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   [bookmark: striptease]Striptease
 
    
 
   My mother frequently told me while growing up that dressing in layers was the appropriate thing to do when the weather wasn’t perfect outside. I spent countless winter mornings at elementary school stripping. First came the heavy coat, then the stupid sweater; underneath that would be my long sleeve shirt, followed by my short sleeve shirt.  Was I warm getting to school? Hell yes. I cooked. And it was clearly overkill, but it was a lesson that has severed me well later in life.
 
   Like yesterday.  It was in the low sixties that April morning and while the weather was expected to be pretty decent, and the temperature to rise to the mid-eighties by the afternoon, that morning it was still pretty chilly thanks to the wind blasting up from the south.  Now normally I handle days like this simply.  Blue jeans cover everything from the waist down, while a tee shirt and a long sleeve shirt go under my duster.  Then as I heat up during the day, I peel off the duster first, then MAYBE the long sleeve shirt.  That’s a toss-up because I’m also trying to get rid of my farmer’s tan.
 
   But yesterday morning was just a little different for me thanks to a private message I got from Master Mark.  It came just in the nick of time too. I’ve been going crazy with chores, and all work and no play makes for a really shitty day.  I needed a simple, easy assignment, with immediate rewards and plenty of risk.  Master Mark made it an all-day assignment and that meant a new sex toy the moment I crawled out of bed.
 
   I tugged free the ben wa balls that I’d been wearing since the previous morning, giving them a sweet lick before setting them aside.  Master Mark had inquired what my schedule was like for that Monday morning and I had explained that I was planting.  Planting is not one of my favorite things to do since it involves sitting for hours on the tractor, driving generally in a straight line while the seed drill does the planting.  The only excitement comes when you get to the end of a row and have to actually turn the wheel.  So without going into much more detail, it sucks.
 
   And not the good kind of suck where I’m half naked and bent over someone’s cock while someone is paddling me from behind.
 
   I dug through my toy box and pulled out the particular object Master Mark had requested. I don’t wear use it often, or I suppose often enough, mostly because I’m not terribly fond of having things up my bottom.  Double dildos are not exactly comfortable.  But I did my duty and started off by lubing both rubber probes with grapeseed oil and then set them gently on my desk chair.  It wasn’t much of a challenge to get them both in, the thick rubber base connecting them made sure they were in the right spots.  With seven inches of rubber up front and a good five inches in my rear, I felt rather stuffed.  I pulled up my panties, securing the dildos in their little love nests and went for the next item Master Mark had asked me to wear.
 
   If you’ve never seen a clitoral stimulator, I feel sorry for you. Every woman should have one, especially if she’s a nympho humiliation pain slut like me.  Mine is simply a butterfly shaped plastic vibrator, complete with straps to hold it in place, which fits directly over your clit.  Mine also happens to be big enough to get a good portion of my labia too, so you can just imagine how that feels.  I ignored the wire and the small remote control for a moment, and went fishing in my drawer for the next layer.
 
   I pulled out a pair of spandex pants, tugging them up and over my stuffed butt and letting the elastic material tightly press both the butterfly and the double dildos firmly in place.  Then I grabbed a pair of simple running shorts and put those on over the spandex.
 
   My jeans and socks went on next, followed by a bra, a tee shirt, and an over shirt.  I was already too warm and perspiration was starting to bead up on my forehead.  I hurried down stairs, grabbed my coat and boots and headed out to the barn.
 
   You might think that the first thing I would do would be to start my chores, but instead I plucked the tiny remote to the butterfly clitoral vibrator out of my jeans pocket and I turned it on to its lowest setting.  Almost immediately I felt a wave of sexual tension blast through me.  I’d been sexually stagnant over the weekend, mostly thanks to doing family things, and while I’d masturbated once or twice, I was still just a little hornier than usual.
 
   But I’ve dealt with vibration before, and despite the fact that it was centered directly on my clit, I managed to take a deep breath, swallow my need, and start my chores.  The cool air outside was just enough to keep me from overheating and I spent that first hour trying very hard not to cum and to get everything on my list done. But I’m going to admit that the butterfly is one of those toys that I have some trouble with.  It’s not the worst by any means, but usually I can’t stand it that long.  An hour is actually an impressive time span, and that came from working hard at disgusting chores, trying to keep my mind off sex.
 
   But by the time six o’clock rolled around my clit felt like it had a front row seat for a Californian earthquake and I was so close to the edge of orgasm that I finally shrugged my shoulders and gave in.  Clutching a nearby fence railing with a bucket of goat feed in one hand, I let out a little wail of ecstasy and stood there shaking as my loins decided to see oneness with the sex gods.  It was a clitoral orgasm, despite my sex clenching tight around the dildo stuffed up my slit, and I admit that the one in my butt sort of felt good too, but it still made me a tad bit sensitive.
 
   I took a deep breath, straightened up, removed my coat and went about my business though.  I didn’t turn down the butterfly either, keeping it right at its lowest setting.  That didn’t do my clit any good and by the time another forty minutes had rolled around my loins felt like I’d started to rub them the wrong way.  I popped again, this time pressing my palm against the base of the dildos and working my hips up and down. It felt great, but immediately left me with a problem.  What article of clothing to remove?  I knew that I’d be eating breakfast with my family twenty minutes later, and would look odd if I showed up in just a tee shirt.
 
   So I peeled off my jeans.  No! I didn’t choose my jeans. Instead the running shorts got tugged free and I pulled my jeans back on, then pushed my toes back into the boots.  Gotta be smart about things, right?  With a grin and another hip wiggle (thanks to the still buzzing butterfly,) I finished up my chores and headed inside.
 
   I was able to turn off the butterfly for the duration of breakfast, which gave me a needed break and kept me from having to make some interesting explanations for the strange sound emanating from my jeans.  An hour later I excused myself, headed out to the barn, turned on the butterfly, and hooked up the seed press to the tractor.  I got the hopper loaded and made sure everything was working right, and then proceeded out into the brilliant southern Texas spring sunshine.
 
