight, a massive bolt with multiple washers and nuts on it.  It was easily eight inches long and when she hooked it to my clamp chain, I felt the clover clamps tighten again.  The oil she had dribbled on each nipple still burned lightly, but didn’t seem to let the clamps slip either.  Perhaps it was because Julie put them on first, then lubricated me.
 
                 The five pound weight was brutal.  It pulled hard on my breasts and as I started the squats it swung viciously.  I felt like I had gotten my breasts caught in a door and was then whirled around in circles.  The weights jerked on the tips of my breasts and sent shards of lightning up through my chest, right into my heart.  My legs trembled and I ended up cupping my breasts, trying to brace myself.
 
                 “Stop,” called out Julie, just as I was down low, my knees bent.  “Now swing the weight back and forth.”
 
                 Well shit.  That was what I HAD been doing, but I knew what she wanted.  I started swaying forward and back and the weight began the long swing from between my knees almost to Julie’s leg.  I grimaced, tears once more streaming down my cheeks and I stayed in that position as Julie watched the torture with a hungry, sexualized look.  My nipples felt as if they were about ready to rip off when suddenly, the clover clamps snapped, flying off my breasts.  I fell backward, landing on my sore ass, legs spread, while Julie gasped and danced out of the way of the falling weight.
 
                 I burst into tears as the blood went back into my nipples and then Julie was there, gathering me up in her arms. I don’t know if I still had squats to do or what, but she lifted me up and put me on her bed.  I started to curl up in a ball, but she evidently had other things in mind because slowly, carefully, she drew my arms outward.  Once again I found myself drawn to the corners of the bed, my wrist cuffs hooked with bungee cords, stretched underneath the frame.  Then she drew my legs outward, pulling me taut.
 
                 “Eleven minutes, Breanne. Just eleven more minutes, darling.”  She climbed up on the bed next to me, kneeling.  I looked up at her, watching as she pulled off her tee shirt.  Julie’s breasts are small but delicious, two hard little bumps, both pierced with barbells.  Both nipples were hard too and her shoulder and stomach and one breast was covered with tattoos.    Then she contorted and pulled off the boy shorts.  She was shaved, just as I was, but her slit was barely visible behind the thick outer petals of her sex.  She climbed on top of me, straddling my hips, only to swing her legs together between my thighs, rubbing herself against the outside of the RVP base. 
 
                 Julie groaned. “Oh God, I can feel it!” she whispered.  She bent down and kissed me, then sucked my bottom lip into her mouth.  I whimpered as she began humping me, thrusting and rubbing her groin along the outside of the RVP, forcing it deeper into me even as she worked her clit against the rumbling sex toy.
 
                 Her mouth found my nipple and suckled it, an exquisite combination of pain and pleasure that suddenly ignited inside me and made me groan.  Julie nipped and licked at the tips of my breasts, moving back and forth, hissing as the remnants of Stinging O, made her lips and tongue tingle.    Her hips continued to thrust, grinding the RVP between us, though I was the one getting the real fucking, and she kept at it until the little bedroom clock read 8:30pm.  
 
                 Julie practically tore the RVP from me and pulled the soaked sex toy out of my depths with a hungry, crazed look on her face.  To my shock, she straightened above me and rammed the still rotating phallus into her own sex, our juices mingling.  She buckled it on, her eyes fluttering as the sensation drove her straight toward orgasmic ecstasy.
 
                 Me? I sighed in relief.  The pain was finally over. Nine orgasms in twelve hours.  Every part of me hurt, especially my clit and having the RVP out felt incredible.  Julie’s face contorted as the waves began hitting her and then she leaned over my body.  Her fingers scrabbled at the night stand and yanked open the drawer.  Then to my shock, she drew a leather sap, a little longer than the one I owned, out of the nightstand.  Her breaths came in ragged gasps and she scooted to the bottom of the bed, sitting on her knees, right between my legs.
 
                 “I’m not letting you up until you cum again,” she declared, her own body struggling with the arousal.  Then she brought the sap down between my legs, smashing my swollen abraded clit and flattening the thick petals of my labia.  I screamed, bucking upward, which didn’t help since all it did was close the distance between my sex and the next stroke.  Julie hammered down, slap after painful slap.  My heels thumped on the mattress as my toes curled and I pulled on the bungee cords as hard as I could.  It didn’t help.  But as I felt the stretching of my thighs, the rippling of the muscles, I suddenly felt it.  Arousal.  I groaned, thrusting my hips upward.  Julie was bucking now, her own body unable to take the non-stop churning of the RVP and I suspect she might have turned it up to maximum.  Her wrist continued to snap the sap and every stroke sounded wetter and nastier.
 
                 I began crying out, screaming with each sodden slap, lifting my ass off the bed.  Julie realized that I was in the throes of orgasmic agony and sped up, slamming the sap into my crotch with brutal efficiency.  I arched my back and then she was sliding along my side, one hand still beating me between the legs while the other grabbed a nipple and twisted.
 
                 My name is Breanne Erickson and I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  I’m not sure if I’m warped, psychologically damaged, or just fucked up beyond belief, but I am who I am.  I’ve been doing these assignments for three years, and plan to do it for at least another year.  Perhaps I’ll retire, maybe move from slutty to sexy, but for right now I know who I am and what I am.  There is a mantra that’s become my very essence, a statement of being, something that I use to give me strength.
 
                 Who are you?
 
                 I’m Breanne.
 
                 What are you?
 
                 I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. A fuck toy.
 
                 What is your purpose?
 
                 To suffer for others pleasure.
 
                 And what can I do to you?
 
                 Anything you want. Hurt me, force me, embarrass me, bind me, fuck me, torture me.
 
                 And would you believe, with Julie twisting my nipple, the sap slapping against my swollen, abraded, beaten clit, that I did just what everyone was expecting me to do?  And at 8:43pm I had the most powerful explosion of the day, stretched spread-eagled on Julie’s bed, my body taken to the absolute limits.  If sexual release was a painting mine would be vivid and blasting with color and shapes and hues beyond anything one could understand or analyze.  If orgasm was a song, mine would be a full symphony, with brass and crashing drums.  And if climax was a flower, than mine would be a rose, a golden rose, both beautiful and dangerous, petal and thorn, ying and yang, agony and ecstasy.
 
                 
 
   Hurt me, force me, embarrass me, bind me, fuck me, torture me...
 
                   
 
                 
 
   Breanne,

To celebrate your third year anniversary, you will start the day without orgasm and you will insert your RVP.  You will turn both the vibrator and rotation functions to their lowest setting and you will not change that setting or remove the RVP for the next 12 hours.  You are allowed to orgasm as much as you want, however you must log the exact time of your orgasm during the day, taking special note of the time between orgasms to check your endurance.  

Also once every hour, you are required to complete the following breast torments:
1. Light two votive candles, let them burn for fifteen minutes, then extinguish them with your nipples. 
2. Place a cookie sheet in the freezer and let it freeze for at least one hour.  Get out the tray and rest your nipples on the cookie sheet for ten minutes without removing them.
3. Apply Stinging O and clothespins to both nipples.  Leave the clothespins on for an entire hour.
4. Apply Stinging O and your clover clamps.  Hang a hook on the chain between your nipples.  Have a 1/2 pound weight, a one pound weight, two one pound weights, and a five pound weight available.  Complete ten squats with each weight, with your hands behind your head and the weight dangling from your nipple clamps.
5. Place your hands behind your head and present your breasts for a caning. Take fifty light strokes to both breasts.
6. Lubricate an anal plug with Stinging O and put it in your ass for one hour.
7. Present your ass for caning.  Take fifty light strokes to both buttocks.
8. Complete 20 NHPS pushups with your tack mat.
9. Chopstick clamps will be applied to your nipples and then twisted.
10. Your breasts will be tightly bound with tape and your vibrating nipple clamps attached for one hour.
11. Put the TENS Unit clamps on your nipples and endure thirty minutes of increasingly hard shocks until the unit is at its maximum frequency and pulse.
12. You will present your feet for a caning.  Take fifty strokes to both soles.
 
    
 
                 Master Salvador
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   I always love warm days in the middle of winter and yesterday was especially nice.  The temperature hit a balmy seventy three degrees, the wind was from the south, the sun was warm and lovely, and I was trembling on the verge of absolute insanity as I laid staring up at the sky.  I was naked, my nipples caught in the hard metal jaws of a pair of Clover Clamps while I struggled with the incessant buzzing of the vibroballs inside me.  My hand rocked back and forth across the hemp thong, the thick knot positioned strategically over my clit.  My ass vibrated from the anal beads and I groaned.
 
                 The view from the bed of my truck was slightly altered by the twenty four bags of feed that had been laid evenly across the back and while normally I’d have been well beneath the edge, and thus invisible from view of any passing vehicles, thanks to my cargo I was now literally close to two feet higher and I was perfectly exposed, my naked body draped across the plastic feed bags in an obscene tableau that practically defied understanding.
 
                 It had all started that afternoon with a desperate plea to Master Barrett.  I was horny, having worn my vibroballs all morning, and with the temperature and weather so nice, I wanted something more invigorating than a simple masturbation session out at the barn.  My email was simple.  “I’m horny. It’s warm. Wearing vibroballs. Going to feed store.  Please torture me.”
 
                 Master Brandon, with his usual skill, responded to my begging within minutes.  I read his email and the bottom dropped out of my stomach, which clenched and squirmed as the realization that I had totally screwed up, begging for torture, hit me like a brick.  I quickly gathered up what I would need for the assignment, took a few minutes to stuff my vibrating anal beads up my ass, and headed out the front door.  I hopped into my Ford  F-150 and gunned the engine.
 
                 I didn’t make it that far.  I stopped at the small gravel side road just south of our farm where I climbed out of the cab and just breathed deeply for a moment.  I moved to the front of the truck and began peeling off my clothes.  My boots went first, then my socks, followed by my jeans and my shirt, bra and panties, until I stood there naked.  I fished the replacement outfit out my bag and stepped into the handmade hemp thong that waited for me.
 
                 I had made the thong ages ago and it consisted of one single nylon rope that encircled my waist, along with a rougher, thicker rope, that in a normal, welcoming world would have no place lying against someone’s skin.  But for me, that rope was not just positioned between my legs, but folded over and deliberately tightened to maximize penetration into every crack and dip running from the small of my back to my mons.
 
                 The crotch rope was about an inch thick and made of the scratchiest, most texturally uncomfortable hemp imaginable and when I tightened it, the line sank deeply into the crack of my ass, split my labia wide apart, and rubbed uncomfortably against my clit.  The thick knot that held the rope against my skin settled directly above that tender nub and as I pulled on my pair of unyielding denim shorts, I groaned as the rope began scouring my clitoris.  
 
                 The vibroballs and anal bead remotes were running out of one pant leg and I merely fished the two control boxes up and stuck them in a pocket, turning them both on to maximum.  Then I plucked a piece of white material out of my bag that only could loosely be described as a shirt.  It might have been one once, a long time ago, but now it was just a stretched out piece of white fabric that would barely cover me.  I put it on.  It had arm holes at least, and button holes, but no buttons.  The collar, or what would have been the collar, came down extremely low, but without buttons turned into something that plunged straight down and only through an act of God (or creative thinking on my part) kept my breasts covered.  I grabbed the bottom of each front and bound them together, tying them just under my bosom.  The shirt gaped open and practically everything could be seen, but technically, barely, my nipples were covered.
 
                 Not that it mattered. The shirt was old and stretched and you could see right through the damn thing.  It wasn’t quite gauze but it left little to imagination.  Besides, if I breathed wrong it would fall open, giving the world a glimpse of my nipples. My hand went back to my bag. Here is where it got interesting. I tugged out my clover clamps, two steel vices connected with a silver chain stretching between them.  Some might consider it jewelry of a sort. I considered it torment.  I breathed wrong, exposing the tips of my breasts, and then consciously made the decision to crush both nipples in between those twin steel maws.
 
                 Delicious sensation flooded through me as distinct discomfort sent spirals of feeling through my breasts.  I stood there arching my back, my hips jerking back and forth due to the purring vibroballs and anal beads (which were both set to high since I wasn’t driving,) and enjoying temporarily the feel of the rope abrading my clit, perineum, labia, and anus.  Hell, I almost came just from that!
 
                 I did the best I could to get my shirt to cooperate again, covering up the clamped nipples, but with the chain dangling downward and over the tied shirt knot and even lower, the material didn’t want to cooperate.  Finally I grunted in frustration, ignored my tits, and put on my high heels.  I had grabbed my stripper shoes, wanting to make the biggest impact and in moments I was teetering a full nine inches higher than I had been before and now finished with attiring myself appropriately as a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, I grabbed my discarded clothing and boots, stuffed it all into the bag,.  I got back to the cab without falling, and climbed in.  The vibroballs rumbled inside me.  The warm breeze flowed across my breasts.  The rope rubbed me.  The vibrating anal beads churned away in my butt…
 
   
  
 

              And I exploded wetly and with a great deal of enthusiasm.  
 
                 The first thought that crossed my mind as I pulled myself off the steering wheel was “okay.  That was nice. I’m done now.  Thank you.”  The second thought was “why is that car slowing down and that man looking at me?”  I blinked.  Sure enough there was a white sedan going by me at a sedate pace, the driver clearly checking me out.  I blushed furiously, but then realized that the interest had probably been related more to my being collapsed against the steering wheel than due to my attire.  As soon as the guy saw me moving, he sped off again, clearly not really seeing my intriguing shirt or accessories.  
 
                 I clicked my tongue. I had forgotten!  I dug into my bag again and pulled out the two pound weight, a homemade affair created from a large eyehook bolt, a few nuts, and enough washers to start your own hardware store.  Very nice indeed.  I hooked it on the steel chain running between my breasts and it dangled down to my exposed belly button.  The added weight changed a few more things for me and now I realized there was no way my nipples were going to stay concealed behind the shirt.  Not tied the way it was.
 
                 But that didn’t concern me at that particular moment.  That was a problem for later, when I arrived at the feed store.  Right then, I had to drive, which meant I got to turn off the vibroballs and anal beads.  I sighed in relief as my loins and ass stilled, the metaphorical water now smooth as glass.  Actually it wasn’t. My pussy was still constantly squeezing the now quiet vibroballs and with each pulse my labia moved slightly along the rope.  I knew that it wouldn’t be long before the insides of my sex were scratched and chaffed.  Hopefully there wouldn’t be that much walking involved.
 
                 I drove straight to the feed store and while in general my attire wasn’t a problem while driving, I’m pretty sure two or three people did get a pretty good glimpse of my clamped, weighted, and unconcealed breasts.  I know one did for sure because he drove off the side of the road into the grass for a moment.  That’s usually a good clue.  But fortunately I didn’t cause any accidents and I pulled up into the parking lot of the feed store and looked around.
 
                 Our local feed store is a huge building and happens to run past a busy highway.  As soon as I parked the truck, I turned on the vibroballs and anal beads, feeling the rumble begin inside me and then pick up to a thunderous pace as both remotes went to their highest settings.  Then I looked down at my tits.  I untied the knot and then retied it over the chain.  The new position only helped a little, meaning that while my nipples were now again covered with white material, you could see the clover clamps clearly right through the material, as well as my now slightly pinker nipples. Shame and humiliation rushed through me and would you believe that I almost came again, just sitting there?  
 
                 But sitting in my truck was not what Master Brandon had intended when he emailed me the assignment.  So carefully, so as not to do more damage to my labia and clit than I absolutely had to, I got out of the truck, crossed my arms across my breasts (as if that would really help,) and headed into the store.
 
                 The only thing that I can thank God for on that warm afternoon was that the place seemed practically deserted.  There had only been two other cars in the front lot, which meant that I wouldn’t have to deal with packed aisles or long waits at the register.  So feeling a great deal of trepidation, not to mention strange fluttering sensations in my tummy and not so strange flutterings in my ass and sex, I walked into the store feeling just a bit awkward.
 
                 Whenever I’m “appropriately dressed” as per my standing as a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, there is always a certain amount of attention I draw.  All of my various masters and mistresses know that I absolutely abhor being the center of attention, and that’s even while dressed in NORMAL clothes.  Dressed like a whore, impersonating a slut, impersonating a sex starved school girl is not a way to avoid attention.  The moment I stepped into the building, every person within visual distance focused on me.
 
                 Okay, I sort of understand.  After all, it’s not every day that you see a twenty-six year old girl, with long, fire engine red hair, dressed in tight denim shorts that are literally allowing an inch of butt cheek on both sides to hang out, strutting around in nine inch stripper shoes.  Add to that the fact that she’s wearing a white shirt that covers only her shoulders, a small portion of her upper back, and barely covers her breasts, and you start to understand the focus of their attention. But wait, is she wearing CLAMPS on her nipples?  There’s a CHAIN hanging from her tits and is that supposed to be a weight dangling down by her belly?  And those wires leading from out of her shorts and to her pocket.  What the hell?
 
                 Yeah.  So sure, I can sort of understand.  It’s not the fact that I’m a loci of attention.  It’s the response.  Every man I’ve ever encountered stare.  Most of them are shocked.  Some are openly hungry.  Some are a little perturbed.  Had I walked in wearing a dog collar and on someone’s leash, they would have been jealous.  Women on the other hand, for the most part, are openly disgusted. They see me and think that I CHOOSE to dress like this.  That I did this to attract attention – and in some cases steal their own man.  They have no idea that I’m a reluctant capitulator in this whole event, a pawn to be moved, and humiliated, and tortured, and then taken.
 
                 I did the only thing I could do. I moved right on past the cash registers and the open mouthed stares.  I turned right and walked down to the first aisle and began the long, grueling task set for me by Master Brandon.
 
    
 
                 “Once you arrive at the feed store, walk the entire store, looking specifically for a new item to fuck yourself with. If it is under twenty dollars purchase the item.  If you are asked if you need help, be explicit and honest - tell the store clerk WHY you want the item.  Feel free to reward good customer service in your normal style.”
 
    
 
                 I walked slowly, not because I was being a good little pain slut and allowing the vibroballs and anal beads to work their magic on my libido, but because taking a step at any rate faster than a sedate pace would have created enough friction between my labia and over my clit to have started a fire; with me as the tinder.  I wanted to be able to walk out of there, not hobble or get rolled.  So I was careful with my steps.
 
                 Not that it helped at all.  Each little movement from me, each sway of my hips, not to mention the occasional lewd and quite involuntary thrust, caused the rope to saw away at my crotch.  Seriously, I couldn’t STOP moving.  When you’ve got enough horse power between your legs to power every electric light bulb in your house, and it’s roaring nonstop in your sex and ass, it’s hard to stand still in the first place.  Even my previous orgasm did little at this point to keep the exponentially increasing pressure from overwhelming me. 
 
                 My eyes went up and down the shelves, trying to focus on something other than the rapidly approaching orgasm that I could feel building in my depths.  There were gardening implements, weed killer, rose food, plant food, seeds of all kinds, fertilizer, bird feeders, bird seed, fencing, but as I strolled down the aisles, I didn’t see anything that would either fit up inside me as a makeshift dildo or that I WANTED to have inside me.  Hardware stores are much more fun. Worse, over half the feed store was just bags of feed.  And despite how sexually creative I am, there is no way I can fuck a twenty or fifty pound bag of feed.
 
                 Eventually my ambling and highly sexualized tour of the store attracted more attention and I found myself confronted by a smiling, quite stiff man in blue jeans and blue shirt, wearing a name tag that said “Bill.”  Bill was very nice, though admittedly he had trouble NOT staring at my chest.  But I can understand that.  Some women don’t like men having conversations with their tits.  I, on the other hand, have no problem with men getting to know my chest.  In fact, my breasts can be a little snarky and I even recommend that a decent slap every now and again, can do wonders for the relationship.
 
                 But Bill was a gentleman, sort of.  He asked me what I was looking for and I was honest.
 
                 “Well Bill, I came in here for two things.  First of all, I’m going to need six bags of Enrich 32 and six bags of Blue Star Goat,” I said confidently.  His eyes widened at the realization that I was being serious.  Then I dropped my voice and bit my lip slightly, giving him a glance that I tried to make look sultry.
 
                 “And I’m looking for something to masturbate with.  Do you have any suggestions?”
 
                 Well clearly that wasn’t something that Bill had ever been asked before.  He blinked and I could see his brain churning and struggling with the question.  He stammered something and scratched his head.
 
                 “Um… well I… uh… not sure… if we have anything… suit your needs,” he stuttered.  His eyes went back down to my breasts and I made sure to drop my arms and take a big breath.
 
                 Yes.  They popped out.  Both nipples, fully clamped, tinged red and crushed between the metal jaws of the clover clamps, came into full view for poor Bill.  While he went into what I call “tits impairment”, or the mechanical shutting down of the male brain when confronted with boobs, I casually plucked the white material back over my nipples and said “oops.”
 
                 As soon as the crushed points of my breasts were again covered Bill’s brain started functioning again.  “Uh… if we find anything it will be gardening and housewares,” he said stupidly.
 
                 I had already walked those aisles and I rolled my eyes but he didn’t see it.  Sure, there were plenty of things down those aisles that would serve as a makeshift dildo, but the truth is that I’ve already fucked all those things at one time or another.  Hammer?  Done.  Screwdrivers?  The whole assorted set, trust me, and there is no difference between fucking the handle of a flathead driver verses a Phillips head.  Flashlights?  Very illuminating and a fun fuck, but been there and done that.  Trowel?  Yep.  It makes gardening a lot more fun after you’ve played with your trowel.  Hoe handle?  Yep.  Same thing with the shovel and every other long handled tool.  Fuck one broom and you’ve pretty much fucked them all.  
 
                 But I have to give Bill credit.  At least he was trying to help me.  Was he hoping to watch me shove that garden hose nozzle up my pussy, or was he trying to get me out of the store as fast as possible?  
 
                 “Sorry Bill, but I’ve pretty much done all these. I need something different, something I’ve never screwed before.”
 
                 He blinked. “You can do me,” he said with a grin.  I could tell he was teasing and didn’t mean it.  Kind of.  Time to disabuse him of that notion.
 
                 My eyes narrowed and I took a step closer, doing my very best to violate his personal space.  “You look like the kind of man I like to suck on,” I said darkly.
 
                 His eyes widened and I did more than violate his personal space. My hand came out and I touched him. Sure enough there was a bulge and I ran my fingers up and down the trousers covered rod.  He let out this half groan.
 
                 “So where do we go so I can sample the seed here?” I asked.
 
                 Bill didn’t say anything, but immediately headed off in another direction. He glanced back once, making sure I was following. I did it a bit slower than he did, but I was led outside, through a side door of the building, past pallets and piles of various stone bird baths and bags of feed and fencing and feeders and all sorts of stuff.  Then he took my hand and pulled me down another corridor between these massive black barrels of God knows what.  Then he stopped and looked at me expectantly even as his fingers began unbuttoning his jeans.
 
                 Concrete.  Yay.  My poor knees.  I bit my lip and contemplated my options.  How fucking considerate, you know?  The bathroom would at least have had TILE.  So instead of kneeling, I squatted down, one hand on Bill’s now exposed cock while the other helped maintain my balance as I hunkered down over a pair of nine inch platform high heels.  
 
                 Bill must not have been getting much anywhere else because he popped like an over-inflated balloon after landing on a cactus.  Worse, he pulled out just as he started to cum and sent spooling ribbons of jizz across my face, where it quickly dribbled down to my chest.  Both boobs were hanging out, the shirt having fallen again thanks to the bobbing gyrations of my head on Bill’s cock.  I did my best to lick up the cum, but there was too much and in the end all I managed was to clean some of the more obvious bits off my chest and to smear the rest of it around my cheek.
 
                 Bill was dazed, but I took his hand and after putting his wet dick away, got him to lead me back inside the store.  We wandered around a bit and while I admit I played with the idea of purchasing one of the toy school busses in the gift section, eventually I decided NOT to buy something to masturbate with.  Bill led me to the cashier who looked at me with bright eyes.
 
                 “Hey Breanne, looking good,” the cashier said brightly.
 
                 I blinked.  He looked familiar.  “Uh…” I said intelligently.
 
                 “Darren.  We had sex in the locker room?  Tenth grade?” he said, clearly trying to clue me in.  
 
                 Well shit.  I didn’t remember Darren.  Hell, I don’t even remember having sex with him in the boy’s locker room at school.  And in tenth grade no less!  Wow.  Small world, isn’t it?
 
                 I smiled and faked it.  “Darren!  Good to see you!” I said, holding out my hand.  That small movement made my left breast fall out of the shirt again.  His eyes went to my tits and I let go of his hand and again covered myself.  “I didn’t realize you worked here.”
 
                 He smiled, his eyes never quite meeting mine for some reason. Maybe he was looking at something else. “Yeah, I just left the army two months ago and felt I needed to get a job and this was quick and easy.”  He ran a finger through his hair. It was still rather short and I smiled.  “I didn’t know you were still in town.  Figured you’d head off to the big city.”
 
                 I shrugged. “Well I did for awhile.”  Bill was still hanging around, clearly interested in this intrapersonal conversation.  
 
                 “Well I guess you don’t come in here very often. I think I would have heard about it,” Darren said wryly.  Bill seemed to choke on a laugh.
 
                 I shrugged.  “Sometimes I dress more provocatively. You should see me in jeans and a tee shirt.”
 
                 Darren’s eyebrow went up.  “Right.  Well, I wish I were on my break right now so I could…” his voice trailed off.
 
                 Bill shook his head. “Go on kid.  I’ve got the register.  Just finish ringing her up and then you can load the chow too.”
 
                 Darren’s eyes widened and then he grinned like a Cheshire cat and quickly rang up my purchase.  I fished out a couple hundred bucks and handed them over.  Then with my receipt in hand, Bill took over at the register and Darren took my arm.
 
                 Rather than being lead outside, this time I was taken into a back storage room.  Darren practically attacked me, kissing me, hands ripping open my shirt, tugging on the nipple clamps, moving down my body with his mouth and ending up on his knees in front of me. His hands found the button of my shorts and yanked them down hungrily.  He let out a grunt of surprise as he found the hemp thong, but it didn’t take him long to figure out the two slip knots that kept it tight around my loins.  He pulled it free, not caring about the further scratches he left on the inside of my labia and against the crack of my ass, but then his mouth was on my swollen and slightly abraded clit, sucking and nibbling and licking and munching until I fell backward against some boxes, my bare breasts heaving up and down, the clamps and the weight swinging.
 
                 I’ve always liked men who were willing to go down.  In fact, I’ve always liked zombie sex.  It’s where I lie there and you eat me.  But in all seriousness, there is something incredibly erotic about a man licking my pussy.  I don’t need your tongue stuck up there, but lapping delicately at my clit?  Hell yes.  Absolutely yes.  It’s almost better than being tied spread-eagled on a bed with a vicious dominatrix whipping my clit with a leather sap.
 
                 But you also have to remember that I had vibroballs and vibrating anal beads in me too and that little bit of stimulation that Darren provided was more than enough to send me over the edge in a fit of pyrogasmic glory.  Yes. I know that isn’t a word, but it fucking should be.  I grabbed hold of Darren’s head and literally face fucked him until he was soaking wet from eye to chin.
 
                 He dried himself on my fallen shorts and then he tugged the vibroballs out of me.  A moment later I was lying on the concrete floor (and it was cold!) stunned, and sexed, and floating on cloud nine as Darren mounted me.  A moment later we were churning and burning and bumping and grinding.  Well, he was at least. I was lying there like a stoned hippie unaware of what was going on around them. My orgasm had been that powerful and while I was cognizant of the fact that I was being porked by Darren for a second time in my life, I was about as close to comatose as you can get and still be conscious.
 
                 Darren popped a moment later, filling the condom I had given him with his spooge and rolling off of me with a silly grin on his face.
 
                 “That was fucking-tastic,” he said, the crudity of his words matching mine from a moment before.  He propped his head up on one arm and looked at me.  Then he reached over with his free hand and lightly picked up the steel chain that dangled from my breasts.  The weight had fallen to the floor nearby during out gyrations, but I ignored that as he began to tug lightly on the chain.  Shards of pain zipped through my breasts.
 
                 “I’m glad to see you’re still a slut,” he whispered.
 
                 “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” I replied softly as my hips starting moving again. I blinked, totally mystified as to how I was getting turned on AGAIN.
 
                 “I know. You liked it to hurt even back then.  Everybody in school knew about you.”
 
                 Yes, I blushed.  I’ve always known that I had a reputation back in high school.  But I didn’t realize that my proclivities and turn-ons were common knowledge.
 
                 “You know what I wished back then?” Darren continued.  “I wished we hadn’t just fucked like that in the locker room.  It was so fast and it was great, don’t get me wrong.  But I wish I’d been able to take my time on you.”
 
                 I nodded.  My loins were aching and I kept clenching my bottom around the anal beads which were still vibrating intensely.  
 
                 “I wish I had known to hurt you. To torture you,” he said.
 
                 I bit my lip. “Then do it. Right now.  Hurt me.”
 
                 His eyebrow went up.  “But we just…” he said, not even completing the sentence.
 
                 I put a finger on his lips, silencing him.  “Find something to whip me with, preferably between the legs and I will go out with you.”
 
                 Darren leapt to his feet, letting go of the chain and glanced around frantically.  Finally he spotted his jeans and he tugged the belt loose and stood over me.  His cock, which had been flaccid a moment before, was starting to thicken and I knew by the time I was ready to cum again, he’d be hard.  I have that effect on men sometimes.
 
                 He reached down and hauled me to my feet and I almost lost my balance as I rocked on the high heels.  Then he lifted me up and threw me across a stacked pile of feed bags wrapped in plastic.  I was almost at waist height on him.  I stared up at the ceiling as he pushed my legs apart.
 
                 “Get those legs open or I will fucking tie them apart,” he said harshly.
 
                 I laughed, giggling.  Tie them apart, Darren. Tie them apart!  
 
                 “You think I’m joking?” I heard him move away for a moment and then I felt the rope being wound around my right ankle.
 
                 I’m not sure what Darren did in the military, but his Texas upbringing was still a dominant force in his life because in seconds my legs were pulled into the splits and I was open and gasping.  I felt the stretch in both thighs and when I looked up, past my clamped breasts and stomach and down to where he stood between my legs, I knew what was about to happen.
 
                 “They said that this was what you loved the most,” Darren said, raising the belt.
 
                 It lashed down between my legs and the thick leather hit my clit with a sting that felt like a thousand bee stings all done in less than half a second.  I let out a cry and braced myself for the next stroke, only to feel Darren’s tongue once again swirl through my petals and across my clit.  Then he pulled back and slammed the end of his belt into my flower again.  
 
                 Don’t ask me how many times he hit and licked me. I have no idea.  All I know was that I came again, violently shaking and having to chew on my knuckles. When I was done cumming I realized that Darren had cast aside his belt and was thrusting his now extremely hard cock back through my depths.  It felt good, but I was just a little beyond caring at that point.  All I knew was that my breasts and sex felt amazing.  Sure they hurt.  But that was the point, right?  And I closed my eyes and let him fuck me.
 
                 Darren’s second orgasm landed on my stomach thanks to the lack of a condom.  Guess he only had the one and I was in no position to get a spare out of my tiny purse.  He pulled out though which was nice of him.  Finally he sagged back, tired and totally pleased with himself, the look of sexual satisfaction glimmering in his eye.  He let me up, examining the damage to my pussy and deciding it was minimal.  Then he put the vibroballs back in my pussy and helped me back into my rope thong.  He even tightened it up for me so that my labia were bulging out from around the thick scratchy rope.  Next the weight went back on my clover clamp chain and I pulled my shorts back up over my ass.  
 
                 Finally it came time to get my top back in order and I discovered that in his enthusiasm, Darren had torn it.  I did my best to get it to cover my breasts, but it was a lost cause for my right side. The material was toast and there was no way to make it cover my nipple or the gold ring and padlock that dangled below it.
 
                 Not that it mattered much I guess.  Darren got dressed. I crossed my arms across my breasts, and he told me to get my truck and drive it around to the back.  So I marched myself through the store again, waved at Bill, whose eyes widened when he saw me again, ignored the other looks I got from various customers, and went and got in my truck.
 
                 Good timing too because I was sore and sensitive from my screwing and whipping and I wanted to turn both my vibroballs and anal beads off.  With my nipples still throbbing but feeling ridiculously good, I started the engine and pulled around to the back of the store.
 
                 It didn’t take long for Darren to finish loading the truck and when he was done he came back up to the driver’s side window and gave my breasts another long look.
 
                 “You look even better than you did in tenth grade.”
 
                 I smiled. “I’ve matured a little.”
 
                 He nodded.  “So you said you’d go out with me,”
 
                 I laughed. “I did.”
 
                 “So Friday night?”
 
                 I cocked an eyebrow up. “Friday night?  And what do you want me to wear?”
 
                 His eyes once again roamed over my body. “This is fine.”
 
                 I gave him a disbelieving look and he shrugged. “This isn’t appropriate for going out in,” I said.
 
                 “You’re here buying feed, right? Besides, we aren’t going out.  I’m a pretty good cook and we’ll be at my apartment.”
 
                 I laughed and then nodded. “So what’s for dinner?” I asked.
 
                 He leaned in and kissed me.  “You are Bre.” Then he took a step back, leaving my heart to throb in time with my nipples. I watched him walk off and took a deep breath.  Then I drove away.
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
                 There’s more to this story of course. I wasn’t technically done with Master Brandon’s assignment.  After driving to the north side of town and putting my breasts on display, I headed home again.  I pulled over to the side of the road just south of our farm with mixed feelings.  I was sated, honestly, truthfully sated.  But I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and unless there are damn good reasons, I’m pretty good about following orders.  So wearily I climbed out of the truck.  I moved around to the bed and looked in.  The back was filled with bags.  I shucked out of my blue denim shorts and climbed up into the bed of my truck.  
 
                 Naked and now fully exposed to the sky, the road, and anyone who happened to drive by, I lay back across the bags of feed.  My fingers roamed over my body, tugging on the nipple clamps, rubbing at the knot which overlay my clit, and I turned up the vibroballs and anal beads back up to their previous setting of maximum overload.  And while I worked myself I gradually grew tense and more fearful that eventually someone was going to come driving down the road, see my truck, and more importantly, see the naked girl masturbating herself in the back.
 
                 That very thought was enough.  I began whimpering even as my toes curled and I was as close to desperate as I was going to get without cumming and it took every ounce of will power to stop, to sit up, and climb down from the bed.  I can’t even begin to describe how much I wanted to drive right back to the feed store and fuck Darren and even Bill again.  Hell, I’d have done all of the customers even!
 
                 I threw my clothes into the truck cab, not even bothering to get dressed.  Instead I hopped into the cab, gunned the engine, and the peeled out, flinging rocks and gravel all over the place.  It took me only a minute to get my driveway and then another two or three minutes to get to the barn. I pulled around in back, rather than parking in my usual spot between the house and the barn and I climbed out of the truck, still buck naked.
 
                 I opened the door in a fever and stepped into the semi-darkness. We have skylights on our barn, so there was plenty of light to see, but lots of shadow.  My loins were burning, the vibroballs and anal beads were still churning at full power and I grabbed my NHPS Tack Mat, a quarter inch thick rubber rectangle that was just big enough to be a literal pain in the ass if I sat down on it.  One side was covered in steel circles, while the other side sported a forest of tiny points, ostensibly the pin points of the tacks that were pounded in on the other side.  I tossed it down in the middle of the floor and then removed the clover clamps and weight.  I gasped in relief as well as agony as the blood flowed back into my crushed nipples.
 
                 Then I stretched out, still wearing the hemp thong, my clit and labia and ass still abraded with each movement.  The vibroballs hummed inside me, matching harmonies with the vibrating anal beads.  I positioned myself above the tack mat, my bare, tormented breasts dangling down.  And then I dropped, mashing my bosom against the tacks.  I felt the pin pricks even as I lifted my hands, rotating my shoulders and bringing my fingers together in the small of my back. This had the added affect of pushing my breasts out even more, letting the weight of my torso mash them even deeper onto the bed of spikes.  I groaned, shaking, my body aching in need and hurt.
 
                 And then I lifted up.  I could see the red dots all over my tits.  And then I did it again.  And again.  And even a few more times after that.  Somewhere between sixteen and nineteen I exploded crazily, shaking like a leaf in a windstorm and keening out my orgasmic cries through clenched teeth.  It was a perfect ending to a perfect torture session, and I collapsed again, my breasts mashed against the tack mat as I struggled to regain control of myself.
 
                 I left the vibroballs and the anal beads in.  I even put the hemp thong back on. Then I went out to the truck, grabbed my bag, and tugged my blue jeans over my aching ass.  I spent the next two hours unloading and stowing those bags, feeling the gentle rumble of the vibroballs, the incessant purr of the anal beads, as well as the constant irritation of the hemp thong.
 
                 After all, it’s what I’ll be wearing Friday night. I might as well get used to it.
 
                 
 
 
                               
 
    
 
    
 
   (Assigned by Master Brandon) First you will attire yourself appropriately.  You will wear a pair of tight blue denim shorts, under which you will wear your hemp thong with the knot above your clit.  While you are out, unless you are driving, the vibroballs will be on their maximum setting as will the anal beads you will stuff in your ass before leaving. You will also wear a pair of high heels.

Your nipples will be clamped with the clover clamps as well as the two pound weight, over which you may wear any shirt that is either see through, halter style, or tied.  It must be obvious that you are clamped.  Don't  bother wearing a bra.

Once you arrive at the feed store, walk the entire store, looking specifically for a new item to fuck yourself with. If it is under twenty dollars purchase the item.  If you are asked if you need help, be explicit and honest - tell the store clerk WHY you want the item.  Feel free to reward good customer service in your normal style.

Make any other purchases you require.  Once you are ready to leave, you may turn off the vibroballs. Expose your breasts so that the clover clamps are completely visible chewing on your nipples.  Drive your truck to the north side of town and then back, taking side roads only.  Do not cover your tits at any time.

Once you are nearing home, park on the side of the road and if you purchased an item to fuck, take it with you.  Remove your clothes and climb into the bed of the truck. Lie down and fuck yourself with the item to orgasm, or if you did NOT find an item to fuck, masturbate right to the edge and then stop.  

Get out of the truck and put your shorts back on. Leave the vibroballs off.  Drive home.  Go into the barn, remove the clamps and then complete twenty NHPS pushups with the vibroballs on full power, bare breasted.
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                 I sat down in my desk chair with a groan, shifting my hips and trying very hard to ignore the buzzing between my legs.  Embedded underneath my tight blue jean shorts, and even below a pair of pink bikini style panties, even deeper than the wet and soft petals of my sex, two roughly spherical objects were rattling around and clattering inside my well.  A thin wire trailed outward, past my labia, down by my thigh, out of the panties and then shorts, to a small rectangular remote that was tucked into my left front pocket.
 