   The day was already warming up quickly and I headed toward the south fields were I was planning on doing the planting.  The tractor rumbling along did some strange things to the double dildos and I almost felt like they were vibrating right along with the butterfly.  As I got the tractor into position I ignored the sensations coming from my depths and the ones from the clit and instead tried to focus on what I was actually trying to accomplish: planting.  That kept me distracted until I started doing the first few rows and by the time I hit my fifth turn I was paying more attention to my pussy than my planting.
 
   The orgasm hit me hard, sort of like getting smacked in the stomach with a bowling ball.  Or maybe getting kicked between the legs. I’m not sure.  But regardless of the metaphorical description, I came and came hard.  I stopped the tractor as I blew through my limits and shuddered to a halt.  Once again I was forced to take stock of my clothing situation and since the sun had warmed things up nicely, I peeled my long sleeve shirt off my back and tossed it into my canvas sack.  Ignoring the fact that I was leaving the butterfly on to continue its sweet and horrible torment of my clit, I started up the tractor and concentrated on driving in a straight line.
 
   Sensitivity became a problem about thirty or forty minutes later as the constant rubbing of my clit went from “this is a damned erotic thing, more please,” to “oh… this is a super damned erotic thing and it kind of hurts. More please.”  By now pretty much everyone knows that I’m a pain slut.  Break my arm and I’m not interested.  Whip me between the legs and I’m yours for life.  So you might understand the psychological imperfections in my makeup that make “over-sensitizing” my clit something of a desirable outcome. 
 
   It took another thirty minutes before my nerves were frayed and I only barely managed to hit the break in time before I blew a gasket and exploded. I sat there, clutching the steering wheel, trembling, my thighs pressed tightly together, bouncing up and down like a five year old on a trampoline, all while my clit was being slowly abraded.
 
   Part of me longed to remove my tee shirt.  The temperature was now in the mid-seventies and climbing. I was sweating and it was hot in the direct sunlight.  The cab’s small roof wasn’t enough to keep me from getting cooked.  But since I was only an hour or so away from heading back to the house for lunch, I instead idled the tractor, climbed out, and removed my boots and jeans, only to tug loose the spandex shorts I was wearing.  
 
   Losing the spandex shorts felt good, if only because it lightened the load and kept the butterfly from pressing as tightly against my clit and labia as it had been.  I put my jeans and boots back on, climbed back up into the tractor, and went on my way, trying very hard not to think about the still buzzing torment between my legs.
 
   Lunch rolled around and I almost had another orgasm before getting home and only the timely intervention of me stepping into the house and being given the opportunity to turn off the butterfly kept me from removing another article of clothing.  I ate slowly, chewing through my roast beef sandwich, pickle, and chips with a sort of “last meal” attitude.  Mom kept giving me weird glances while my father smirked in a conspiratorial way.  Clearly he had checked my twitter feed that morning.
 
   Finally I couldn’t hold off any longer. I pushed my plate away.
 
   “I’m going to go finish, but I won’t be staying for dinner.  Thought I’d go out tonight,” I said softly.
 
   My mom smiled. Her hope is that I find a nice man, preferably a farm guy, who would sweep me off my feet, marry me, and move in to take care of the farm with me.  
 
   She doesn’t know that my hope is to find a cruel, creative, sadistic man, who would sweep me off my feet, tie me to his kitchen table and beat me between the legs with a leather sap.  They’re not incompatible dreams, just not likely ones.
 
   As soon as I went outside I turned the butterfly back on and twenty minutes later I was in the throes of orgasm down on the south field, bucking like crazy.  I yanked off my tee shirt, leaving me wearing a bra, panties, blue jeans, socks, and boots.  I drove another twenty or so lines, finishing off another acre, only to shudder to a stop with another orgasm.
 
   The sun was now coming down from the west and it was hot.  We were easily into the eighties and I reached behind my back to remove the bra.  My breasts came free, the nipples hard and pointed, more from the exposure than any serious temperature change.  I reached up and flicked my nipples once or twice, just to feel the little shudder, and then started driving again.
 
   My hips got to a point where I couldn’t sit still.  My buttocks clenched tightly around the anal probe while my pussy contracted repeatedly around the vaginal phallus. And through it all my clit just sat there under the constant, non-stop arousal of the butterfly.  It was near three when I popped again, this time removing my jeans and leaving me driving the tractor half nude, wearing just my panties, boots, and socks.
 
   Another forty minutes managed to leave me sockless and as I turned the tractor and headed for home, I popped again, just from hitting a few deep ruts in the roadway.   Still shuddering, I pulled up behind the barn wearing nothing but a cute pair of bikini cut panties, light blue in color, with some rather unique and probably disturbing protuberances quite visible.  After I got the seed drill disconnected and put away and wiped down the front of the tractor, I was just about going crazy.  Standing there barefoot, in just my panties, wiping down the truck I tried to hold off, really.  I bit my lip. I pinched my arm.  I thought about mucking out stalls.  None of it helped and just as I finished getting the tractor cleaned off I slid to the ground twitching from the final orgasm of my work day.
 
   Carefully, and just a little sex dazed, I tugged my panties down and groped for the butterfly remote.  I was on my last legs to be honest and lying there naked, with just a pink plastic butterfly sitting over my sex, all I could think of was stopping the sensation.  I was tingling. I was sore.  And worse, I was still desperate.  I turned off the butterfly with relief and sagged down against the massive back wheel of the tractor.
 
   But now I had a problem. I was naked.  Literally naked.  Master Mark had been rather specific.  I was to permanently remove an article of clothing for every orgasm and at the end of the day I was to head to the nearest bar and order a drink.  I climbed to my feet and looked down at myself. At least I had avoided the punishments Master Mark had specified.  If I had even another hour of work things could have been a lot worse.
 
   I stared out at my truck through the open door of the barn and bit my lip.  Me showing up au natural at the local cowboy bar was going to create quite a stir.  But I shook my head.  It wasn’t enough.  I turned back into the barn and turned the butterfly on, pretending to accidentally moving the setting to its highest level.  As my loins suddenly rumbled back into arousal, I began sweeping the barn.
 
   The orgasm hit me just ten minutes later and went back to the canvas bag and tugged out my alligator clamps.  With those in hand I put up the broom, grabbed my bag, and made a run for my truck.  I got there with no outcry from the house, so I figured my mom hadn’t seen me streaking.  I climbed into the truck, gunned it and spun out, gravel flying.  Then I raced south along on the gravel driveway out to the farm to market road which run past our property.
 
   My butterfly was finally silent, but I left it on, knowing that it would provide just enough coverage to keep me from too much trouble.  I hung the remote from one of the straps and with my alligator clamps in hand, drove.  Fifteen minutes later, just before the six thirty mark, pulled up into the mostly empty lot of the bar.
 
   It wasn’t the ice house, but one of the country places I visit regularly enough to be well known.  I sat in the truck, trying to gather the courage for what was coming next. I pulled my fuck me high heels out of the canvas bag and slipped them on my feet.  A little bit of scooting managed to give me the flexibility needed to pull out the double dildos.  Empty, wanting, and wet, I lifted the alligator clamps and set them to chewing on my nipples.
 
   I got out with a firm breath and walked across the parking lot to the door.  I stepped in, feeling the cool air of the bar wrap around me.  Music was playing from the jukebox and I walked straight up to the bar.
 
   There were about eight or nine people in the bar, counting the bar tender and only one was a woman.  She looked at me in surprise, as did the men, and I pulled a few dollars out of my small purse that I had dangling from my wrist and asked for beer.  The bartender, whose eyes were glued to my breasts and the alligator clamps attached firmly to my nipples, almost spilled the beer.
 
   I took a swig and then held the cold bottle to both nipples in turn, even as the most daring of the men there drinking came up.
 
   “That’s a novel outfit,” he said to me with a grin.
 
   I nodded. “It saves time.”
 
   He pointed at my breasts.  “That’s a nice piece of jewelry.”
 
   “It’s better if you tug on it a little,” I replied.
 
   “I can handle that.” 
 
   “Good, because I’ve been cumming and going all day.”
 
   He laughed. “I can imagine.  What about tonight?”
 
   I grinned.  This was exactly what I wanted. I turned around and leaned backward against the bar, putting myself on complete display.  Every eye was on my body, my sex only barely concealed by the plastic butterfly.  I lifted the remote, turned it to maximum, and lifted the bottle of beer to my lips. I gave the man a smile and replied with a grin. “I can cum again today.  Just let me finish my beer.”
 
   And he bought me another before I went home with him.
 
   Yum.
 
                 
 
                 
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne,
 
    
 
   For your toy of the day, you will wear your double dildos and your butterfly clitoral stimulator (on low.)  The goal is not to orgasm. You may turn off the butterfly while around family. Should you accidentally cum for any reason, you will remove, permanently for the day, one article of clothing.  At the end of your work day, you will get in your truck and proceed to the nearest bar, and order a drink.  Wear your high heels.  Should you be unfortunate enough to get to the point where you are wearing nothing at all, you will begin attiring yourself with your alligator clamps, jumbo alligator clamp (under your butterfly of course), breast bindings, and nipple clamp weights.  I leave it to you to decide what and when.
 
    
 
   Good luck,
 
    
 
   Master Mark
 
    
 
   [bookmark: mousetraps]Mousetraps
 
    
 
   04/23/13
 
    
 
   I stood there in the parking lot, trying to gather the courage I needed.  It was dark, but the lot lights fully illuminated me and my truck, and despite the fact that it was well after eight in the evening on a Monday night, the lot was full enough to make me nervous.  I was dressed like a tramp, sporting the overly tight and incredible short, black lyrca skirt that Kari had given me years ago.  Of course then it had been a skort, a combination of skirt and shorts so that I could look sexy and not worry about flashing everyone.  Kari had dealt with the shorts in about five seconds, taking a pair of scissors to them and leaving me with a skirt that didn’t span even eight inches from top to bottom.
 
   I twitched my hip at the thought, which of course threatened to send my skirt to the asphalt underneath my stripper high heels.  The skirt was so narrow that if I wore it above my hips, you could literally see the wet petals of my sex.  So I had to wear it below my hips, meaning that a strong wind could make it fall.  On top of that, I was wearing the crystal colored, nine inch platform heels I had bought the previous year, and while I enjoyed the added height, I wasn’t crazy about the balance, especially in a slanted parking lot.  I could feel the cool breeze wafting up my skirt, dancing across my very bare and naked sex, which was stuffed to the brim with my vibroballs.
 
   The wire that escaped from between the wet petals of my sex emerged out from under my skirt in a rather obvious way, and was coiled around the remote control, which I had stuck in the waist band.  This helped to keep the skirt up, A neat solution if I do say so myself.  Of course, I was trading humiliation for security – the security that a single step wouldn’t cause what is now known as a wardrobe malfunction to expose the better parts of me to anyone walking by.
 
   The vibroballs were buzzing and I admit that the building sexual pressure inside me was at least partially to blame for my nervousness.  I get a little… strange… when aroused.  The two egg-shaped bullets buried in my well were set to medium and since I had spent most of the day in various stages of arousal, edging toward orgasm only to turn down the vibrations, or even off completely for a brief amount of time, I was certainly on edge.
 
   My outfit also included a halter top, one that was about two sizes too small for me.  The material was stretched and tight and my breasts literally bulged out of the sides and collar of the halter top.  A wide swath of my belly was exposed and both nipples, including the hardware piercing my right tip, were perfectly exposed, just from outline.  Emblazoned across the front of my shirt was a printed graphic of one of those stick on name tags with the words “Hello, my name is” printed in white letters. Underneath, in the white area of the name tag, was written “Trouble.”  It was a bit faded, since I’d owned it since college, but it was certainly eye-catching.
 