                 I had just endured two hours of exertion, and not the kind I prefer.  If I’m going to exert myself, I’d rather be on my knees sucking cock, or maybe mashed between two guys, with one up my rear and one up my front.  Hell, add in a third guy and fill every hole.  Now that’s what I call exercise.  Filling feed bags, currying horses, slopping pigs, spreading chicken and goat feed is not what I’d call a lot of fun.  
 
                 Now try doing that with a pair of vibroballs stuffed up inside you, buzzing away at medium.
 
                 As usual, I checked my email.  There was the usual junk mail, a note from Kari, an email from Kylie, and then my heart skipped a beat.  There was an email from Master Brandon.  The subject line read “Open Immediately.”  My fingers trembled on the computer mouse but I’m a good girl and I clicked on the email and started reading it.
 
                 “Breanne, the moment you read this email, the clock starts ticking,” read the first line.  I scanned the rest of the assignment, for that was what it was and my sex tightened around the vibroballs with desperation.  
 
                 No cumming?  Not without purchase?  But… but… I was on MEDIUM!  There was no way I wasn’t going to be able to keep from coming!  And the punishment for unauthorized orgasm was brutal – vicious even.  I bit my lip and shook my head.  How was I going to do this?
 
                 The crux of the assignment was simple.  I had to get my breasts beaten, and within a certain time limit.  I gritted my teeth and jumped up from the chair. I didn’t have much time.  I practically ran to my closet and grabbed my toy box.  I dumped it out on my bed, unwilling to spend the time searching through it.  I grabbed everything Brandon had asked for, mentally categorizing everything and hoping desperately that I wouldn’t need any of it.
 
                 As I stripped off my shirt and bra, I ruminated about my plan. I had a single hour in which to find a stranger, present myself and my cane, and get twenty strokes across my breasts.  The very THOUGHT made my nipples tingle. I found the small box of nipplebands and as the assignment required, pulled two out and stretched them over each hardened nub.
 
                 Clamped with rubber, I felt even more arousal and I had to really focus not to let the vibrations and the tight suction feeling on each nipple send me over the edge.  I realized that I had to get downstairs and into my truck as soon as possible.  I’m allowed to turn off any vibrators when I’m driving and so I shoved everything, the cane, the flogger, the sap, and all of the various clamps Brandon had ordered me to take, into a canvas bag and I flew downstairs with my tee shirt in one hand.  My bare breasts jiggled deliciously but I knew that no one was up, so I’d be okay.
 
                 I made it to the truck just in time.  I turned off the vibroballs and settled back in my seat with a sigh of relief.  Still, my sex kept squeezing and contracting around the two plastic spheres, as if it expected them to turn back on at any second. I took a deep breath.  Then, realizing that I was still naked from the waist up, I slipped on my tee shirt.  It was tight and without a bra, both nipples were hard little points, especially distended with the nipplebands.  I let my fingers graze over each tip and shivered as another flurry of decadent delight poured through me.
 
                 Tick tock!  Time girl! I glanced at the dash clock. I’d already lost nine minutes!  I shook my head clear of the mist of arousal and gunned the engine, peeling out and heading toward the farm to market road that runs past the south end of our farm.  It took me mere seconds to get to the road and I turned toward town.  
 
                 I didn’t really have a plan.  It was just barely after seven in the morning, on a Thursday, and while it was a work day which meant plenty of people around, I wasn’t asking to give someone a blowjob.  I was going to have to ask someone to hit me.  That’s not as easy as finding a guy to fuck me up the ass, trust me.  You have to be a sadist of some sort in order to be okay with taking a thin wooden rod to a girl’s breasts.  Especially if she needs twenty strokes and there needs to be visible welts to go with it.
 
                 I passed the gas station, the first sign of advanced non-agricultural civilization closest to my farm.  One car in the lot.  Cashier?  Go in and beg him to whip me?  No… the last few times I’d done anything there it had been a challenge.  The clerks were generally Indian (not Native American) and while I’d given one a blow job once, the others had been resistant to me.  Weird. I know.  Also, their bathroom was outside.  Not very convenient and I doubted anyone would stop there for gas in the next thirty minutes anyway. 
 
                 No. I needed somewhere heavily populated with guys, guys who were constantly horny, guys who would have no problem caning my breasts, and where there was instant privacy a few steps away.  That logic trickled through my mind and I grinned.  It would take me a good fifteen more minutes to get there, putting me past the half hour mark, but if I did it right, I might just have a quick torment, a solid fuck, and spend the rest of the day in sexual nirvana cumming whenever I wanted.
 
                 When I got to the freeway I headed west.  As I drove out of town I felt the butterflies in my stomach go into a frenzy as my nerves tingled.  Part of it was from fear.  I was about to do the unthinkable.  I was going to a truck stop, where I would select a driver with a rig, approach him, and offer him sex in exchange for him caning my tits.  That would clearly put me in the “crazy but fuckable” category in a trucker’s book, but it classified as “incredibly stupid and nuts” in mine.
 
                 Even heading west, traffic was a little busy and I grimaced frequently and maybe even said a few nasty things to my fellow drivers who couldn’t seem to find the accelerator.  A word to the wise here people.  The pedal on the right makes the car go. The more you press it, the faster it goes.  And when you’re getting on the fucking freeway, you are supposed to accelerate into traffic, not meander along at half the speed of the freeway and pray everyone yields to you as you disrupt the flow.  Morons.
 
                 By the time I turned into the parking lot, the clock was ticking down even further and I realized I only had about fourteen or fifteen minutes to get this done.  I parked in the back, hoping my truck wouldn’t get hit by a big rig trailer, and climbed out with my canvas sack.  The cane stuck out of the top and I looked around, desperate to find a guy walking back to his tractor.  
 
                 That’s when I realized I hadn’t turned the vibroballs back on.  I rolled my eyes and groaned, but then tugged the stupid controller out of my pocket. I thumbed the wheel up, not even really caring if I was exactly between low and high.  In hindsight, that might have been stupid, since I’m pretty sure I accidently moved it closer to the maximum setting than I should have.  But you need to understand, I was on a clock!
 
                 With the buzzing once again adding impetus to my impatience, adrenaline coursed through my veins.  I glanced at my wrist watch again.  Ten minutes!  Geeze!  Come on, Bre! Find a man!
 
                 There’s a guy! I ran over to him as best as I could, the vibroballs for some reason interfering with my stride as my overactive libido roared.  For some reason, I could literally feel my nipples throbbing inside the nipplebands, as if they were metal clamps.  The butterflies in my stomach took wing and I skidded up to a very surprised looking trucker.
 
                 He was not the most exemplary specimen of the species iterus truckus and trust me, there are some pretty amazing truckers.  In fact, taken as a whole, truck drivers are some of the most interesting men in the world.  They multi-task, listen to audio books all the time, handle heavy machinery, and are generally organized and fastidious.  They get our food to us before it spoils.  It’s actually pretty impressive.
 
                 But the man I approached was a bit portly. I don’t actually mind though.  Weight has never been that much of a consideration for me.  A few extra pounds isn’t a turn off.  In fact, it means more to hold and love!  No, what turns me off is being dirty.  It is impossible to kneel in front of a guy who smells like a rank sewer, knowing that you’re about to suck whatever that is that stinks off his cock.  Now THAT’S a turn off.
 
                 He saw me coming and half turned toward me.  Despite my short shorts and tight tee shirt, not to mention the flip flops on my bare feet, I wasn’t exactly dressed like one of the hookers that frequent truck stops.  That said, I was a single girl, with long red hair, wearing ultra tight clothing, carrying a bag.  He grinned as he saw me coming and before I could even open up my mouth he held up a hand.
 
                 “Sorry, sugar.  But I’m on a time table.  As much as I’d like to sample your wares, I’ve got to move.  I have to be in Memphis this evening.”
 
                 I stumbled to a halt, blinking. “But, but… “ I stammered stupidly.  He reached out and actually patted my ass, smirking.  
 
                 “Now, now, as cute as you are, I’m sure you’ll find someone else to dupe out of some money. Now move along.”
 
                 And then he walked off.  I stood there stunned for a moment, wondering if the cosmic universe was against me.  I shook my head and glanced around.  Trucks everywhere.  Where were the fucking drivers!  I glanced down at my watch, my heart thudding painfully in my chest.  I had six minutes to get caned!  Oh my God!
 
                 Ever see a cockroach scurry around once the light gets turned on?  It has no idea where to go and is just struggling to get away, into the dark, into safety.  Wait. That might not be a good analogy.   In fact, I’m not sure WHAT is a good analogy.  The only thing I knew was that I panicked.  Instead of formulating an actual plan, I dashed around the parking lot, struggling to find a guy, wasting my time running up and down and between big rigs.  I even knocked on a few tractors with their engines running. Who leaves their engines on but with the tractor empty and locked!
 
                 And every few seconds I glanced down at my watch.  The minutes didn’t tick by, they flew and I stumbled to a stop as I watched the last fifteen seconds of my first hour go by.  I felt defeated, mentally exhausted.  My pussy was in a state of intense arousal and all I really wanted to do was ride some startled guy until I exploded wetly.  My nipples tingled and I shook my head.  Now instead of a simple twenty strokes of the cane, I know was going to get an additional twenty strokes with the flogger.  And worse, I now had to find not just one guy to do it, but two, and all within the next hour.
 
                 I leaned back against a massive truck wheel and groaned. Then I remembered that I was supposed to put on the clothespins as well.  Sometimes punishment sucks.  I reached into my canvas bag, past the various items I had been instructed to bring and pulled out the two wooden pegs.  With a quick glance down the makeshift and temporary alley between two big rigs, I lifted my shirt and quickly applied both clothespins.  
 
                 Clothespins are one of the truly special items in any BDSM event.  My clothespins actually bite just a tad bit harder than most of my other clamps, though they won’t stay on unless I’m still, and when the initial pain fades to the throb, it isn’t as bad as say, my alligator clamps.  But for that first thirty seconds or so I  bent over, my breasts swaying beneath my torso, the clothespins dangling perfectly down as I closed my eyes and adjusted to the sensation.
 
                 Bent over like that, I also realized I had a new problem.  How was I going to get my shirt down?  I was wearing a tight tee shirt, one that had no room for the clothespins.  Grimmacing, I mentally kicked myself for being stupid. Why hadn’t I brought a fucking sweatshirt instead of a super tight cotton stretch tee?  Why had I put the clothespins on straight instead of from the top, or the bottom?  Now I either had to walk around with my shirt rolled up under my chin, or take off the clothespins, reattach them from underneath, and endure pain twice as bad as if I weren’t wearing the shirt.
 
                 “Well, that’s not something you see every day,” a man’s voice said.
 
                 I glanced up, heat flaming across my face.  A nice looking man in his mid-forties stood a few feet away, ogling my breasts.  I gasped and straightened, bringing my arms up in an instinctive need to cover myself.  Again, stupidity was fast becoming my most predominant trait, because as my arms smashed into my bare bosom, I completely forgot that I had just attached two clothespins to the tips of each breast.
 
                 New pain exploded through me and I gasped, reeling back a step and again falling against the side of the trailer behind me.  I brought my arms down, baring my breasts again to the man’s sight, even as I struggled to suck in another breath. Word to the wise: don’t clasp your arms across your chest when you’re clamped.
 
                 My mouth opened like a landed fish as I tried to adjust to the agony.  He came a few steps closer.  He wore dark blue jeans, a tee shirt, and a flannel overshirt that looked very similar to what I sometimes wear to get chores done.  He wore comfortable sneakers and his hair was thinning.  A bald spot shined on the top of his head, but his smile was warm and comfortable.  Gray streaks ran behind his ears and he had laugh lines around his mouth.
 
                 “If this is the way Houston girls proposition truckers, I need to drive through here more often.”
 
                 That gave me the impetus to shake my head.  I wrapped my arms back around myself, but under my breasts, the clothespins resting on my forearms. I’m sure it was a beautiful sight.
 
                 “I’m not a whore,” I hissed, still having issues with the throbbing ache in my tits. “I’m here to be punished.”
 
                 His eyebrows came down. “Punished?  By whom and for what?” he asked, curious, but just a tad bit suspicious.
 
                 My chest continued to heave, which probably had the additional effect of enhancing my bosom.  “By a stranger, and because I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” I choked out.
 
                 He did the Spock thing with one eyebrow.  
 
                 “So you’re saying that you need to be punished because you’re some sort of slut?”
 
                 I nodded. “I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.”
 
                 “And you need to be punished.”  He said it like a statement, not a question.
 
                 I shoved my hand into my bag and yanked both the flogger and the cane out.  They were the largest items in there and it was easy to find them. I held them out to the man.  “Please take these and hit my tits twenty times with each one.  When you’re done, I’ll fuck your brains out or give you a blowjob. Whatever you want,” I moaned.
 
                 He reached out gingerly and took the cane, then the flogger. “You want me to hit you with these?” 
 
                 I nodded, looking down.  
 
                 “Man, Houston is more progressive than I thought,” he muttered. “Well girl, if that’s what you want.  Climb up into ole’ Betsy there and I’ll deliver on my part of the bargain.”
 
                 I glanced up.  He pointed toward the rig I was leaning against and I noticed for the first time a decal on the door. It was a pinup girl from the nineteen forties and she was wearing less than I was.  I blinked.  Was her rump welted?  It was kind of hard to tell, but it sure LOOKED like the girl was sporting red lines across her buttocks, or at least the parts that weren’t covered with the red dress she was wearing.
 
                 I put it out of my mind and climbed up.  He followed me and in moments I was climbing into the passenger seat and then into the back.
 
                 As usual, I was impressed by the organization.  This man was not just organized, but fastidious. I’m not even sure Kari would have had issues with how things were stowed.  He had an office pack on the floorboard, with all his logs and transit sheets and everything ready to go.  There was a suction cup clipboard attached to the dash that noted his weight, his height and route.  He had a GPS unit that looked more expensive than my car.  
 
                 And there was a bed, which while not made, was still relatively neat.  I sat down on it, my breasts still in plain view, the clothespins sticking straight out.  The door shut behind him and he climbed in. He stopped between the front seats and gazed at me, his eyes focused on the clothespins that seemed to wiggle with each breath.
 
                 “So, which one do you want first?” he asked me, holding up both the cane and the flogger. 
 
                 I licked my lips.  I was having trouble sitting still.  The vibroballs inside me had now churned me into a froth and I belatedly realized that if we didn’t get a move on, I’d be adding a third beating to the two I had already earned.
 
                 “The flogger please,” I asked, nodding toward the rubber whip.  I laced my fingers behind my neck and pushed my breasts out.  My hips churned and he flicked the flogger at my chest with a snap.
 
                 In general, it isn’t the flogger that hurts. It stings a little, but the bark is much worse than the bite and while it sounds bad, floggers are nothing.  Unless of course you’re wearing clothespins on your nipples.  The first impact tugged them in a direction my nipples did not want to go and pain slashed through me. I let out a ragged gasp and my chest danced up and down as I sucked in air.  The keening wail I let out just engendered a grin from my tormentor and he swung again.  I heard a snap and then I felt as if my left nipple had been speared with a nail.  But all that had happened was that the force of the stroke had tugged the clothespin off. It went spinning to the floor.  
 
                 I made the appropriate noises, more from necessity than from trying to be what I was.  It was a struggle not to cover my breasts and on the seventh stroke the other clothespin went flying.  Blood rushed back into my crushed nubs and I clenched my teeth as he continued to snap the flogger across my breasts.
 
                 By the time we hit twenty I was a light shade of pink, so that might tell you just how hard he was hitting me.  To me though, just having the clothespins off my nipples was worth the beating.  
 
                 “Lay down on the bunk, sugar.”  
 
                 I did, again putting my hands behind my head.  He came forward, kneeling, holding the cane.  He put his hand out and began fondling my breasts.  I bit my lip.
 
                 “Please, I don’t have much time,” I begged.
 
                 His eyebrow went up. “You in a hurry, sugar?”
 
                 I pondered confessing for a moment, but worried he might deliberately slow down just so I’d have more punishment coming. I’ve known some men to do that.  
 
                 “Well, let me just get your tits nicely striped and then we’ll do some pounding and you can be on your way.”
 
                 I glanced at my watch. Forty minutes to the next hour.  There was no way I’d get my tits beaten twice before then.  I sighed in exasperation.  He mistook it for acceptance and played with my piercing and the padlock that dangled from it.  
 
                 “Ready?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded, trying to keep my hips still.  He raised the thin wooden rod over his head and brought it down across my chest.
 
                 The pain was pretty intense, but I’ve been hit harder.  He went fast and I can’t even begin to explain how much I appreciated that.  But to be honest, while it hurt, it wasn’t the best beating I’ve ever had.  It didn’t even leave welts, just red stripes across my bosom.  But I played it up, groaning and crying out and when he was done I began unbuttoning my shorts, tugging everything down.
 
                 Things got complicated with the vibroballs wire and he was just a little surprised when I yanked the rattling sex toy out from between my legs, but he adjusted quickly.  Then he was stripping off his pants and I was pulling a condom from my bag and a few moments later he was pinning me to the bunk, his thick cock moving in and out as his hands clenched my freshly caned and flogged breasts, squeezing and pinching me.  
 
                 I knew I wasn’t supposed to explode. I knew I couldn’t.  But that didn’t stop me.  I cried out, thrusting up against him, grinding and moaning and his pinching of my nipples, his mouth on mine, his weight forcing me down, what did you expect?  How could I NOT explode?  And in that moment I realized that the time didn’t matter.  I was going to get caned and flogged, and now, thanks to my unauthorized orgasm, sapped, three more times.  I could spend the day, moving between one tractor and the next and I’d spend it like this.
 
                 Would you believe I relaxed for the first time in hours?  I sighed as the adrenaline and endorphins and oxytocin flushed through me.  I clasped my lover as he grunted and finished, collapsing on top of me with a groan of satisfaction.
 
                 I got dressed again and it was well after the hour mark.  I put the vibroballs back in, setting them to medium and tugged my panties and jeans up.  The clothespins went into the bag and in their place I let my trucker attach the clover clamps.  I pulled my shirt over my crushed nipples and winced.  The chain hung down below the bottom of the shirt and I hooked the five pound weight there.
 
                 “You really going out like that?”
 
                 I nodded. “I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and I’ve got to get another whipping.”
 
                 He blinked. “Damn girl, you are insatiable.”  He shook his head and climbed into the front seat. He grabbed his CB radio mic and said something in lingo that sort of sounded like he was asking if anyone was at that particular truck stop or nearby.  He got two answers and after a few more sentences in what amounted to code that I couldn’t understand, he put up the mic and turned back toward me.
 
                 “You can wait here. Jim will be pulling up in about ten minutes.”
 
                 So we sat and chitchatted for awhile, with me explaining my rather convoluted sexual life and what it means to be a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.
 
                 “So you mean you have to follow these orders?” he asked astonished.
 
                 I nodded.
 
                 “So if I ordered you to suck my dick, right now…”
 
                 I turned and looked at him. “Is that an order?” I asked.
 
                 He laughed. “No. I’m sated.  No more for me right now.  But you can take off that fucking shirt. I want to see your tits.”
 
                 I peeled the shirt up and once more my breasts popped out on display. Except this time I was high up in a truck, there was only one person to see me, and instead of clothespins I had the steel clover clamps dangling from my nipples.  
 
                 “Want to go to Memphis with me?”
 
                 I laughed. “Sorry. I’ve got responsibilities here.”
 
                 “I order you to go to Memphis with me.”
 
                 “Sorry, sexual orders only,” I replied.
 
                 “You will have sex with me in Memphis,” he shot back, grinning.
 
                 “You’re breaking my limits,” I warned him.
 
                 He shrugged. “I had to try.”
 
                 A moment later his radio squawked and he directed me to climb out.  With my shirt in one hand and my repacked bag in the other, I once again descended to the pavement.  He took my elbow and led me, still bare breasted and naked from the waist up, still clamped and weighted, across the back of the lot to where another huge rig was pulling up.  It rumbled to a stop and we waited for a moment until the door opened.
 
                 Jim was about the same age as my trucker, with short hair and a walrus mustache.
 
                 “Wow, you’ve got a live one, don’t you, John?”
 
                 The man next to me laughed.  “She’s for you.  And you’re not going to believe what you have to pay her.”
 
                 “Hope she’s free then. I’m not carrying a load today.”
 
                 John shook his head. “Whip her tits, man. That’s it.”
 
                 Jim glanced at me. I was silent, feeling very “sex-objectish,” like a slave girl being traded. Oh yes, please. Whip the sex slave stupid across her breasts.
 
                 “Are you serious?” Jim asked.
 
                 “Totally.  Then fuck her brains out.  When you’re done, see if you can find her another friend.”
 
                 Jim looked at me again and then grinned. “Well climb on up here, girl.  I’ll see what I can do.”
 
                 I left John and climbed up into the truck.  Jim wasn’t quite as well organized as John, but to be honest, there wasn’t that much difference between Jim’s rig and John’s, other than the fact that there were a pile of porn magazines tucked into a rack by the bed.  I followed Jim into the back and stood there, feeling the buzz between my legs and the throbbing pinch of the clover clamps.  I fished out the flogger, the cane, and the sap and laid them on the bunk.
 
                 “Twenty strokes with each one please,” I asked.
 
                 Jim looked at me in surprise. “I have to ask…” he started.
 
                 So we went through the whole litany again. I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  I’m being punished. Yada yada yada.  Jim accepted it better than John had and a moment later I was lying where he had been sitting, my hands again under my head, my clamped breasts ready and waiting while my loins continued their steady march back up the mountain toward the climax.
 
                 The flogger landed sharply, causing me to hiss, but despite a full twenty strokes, solidly delivered, my clover clamps stayed firmly attached.  My skin looked flushed, a darkening pink, and Jim picked up the sap next.  These strokes he alternated between my left and right breast, delivering ten to each side, which probably wasn’t what Master Brandon had meant, but which I was in no position, nor mood, to correct.  The sap made the clover clamps tighten even more for some reason and I felt the aching, biting, throb of the metal maws chewing on my nipples as if I’d been lying on the pavement and allowed the truck to roll over my breasts.
 
                 Then it was time for the cane and Jim really let me have it. He removed the five pound weight and lifted the chain up above my breasts so he could land the cane across the undersides, literally using the clover clamps to pull my breasts upwards while he delivered left hand strikes that raised welts on the soft curves beneath each nipple.  Then he went the other direction, holding the chain with his left hand while leaving raised stripes along the tops.
 
                 I was practically hysterical during this and the only thing that kept me sane was the fact that my hands were between my legs, adding pressure to my clit.  I even grabbed the vibroballs remote and turned it up to full power, letting the waves of ecstasy intermingle with the flood of pain coming from my top.  It all combined nicely and I exploded near the end, crying out in pleasure, much to Jim surprise.  Then he yanked his trousers down, freed his cock, and shoved it in my mouth.
 
                 I sucked, slightly dazed from orgasm and the still rumbling vibroballs inside me.  My vision swam as his fingers tightened in my hair and we went from blowjob to skull fuck.  Then he pushed me back, throwing me down onto the bed and I felt his hands pawing at my waist. The button of my shorts snapped opened and then he was ripping my shorts and panties off my body.  One of my flip flops went flying.  He flicked the other shoe away.  Then I was naked and he pulled my vibroballs out by the wire, throwing them to the floor of the cabin, still rumbling.  We struggled with a condom and then for the second time that morning I was pinned to a mattress. 
 
                 Jim didn’t play with my breasts, nor did I cum a third time.  But he grunted and groaned and screwed me while I made the correct moaning and whimpering noises expected of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  Ten minutes later, he popped, filling the condom and staying inside me until he softened. I love that.  I just held on and felt him go limp inside me.  It’s a wonderful feeling. I wish more men did that.
 
                 The aftermath was awkward, but satisfactory.  I cleaned off the vibroballs and made a show of putting them back in and turning them on.  That surprised Jim and he whistled in appreciation. 
 
                 “You are nuts, woman.  And you are going to do this again?”
 
                 I nodded as I lifted my panties up off the floor.
 
                 “Um… can I have those?” Jim asked.
 
                 I blinked.  They were a pair of Wal-Mart panties, hardly expensive and they reeked of my… oh.  Sure. I get it.  I handed the soiled sex scented panties to him and he grinned like a little boy with his first semi-truck toy on Christmas day.  He climbed into the front seat and hung them on one of the visor shades.  Uck… Talk about embarrassing!
 
                 When he turned back around I was pulling my tight shorts up into the crack of my ass.  Then I pinched open the clover clamps, wincing as my flattened nipples were flooded once again with circulatory fluids.  I whimpered, hunching over and was shocked to realize that I was getting turned on.
 
                 Okay. Maybe that’s not a shock.  After all, I was still stuffed with vibroballs, half naked, with whipped, sapped, and caned breasts, while experiencing the pain of having the blood rush back into my nipples. I guess it’s not really a surprise at all, is it?
 
                 But I shocked the hell out of Jim a moment later when I fished my alligator clamps out of my bag and held them out to him.
 
                 “Please? Would you put these on me?” I asked.
 
                 “You’ve got to be kidding me!” he exclaimed, studying the electrical style metal clamps. 
 
                 Instead of answering, I cupped my abused breasts and arched my back.  An unblinking steady gaze was enough to make him shake his head and lift the clamps.  A moment later I was struggling to breathe, leaning against the side of the cabin, shooting pain and misery erupting at the tip of each breast and flooding inward and downward with brutal sensitivity.  Barely functioning, I packed my bag, tucking my tee shirt in it, totally unwilling to drag tight cotton down over my alligator clamps, much less my now well abused bosom.
 
                 “Find me someone?” I begged Jim.
 
                 He took a deep breath and I could sense the disbelief in him.  But he got on his CB radio and after a few minutes of jargon talk, put the microphone back on its clip and motioned me toward the door.  I climbed down, my breasts hurting abominably, and I didn’t even have the five pound weight on. I had forgotten it in the heat of the moment.  Jim hit the ground behind me and then with a smile, grabbed the chain between my breasts and pulled me along behind him.
 
                 I grabbed his wrists to keep from having my nipples ripped off and hurried after him, the snap of my flip flops seemingly loud in the manmade canyon of trucks.  Jim led me past half a dozen rigs before we stopped in front of an electric blue cab.  A man was standing there with a surprised expression on his face as he caught sight of me.
 
                 “I’m guessing there is a good explanation for this?” he asked Jim.  Jim let go of the chain and I gasped in relief, clutching my breasts and leaning against another one of those massive tires.  My nipples felt like I’d deliberately smashed them in a door frame, one by one.
 
                 “Well Grant, this little slut has already fucked me and John Martens and all we had to pay was a decent thrashing across her tits. Seems she likes it and gets turned on having guys whip her.”
 
                 Grant looked over at me, his eyes no doubt tracing the fine series of crisscrossed welts that striped my bosom.
 
                 “Hey guys! What’s up?” a new voice called.  Grant and Jim both turned and looked uncomfortable as another trucker walked up.
 
                 “So what… wow.  Guess you guys were about to have a party.”  
 
                 Jim laughed. “Sorry Tommy, but I was just giving Grant here a little strumpet who needs some attention.  I’ve already done her and she needs more.”
 
                 Tommy looked me over and then shook his head with a clear regret. “Well, can’t say I’m not jealous, Grant.  She’s gorgeous.”  The next line was directed at me. “When you’re done with Grant, sweetie, come see at my rig.  It’s the big red and white Peterbilt at the end of the line. I’ll make it worth your while.”  Then he walked off whistling.
 
                 Grant laughed.  “Looks like you’ll be busy, sweetheart.  Up ya go.”
 
                 And thus I was traded off.  Again I climbed into a tractor, moved to the back, sat on the bunk, and proceeded to explain just how many strokes and with what.  This time however I took off the alligator clamps. I didn’t want them tearing me during the beating.  Then I laid back, put my hands behind my head, and tried not to scream too loudly while Grant tenderized my breasts with the flogger.  Then he sapped each side, twenty strokes each (hope you’re happy Brandon!) and then, when I was shaking like mad, the vibroballs roaring inside me, my breasts so hot and heavy and swollen, Grant grabbed the cane.  Each stroke landed on my nipples, and nowhere else.  White fire exploded through me and half way through I screamed and clutched my breasts, getting smacked with almost bone breaking force across my knuckles.
 
                 Grant didn’t like that and tugged my arms loose while I tried to curl into a ball.  Then he climbed atop me, holding my wrists with one hand while he slashed at me with the cane.  There was no counting, no way to stop him and he hit me with short hard flicks until the welts rose and my nipples looked like they’d been through a meat tenderizer.
 
                 He tossed the can aside as soon as I was bawling and then went after my shorts. I heard a ripping sound as they were yanked off my ass and then he did the same thing to the vibroballs.  A second later and he was thrusting himself into me, regardless of what I did to help or hinder him and I just lay there, tears streaming down my cheeks, my arms clutching my breasts.  When it was over I was covered in cum, from the waist down, the white cream dripping along my skin.  Grant rolled off me with a groan of satisfaction, then sat up.
 
                 “Well, you’re a good fuck, I’ll say that at least.  Now I’ve got some driving to do, so you can get your shit and your little ass off my rig,” Grant said.
 
                 He hauled me into a sitting position by one arm and proceeded to pile my bag, shorts, and vibroballs (which were STILL buzzing) into my arms.  Then he pushed me into the front and literally out the door.  I stumbled as I tried to climb down and landed on my naked ass.  Grant threw my flip flops down to me.  Then he shut the door. Bastard.
 
                  I finished pulling on my torn shorts and tee shirt and stuffed the vibroballs back into my bag.  I felt used.  My breasts hurt horribly and even my sex felt like I’d just gone ten rounds in a boxing ring, except with my loins instead of my fists.  I slipped my bare feet back into the flip flops and took stock of my location. I had parked my truck at the back of the lot.
 
                 But as I walked something occurred to me. I had forgotten something.  What was it?  Suddenly I groaned as the memory hit me.
 
                 “Should you cum, even once, you will add your clit to the target list.  Each unauthorized orgasm will result in twenty strokes of the flogger, the cane, and the sap, to your clit.  Hopefully, that will keep you under control.”
 
                 That’s what Master Brandon’s email had said. I’d flubbed it up.  I smacked my forehead with my palm.  I was hardly going to go back to Grant, and I doubted Jim and John were still around.
 
                 “Hey gorgeous, I thought you might be stopping by.”
 
                 I looked up. Two trucks down from where my little Ford F-150 stood, was Tommy.  He gave me a grin and an eye fuck that were both terribly intensive.
 
                 “You didn’t have to get dressed though.  I liked you with the clamps.”
 
                 I let out an exasperated breath, though I truly wasn’t irritated with him.  I was more upset with myself.
 
                 “Look, Tommy. I know you think I…” my words trailed off as the realization suddenly hit me.
 
                 Tommy looked at me curiously, obviously waiting for me to finish what I was going to say.
 
                 Then I smiled.  I shifted my hips, one foot arching, as I crossed my ankles with the next step. I violated his personal space and got very, very close.
 
                 “So big boy, you think you can ride a little cowgirl like me?” I asked seductively.
 
                 Tommy laughed. “Little girl, I can fuck you so hard you’ll have trouble walking when were done.”
 
                 I slipped my arm through his and for the fourth time that morning I climbed up into another truck.  But this time, I stripped myself and when I spread myself out on the bunk and lifted my legs up into the air, my swollen, wet, and ready sex pulsing in need, I handed him the leather sap.
 
                 “What am I supposed to do with this?” he asked when it came out of my canvas bag.
 
                 I looked down between my spread thighs. My bare feet were only inches from the roof of the cabin and my neck was bent against the back bulkhead.  Both breasts lay flat, but still were bright red and deeply marked.  
 
                 “Take the sap, and hit me between the legs,” I said softly.
 
                 “Are you sure?”
 
                 Am I sure?  I smiled.  “Yes, Tommy.  I’m sure.  I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and I need at least eighty strokes right on my pussy before you fuck me stupid.  Think you can handle that?
 
                 He lifted the sap up with a smile.  “Missy, I hope you know what you’re asking for, because in a moment you’ll be screaming for me to stop.”
 
                 You know what?  He was right about one thing.  A moment later I was screaming.
 
                 But it wasn’t to stop.
 
                 
 
    
 
   Breanne,

The moment you read this email, the clock starts ticking.  You will remove your bra and put a nippleband on the tip of each breast.  You will pack in a bag your larger blue rubber bands, Stinging O, two clothespins, your clover clamps and five pound weight, your alligator clamps, a flogger, your sap, and a cane.

From the moment you read this email, you are not allowed to cum, regardless of what toy you are stuffed with or what setting it is at. In order to be free to cum, you must have your breasts caned (twenty strokes with visible welts) by a stranger.  However, you have only one hour to do this.  Should you not be able to get out and have your breasts caned, you will apply the clothespins to your nipples and now you must have your breasts both caned AND flogged (twenty strokes each) and you will now have to have it done TWICE.)  Should it take you longer than three hours to have your breasts caned and flogged by two different strangers, on the start of the third hour you will apply the clover clamps and weight.  You must also have your breasts sapped (twenty strokes) as well as flogged and caned as well as add a third stranger..  At the fourth hour, should you STILL have not completed this assignment, you will remove the clover clamps and put on the alligator clamps and add the five pound weight.  You will then be required to have your breasts caned, flogged, sapped a fourth time with each implement.  You may fuck as much as you'd like, but still no cumming until you've had your breasts beaten.
 
    
 
   Should you cum, even once, you will add your clit to the target list.  Each unauthorized orgasm will result in twenty strokes of the flogger, the cane, and the sap, to your clit.  Hopefully, that will keep you under control.
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   Part One
 
    
 
    
 
                 I stood there staring at the remains of Julie’s apartment.  The living room was trashed, covered in napkins and plastic cups and beer bottles and paper plates.  The floor was there, somewhere, under the detritus.  The sour odors of cigarette smoke and marijuana still filled the place and I stumbled through the litter, stubbing my toe on something hard and unyielding as I made my way to the sliding porch door.  I slid it open, gasping in a lungful of clean air, ignoring for the moment my total nudity, or the fact that another apartment building stood across a brightly sunlit parking lot.
 
                 Conscious for the first time in hours, I wrapped one arm across my breasts and groaned.  Fresh pain circled up, taking my breath away and I looked down at the damage.  Bright red marks, deep and obvious, covered my bosom from the top of my sternum, over my nipples, and even down underneath.  Ligature marks were still visible encircling the base of each breast, and my nipples were misshapen, having spent hours in a variety of clamps that most humans would never willingly allow to be applied to their bodies.  My sex itself was swollen, the petals stained blue with little azure rivulets running down my thighs.
 
                 I turned away, starting to shiver as the cold chilled my skin.  Stepping back into the dank miasma of fumes I again slogged my way through the party debris, heading toward the bathroom.  I tripped again though and this time I bent down and discovered one of the guests from the previous evening, a boy name George, passed out.  How the hell could twelve people make this much of a mess?
 
                 Had it been twelve people?  I’m not sure.  I had spent much of the evening on Julie’s bed.  Just that thought made me wince and my earlier self-examination continued as I studied the crisscross welts that spanned both buttocks, not to mention the swollen and abraded state of my bright blue clit and labia.  There were still rectangular marks where the sap had struck me between the legs.  
 
                 Both thighs were welted as well, and not just across the fronts and backs, but on the tender insides, just under my sex.  Even my feet ached and when I pulled up one foot to check the sole, I saw the red lines where the rubber bands and the cane had been smashed against my arches.
 
                 I felt… awful.  I kicked my way through cast off clothing and another unconscious but breathing body; Mayra this time, and made my way into the bathroom.  I started tossing beer bottles out of the door, just trying not to hit anyone or break any glass and when I finally had a clear space on the floor, and had flushed what looked like puke down the toilet, I sagged against the wall and wondered…
 
                 What the hell happened?
 
                 
 
    
 
                 It all started with an assignment as do most of my little bursts of insanity do.  This particular gem came from Master Dan, who has a penchant for complicated extremism, not to mention making me hurt.  It started simply.  I was to be the center piece for a gathering, the intention to be my suffering and the sexual gratification of all present – with the possible exception of me personally, though fortunately I had my moments.  I was to be abused, clamped, whipped, caned, welted, hot waxed, iced, and practically everything in between.  Considering some of the things I’ve had done to me at Julie’s place, it actually wasn’t that big of a deal.
 
                 But what was different about this assignment was that it wasn’t a duet.  It wasn’t even a trio. It was a fucking band and I was the primary instrument to be played. Julie agreed to the whole thing and when I arrived Saturday afternoon, ostensibly to help set up for the party, I was a little surprised to find most of it already done.
 
                 “Wow, you’ve really outdone yourself, Julie,” I said softly as I stood there in her living room.  I was naked, except for my slip on heels, my clothes having been removed mere minutes before and I was ignoring the steady heat that seemed to be permeating my bosom.  Both breasts were sporting large red hand prints, individual finger marks clearly visible, worked into my flesh.  My nipples were hard and I was taking deep breaths, trying to shake off Julie’s normal greeting protocol, which almost always involved a rather vigorous breast slapping that frequently threatened to knock me off my feet.
 
                 The dining room table had been converted into a bar.  There was vodka and black cherry Fresca.  There was rum and Coke.  There were mixings for highballs and lowballs, salt for margaritas, and enough beer to fill a wading pool.  And there was food too.  A bowl the size of a tire held pretzels.  There were chips and an unopened jar of French onion dip.  There were crackers and cheese crackers and cheese puffs and cookies and my head began to swim as my brain tried to add up the calories.
 
                 But while the food was amazing, Julie had outdone herself in the living room.  All of the light bulbs had been changed to strange colors.  Now blue and red were the predominant hues and it made me feel like I was standing in an aquarium, bubbling my way through the weeds.  Her easy chair had been pushed to one corner and about five more folding chairs had been added in various spots, practically doubling the available seating.  
 
                 Crepe paper had been strung from the patio door shades to the ceiling fan and then into various corners, taped in place.  Balloons, in matching reds and blues with an occasional green, were hung to conceal the streamer mounts.  And centered on the wall behind the sofa was a menu.
 
                 Or perhaps it was a price list.  I’m not quite sure how to define it.  I had to read it several times, and not because it was small either.  No, it was handwritten but drawn on a piece of poster-board the size of a freaking billboard and across the top was scrawled “Breanne’s Cost”
 
                 Underneath the title was a listing, a rather complete listing I might add, of all the sexual services I’ve been known to provide.  It started out benign, with a hand job, then moved downward in sexual intensity.  However, it wasn’t the list that startled me. It was the cost.  I had known it was coming, but Julie had taken a few liberties with Master Dan’s original assignment.
 