   I turned back toward the open cab of my truck after glancing around.  There were people moving around, but I was far enough in the back that I wasn’t immediately being observed.  Facing my truck I lifted the front of my skirt, exposing my slit, and fished the metal jumbo alligator clamp out of my purse.  I held it up in the light for just a moment.  A glimmer flashed along the slightly dulled but still very pointed teeth.  I pinched it open and then looking down, I lifted one foot and put it on the truck frame.  Carefully, because I’m not stupid, I positioned the opened jaws of the alligator clamp around my clit, and gently let off on the pressure.
 
   Putting on the clamp hurt like the dickens and my knees buckled a moment later as I jammed the knuckles of my left hand into my mouth.  Pain shot up through my body, swirling and rattling around like a spoon in a garbage disposal.  I ended up holding on to the open door of my truck and hoping I didn’t attract attention by falling to the pavement.  But after less than a minute I was able to straighten.  The throbbing in my clit was still a distinct and powerful force, but I was at least able to tolerate it.  Swallowing hard, my fingers went back to my purse and fished out two more clamps.  These were also standard fair for Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts; vibrator clamps, two silver plastic ball shaped vibrators connected to simple, rubber coated, duck bill clamps.
 
   While these would have no doubt felt wonderful on my breasts, the architect of my assignment had deigned them to be attached in a different spot.  So with my leg still up on the door frame of the truck, I again lifted the hem of my skirt and began attaching each vibrator clamp to the end of the jumbo alligator clamp.  The added weight sent new shards of pain lancing up through me, but I managed not to scream or draw attention to myself.  So with about a pound and a half of weight dangling from my clit, and two silver vibrators hanging beneath the hem of my skirt, around mid-thigh, I grabbed my purse, closed the truck door, and prepared to go shopping.
 
   Which meant that before I took a single step toward the store, I had to reach down between my legs, grab each one of the little vibrator clamps, and turn them on.  In seconds my world tipped upside down as the vibrations traveled up the little chain to the alligator clamp, which then seemed to actually chew on my clit.  These combined with the already buzzing action of the vibroballs buried in my slit and I realized that if I wanted to cum at the right time, I needed to get moving, because the timer was counting down and I didn’t have a lot of time before I exploded wetly, nosily, and quite publically.
 
   Of course walking at that point was a challenge.  Every step was a sex-laden, pain-filled action that only emphasized how close I was to the cliffs of orgasm.  The vibrator clamps knocked against my thighs and I tried to angle myself to avoid anyone going into the store.  That was pointless though as the choke point of the entry/exit made me the center of attention in about half a second. People stared as I walked, with what I hope was a nonchalant face, into the store.  I can only imagine the picture I made; long red hair, sexy tight halter top, obvious nipple piercing, bared midriff, tiny short skirt, obvious sex toy wire and control, and… something hanging from her sex?
 
   I had been smart enough to avoid the grocery side of the store and instead immediately turned left and headed deeper.  People were staring at me and I couldn’t help feeling like I’d just gotten off the dance floor at a strip club, still wearing my costume.  I tried to move a bit faster, but that just sent all sorts of sensations up through my clit that were not helpful, and falling down in a fit of orgasmic apoplexy would not make things easier for me.
 
   And that’s where things started going downhill for me. See, I figured mousetraps would be in the House wares or Do It Yourself departments.  But they’re not. They’re all the way over in housecleaners! Can you believe that?  So I spent the next ten to fifteen minutes, wandering around half the store, trembling in sexual tension, while trying to stay out of the main aisles and getting looks that ranged from absolute desire to disdain and disgust.
 
   My main problem wasn’t actually the pain of the clamp. It was the vibrators.  The two vibrator clamps made walking not only a challenge, but rather awkward.  Regular steps would make the vibrator clamps swing wildly back and forth, and you can just imagine how THAT felt on my clit.  Add in the actual vibrations and my clit felt… well… overloaded might be a nice way to describe it.
 
   So instead of a regular walk, I spread my legs apart and took these awkward type wide stance steps that kept the vibrator clamps from swinging too much.  This only added more to the long list of over the top behavior that was attracting attention.  Eventually I found the mousetraps and I grabbed a pack of them and headed toward the automotive department.
 
   I would have preferred to do this whole assignment at one in the morning, but since the auto folks shut down around nine, I was there way earlier than I would have preferred.  As it was, I even had a number of men actually follow me across the store, trying, in a sort of pathetic way, to shop in the same area I was heading.  In some ways I think it’s cute.  But guys… if you a see a girl dressed like a tart, in a public place, alone, chances are she WANTS you to come over and strike up a conversation.
 
   There was a middle-aged lady at the automotive counter and usually when a female looks at me for the first time I’m able to categorize them into one of two slots.  Either they like the look of me and want me, or I’m the embodiment of something repugnant.  In this case I was the latter and she glared at me as I handed over my purchase.
 
   “Don’t you think that’s a little inappropriate, young lady?” she asked me as she rang up my mousetraps.  
 
   I lifted one eyebrow as I considered how to respond.  Righteous indignation?  Befuddled confusion?  Innocent bimbo? Irritated customer?  I selected the one I thought was right for the occasion.
 
   “Don’t you think that commenting on your customer’s attire is inappropriate?” I demanded.  “Just ring me up,” I told her nastily.  
 
   Her eyes narrowed but she did as I asked.  A moment later I was the proud owner of a pack of ten mousetraps.  I picked up my purchase and headed toward the garage door. I glanced at her with a glare and tapped my foot, and she finally frowned and pressed the electronic release, letting me out into the garage.
 
   The cool night air washed over me, tinged with the scent of oil and sweat and I turned left and started down the side of the garage.  Of course I attracted attention from the mechanics, getting a wolf whistle from one.  I smiled at him, giving him one my million watt grins, and then stepped out of the garage into the small drive up area.  I turned and walked past the open garage door bays and that’s when I opened the small plastic bag and tore the cellophane on the mousetrap packaging.
 