    
 
   Breanne’s Cost
 
    
 
   Handjob – 10 strokes of rubber band to both feet
 
   Blowjob – 10 spanks to the ass
 
   Ass Fuck – 10 strokes to both breasts with the cane
 
   Pussy Fuck -  10 strokes to clit, breasts, feet, and ass with the sap
 
    
 
                 It was a scary list and from the amount of liquor Julie had available, I began to have a foreboding feeling in my stomach.  How many people were actually coming to this little shindig?  I turned around.  The coffee table, a heavy wooden monstrosity that I’ve spent hours tied and spread on, had been moved away from the sofa and positioned more centrally in the room.  Julie had also placed some specific items here and there.  A whole set of candles were arranged, with a lighter, on top of the television set.  A bowl full of rubber bands sat on a side table.  There was a fresh cut selection of willow switches, still green at the ends and plucked free of leaves.  Julie’s flogger was lying across one chair.  A roll of electrical tape was under the coffee table, lying next to rope, several skeins worth.  And Julie’s Japanese clover clamps lay on a sofa cushion, waiting for some idiot girl to offer up her tits.
 
                 I had brought my bag too. Julie had requested “party favors” and I had obliged.  My Core Driller dildo was there, as were my alligator clamps, Kari’s portable TENS Unit, a Wartenberg Wheel, enough clothespins to start a laundry service, and my tack mat, rolled up nicely.  Add to that my ankle and wrist cuffs and the thick leather bondage collar, and it looked like we were ready to party.
 
                 I spent the next hour helping Julie clean her bedroom.  We changed the sheets on the bed, pulled back the comforter, cleared the floor of clothes and filled the hamper.  And yes, I did it all naked, and I even had my ben wa balls stuffed up inside me, just in case the anticipation of my forthcoming party fuck wasn’t sufficient to keep me wet.  Admittedly, I felt a bit of trepidation when Julie got out her bungee cords and hooked them to each corner of the bed.  I knew they were meant for me.  And when we had fifteen minutes to go before the first guest was set to arrive, she turned on the music, lit the candles, put ice out in the coolers, and then scattered my stuff all over the living room.
 
                 “Let’s go, girl.  Cuff and collar time!” Julie called to me.  I came out of the bathroom, where I had put a small basket of potpourri out and used the toilet myself.  Now extremely nervous, I stood in front of Julie, who was wearing fishnet stockings, a black miniskirt, and a fishnet shirt that exposed her breasts as thoroughly as mine were. I held out my hands.  It took her seconds to buckle the thick black leather cuffs around my wrists and then she did my throat, wrapping the collar around my neck with deft fingers.  My ankles came next and I lifted each slip-on heeled foot, letting her buckle the ankle cuffs on.
 
                 “Now, do you want to meet and greet? Or do you want to suffer right off the bat?” Julie asked me.
 
                 My eyes narrowed.  “What’s the difference?”
 
                 She shrugged. “Meet and greet means you answer the door with your clothespins and politely ask each guest to put one on you, wherever they’d like, before they come in.  If I were you, I’d remember their names too.  So introduce yourself and ask them each who they are.”
 
                 I blinked. “Why do I need to remember their names?” I demanded.
 
                 Julie’s eyes narrowed.  “It’s a test Bre.  Trust me, you will want to remember their names.”
 
                 I shifted uncomfortably.  Did I really want to answer the door naked, repeatedly, offering arriving guests the opportunity to place a clothespin on whatever portion of my very exposed and naked body was closest?  Not really.
 
                 “What’s the suffer option?” I asked hesitantly.
 
                 Julie laughed.  “You get tied to the coffee table, I stuff you with vibrators, and then I put all two dozen clothespins I’ve got on you and when everyone has arrived, we’ll play a game where everyone gets to have one swing and try to remove them all from your body.  The winner gets a prize.”
 
                 I blanched.  That sounded like a horrible game.  So let’s see.  Two dozen clothespins now, followed by a brutal flogging, or clothespins one by one, along with horrible humiliation.
 
                 “Guess I’ll answer the door,” I said dispiritedly.  
 
                 “Good!  Now let’s replace the ben wa balls with your vibroballs.  Here, I’ll duct tape the remote to your hip.”  And she did.  A moment later my depths were being assaulted and I was trying to deal with the very intense high level setting of two plastic spheres rattling around inside me.  Julie didn’t seem to care and poured herself a drink.
 
                 Me? I stayed away from the liquor. I would have loved a vodka and Fresca, but when I’m doing crazy sex stuff, I try to avoid getting fuddled by anything other than massive levels of adrenaline, endorphins, and oxytocin.  Being a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut means also being mentally sound.  Drunk girls can’t give consent to sex, even if they would have sober.  And to be honest, I’m not a fun drunk.  I get sleepy and the last thing you want is a fuck buddy or torture slut who just keeps falling over and snoring.  So I poured myself a diet Coke and waited.
 
                 Eventually, a little after five, the first guest arrived and I resisted the urge to run and hide as the knock was almost lost in the heavy bump and grind of the music.  I took a deep breath, grabbed the bowl full of clothespins, and walked quickly to the front door.  I didn’t look through the peep hole and instead, opened it wide and tried to smile. My stomach did flip flops while my pussy continued to throttle the vibroballs buzzing inside me.
 
                 “Holy Shit!” was the greeting I got.  A nice looking young man, about twenty or so, stood in the doorway, eyes wide, staring at me.
 
                 I forced a smile. “No, I’m Breanne.  Thanks for coming,” I said, the words sounding a little wooden.  I didn’t welcome him in or get out of the way and he didn’t even notice. He was too busy staring at my body.  I held out the bowl full of wooden pegs.
 
                 “Would you care to put one on me?” I asked politely.
 
                 His eyes widened and then he grinned. “You have to be Breanne.”
 
                 I gave him a queer look. “I thought I said that.”
 
                 He plucked one of the clothespins out of the bowl and gave it a thoughtful look.  “Anywhere on your body?”
 
                 I nodded, but then suddenly amended my offer. “Except my tongue please. It might be tough to greet other guests if I’m having trouble talking.”
 
                 He laughed.  “That’s funny!  Stick out your tongue.”
 
                 I blinked. ‘But… I said.”
 
                 “I know.  That’s what’s so funny about it!” 
 
                 Stunned, I stuck out my tongue and the bastard clipped the clothespin right to it.  I felt ridiculous.  Julie, who was leaning against the foyer wall was laughing her ass off, arms crossed across her chest.  Her blue/green hair waved wildly and I frowned at her, my tongue hanging out and sporting the wooden peg.
 
                 “This is not funny,” I said crossly, or tried to. It actually came out like “Dith ith noth fthunnee.”  
 
                 Julie stepped forward and gave the boy who had clothespinned my tongue a hug. I started to shut the door.  
 
                 “That was well done, Kevin.  Come on in and make yourself a drink.”
 
                 It was only then that I noticed that Kevin was also holding a great big bag.  More beer, chips, and snacks joined the collection on the dining room table.  I followed them in, feeling incredibly stupid and more than a little humiliated, which of course made me more aroused, but since it wasn’t sexual humiliation, it was worse.  I was a laughing stock.  Ridiculed.  I could see Kevin glancing around the place, seeing the sex toys lying about, the prices on the wall, and I could tell that if another guest didn’t arrive soon, I wouldn’t be greeting anyone.  I’d be giving Kevin a handjob.
 
                 But the next guest arrived on time and I was able to excuse myself from Julie and Kevin’s conversation with a short “exthuseme.”  The laughter followed me to the door.
 
                 No words came out of the blond haired guy who stood there, a six pack in his hand and a shocked look on his face.  
 
                 “Hi.  I’mth Breanneth.  Thankth forth commminunng.” I mumbled. 
 
                 Look, do I have to do this?  Write out the gobbledee gook?  What? Yes? It’s easier for you to laugh at me like that?  Please…. This is totally ridiculous. Hell, it’s DAYS later and I’m still feeling embarrassed.
 
                 Okay. Fine.
 
                 I held out the bowl.  “Wouth you likth to puth a clothepinth on me?”
 
                 Blond guy still hadn’t said a word.  But he glanced down at the bowl and plucked one out.  
 
                 “Uh… where…” he asked.
 
                 I sort of posed.  “Anywheth you wanth,” I said. “Whath your name?”
 
                 “Ian,” he replied promptly, then lifted the clothespin.  He pinched it open and I sucked in a breath around my clamped tongue. Sure enough, Ian’s peg tightened on my left nipple, crushing it firmly in the strong wooden jaw.  I winced and let out a sharp breath, trying to adjust to the pulverizing bite.  Ian seemed to enjoy my discomfort and I stepped backward, letting him in.
 
                 The next time I opened the door I blinked in surprise and had to brace myself as a gorgeous brunette with a baby face and long dark locks practically hurled herself at me.  Before I could even react she had wrapped me in a hug that crushed Ian’s clothespin sideways, sending bursts of fresh pain through my bosom.  I whimpered and sort of returned the hug.
 
                 “Hi Kellith,” I mumbled.
 
                 Kelly released me and took a step back, not seeming to notice how the clothespin, which had been sticking straight out from my left nipple was now canted at an awkward angle..  Her eyes narrowed and she reached up and plucked the wooden peg from my tongue.
 
                 “Why on earth do you have a clothespin on your tongue?” Kelly demanded.
 
                 Relieved of the awkward clamp, I pulled my tongue back into my mouth and worked my jaw a bit. I was already sore.  “One of our guests put it there to embarrass me.”
 
                 Kelly’s eyes widened.  “Oh.  Did I screw up one of your assignment thingies?  I am so sorry!”  Her apology was totally ingenuous and she lifted the clothespin as if intending to put it right back on my tongue.  My eyes widened and I shook my head in alarm.
 
                 “Oh. You don’t want it back on, do you?”
 
                 I swallowed in relief.  I had met Kelly at a club one night with Julie and she had turned out to be a softy.  She enjoyed watching my torments, but hadn’t wanted to inflict any herself.  That was fine by me.  I lifted my bowl.
 
                 “Would you like to put a clothespin on me?” I asked softly.
 
                 Kelly looked in the bowl, but then grinned. “Got one!” she said.  Then she looked at my nude form and studied me.  Finally she looked back up at my face. “Where would it hurt the least?” she asked.
 
                 I pondered that.  Where would it hurt the least?  I’d never categorized that from the bottom.  Usually the list goes clit, nipples, beneath the triceps, labia, sides, and then around the breasts.  Oh.  Listing it that way was fine.
 
                 “My breasts, but not the nipple.  Just pinch a little bit and put the clothespin on,” I replied clearly, thankful the clothespin was no longer on my tongue.
 
                 Kelly nodded and reached up. Then she fit her peg on a bit of my bosom.  It ached, but wasn’t bad.  Then she stood on tip toe and kissed me.  It was a passionate kiss.  A soft kiss.  And it was a wet kiss.  I kissed her back, feeling a shiver of delight run through me all the way down to my purring vibroballs.  My arousal meter jumped and I felt another wave of lust rush through my veins. At that moment, what I really wanted to do was drag Kelly into the back bedroom and see how many ways I could make her cum using just my tongue!
 
                 As Kelly turned away to head toward the dining room, I didn’t even have a chance to close the door.  Two more young men had walked up during the kiss and were enjoying the view. 
 
                 “Hello, I’m Breanne.  Welcome to the Torture Party,” I said brightly, my positive tone coming from my unclamped tongue and the left over feeling of Kelly’s soft lips on mine.  “Would you care to put a clothespin on me?” I asked, holding out the bowl.
 
                 “You are one crazy slut,” the first young man said to me.  He had a mop of unruly blond hair.  He plucked a clothespin out of the bowl and immediately put it on my right nipple, over my piercing. I gasped as the shooting pain exploded in my breast and I hunched over slightly, fighting for breath.  Clothespins always have this effect on me.  The first thirty or forty seconds are brutal.  Then the pain dulls to a throb.  He looked at his friend who took another clothespin out of the bowl.  He was dark haired and he looked me over and then for some reason, added his clothespin to the meaty side of my breast, matching Kelly’s peg.  
 
                 They turned to go in, but I stopped them with a gasp. “Wait! What are your names?” I begged.
 
                 “I’m Matthew.  This is Sam,” said the blond.  Then he smiled and moved off toward the drinks.  Sam gave me a smile and then shrugged.  I watched them walk into the dining room and I shut the front door.
 
                 Another ten minutes passed and three more guests arrived, all of them male, and they introduced themselves to me easily.  Again I was spared as each of them followed Kelly and Sam’s route, putting clothespins on my breasts, rather than elsewhere.  But when I opened the door the next time, my eyes widened in surprise as a somewhat dark skinned girl grinned at me.  
 
                 “Mayra!” I said in shock.
 
                 “Hello Bre.  Good to see you. It’s been a while since I’ve had you licking me.  We’re going to fix that tonight.”  Her voice was thin and reedy.
 
                 Mayra was a large girl with massive breasts but she wore her weight well and while she could stand to loose a few pounds, I knew her Mexican heritage stood her in good stead.  She wasn’t fat by any means, she just had a lot of bulk, most of it in her bosom.  But her appearance wasn’t what fazed me.  Last time I had been at her mercy, Julie had been forced to step in and stop her when it became apparent that she wasn’t respecting my limits.  The idea of her using me was just a tad bit frightening.  She was one of the few women on my list that I would never submit to for a one on one session.  It was too dangerous.
 
                 I licked my lips, contemplating NOT offering her a clothespin, but she took that option away from me by just reaching into the bowl and grabbing one.  I stood there, waiting, and she bucked the trend. 
 
                 “Can’t let your little clitty not get any attention, can we?” she said, bending over.  I spread my legs slightly as she pinched open the peg and immediately let it close on my slightly swollen clit.  I groaned as the discomfort of the clamp shot upward through me.  But Mayra wasn’t done.  She held onto the clothespin with one hand and began twisting it, rotating the peg and my clitoris in a circle.  Her left hand grabbed hold of the clothespin on my pierced nipple and began twisting it too.  I fell backward against the wall, agony shooting through my breast and my sex as Mayra turned each clothespin a full one hundred and eighty degrees away from normal.
 
                 “I am so going to hurt you tonight,” she whispered to me while I shuddered and quivered under the painful onslaught of sensation.  Then she let go and I felt my clit snap back to center.  My nipple took longer and she walked away, leaving me almost blubbering against the wall, the open door of the apartment a few feet away.
 
                 I had almost recovered when another form filled the doorway.  I recognized him too, the dark eyes, the easy smile, and I struggled to stand upright.
 
                 “Hey, Breanne.”
 
                 I licked my lips and sucked in another breath, which of course made the clothespins sticking out at various angles from my chest bounce and jiggle. I’m sure it looked fetching.
 
                 “Hi Jimmy,” I whispered, still dealing with the aftershocks of the pain Mayra had inflicted upon me.  I lifted the bowl and said “clothespin?”
 
                 Jimmy laughed and stepped into the apartment. I had met him only a few weeks before when he had been part of my third year anniversary assignment.  We had gotten along well and admittedly it was always easier to deal with people I knew, rather than strangers.  Except for Mayra.  I wish she hadn’t been invited.
 
                 Gently, Jimmy put the clothespin on my right labia, just under my clit and I could feel the weight dangling from my petal. It was a good feeling and didn’t particularly hurt either.  I liked that.  I gave him a chaste kiss on the cheek, remembering that it hadn’t been that long since I had experienced his cock up my ass.  I reasoned that it probably wouldn’t be that long before I had it there again.  I sighed and he smiled again, and then joined the growing crowd at the table.  Some people had moved off into the living room and I looked around.  Kelly was chatting with Mayra and both of them were continually glancing over at me. Kelly had a look of chagrin and maybe concern on her face and Mayra was making strange gestures, as if she were describing some awful thing she planned on doing to me.  
 
   
  
 

              There was another knock on the door and I turned to answer it.  Two more boys were shown into the apartment and my pussy soon sported more clamps along the labia.  
 
                 I was starting to get tired. I’d been answering the door for thirty minutes and by my count, there was now a dozen people sitting, standing, chatting, and carrying on in Julie’s apartment.  And that didn’t even count Julie or me!  Another hard, sharp, confident knock found me turning back to the foyer and I opened the door to see…
 
                 Kari Anders; my best friend, my lover, my mistress.
 
    
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
                 My mouth fell open.  Shock is not even the right word to use.
 
                 Kari was dressed in a tight lyrca dress that showed off her slender body to its maximum advantage.  Her feet were in high heels, the kind that looked like she had spent about three or four hundred dollars for them.  A tiny black purse hung on her arm and diamond earrings, real diamond earrings, glittered at each side of her head, half hidden by the long, straight, white gold tresses of her hair.
 
                 “Kari,” I whispered.
 
                 You have to understand that I rarely mix dominatrix.  Kari is sophisticated, sharp, high class and about as different from Julie and her crew of low-brow, twenty something, punk rocker, drug-using, college age weirdoes.  In fact, up until the moment Kari arrived, I was pretty sure I was the oldest person in the place.  Perhaps Jimmy was closer to my age, but I doubted it.  He didn’t have the grace and poise that more mature men seem to get when they move closer to thirty than twenty.
 
                 She stepped into the apartment. I was still too stunned.  Kari never came to Julie’s place.  Julie NEVER went to Kari’s condo.  They were incompatible.  Julie is a punk rock Goth girl who smokes and plays poker and drinks beer and tokes marijuana.  Kari is an interior designer and might, occasionally, have a glass of wine with her dinner!  It was oil and water.
 
                 Her long fingers dipped into the bowl of clothespins.  “These, I presume, are for my amusement?” she asked lightly, her voice already husky with that sexual overtone I’ve grown so accustomed too.
 
                 I nodded stupidly.  
 
                 “Good,” she replied.  Then she plucked two of the pegs from the bowl and quickly finished the set applied to my labia.  I groaned as her fingers flicked against the clothespin on my clit and then she kissed me.  It was everything I could do not to melt.
 
                 Julie appeared.  “Hi, Ms. Anders.  Thanks for coming,” she said politely.
 
                 Ms. Anders?  Seriously? I’d never heard Julie use an honorific ever!  I tried to wrap my mind around it.
 
                 Kari smiled. “It’s quite an honor. I won’t be staying long however, just an hour or so.  But I do appreciate the invitation.”
 
                 Julie grinned. “Of course.  Come on in.  Can I get you a drink?”
 
                 My mistress nodded. “Rum and Coke please.”              
 
                 “Right away.”  Julie looked at me and then snapped her fingers.  “Coffee table, on your back.”
 
                 I closed the apartment door and realized that everyone must have arrived.  Otherwise I wouldn’t have been ordered to the coffee table.  Wincing with every step, the clothespins rattling, I entered the living room.  The place was noisy.  The party had only been going thirty minutes and already there were enough empty beer bottles sitting in various spots to fill half a trash can.  Cups decorated every available surface, including the coffee table, and I had to clean it up before moving back to the wooden platform.
 
                 When I laid down on it, I set the bowl of clothespins down and stared up at the ceiling.  My body ached from the dozen or so wooden pegs chewing on my private parts, but getting off my feet was nice.  I was still wearing the slip on high heels and I settled down. I stretched my arms above my head, groaning a little when the flattening of my breasts made the clothespins hurt a tad bit more.  I also spread my legs, unconsciously adopting the normal bound position that Julie usually has me in when I’m secured to the coffee table. I wondered if the price list on the back wall was about to get put to use.
 
                 When Kari came into the room, accompanied by Julie, I watched out of the corner of my eye, wondering if she would say anything about the décor. Kari is an obsessive compulsive and she has an artistic eye.  She can also be brutally opinionated and one of the reasons I had never mixed Julie and Kari together was because I felt that it would come to blows.  Julie is an uncouth barbarian.  She snorts, belches, farts, and generally behaves on a lower level than most adults.  She’s young and hot headed.  Hell, when I first met her she was barely twenty years old.  Now look at her!
 
                 Kari on the other hand is the epitome of class.  That I would be a common bond between them had escaped me.  Kari didn’t say a word though and merely settled in the easy chair, right after Julie had ordered one of the other male guests to get up.  He didn’t seem to mind, his eyes appreciating Kari’s body.  Then my mistress sat down, crossed her legs, and sipped her drink, apparently ready to enjoy the show.
 
                 Julie returned to me and reached under the coffee table for the skein of rope she had left there earlier.  It only took a minute or two, but I was soon bound, unable to rise or even move very much.  Someone turned the music down a bit and Julie picked up the bowl of clothespins and shook it.  There was still at least a dozen wooden pegs swirling around and I shivered.
 
                 “Thanks for everyone coming to my Valentine’s Day Torture Party.  In case you haven’t figured it out, this pain slut on the table is Breanne and she’s the one who is supposed to get tortured,” Julie began. “
 
                 I lifted my head slightly and glanced at her.  From underneath, I could see up her shirt.  Julie isn’t gifted when it comes to boobs and she has “enhanced” the appearance of her breasts with piercings on both tips. I could literally see the tiny barbells.
 
                 “Now, it appears Breanne didn’t get all of the clothespins on, so if I could have a few volunteers come up and complete the…”
 
                 She didn’t even finish the damn sentence before Mayra seemed to catapult herself off the sofa and fall on her knees next to the coffee table.  Even before one of the other boys got down to help her she was plucking clothespins out of the bowl.  I felt a sharp pinch on my side.  Then another.  I got hit from the other angle then and felt a peg clamped on another pinch of breast.  Mayra squeezed another clothespin onto my labia.  All in all, it was a brutal three or four minutes with fresh pain exploding through me every few seconds.  
 
                 Me? I made the appropriate sounds, which to be honest were rather instinctive.  You try lying on a coffee table while someone attaches wooden clothespins to YOUR delicate parts while staying quiet.  They’re lucky I wasn’t crying out in full-throated objection.  As it was I whimpered, moaned, groaned, and let loose with the occasional yelp, usually whenever Mayra put on a new peg.
 
                 When the bowl was empty Mayra took a moment to run her hand over my body, about three inches above my skin.  Of course, the side of her hand hit every single damn peg, wiggling them and it seemed she paid extra attention to my breasts and sex before Julie finally tapped her on the shoulder and motioned her back to the couch.  Mayra looked grumpy about it, but acceded to Julie’s whims and backed away, leaving me sucking in air and trying very hard not to bite through my lower whip.  Oops. I mean lip.  Wow.  Damn. Talk about a Freudian slip!
 
                 Because a whip is what appeared next, or actually, one of those rubber stranded floggers.  Julie pulled it off a nearby side table and swished it through the air.  Then she grinned and tossed it across the room.  It headed straight for Kari who caught it mid air and raised an eyebrow.
 
                 “The game is simple.  You get one swing.  Try to knock as many clothespins off of Breanne as you can.  Collect the clothespins,” Julie explained.  Then she stepped back away from me.
 
                 Kari smiled and stood.  Everyone watched in breathless anticipation and I think everyone knew that Kari was my personal mistress. I looked up into those blue eyes, those cold blue eyes, and knew that my pain levels were about to spike. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see the stroke, but knowing in my heart that I didn’t want to see the malevolent enjoyment of my suffering on Kari’s face.
 
                 The flogger caught me across the breasts and I felt the sting and then the snap as at least three or four of the clothespins went flying.  My eyes widened as I cried out, pain flooding through me like electricity.  At first, I couldn’t tell which clothespins had been knocked free, but after twenty seconds of sucking air through my cries of agony, I finally figured out that my left nipple had been released, along with two of the side clothespins that had merely been attached to my flesh around the periphery of my breast.
 
                 Kari tried to hand the flogger to Julie, but my punk rocker Goth friend had instead bent down and picked up the clothespins that were on the floor.  These she handed to Kari with a grin.
 
                 “Just give the flogger to whomever you choose,” Julie said.
 
                 Kari turned to the crowd and I looked at them, trying to ignore the pain in my bosom as everyone started waving their hands.  Mayra was jumping up and down in fact, desperate for the next stroke.  Only Kelly was sitting still, watching with a grin, but not seeming to want to take part in the festivities.  In the end, Kari tossed the flogger to Jimmy who caught it out of the air like an NFL receiver, landing across Kelly’s lap with cheers and jeers.
 
                 He stood up and the cat calls and shouted advice of the rest of the group pelted both of us.  He looked down at me and I watched his eyes settle on my clit.  Then he swung the whip downward like he was a woodcutter splitting logs.  The rubber strands impacted directly across my sex and my cry was more scream than moan.  Had my legs not been tied open I would have closed them instinctively. I shook, my hips dancing from the single stroke onslaught.  Jimmy bent down, plucking three or four of the clothespins off the floor. I don’t know how many.  I wasn’t counting. I could barely see down there anyway.  Hell, I couldn’t even tell if I still had a wooden clothespin dangling from my clit!
 
                 Mayra began to be obnoxious and grabbing hold of Jimmy’s leg so he rolled his eyes and handed her the whip.  She rose up from her cross-legged position on the floor and moved to my side.  Unlike Jimmy she swung the flogger multiple time in a circle, building up momentum and speed before lashing me in one of the more clothespin filled spots across my breasts.
 
                 Wooden pins went flying and metaphorically, so did I.  Stuffed with vibroballs churning inside me, I was experiencing all sorts of mixed signals which were seriously fucking up my nervous system.  Half of my brain was saying “this does not feel good,” while the other half was saying, “oooh baby, more please!”  That sort of discordant cacophony going off in your head is not conducive to rational thought.  
 
                 Mayra grinned wickedly and reared back for another blow, but the jeers and Julie stopped her from laying into me with another whack.  To me it really didn’t matter. I was going to get hit one way or another and it really didn’t matter if Mayra did it or it was done by the entire crew of the Ringling Brothers and Barnum and Bailey Circus.  All I knew was that I was tied hand and foot over a wooden coffee table, still sporting over a dozen clothespins from various delicate parts of my body, while suffering the sexual ignominy of the vibroballs.
 
                 I have no clue who Mayra relinquished the whip too, but I got another slash across my bosom.  Then the whip was handed off again and it went round and round and down and down and all I know was that every other minute my entire body was tensing as the rubber flogger came down hard, trying to knock clothespins off my skin.  
 
                 Eventually every clothespin came free and everyone was chatting and conversing and laughing and making comments about how I looked better whipped and raw and how they’d like to do such and such to me.  Even Kelly was looking at me hungrily and I felt just a tad bit… flayed actually. Okay, I have no idea what being flayed would actually feel like. Probably hurt so bad that I’d blubber and cry and beg and it wouldn’t feel at all sexual, but I felt… raw from my sternum down to my thighs.  And I was bright red too. It was clear that I’d been whipped.
 
                 “All right everyone.  Good job. Now here’s the deal.  Please check the insides of your clothespins.  Three of the pins have numbers written on the insides.  There’s a one, two and a three. Who has them?” Julie asked.
 
                 Everyone went and checked their clothespins and there was even some grumbling because two of the guys had been chucking their clothespins back and forth at each other while I was being… uh… clothespin denuded.  Plucked?  Cleaned?  Declothespinned?  Whatever.  A moment later Mayra’s fist was in the air with a solid “number three!” squeal.
 
                 George had number one and one of the other boys, a guy named Harry had the number two.  They looked on with interest as Julie grinned and stepped up to George.
 
                 “All three of you get your prizes at the same time, back in the bedroom.  But you have to ‘purchase’ your prize first,” Julie said, pointing at the price list on the back wall.  He turned and looked at the sign on the wall and then grinned.
 
                 “I want to fuck her pussy, obviously,” George said.  Julie nodded and then turned to Harry with an upraised eyebrow.
 
                 “We have to do it at the same time?” Harry asked with a frown.
 
                 Julie nodded.  “Yeah, so you might want to remember you’ll be sharing the bed.”
 
                 Harry glanced at George but then shrugged.  “Blowjob then.”
 
                 Julie nodded and then looked at Mayra. 
 
                 “I want to fuck her ass!” declared the large brunette girl.
 
                 Julie blinked. “With what?”
 
                 Mayra looked around and then pointed at my Core Driller dildo, which was sitting on one of the end tables.  “That will work.”
 
                 Julie laughed and shrugged. “All right.  Mayra, you have to pay for your ass fuck first.”
 
                 “Cool!”
 
                 And then I was untied.   Julie hauled me upright and then ordered me to put my hands behind my neck and I did as I was asked.  I bit my lip and struggled to remain still when Mayra was handed one of those freshly cut willow canes.  She swung it a few times through the air at full cutting strength before she let loose and slammed the thin wood across my chest.
 
                 My response was spectacular and immediate.  I screamed, winced, twisted, and went to one knee.  I also happened to let go of the back of my neck and brought my arms forward to protect my breasts.  Even Kari half rose off her seat when that happened and Julie grabbed Mayra’s arm and whispered a few harsh words in her ear.
 
                 It took me all of a minute before I had the gumption to stand back up and once again present my breasts for the cane.  I shook too, scared of the next stroke, but this time Mayra, her face determined but a little bitter, landed another blistering, but somewhat lighter stroke. I still winced, sucking in air, my bosom hurting as if someone had drawn a hot iron across the nipples in a line, but at least I stayed on my feet.   My chest heaved and it was everything I could do not to cry.  Mayra didn’t wait, but hit me again. And then again.
 
                 Most people lighten up when their submissive is clearly having trouble handling things.  There is a fine line between sexual torture and actual downright abuse.  Mayra didn’t cross the line, but she danced on it, twirling and whirling right at the edge.  And when she was done I was panting, with both breasts hot and heavy, lined with red welts, most of which were centered horizontally across my nipples.  As soon as Mayra was finished Julie took my arm and led me across the room to where Harry was sitting.
 
                 “Across his lap now,” she ordered me.  
 
                 I did as I was told, but immediately had to lift back up as my breasts grazed a side table.  Harry recognized my difficulty and shifted so that my bosom hung free, swaying gently as I bent over his lap.
 
                 The spanking wasn’t hard, nor very rough.  Evidently either Harry was soft-hearted or felt that Mayra had delivered enough brutality to last me for hours.  Either way he barely managed to warm my rump.  Then it was George’s turn.  Julie handed me the black leather sap and bade me carry it to him.
 
                 “What would you like first?” he asked, clearly turned on but also somewhat sympathetic to the condition of my breasts.  
 
                 “Hit her tits!” I heard Mayra shout.
 
                 I looked back at George.  “Whatever you would prefer to do first, sir.”
 
                 “Well I’ve never done anything like this, so I guess we can start at the bottom and work our way up.”
 
                 I took that literally and dropped down onto all fours.  I stuck my ass up in the air and wiggled it slightly.  George grinned and ran his hand over and down my bottom, even feeling my petals, deep between my legs.  I think he was surprised to find me so wet and he tugged lightly on the vibroballs wire that emerged from between the thick folds.  But then he began swinging the sap and where Harry failed miserably, George managed to blister my bottom quite nicely.  In seconds the sting had become heat and half way through I was hissing and swinging forward, my breasts swinging like pendulums.  
 
                 “Turn over,” George said after delivering the tenth stroke and watching me hiss and squirm beneath the leather sap.  I did as he asked, turning over, wincing as my spanked backside touched the cheap carpet.  I spread my legs and grabbed my knees, opening up as wide as I could, bracing myself.
 
                 It’s no secret that I like being sapped right on the clit.  For some reason, it never seems to hurt that bad. It’s always sort of like a reward.  Especially if I’m already turned on.  The very act of being on my back, spread open, the tension in my thighs rippling through me, my petals widening, presenting the pink inner flesh, all of it just sends me into orbit. Add the impetus of a belt, or my sap, or even someone’s hand spanking me there, touching me, little smacks of delicious ecstasy flooding through me, and it’s no surprise that I come quickly.
 
                 George aimed the sap at my clit, my toes curling even in the high heels I was still wearing.  My hips thrust upward, trying to meet his stroke, but it landed lightly, and too low, flattening my petals but doing nothing to my clitoris.  I moaned and George struck me again, once more being so light that it made the spanking on my ass look like he had hammered me.  I stared at him, wanting to say something encouraging, but not sure how that would be received.  Fortunately it was Kari who saved me.
 
                 “Oh good Lord, don’t hit her like that,” Kari said, standing up and quickly hurrying over to George.  She took the sap away from him. “Like this,” she said brightly and brought the small leather paddle down on my clit with a flurry of hard flicks, way more than the ten I deserved.
 
                 The sharp sound of the sap striking my flesh filled the room and I let out a squeal that certainly made it clear I was feeling the pussy spanking.  My chest heaved and I quivered, my eyes rolling up into the back of my head as my body struggled to reconcile the extreme pleasure with the shooting pain. My sex ripened even more than it already had, which is pretty impressive considering I still had the vibroballs in there buzzing like mad.  All I knew was how close I was to cumming.  
 
                 “There,” Kari said, handing the sap back to George. “That’s how you do it.  Now, give her ten strokes like she deserves.”
 
                 The next ten blows were hammer hard and I almost had trouble staying in position.  It was as if liquid fire had been poured over my sex and I was bucking and my head was rolling back and forth as I let out those perfect whimpering cries. My hips rolled constantly, meeting each stroke and when George was done I was so close that if he had even TOUCHED my clit with a finger, I would have popped like a firecracker with a short fuse.
 
                 I decided to make the next move. I kicked off my high heels and brought my legs together and my feet upward, exposing the bottoms to George and he took advantage of my proactive attitude and began slapping the sole of each foot.  It stung, but it wasn’t the kind of brutal pain a caning would have left me in.  He finished quickly, obviously wanting to get to the good part, which might have been striking my breasts, or the up and down screwing we’d be doing in a few minutes.
 
                 I moved into a kneeling position and again lifted my arms and laced my fingers behind my head.  It presented my breasts, both of which sported the vivid red lines of Mayra’s caning.  George hesitated, looking uncomfortable. 
 
                 “Sir?” I said softly, just loud enough for him to hear. “Sir? Please punish my breasts,” was all I said.
 
                 It was enough.  He swung the sap downward at the right nipple with a sharp flick of his wrist and the rectangular leather struck hard.  The sting that flooded through my bosom was breathtaking and I gasped, but felt it turn to a strong heat even as he aimed at my other side.  Back and forth he went and all of the pain Mayra had caused was reignited and even more was added. I felt tenderized and cooked, all at the same time.  And when he was finished the heat was so bad that I was having trouble breathing.  Each expansion of my lungs seemed to be like sucking in hot air from above a volcano.
 
                 “Good.  Now we’ll take her to the back bedroom and she gives you what you’ve purchased,” Julie announced.
 
                 I got to my feet and stepped into my shoes, but it was Mayra who shoved me back down, her hand in my hair.  I didn’t catch myself in time and mashed my sore bosom against the carpet.
 
                 “No. You crawl so I can watch your spanked ass wiggle on the way down the hall,” Mayra sneered.
 
                 I hate Mayra.
 
                 So I crawled.  Fast.  I lead my three purchasers and Julie out of the living room and down the hall.  My breasts swung violently back and forth, both of them hot and heavy and tender.  I made it to the bed without any further contact from Mayra and it was Julie who stepped up in front of me, indirectly shielding my body from additional blows from the larger girl.
 
                 “Now, you all have to start at the same time.  It’s not over until you cum,” Julie paused, “except for you Mayra.  You’re done when the boys are.”
 
                 Mayra nodded and then looked at Harry. “I hope it takes you a long time to pop.”  I hadn’t noticed before, but she was holding my Core Driller dildo in one hand.
 
                 Julie shrugged.  “I would recommend either George lie down first, Breanne mount him, and then Harry can get his blowjob when she twists her head.  And of course Mayra can try to stuff the Core Driller up her ass.”
 
                 “I won’t try. I’ll do it,” Mayra announced.
 
                 Julie rolled her eyes and handed Mayra a bottle of oil.  It was normal KY lubricant and I have to admit that I felt a sense of relief.  Had it been Stinging O I would have been near tears. Mayra took the bottle without comment.
 
                 “Have fun guys,” Julie said, then motioned at her own bed.
 
                 George stepped forward first.  “Come on Bre, I’ve been wanting to feel that sweet pussy around my cock since I got here.”  He took my elbow and pulled me upright.  I slipped off my shoes again and followed obediently.  As he tugged off his clothes, I waited patiently, cradling my breasts since they still seemed to hurt the most.
 
                 George was only semi-hard and while Harry and Mayra watched, I spent about a minute stroking and licking my first fuck of the day into rigid extension.  Harry giggled, which I thought was strange, and then he announced in a solemn voice “Up! Like the mighty sequoia!” 
 
                 George laughed and I put a condom on the guy, taken from the family pack sized box Julie had left on the side table.  I reached between my legs and pulled out the vibroballs and Mayra, who had removed the taped remote from my side, switched the sex toy off.  It was a little strange to be empty, but the relief from the buzzing was nice. I was just horny as hell though and when I positioned myself above George and sank down, getting filled again, this time with something the size, shape, thickness, and firmness Mother Nature intended, I was in heaven.
 
                 I turned my head as I started bouncing and thrusting my hips.  George’s hands came up and began massaging my breasts, which hurt like the dickens but seemed to intensify the carnal sensations of lust coming up from between my legs.  Harry moved into position, standing at the side of the bed and I leaned over slightly and opened my mouth, one hand reaching out to grab him and pull him in.
 
                 A new weight was added to that poor cheap mattress and then I felt a delicate finger on my ass.  I felt the KY lubricant being spread around the tender opening of my rear end, tickling me, which was a decidedly erotic sensation by the way, almost sending me skyward in orgasmic ecstasy.  She pushed her finger into my ass, up to the first knuckle, opening me, wriggling the digit around, and then pulling it back out.  This happened several more times, with a deeper penetration each thrust until she was up to her knuckle and I was having the equivalent of an orgasmic conniption.  Do you have any idea what it’s like being penetrated in all three holes at once, and having it done in an erotic, soft, pleasing way?
 
                 And I would have cum to, if Mayra hadn’t pulled her finger out, wiped it off on my butt cheek, and then positioned the Core Driller at my opening.  If you aren’t aware of it, my Core Driller happens to be my largest dildo and is not intended to be used anally.  It is twelve inches long and three and a half inches wide at the base. It resembles a rocket ship made of solid black rubber and has four stages, each one slightly narrower than the one below.
 
                 The rocket ship shaped dildo launched, propelled upward into my ass by a Mayra 5 engine and while the liftoff was at first slow, in order to get past the tightened, and quite frightened sphincter muscle of my butt, it soon picked up speed.  I groaned, wincing as the first stage of the Core Driller, a full three inches of hard packed rubber, impacted into my ass.
 
                 George seemed to like it and began really bucking underneath me.  Harry evidently liked the visual aspects, but continued to resist doing more than enjoying my mouth.  Mayra drew half of the first stage out of my ass, leaving just the tip of the dildo still inside me, then shoved again.
 
                 There was no rhythm that we “fell into.”  If you hear that or see it in type, it’s a lie.  There is no way four people fucking on a bed can possibly get their actions to meld.  Most of the symmetry was between me and George, and frankly while I’m not sure how Mayra was feeling about all of this, I know it was me and George who were having the best time.  And that should say something about what was going on with me, since I was stuffed with about sixteen combined total inches of synthetic and real cock.  
 