   Each mousetrap was the classic wooden plank with a metal bar.  The concept is simple. You push the bar back, lock it into place, then put some bait on the little catch release.  Then a mouse comes up, nibbles on the bait, and accidently releases the bar, which then slams forward onto the mouse’s head.  It’s sort of like sitting down at a table to eat a scrumptious meal only to have a serial killer come in swinging a two by six at you from behind.  You get a single bite of steak and then WHAM. You never see it coming.
 
   Of course, that’s the classic use for mousetraps.  For this assignment, I had something more interesting to do with them.  In full view of the mechanic, who had walked forward to the edge of the bay, I lifted my halter top.  My breasts popped out, bouncing majestically, both nipples stiff from the cool air.  He grinned in appreciation.  Then, licking my lips and moving seductively, I plucked the first mousetrap from my bag. I dropped the rest on the ground and using both hands, opened the mousetrap’s metal bar, only to let it close again, this time with the tip of my right breast between the metal bar and the wooden plank.  Pain shot up through my breast, but it was minor compared to everything else and I was so close to cumming that I barely felt it.
 
   A second mechanic joined the first and their eyes were pretty much glued to my heaving chest.  I bent down, my pussy trembling in excitement as my orgasm approached.  I grabbed another mousetrap, held it out with shaking fingers, and when the first guy took it from me, I cupped my left breast and offered it to him.
 
   He pinched my nipple and tugged on me first, but then with a grin, opened the mousetrap and attached it to my breast.  I felt the weight and groaned.  A second later I let out a wild cry, my entire body shaking as the orgasm that had been building for hours blasted through me.
 
   It actually concerned the two mechanics too. They exchanged glanced and then literally put their oil covered hands on me, pushing me into the garage and to the far side.  A moment later, still lost in orgasmic bliss, I was stumbling down some stairs into a barely illuminated concrete chamber under the garage.
 
   I fell. My shoes weren’t meant for orgasmic girls to be hurried down steps.  But I was caught.  I felt hands on me. My skirt was pulled up.  Fingers kneaded my bottom.  I remember a wall and then someone was pulling the vibroballs from me.  The alligator clamp as well as the vibrating clamps stayed on and then I was bent over a cart that held all sorts of tool, my mousetrap clamped breasts flattened and throbbing.
 
   I felt the cock drive in deep and I groaned as the thrust made the clamp chewing on my clit swing wildly.  My body was forced forward against the cart, my breasts mashed against the assortment of tools.  Someone grabbed my hair and yanked me up off the cart.  The mousetraps swung wildly even as the shaft penetrating me from behind continued to piston through my loins.  Despite the recent orgasm, I was already blasting off for another trip to the moon.  
 
   The second mechanic came up to me and began wiggling the mousetraps up and down and you can just imagine what THAT did to me.  Then he picked up one of the oil filter wrenches, widened the metal strap, and then slipped it over the mousetrap on my left breast.  He went all the way up, then tightened the wrench until my boob looked like a swollen grapefruit.
 
   It wasn’t long before a second oil filter wrench dangled from the other side of my body and the guy pounding me from behind thought the wrench handles would make a much better holding on point.  He let my hair and hip go and then I felt my breasts get pulled even further outward.  My nipples throbbed and pain rushed through my bosom. I cried out in both agony and ecstasy and then he was cumming.
 
   I was on cloud nine even as he pulled out and mechanic number two stepped up. He too grabbed the wrench handles and began banging me from behind.  A loud buzzer sounded from somewhere upstairs and the mechanic who had just relieved himself in me quickly zipped up his jumpsuit and hurried over to a lift a few feet away. I watched as he stepped up, began working on a car above him, all while occasionally glancing at me as I got my chassis lubed, my oil changed, and my fluids topped off.
 
    I climaxed a moment later and slumped forward, the man behind me still holding me up via the oil filter wrenches. I could feel the sharp pinch of the metal digging into my breasts, but it was his cock that had the most impact.  His hips slammed against my buttocks and I heard him grunt.  Seconds later he exploded, white spooge going everywhere.
 
   I was in somewhat of a daze and my second paramour wasn’t in much better shape.  He pulled out and leaned against the nearby wall, grinning and gazing at me.  Slowly I straightened, looking down at myself.  I pushed my skirt down, but it was riding so high now over my hips that half my ass was bare and my now soaked, swollen and obviously clamped slit was on perfect display.  My halter was around my neck and my breasts looked blue and purple thanks to the lack of blood circulation.  
 
   There was another buzz from above and I heard that middle-aged woman clerk shouting.  The guy across from me looked frustrated, but then climbed the stairs quickly. He shouted something at her and then came back down the stairs.
 
   “That was fucking awesome,” he said to me. I grinned.
 
   “Uh… we’re closing,” he said stupidly, as if he didn’t know what else to say.
 
   I smiled.  There really was only one thing left to do.  Master Dan had said for me to walk back to my truck from the auto garage with my breasts bared.  So I peeled off my halter top and handed it to him.
 
   “To remember me,” I said.
 
   He took it in oil stained hands reverently.  I almost laughed, but then reached up and started to release the oil filter wrenches.
 
   “No!” He said suddenly. “You can… uh… you can have those.”
 
   I laughed, ignoring the throbbing in my bosom. “They aren’t yours to give,” I reminded him.
 
   “Oh, right. Well uh…” but it was too late. I released the first one and groaned as the blood rushed back into my breast.  The other side came a moment later, though I kept the mousetraps on. I grabbed my vibroballs, slipped them back in, and jacked the control to maximum.
 
   I climbed up the stairs with his help, my hand in his, teetering dangerously on my heels for a moment.  As he snuck me out the back garage door, I caught sight of the middle-aged lady clerk, whose eyes were wide at my nudity and the mousetraps hanging from my nipples.  Then I was outside, in the semi-darkness.  My halter top was gone and I didn’t feel bad about it at all.  My skirt was back in place, covering my clamped and swollen slit, but both breasts were still on display, mousetrapped and aching.  I marched resolutely ahead.  When I crossed the main road I got honked at, shouted at, whistled at, and one guy tried to pick me up, asking how much for full service.  But I managed to get back to my truck and climb in without being accosted.  I wondered how long it would be before the police showed up.
 
   So I turned off the vibrators, all of them, even the vibrator clamps which still dangled from the alligator clamp on my clit.  I put the truck in gear and drove off, heading toward somewhere to finish.
 
   There isn’t much more to tell. In a quiet, dark, parking lot I spread my legs.  With the windows down and the cool air blowing past, I turned the vibrators back on and masturbated.  My cries of release filled the truck and no doubt were carried on the wind.  But I didn’t care.  It was the perfect end to a fun little assignment, and hopefully Master Dan will be pleased.
 
   I know I was.
 
    
 
   Breanne,
 
    
 
   You will dress for success by wearing your shortest skirt, your stripper shoes, and a halter top.  No bra or panties allowed.  You will then proceed to a local “Wally-world” store.  Before going in you will attach your jumbo alligator clamp to your clit, and then BOTH of your vibrating nipple clamps TO THE JUMBO ALLIGATOR CLAMP.  Turn the vibrating clamps on.  Once you are inside find someone to help you and ask them to help you locate old fashioned mouse traps.  Purchase at least two, but do so at the automotive desk.
 
    
 
   Immediately after purchasing the mousetraps, exit through the automotive department door. While in the garage, pull down your halter top and apply both mousetraps to your nipples before heading back to your truck.  Make sure you say goodbye to the mechanics working.
 
    
 
   You will walk back to your truck and you may turn the vibrators off once you get in your vehicle.  The Jumbo Alligator Clamp and the mouse traps will remain on your body until you masturbate to orgasm, which you may do there in the parking lot, or elsewhere at your discretion.
 
    
 
   - Master Dan
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   It was dark, but I suppose that might have been a blessing as I stood there next to Mike.  He was grinning, holding the bag as I shifted uncomfortably.  The temperature was warm, which was good since I wasn’t wearing very much; a simple blue denim skirt that covered my ass sufficiently, yet was short enough to attract attention, along with flip flops and a simple halter top that was just a tad too tight.
 
                 “Comfortable?” Mike the Hardware Guy asked me.  I gave him an irritated glare.
 
                 “Seriously, that’s like the fifth time you’ve asked me this evening,” I muttered.  And it was too.  I had driven over to his house around five, helped him make dinner, gave him a blowjob, and then helped him clean up, all while stuffed with my Core Driller dildo, a massive monstrosity of firm rubber, twelve inches long and three inches wide at the base.
 
                 It had been held in with a rather tight set of exercise shorts, leaving little to no wiggle room, but that really hadn’t been much of a torment.  After all, it had barely shifted and only the up and down movements of sitting created the normal sexual tension inside me.  Of course Mike had frequently also asked me to lay back on the couch, yanking those shorts down so he could lubricate the dildo, as well as pump me close to orgasm, only to leave me in desperate straits, so aroused I could barely remember my name.
 
                 My shorts had been soaked.
 
                 But now I wasn’t wearing them.  They lay on the ground a few feet from Mike’s truck and I watched as he picked the shorts up delicately and held them to his nose.  I’m surprised the scent of my afternoon’s arousal didn’t knock him out.  The odor of sex, of want and desire, can be a strong one.
 
                 I spread my legs, glancing around.  Highway 6 was just meters away and though it was after nine o’clock, and the lot was empty, I knew that the lot lights were sufficient to make me visible to passing drivers.  As soon as I moved my flip flop clad feet apart I felt the Core Driller begin to slip.  It’s shaped like a rocket ship with three complete stages.  Hell, if you painted it white and slapped a NASA sticker on it, you could sell it in a toy store – for kids.  
 
                 I caught it before it hit the ground, bending over halfway as my breasts threatened to pop out of the halter top.  I grabbed hold of the slippery rod and pulled it out from between my knees, straightening.  Then I had to readjust my halter top too, since my left nipple had fallen out, a wardrobe malfunction as some would call it.  Mike grinned, but I knew that worse was to come.
 
                 He opened the canvas bag he had slung over his shoulder and handed me a towel.  I wrapped the Core Driller in the heavy terry cloth and gave it back to him.  He nodded appreciatively, put the monster sex toy away, and instead handed me a vibrator; a thin, six inch long vibrator.  I arched an eyebrow.
 
                 “Seriously? You expect me to keep that inside me?” I said incredulously.
 
                 Mike nodded. “Hope you’ve been practicing your kegals,” he replied smugly.
 
                 My eyes narrowed. “I’ve kept a twelve inch long, three inch wide, rubber cock in there since five o’clock this morning,” I stated.  “And this evening, every twenty or so minutes, you’ve slipped it out, lubricated it with oil, and stuck it back in.  You do realize that I couldn’t keep one of those medieval torture pears in there!” I said heatedly.
 
                 He grinned, nodding like a fool. “I think that’s the idea, Breanne.”  He gestured at the thin vibrator. “Now turn that to maximum and stick it up in your pussy like a good girl or we’ll just start the punishments now.”
 
                 I took a deep breath of exasperation. “So what happens when it falls out, because I don’t think I’ll be able to walk very far before it does,” I asked, lifting the front of my skirt. I stayed facing the road. I knew Mike would object if I turned away.  I moved fast, turning it to its maximum setting and plunging it up into my desperate sex.  I dropped the hem of my skirt and since no one had come to a screeching halt on the highway in front of me, I presumed either I hadn’t been seen, or no one had thought much of my antics. I pressed my thighs together and I clenched my muscles tightly, letting the vibrations settle the toy. I bit my lip as I felt the damn thing start to slip almost immediately.
 
                 “Punishment of course.  Lots of punishment.  Oh, and don’t cum without permission either,” he informed me.  He glanced down, taking note of the slight tremble of my hips.  He nodded in approval. “Let’s go. I’d like to at least make it to the bridge before that thing falls out.
 