                 Reality also reared its ugly head when Mayra realized that with George already inside me, and the unwieldy width of the Core Driller, she wasn’t going to get much past the first stage of rubber.  I think all in all she got five, or maybe even six inches of the damn thing in my ass, but since she was also rapidly pumping it in and out, I’m not sure exactly.  All I know was that it began to hurt, which also collected under my overwhelming need as my colon was impacted by the massive anal dildo.
 
                 Guess who came first?  Ha ha!  It sure wasn’t George, though he followed like fifteen seconds afterward. I came!  Yep.  Bet you weren’t expecting that!  No one had told me I couldn’t and frankly, even if they had I still would have popped.  Do you have any idea how much sexual stimulation I’d endured since I had gotten to Julie’s place? I was on edge!  Serious edge! And add a guy under me, a guy fucking my mouth, and Julie wedging the Core Driller up my ass?  There was no way I wasn’t going to have a mind blowing orgasm!
 
                 I wanted to just lay down on George and rest, but Harry had his fingers curled into my red hair and I had no where to go.  Mayra continued to jack my rump, occasionally adding a stinging slap of her hand while spitting out a continual barrage of foul mouthed slut talk.
 
                 “Fuck him, bitch. That’s right. Sling those hips. Show him what your mouth can do, fuck slut.  I want to see those tits sway. Fuck him! Fuck him now or I’ll shove this thing all the way in!”
 
                 That was just a sample.  It was pretty ridiculous actually.  There was no way any more of the Core Driller was getting up my ass anyway, not when I was already stuffed with cock.  But it was George who changed things.  
 
                 “Harry.  I’m done.  Why don’t you lie down and let her kneel over you?” George said a moment later.
 
                 Harry grinned and pulled his cock out of my mouth.  I gagged a little but recovered instantly.  “Thanks George. I’ve never been good about cumming standing up.”
 
                 I got up off of George, or was I pushed off? I don’t know.  Mayra kept one hand on my hip, and the other on the Core Driller, pushing it in even more now that I didn’t have a thick rod of man meat stuffed up in there too.  Harry took George’s position and I stared hard at the thick hard cock in front of me.
 
                 “Please?  Please can I fuck it?” I asked, reaching out and grabbing hold of the base. 
 
                 Harry nodded.  “Oh fuck yes.”
 
                 Mayra objected. “You didn’t pay for that,” she pointed out.
 
                 Harry laughed. “Does it matter?” he asked.
 
                 “Fuck yes it matters,” she spat as I started to put the condom on Harry’s cock.
 
                 “Well then you do it while I’m fucking her.”
 
                 Mayra glanced around. “Who’s got the sap?” she asked.
 
                 I heard George say, “I’ll get it.”
 
                 I slid my hips up Harry’s body and began rubbing my soaked slit over the rubber covered head of his cock.  I dropped down, controlling my penetration, timing it to one of the pulling moments of the Core Driller so that I could get all of Harry in me.  It felt so good. Even my previous orgasm wasn’t a downer and fully stuffed I began moaning and rocking back and forth.
 
                 A moment later George returned with the sap and Mayra gleefully took it from him.  I felt her grab hold of my right foot and even as I was grinding myself down on Harry, I felt the sting of the little leather paddle against my sole.  Mayra didn’t do it slow and steady either.  She whacked away at my foot like it was a carpet in need of a good beating.  Then, just as I started to flinch and pull away, my foot tingling and my toes curling, she dropped my ankle and leaned across Harry’s legs to grab my other foot.  Even as the heat really started to get to me on the sole she just spanked, she began the stinging slaps on the other side.
 
                 As soon as my feet were both red and hot, she too straddled Harry, but behind me, her body pressed up against my back.  I could feel her breasts through the too thin shirt she was wearing and then her left hand was in my hair, pulling my head and body back.  I gasped, still thoroughly penetrated, Harry’s cock moving up and down inside me as my sex convulsed nicely around the thick rod.  Pain shot through my scalp and I brought my hands up to keep Mayra from pulling my scalp off my skull.
 
                 Which was what she was waiting for.  The moment my hands came up so did the sap and she landed a solid, around-the-body stroke to my right tit with exquisite force.  I cried out, punctuating the crack of the sap against my pierced nipple and the dangling padlock.  My hands flew down to my breasts, but a new shard of pain in my hair forced me back up.  My brain was no longer functioning and I was moving on autopilot.  Even the sex – and trust me, I was still pumping frantically – was on cruise control and I was nothing more than physical instinct trying to respond to outside stimuli.
 
                 Mayra took advantage of my body’s natural response to whack the living crap out of my left breast, but didn’t do quite as good a job due to her position and the fact she had to stretch.  It really didn’t matter that much though.  The edge of the sap still cut across my nipple, and considering she had laid several long red welts across my breasts with a cane earlier, the rectangular length of short leather did sufficient damage to once more send my hands downward.
 
                 Suddenly my wrists were caught and I looked down as Harry held my hands outward, away from my breasts.  It was what Mayra had been waiting for and she began raining blows down on my bosom, her arm draped over my shoulder.  There was nothing I could do but grit my teeth and cry out.  And even then I didn’t stop pumping my loins down on Harry.
 
                 I felt him stiffen inside me, throbbing and then that look of utter abandon, of not-pain that crosses a man’s face when he nears orgasm, flittered across his visage.  His eyes were boring into my bosom, watching my breasts flatten and swing as Mayra beat me.  Then he groaned and closed his eyes, even as I pulled my hands free and covered my chest, catching the last stroke across my forearm.
 
                 Then Mayra shoved me down toward Harry, my chest colliding with his. He grunted once but then wrapped his arms around me. I felt the sap against my bottom and whimpered and squirmed as the sap stung my buttocks.  Harry was already soft and slipped out of me and I could feel the wetness and the spent condom against my loins.
 
                 Again it was Mayra who pulled me off Harry and she yanked me backward until I was lying on my back, staring up at the ceiling.  Her grin was fierce and she held the sap dangerously over my body.
 
                 “Get her legs and keep them open,” Mayra said to George.  Harry lifted his head and rolled out of the way, but then leaned forward to grab my other knee.   The three of them held me.  Mayra trapped my hands between her thighs, standing at the end of the bed while George and Harry held my legs bent and pulled not only upward, but outward.  I felt like a frog on a lab table, ready for dissection. Except instead of a knife, Mayra wielded the sap and it came down on my clit like a meteor shower burning through the air and landing with an explosion.
 
                 I’m pretty sure Mayra didn’t intend for me to explode.  I can’t imagine her wanting that for me, but come on!  She had to know that bending my legs up so that my knees were next to my breasts and then hitting me between the legs with the sap would send me into orbit!  It was incredible!  I screamed and thrashed and fought my captors, suffered for them, and then popped like a water balloon in a cactus patch.
 
                 She let a few extra strokes fall but when it became readily apparent that I wasn’t all there any more and really wasn’t responding, she tossed the sap away and bent over my body. I felt her tongue against my clit and I shivered.  It felt good in a way, but I could tell she was satisfying some dark urge in herself, and not doing it for my pleasure.  She shivered once and I’m not sure if she came or what, but then she pulled back and walked out of the bedroom.
 
                 George was the gentleman and after a few minutes helped me get it together.  With my arm in his, he lead me out of the bedroom, helped me stop at the bathroom where I cleaned up and even used the necessary, before being escorted out into the living room.  When I got there, my eyes widened in shock.  I just wasn’t prepared for what I saw.
 
    
 
   Part Three
 
    
 
                 Usually at these shindigs I’m the only girl who is getting abused.  I’m used to it, though I have to admit that Society of the Golden Rose meetings are more general and then I’m one of a dozen girls getting spanked, whipped, clamped, and caned.  But private little parties like this?  I’m usually the only one being abused. So I was surprised to see Kelly, in the buff, glistening with enough oil to lubricate a Twister game pad, kneeling on a towel which had been laid across the top of the coffee table.
 
                 Her eyes were closed, her hands were cuffed behind her back, with real metal handcuffs no less, and my mistress, Kari Anders herself, was standing directly behind the petite and cute brunette, with her hand between Kelly’s legs and one arm wrapped around the brunette’s body, playing with one nipple.  Kelly was clearly turned on, her face flushed, her chest heaving and if the soaked spot on the towel beneath her was any indication, she was enjoying having Kari’s finger dipped repeatedly in her well.
 
                 I felt a surge of jealousy, which in hindsight is totally ridiculous.  I’ve shared Kari before, but this… this was… I’m just not sure.  I had no idea WHY I was feeling that way.  Maybe it was because I wanted to be the well oiled girl getting finger fucked on the coffee table. I shook my head to clear it, but then Julie appeared and pulled me forward.  
 
                 “Another oil model, Kari?” she asked.
 
                 I glanced around the room.  A number of cocks were out and were gently being stroked.  Expectant faces seemed to appreciate the sudden increase in naked girl bodies and Kari grinned.  
 
                 “There’s room up here for another one,” Kari said with a wicked laugh.
 
                 Julie gave me a little push and my shins bumped up against the wooden coffee table.  Mayra had put my slip on high heels back on my feet after sapping my soles, and I was still wearing the ankle and wrist cuffs, not to mention the collar, and I crawled up to join Kelly, eyes wide.
 
                 She looked at me and I saw the lust in my friend’s eyes, her soul already sold to the sexual devil that tormented us both. I know Kelly isn’t a pain slut by any definition of the word, but she was clearly aroused enough to accept certain things.
 
                 Almost immediately Kelly turned toward me, pressing her oiled body against mine, rubbing herself against my torso. It felt good and smeared a bit of the oil covering her over me, but evidently that was insufficient for Kari and Julie.  A second later there was a bottle upended over my shoulders and enough oil poured down over my back and breasts to give me a second skin.
 
                 Both Julie and Kari worked it in, rubbing and stroking me, putting oil in practically every spot.  I felt fingers push my buttocks apart, slipping into my crack.  I felt my labia spread, each petals fingered, stroked, and lubricated.  The welts on my breasts smarted as my nipples soon glistened.  They even did the bottoms of my feet!  And Kari grabbed hold of the leather cuffs, now smeared with oil (which probably wasn’t bad for them anyway, and clipped my wrists together, and then my ankles.
 
                 “All right, now comes the fun part!” Julie announced, taking a step back and turning toward our audience.  Rapt faces and bawdy comments assaulted both Kelly and me.  I was blushing furious, quite aware of how I looked, oiled and cuffed.
 
                 “Everyone except for Mayra, George, and Harry can now come up and get a candle.  You will take it back to Breanne and Kelly, and then pour the wax over the girl of your choice.  Once you’ve poured the wax, check the bottom of your candle.  Three of them are marked with numbers.  Those will be the next three to purchase sex from our NHPS!”  She pronounced it “nips.”
 
                 Kelly whimpered and there was a scramble to pick candles.  Then they formed a line, sort of, and a moment later I tilted my head back and presented my bosom as a long stream of burning hot wax fell from a candle and splashed across one breast, completely coating it and scalding me to the very core.  Nipples are tender, sensitive spots, and to get that much liquid heat in one dose was not easy.
 
                 Kelly was having a rough time.  I’m not sure how often she’s ever endured a hot waxing, but her first splash landed directly above her sex and splattered not only her mons, but then spilled downward in a sheet over her clit and labia.  I blinked, thinking “that’s got to hurt,” when it happened to me.  It felt like I had just overturned a scalding cup of coffee in my lap, except deliberately.  I cried out, bucking, my loins pumping hard as my body tried automatically to deal with the intense heat frying the soft petals of my sex.  Then my right breast was roasted as another candle’s liquid paraffin was poured.  
 
                 And we aren’t talking drips here.  This wasn’t a steady rain of hot wax.  This was a literal pour, a sheet of melted paraffin that splashed, coated, and covered completely.  It was actually impressive.  My nipple piercing and the padlock were just barely identifiable lumps underneath the congealing wax.
 
                 I noticed it when it was Kari’s turn. She pushed me forward on the coffee table so that I was looking down at the floor.  Her pour crossed my buttocks, burning my ass so that I clenched hard and made a loud keening noise.  Kelly wasn’t doing much better and was leaning against me, making whining noises like a beaten puppy.  Our bodies touched and the wax rivulets literally mingled.
 
                 There was a bit of a commotion as Kari finished, but I was way too absorbed in my own heated suffering to wonder what was going on.  Finally, long after I thought I was thoroughly cooked, and there was barely any part of my torso that wasn’t covered in wax, Julie stopped the proceedings.
 
                 “Well now, we have our next three purchasers.  Ian, you’ve got the letter A on your candle so you can decide what you’d like to purchase first.”
 
                 Ian snorted. “I want her cunt, obviously.”
 
                 Julie smiled.  “I figured.  Miss Kari?  You’ve got the B.”
 
                 I looked up at my mistress, eyes wide.  Kari looked over at me, and then at Kelly.  She grinned.  “I’ll pass on Breanne and give my selection to the next winner, in exchange for the right to remove the wax from Kelly and make her cum.”
 
                 Julie’s eyebrow went up and I felt a little bad.  Kari wanted Kelly instead of me?  My feelings were definitely hurt, though in hindsight I’ve come to realize that Kari would have needed to torture me in order to get her own needs satisfied, and after the “purchasing” there wouldn’t be any more of that.  Right.  And Kelly was really cute.  It sort of makes sense.
 
                 “Well, as long as it’s okay with Kelly.  She has to agree,” Julie said, looking down at the cute, baby-faced brunette. 
 
                 Kelly was sucking in breath and the cooled wax on her breasts was already cracking and falling from her oiled skin.  It wouldn’t take much to clean her off.  That was the purpose of the oil.  I was sure I’d be easily cleaned of my red second skin too.  But Kelly was staring at the blond dominatrix who was my best friend, lover, and mistress and I could tell that she was thinking exactly what I was thinking.  That it would be wonderful to submit to her.
 
                 Kelly nodded and Kari handed her candle to Julie.  Julie took it and then turned to one of the other boys. 
 
                 “Brian, you had the C.  But you can choose whatever you want.”
 
                 He was a blond guy with glasses and a scraggly beard on his chin.  “I don’t suppose I can screw her pussy too?”
 
                 Julie laughed. “Nope. Sorry.  Ass, blowjob, or handjob.”
 
                 George leaned over and whispered something in Brian’s ear.  Brian’s eyes lit up and he grinned. “Blowjob then.”
 
                 I’m not stupid. I knew exactly what was going on.  George told him what had happened with Harry.  I rolled my eyes.
 
                 Julie lifted the sap and held it out to Brian. “Clean her ass off.”
 
                 Brian took it and looked down at me. I wiggled my bottom, trying to offer a pleasing target because that’s the way I am.  It didn’t take Brian long to get the swing of things and then the leather sap landed across my ass and I felt a shower of wax chips hit my calves and feet.
 
                 It was a hard spanking, and I don’t mean in terms of the actual instrument used.  The leather sap yielded just as it was designed too, imparting most of the kinetic energy powering it into my bottom.  My buttocks jiggled and I’ve been told that you could literally see the pressure waves radiating out from the impact point, rippling my bottom.  No, it was hard because Brian imparted a tremendous amount of force into the swing, not merely content to spank me, but wanting to see if he could literally knock me off the damn coffee table as well. 
 
                 He didn’t. My bottom is resilient, even if I was crooning and whimpering and hissing and moaning with each stroke.  When we got to ten I was close to sobbing and the heat in my ass from the spanking was easily felt over the blaze of the hot waxing.  I was just glad he was done.
 
                 “You missed a spot,” Julie said and I felt a light touch on one buttock.
 
                 “Oh. I did!” Brian said, and then slammed the sap into my bottom for the eleventh time. I almost lost it but then felt Julie’s hand sliding over my oiled, waxed, tenderized, and spanked bottom.
 
                 “Very nice,” she commented.  “Ian?”
 
                 Then it was Ian’s turn.  I got on my knees and he stepped up to the plate like a major league baseball pitcher.  He wielded the sap with the same sort of intensity.  Except he was aiming for a different curve ball: my breasts.  The sap came across my chest as I knelt there, waiting for the blow.  It landed on my left side, smashed my bosom flat, scraped across my nipple, hit my other breast, and wax went flying across the room.  Then he swung the other way.  In many ways, it was like one of Julie’s breast slapping greetings, except done with a leather sap.  It burned. It stung.  It hurt.  And Ian had all the wax knocked off my chest in a matter of seconds.
 
                 My bottom was still smarting, but he didn’t seem to care.  I was pushed onto all fours and he pounded away at my rump overhand, standing near my shoulder.  I cried out, arching my back, my breasts still throbbing as they swayed under me.  It was a terrible torment and difficult for me to endure. I was sobbing by the time he was done and my ass felt as if I’d been sat down on a hot griddle.
 
                 Ian did my feet next and frankly, the sap did little to my soles that could overcome the intensity of the ass licking he had just given me.  Sure it stung.  Sure I flinched.  But I was still too focused on the bonfire someone had lit behind me.  Getting my arches slapped was nothing.  He put my shoes back on with a grin.
 
                 Both Julie and Ian helped me roll over onto my back and once again my legs were spread and my ankles held by interested parties.  There never seems to be a shortage of volunteers to do this.  The wax over my sex was already cracked and flaking, but that didn’t stop Ian from doing his duty.  The sap came down and in seconds I was crying out, and not just from the fact that it hurt.  There is something intoxicating about being on your back, held down, legs held open, while someone smacks your open petals and your clit, with wet, oiled leather.  It changes you.  For me, it is the epitome of sexual expression and I would gladly spend every day in that position, in that situation, for hours on end.
 
                 So when I say I cried out, please understand that yes, it hurt.  But yes, I was already getting my pussy blasted up the mountain of sexual orgasm toward the pinnacle, the expected climax.  
 
                 Wax chips exploded and went flying and Ian kept whacking away at my mons for far more than a simple ten strokes.  My brain got to about fifteen before it short circuited and still Ian worked on my loins, landing stroke after stroke, trying to get every last piece of melted wax off my labia.  I felt fingers on me just as I was about to cum and I heard Julie’s voice.
 
                 “I’m not sure you’re going to get that last piece off her with sap, Ian.  And you’re about to make her cum.”
 
                 “What? Seriously?” Ian asked, surprised.
 
                 “Yes. I told you, she’s a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  She loves getting whipped there, so stop it.”
 
                 Ian blinked. “But if she loves it…”
 
                 Julie took the sap away from him. “The idea is not to let her coast in sexual pleasure.  She’s a fuck toy, a pain slut, and she’s here not for her pleasure, but ours.  If you turn her into an unmoving blob of sexual jelly from cumming too much, she’ll just lie there like the dead while we fuck her and I want to hear her scream and cry and beg and wince and shake.  So cool it with the sap, got it?”
 
                 “Damn.  All right. Whatever,” Ian said petulantly. “Are we ready to fuck now?” he asked angrily.
 
                 Julie nodded. “Go do her.”
 
                 “Is it a problem if she cums from that?” he asked with a grunt as he grabbed my arm and yanked me up off the coffee table.
 
                 “There it doesn’t matter. It only matters if YOU cum,” Julie said, giving me a slap on my rump as I went by.  I let out another whimper. The spank stung.
 
                 “Let’s go, Brian. I want to fuck her now.”
 
                 I was led to the back bedroom for the second time in a row, except this time it wasn’t a whole parade.  Frankly, I was glad Mayra wasn’t coming along and I realized it also meant that my rear would be spared the ignominy of being dildoed.  That was a plus.
 
                 Julie’s bed was already a mess and Ian pushed me down on the bed. I fell onto my back and looked at him in surprise.
 
                 “Um, don’t you want to be on the bottom?” I asked.
 
                 Ian laughed. “No, I want to see your face when I fuck you.”
 
                 I didn’t point out that he’d see my face in either position, but I did glance over at Brian. “But I’m supposed to suck on him while I fuck you,” I said.
 
                 Ian waved his hand dismissively.  “When I’m done with her then you can do her.”
 
                 Brian shrugged and leaned against the wall, crossing his arms. Evidently he was going to stay for the show. I on the other hand was roughly handled and moved into the center of the bed.  Then Ian was tugging off his shirt and jeans and the next thing I knew his medium sized cock was waving in the wind and he was tearing open a condom.
 
                 As far as lovers go, Ian was rather undemanding.  He didn’t waste time with foreplay and frankly, I didn’t need it anyway. I was soaked.  He drove right in, pinched my breasts a few times, made some derogatory comments about me being a slut, and then groaned.  I think the whole thing lasted five minutes?  I didn’t cum of course.  Even as aroused as I was, there just wasn’t much for me to latch onto.
 
                 Ian rolled off me with a contented sigh and I lifted myself up on my elbows and looked at Brian.  I think he was as impressed with Ian’s performance as I was and he sauntered over and sat down on the bed next to me.  His hand came up and he began running it up and down my side.  Surprisingly, it felt incredible and I kind of let out a contented moan.
 
                 “Your turn, brother,” Ian said a moment later.  He was already up and off the bed and grabbing his clothes. “She’s a good lay.”
 
                 Yeah? Well fuck him. I’m a GREAT lay.  I certainly wasn’t the problem.  Brian arched an eyebrow and then smiled.  His fingers slid across my skin and up to my breasts.  They were still sore from Mayra’s caning, not to mention the hot waxing and repeated sappings, but his fingertips scoring my nipples, lightly rubbing them back and forth, was worth its weight in gold.
 
                 My breath quickened and I began squirming.  Brian bent over and began planting little kisses on my skin, starting at my collar bone and working downward.  I gasped when his mouth suckled my nipple and then he continued moving downward.  I opened myself up even more, spreading my legs as his head moved downward and then his tongue found my clit and I groaned in total abandon.  
 
                 Brian moved up my body and I saw him struggling to put on a condom. I leaned forward and took it away from him and deftly covered his rod.  Then our bodies melded and he slipped inside me.  Brian’s thick shaft delved deep and I shifted my hips, pushing upward as Brian’s hips ground against mine.  His mouth came down to mine and kissed me, even as his hands found my breasts and squeezed them, touching and pawing at me as we moved in rhythm.
 
                 To be honest, it felt incredible.  And it sure didn’t take long for that expression to cross Brian’s face, the groan and closed eyes I love to see looming above me. I felt his shaft harden even more inside me, throbbing with every thrust.  Then there was the forceful impact as he drove himself hard against me, trying to bury himself as deeply as possible.
 
                 I still hadn’t exploded when Brian popped and I groaned in frustration when he yanked himself out immediately afterward.  He rolled over to the side, a look of exhaustive satisfaction on his face.  Me? I lay there to, chest heaving, frustrated and desperate.
 
                 Brian got up and Ian slapped him on the back.  Brian began putting on his clothes and I rolled half way over.
 
                 “You didn’t pay me.” The words came out of my mouth darkly.
 
                 Ian’s eyebrow went up and Brian gave me a quirky look.
 
                 “I thought you’d appreciate not having to get whipped,” he replied.
 
                 “You have to pay for what you used,” I said again.
 
                 Brian shook his head. “You want your cunt and tits whipped?”
 
                 In reply I lay back down on my back and spread my legs, drawing my knees up toward my chest.  It was exactly the same position I had adopted when Ian had sapped me between the legs.
 
                 The two boys exchanged glances and Ian shrugged. He handed the sap to Brian who took a deep breath and then climbed back up on the end of the bed, kneeling between my pointed toes.  I watched him raise the sap above my wet and swollen sex and then it came down like a hammer, slamming into the soft petals, flattening and smashing and stinging my core. I cried out, my hips churning and bucking as I rose up to meet each blow.  It was on the ninth stroke that I exploded, squirting out enough juice to splatter poor Brian and leave me lying there in a state of sexual stupor.
 
                 What brought me out of it of course was having Brian grab my ankle, haul my leg upward, and begin slapping the bottom of my foot.  I yelped, jerking my leg and Ian came over to help hold me.  Brian moved on to my other leg and Ian grabbed hold of one breast, twisting my nipple in the process.  My toes curled and I bit my lip, trying to fold myself even tighter as the two men manhandled me.  Next was my ass and I was flipped over like a burger while Ian draped himself across my lower legs, pinning me down with his torso while his hands grabbed my wrists and kept me from covering myself.  Brian swung the sap hard enough to leave rectangular red marks on my buttocks and I screamed into the pillow.
 
                 Then I was rolled over again and would you believe it, Ian was hard again!  He ripped open a new condom package, covered himself, and climbed on top of me even as Brian was moving up toward my top to take care of the last ten strokes.  At first I spread my legs, accepting the penetration, but then Ian swung his knees outward, straddling me and pressing my thighs together.  My arms came up and as he wriggled his hips, moving his cock in and out, he grabbed my hands and nodded at Brian.
 
                 “Turn those tits red!” he hooted.
 
                 My world turned crimson and all I remember was the dual sensation of being whipped across the chest at the same time I was being fucked silly. It was amazing actually. No, I didn’t cum again, but if they had continued, I think I would have.  As it was, Brian quit first, leaving Ian to finish up with another quick but satisfactory orgasm on his part.
 
                 When they were done I didn’t have the strength to even move. I wanted to lay there and just sleep.  Or rest. Or something.  But instead both of them grabbed an arm and literally dragged my naked ass off the bed. I collapsed on the floor but that didn’t stop them either.  I was pulled upright, barely supporting my own weight and leaning heavily on the two of them.  Then they guided me forward, into the hall, past the bathroom, and back out into the living room. 
 
                 The first thing I noticed was that the place was trashed.  Beer bottles littered every surface except the coffee table and some of the decorations had even been ripped down.  Then I noticed that almost everyone there was naked.  Mayra had stripped and was bouncing up and down on the lap of Matthew.  His hands were clutching her breasts, the nipples tightly caught between his knuckles and I felt a surge of hope that he was pinching her nicely.
 
                 Julie was also naked, but she was stretched across the sofa on her stomach, except there were three guys ALSO on the sofa, under her.  The one on the far right had his cock in her mouth, while the one in the middle was finger fucking her ass, jerking his hand in and out. I have to admit, I was impressed.  He was driving the digit in all the way up to his knuckles.  The guy at the very end was also finger fucking Julie, but he was aiming a little lower and had two fingers jammed into her sex.  Clearly she was enjoying it.
 
                 Kelly, who was still on the coffee table, though in a radically different position than when last I left her, was also still naked.  This didn’t surprise me.  What surprised me was that her skin looked as if she’d been flogged.  All of the wax was gone, scattered around the table.  She was lying on her back, her legs spread and feet pulled up to her hips, as if she had been kneeling and then forced to lay backward.  Her wrists were tied to her ankles and her head was hanging off the edge of the table.
 
                 Kelly didn’t seem to mind the difficult position because Kari was kneeling over the cute brunette’s face, her dress hiked up around her waist, while Kelly’s tongue was doing it’s very best to lick Kari’s clit right off her body.  My mistress on the other hand, was clearly having a great time and was clutching the rubber flogger in her right hand and was repeatedly bringing it down on Kelly’s sex.  All in all, it was quite the tableau.  
 
                 Both Brian and Ian looked around and then found seats to watch the floor show, leaving me standing there, still feeling a bit weak.  Kari, with eyes half open, saw me, and motioned me forward, pointing at Kelly’s sex.  I stumbled forward and immediately put my mouth between Kelly’s legs.  She was sweet and with her oiled petals in my mouth I immediately began rubbing my nose across her clit.
 
                 Kari began swinging the flogger across Kelly’s breasts, and while the rubber stranded whip wasn’t being swung hard, I could tell that each blow was a shock to the petite brunette I was currently eating. I felt her tense beneath me and then there was a sudden gush of wetness on my face as Kelly cried out, muffled only slightly by Kari’s sex.  
 
                 Me? I moved from her petals to her clit and began suckling and licking her directly, feeling the spasms continue in her even as Kari swung the flogger again.  Her legs jerked and I could tell her toes were curling even as another orgasm, or more probably a wave, hit her like a ton of bricks and took her down.
 
                 And that didn’t stop us.  Ever since I’ve know Kari, there have been moments where the two of us operated like one person. It’s like we instinctively knew what to do, in partnership.  Most of the time it happened in college, with the occasional man we brought back to our apartment to torture, but there we slipped into that mode easily, with a discernable goal.  Kelly was going to cum, and cum, and cum again until she was senseless.
 
                 Personally, I love it when that happens to me.  Kelly on the other hand, is not a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, and can only be held at that point for so long before it overwhelms her.  It’s like watching someone hold their breath. You see them go underwater, and you know the ache and burn they must be feeling, and you start to get anxious, waiting for them to come up. And they don’t, staying down longer and longer, and the tension rises and rises and you get to the edge of your seat and your fingers clench and you find yourself holding your own breath and just as your eyeballs are about to pop out of your skull, they emerge, gasping.
 
                 That’s what we did to Kelly.  She objected of course, but all of her pleas were totally inaudible thanks to the pressure of Kari’s petals.  I could feel the tension in Kelly, the trembling as we took her body over the edge, shook it around, and instead of letting her fall into orgasmic euphoria, we yanked her back to the chasm and pushed her off the edge again.  A proper metaphor might be to imagine her bungee jumping off the cliffs of orgasm.  You know, one of these days I’d like to go bungee jumping, naked, stuffed with vibrating anal beads, and vibroballs, while wearing my butterfly clit vibrator, all on high.  Oh yeah, and my hands should be bound.  Wouldn’t that be cool?
 
                 I think both Kari and I knew when Kelly reached her limit.  The spasms hadn’t stopped, but the sharp little cries had.  Her fingers, which had balled themselves into fists, were open and limp, and even her toes were uncurled.  Her chest heaved as if she had just run a race and when I placed a hand on her sternum, I could feel the pounding of her heart.  I lifted my head up, leaving her clit alone for the first time in ten minutes, to see Kari’s eyes closed, her hips moving rhythmically back and forth, smearing a spattering of cum across Kelly’s nose, mouth, and chin.  I smiled.  Kari came!  Wow!  Normally she’s highly restrained and has trouble reaching climax unless someone is screaming in pain.
 
                 Kari backed away, almost stumbling.  She never handles climax well and her dress was tugged down in seconds, hiding the shaved, glistening, cream colored swell of her sex.  She landed in her chair, eyes closed, clearly concentrating on her breathing.  That left me to check on Kelly. Her eyes were open but unfocused, a dazed look on her face.  I waved my hand in front of her and got a little concerned when there wasn’t a response, but a moment later she blinked and I watched as her eyes centered on mine and she gave me this exhausted smile.
 
                 “Is this what’s it’s like for you?” she asked, or she tried to ask. I barely understood it.  Her words were mush and she barely whispered it. I chuckled.
 
                 “Sort of. Except it hurts more.”
 
                 Kelly groaned.  She tried to sit up, and seemed surprised to find she was still tied to the coffee table.  Her head turned and I saw the plea in her eyes, but I shook my head sadly.  It wasn’t my place to untie her.
 
                 I wanted to sink down and maybe crawl under the coffee table and sleep.  But instead I felt Julie’s hand on my shoulder. I looked up.  She was totally naked, her pert little breasts sporting more piercings than mine did.  Her mouth glistened, as did her slit, slightly red and raw from the thorough finger fucking she had just allowed.
 
                 Note I said “allowed” and not “endured.”  Julie doesn’t “endure” anything, trust me.  I swallowed as she crooked a finger at me and I crawled after her as she walked toward the dining room.  The heavy beat of the music was starting to give me a headache and we threaded our way through half naked bodies, beer bottles, napkins, and all sorts of stuff. My knees felt the crunchy crumbs of spilled and crushed chips and pretzels on the carpet.  
 
                 “Stand up,” Julie ordered me, grabbing my clover clamps from the table. I complied, slowly getting to my feet, and Julie didn’t waste any time pinching the two steel jaws open and attaching them to my swollen nipples.  I groaned as they bit, and I wondered if this was how the chips felt with people walking and crawling over them.  I stood there, the painful throbbing of my heart trying to force blood into the tips of my breasts. Julie on the other hand, went into the kitchen, and brought back a tray that scared the living hell out of me.
 
                 There were six, count them SIX, bell shaped weights on the tray.  Each one looked like it was made of cast iron.  Solid iron.  I have no idea where she got them, or why she got them… well… okay. I do know WHY she bought them.  
 
                 “Put your hands behind your head and leave them there until I tell you otherwise.”
 
                 I nodded, biting my lip.  I had trouble controlling my breathing as Julie picked up the first iron bell.
 
                 The bottom of each weight was flat, so there was no hollow to ring when struck by a clapper.  Instead, I saw a small white strip of tape with the letter A on it.  I realized what she was doing immediately when she hung the weight almost directly under my left breast.  Now I’m used to weights, especially hung from my clover clamps. I’ve done up to five pounds before. And even then, without weighing each weight on my own, I knew that each bell was about two pounds.  I’ve confirmed it, because on Sunday Julie gave me the weights as a gift, but I knew THEN.
 
                 The weight and clover clamp chain jiggled as my chest heaved, trying to adjust to the subsequent increase in pain.  A second bell weight went on, and then the third.  Julie worked from the outside in and by the time she hung the sixth bell on my tits, both breasts were tugged downward hard and the pressure on the clover clamps had increased dramatically.  I was in total melt down mode, shifting and wincing and wriggling and basically close to doing something totally bad.
 
                 So Julie helped me by forcibly turning me around and walking me back into the living room.  She kept a grip on my hands too and then bent me over, so that my breasts dangled straight down, the weights swaying back and forth like a pendulum.  Agony exploded upward from the tips of my breasts and for a moment, I thought I was actually going to pass out.
 
                 “I need the six people who haven’t yet had a chance to purchase sex from Breanne to come up here please,” Julie announced.  
 
                 There was a shuffling as a number of guests, in fact half of them, stood up and put down beer bottles or laughed and clapped each other on the back or whatever.  They formed a line in front of me.
 
                 “You’ll need to choose a weight and remove it from Breanne’s tits,” Julie explained.  “Three of them are marked with letters on the bottom and those people will get to buy NHPS sex.”
 
                 The first guy knelt down and lifted a hand.  Then to my horror, he started lifting each bell weight, jiggling it, as if he were seeing if different pounds would indicate a letter.  I let out a cry as I felt the sensorial equivalent of someone taking a steak knife and sawing off my nipples.  Finally he selected one, unhooked it, and held it up.  His frown of disappointment said enough and he backed away, a look of chagrin on his face.
 
                 And yet precedent was now set.  Each of the five following guys made a show of selecting a weight, tugging, shaking, pulling, and torturing me before finally removing their selection.  There were cheers and jeers and I even had beer spilled on my back. I felt it run down my spine and to the crack of my ass and someone even licked it off me!  When the last weight was removed I realized that Julie’s cruelty knew no bounds.  Even with the weights off, the clover clamps had tightened and would not loosen.  I wondered if I’d even HAVE nipples left when this was done.
 
                 Three of the boys had won the contest and presented their bell weights to Julie.  Matthew got to go first, since he had the letter A.
 
                 “Just hang your weight on her tits and announce what you’d like to purchase.
 
                 Ow. 
 
                 The weight went back on and Matthew grinned. “I want to fuck her brains out.”
 
                 Then it was Jimmy’s turn.  He hung his weight from my other nipple and gave it a little jiggle. I whimpered loudly. “I’ll be fucking that sweet ass,” he said.
 
                 Last came Saul who hung his weight in the very center, letting it dangle down and pulling evenly between both nipples. “I’ll go with a handjob I guess. I’ve already fucked Mayra, so I’m not going to be greedy.”
 
                 Julie nodded.  “Well, it’s about time.  So let’s get started.  Saul, you’re up first.”  She retrieved a rubber band from one of the piles and handed it to him.  “Lift your right foot, Bre.”
 
                 I did but almost fell over and Julie grabbed me.  I felt her fingers tighten as the weights on my breasts swung dangerously and she forced me to step forward until I was able to put my hands on the coffee table, immediately on either side of Kelli’s hips.  My face was only a few inches away from her pussy.  Julie noticed and pushed my face downward until I was once again suckling Kelly’s clit.
 
                 The tiny break the poor girl had been given was clearly not enough and she squealed and moaned and I felt her wriggling underneath me.  I was still hurting too much to really care and tried to concentrate more on Kelly’s clit than my own pain.  I knew Kelly would be pretty damn sensitive, so I tried to be gentle.  I felt someone grab my foot and then the thick rubber band went around it.  I tried to keep my attention on Kelly, listening to her breathy whimpers, instead of what was about to happen to the soles of my feet.  I felt fingertips against my arch and then the rubber band was pulled back and let go.
 
                 That first snap stung, but it didn’t hurt and all that I did was give a little twitch of the foot and maybe suckle Kelly’s clit just a little stronger.  The second snap immediately followed and the sting seemed more intense.  The third crack of the elastic against my sole actually hurt and I winced, which of course set swinging the weights that dangled from my breasts.  Pain flooded through me, but it wasn’t until Saul got to the eighth or ninth snap that my foot actually hurt enough to be felt over the brutal agony in my breasts.
 
                 At ten he switched to my other foot.
 
                 I tried to continue working on Kelly, under the principle that misery is best shared, but while I was burning with pain, she was burning with over-sensitivity and that is a very different kind of torture.  She was being sandblasted into orgasmic orbit. I was just being hurt.  Admittedly, it was a sexual hurt and I sort of wished that someone had stuffed my ben wa balls back inside me, just to give my pussy something to clamp onto.  I could feel the juices dripping down my thigh.
 
                 I was yanked up a moment later and Julie grabbed my wrists and pulled them behind my back, using the D links to lock them in place.  I groaned as the weights hit my tummy, my nipples throbbing. My face was wet with Kelly’s juices and the girl on the table was writhing, clearly in renewed need.  It was kind of cute even.  
 
                 Julie slapped my ass hard.  “Spread your legs, bitch.”
 
                 I took a step, opening my thighs.  Again the weights jiggled and I’m positive that the expression on my face wasn’t exactly the kind of thing that would attract a guy.  Unless that guy likes seeing pretty girls hurt and suffering.  So yes, I was wet.  Is that surprising?
 
                 Julie handed Jimmy the cane and I looked at her in shock. Only one thing raced through my mind and I opened my mouth, starting to object.  Not with the clamps!  But Julie had already dropped to her knees beside me and just as I opened my mouth I felt her shove her thumb up inside me.  My objection turned into a high pitched groan and then lightning struck, flashing across my bosom with heat and fire.
 
                 The cane had landed just above my clamped nipples and I could see the fresh red welt through my tears.  My knees started to buckle, but Julie literally strong-armed me back into place, using her thumb, holding me up with pure impalement.  The cane snapped forward again and I wailed out loud, now requiring Julie to stand and hold me up.  She kept one hand down between my legs though, jamming her thumb up into my sex over and over.
 
                 I exploded on the eighth stroke if you would believe it.  I sure don’t.  How fucking messed up can I possibly be?  I was half bent over, the soles of my feet smarting, being thumb fucked with hard, fast, and aggressive strokes, while having my clamped and weighted breasts caned with a willow switch!  And I orgasmed!  What the hell is wrong with me?
 