                 He meant the underpass of the bayou trail that went under Highway 6 and I turned and followed him with careful steps.  Almost every bit of my attention was focused on not dropping the vibrator, keeping my sex clenched tightly around the slippery, hard plastic rod.  The vibrations didn’t help either and the bucket loads of oil Mike had poured in there earlier only made it more difficult.  I took a step, then another.  Mike kept close as I sort of frog marched past the metal fence and onto the actual sidewalk trail.  I made it four feet and then things fell apart.  Or perhaps I should say down.  The vibrator dropped and clattered on the concrete and Mike laughed even as I groaned.  He bent down and picked up the vibe, handing it back to me.
 
                 “Put it back in and press your thighs tightly together,” he said.
 
                 I did as asked, not mentioning that I DID have my thighs pressed tightly together, hiding the absolute ecstasy of having my pussy stuffed again.  I didn’t want Mike to know I was enjoying myself.  He was more apt to be harder on me if I was acting naughty and bratty.  Of course, none of that mattered as he dug into the canvas bag and extracted a willow switch about three feet long.
 
                 “Bare your breasts, please.”  He gave the switch a quick swing and I looked at him in shock.
 
                 “Here?” I demanded, gesturing at the road.  We were no longer under the main lights of the parking lot, but I was absolutely positive that I would still be in plain view.  He nodded and swished the cane again.  
 
                 “Five strokes, Bre.  Just lift your halter top, brace yourself, and don’t cum or drop the vibe again.”
 
                 I sucked in a full breath of air, mostly to give myself a moment to accept what was coming.  With my bottom lip between my teeth, I lifted the bottom of my halter and kept going up until my breasts popped free of the material.  Now exposed, Mike moved to my side and lifted the thin willow switch and laid it lightly across my bosom.  I couldn’t help it, I started anticipating the blow and my chest began heaving. Mike liked it and rubbed the cane over both nipples, up and down, which did NOTHING to help my libido.  Then he pulled back and landed a sharp blow just above my sensitive tips.  I let out a sharp keening sound, but even as I winced he let loose with another swing.  This time he did catch my nipples, both of them, and the piercing on my right breast danced under the impact.  The small padlock that dangled from the ring dug into my flesh and I actually stumbled backward.
 
                 “Get back in position, please.”
 
                 I did and three more strokes fell across my bosom in rapid succession, leaving my top half smarting and my pussy even more soaked than before.  
 
                 “You can cover your tits now,” Mike said to me, putting away the willow switch.
 
                 I tugged my halter top down over my breasts.  They ached, but in a way I was used to.  He again motioned toward the trail and this time I took baby steps with my thighs pressed tightly together, working to keep the stupid little vibrator firmly pressed into my wet well.
 
                 This time things went better.  We passed into the relative darkness of the underpass, which was only illuminated by a few orange lights and preceded down the shadowed trail.  For me, each step was a trial, a never ceasing panoply of sexual stimulation that actually had me moaning out loud.  Mike seemed to enjoy the verbal expression of my need, the whimpers clearly a turn on.  We made it another forty or fifty feet when I realized that my the solution for my slippery problem wasn’t really working.  Instead of holding in the vibrator, my thighs were just getting soaked with both juice and oil, and I could literally feel the thing slipping down.  Only half of the six inch long toy was in my slit and Mike was watching my peculiar waddle with obvious enjoyment.  A moment later, and still within sight of the road, the vibrator again fell, rattling on the concrete.
 
                 This time I picked it up, glancing guiltily around.
 
                 “Oops.  That’s another punishment,” Mike said
 
                 I nodded, trying not to shudder at the sensation of emptiness flooding my loins.  
 
                 “So stick that back in, bend over, and grab your ankles,” he said, again pulling out the willow switch.
 
                 I opened my legs again and brought the tip of the vibrator up to my soaked and oiled sex.  Slipping it in was like pushing a hot knife through butter, and I groaned as the vibrations once again began tormenting my insides.  I took the opportunity to wipe my thighs too, but all I had was my skirt.  A huge damp spot appeared on the front, even though it was denim.  But it gave me the necessary traction to keep the vibrator where it was supposed to be.  At least for the moment.
 
                 I bent over next, lifting my ass and grabbing my ankles.  Mike moved around again and then I felt him flip the back of my skirt up, exposing my buttocks.  I knew what was coming even before he laid the edge of the switch against my bottom.  He rubbed it up and down again, playing with me, tormenting me with expectation, or perhaps he was just allowing the vibrator to excite me even more.  I have no idea.  But a moment later he pulled back and laid a stringing stroke across my backside.  I jumped, literally, and almost lost the vibrator again.  My hands flew backward to my rump and covered it even as I turned and glared at him.
 
                 “Don’t make five strokes into ten, missy.”  Mike voice was dark and I recognized the tone of warning.
 
                 I nodded and once again adopted the correct pose. “Yes sir,” I said obediently.  The vibrator was already half out of my sex again and I concentrated on holding it in, ignoring the fact that now my petals were getting a more thorough exposure to the vibration.  Mike hit me again and this time I was better able to maintain both my posture and the vibrator.  The third and fourth hits stung like the dickens, but again my sharp mental discipline and my insane levels of endurance let me keep the vibrator where it was supposed to be, all while bent over.
 
                 The fifth stroke hurt worse than all the other and I was positive Mike left a visible welt crisscrossing my derriere like Route 66 on a road map.  He snagged the hem of my skirt and pulled it down as I straightened back up.  I could feel the vibrator barely holding on, only about an inch in my pussy, and the second he looked down at the bag to put away the switch, I quickly reached between my legs and shoved the vibe all the way back in, stifling the matching groan.
 
                 Mike didn’t see and I smiled at him with a big, innocent looking grin.
 
                 “What?” he demanded suspiciously.
 
                 “Nothing!” I said diplomatically.
 
                 He glanced down at my skirt covered loins, but there wasn’t any evidence, so he gestured at the trail again and we started eastward.
 