                 I did collapse after that and the only thing that roused me again was the removal of the clover clamps.  The blood rushed back into my crushed nubs and I would have crossed my arms over my chest if they hadn’t still been bound behind my back.  As it was I just let out a scream of anguish that probably roused the neighbors.  Julie grabbed me, holding me tightly as I fell to my knees.
 
                 “Now, Jimmy.  Two more strokes!” she called out.
 
                 He lashed out with the cane, aiming for my nipples.  Oh my God.  He aimed for them.  I let out another scream, my feet kicking wildly and I fought to escape from Julie’s grasp.  She’s damn lucky she’s strong too because I almost got free. I was beyond rational thought. All I knew was that I had to escape the pain.  I felt her right hand grab my crotch and she shoved, yes shoved, three fingers into my slit and squeezed, literally holding on by my mons.  Then Jimmy snicked the cane across my breasts again and I sobbed, shaking like crazy.
 
                 
 
    
 
   Part Four
 
    
 
                 I collapsed onto the floor, my body just about giving up. I hurt in more ways than I could imagine.  Julie left me there, my pain ridden breasts mashed against the floor, my wrists still cuffed behind me.  I just cried and shook like a bowl of jelly during an earthquake.  I felt hands on me and I was rolled over onto my back.  My cuffs dug into my buttocks and then my ankles were tugged apart and my knees bent.  I was too blinded by my tears to see much, but I felt it; ten hard strokes of the sap, directly on my clit.  I caught a glimpse of Matthew, a look of excitement and need on his face, holding my sap.  I bucked, my hips thrusting upward to meet the blows, but they were practically over before they had even begun, leaving behind a stinging sensation that was rapidly turning into a hard heat.  My pussy was contracting frantically, searching for something to squeeze.
 
   Someone grabbed my foot and hauled it upward and before I had even recovered from the strokes between my legs, the sap was brought down on the sole of my right foot.  It stung, but to be honest, in the whole pantheon of abuses I had already suffered, getting my foot slapped a few times was nothing. Maybe if the sap had been more of a paddle, or maybe if I had gotten thirty or forty strokes, I would have been hurting.  But as it was, I barely felt it since so many other parts of me were on fire.
 
   My other foot was yanked upward too and a matching sting added to the panoply of torments.  I was rolled over and then my bottom was smacked.  Even then, I barely felt it and when Julie and Matthew hauled me to my feet, I was forced to rely on Julie to keep me upright.
 
   And that’s when Matt hit my breasts with the sap.  Now that I felt.  Julie had to haul me backward, almost off my feet, my ankles kicking as Matt let sharp little flicks of his wrist bring the leather rectangle down perfectly on each nipple.  Julie’s hand came up to cover my mouth because I let out a cry that probably could be heard in Downtown Houston.  Once again Julie wrapped her arms around me, her fingers sliding down my torso to grab me between the legs. I felt her fingers press against my petals and then she was inside me, with one hand across my face, tilting me back, while the other dug through my sex.
 
   Matthew was lucky my hands were bound because otherwise there is no way I would have stood for him hitting me like that.  Oh, he wasn’t violent or cruel or vicious or anything. It’s just that my breasts were so sore and painful that getting sapped there was like having hot lava poured on me.  It was a totally unconscious, instinctive reaction.  My world turned red for a full minute and when Matthew was done Julie let me go and I collapsed like an apartment building after demolition explosives blow out all the supports.  
 
   And not even THAT stopped Matthew.  Oh, he put down the sap of course, but he picked me up instead and I was carried, barely cognizant, into the back bedroom.  In moments I was once again laid down on rumpled sheets and I felt a sticky wet spot underneath me.  There was a bit of a conversation, one that I didn’t follow, but evidently involved logistics.  Wow.  You know, only a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut can have so much sex that you actually have to have logistics to handle it.  But since I was to be fucked both front and back, all while providing a handjob, there are evidently protocols to be handled.
 
   To my surprise it was Jimmy who took the bottom.  I was hauled into a squatting position, facing away from him, while Matthew and Saul held my arms.  I felt hands on my hips and then I was guided carefully downward. I felt the tip of Jimmy’s cock at the entrance of my bottom and I strained to relax, to allow it to happen.  It’s rare for anal penetration to be easy, but I was already opened there, well lubricated, and gravity helped, not to mention the steady pull of Jimmy’s hands.  Once I was done, eyes closed, my face a mask of discomfort, I felt myself pulled backward, impaled on Jimmy, with my full weight draped across his body.
 
   And then Matthew knelt between both our legs and I felt his cock against my slit.  I’m pretty sure their balls were touching, but evidently that didn’t faze them and I groaned as Matthew forced his cock into my already cramped innards.  He grabbed my legs and pulled them upward so that my ankles were near his shoulders, but ended up holding me by the cuffs above each foot.  And then, well then… we tried to fuck.
 
   What might look good on a television or computer screen as part of a porn movie doesn’t always translate well into real life, and frankly those actors and actresses are carefully staged to make it look easy and relaxed.  It’s not.  In about three minutes Jimmy was grunting and asking Matthew to pull out and I was being folded in ways that made accepting two cocks in my bottom half (not to mention the one in my hand that I was barely doing anything too) difficult.
 
   My three lovers agreed that one at a time seemed a better option and Saul got the short end of the stick.  Matthew went first and this time I was on my knees, my pert bottom waving in the air, and he came in from behind.  His first thrust actually went up my ass, but he figured out he was in the wrong place and moved on.  I was driven into the sheets with force until I was on my belly; a groaning, moaning fuck doll.  
 
   What can I say? It was a nice fuck, but not terribly exciting from my end of the spectrum.  I like doggie style but we ended up in the “inverted jockey” position when he rolled me over, with me staring up at him while he straddled me, my thighs, knees, and ankles touching.  All it did was turn the burner up, but didn’t set me boiling, though admittedly that might have been due to the punishment I had gotten earlier.
 
   When Matthew was finished I got flipped back over like a pancake, and Jimmy attacked my ass.  Again, not much response from me, and I’m thinking part of the problem was my energy level, which basically made me a breathing, yet relatively lifeless fuck toy.  And guess what?  That didn’t matter to the guys in the least.  Sometimes I suspect that as long as a guy has someplace to put their cock that is soft, warm, and wet, it doesn’t really matter what my mental state is.
 
   Once Jimmy was done I was turned over to Saul.  Surprisingly the other two guys left the room and I made a half-hearted attempt at giving the poor guy his handjob.  I must have been really bad at it, because after about a minute or two of bungled fondling, he snarled an oath, grabbed my legs, dragged me to the edge of the bed, slipped on a condom, and shoved his cock in between my thighs with a groan.
 
   Easily one of the best fucks I had all night.
 
   With my ankles around his head I groaned and let him plow me, thrusting his shaft deeply through my insides, finally feeling the energy arousal brings.  I began twisting my hips, thrusting back to meet him, and just as I was feeling as if I were making progress, moving back up the mountain toward the cliffs (but nowhere near them,) he popped with a grunt, leaving me aroused yet unsatisfied.
 
   I whimpered a little bit, but that’s to be expected and he pulled out and dumped his used condom on Julie’s floor.  Then he too left and I curled up into a ball and struggled to pull a sheet over myself.
 
   I dozed then.  Not sure how long, but you have to give me a break.  We had started this little party around five and it was well after nine o’clock and I had basically spent the entire four hours getting physically and sexually abused.  I hurt practically everywhere and even at that point you could see where the bruises would be forming on my breasts and ass.  The red welts of the cane crisscrossed with raised red lines, and I could still feel the heat of the spankings and the snaps of the sap in certain spots.  So I think a little R&R should be forgiven.
 
   I remember Kari running a hand through my hair and kissing me lightly on the forehead, but then I didn’t see her again.  I’m not sure how long they left me sleeping, but it was close to eleven when I woke.  I was groggy, and still not quite with it, which is why I didn’t resist or even really become consciously aware of the fact that someone was drawing my left arm outward, securing the cuff still around my wrist to the bed frame. It wasn’t until my right arm joined the left, secured to opposite corners that I woke fully and opened my eyes.
 
   Mayra grinned down at me, her naked body incredibly beautiful in the soft light of the bedside lamp.  “I’m supposed to prep you for the last two fucks, Breanne,” she whispered to me.  I felt a surge of fear, my eyes widening. I opened my mouth but was rewarded with a rubber ball gag.  Mayra climbed up on top of me and buckled it around my head.  I could feel the juices of her slit leaking down onto my belly.  When the only sound I was making was tiny groans, she slid down my body, leaving wet streaks on my leg, giving both tender and sore nipples quick pinches, before yanking my legs apart.
 
   I kept glancing at the doorway, hoping Julie was about to walk in but she didn’t appear.  When I was firmly bound to the bed, spread-eagled and ready, Mayra pulled out the rope.
 
   It was shoelace thin and very soft, which I suppose was a mercy, especially considering the stuff I regularly use on myself, but I was still just a little wary of whatever Mayra was planning.  The big issue was that with me tied down spread-eagled to the bed, there was only one part of me that I figured Mayra could tie up.
 
   She started by threading the rope behind my head and pulling it out so that the center of the rope was at the nape of my neck.  She literally stood on the bed above me and gave me a perfect view of the wet, fat lips of her hungry little nether mouth.  Then she knelt again and began wrapping.  
 
   I’m used to bondage of all kinds but Mayra used the rope unusually well. Of course, it’s not hard to wrap up a pair of tits and turn them into softball sized spheres, purple in color, and looking like a single poke of a sharp pin might make them pop.  Mayra made three loops around each breast, creating enough tension and pressure to make my aches and pains seem to double.  Then, with plenty of rope left over, she ran the damn strands under the fucking bed, bringing them out on the other side.  She pulled the rope through the insides of each knee and tugged until I wouldn’t have been able to close my legs even if I wanted to.  If I tried to close my legs, even a little, it would tighten the pressure on my bosom.  My breasts throbbed and she rubbed her hands, looking down on me.
 
   “Now I get to hurt you, bitch” she said softly, bending over and kissing me on the forehead.  She held something up and I recognized the spiked Wartenberg wheel.  The sharp little metal pins seemed to gleam in the light and she laid it on the inside of my leg, just above the knee, and went rolled it up my body.
 
   I stiffened.
 
   “I want you to know, fuckslut, that I’ve really developed a fetish for you. I’ve read all your stories, all your books, and you know what?” she asked me, pushing the pinwheel into my labia. I winched in pain, whimpering, shaking my head.
 
   “I think you fake it,” she hissed.  “No one could get off that much, on pain.”  
 
   The pinwheel rolled across my clit and down the other side of my sex and my eyes widened. I would have screamed had I been able.
 
   “Sure, we whipped your tits tonight to the point where, if I were you, I’d be embarrassed to show them to anyone.  But did you cum from that?” she asked me, and moved the pinwheel back up to my clit. I felt the steel pins perforate the tender nub and I arched my back, my body struggling to close itself.  The rope around my knees pulled tight, which translated back up to my bound breasts.  My chest began heaving as I began hyperventilating.  She rolled the pinwheel back across my clit from the other direction, working it back and forth across my mons.
 
   “So I want to see if you can really cum from pain.  And if you do cum, then you owe me.  You will become my little fucking pain slut to hurt and I will become one of your dominatrixes and at least once a month you will come to me and I will really hurt you!  I will tie you up so tightly and then hurt your pussy you won’t be able to think, fuck, or walk straight for a week!”
 
   Well hell, talk about motivation.  The idea of submitting to Mayra frightened the hell out of me.  Having it punctuated with the spiked wheel being run across my clit and up and down my labia made the concept even more… disturbing.  But you have to understand my psyche, and if you do then you probably can imagine my situation.  I was bound spread-eagled, with my breasts tightly wrapped, while an Amazon woman lay between my thighs, torturing my clit with tiny sharp, delicious pains.  And when she added the mental component and my overactive imagination kicked in – well – things went bad for me.
 
   What was I thinking?  I was thinking about what it would be like.  Duh.  I normally stay on the straight and narrow, risking very little because one of the smart things to do when you are into BDSM sex is to stay with people you trust, people who know your limits, people who respect you.  But Mayra I would never trust.  She knew my limits and didn’t care about them.  She didn’t respect me.  She might envy me, or maybe desire me, but respect?  No way.  And I imagined all sorts of horrible perversions and extreme torments she might apply to me.  You might know by now that I’ve got a dangerous dark streak, especially if you’ve read any of the stories I’ve written that were so bad, so… deviant… they couldn’t be published anywhere but my website, right?  The stuff in the skeleton closet?  Let’s just say that a part of me, a tiny part, actually wants that.  It’s like wanting a bad boy. You know he’s bad for you, you know it’s going to hurt.  But you want him anyway, no matter what anyone says.
 
   Mayra’s face was about four inches away from my pussy when I let loose and the resulting spray of my orgasm was sufficient enough to surprise her.  No hiding it I suppose.  She grinned in triumph and gave my clit a final puncturing before getting up on her knees.  She ran the pinwheel lightly over my breasts, eliciting another sharp squeal from me before tossing the sensorial tool over on the nightstand.  She leaned across me, her breasts pressed into my own, grabbing something else. I was lost in a daze of sexual euphoria and waited to see what was coming next.  She straightened up, clutching something in her hand. I squinted, trying to see what she was holding.
 
   “Now, fuckmeat, I’m going to hurt your tits.” She held up the object and I saw my vibroballs.  I blinked.  How could that hurt me?
 
   I didn’t see it coming.  She pulled out a roll of duct tape from the side table drawer (what the fuck is duct tape doing in Julie’s nightstand?), tore off a six inch strand, and taped the first bloody bullet right atop my distended right nipple.  My piercing was sticking straight up and the padlock charm I wore there was lying to the side.  Then she did the other side and while I strained against my bonds, she turned the vibroballs up to full power.
 
   Under normal circumstances, getting my nipple vibrated is only a minor turn on.  But change the situation to one where my breasts have been clamped, clothespinned, tugged, caned, sapped, sucked on, waxed, and then bound, you can imagine what THAT felt like.  She didn’t have to be cruel. She just was.  
 
   And then she walked out!  I couldn’t believe it.  Already my nipples felt as if someone was rubbing an emery board across my tender tips.  Or was it an electric sander?  One of these days I’m going to have to get an assignment where someone does some comparative abuses on me, just so I can get my metaphors and similes correct.  One breast can get sanded, the other filed.  
 
   I wriggled as much as I could, but the overload of sensory input coming from the tips of my breasts was wreaking havoc with my ability to even think coherently.  It washed away the lingering effects of the most recent orgasm and began overloading my nervous system. I was past being brain fried.  I was in full melt-down mode.  I was a nuclear reactor having a “for real” China Syndrome.  
 
   Mayra returned with Kari’s portable TENS Unit.  The two electrode pads had been replaced with a wired forceps clamp.  I wasn’t even aware of her plugging it in, or holding it up. I just felt it when she set the clamp over my recently perforated clit, tightened down, and then turned the device on, zapping me between the legs.  It was too much.  Every muscle in my body tightened, my fingers curled into fists, and then insanely, I popped again, a secondary wave of orgasmic ecstasy that was drawn from my very depths.  It wasn’t as powerful as the one preceding it, but it was enough to launch me into orbit again.
 
   She left me like that for about twenty minutes too.  No relief, just constant vibration and electricity, forcing me blubbering and whimpering back into arousal.  My head swung back and forth, the only movement allowed to me and I’m not even really sure what happened during that time, or what was said, or how she touched me.  At one point I remember her removing the ball gag and then straddling my face, pressing the puffy wet petals of her sex against my mouth.  I licked her of course. What else could I do?  And I remember her grinding her hips against my chin when she came.  Then when she was done, she kissed me, and stuck the damn rubber ball gag into my mouth. I moaned. I hate gags, even if I’m not drooling like a seven month old getting her first tooth.  She rubbed her fingers once more across my sore, distended nipples and left, her naked ass swinging as she walked out through the doorway.
 
   “Wow, Mayra wasn’t kidding,” Sam said, coming into the bedroom a moment later.  He flicked on the overhead light.  I was lying there, clit still clamped and enduring shocks, my nipples still taped with the vibroballs going overtime against the oversensitive nerve bundles.  Kevin nodded and the two guys came over to me.  
 
   “Seems kinda wrong to take it all off her, doesn’t it?” Sam asked.
 
   Since Mayra had kindly put the ball gag back in, I wasn’t really able to give my opinion.
 
   “I don’t know.  Maybe we could flip her over?”
 
   My eyes widened and I shook my head, squealing into the ball gag.
 
   “She seems to like that idea.  You get her ankles?”
 
   “Wait.  Shouldn’t we do the payment first?”
 
   “Oh. Right.  We’ll you’re first.”
 
   Sam nodded and disappeared from view for a moment, but then returned with one of the willow switches.  
 
   “Don’t hit her hard. It looks like her tits have pretty much had enough.”
 
   Sam grimaced. “Yeah, I’m not sure I want to. I mean look at them.  They’re all red and bruised and swollen.”
 
   “What about her feet?” Kevin asked.
 
   Sam blinked. “You mean cane her feet?”
 
   “Yeah. She likes that.  You can hit the soles of her feet.”
 
   “Hmmm… okay. Yeah. That sounds good.”
 
   I felt a hand grab the big toe of my right foot, pulling it upward and slightly back.  Then a burning line across my arch followed the hissing sound of the switch being swung. I stiffened and let out a painful moan that just seemed to encourage Sam.  He swung again, and then again, leaving bright red welts across the bottom of my foot that I was still sporting three days later.
 
   I felt like I had stepped on hot coals.  Sam moved around to the other side of the bed.  Again he grabbed my big toe and pulled my foot, still in the restraint, upward.  I thrashed a bit, biting the ball gag as the thin piece of wood scored my arch and stung and burned until a full ten strokes were delivered.  Almost sobbing, I felt Sam let my foot go. 
 
   “You’re turn,” he said to Kevin.
 
   “I’m not going to do her breasts either. Instead I’m just going to whip her thighs.”
 
   “Dude, whatever.”
 
   A burning impact hit me just below the sex, right on the delicate and rarely tormented flesh of my inner thigh.  My spread-eagled and bound position, especially the extra cordage around my inner knees, gave Kevin a perfect set of targets.  He went back and forth too, turning my upper legs red and leaving deep ridges where the edges of the rectangular leather paddle bit into the soft flesh.  It hurt, badly, but there wasn’t anything I could do about it.
 
   “Now for her pussy,” Kevin said dramatically.
 
   I was already aroused, mostly from having been left clamped and stinging and fried.  But the clit clamp was in the way and I thought for a moment he was going to remove it.  I felt another pulse of the TENS Unit and then Kevin matched it, slapping the sap into my pussy with a hard flick of his wrist.  The leather hit the clamp, driving it into my groin and I squealed, yanking hard on my bonds. The bed frame creaked.
 
   “Wow. I think she liked it.  Do it again, but harder!” Sam commented from the sideline.
 
   The second stroke was just as hard as the first and again it felt like being kicked between the legs.  I may not have a set of testicles to smash, but there is a bone there, not to mention plenty of soft, tender parts. Again I thrashed and squealed, my teeth biting into the back of the rubber ball gag.  A flurry of strokes landed on my clamped clit and frankly by the tenth, I couldn’t tell if someone had jacked up the electricity flowing through my clitoris or whether I was just being sapped by a crazy monster.  Tears flooded my eyes and I was having difficulty breathing through the ball gag.  Kevin noticed and a moment later sweet air rushed into my lungs.  
 
   Evidently me crying was not a bad thing though, since the two guys moved to opposite ends of the bed and I felt the bungee cords and the rope being loosened.  My knees went first and my body immediately tried to close itself, not that it did any good.  I was exhausted, worn, aching in more places that I could imagine. I was still connected to the TENS Unit, my breasts were still tightly wrapped and resembled a pair of those pressure squeeze balls, and I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t have been able to stand even if I had been allowed to.
 
   They flipped me over.
 
   Fresh pain erupted out of my bosom as my upper body weight was placed on the two bound and swollen globes at my front.  Granted, the bed itself was soft enough, but as they drew my hands back up to the top corners of the bed, there was no way to support myself.  You know how you normally keep your elbows down to keep from mashing yourself when you’re lying on your stomach?  Yeah… well forget that.  And try doing it with your breasts bound too!
 
   Then my feet were dragged to opposite corners of the bed as well and I let out another squeal as the sap snapped at my bottom.  Sharp stings echoed up through me, oddly matching the pulses still shocking my clit.  I jerked and wriggled and let out enough high pitched squeals to fill the sound track of a Japanese Porn Anime show.  Then I felt the bed move and someone, probably Kevin, climbed up above me.
 
   I felt cock press against my bottom even as a pair of fingers slid down my leg and to my soles.  There was a moment’s hesitation as the two boys seemed to figure things out, and then Kevin’s sharp rod was shoved up my ass at the same time Sam began slamming the sap against the already caned bottoms of my feet.  I grunted, butt fucked and tortured, enduring not only my own weight, but that of Kevin as well.  My breasts felt as if they were about to explode, the vibroballs still taped to the tips, still buzzing away on full power.
 
   I didn’t cum from the anal sex. I rarely, if ever, do.  Mostly the few times I’ve popped while getting screwed from and in the behind is because something else is going on – something other than getting my clit fried with a TENS Unit.  I think however that Kevin really enjoyed it.  Evidently having my pussy repeatedly shocked made lots of things tighten up inside me and in just a few minutes he was grunting and shaking and cumming.
 
   The relief I felt when he pulled out and got off me was purely physical.  My breasts hurt.  But then Sam left a final stroke of the sap on my tenderized soles and slipped up and straddled me.  He was just as heavy as Kevin, if not a little more, and he lowered himself and pressed me down hard into the sheets.  I felt his shaft slide along my sore thighs and then it went inside me, not in my ass, but where I really wanted it.  He began thrusting and again I felt myself coalescing, the pain and the agony merging together with the pleasure and the need and the want.  I know I’m fucked up, and not just literally with sex toys and lovers and abusers and what not, but mentally.  And right then, for a blissful five minutes, my tits didn’t just hurt, my feet didn’t just ache, my ass didn’t just burn, and my clit didn’t just convulse. I was the epitome of sexual expression, the utter end and the absolute beginning of sadistic sexual masochism. 
 
   And I came.
 
   I came like the second coming. I came like the troops invading Normandy. I came like Julius Caesar into Gaul. I came like a tsunami against Japan. I came like Greece’s financial meltdown.  It was power. It was danger. It was fear. It was exhilarating.  Every blood vessel in my body opened wide and my lymphatic system released about four gallons of adrenaline into my bloodstream.  I screamed out my explosion, shaking like a leaf caught in a tornado’s cauldron, hurled along with no control over my own fate.  Sam fucked me silly, his throbbing cock sliding in and out, his hips grinding against my own spanked ass, and I blubbered and sobbed, and yelled and thrashed and my toes curled and my hands became fists.
 
   Sam finished up behind me and extracted his wet, condom clad cock from my depths.  He stood, a satisfied smirk on his face and he slapped his bare hand down on my ass. I jumped a little, but was only barely on the border of consciousness.  I felt my hands being freed, my ankles loosened, and they flipped me over.  The TENS Unit was turned off and the forceps electrode on my clit removed.  It took some care to get my breasts unbound, but they managed, though I think a knife was employed at some point since there is a tiny, narrow, shallow cut in my left breast.  
 
    Julie came in to check on me, her fingers probing my skin, eliciting a few whimpers from me, but finally she shook her head and wrapped her arms around me, literally climbing into her own bed with me.
 
   “You are totally fucking nuts, you know that?” she asked me.
 
   I nodded, too tired to even speak.
 
   “And I didn’t even get a chance to torture you,” she sighed.
 
   I couldn’t help it. I giggled a little, even as tired as I was.  “Sorry,” I said, my words slurring in exhaustion.
 
   “Are there any parts of you that don’t hurt?” she asked me.
 
   I took stock, wanting to fall asleep.  “No, Julie. I pretty much hurt everywhere,” I replied.
 
   Her arms tightened around me.  “Well, good then.  But there is one thing you’re forgetting.”  She let go of me and sat up, then twisted and reached for something on her night stand.  I didn’t have the energy to turn and watch her, so I didn’t realize she had pulled the vibroballs, still half covered with duct tape, from her bedside table.
 
   “You aren’t following NHPS Rule #1.”
 
   I stiffened.  Seriously?  She couldn’t.  Could she?”
 
   I felt her hands on my knees, pushing my thighs open and to my absolute dismay, she pulled the duct tape off both plastic spheres and began rubbing them lightly against my petals. I groaned and tried to close myself up, but she held my legs open, using her body weight on one knee and her arm on the other.  I felt her tongue touch my clit and I stifled the scream.  It didn’t exactly hurt, but it felt… overly intense.  But it also instantly made me wet and Julie took advantage of that immediately.  I groaned as the first vibroball went in, then the second.
 
   Stuffed once again, Julie finally let me close my legs and she again cuddled me.
 
   “Tired?” she asked.
 
   I nodded. “Yes, please… sleep.”
 
   I could sense her smile. “All right my little Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, pleasant dreams.  Sleep tight.”
 
   I sighed, my eyes closing, and then, just as I was about to fade away, the vibroballs began purring inside me. I groaned, jerked back into wakefulness.
 
   “Julie… please!” I begged.
 
   She stroked my hair, the only place I didn’t seem to hurt.  “Hush now, Bre.  Sleep.  Rest.  I’ll torture you tomorrow.”  She ran her hand down my back, caressing me into oblivion.
 
   And you know what?  I did sleep.  With the vibroballs purring inside me.
 
   The next morning I woke in a state of hyper-sexuality and the very first thing I did was masturbate.  It hurt.  My clit was sore and even moving made my breasts burn.  After a rather sad but necessary orgasm, I sat up, turned the vibroballs off, and looked around. Julie wasn’t there and Jimmy was lying next to me, naked and half covered with a sheet.  I stood up.  Morning sunlight streamed through the window, hurting my eyes.  I felt awful.  I stumbled out through the hall, past the bathroom and a mostly naked female body lying in the hallway.  Was she tied up? I shook my head, a pounding headache raging through my skull.
 
   The living room was trashed and the fumes of marijuana and cigarette smoke made breathing difficult.  I stumbled across the floor and threw open the sliding glass door to the balcony. I gasped, sucking in fresh air, not caring that I was standing naked, exposed to the entire parking lot.  I turned back into the apartment and held my breath, kicking my way through the trash of discarded beer bottles, plates, chips, napkins, streamers, and God knows what else, until I found the bathroom. It was just as bad and I threw the bottles out into the hall, trying not to hit Mayra.  Well, sort of trying.  I had to flush the toilet too, a few times, just to get whatever it was down the drain.
 
   I slid down onto the floor and put my head in my hands.  What had happened? How had it come to this?  And what comes next?
 
   Fifteen minutes later Julie knocked on the door.  She was wearing a cut off tee shirt that left her midriff exposed and a pair of lace panties that left little to the imagination.  She came in uninvited and looked me over.  Her eyes were bloodshot and she was a bit pale.
 
   “You survived,” she said grumpily.
 
   I nodded. “So did you.  You don’t look good though.  Got a hangover?” I asked sympathetically.
 
   She nodded and reached up to the medicine cabinet.  I watched as she palmed five tablets of ibuprofen and swallowed them without water.  
 
   “Can I have some?” I asked.  She tossed me the bottle.  I followed suit and took five of the little tabs.  I climbed to my feet and after putting the pills in my mouth, cupped some water in my open hand and drank.
 
   “So what now?” I asked.
 
   Julie groaned.  “Now we go back to bed. Come on.”
 
   She led me back to her room and she peeled off her panties.  I watched, trying to figure out what she was doing.  She climbed in next to Jimmy and then motioned me over.
 
   “You get in too,” she said.
 
   I gave her an exasperated look. “There isn’t room.  It’s a full, not a queen,” I protested.
 
   Julie glared at me and grabbed my hand. “You get on the bed with your face in between my legs and your pussy on my face or so help me God I will take you back out into the living room, wax your cunt and tits and whip them until you bleed.”
 
   I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  I get turned on from being hurt.  But you know what?  There are times, ever so rare for me, when vanilla sex seems perfect.  I laughed, tears filling my eyes and I bent over and kissed Julie’s hurting brow.  With a smile I climbed atop her, my dripping petals over her face, knees by her ears, and I bent down, slipping beneath the sheets, Jimmy’s limp cock near my left hand.  I bent down and took a long, loving taste of my friend and let the salt and tang hit me.  I felt her tongue against me, gentle laps and we began grinding, licking, suckling each other.  Our movements eventually woke Jimmy too and I sucked on him as well, alternating between the two before Jimmy finally pushed me aside and fucked Julie while I rode her face.  What a way to wake up.
 
   Happy Valentine’s Day.
 
    
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
                 Breanne, you will need someone to watch over you for this assignment as you will likely be bound and possibly senseless for a large part of the time. I think the bar you have been punished and gangbanged in would be a good place for this however you may change the place to one with plenty of strangers willing to whip and fuck you. The toy in you and your clothes are up to who is watching over you, though I doubt it will be a big  deal as you will likely not be wearing much for long (or you might start naked). You will however start out wearing your breast bands, clovers, bands on your feet, high heels, and your bondage cuffs/collar.

You will need to bring with you your weights, sap, cane, candles, ballgag and any other toys whoever is in charge feels would be appropriate. You will go early and only be leaving at closing or if whoever is watching over you feels you have reached your limit.

You are available to be tormented but any sexual use carries a cost, to you. Use of your hand is bought by snapping your feet, your mouth by spanking your ass, your ass by beating your breasts, and your pussy by whipping your clit; ten times to each breast foot or cheek, with 15 given to your clit. This is on top of any torment they wish to give you. Whoever came with you doesn't have to just watch to make sure you don't pass your limit but may also use and torment you, give out ideas on how to torment you, and hand out the cane at their discretion.

Just to keep your active participation I expect you to be punished by a new (one who hasn't used you already) strange every 45 mins. If you don't you are to be caned on your feet, ass, thighs, breasts, and pussy for 30 strokes ea. – Master Dan.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   
  
 

[bookmark: set_to_zero]Set To Zero
 
    
 
   Texas is well known for its multitude of sayings. You’ve probably heard some of them.  “Don’t mess with Texas” has always been popular, referring of course to littering.  And if you are something of a history buff, then “Remember the Alamo!” is probably on your short list.  Texans like to remind people that the first word spoken from the moon was “Houston” and that “failure is not an option.”
 
   Oops.
 
   In the space program, maybe failure isn’t an option.  But when you are a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, there are all sorts of opportunities for failure.  Sometimes it happens to be a particular set of circumstances that are just too intense.  In fact, now that I think about it, I’m frequently positioned for spectacular failure, as if the various doms and dommes KNOW that I’m going to blow it, plan for my dismal and abject deficiency, and pre-set the required punishments.
 
   I’m beginning to suspect some sort of conspiracy.  It’s possible, maybe, that they are creating assignments that might be slightly tilted toward me screwing things up.
 
   Yesterday I waltzed out of the house with a big old grin on my face, never suspecting that I was in for a rough day.  First of all, I was dressed, and dressed comfortably and conservatively.  I know this might come as a shock to you, but my general sensibilities are not geared for dressing like a teenage prostitute.  Given the choice, I’d slip into a pair of comfortable blue jeans, white tube socks, a pair of boots, some pink bikini cut panties, a bra, tee shirt, and if it’s cool out, maybe even a flannel button up long sleeve shirt.  In fact, that is exactly what I was wearing.
 
   I had some errands to do that morning and Master Salvador had been waiting for exactly something like that for his little assignment.  The previous few days had been tough on me, starting with a Saturday of non-stop vibration torment at Kari’s place and enough orgasms to almost rival my twenty one explosion record.  So I think it’s understandable how I spent Sunday with my ben wa balls stuffed inside me, staying far away from anything motorized, and not even bothering to masturbate.  When Monday came around though, Master Salvador asked about my condition, and finding out that my clit was still sore to the touch, instructed me to edge every few hours with my Husky dildo, all while pressing a vibrator to my clit.
 
   I’m sure you can imagine me sitting there in my chair, naked from the waist down, my shirt pulled up under my chin, two clothespins dangling from my nipples, while I grit my teeth and shuddered under the vibrational onslaught, all while bouncing up and down on a nine inch long, three inch wide rubber cock.  It was practically war.
 
   Remember the Alamo!
 
   So I didn’t cum at all on Monday.  And yes, that was a challenge.  On Tuesday however, Master Salvador rewarded me however.  I was wearing my RVP and he had me turn it on, giving me relief, which was absolute bliss.  But then I was instructed to remove the RVP, stick my ben wa balls back in, and given an assignment that I thought was not only doable, but could be a lot of fun.
 
   Master Salvador has a peculiar bent.  He’s not sadistic like Masters Brandon or Barrett.  He’s not into humiliation quite like Master Mark.  He’s not complicated like Master Dan.  Instead, he’s into something else, something I can’t quite figure out.  It’s like he’s trying to create certain situations – and I’m not positive he means them for me.
 
   Anyway, my big grin started because Master Salvador wanted me to wear something special, something I’ve rarely worn out on an assignment before, and usually the only reason I was allowed to wear it, was because I’d shortly be naked anyway.  But this time, this time was really awesome.  Why?  Because I got to wear what I was already wearing!
 
   I know, you’re shocked, right?  No stopping the truck on the gravel roadside along the south border of our farm.  No getting out and moving to the front in the cold.  No stripping naked, my nipples hard from the chill, goose bumps on every inch of my body, worrying about a car or truck coming along over the hill, seeing a very naked, red-haired Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut struggling to fold her clothes.  No putting on something so skimpy that I might as well be naked anyway.  No getting back into the truck, shivering and freezing my ass off, all while stuffed to the brim with something uncomfortable and buzzing and turning me on like an over-amped light switch.
 
   Nope, just me and my regular clothes and the ben wa balls.  I might as well have been spending the day out with my family!
 
   Of course going out in regular clothes with just my ben wa balls to tease me into sexual readiness was hardly the point of Master Salvador’s assignment.  I trundled along and checked my list. Both my mother and father had given me things to pick up and I needed a few things too, so I headed north toward town and pulled into the parking lot of one of those huge home improvement stores.
 
   I’ve been at this one before, even done some questionably intelligent things here.  I remember one time I bought a large jumbo alligator clamp and before even adjusting it so that it wouldn’t cut me, deliberately attached it somewhere on my body that elicited a knuckle bitten scream while raising the eyebrows of the poor clerk who was watching.  I’ve purchased some rather questionable items here, each vaguely dildo shaped.  
 
   And yesterday? Yesterday I was buying a few fence posts.
 
   Oh… not to fuck!  You pervert!  Could you imagine me sitting somewhere with a four inch wide metal pipe, trying to get that thing up inside me?  Hell, even with the rounded caps it would be too much for me. I know some women that can take dildos that big, but I’m not one of them.  My Core Driller is about as much as I can handle, even uncomfortably.  So don’t think I was going to plop down naked from the waist down in the back of my truck and screw a fence post.  
 
   It was still early and there weren’t many people about.  I closed my truck door and began walking toward the front doors, when I saw a man.  He was closer to forty than he was to thirty, dressed nicely, buzz cut hair, glasses, a tad bit overweight but not grossly so, and to be honest, looked rather nice.  I felt my loins tighten and changed my course slightly. With a skip I caught up to him and flashed him a beaming smile, the kind of smile that changes a man’s life.  It startled him and his step faltered a moment.
 
   “Hi!” I said brightly, eyes wide and direct.  I gave him a warm grin.
 
   He looked at me, and when I say he looked at me, I mean he REALLY looked at me.  I’m not positive about what he saw, but I can guess. I looked… good.  Wholesome.  Friendly.  Conservative even.  I was dressed as a typical cowgirl, from the pony tail that held back my fire engine red hair to the dark blue denim covering my butt.  Hell, I was even wearing cowboy boots!
 
   “Hi,” he said back with a grin. 
 
   “I’m Breanne,” I told him.
 
   “Uh…. Rufus,” he replied and once again began walking toward to the store.
 
   “Hi, Rufus,” I intoned.
 
   He gave me a bemused smile. “Hello Breanne. Can I help you with something?” he asked, clearly confused as to why this twenty something red head cowgirl was walking next to him, appearing to give him all her attention.
 
   My face brightened considerably and I opened my mouth like a brainless school girl who cares for nothing but new shoes.  “Yes!  Totally!” I gushed.  I grabbed his arm and pulled him to a stop. It didn’t matter that we were standing directly in the middle of the roadway that ran past the front of the store.  I leaned close to him, violating his personal space and whispered conspiratorially, “I was wondering if you would please fuck me.”
 
   He reeled back as if I’d slapped him and now it was his turn for his mouth to open. I could see the wheels turning as his eyes now looked at me in a completely different light.  I could tell he was having trouble reconciling my attire and image with what I had just said.  He stalled for time and confirmation.
 
   “Excuse me?” he stammered.
 
   I beamed another one of my million watt smiles at him and said a little louder this time, just in case there was anyone around to hear, “I want you to fuck me. I could use a decent fuck.”
 
   His eyes glanced around nervously and he coughed. “Well, I uh… I uh… appreciate the offer, Breanne.  But uh… I’ll pass.  Thank you.”
 
   The smile dropped from my face, replaced immediately by my puppy dog eyes and sad frown.  “What?  But why?  I could really use it,” I whined.  
 
   He pushed past me and I matched his pace.  “Because it just isn’t right,” he insisted.
 
   I let out an exasperated gasp. “It doesn’t have to be right, Rufus.  It’s not a moral decision here.  It’s you taking me somewhere private, pulling down my pants and panties, giving me your cock, and then spanking me afterward,” I told him earnestly.
 
   His eyebrows went up at that and he glanced at me.  “Spanking too?  You’ve got some issues, young lady.”
 
   “Well duh,” I replied.  “But please, I know you can sort them out.  Please, Rufus?  Take me some place and do me?” I begged.  I even put a hand on his arm.
 
   “No Breanne. I don’t think so,” he said, his tone even and soft, but still stressed.
 
   “Why? I don’t understand,” I said. 
 
   “Because things like this don’t happen. It’s too good to be true.  You’re playing me.”
 
   Well, I sure wasn’t’ expecting that.  He was right of course, I was playing him.  Just not the way he THOUGHT I was playing him.
 
   “Girls just don’t come up to old fat guys like me and offer to let me fuck them. Besides, I’m married.  You’re too pretty not to be able to get some young hunk, which makes me think you’ve got ulterior motives.  Maybe you are hoping I’ll take you back to my place, and you’ll rob me and leave me tied up and naked on the bed, or invite a friend who is following you to come and help.  Either way, I’m not stupid enough to look at your offer as anything but suspicious.”
 
   Well, tar and feather me and call me a duck, I’d never quite been spoken to that way.  I sort of just stood there, open mouthed, blinking.  It had actually never even occurred to me that I might be perceived as a villain.  I started to protest and he laid a finger on my lips.
 
   “Conservation over.  Have a good day.”
 
   I hate moral, intelligent people. Shessh.
 
   I watched Rufus walk off and the look on my face more closely resembled Kermit the Frog after being told something by Miss Piggy. I’m lucky my face didn’t freeze that way or chagrined frustration would have been writ upon my expression for all time.
 
   I began wandering around the store, trying to avoid sales clerks.  They have this annoying habit of asking if they can help you find something, and to be honest, I was trying to find someone to fuck me.  Don’t get me wrong, I have nothing against screwing employees, but I was hoping for something a little more… wholesome… than taking some guy off the floor, risking his job, all for a little fling with me.  It seemed wrong and I was trying my best to be virtuous.
 
   Well… as much as I could be.
 
   I hit the jackpot about twenty minutes later when I stumbled across two uniformed contractors who were busy selecting a variety of only God knows what from the hardware aisle. My approach was flawless, insinuating myself between the two of them, striking up a conversation, and then asking them if they would be willing to assist me with my little project.  Evidently scruples isn’t contagious because they were more than willing to address my plumbing problem and with my arms linked in theirs, we went through the checkout line with their purchase and headed for the door.
 
   Yes, I did see Rufus, but you expected that right?  He watched me go out the door with my two guys and I twisted my head around and stuck my tongue out at him.  The shocked look on his face was worth it.
 
   I was taken to a van parked in the lot and I climbed in the back with Jim.  He was tall with this shock of white hair and I’m positive he was in his fifties.  He was also just a little unprepared and not sure what to do.  So with Jim half sitting on an upturned bucket just behind the driver’s seat, and Chris kneeling on the passenger seat, arms folded across the top and watching every move I made, I proceeded to strip out of my perfectly good farm girl clothing as sexually and provocatively as possible.
 
   Once I was naked, I moved in like a hungry shark, rubbing my breasts against Jim’s face and banging my head on the low roof.  I ignored that and turned around, planting my bottom in his lap and I rubbed and twisted and generally tried to see if I could put a wet spot on his pants.  To my surprise, he kept his hands away from me, not quite willing to touch and I realized he was a strip club veteran.  I rolled my eyes in the semi-darkness of their van, reached down, grabbed his wrists, and brought his meaty, sweaty palms up to my breasts.
 
   Well that revved him up. I know because I could feel his cock swell.  He began playing with my piercing and the charm padlock that dangled from my right nipple and in short order he was getting pretty serious, sticking his fingers just about everywhere.  I spread my legs as he found my slit and when he felt the thin string leading to the ben wa balls, he pulled his hand away.
 
   “Pull them out,” I said huskily, my chest heaving.  
 
   I’m not sure what he thought was in there, but he tugged and was shocked to find himself holding my sex toy.  I laughed and took it from him, licking my juices off one of the spheres before tossing the gooey set of spheres onto my fallen pile of clothes.  Then I plucked a condom from my jeans pocket, tore the package open, and popped it in my mouth like bubblegum.
 
   Master Salvador had told me I wasn’t allowed to suck cock.  But I’m pretty sure he meant that for actual orgasm.  He wanted me fucked.  No problem there. I wanted fucking.  I was horny too. Not desperate, but totally ready for cock.  And so I went to my knees, helped Jim unbutton his pants, pulled out his cock, and dipped my head down on his soda straw.
 
   He was hard and ready and I’ve been a master at the oral application of condoms since my sophomore year of college.  Once he was appropriately covered, I stood up, straddled him, grabbed his shaft and positioned him properly between my legs.  Then I lowered myself down.
 
   Yes, it was completely vanilla, just two bodies bouncing on a bucket, in the back of a van, in the parking lot of a home improvement store.  His mouth suckled my breasts, moving between one nipple and the other, even tugging lightly on the piercing.  I groaned, moaned, squealed and did my best to make Jim pop.
 
   Before I did of course.
 
   See, that was the crux of the assignment. I had to fuck three guys vanilla style, all wholesome and sweet and innocent on the outside, yet dark and perverted and wanton on the inside, like a rotten fruit.  And I had to do it all without cumming.
 
   No cumming.  Sex like crazy and no relief.  That was what was going to be hard for me.  Granted, I’m better at controlling my urges and needs than most – I’ve had lots of practice – but I’m a slut.  Sex itself turns me on!  
 
   But porn positions help.  Trust me.  There is a reason porn stars do the facial thing and it isn’t just because everyone likes cum on a girl’s face.  It’s because those weird positions are practically impossible to orgasm in from just vaginal stimulation.  Poor guys.  We girls have all the fun, don’t we?
 
   Jim however had no trouble cumming while sitting down and he popped just a few minutes after he began snaking out my plumbing issues.  I groaned and rocked my hips as he held me, ramming himself deep.  And then I felt him soften, leaving me in a state of need, wanton urgency spreading through my blood stream.  
 
   “My turn,” Chris growled playfully and the next thing I knew I was lying on my back while he stuck his naked cock in my face.  I blinked and began sucking, even as my fingers reached for my jeans to get another condom.  I managed it and gagged a few times as I was facefucked.  I held up the condom packet and he took it, but thrust his shaft a few more times between my lips for good measure.  Finally he pulled out, leaving me breathless and gasping, put the condom on, and slid down my body.
 
   I felt him penetrate like a nail into wood and I was pinned to the floor of the van.  His hips slammed against mine like a sledgehammer and in moments the entire van was rocking on its shocks, bouncing up and down in what I’m sure was obvious clarity as to what was happening inside.  
 
   But lying on my back was not a good thing.  With Chris on top of me, the angle was just right, perfect in fact, and I grit my teeth, struggling against the tide.  There was no hope for me though.  I was too bothered, too perfectly aligned, and even as Chris began to fill his condom, grunting with exquisite rapture, I cried out, bucking up against him, exploding with certain perfection that failure is definitely an option.
 
   I felt amazing afterward and sat up as Chris pulled out.  Condoms were disposed of and there were some nice grins exchanged. I grabbed my clothes, but all I did was slip the ben wa balls back into my pussy while the guys watched, clearly shocked but intrigued all the same.  Once I was again following NHPS Rule #1, I got on all fours, presented my ass to Jim and said “now I deserve a spanking,”
 
   That too was part of the assignment.  After each fuck I was too ask, beg even, for a spanking, and I wasn’t allowed to specify how many strokes.  In fact, if asked, I was to shake my rump and say “as many as you want to give me, just make it hurt.”  And I was to count them too.  Out loud.
 
   Jim was a little incredulous, but was more than willing to give me what I wanted. He moved closer and brought his hand down and I felt the impact sting and jolt me forward. 
 
   “One,” I called out.
 
   Jim laughed.  “Guess a good girl counts.”
 
   No, Jim. Only bad girls count.
 
   By the time we got to eighteen my ass was burning and my rump was all over the place.  Jim evidently thought twenty was a nice round number and when he stopped I wiped a single tear from my eye and turned around.  I kissed his hand, thanks him, put him hands behind my back, and presented my breasts.
 
   “Please sir?  Slap my breasts ten times?”
 
   “Wow, are you like a pain slut or something?” Jim laughed, shaking his head.
 
   “I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” I replied softly.  
 
   “Really?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Can’t say no to that then,” and he hit my breasts.
 
   It wasn’t as hard as Julie usually does it, which I guess is a blessing, but it still stung, and when he was done both breasts felt hot and heavy and ached.  Then, without waiting even a moment, I crawled again on all fours over to where Chris was leaning against the back of the front passenger seat. 
 
   “Sir? Would you please spank me?” I asked, looking him the eye.
 
   “What, again?  Jim just spanked you!” Chris said, slightly shocked.
 
   I lowered my lashes, “yes sir.”
 
   “Uh, how many spanks?” Chris asked.
 
   “As many as you think I deserve,” I replied.
 
   “Damn girl, you are a glutton for punishment,” he said.  “Get over my lap.”
 
   I crawled across his legs and put my hands down on the van floor. My breasts swung just past his thigh, the nipples actually touching the metal bottom of the van.  I felt Chris’ hand on my rump and then he lifted it and brought it crashing down.
 
   I yelled.
 
   A flurry of swats landed and I counted out loud but it was damn near the hardest thing I’ve ever had to do.  I kicked and wiggled and he grabbed my right arm and dragged it into the small of my back when I couldn’t take the strokes and instinctively went to cover myself.  I lost count at twenty three.
 
   I was crying when he stopped and I was absolutely positive that someone had built a fire on my buttocks and that I’d find hot coals resting on both butt cheeks if I looked.  Chris rubbed my rump, feeling the heat, still holding me.  Finally he let go and I lifted up and faced him. I lifted my arms up and laced my fingers behind my neck.
 
   “Please slap my breasts twelve times sir,” I whispered, my rear end still on fire.
 
   Chris gave me a queer look.  “Why twelve? Jim only got to hit you ten times.”
 
   I winced.  “It’s half of the spanking.”
 
   Chris gave me a dirty look. “I gave your thirty strokes, bitch. You need to learn to count better.  That’s fifteen slaps to your tits.”  Then he lifted his hand and did Julie proud.
 
   It took every ounce of strength not to cover myself as Chris walloped my bosom.  Hot and heavy went to burning and aching and I felt spasms in muscles I didn’t know I had.  When he got to fifteen I crossed my arms across my chest and just rolled onto the floor.  It hurt a lot.  
 
   They gave me about ten minutes to get it together and finally I was able to sit up.  I thanked them both of course, because I’m a sort of good girl, and I crawled across to my pile of clothing.  I slipped my panties on first, because that’s what goes on first, only to blink in surprise as Jim came over and took the rest of my clothes.
 
   “You said you’re a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut?”
 
   I blinked. “Yes sir.”
 
   “So embarrassment gets you turned on?” he asked.
 
   I nodded, too stupid and sex stunned to see where this was going. 
 
   He grinned. “Good,” he said, then opened the back of the van and tossed my boots, socks, bra, jeans, and shirts out onto the pavement, at least fifteen feet away and in the middle of the parking lot aisle.
 
   Need I also mention that it was about sixty degrees outside?  I felt the blast of cool air hit me and my nipples tightened immediately.  Jim held out his hand and I struggled to my feet and climbed out of the van.  Glancing around, I darted out into the aisle and was almost hit by an oncoming truck, the driver looking at my half-naked form with surprise. I grabbed my clothing, gave him an apologetic grimace, and ran back to the side of the van.
 
   I glared up at Jim. “That wasn’t necessary!” I declared as I held my stuff up to my chest.  He and Chris were both laughing uproariously.  I must have looked ridiculous with my ass bright pink, matching my panties, my breasts the same color.  I dumped my boots and socks on the concrete and hurriedly stuffed my legs in my jeans.  I turned and faced the truck and got my bra on, then slid into my tee shirt.  I sat down, which hurt my bottom, and slid my socks up over my toes and then I jammed my feet into the boots.  Finally I pulled my flannel shirt on over my shoulders and with a wry frown at the two contractors, I turned away and marched off toward the store.
 
   For about half a minute, I was thinking along the lines of “hey, I’ve gotten two of my three fucks done!  This should be a cinch to wrap up!” when all of a sudden I realized something. I had cum, and cum well.  And that was against the rules.  There was also a proscribed punishment for unauthorized orgasm.  My number of fucks was reset back to zero.  I groaned.  Chris and Jim! All for NOTHING!  I thunked my head against a nearby shelving unit and cursed my libido.  Now instead of just needing to find one more guy to screw stupid, I had to do THREE!  All with spankings and slapping!
 
   Irritated mostly at myself, I wore a scowl that pretty much declared me off limits to anyone who might have thought me worthy of attention.  I marched along the aisle, grabbed a cart, went to the fencing section and picked out the metal strakes we needed.  Then I went to the cashier, bought my supplies, and took them back out to the truck.
 
   Admittedly, climbing up behind the wheel smarted.  But I bore it like a true trooper and got myself going.  With a shake of my head I considered my options and pulled out of the parking lot knowing that I still had lots to do.
 
    
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
                 I drove around aimlessly for the next thirty minutes, trying to decide where to go. It was already ten o’clock and somehow I ended up at the mall.  I threw a tarp over my fence posts and then headed into the mall.  I admit there was something novel about showing up at the mall wearing clothes- or at least clothing that wouldn’t immediately mark me as a slut.  I walked in through the sports store and didn’t even garner a second glance. Instead of thinking “wow, what a hot little fuck slut!” I could tell I was getting, “Oh look at that cute redhead cowgirl!”  And that was that.  It was… novel.
 
                 I began wandering around and found myself standing in front of the little jewelry store Julie works at.  She’s an assistant manager and handles most mornings and I wasn’t surprised to find her calmly restocking the various racks in her store.  I walked in with a smile on my face and she glanced over at me.
 
                 “Hi! Let me know if you need anything,” she said perfunctorily.
 
                 “Thank you. I will,” I replied.
 
                 I’m not sure if it was my voice, but I’m absolutely positive it wasn’t my attire.  Julie’s eyes widened and she looked at me, taking stock of the blue jeans, boots, and flannel shirt.  “Breanne?” she gasped.
 
                 I struck a silly pose and grinned.
 
                 “You’re… you’re…” she stood there flabbergasted.
 
                 My smile fell and my lips twisted into a chagrinned look of irritation, very similar to the one I wore while getting my fence posts.
 
                 “Dressed?” I said in a low tone, tinged with just a bit of vexation.
 
                 Julie picked up the hint.  “Conservative.”  She smiled and motioned me deeper into the store. “Come on back.”
 
                 I followed her into the small back room.  There were boxes everywhere and as soon as the door closed behind me Julie turned and looked at me expectantly. I just stood there, bewildered.
 
                 “What?” I asked.
 
                 “What do you mean, what?” she snapped back.
 
                 “You’re the one staring at me!” I protested.
 
                 “Your shirts, you numb wit!” she shot back.
 
                 “What about them?” I asked.
 
                 “TAKE THEM OFF!” she just about roared.
 
                 Oh.
 
                 I had the decency to look embarrassed and then began unbuttoning my flannel over shirt.  Slowly I took off the flannel shirt, then the tee shirt, and finally I unclasped my bra and let my breasts dangle free.  Both of them were still pink from the earlier slapping session and as Julie raised her hand, she suddenly stopped, reached out, and pinched a nipple, lifting my left breast up and studying it.
 
                 “You’ve already been tit spanked this morning?” she asked me intently.
 
                 I nodded. “Yes, Julie,” I replied, cursing my stupidity for wanting to come by and say hello. I just stood there with my hands behind my neck, waiting for whatever came next.
 
                 What came next was a stinging slap that landed on my left breast and carried across my chest and almost turned me completely around.  I let out a whimpering cry and gritted my teeth, eyes squeezed shut and using every ounce of willpower to keep my arms from flying forward to cover my breasts.  And that was just the first stroke!  She hit me like four or five more times, finishing when she finally saw the tears streaking down my cheeks.
 
                 “Just wanted you to remember that you’re still a fucking Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, no matter how you dress,” Julie said just a little spitefully.  “Don’t ever come into my store dressed normally again.  If I see you you’d better be as close to naked as you can legally get.  Now get out.”
 
                 I nodded, trying not to blubber.  Julie left me in the back office and I put my bra back on. My breasts throbbed and it took me awhile before I secured my bra clasp.  The pressure was pretty intense.  I donned my shirts and then stepped out into the store.
 
                 Julie was helping a customer and didn’t even look at me as I walked past her.  There were no words exchanged, no quiet glances; just total indifference.  It hurt almost as much as the breast spanking had.  I have to wonder if that’s what I’m worth sometimes, even to friends.  Am I nothing more than an ambulatory fuck toy willing to accept brutal and abusive torment due to my psychological imbalance?  Am I worth nothing but what my sexual organs can provide?  Am I a fuck slut only, instead of Breanne?
 
                 These are the kind of depressing thoughts that were going through my head as I walked the mall, not even looking for a new guy to screw my brains out.  Finally the scents of food roused me from my funk and I ambled on over to the food court, got myself a sandwich, and sat down to eat and think. I was halfway through my sandwich and some unsavory conclusions about my self-worth, when a rather handsome, dark haired man sat down across from me.  He was holding a tray of food and set it down in front of him.
 
                 “I thought I told you that any time you were here at the mall, you had to come and see me. It’s been a month and a half,” he said quietly.
 
                 “David, I’m sorry.” I replied sheepishly. “How are you?” I asked.
 
                 “Since Christmas?  Thinking about you actually.  You’ve been busy,” he said.
 
                 I smiled ruefully. “But not here at the mall,” I pointed out.
 
                 He nodded in acquiescence.  “True.  I still missed you.”  He gave me a big grin. I almost didn’t recognize you dressed like that. Fortunately your hair makes you stand out.”
 
                 I rolled my eyes. “That seems to be the theme today.”
 
                 He dug into his food. “So are you here on assignment or just shopping?” he asked.
 
                 I took a bite of my sandwich. “An assignment, sort of.  I was at loose ends and didn’t know where to come next, so I headed here.”
 
                 He took another bite. He was eating Chinese and the Orange Chicken looked pretty good.  “I hope you were planning on stopping by the office.”
 
                 I gave him an apologetic shrug.  “Honestly? I hadn’t thought that far ahead.”
 
                 “I see,” David replied, somewhat darkly.  I hate foreboding moments like that.
 
                 “I probably would have though!” I amended quickly.  “I was just thinking about some personal issues and then I got hungry.”
 
                 “Of course,” he said.  I flinched.
 
                 I had met David during Christmas and no, you didn’t miss anything. I had been at the mall doing crazily sexy stupid things when I encountered him and at some point you’ll get to read about that little adventure, but not today.  Suffice it to say that David had an office there and we had ended our last little session together with his admonition that I needed to “stop by and say hello” anytime I was at the mall.  I was going too of course. Really.
 
                 “So what’s today’s assignment? It’s got to be very interesting with you dressed so normally.”
 
                 I laughed and took another bite of sandwich.  Then I explained to him Master Salvador’s instructions, complete with the prohibition on orgasm and the follow-up spanking.  David just shook his head when I was done.
 
                 “So you’ve already fucked two guys this morning and screwed it up by cumming?  You are incorrigible. And you have very creative masters. Perhaps I’ll have to come up with something some time.  But then, I’m only on Volume Three of your tales, so I might be a little behind on things.”
 
                 “I’ll let you catch up,” I said, finishing off my lunch.
 
                 “Well since your Master Salvador didn’t specify strangers verses known men, I suggest you come back to my office and I assist you to complete your assignment.”
 
                 Part of me wanted to accept immediately, but another part of me, the more cautious part, had second thoughts.  Last time I was in David’s office, he had taken things to some pretty high levels.  Nothing that violated my limits of course, but he had no respect for the terms of an assignment.  
 
                 But I HAD agreed to visit him at his office any time I was at the mall, and there I was, at the mall.  I smiled softly and nodded, acceding to his request.  Then I sat there and we discussed some of my more recent adventures, as well as some of the tales in the first few volumes he’d been reading.  The conversation was highly erotic and while the ben wa balls inside me didn’t vibrate, they certainly gave my loins something to clamp down upon while getting excited.  Finally he finished his lunch and I walked beside him as we headed back to his office.
 
                 Just like the previous time, David’s secretary ignored me and you wouldn’t believe how self-conscious I was.  I followed behind him and he shut the door, and then for good measure locked it.
 
                 “Now, I believe I am to fuck you?” he asked sweetly.
 
                 I nodded, took a stance in front of him as he sat down on the other side of the desk, and began peeling off my clothes.  It’s tough to make blue jeans and a tee shirt coming off look sexy, but I guess I did okay because he was watching intently.  Finally it was just panties and my bra and I moved around the desk, crossing my ankles with every step. I leaned down over him as I undid my bra and then I let it fall on his lap, moving forward so that my breasts, still bright pink, bounced against his lips.
 
                 His hands came up and squeezed my bosom tight, pinching the nipples deliciously and I almost melted right there.  Then his mouth was on my breast, suckling and licking and going from left to right, playing with the padlock charm and my nipple piercing.  I moaned and tried to move my hands downward to my panties, but his fingers stopped me, holding me firm and pressed up tightly against him.  His mouth was hot upon my skin and each little kiss felt like fire, but that might have been because of the breast spankings I had been given.
 
                 Then he let me go, but instead of pulling down my own panties, he did it for me, slipping the pink cotton down my legs until they surrounded my ankles.  He kissed my hip and then to my surprise, literally picked me up and sat me down on his desk, my ass on his leather blotter.
 
                 “Spread your legs,” he whispered to me.
 
                 I did as asked, spreading my legs wide and putting my bare feet up on the arms of his chair.  He was inches from my slit and I leaned back, closing my eyes, waiting for the soft indulgence of his mouth on my clit.  I felt fingers against my petals and then I groaned as the ben wa balls were pulled clear, dripping on the blotter.  He tossed them aside and I held my breath, expecting his tongue.
 
                 So when the binder clamp he slipped out of his top drawer bit down hard on my clit, I really wasn’t ready for it. I lost my position and only his hands kept my legs from closing as I cried out and thrashed a little on his desktop. He’s damned lucky his computer was on the credenza behind him because I knocked his phone onto the floor with a ringing crash.  He stood over me, his face dark and his hand came up and flashed across my breasts, slapping my bosom back and forth with fast hard strokes.
 
                 Why does everyone who knows me feel it necessary to spank my boobs?
 
                 Eventually I curled up into a ball and he grabbed my wrists, wrestling with me. I wasn’t technically fighting him. I was responding to stimuli, like a fungus in a petri dish.  I lay there on his desk trying to stop the hurt and that’s when he freed his cock from his trousers and rammed himself into my dripping depths with force.  I groaned, only barely recognizing the different sensation.  He pounded hard inside me, working himself to completion quickly, uncaring of my needs.  But that was a good thing since I wasn’t allowed to cum anyway.  And so with my pain threshold at maximum and my sexual wants unfulfilled, he yanked himself out and spurted about a gallon of white cum across my belly.
 
                 I whimpered as he let up on the pressure.  I felt his hands between my legs and then the blood rushed back into my clit as he pinched the binder clamp open.  Again I cried out and twitched, but he slammed one hand down around my throat and I felt my air cut off.  Both hands forgot about the pain between my legs and came up, trying to pry his fingers off my airway. My eyes bulged and then he relaxed his grip enough to allow me to suck in a breath.
 
                 “You’re not allowed to cum, remember?” he whispered. His grip tightened again and all I could do was hold on and hope I didn’t pass out.  Then I felt his other hand probing between my legs.  He pushed two fingers into my depths and began frantically thrusting.
 
                 I don’t know if you’ve ever endured one of those super fast, high powered finger fucks, but I have, and David knew how to do it.  As I brought up my knees, my mind blowing with pleasure, he changed angles slightly and continued the slapping, deep penetration blows against my sex.  The fingers dipped deeply and my labia stung as he flailed away.  Then I couldn’t hold it anymore and I cried out in orgasmic ecstasy as I squirted a decent spray of juice out across his desk.
 
                 Great. Set right back to zero.  God damn it.
 
                 David dragged me off the desk and whirled me around, bending me over the edge and pressing my bare breasts right down in the splatter of cum I’d just deposited.  Then he reared back and slammed his hand across my bottom, making me squeal again.
 
                 “ONE!” I cried out, my brain short circuiting thanks to the pain and reverting back to training.
 
                 “TWO!” I yelped, my hips twitching as the blistering heat roared to life in my ass.  
 
                 “Three!” I hissed as his hand landed and I reached forward, grabbing hold of the desk as the bitter pain blasted through me.
 
                 I won’t bore you with the rest, but you will please to know that he gave me a full twenty spanks to the bottom, scorching my behind with impact friction.  In short order I was positive I’d never sit again and then he grabbed my hair, yanked me up so that my sizzling ass pressed against his semi-hard cock.  
 
                 “Grab my cock and don’t let go,” he snarled in my ear as he wrapped an arm around me.
 
                 I did it. I reached behind and slipped my fingers around his cock. It was still damp but it did take my mind off the heat in my rump.  He was firm, but not hard enough to fuck, so I began stroking him lightly, figuring that’s what he wanted.
 
                 What he actually wanted was my hands out of the way as he reached around me with his hand and began slapping my breasts up and down and back and forth.  I bobbed crazily, but I kept my hands on his cock, tugging and pulling as he laid blow after blow on my tender bosom.  I wasn’t even keeping count and I only realized he was done slapping me when I felt his hard cock pulled from my hands.
 
                 Once more I was bent over the desk and I cried out frantically, scared I was about to get another spanking, but instead he spread my flaming buttocks with his fingers, spat on my ass, and then shoved his cock into my rump.
 
                 Oh yeah, have I mentioned I’m not a fan of anal sex?  Well, I’m REALLY not a fan of anal sex immediately having endured a brutal spanking first!  It hurt! His pubic hair scraped against me and my inflamed buttocks flattened against every thrust of his hips.  And David wasn’t exactly scrawny when it comes to cock size either.  He was a full six or seven inches and drove himself all the way to the hilt too.  By his seventh or eight hammer stroke thrust I was blubbering and pretty much unable to think.  I began relaxing into it, disconnecting myself from the pain and sex, just letting it happen and my entire body began rolling as his hips pressed against my bottom.  I felt another stiffening, this time in my rear, and then he dumped another load of cum, though admittedly smaller I suspect, in my anal tract.
 
                 Me? I just lay there, impersonating his blotter.  I was thoroughly and completely fucked, in every which way possible, almost unconscious and feeling a sort of euphoria that normally accompanies major orgasmic events.  Slowly I pushed myself up from his desk and twisted, looking back behind me.  David was collapsed in his chair, a self-satisfied smirk on his face, eyes closed, enjoying the bliss that comes with sexual release.  I groaned and he opened his eyes.
 
   “Did you have to do that?” I asked as I winced, crawling down from the desk.
 
   “Yes, I did.  And next time it better not be eight weeks between your visits or I’ll make the next visit make this one look like a walk in the park,” he advised.
 
   I grabbed my bra, and pulled it up over my breasts, ignoring the pain.  I gave him a glare, but not a meaningful one, and knelt down to root under his desk, looking for my panties.  I found them and when I straightened he was holding my ben wa balls dangling from pinched fingers.
 
   “Looking for these?” he asked.
 
   I reached out for them, but he pulled them away.  “Ah ah,” he said.
 
   “I’m supposed to wear them.”
 
   “To get them back, there’s a cost.”
 
   “I think you’ve had plenty.”
 
   “No, I want a stipulation.”
 
   My eyebrow went up. Stipulations were different than assignments.  “What sort of stipulation?” I asked.
 
   “Every time you come to this mall, you wear something provocative and every time you come to this mall you will also be punished.”
 
   I thought back to Julie’s breast beating me and I gave him a wry frown. “I think that’s already the case,” I said in a caustic tone.  
 
   “No, a punishment delivered here in my office.”
 
   “Okay fine,” I agreed, reaching out to my ben wa balls.  Again he yanked them back out of the way.
 
   “There’s more,” he explained.
 
   “More?  I have to agree to more?” I asked in exasperation.
 
   He nodded. “Yes.  You will come to the mall at least once a week, on a weekday.”
 
   I cringed. “That’s… awfully specific.  And as things pick up this spring…” I held out my hands.
 
   “It’s not a requirement.  Say instead a preference,” he amended.  “I know that you’ll try hard to stop by.”
 
   I let out an exasperated sigh. “Oh, all right. If that’s what you want.”  I reached out for the ben wa balls and AGAIN he pulled them back out of my reach.
 
   “I’ll put them in for you.”
 
   I gave him one of those, “really?” glances and then spread my legs.
 
   David grinned and came forward.  The ben wa balls swung from his fingertips and he began pushing on my belly. I lifted an eyebrow, trying to figure out what he was doing and then started falling backward across his desk. Once more I was splayed open, my feet propped up on his armchair, my legs spread.  I felt the first ben wa ball rub against my opening and then he pushed it in. I groaned and my hips twitched. I wasn’t sexually excited at all, but you have to admit that getting stuffed like that was a good start.  The second ball went in immediately after I sighed in contented relief.
 
   “Now for your punishment,” David said.
 
   My head snapped up.  “What?”
 
   “You agreed to be punished every time you come to the mall. It’s time for that punishment,” he explained, reaching down to the drawer.
 
   “But…. you just PUNISHED ME!” I said loudly.
 
   He laughed and shook his head. “No. I tormented you.” He extracted a 12 inch long plastic ruler.  “What I’m about to do to your clit?  That’s punishment.  So put your hands behind your head, keep your legs open, and try not to scream, cause I’m going to spank your clit until it’s red.”
 
   David must have the most well paid secretary on the planet because had I been forced to sit outside his office listening to the sounds coming from it, I’d have called the police, the fire department, and in all likelihood, an exorcist.  I clenched my teeth, spread my knees out as wide as I could, kept the soles of my feet at his hips and tried to be one with the ruler.
 
   It snapped down sharply and burned a line across my sex and I jumped, my super-heated buttocks coming back down on the desk hard.  The cry that came from my throat was only partially mangled by my closed lips and instead I let out a nasally squeal that sounded like a half dead cat getting stepped on by an elephant.  He aimed directly for my clit and on the third stroke my legs couldn’t stand it any longer and tried to close.  David jammed an elbow into my left thigh and pushed down on the other with his hand.  Then he began slapping the ruler down with quick hard strokes.
 
   The pain was harsh, but it was close enough to a sapping, to a regular pussy whipping, that when he got to around twenty and let me up, and my sex matched the burning heat of my bottom and breasts, I realized that I was dripping wet, ready, wanting, and desperate for more sex.  I sat there gasping, literally leaking juice onto his desk. I gingerly got down, everything below my waist practically hurting, and found my undies.
 
   I pulled my panties up, then my jeans and finally I donned my shirts.  Fully clothed I kissed David goodbye, promised to see him soon, and headed out the door in an ambling sort of walk that might have said to anyone observing that I’d either spent too many days horseback, or had just been fucked till it hurt to walk.
 
   Aren’t you glad to know which it was?
 
   I didn’t bother walking past Julie’s shop.  I was scared that she might drag me in and hurt me some more. Why risk it?
 
   Back in my truck I thunked my forehead against the wheel.  I still had two more regular errands to run, including a trip to the bank for my dad and a stop at the grocery store for my mother.  So still aching I turned the key in the ignition and headed down the road toward the financial institution my father has been using since before I was born.  I used the driver-thru rather than going in, but it was mostly because I wasn’t sure I’d be able to walk straight.  Worse, I was gushing and my jeans were damp.  Don’t ask about the condition of my panties because those were soaked.  The scent of sex permeated the truck cabin like incense in a church.  
 
   After dropping off my dad’s checks, I parked for a little bit and reconsidered my options.  Thanks to David’s finger fucking, I was almost exactly back where I had started this morning, except three spankings in, an ass fuck, and four breast slappings.  I mentally cursed myself. I should have been DONE by that time.  And to think, I still had to find THREE guys, fuck them all, get both spankings and breast slappings, and NOT cum.  
 
   And I was horny as a toad in Ft. Worth, Texas.  You have to understand that a girl in need can do some desperate things.  She doesn’t exactly think straight, and so you’ll probably be a little more sympathetic when I turned and headed toward the nearby community college.  
 
   I headed toward the library since I’ve had some pretty good luck there before and I knew where there was one particular bathroom that was rather off the beaten path.  That worked out rather well for me since it took all of about two minutes to find one of the regular students and convince them to follow me.  Ten minutes later I was doing the bump and grind against the wall, my legs wrapped around my most recent paramour and enjoying the ride.
 
   I didn’t cum, which was something of a relief and after kissing my latest conquest goodbye I began wandering the campus, looking for something more scrumptious to fill my nether regions.
 
   It was odd of course, not being the immediate center of attention. There were actually girls wandering around who were wearing less than me.  Of course there is also a big difference between eighteen and twenty six and let me tell you, those eight years show.  Some would call it maturity and others call it getting old.  What it reminded me of was the fact that I’m closer to thirty than I am twenty now and I’m getting a little too mature to be running around like a college co-ed on spring break wearing less and fucking anything that moves.
 
   But I’m not quite ready to stop yet.  Maybe next year.  
 
   Now with the time closer to two, I managed to get behind a guy who looked like my type. He was a bit nerdish looking, with messy but clean hair, a massive backpack and an oversized coat.  I moved in behind him and followed him out to the parking lot where I finally made my move as he was getting into a little white sedan.
 
   “Hi! I’m Breanne,” I said brightly, stepping up next to him. Scared the living bejesus out of him too and he jerked a pair of iPod earbuds away from his head.
 
   “I’m sorry. What?” he asked me, clearly a little dismayed to find me talking to him.
 
   I sighed. “I said, ‘hi, I’m Breanne.”
 
   He gave me a half smile.  “And?”
 
   “I just introduced myself to you,” I replied, just a bit of irritation in my voice.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “So, maybe you’re supposed to give me your name back?” 
 
   “Why?”
 
   I’m a master at non-verbal communication and right at that moment I was certainly broadcasting.  But I’m pretty sure the aerial was not receiving.  I rolled my eys.
 
   “Clearly, you’re not interested,” I said with feigned disappointment. “Too bad, you would have worked perfectly.” I turned away and started walking.
 
   Nothing gets a man’s attention more than ass, except possibly curiosity.  Seriously, I could lead men to their doom just by making some drag marks at the edge of a cliff and leaving a bikini on the ground.  Every single one would come to investigate and then when they looked over the edge I could just kick them off one by one.
 
   But why would I want to do that? What a waste!
 
   “Wait! What do you mean?” he asked.
 
   I turned and walked backward for a moment. “Oh, I just thought you’d be good at sex, but never mind.”  I turned back around.
 
                 I know what was going through the guy’s mind.  Follow, or get in my car.  I didn’t bother looking back. Either I’d feel a touch on my shoulder or I wouldn’t.  I wasn’t exactly walking fast or anything and when I heard the little whine of an engine I glanced toward the rear.  The idiot was driving away!  Oh my God!  What is wrong with you fucking people!
 
                 Just a little furious I smacked my fist against the top of a nearby car, grimacing in frustration.
 
                 “Did my car do something to offend you, young lady?” I heard a man ask.  I whirled and there was a nice looking, thirty year old guy standing there, wearing a coat and carrying a briefcase.  
 
                 “What? Oh!  Your car! Oh! No, I’m sorry.  I was just a little frustrated at someone and I guess I shouldn’t have taken it out on your roof.”
 
                 He laughed.  “Well, that thing has seen worse days, and you didn’t do any damage to it.  Is everything okay?”  The question was loaded and I knew he was fishing to see what had been going on to make me frustrated.
 
                 It’s times like these that are golden to me.  It’s where I get to decide if I want to be honest, or lie through my teeth.  Generally, I’m an honest person. I’d rather just not say anything than tell the truth.  It makes things easier because if you lie, you’re going to end up eventually getting caught.  You don’t have to remember what you told people when you tell the truth.  Makes life much simpler.
 
                 I sighed, crossed my arms over my still quite sore breasts and shook my head.  “No.  Everything is not okay,” I said.   The timbre of my voice went up and I started speaking really fast.   “I got sent out this morning to fuck three guys, along with simple spankings and I was ordered not to cum and I screwed up anyway on the first two and so things got reset to zero and then I went to the mall and Julie slapped my breasts until I cried and then I was feeling all depressed and went and got something to eat, but David showed up and wanted me to come to his office and I did and we had sex and he spanked me, but then he knew I wasn’t supposed to cum either so he finger fucked me until I did and then he did me up the ass and when he was putting the ben wa balls back in he took a ruler to my clit and so I’m sore and horny and I still have to fuck two more guys  before I get to the grocery store and buy the stuff on mom’s list.”
 
                 I’m pretty sure I took a breath somewhere in there, but I’m not sure where.
 
                 The only words I can use to describe his expression are “stunned apoplexy.”  I looked at him expectantly.  “Well?”
 
                 “What?” he said in absolute total confusion.
 
                 I sighed and laughed at myself.  “Oh well. You asked.”  I turned and started walking away when I felt his hand on my arm.
 
                 “Wait a moment.  I got the part where you had sex with a number of men this morning, and I thought I heard you talk about getting hit with a ruler, but did I hear you correctly that you still had to fuck two more guys before going to the grocery store?” he asked me.
 
                  I nodded. “Yep.”
 
                 “Well, I’m not sure what your standards are but…” he started to say.  
 
                 I grinned and stood on my tip toes and planted a kiss on his nose. “You’re cute. You’re fine.  Take me somewhere and fuck my brains out please,” I pleaded.
 
                 “My place?” he asked.
 
                 I nodded and walked straight to the car I had been beating up a moment before.  He unlocked the door and I climbed in.  
 
    
 
   Part Three
 
    
 
                 “I’m Jasper,” he said as he got in behind the wheel.
 
    
 
                 “Breanne. How do you do?” I said brightly.
 
    
 
                 “I think I’m doing rather well today.  Now, if you wouldn’t mind, can you please repeat the litany you flew through a moment before, except this time at a slightly slower pace so I can actually keep up?”
 
    
 
                 I laughed and as we pulled out of the parking lot I started from the very beginning.  By the time I was finished, explaining how I had just recently banged one of the college students in a restroom, Jasper was grinning and pulling up into an apartment complex.  The place was fashionable, if not expensive, and was at least relatively new, part of the major expansion our town has been experiencing over the last few years.  I got out of the sedan and followed him down a walkway and up to a nice door. He opened it for me and I stepped into Jasper’s domicile.
 
    
 
                 He had an altar set up in the living room against one wall, but it was to the technology gods rather than some other nefarious deity.  I saw a Blueray DVD player and there was an actual computer attached to the whole set.  There was a sofa, but it was off to the side and directly opposite the altar was Jasper’s throne, a comfortable easy chair with a table that looked like it was stolen from a hospital standing next to it.  The keyboard was wireless, as was the mouse, and there was a second table to the other side clearly meant for food and drink. I knew this because there was old food and three half empty glasses on the table.
 
    
 
                 “Oh.  Sorry. I wasn’t expecting company and…” he put down his briefcase and quickly gathered up his dishes.  He disappeared down the hallway and went into the kitchen.  “Can I get you a drink?” he called out.
 
    
 
                 “No. I’m good, thanks!” I said as my fingers flew down from my chin to my belly button.
 
    
 
                 “Are you sure?  I’ve got vodka and even some wine, though I’m not sure how good it is.  It’s been in the fridge a while.”
 
    
 
                 I bent over as I kicked off my boots. “No, really Jasper. I’m good.”
 
    
 
                 “Okay!  I guess we can just talk or…” he came back out into the living room, a glass of water in one hand and his mouth fell open as he froze.
 
    
 
                 “Wow,” he said.
 
    
 
                 I grinned.  My clothes were piled in a heap on his throne and I was standing there buck naked.
 
    
 
                 “Wow,” he said again, as if once wasn’t enough.
 
    
 
                 I lifted one eyebrow as I closed the distance between us.  “Um… I did make it clear that we were going to have sex, right?” I asked.
 
    
 
                 He blinked and shook his head slightly and actually looked at my face instead of my boobs.  “What? Oh! Yes. Yes, you made that perfectly clear. I’m just used to a more… sedate pace for my romantic liaisons.”
 
    
 
                 I laughed. “I’m not a romantic liaison.”  I pressed myself against him and rubbed my breasts back and forth across his chest like a cat.  I might even have purred a little.
 
    
 
                 “No. You are definitely not a romantic liaison.  So, do you want to screw right here in the middle of the living room or can we be civilized and use the bed?”
 
    
 
                 My hand found his crotch and I began rubbing his thickening member right through his trousers.  I might have been a little focused.
 
    
 
                 He sighed, but it might have been tinged with a groan, and then he set his drink down right there on the coffee table.  He wrapped his arms around me, literally lifted me up, and carried me into his bedroom.
 
    
 
                 I’ve been carried into many bedrooms before, but this time was different.  He laid me gently down on the bed and took off his clothes. I wasn’t tied down. I wasn’t whipped. I wasn’t tortured or anything.  How depressing.  How very vanilla.  Sigh…
 
    
 
                 He climbed on top of me, his shaft perfectly hard, and instead of pinning me to the mattress, he began planting all of these little kisses on my torso.  With each one his tongue slipped out a little, tasting me, from my neck, over my breasts, and downward.  I admit that it was a turn on, and when he found my clit and changed from kissing to licking, I let out a firm groan.
 
    
 
                 He stayed there too long and as I felt the orgasm coming I pushed at his head. “No! No! I can’t cum! Stop! STOP!” I grunted.  He lifted up and grinned, but then moved his face down to my thigh, again kissing me until his mouth found my instep.  He actually ran his tongue along the arch of my foot before going back up the outside of my leg to my hip.  I had settled down slightly, but then his thumb found my sex, my wet dripping, needy slit, and slid gently in.  I arched my back, my head thrown back and my hips lifting as he thumb-fucked me.  He wrapped his hand downward, the fingers wet from my copious juices, working his forefinger against my ass.  I was already on edge and when he began rubbing around my bottom, it again threatened to blast me into orbit.
 
    
 
                 “Jasper!” I gasped.  “Please!  Just fuck me!” I begged.  
 
    
 
                 He responded by slipping his forefinger into my ass, up to the first knuckle.
 
    
 
                 His face again moved back down my body and his mouth latched on to my right breast, teasing the pierced nipple.  He bit down on the padlock charm and pulled, tugging on my breast, and sending delicious little shards of pain down to my loin to add to the mixture of total bliss between my legs.  His hand continued to thrust, both in my sex and my bottom, and when he let go of my breast, his head kissed its way down my stomach until his mouth was once again on my clitoris.
 
    
 
                 Why oh why wasn’t this man married?  I lay there quivering like a beached jellyfish, my brain overloading with sensation.  I’ve never enjoyed vanilla sex quite this much.  I was metaphorically standing on the edge of the cliffs of orgasm when he pulled his hand from me, twisted round, and drove his pulsing hard shaft into my depths with a single thrust.
 
    
 
                 It felt… oh my God.  It felt like liquid gold.  It was nirvana.  It was pure ecstasy.  And while Jasper jammed his jerky in and out of me, it was also the kick that blasted me off the cliff and over the edge into sexual climax.
 
    
 
                 Jasper continued to screw my brains out while I floated for a few moments.  My brain had shut down thanks to the overload of pleasure, so I just lay there with a dreamy smile on my face while my partner pumped himself in my well until he reached his pinnacle.  He collapsed on top of me, and to make matters even better, he stayed in, softening inside me until he worried his condom would come off in a bad spot and pulled out.  I groaned.
 
    
 
                 “That was amazing,” he said, his voice strained.
 
    
 
                 “Bastard,” I said, my voice still light with bliss.  “I wasn’t supposed to cum,” I said.  “You set me to zero again.”
 
    
 
                 “Sorry,” he replied with a grin, clearly unapologetic.
 
    
 
                 As the mix of endorphins and adrenaline slowly faded from my blood stream I sat up and glared at him. “I’m serious!  You’ve made my day even harder!  I now have to find THREE more guys!” I declared.
 
    
 
                 He smirked at me. “I would recommend not telling them you aren’t supposed to cum.  And for God’s sake don’t tell them you’ll have to fuck three more guys if you do,” he recommended.
 
    
 
                 My mouth fell open. “I was trying to be honest with you and get you to help me!” 
 
    
 
                 He shrugged. “I like the idea of you perpetually doing the rounds.”
 
    
 
                 I gave him a sharp glare, my mouth twisted up in irritation, and I climbed out of the bed and went out to the living room. I grabbed my clothing and began stuffing myself back into all of it, starting with the ben wa balls first of course.  He came out of the bedroom a moment later, wearing a bathrobe.  He sat down on the arm of his chair and looked at me.
 
    
 
                 “That’s it?  You’re leaving?”
 
    
 
                 I rolled my eyes. “Clearly I don’t have time to stay here.” I glanced at a digital clock I could see on his altar to the technology gods. It was already three thirty.  I had to be back at the house by five!  How was I going to fuck three more guys AND stop at the grocery store? I shook my head. Insane.
 
    
 
                 “Well, what about the spanking?” he asked suddenly.
 
    
 
                 I finished tugging up my jeans.  “You deliberately made me cum.  Why on earth would I offer you my ass for a spanking?  This doesn’t even count!”
 
    
 
                 His eyes darkened. “That doesn’t seem very sporting of you.”
 
    
 
                 “Deal with it.”
 
    
 
                 “I could just bend you over my knee and do it anyway.”
 
    
 
                 I stiffened slightly, turning to face him, now once again fully dressed.  I took a step toward him, closing the distance until I was within grabbing distance.
 
    
 
                 “You could, but you won’t.” I said.
 
    
 
                 His eyebrow went up. “You’d resist?” he asked.
 
    
 
                 I shook my head. “I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  Rule number two says I can’t refuse.  But you won’t because you’re not that kind of guy.  If you had wanted to hurt me, you’d have done it while we were screwing.”
 
    
 
                 He shrugged. “Or maybe I don’t like to mix pain with pleasure.”
 
    
 
                 I got even closer, my lips only an inch from his. “Pain IS pleasure,” I whispered. I felt his hands on my hips and he pulled me against him.  My eyes widened slightly. He felt… hard.
 
    
 
                 Jasper’s hands moved from my hips to my belt and when he began unbuckling my jeans I wondered what I had got myself into. I didn’t resist, at least not beyond a little back pull, just to make sure he was serious.  He yanked down my pants and panties, exposing my ass, and then slipped down into his throne, taking me with him and laying me across his lap and the padded arm rests.  I could feel his cock poking me in the belly now and then his hand began caressing my bottom, rubbing it, squeezing the cheeks.  He laid his palm flat against one side, and then I felt his touch disappear for a moment.
 
    
 
                 Jasper not only fucks good, he spanks good.  The blow that landed made me squeal and even reach back toward my ass.  He grabbed my wrist as my boots went up and down kicking, even as he spanked me again.  My buttocks clenched as the sting blasted through me, fading only gradually into the heat I’m accustomed too.  He hit me again, and then again, turning my rear end into a molten morass of hot lava.  It was one of the more blistering beatings I’ve had in a long while, though I suppose it might have been due to the fact I’d already had a number of bottom burnings that day.  
 
    
 
                 He spanked me till I was crying and then he shoved me off his lap, angling me so that I landed on my knees, my face between his legs.  
 
    
 
                 “Now straighten up and pull up your shirt.  I’m going to slap your breasts.”
 
    
 
                 Sniffling, I opened my flannel shirt and tugged up my tee and bra.  My bosom popped out and I interlaced my fingers behind my neck.  He lifted his hand and swung hard at my chest and seemed to be trying to relocate my left tit on the right side of my body.  God, it hurt.  He went back and forth and I realized I wasn’t even counting!
 
    
 
                 He stopped when I couldn’t take it and let my hands go so that I could curl up into a ball.  He reached down, wrapped a fist in my hair, and yanked me up.  I blinked as he pulled me into his crotch, his robe open, and his cock standing straight up.  He drove me down at it and I opened my mouth just in time to keep my lips from being bruised.  I gagged as it went in deep, almost into my throat, but I began bobbing and he let go of my hair, letting me take control of the blowjob.
 
    
 
                 I was throbbing and hurting, so I might not have done as good a job as I usually do, but he seemed to like it.  His cock was certainly hard enough and I guess the break and busting my ass was enough to revitalize him.  Suddenly he put his hand on my head, stopping me.
 
    
 
                 “Go get a condom from the bedroom. I’m going to fuck you again now,” he told me.
 
    
 
                 Instead I reached into the right front pocket of my jeans, which were still wrapped around my shins.  I pulled one out right there in front of him, much to his pleasure, and I opened it, popped it in my mouth, and went back down on his cock.  You should have seen his face. I swear, I’m going to put “can apply condoms with mouth” on my resume.
 
    
 
                 He shoved me to the floor, face down on the shag carpet, between the throne and the coffee table.  I felt his weight on me, pinning me down and then his cock began working along my butt crack.  I tried to protest, to remind him that I was stuffed, but he figured it out a moment later when he tried to drive his cock into my ben wa filled pussy.  He only got an inch or two in, felt the obstruction, and like David at the mall, decided to put himself elsewhere.  
 
    
 
                 For the second time that day I got butt fucked from behind and I groaned as the penetration went deep, with the full weight of my paramour behind it.  I let out a whimper as Jasper began bouncing and my breasts began rubbing against the carpet as he jerked up and down, straddling my backside.  Was it a turn on for me?  Not really.  At that point my just spanked bottom was smarting thanks to additional friction and my just slapped stupid breasts were now being pressed to a carpet that could have doubled as a sanding belt.  
 
    
 
                 I felt his mouth on my shoulder and he began lightly biting me along the neck and I admit it was a nice touch.  But still, I was too freshly blown to get off a second time and instead, took him like a pro.  When he came the second time he was too relaxed to do anything more than roll off me, gasping like a landed fish, one hand on my ass, squeezing it gently.
 
    
 
                 Slowly I picked myself up and once again pulled my jeans over my ass.  He just watched me, clearly feeling the same sexual euphoria I had been given a few minutes before.  
 
    
 
                 “You are fucking amazing,” he whispered.
 
    
 
                 “And you’re a prick,” I replied.
 
    
 
                 He laughed, closing his eyes.  “I don’t suppose you’re available for a date this weekend?” he asked.
 
    
 
                 “Sorry. I’m busy, but I’ll give you my number and maybe we can set something up.”
 
    
 
                 He blinked. “Really? I didn’t think…”
 
    
 
                 I went to his side and knelt down.  “You did fine.  You did what any of my online masters would have wanted.  You set me back to zero. You spanked me.  You even fucked me up the ass.  I think you qualify for a return engagement.  But I would suggest you do your research on me if you want to stay in the race.”
 
    
 
                 “Research?” he asked.
 
    
 
                 I fished one of my “Breanne Erickson – Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” cards out of my little purse and dropped it on his chest.  He read it and blinked.  “Wow.  You have a card.”
 
    
 
                 I smiled. “I’ll see you around, Jasper.”  Then I headed toward the door.
 
    
 
                 “Wait?  Don’t you need a ride back to the college?” he asked, sitting up with alarm.
 
    
 
                 “Call me. Maybe,” was all I said.
 
    
 
                 What? So I like Carly Rae Jepsen.  Is that a crime or something?  I’m not sure Jasper got the reference though.
 
    
 
                 And then I was outside in the cool air, taking deep breaths and still smarting from the punishment.  I was also about four miles away from my truck.
 
    
 
                 I know what you’re thinking.  Why didn’t she accept a ride back with him?  Well part of me was asking that too.  But another part of me felt that getting away from Jasper was a good idea.  He was disarming.  The moment he dragged me over his lap, rather than backing off and letting me go told me some very important things about his personality.  Hanging around him for any length of time was certain to create additional sexual distractions for both of us and if I was going to complete this assignment and not fail miserably, I had to get a move on.
 
    
 
                 Apartment complex parking lots are also easy places for Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts to find rides in.  All I did was walk along for a little bit, keeping my eyes open, and in short order a nice looking man in his late twenties emerged from one of the apartments and headed for a sports car.  He was dressed in blue jeans and a light jacket. I caught up to him just as he was putting his keys into the car door.
 
    
 
                 “Hi! I’m Breanne. Got a moment? Can I ask you something?”
 
    
 
                 He paused and looked up at me, his face turning into a smile. “Sure. What’s up?”
 
    
 
                 I blinked.  Never ever ask a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut that question unless you are prepared for the answer. “Ben wa balls, actually.” 
 
    
 
                 His eyes narrowed slightly in confusion. Evidently he didn’t know what ben wa balls are.  Ah… the ignorant.
 
    
 
                 I laughed.  “Are you in a hurry? I don’t want to make you late for an appointment or anything.”
 
    
 
                 He shook his head. “Beer run actually.”
 
    
 
                 My face brightened.  “Well, that works out great. I’m sort of in need of a lift back to the college.  I was wondering if you’d let me fuck your brains out in exchange for a ride.”  I paused as the shock hit his face. “Or is that a ride for a ride?” I said, thinking out loud.
 
    
 
                 “You… want to have sex?” he asked, just a tad bit incredulous.
 
    
 
                 I nodded vigorously.  “Here, in your apartment, in your car, wherever.  I just need you to do me, hard, and then you drive me back to the college.”
 
    
 
                 “You’re not kidding?”  he asked again.
 
    
 
                 I rolled my eyes. “Do I need to strip here in the parking lot to prove I’m serious?” I asked incredulously.
 
    
 
                 “Well, it would help.  I mean, how often does stuff like this happen?” he asked.  He actually looked around.  “I’m waiting for the camera crew to pop up.”
 
    
 
                 I swear, I have never done more frowning.  So with my face screwed up, I grabbed hold of my flannel shirt and yanked it off.  His eyes widened and then I grabbed my tee shirt, yanking it up and off my body with a single pull.
 
    
 
                 “Wait! I didn’t mean…” His words were muffled when my shirt hit him in the face.  By the time he managed to get it down, my bra joined it and he stiffened as he caught sight of my breasts, which were still bright pink and sported what was obviously hand prints.
 
    
 
                 “What… I don’t… holy shit.” 
 
    
 
                 Well that wasn’t a particularly enlightened response so I began unbuttoning my jeans, but he suddenly smiled and stepped closer.  
 
    
 
                 “Damn! You ARE serious,” he said.
 
    
 
                 I nodded.  “So where are we going to screw?” I asked.
 
    
 
                 He glanced back toward the apartments and I just grabbed his hand and started leading him back the way I had seen him come.
 
    
 
                 “You must be really horny,” he observed.
 
    
 
                 Oh. You have no idea.
 
    
 
                 His name was Carl and his apartment was a shambles, but evidently he practiced the same religion Jasper did because the altar to the technology gods was there, set up in the living room, except this one seemed more geared toward gaming than watching movies.  The throne was about four feet away from the television.  
 
    
 
                 The moment the door shut behind us he was on me and I suppose only being half dressed and having a gold padlock dangling from my right nipple was part of the problem.  His fingers fluttered at my waist. I kicked off my boots.  And we generally shed clothes like oaks shed acorns.  We fell to the floor licking and sucking and touching and exploring and if he thought my bright red ass or clearly slapped breasts worth mentioning, he didn’t mention them.
 
    
 
                 “What the hell are these?” he asked me, yanking out the ben wa balls and holding them up.
 
    
 
                 “Ben wa balls.  They keep me wet and ready,” I told him. “You did ask me what was up, remember?”
 
    
 
                 He laughed, tossed them aside, and jammed himself into my slit. I groaned, twisting my hips to accommodate him.  He wasn’t huge or anything, but he had a bit more mass than Jasper did.
 
    
 
                 My bottom stung as I was screwed. Evidently the shag carpet is a standard at that complex and my rump was being abraded.  That didn’t stop me from making the right noises though and Carl there was doing a pretty good job of seeing how much of my backside could get rubbed off during sex.
 
    
 
                 He came rather quickly, and while I admit I was feeling really good and enjoying myself, orgasm was a long way off and as I finished the seventh fuck of the day, and my first of three, I laid back with a grin on my face as Carl rolled off my body and sighed.
 
    
 
                 “Good?” I asked.
 
    
 
                 “Fuckingtastic,” he replied.  Then he lifted his head. “Sorry I came so quick.  Let me see if I can do something about that,” he said.
 
    
 
                 I lifted a hand. “No!  No… that’s okay.  I don’t need to cum.  Really,” I replied.
 
    
 
                 He blinked. “You don’t want to cum?” 
 
    
 
                 I grimaced.  “I do want to cum, but I can’t.  It’s complicated.”  I bit my lower lip and then rolled over.  “But what you CAN do is spank me.”
 
    
 
                 That got his attention and he put a single hand on my raw bottom. “You want me to spank you?”
 
    
 
                 I nodded and wiggled my ass. “Yep. Spank me red.”
 
    
 
                 He glanced down at my butt.  “You’re already red.”
 
    
 
                 I blushed.  
 
    
 
                 “How many spankings have you had today already?” he suddenly asked.
 
    
 
                 “Uh…” I had to count it all up in my head.  “Six?” I replied, hoping I got the number right.
 
    
 
                 “So I’m number six?” he asked.
 
    
 
                 I sighed. “Number seven,” I admitted.
 
    
 
                 “Seriously? You’ve fucked six other guys today?” he asked incredulously.
 
    
 
                 “Yeah.  Is that okay?”
 
    
 
                 “Are you some kind of slut or something?” he asked.
 
    
 
                 “I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” I replied.
 
    
 
                 “What the fuck is that?”
 
    
 
                 I rolled my eyes. “Nympho means I’m voracious, meaning I’ll fuck just about anyone. Humiliation means that being embarrassed or punished turns me on.  Pain makes the orgasms more intense, and being a slut means that you don’t have to pay for it.”  I admit my explanation was a little sarcastic.
 
    
 
                 “So you like, dig pain?” he asked me.
 
    
 
                 “Well breaking my arm isn’t going to make me want more sex,” I replied.  “But a spanking, or having my breasts slapped, or my pussy belted… all of that DOES turn me on.”
 
    
 
                 “Wow, really? I’ve heard of girls like that but I never thought I’d meet one.”
 
    
 
                 I shrugged. “We’re out there. Just not a lot of us.  And I’m probably a bit more intense than most.”
 
    
 
                 “So you want me to spank you?” 
 
    
 
                 I nodded again.
 
    
 
                 “And you get turned on from the pain?” he asked.
 
    
 
                 Again, another nod.
 
    
 
                 There was a glimmer in his eye. “Okay. Fine.  Kneel over the coffee table.”
 
    
 
                 With a shake of my head I smiled and lifted up.  The heavy wood coffee table sat in the small space between the chair and the television and I half draped myself across it, thinking “Here we go again. Another coffee table.”
 
    
 
                 I heard a bit of noise behind me and closed my eyes, preparing for his hand to smack my ass.  Instead I heard a hiss and my own leather belt, tugged out of my own jeans, landed across my ass with a sting that felt like a bolt of lightning had landed on my buttocks.
 
    
 
                 I let out a yelp and I twisted around to look at him in shock.
 
    
 
                 “What?” he said, a look of surprise on his face. “You said you liked pain.”
 
    
 
                 I spluttered something, but realized that any objection I made would be stupid.  I AM a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and if he wanted to belt me, then who am I to argue with him?  It wasn’t like he was violating my limits.
 
    
 
                 “Sorry. It’s just, you hit pretty hard and I’m really sore there,” I replied.
 
    
 
                 He nodded and folded my belt.  Then he knelt next to me.  “How’s this?” he asked, swinging the belt lightly, but still getting a decent slapping sound from the impact of the leather against my rump.  I winced, moaned, let out a little whimper and then nodded.
 
    
 
                 “I can handle that,” I hissed.
 
    
 
                 Carl began slinging the belt against my butt with regular strokes and you should have seen me wriggle.  He put his left arm across my back, effectively holding me down on the table, my breasts mashed against the wood, as he tried to aim for the tender spots on my derriere.  During the course of our little back and forth, my knees spread, exposing my inner thighs and evidently Carl liked the view. He removed his left arm from my back, slipped directly behind me, and stuck two fingers into my sex, all while continuing the sharp flicks of the doubled belt.  
 
    
 
                 Getting finger fucked while belted is not exactly easy to endure.  Worse, the pain makes the pleasure a bit more intense and I found myself squeezing Carl’s fingers and a moment later, in spite of best intentions, the movements of my hips were no longer intended to spare my buttocks the belt, but to actually present MORE of myself to Carl’s probing hand and the sharp sting of the leather.
 
    
 
                 And then… then things deteriorated.  Sensing that I was having some issues, especially toward arousal, Carl designed to change targets.  With his fingers still pumping in and out of my slit, he brought the leather belt up from beneath me, snapping upward, letting the leather hit my clit.
 
    
 
                 I can see you shaking your head.  You know me well, don’t you?  I know.  I have weak spots.  But come on! I’d been spanked, breast slapped, butt fucked, screwed, belted, and finger fucked, all since my last orgasm.  Is it any surprise that a girl like me would respond to a few, well aimed strokes to the clit?
 
    
 
                 On the flip side, I might bear some responsibility for this abject failure since instead of protesting and moving away, I arched my back, lifted my ass, spread my legs wider, and might even have said “harder!”
 
    
 
                 But I was under duress, or temporarily insane or something.  Shit. Who am I kidding? Master Salvador will see right through any of my explanations anyway.  Sorry, sir.  I admit it. Getting my clit whipped was more than enough to make me pop.
 
    
 
                 Carl got into things then and whacked away, but it clearly wasn’t enough for me. The underhand strokes just weren’t powerful enough and I suddenly pushed up from the coffee table, surprised the hell out of Carl as his fingers popped free of my depths, and I sat down on the wood table top, spread my legs as wide as possible, and laid back.
 
    
 
                 “Please?” I begged.
 
    
 
                 The next stroke that landed flattened my petals, stung my clit, and even left a straight red mark along my mons.  Carl let loose and about fifteen hard strokes later my legs were trembling, my knuckles were showing teeth marks, and I was squealing like a stuck pig being tenderized for spitting.  All I knew was that my loins were on fire and my clit felt engorged and swollen.  My brain began short circuiting and as Carl continued hitting my sex with my own belt, I exploded with a cry that Jasper, just a few buildings away, could probably hear.
 
    
 
                 Carl tossed the belt aside as I began the orgasm and his mouth came down on my clit, sucking the hot and tender nub into his mouth and the second stage of the rocket blasting me into orbit ignited and I went even higher up.  Way high.  Higher than I thought I could go and my toes curled and I made fists and my legs closed around his face, locking his mouth onto my clitoris and probably cutting off his air supply.  I felt his hands on my waist, pulling me down slightly as his tongue did this thing to my clit and I bucked and then screamed in absolute ecstasy.
 
    
 
                 And then?  Then I relaxed, the orgasm over, the wash of absolute bliss settling down like a heavy blanket on a cold day.  I was blubber. Jelly.  Play-doh.  Whatever.  And I think I may have giggled too.
 
    
 
                 “Are you all right?” Carl asked me and I just blubbered a little bit, nodding like a stupid Breanne bobble-head doll.  
 
    
 
                 “What… what time is it?” I asked idiotically, still feeling woozy from the adrenaline and endorphins and all the other crap my orgasms force into my bloodstream.  
 
    
 
                 Carl craned his neck and then looked down on me, still lying in bliss on his coffee table. “Um… four thirty.”
 
    
 
                 I groaned and sat up. “Four thirty? Shit.” 
 
    
 
                 “Are you okay?” he asked as I stumbled to my feet and began looking for my clothes.
 
    
 
                 “I still have to get to the grocery store,” I mumbled.  
 
    
 
                 “Are you kidding me?” he asked. “You have to go grocery shopping? I just fucking whipped your cunt!” 
 
    
 
                 I gave him a curious look. “So?”
 
    
 
                 It was his turn to splutter. “So… that’s a big deal.”
 
    
 
                 I rolled my eyes. “I’ve fucked this up all ready. It’s done.”
 
    
 
                 “What? I don’t understand!” Carl practically shouted at me.
 
    
 
                 “Look. I was ordered to fuck three guys today and after each fucking I was to offer my ass and my breasts for a spanking.  The rule though was that I wasn’t allowed to cum.  If I did cum, then no matter how many guys I had already screwed, my count was set to zero.  I’ve literally been fucking since eight o’clock this morning and what just happened? Again?  I came like a cheap whore; all of which means that I now have to find three guys to fuck in order to finish the assignment. What’s worse is that I had a time limit.  I have to be back home by five.”
 
    
 
                 Carl just stood there with his mouth open.
 
    
 
                 I finished putting on my clothes and shoving my feet into my boots.  “So are you going to drive me back to my truck?”
 
    
 
                 He blinked and began putting on his clothes. Finally he grabbed his car keys and stepped up beside me.
 
    
 
                 “I have a question,” he said, putting his hand on the doorknob, but not opening the door.
 
    
 
                 I raised an eyebrow.  “What?”
 
    
 
                 “Aren’t I supposed to get to spank your tits?” he asked.
 
    
 
                 I stared at him.
 
    
 
                 He grinned.
 
    
 
                 About twenty minutes later he dropped me off at my truck and I climbed out of his little sports car with my bra draped across one shoulder. It hurt too much to wear it.
 
    
 
                 “So next Wednesday, right?” Carl asked me as I stuck my own key in my truck. I glanced back at him. “Yeah. Wednesday is fine.  Call me though, okay?” I replied.
 
    
 
                 He grinned, flashed me a thumbs up, and got back in the car.  He drove away and I watched until he was out of sight.  I climbed up into the cab of my truck, my breasts throbbing and I tugged up my tee shirt.  They had been red before, but now they showed the rectangular marks of leather and the bruises were already forming.  Breathing sort of hurt.  I shook my head.  I had to go to the grocery store.  I shifted my hips, feeling the ben wa balls roll around inside my sex, totally unsurprised as to what I felt, what was happening down there, how damp I was.  How turned on.
 
    
 
                 Was there ever any doubt?
 
    
 
   Dear Master Salvador,
 
    
 
   I wanted to apologize for my abject failure at your assignment. I know that your intention was to keep me on edge throughout the day, but I have to be honest, my failure was not just a failure of will, but of my nature.  I am a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  You don’t punish a dog for being a dog, just like you don’t get angry with a horse for bucking the first time you get on his back. It’s the animal’s nature.  I offer this not as an excuse, but as an explanation.  I may be a person, with willpower and intelligence, but the very core of your assignment touched the more animalistic side of my person – sex is very natural, very animal-like.  We are closest to our instinct when we are making love.  Knowing your mind, I’m positive that my punishment for failing this assignment will not be terribly painful, but that it will most certainly be difficult. I suspect days of denial, of constant edging, with no relief in sight will be my lot, followed immediately by over-stimulation and multiple-orgasms designed to hurt through intensity, rather than the sap or whip. I accept that and again offer my apologies.  Do with me as you please. – Breanne              
 
                 
 
    
 
   Breanne, you will go out on your errands today stuffed with your ben wa balls.  You will dress normally, wearing jeans and a tee shirt   You are to find three different men and offer to fuck them either using your pussy or your ass, in exchange for corporal punishment.  Make sure they understand that to fuck you, they must be willing to spank, belt, or cane you.  Count out the strokes they give you, and then ask them to deliver half that many strokes to your breasts.  If they refuse, your count is reset to zero.  You are not allowed to cum.  Unauthorized orgasm results in your count also being reset to zero. - Master Salvador
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   Mankind has always been fascinated with his world, struggling to classify and quantify everything from his place in the cosmos to the particles that make up the atom.  Today we understand concepts like quantum physics, energy, gravity, and even to some extent, time.  But our ancestors based their understanding of the material world upon what they could visually see and understand.  In classical physics, the four elements of Earth, Water, Air, and Fire appear over and over again, from Babylonia to Greece.  They form structure for both Hinduism and Buddhism.  Plato mentions them.  Aristotle, in his “On Generation and Corruption” lists them and even quantifies their nature.
 
   Me? I have a more profound respect for the classical elements.  Sure, I learned my periodic table when I was in high school.  I know Hydrogen and Oxygen and Nitrogen.  Hell, I’ve even heard that funny periodic table song.  But there is something visceral about earth, water, air, and fire and when one is exposed to them like I’ve been - that respect becomes something even more profound.
 
   I’d spent the previous few days in orgasmic denial, starting on Wednesday with a six inch dildo while enduring a clothespin on my clit for the entire day.  The constant pinch and pull had driven me crazy, only to be replaced on Thursday with my ben wa balls and the butterfly clitoral vibrator, on low – until I was about to cum.  Then I had to turn it off for an entire hour.  Friday was vibroballs on low, still no orgasms, and a single clover clamp on my clit, with a half pound weight.  Do you have any idea what it’s like getting up and down to do laundry, knowing that every time you stand up your clit is going to get tugged downward painfully?  But I endured it all, knowing that I was being tenderized for Saturday. 
 
   I stood trembling at the far end of Kari’s backyard, a small enclosed fenced garden that more closely resembled a Costa Rican jungle than a piece of Houston.  Close to the bayou and with frequent enough rain to keep the banana plants and oleander healthy, Kari’s garden looked lush and overgrown, yet strangely controlled.  She preferred English type gardening, with each bed appearing natural, but with her guiding hands, or I should say mind since she hires gardeners, placing every flower, shrub, and bush with maniacal precision. 
 
   Today however, the patch of soft green lawn that was the centerpiece of her landscaping was bisected by a white string, stretched from one end to another, at about waist height.  I watched with a peculiar nervousness in my stomach as Mike the Hardware guy, along with a very naked and beautiful brunette named Alissa, worked their way down the string’s length.  Every six or so inches there was a large ceramic bead tied into the string, threaded and wrapped so it wouldn’t slide.  Alissa went down the line first, holding a bowl of white colored fluid made of egg whites and cream of tartar.  Mike followed behind slowly.  In one hand he carried a large glass jar filled with white sand, in the other a large pie dish.  As soon has Alissa finished liberally coating a bead, he would pour some of the sand on the knot, covering each bead.  
 
   I glanced around.  Kari and Robert stood watching, the queen herself leaning back against her now permanent boy toy.  They’d been together for years and if Robert had managed this far, I knew he wasn’t leaving.  For a long time I had despaired of Kari ever finding someone who could tolerate her personality.  She is imperious, demanding, controlling, and is a neat freak that would drive even the most organized person into contemplating murder.  And that’s not even including the sexual torture she inflicts upon the man.  I’ve seen his cock locked up in chastity devices. I’ve come over and helped her milk him, forcing orgasm after orgasm out of his thick shaft until it was red and chaffed and swollen and he was wincing even as my hips ground against his.
 
   Off to their side stood Mistress Sara, a buxom redhead who wore a stylish black leather outfit that displayed her impressive cleavage.  She was Alissa’s mistress and the only members of the Society of the Golden Rose that had been invited to witness my battle with the elements.  Sara was an attorney by trade, but her wide smile and deep cruel streak had certainly made their impact on me as well as Alissa.
 
   Alissa on the other hand was a cute brunette with shoulder length hair who had positively blossomed under Sara’s hand.  Now in college and working on a pre-law degree, Alissa had come a long way, recovering from a previous mistress who had abused her horribly.  The scars from the metal barbed punishment whip Danille had used upon Alissa were still visible as tiny white stars that peppered her flesh, but Alissa no longer looked starved and the smile on her face and wetness on her thighs made it clear that she was happy.  And probably turned on.
 
   Standing next to Sara, and looking quite out of place, was a punk rocker-Goth girl who wasn’t any older than Alissa.  Julie was just old enough to drink legally and shifted uncomfortably in her combat boots.  She too was wearing leather, but rather than going for the more elegant “Mistress” look, she appeared to have survived the apocalypse and her fishnet stockings were torn.  The leather top she wore was nothing more than a breast band and her rather underwhelming breasts didn’t quite fill it.  Her hair was a startling shade of blue, died front and back in a single color, though admittedly the tips at the base were dark blue, which lightened closer to her scalp. 
 
   And of course, there was me.  Little, old me.  I was there too, watching the preparations, just as naked and exposed as Alissa, our matching nipple piercings and charm padlocks wiggling from our right breasts.  Unlike Alissa however, I was wearing the black leather bondage cuffs and collar.  Barefoot, I could feel the blades of grass beneath me and as Alissa and Mike made it across the twenty or so feet of marble encrusted string, I knew things were about to get difficult.
 
   “There we go,” Mike announced as he finished sanding the last bead.  He gave me a grin as he shook the pie tin’s left over sand back into the jar.  “Don’t want to waste it, right?”  
 
   I knew what he was talking about.  The process for sterilizing and cleaning the sand wasn’t a difficult one, but it was time consuming and required sifting, boiling, baking, and another sifting.  You didn’t just toss something you worked that hard on.  I had actually spent the previous weekend at his place helping, which mostly meant that he did all the work while I was tied to his kitchen table with about twenty clothespins stuck to my body while being occasionally and repeatedly fucked at both ends.
 
   But hey, at least I helped, right?
 
   Kari glanced over at me. “Are you ready, Bre?” she asked, straightening up and taking a step forward.  
 
   I nodded. “Yes, ma’am,” I replied politely.  One should always be polite to Kari. I was already near the far end of the string, which was tied to a live oak at one end of Kari’s backyard.  Mike came up and held one hand as I swung a leg over the line. I caught it with my heel accidentally and as the damn things vibrated like a plucked guitar string I watched as little showers of sand sprinkled down across the lawn from each bead.  It was impressive.
 
   The first thing I felt was the string pressing against my labia.  Mike reached down and very nicely helped me by making sure the string was set deeply in my slit and I winced as he tugged one of my petals outward.  I was on tip toe already, feeling the pressure, though it was more of a discomfort than actual pain. I’ve done quite a few rope walks, but admittedly nothing like this.  I’m more used to thick, scratchy hemp abrading my sex and leaving me feeling scoured.  The string was narrow yes, and cutting yes, but it was smooth and as I began to inch forward I didn’t feel the scratchy tearing I’m used to.
 
   Everyone moved closer as I neared the first bead, which happened within two small steps for me.  I inched forward and then felt Mike’s hands on my wrists.  With a smooth movement he pulled them up and then behind my head, locking the leather cuffs together, and then to the back of my collar.  Julie then stepped forward, in what was obviously a pre-planned event, and bent down.  She licked both of my nipples, followed by long slow suckling and as soon as I seemed to be moaning, she backed off just enough to sprinkle a little sand on my breasts.  Then she began attaching the steel clover clamps to my nipples. I groaned as the steel pincers bit down and the silver colored chain dangled between my breasts. I could literally feel the tiny grains of sand between the clover clamps and my flesh. Then it was Mistress Sara’s turn and she came forward, both hands extended.  Cupped in each palm was a one pound weight, complete with tiny hooks and these she hung directly under each clover clamp, literally tightening the tiny metal jaws on the tips of my breasts.
 
   Did it hurt? Oh gosh yes.  Totally.  But I’m used to having my nipples crushed like that.  And even though my brain was already sputtering with the sensorial over-load, all the hurt really did was make me hyper-aware of what was going on between my legs.  
 
   “Now begin, Breanne.”  Kari’s voice was firm and final and I took my first step.
 
   It was dramatically different from other “rope walks” that I have done, and let me tell you, I’ve done some doozies.  I’ve walked ropes that were too high, forcing me not only up on tiptoe, but to scour myself with every step. I’ve walked ropes that were too taut, turning the scratchy hemp into a slow moving saw.  I’ve walked ropes that were frozen. I’ve walked ropes that were drenched in Stinging O and Tabasco sauce. I’ve walked ropes slowly and I’ve walked them fast, encouraged by the bite of a whip.  But I’ve never walked a thin string that slid through my sex like a knife.
 
   Perhaps it was the tension.  The string was pretty taut and dipped down like a tightrope as it disappeared into my slit, only to become visible again at the small of my back as it worked its way out from between my buttocks.  The line felt smooth, but it was so narrow that as my steps moved it through my loins, it almost felt like it was cutting me.
 
   And then I hit the first bead.  I let out a tiny gasp because the damn thing was big enough to rub against my entire clit.  My hips jerked a bit, rubbing myself back and forth on the sphere, unintentionally doing exactly what the devious devil who envisioned this little torment session wanted: to transfer the cleansed and sterilized sand from the bead to my clit.  I moved forward some more and felt the rounded bulb slip deeper, spreading my folds and leaving a grainy residue coating the insides of my labia.  I moaned as the bead reached my opening, slipping in ever so slightly, forcing me into a deliberate step to pop it outward and move it down and across my perineum.  My ass puckered as the bead dipped into my anus, not penetrating, but striking the sensitive nerves like a gentle finger stroking.  Then the bead worked its way up my butt crack and disappeared behind me.
 
   I couldn’t detect any change other than a dramatic increase in arousal as I worked my way further down the line.  I had expected some sensitivity due to the sand, but evidently the string I was walking wasn’t broad enough to actually rub any of the grains into my flesh, which is probably a good thing.  I moved gingerly forward until I found the next sand covered bead and repeated the process, my moans and groans much more verbal as my body reacted to the sexual stimulation and fresh coating of the tiny silicon grains.
 
   And I wasn’t the only one either.  Kari, who had been wearing a slinky skirt, had lifted it up to her waist and Robert was on his knees, lapping at her clit.  One high-heel clad foot was up on a chaise lounge and it was clear she was enjoying the attention.  Kari really only gets turned on when she’s hurting someone, so at least my suffering was getting her aroused.  Off to the side Alissa was laying on her back in the grass, her head tilted so that she could watch me, legs spread wide apart, while Mistress Sara began swinging one of those rubber floggers down at her ripe petals.  I know from experience that those floggers don’t hurt very much, and that considering Alissa pain threshold, this was probably a butterfly kiss, one that aroused Alissa to new heights.
 
   All of which left Mike and Julie being the odd ducks out.  Julie was leaning against the wall of the condo, her hand stuffed down the front of her jeans, clearly working herself into a froth.  Mike however studied me intently, eyes glued to my body as I went from bead to bead.  I could see the bulge in his pants however and I knew the stress he was feeling.  I was aroused too, but the beads weren’t enough to get me off, even when I rubbed myself back and forth across them.
 
   By the time I was halfway across, I began to feel the sand.  At first it was this little bit of irritation, like a scratching sensation.  To be honest, I was a little surprised.  It wasn’t even as bad as walking the thick hemp line knotted rope I usually use.  But as I hit more of the little sand-crusted beads, more granules were left between my legs, scouring me as each new bead worked its way through my well lubricated slit.
 
   I glanced over to the side, my bottom lip caught between my teeth, and watched a little wide-eyed as Julie moved over to Mike the Hardware Guy, tapped him on the shoulder, and then when he tore his eyes away from me, pushed down her jeans, exposing her bottom.  She bent over the outside dining table and Mike grinned, pulling a condom from his pocket.  A moment later he was well clad and slipped his cock into Julie from behind.  They moved quickly, passionately, as if there were some sort of finish line in front of them.  But they both watched me and as I got closer to them. I smiled between groans.
 
   Three quarters of the way across and I had to turn my head and look backward to see everyone else.  Kari was now riding Robert who was lying on a chaise lounge.  She too was positioned so she could watch my walk.  Alissa was beyond caring about me, since Sara had removed her pants as well and was now straddling the little brunette’s face.  I watched as the whip continued to fall between Alissa’s legs and frankly, I felt a momentary surge of jealousy.
 
   I looked ahead and knew I had at least fifteen or so more beads to go and I tried to pick up the pace.  Each step started to feel wrong as my crotch began to excoriate from the sand.  It wasn’t the string that was the problem, though that too hurt. It wasn’t even the beads.  It was my own steps that caused the heat, the irritation, and the building pain.  Ever had sand in the crack of your ass?  
 
   I felt strained by the time I neared the end and it was taking a bit of will power to hold back the tears.  I was horny as hell, desperate for a fuck, and all I had was two more beads.  As the second to last sphere hit my clit I worked myself back and forth across it, rubbing my sensitive bits desperately.  But just like every other bead, this one was encrusted with sand and the grains merely abraded my clitoris, working their way under the clitoral hood, along my labia, and even into my depths.  As the bead transferred toward the rear, I felt the sting, the burn and then the discomfort as it worked its way through my tightened buttocks.  
 
   I heard Julie cry out lightly in relief, but Mike continued to pump into her from behind and I heard the creak of the outdoor dining table as it supported her weight and his force.  I got to the last bead, tried again, unsuccessfully I might add, to cum, only to finish with a groan, standing there with my hands still cuffed behind my head and attached to my collar, my nipples throbbing in agony from the swinging weights and cruelly tightened clamps, with a thin piece of string digging up into my slit, pressing against my now swollen, sandy, and highly sensitive clit.
 
   Mike pulled out, his wet cock still hard and throbbing.  He groaned a bit, kicked off his jeans, and walked over to me, half-naked.  “Here Bre, let me help you,” he said.  His fingers found my hands and uncuffed me, then practically lifted me off the beaded string.  “There you go.”
 
   My thanks for his help was immediate. I fell to my knees, grabbed his hips, opened my mouth, and sucked on his cock for all it was worth.  The taste of Julie’s cum was all over him and I slurped it off like a hungry kitten skimming cream from a dish.  Mike groaned and I bobbed my head as my fingers rubbed his scrotum.
 
   I’d like to say that my motives were purely innocent, that I wanted to please this man who had so kindly arranged my torture, prepared the pieces, and then actually hurt me horribly through the entire day, but in all honesty, the reason I was sucking cock was, at least to some extent, due to the fact that I was allowed to squat down and spread my legs, thus getting some air up in there and hopefully dousing a little of that heat.
 
   Unfortunately for me, Mike came in about twenty seconds and I realized I was just the second act.  Julie had clearly done enough for him, or perhaps it was a combination of Julie’s ready and willing body and the sight of me walking the beaded string.  Regardless of the cause, he spurted up about ten gallons of cream that filled my mouth and trickled out from between my lips even as I tried to swallow as much as I could.
 
   As soon as he was finished, he backed off, a pleased look on his face and Julie stepped up, now naked from the waist down too.  She was holding Mike’s clothes.  He took them with a grin and stepped into his boxers, then the blue denim.  
 
   “Chaise lounge?” Julie asked next, glancing at me.  Mike nodded.  “Through job, remember?”
 
   The two of them came forward and lifted me up and I was walked over to a chaise lounge right next to where Kari and Robert were doing their thing.  Mike sat me down, spreading my legs to the sides of the lounger, where he clipped my ankle cuffs to the steel frame.  I glanced to my right.  Kari was clearly close and her eyes were glued to me.  She and Robert weren’t screwing fast, or even forcefully.  It was like she was in a holding pattern, sliding up and down Robert’s shaft, waiting for the right moment.
 
   My hands were tugged upward by Julie, who secured them to the top of the chaise lounge and then Mike was bringing over a tray.  There was a towel laid out on it and on top of the towel was the jar of left-over cleansed sand and a vibrator.  Mike set it down on the ground next to me and he knelt at the side of the chair, opposite Kari and Robert.  Julie stood behind me and reached down to grab the clover clamp chain, pulling it upward.  The weights flopped against my breasts but then her pull made them meaningless, the pain of Julie’s tug was far worse than the two pounds of pull they had inflicted on me.
 
   I gasped, which then turned into a cry of pain as Mike thrust the vibrator into my body.  There was no gentle preparation, no rubbing at my clit, and while I was wet and ready for the most part, there is a bit of grounding needed to brace oneself for the full and forceful penetration of a six inch long, two inch wide vibrator.  It just doesn’t slide in easy.  But there was another issue beside the surprise of the implantation.  There was the sand.
 
   Yes, the sand; all the sand left on my pussy by the beaded string.  As the vibrator slammed home inside me, I felt those tiny grains of sand.  There wasn’t that much in my depths, but there were enough and I could feel it.  I groaned, my hips twisting as Mike pumped the vibrator a few times.  Then he withdrew it.  He held it over the towel, picked up the jar of sand, and then poured a steady stream of the tiny silicon granules over the vibrator.
 
   In seconds the thing looked like a demented child’s sandbox toy.  Coated with my juices and now a sticky covering of sand, he wielded my vibrator with child-like glee.  I felt him press it to my clit, already swollen and sandy, and turn the vibrator on.  I gasped again, then let loose with a tiny cry as I felt the excoriating properties of the sand work on my sensitive nub.  He moved the vibrator lower, leaving even more grains along my labia.  With another forceful shove, he rammed the vibrator in, now depositing massive amounts of sand inside me.
 
   He pulled the vibrator out and repeated the process two, maybe three more times.  Each thrust he made into my sex was coated with white sand and I felt each vibration a thousand times more than I should have.  I began to gush as my sex responded to the over-stimulation, the abrasive properties of what had been done to me.  Mike returned the vibrator to my sex and now began the steady thrust in and out, without any additional sand. I had enough in me and now it was time to really get down to business.
 
   I’ve been sand fucked a few times before and the physical reaction to using tiny grains of what is essentially glass as a lubricant is about what you’d expect.  I began enduring some rather serious discomfort from between my legs and as Mike continued I began thrashing and twisting on the chaise lounge.
 
   I heard Kari groan in orgasmic relief a moment later and then she was pulling herself off Robert and just lying across his body.  I began blubbering, begging Mike to stop even as my toes began curling.  Finally he acceded to my request, pulling the vibrator out of my slit.
 
   Juice was pouring out of me at a frightening rate, the natural response of a woman’s sex to this kind of stimulation.  My hips continued their lewd and provocative jerking, the petals of my sex spread wide, glistening with moisture and bright red from the sanding.  Mike stood and handed the vibrator to Julie, who turned it back on and pressed it to one nipple, then after a few seconds, the other.  
 
   I lost track of what everyone was doing because my entire attention was now focused on Julie, who slid around from behind me and moved the tip of the vibrator back down my body.  I about screamed when she found my clit again and made a big deal of rubbing the sandy tip of the vibrating toy across the swollen nub, making me tremble.  It was a difficult sensation to describe – half pain, half pleasure and all of it making demands on my nervous system that my brain wasn’t prepared to deal with.  I felt like I needed desperately to cum, but that it hurt too much to do so.  My ass began aching I spent so much time with my loins tightened.
 
   Minutes passed and then Mike reappeared.  He set down some sort of apparatus at the end of the chaise lounger and Julie got out of the way. I heard a gentle hissing noise and as my vision cleared, I saw Mike kneeling, his hand holding the brass pressure nozzle, of a water sprayer.
 
   The stream that hit me was tiny and I’m guessing that comparatively, was pretty low pressure. But it felt like I was being hammered between the legs by a fireman’s hose battling a five alarm fire.  That little spray hit my clit and while it washed the sand away, you have to remember that the damage was already done.  Overly sensitive, swollen, and bright red, the stream of water moved my clit back and forth, working it like a tongue, yet with a cruelty I’ve rarely experienced.  
 
   Mike then moved up and down my labia, spreading me with his fingers as he washed me clean. Sandy water flowed down onto the lounge chair, spilling onto the patio pavement.  Splatters of water splashed upward and fell on my belly, but that cold touch was nothing compared to having Mike actually slip the nozzle into my depths, hosing me out.  
 
   He got sprayed for his efforts too, which part of me feels bad about, and part of me wants to say “serves you right!”  But despite the splatter he got all over himself, he was thorough in his washing and managed to get all the sand out from between my legs.  Then he worked the nozzle past my perineum and across my ass, and I lifted up for him.  I’m going to admit that having that sharp stream aimed at my bottom felt amazing.  I know.  Maybe this means I’m going to start liking anal sex someday.
 
   Then things changed.  Mike fiddled with his little nozzle, or perhaps it was the faucet, or whatever and the stream changed into something a little sharper, with much more force.  No longer was it a cleansing flow that washed the earth away from my delicate parts, but instead became a powerful jet that stung my flesh as it was aimed between my legs.  I cried out when the water hit my clit and I felt the little nodule undulating in the current.  Water has worn down granite, turned mighty mountains into the very sand used on those beads.  No doubt you can imagine what it did to my clit.
 
   Mike ran the stream up and down my sex, aiming it at the tender petals and working me into a mixture of agony and ecstasy that is difficult to describe. Water exploded everywhere and Kari and Robert moved out of the way.  Mike and Julie however ignored the deluge and seemed to revel in it. I felt another spray start up and saw Julie with her own little nozzle, aiming it at my breast.  Mike stood up and together they washed me.
 
   Or should I say “power washed me?”  That might be more accurate, and they concentrated on delicate spots that had already been sanded.  My sex gushed and as the water stream literally pounded into me with its force, spreading me open, I winced and cried out as my clitoris flapped back and forth with the water pressure.  Julie aimed for my clamped nipples, literally creating indentations at the tips of my breasts as the water mashed my areola inward.  
 
   It was terribly intense and highly erotic as the two worked me over.  My toes curled and eventually my chest heaved as I was brought to the edge of orgasm, the water torture lifting me up.  Spasms raced up and down my body and with that straight jet still pointed right at my clit, I cried out, my buttocks bouncing like mad on the chaise lounge, until I exploded with a throat strangling scream.
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
   You would think that orgasm would be a good stopping point for sexual torture, especially if your victim has been turned into a mindless automaton, blasted into euphoria through orgasmic overload.  But no, evidently that is NOT the way Mike and Julie operate, because instead of turning off the water during my climax, they redirected their spray so that both jets were aimed at my clit. I let out another scream but then blinked as Alissa, still buck naked and now quite wet from splashing water, swung a leg over my chest, almost kicking Julie.  Alissa moved forward and I saw Mistress Sara’s hand on her arm, pushing her toward me.  Seconds later Alissa’s petals were over my mouth and I was effectively muffled.
 
   That was probably a good thing since while we were afforded a measure of visual privacy screams of agonized sexual torture would no doubt attract attention in the upscale neighborhood Kari lives in.  Even rich people will eventually call the police when there’s a woman screaming her head off.  As it was, my cries of discomfort and the reblossoming of sexual need died in Alissa’s sex, which probably felt good to her.  She began grinding herself over my mouth and I think that I began sucking on her clit, even as my own tried to find relief from the stinging hard spray of the jets.
 
   By now, most people know that I’m a bit sick when it comes to sex.  Especially when pain is involved.  Don’t get me wrong, I’m not some wacko that would like to get burned during sex, or have my arm broken, or parts of me cut off with a knife.  Yuck.  But that discomfort that comes from overstimulation?  The kind that makes most women, women like Kari, beg for it to stop?  Yeah, well when that happens to me, I kind of crave more.  I don’t want it to stop. I want it to continue.  And worse, it makes me horny. It makes me need more sex.  It becomes a cycle, mitigated only by my energy levels, until I cum, hurt, then cum some more.  This is what Julie and Mike were banking on and they were right.  Despite the fact that I was having strong jets of water directed at my sex, despite the fact that I had just orgasmed a few moments before, and that I was sore, over-stimulated, and tender, in seconds I was once again standing at the cliff of orgasm, peering down into the chasm of sexual relief, feeling the pressure against my back (or more notably my clit), thrusting me toward the waiting edge.
 
   I realized I wasn’t screaming into Alissa any more. I was hungrily devouring her.  I was licking and lapping and sucking and what I wanted more than anything was to get my hands free so I could clutch at her bottom and see just how much of her I could get in my mouth.  My hips moved crazily and I have to give Julie and Mike credit for keeping the spray on my clit despite my movements.  And then, just before Alissa finally gave way and popped like a water balloon, I exploded with another scream as I was blasted over the edge.
 
   This time, after the minute long riot of orgasmic sensation, my tormentors settled down, moving the spray away from my clit and turning off the water.  Alissa ground down on my face though, clearly intent on achieving her own satisfaction. I didn’t mind.  To be more accurate, I didn’t care. I was basically senseless after having a multi-orgasmic event.  I wasn’t blubbering like some girls get after multiple forced orgasms, but I was definitely in lala land.  Alissa continued to grind herself across my face and that’s when the unmistakable sound of a hair dryer started up.
 
   I heard it first, but I felt it a moment later, especially since it was directed between my legs.  Whoever was wielding it had it on the lowest setting, but my sand scoured, wet clit certainly felt the heat and as the dryer moved closer to my flesh, the temperature increased and I felt the powerful gale against my petals.  This might sound odd, but I actually felt my labia flapping in the breeze.  How’s THAT for a weird mental image?  Of course it was a hot breeze, like a Texas summer afternoon when the thermometer reads a horrid hundred and two and there’s a western breeze that just brings more hot air at you.  Water was blown from between my legs, or out right dried, though from the movements of the blow dryer, it was relatively clear that drying my pussy wasn’t really the goal.  
 
   Alissa popped a moment later, groaning in relief as my tongue continued to work at her, but I was in my own little pocket of torment.  The hot air blowing across my clitoris was a sensation I’ve never felt ever before.  I’ve had my clit licked, sucked, spanked, whipped, creamed, pinched, clamped, obviously sanded, and none of those felt like this.  It was beyond description.  It was also intense and even as Alissa’s juices ran down my chin I felt my hips beginning their tell tale grind.
 
   I caught a glimpse of Julie past Alissa’s thigh and then my world dramatically changed.  A sharp hiss hit my ears even as a powerful stream of freezing cold air hit me between the legs.  The temperature variation was extreme and had my legs not been spread to either side of the lounger, with my ankles securely bound, I’d have been curling up to protect my delicate parts quicker than you could say “can of compressed air.”  Heat blossomed again at my clit, feeling even warmer than before as the cold swirled away.  For half a second I luxuriated in the relief, then felt as if I were having my sex cooked again.  Another blast of ice cold struck my clit, except this time the duration was longer.  It felt like I was burning, the hottest hot wax ever.  Then the hissing stopped and my throbbing clit was once again roasted over the metaphorical coals, the hot air emanating from the blow dyer.
 
   I have absolutely no clue how many times we went back and forth, but Alissa did get off me and I was able to see what was going on.  Mistress Sara was holding the blow dryer while Julie was holding the can of compressed air.  It was one of those cans you can pick up at the store so you can clean your computer keyboard.  Julie bent over again, a wicked look on her face, and once more directed an icy blast of compressed air against my clitoris.
 
   It is my sincere belief that had my clit not been recently sanded, rubbed frequently against the beads, or suffered through what can only be described as a power wash masturbation session, that the hot and cold air blasts wouldn’t have hurt as much as they did.  But the truth is that I was sore, swollen, bright red, and my clit was about two times bigger than normal.  Add that up all together and you can just imagine what I was going through.  Then to make matters worse, Julie began pointing the can at my breasts, giving each clamped nipple a thorough freezing, alternating cold blasts across my chest with one pointed between my legs.  The clover clamps actually dropped in temperature, making my nipples throb.
 
   I couldn’t help myself. I started crying out, maybe even screaming, which is probably why Kari stepped up behind me and shoved a ball gag into my mouth.  She quickly buckled it behind my head, really tight, and then knelt down next to the chaise lounger.  With deft fingers she unclipped the clover clamps, ignoring my cries of agony as the blood rushed back into my crushed nipples. She brought her mouth down to my right breast, but instead of sucking on me, or even kissing me, she blew air across the hard bump.
 
   Sara slid a finger into my sex and began pumping, still aiming the blow dryer at my clit.  I gushed.  Even a single digit felt like I was being fucked with something totally new and intense.  I realized quickly that it was a result of the sand, which had irritated the lining of my sex.  My body was coping by over-lubricating, gushing juices in an effort to moderate the sensitivity of my vaginal lining.  It really didn’t work.  As Sara’s finger slid through me, aided and abetted by the clitoral torture, I began shaking with stimulation, both ripening and fighting to break free.  I have nothing to compare it too.  I was desperate for it to stop, to get away, to protect myself, and yet there was an urge, desperation even, for it not only to continue, but for Sara to do more to me.
 
   Those three women played me like a violin and I can only imagine what Robert and Mike thought, watching the lesbian love and torture fest in front of them.  Mike seemed to be enjoying himself, sitting on one of the other lawn chairs, but that might have been because Alissa was kneeling in front of him, her lips wrapped around his now once again hardened cock.  I’m not sure if Sara had ordered her to service him, or if Alissa had decided to do it on her own, but it didn’t surprise me.  We had known that Alissa was actually bi-sexual for months.  I personally think Sara would prefer a solid lesbian, but we are what we are, right?
 
   Of course at that moment I couldn’t have cared less about Alissa’s sexual orientation, much less Mike’s saliva soaked cock.  All I cared about was the fact that my clit was being blown around in a Category 5 hurricane, with alternating glacial and smoldering gale force winds making the enlarged, flapping nodule of my clit burn, bounce, and freeze.  Sara slid a second finger into me and it was finally too much.  Even though no one touched my clitoris, I had a clitoral orgasm that made every muscle in my body tighten.  My toes curled, my fingers clenched tightly, my back straightened and I thrust my hips straight upward, driving Sara’s hand even deeper.  My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and the screech that made its way around the ball gag was more than enough to tell my tormentors that I was cumming.  They responded just how you would expect them too.
 
   Kari’s mouth finally came down and suckled my nipple.  Julie took aim with the can of compressed air and aimed it straight at my clit for a long duration burst that lasted the length of my orgasm.  Sara yanked her fingers out of my well and flipped the settings on the blow dryer to both maximum heat and full power.  
 
   And they didn’t stop.
 
   Like the water torment, they kept it going, still aiming at my clit, even after I was on the downward slope of release, my brain awash with adrenaline and endorphins and god knows what other muck my sex blown brain released into my blood stream.  I began shaking like mad, my chest heaving in desperation and it wasn’t until the real pain hit, and the tenor of my screams changed into something awful, that Kari stopped them.
 
   Yes, it was hurting. I was hurting.  My clit felt as if someone had ripped it off my body at that point.  The blow dryer was turned away and then fell silent.  The can of compressed air was set down.  Kari bent over and began examining me, checking for damage.
 
   “She’s fine.  Just a little sensitive,” she said stoically.  “We’ll resume in a few minutes, once she’s rested a bit.”  She turned and motioned to Robert.  “Will you please keep her entertained while her clit is given a moment to recover?”
 
   Robert stepped up to me.  He was buck naked, which I felt was a good thing, but when he climbed atop me and just slid his thick cock into my depths, I about had a conniption.  I felt his curly pubic hair against my clit, the pressure of his loins, and inside, the gushing flood of my over-juiced pussy tried to contract around his shaft.
 
   Not that it did any good.  Robert began pumping but I must have felt like he was screwing a bowl full of gelatin; warm, soft, wet, but no friction whatsoever.  Robert compensated by pumping long full strokes, all the way into me, going as deep as possible.  This didn’t help either since my mons rubbed against his loins and it just made me even tenderer.  The pain didn’t stop, though admittedly it was of a much different kind and I bore the brutal fucking with a chorus of squeals, moans, groans, and cries that sounded like a Japanese cartoon soundtrack.
 
   We screwed for about ten minutes, which seems like a lifetime when your clit has been the focus of over an hour’s worth of abuse.  While Robert wasn’t doing anything directly to it, the action of our sex certainly rubbed it the wrong way.  But then, again, I felt something.  It’s hard to believe, but the pain was making me horny.  I shook my head, clenching around his shaft as hard as I could.  No doubt about it.  I wanted what was happening!  My hips began grinding against his and as soon as my cries turned to longing moans, Kari tapped Robert on the shoulder.
 
   He pulled out of me without a word and left me in dire straights, still bound to the chaise lounger, my legs spread wide apart, my clit and sex in perfect position for torment, while my swollen and bright red clit waved like a little flag.  Robert’s cock was thick and hard and he clearly had not gotten any satisfaction out of screwing me either.  Or perhaps he had.  Robert is unusual since he is a natural submissive and Kari’s personal boy toy as well as what I would call a house-husband.  He cooks. He cleans. He walks around naked most of the time.  He willingly allows her to fondle him, rub him, stroke him, torture him, and inflict pain on his cock and balls, all because he loves her.  That’s pretty impressive, especially if you know what she actually does to him.   So perhaps he enjoyed our momentary tryst, even if he hadn’t cum.  After all, sex does feel good, even if you don’t climax.
 
   The real reason Kari wanted him out of the way became readily apparent a moment later.  I looked up just in time to see her hovering about three feet above my spread legs, holding a red tinged class jar that flickered with light at one end.  I stiffened in alarm, eyes wide as she tipped it over, and an hour’s worth of melted wax poured down and landed on my clit.  Crimson paraffin splashed and splattered and I felt hot droplets on the insides of my thighs, up and down my labia, and even as high up as my belly button, but nothing matched the scarlet heat of my clit being coated. I screamed, loudly too, shaking like mad, my toes tightened in agony.  Oh yes it hurt.  Oh my GOD it hurt.  The heat felt like I’d just had boiling water poured into my lap.
 
   Kari prefers red candles and there is a very simple reason to this.  She’s a sadistic crazy woman.  Hot waxing a girl for sexual torment purposes (as opposed to hair removal) is a time honored tradition with some very specific rules.  For example, most people like to coat their victims with oil first, because it makes wax removal much easier.  So the fact that Kari did not put any oil on me said very clearly that she wanted the wax removal to be strenuous and probably painful.  The next issue with sexual waxing is the candle.  See in order to get wax a certain color, the manufacturers must put dye in the paraffin.  Dyes in general increase the temperature needed to melt the wax, with red dye nearing the top of the chart.  So if you have a white candle and a red candle, the white candle’s melting point will be of a much lower temperature than that of a red candle.  Understand?
 
   Oh, and I suppose she also likes the color red.  It makes a startling contrast with skin and looks better than blue.  It matches my hair.
 
   Of course none of this went through my mind at the time.  All I knew was that I’d been tossed out of the frying pan and into the fire and someone was scorching my clit and pussy and that we weren’t going to have to worry about having raw Breanne, since I’d be well done in seconds.  My ass came up off the lounge chair but that did nothing to help the inferno my sex had become and in fact, made things worse as another stream of hot wax slid down over my perineum and actually made it to the sensitive button of my bottom.  I was absolutely convinced that the entire jar Kari was holding was hot liquid, but it turned out she had poured only a tablespoon’s worth of wax on me, maybe two.  Then she righted the candle and set it on the patio floor next to the chair.
 
   The heat continued to surge through me and the wax covering my clit and sex cracked as my wild gyrations were more than the congealing melt could handle.  My chest heaved as my body struggled to adapt, to deal with the burn between my legs.  I’ve been waxed before, so many times I think I could write a book on it, but this time… this time was different.  It felt twice as hot, twice as painful, twice as stimulating, and all I can think of is that I’d never been waxed after having my clit as the center of attention for multiple abuses.  
 
   I’m guessing she waited two or three minutes for me to settle down and finally I did. Either I adjusted to the heat, or it dissipated enough that I wasn’t trying desperately to get out of the fire.  I slumped down in my chair, trying to control my breathing, my muscles finally relaxing.  Only my thighs still trembled as my overloaded nervous system tried to cope.  I took a long, shuddering deep breath and then let it out explosively as Kari swung the leather sap down, striking me between the legs and shattering the cracked wax covering.  The impact was vicious, hard and brutal and it wasn’t just to knock the paraffin free.  She did it to hurt me.  She aimed directly for my clit and before I could even really react to the first blow, she hammered down again with a second stroke that burned just as much as the first.
 
   Wax chips went flying and the chaise lounger creaked as the half pain crazed naked girl tied to it struggled.  I was beyond rational thought. All I knew was that I was being struck, between the legs, with cruel strokes from a mad-woman.  Pain rushed through me like molten lava, burning away the last vestiges of what passed for a nervous system in my body.  Kari continued slapping the leather sap against my sex and as the wax splintered and flew, you could hear the sound change from a crack to a wet, swampy sort of snick, as if she were striking wet mud.
 
   I was soaked. I was gushing.  And as the leather impacted on my sanded, washed, blow dried, and now well cooked clit, my neo-cortex, the part of me that makes me a rational, thinking, loving human being, stopped working all together and my lower brain stem took over.  My hips jerked upward, trying desperately to fuck the sap, thrusting with coital need as my clit was mashed flat and my petals were stung.  Again my body tightened, but this time with that confusing pain ridden desperation of sexual need, of absolute desire rushing through me.  Kari watched and slapped away at my loins as I got closer and closer, and then, just as I was about to cum, to explode with such ferocity that there would be debris a mile away, she tossed the sap aside and grabbed the candle.  From less than a foot away she poured the fresh, hot wax over my clit.
 
   In retrospect, I’m absolutely positive that there was a clean hiss as the hot wax vaporized the gushing juices of my sex.  I cried out again, arching my back, almost breaking the damn chair.  Kari poured all of the wax that had melted, but it was a small amount compared to the first flood she had deposited in the cresting valley of my sex.  I couldn’t close my legs and the molten wax coated my clit and then streamed down through the open petals of my sex, straight to the open depths.  I felt the fire inside me and I screeched again.
 
   This time, instead of letting me cool down, she moved the candle up above my heaving breasts.  Droplets fell, a flaming rain that merely kept the pain and need alive in my body.  I felt the heat on my nipples now and that kept me mewling and twisting on the chaise lounger.
 
   I heard the sound of a hand slapping flesh and for a moment, I thought someone had spanked me. Then I realized there was no new fresh pain and I opened my eyes and glanced over to my left.  Mistress Sara had laid out a towel in the grass and was lying on her back, now just as naked as I was.  But what really surprised me was that it was Julie, not Alissa who lay across the buxom redhead’s body.  I blinked past my tears, the pain and the desire flooding through me as I saw Julie’s head between Sara’s legs, the two of them in a perfect sixty-nine position, with Julie on top.  Sara’s arms were curled around the punk rocker girl’s buttocks and she was actually slapping Julie’s ass with increasingly harder spanks.
 
   As I said earlier, my brain had basically shut down so I stared in total confusion as my reality was tipped upside down.  Just to bring the point home, Kari put down the candle and picked up the sap again.  The sight of Julie and Sara licking each other to climax while one dominatrix spanked the other was blown from my mind as the sap began doing it’s own licking between my legs.  Wax chips flew again, exploding off my labia and clit like debris from a stick of detonating dynamite.  
 
   I lost track of things at that point.  All I knew was the blistering heat of the sap landing on my clit.  I bit down so hard on the rubber ball gag that we had to throw it away later since I had actually bitten so hard into it that I cut up the inside.  Thank God they’re cheap, right?  Kari kept whacking at me, striking that leather sap between my legs. 
 
   I’m not sure when she made the decision, but I was totally and completely unaware of anything but the pain and need rushing through my blood. I felt scorched, boiled alive, burned to a crisp and then Kari tossed the sap to Robert, picked up the Hitachi vibrator, uncapped a small, plastic, unmarked bottle, and poured a liberal amount of clear oil across the bulbous head of the massager.  The scent of cinnamon hit my nose and I made a whimpering sound even as my eyes rolled around crazily.  She turned the massager to its highest setting and then mashed it against my sanded, abraded, excoriated, baked, wind-blown, and swollen clit.
 
   I’d like to say it was like being struck my lighting while bound upside down and having a wire clamped to your clit that leads up to a steel rod so that the electricity goes in right at that spot.  But I’ve never had that done, and as appealing as it sounds, it probably isn’t a smart thing to encourage, so we’ll just have to go with a more imaginable metaphor.  
 
   It was like having someone drive a flaming hot needle through your eyeball.
 
   My clitoris was too sensitive to be able to handle the vibrations, but considering the fact that even before I was screaming and shaking from the movement, the chemical enhancements of the Stinging O oil were sending me into oblivion.  I felt the cool tingle of the cinnamon oil first, which was then rapidly replaced by a burning heat from the pepper oil.  Kari began moving the head of the massager up and down my slit, spreading the oil and making sure my petals were stinging just as much as my clit.  But all in all it had just one quantifiable effect on me.  
 
   I’ve frequently described orgasm as a cliff.  Foreplay, or sexual torture in my case, is the long slog up the mountain.  Sometimes the hike goes quickly.  Sometimes it goes slowly.  Sometimes I crawl up through the boulders and stones.  Sometimes I’m kicked in the ass and catapulted to the top of the mountain, mere inches away from the cliff.  But each ascent ends at the same point regardless of how I get there. I stand near the cliff edge of release, looking down over the precipice of sexual euphoria.  Sometimes I’m going so fast that I’m literally sliding toward the edge.  Sometimes I’m pushing myself.  And there are even rarer times when I’m loaded into a canon and fucking BLASTED off the cliff of orgasm.
 
   I popped with a squirt of juice that shot several feet across the patio and soaked Kari.  I screeched my way through it too, sounding a lot like a pig being forced out of its pen toward a truck waiting to take it away for slaughter.  My wax spotted breasts jiggled.  The scarlet colored flesh between my legs seemed to throb.  My clit was still mashed under the pressure of the massager.  My vagina opened and closed, desperate for something to fill it.  My hips came up off the chaise lounger and my toes curled tightly as my body reacted to the stimulation in the only way available.  
 
   Drool leaked out from around the ball gag, spilling down my chin and onto my chest.  My eyes were white and unfocused.  I was close to hyperventilation, my chest heaving up and down.  My thighs trembled non-stop and my knees shook.  My hands were balled into fists and all I could do was lay there, bound and restrained, suffering through the orgasm. I felt the rolling thunder of release, the plummeting sensation as I fell off the cliff, but even before I hit the ground the massager yanked me back up, as if I were stuck on a bungee cord, back up to the cliff edge.  Kari worked the massager back and forth and another orgasm hit me. It wasn’t quite as powerful, but it was just as real as all the others.  I began twitching wildly as my nervous system began shutting down.  And even as I came again, Kari CONTINUED to rub the massager against my clit, working it faster and faster.
 
   I passed out after that final orgasm, my screams going quiet at that point.  I’m told that it surprised Kari and that at first she thought I was faking it, only to realize a second later that there was no way for me to fake going still.  She supposedly reached up, tugged an eyelid upward, and then dropped the massager and began unbinding my arms and legs.  
 
   I came to a moment later, wrapped in Kari’s arms, hurting in more places than you can possibly imagine, but having all of the pain and discomfort blunted by this cottony sensation of blissful dullness.  My mind felt numb and I began blubbering into Kari’s shoulder.  She held me tight, rocking me back and forth.
 
   “You did well, Bre. Thank you,” she whispered to me, still holding me tight.  I began sobbing, crying as someone unbuckled the ball gag.  It came out and the ache in my jaw was added to the mix and I worked it even as I began shaking like mad.  It was as if the last bit of tension had to come out somehow.  
 
   Mike stood nearby, now fully dressed again, watching with a smile on his face.  Alissa lay on another of the chaise loungers, her thighs smeared wetly and a look of extreme satisfaction on her face.  Julie was lying naked on the grass, staring up at the sky, her lips covered with a gooey sheen.  Sara lay next to Julie, one hand on the Goth punk girl’s thigh, fingers lightly caressing Julie’s skin.  Robert stood behind Kari, still naked, his cock hard and demanding.  Kari held me.
 
   I was given about twenty minutes to get it together as everyone began cleaning up, getting dressed, and making comments. Lunch was brought out and despite the encroaching rain clouds, we stayed outside.  Alissa and I remained naked of course, but so did Julie, which surprised the hell out of me.  Mistress Sara though once more donned her leather outfit as did Kari.  Robert was given a robe, but I think that was just to make Mike more comfortable.
 
   Lunch was catered, delivered to the front door from our favorite Mediterranean restaurant and I’m sure the delivery guy enjoyed the fact that it was Alissa, still buck naked, who opened the door, accepted the food, and paid in cash.  An hour later my belly was full with gyro and I was beginning to feel human again.  I sat back, taking stock of my condition.  The sharp pains of my torment were gone, faded into a throbbing ache that permeated deep into my body.  Moving even a few inches made me wince as I struggled to find positions that didn’t exacerbate my situation.  The worst part of course was my clit. I kept my legs spread open, not because I wanted to expose myself, but because closing my legs put pressure on my clitoris and it hurt.  I was also leaking copious amounts of sex juice, enough to soak my seat and keep my thigh wet.  Kari made me sit on the floor.
 
   After lunch things looked ready to break up.  Sex had been frequent and satisfactory.  The Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut had been sexually tortured.  Lunch had been cleaned up, glasses put away in the dishwasher, the backyard put back together and we all gathered in Kari’s living room to say our goodbyes.
 
   “Before everyone goes, we have one last little thing to address,” Kari announced.  Alissa had put on a simple summer dress, showing off her incredible curves.  Julie was once again wearing her blue jeans and tee shirt.  Hell, even Robert was wearing a polo shirt and shorts.  I was the only one still nude.
 
   “Breanne has certainly graced us with a performance that will never be forgotten.  She is a true Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and I want to thank her for letting me torture her,” Kari said.
 
   I blushed.
 
   “I understand that what she went through today will leave her sensitive and sore, probably for the remainder of the week, which is why for the next seven days, her clit will be subjected to additional torment, non-stop.”  She pulled my butterfly clitoral vibrator out from behind her back.
 
   My mouth went dry.  She couldn’t be serious, could she?  
 
   Kari knelt down in front of me and began buckling it on. I felt the little bump of the plastic butterfly against my swollen nodule.  She finished securing the Velcro straps.  
 
   “Are you ready, Breanne?” she asked softly.
 
   Was I ready?  How could I possibly be ready for that?  I bit my lip, tears forming in my eyes.
 
   “What if I can’t handle it?” I asked softly.
 
   Kari smiled. “You can,” she said.
 
   “What if I can’t?” 
 
   “Then you know what will happen,” she said.
 
   “You’ll punish me.”
 
   Kari nodded.  “And the punishment will be severe.”
 
   I swallowed. “How severe?” I asked.
 
   Kari stood up and hugged me, putting her mouth to my ear.  Her words were so soft that no one heard them.  No one but me.
 
   “I will make you cum over and over, each orgasm clitoral only.   Maybe I will tie your legs open and sap you.  Or perhaps I’ll put you on the iBench in the dungeon, your legs pulled into the splits while I ice your little clitty.  Or perhaps I’ll put you in the shower and spray your clit with a water pick?  Or would another waxing serve you best?  Or I could shock your clit with the TENS unit. Would you like that? It will hurt,” she warned.
 
   I tilted my head and swallowed.  Then I reached up and grabbed her hand.  Slowly I dragged it down my body, feeling her fingertips on my nipple, then on my belly.  I put her hand on the butterfly and I nodded, almost imperceptibly. 
 
   “There’s no way I can handle this,” I said to her softly.  I put every ounce of meaning I could into the words, so she would know exactly what I meant, how much it would hurt, and what I wanted.”
 
   Kari’s eyes glimmered and she smiled wickedly.  “Good. I don’t want you to,” she whispered and flicked the butterfly clitoral vibrator on.  I groaned as my excoriated, abused, baked, wind-blown clitty felt the earth shake and my breath caught in my throat.  I knew that I’d be either cumming in minutes, or begging Kari to remove the butterfly. Or perhaps both.  But I also knew one other thing.  No matter what, I’d be getting punished.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I was thinking about this for an assignment, thought I'd run it by you.  Earth, wind, fire, & water, all used, one at a time to torture a sub's clit.  Earth, get a few marble sized beads, like those used for making necklaces or bracelets.  Coat them with sone kind of all purpose glue, something non-toxic, then roll the beads in clean sand.  Once dried & the excess sand is removed, string the beads onto a leather thong that is then worn by the sub.  Or better yet, string a series of them onto a long string which the sub has to walk, sort of like what you had to do in the barn for one of your challenges.  Wind, protect the clit with a piece of plastic wrap, then use a computer keyboard duster, you know the composed gas type to stimulate the clit.  Fire, well this could be hot wax, something like you metal dildo suitably heated, or I was thinking, possibly a candle flame, not directly on the clit, but close enough to heat it up without burning it.  Water, some kind of stream of water, the water pik perhaps?  Would be best after the clit is pre-sensitized, vibed, sapped, worked over with Mike's flogging machine, you get the idea.  What do you think?  Would you be willing to try it? - Master H.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne Erickson is the author of “The Society of the Golden Rose,” “Coming of Age: A BDSM Romance,” as well as “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” a seven novel series detailing Breanne’s adventures as a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  She writes for Michael Alexander’s BDSM Blog and you can find more of Breanne’s stories at Michael Alexander’s website in the Free Story Archive.  
 
    
 
   Author’s Note:
 
    
 
                 Hi, this is Breanne. I just wanted to take a moment and tell my readers two very important things.  First off, the tales in this book and all my other books are real events that have assuredly warped and changed from the reality through the prism of my memory.  It’s hard to remember things like how much something hurt, or how good it felt, and practically no one remembers the number of orgasms one has, or how many times a cane hit a particular spot.  So please bear in mind that I’m using the storytellers license here – meaning I can change things or alter them as needed to make the tale not only readable, but more erotic, more enduring, and more fun to read.  
 
    
 
                 Second, I’m very security conscious about both my safety and my health.  I don’t always note it down in every tale, but before I drive off with a stranger, or step into a place I don’t know, I always either call Kari or Becca, or take a snap shot of a license plate or a sign and email it to them.  Those security precautions sometimes don’t make it into a tale because they’re boring.  Not because I’m stupid.  I also strongly urge every woman who considers herself sexually free to use the appropriate health and safety measures.  I use condoms all the time on my partners, even if I don’t mention it to keep the story tension from breaking.  Studies show that condom use is the number one method of STD prevention.  So use them and use them RIGHT.  Okay that’s it!  My best to everyone!
 
    
 
   -        Breanne
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