                 The moon was full so it wasn’t hard to see the white concrete path and with every new step we moved farther and further away from the roadway.  A moment later we were within the tree line and I could hear the crickets and night chirps and even the occasional high pitched whine of a bat.  
 
                 There was no one on the trail that late, and for that I was grateful, since I made it only another forty or fifty steps before my thighs were again so soaked I couldn’t hold onto the sex toy that slipped from my depths.  Again it clattered to the ground and I groaned.  Mike bent down, retrieved it, and handed it to me.
 
                 “Put it in, lie down on the ground, get your legs in the air, and spread them wide,” he ordered me.
 
                 I blinked, more than a little surprised, but did as he asked. I slipped the vibrator back in, almost cumming just from feeling it slide through my body.  Then, with one hand holding in the vibrator, I sat down, slowly lying back on the concrete path.  I bent my legs, then lifted them up.  With the angle so different, the vibrator sort of stayed where it was supposed to, though I made sure not to tighten up either.  Mike had already gotten out the willow switch and I swallowed as I realized where the next few strokes were going to land.
 
                 He aimed for the inside of my right thigh for the first stroke, and let me be honest, the tip of the switch landed about half an inch from my labia.  It stung like the dickens too, and my body reacted with typical response. I tightened up.  The vibrator in my pussy shot out of my sex like cannon fodder, launching a good foot or two in the opposite direction.  
 
                 Mike seemed to ignore the fact that I was no longer stuffed and let the switch fall hard and fast right on my sex.  The thin piece of wood impacted tightly against my clitoris and I let out a sharp cry that almost made me pull my knees in.  As I struggled with the pain, Mike bent down, picked up the vibrator, and almost nonchalantly, jammed it back into my body.  
 
                 Then he put his FOOT on my pussy, literally stepping on me, using the sole of his boot to keep the damn plastic vibe buried deep.  He grabbed my right foot, pushing it outward, and then brought the willow switch down on my left thigh, leaving a burning line of agony on the tender flesh.  I let out another sob and brought a hand up to my mouth, gnawing on my knuckles in an attempt to moderate my rather noisy complaint.  Mike twisted a bit above me, and tried, rather ineffectually I might add, to lay another stroke on my clit.  His aim was good, but the fact that he was in an odd position, with his boot tip only an inch away from the target, made it difficult to get any kind of force on me.  So I just hissed and shuddered slightly.  Disappointed, he pulled his boot away, aimed again, and once more brought the willow switch down on my sex with a sharp swing.
 
                 A white fire flashed in front of my eyes and sure enough, the vibrator went flying, clearing my suddenly clamped knees by only a quarter of an inch.  I almost caught the damn thing unintentionally.  Wouldn’t that have been cool?  I rolled over onto my side, groaning, almost sobbing, as my clit reported that it had been struck by lightning.  Mike ignored me and put away the switch.  He waited patiently for me to recover and when I finally opened up and again lay on my back, legs spread, feet up in the air, he picked up the vibe, made sure it was relatively clean, and slipped it gently back into my hole.
 
                 “Close your legs,” he said to me.  I did and then he reached down, offering me his hand.  I took it and he hauled me to my feet, setting me upright.  Pain lanced up through my loins, a little aftershock of the five cane strokes, and I slammed my thighs together, praying that I’d avoid another punishment for at least a little while.  I stood there swaying for a second, then when Mike motioned for me to continue, I took a short tiny step, swinging my leg from the knee, rather than the hip.
 
                 I waddled forward, probably looking absolutely ridiculous and now so wet and so horny that I was in actual danger of cumming.  The vibrator, combined with the switching of my breasts, ass, and sex, along with the very public nature of my punishment (even if no one seemed to be there to see) was too much for my libido to resist.  I think I made it maybe twenty steps before I shuddered to a halt, my chest heaving, my hips thrusting forward in lewd movements, and my mouth open with a tiny cry of release.
 
                 Mike just shook his head and watched as I popped on the trail, a shuddering wet mass of sex jelly.  He was courteous enough to wait for me to finish before again unzipping his bag and pulling out the switch.
 
                 I expected it across my breasts again and started to reach for my halter top, but instead Mike took me by the elbow and pushed me off the trail into the grass.  Ten steps (tiny, thigh mashing steps of course) brought us to the trees and I pushed me toward a large oak.
 
                 “Lean forward, hands on the tree, and lift your right foot up,” he said.  His fingers were already twirling the cane.
 
                 I put my hands on the rough bark, still trying to keep my thighs together. I could feel the vibrator slipping out already.  My orgasm had merely deposited MORE fluid in there and it was leaking out copiously. I could feel the streams of juice running down my legs.  
 
                 Against the tree I lifted my right foot and brought it up behind me.  Mike pulled my flip flop off and dropped it on the ground and I knew immediately what was coming.  He raised the switch high and the brought it down across the tender arch of my foot.
 
                 If you’ve never had your feet caned, it really is impossible for you to understand the pain that goes with it.  First you feel this sharp burn which comes directly from the switch or cane.  That begins to blur into a sting, but at the same time, every muscle in your foot tightens up.  Your toes curl underneath and that actually creates all sorts of distinct and quite uncomfortable stresses from toe to heel.  A moment later that tension actually is more uncomfortable than the sting of the cane strike (usually) and you go the other way, spreading your toes and arching your foot upward.  This then translates into this wild wiggling where your foot goes every which way as you try to shake off the pain and tightness.  Not very pleasant.
 
                 Unless of course, you happen to be a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, stuffed with a vibrator, and clearly on your way to a second wave of orgasm.  Mike brought the switch down again, and then a few more times, until five distinct red lines bisected my foot, right on the tender, soft middle of my sole.
 
                 When he was done, I realized that I wasn’t leaning on the tree, I was clutching it, my breasts mashed against the bark, holding on for dear life.  Mike patted my foot, slipping my flip flop back on over my toes, only to push it down and say the words I was dreading.
 
                 “Other foot now.”
 
                 I did as asked and we repeated the process of turning my left foot into a sore, aching base for the sex machine known as Breanne Erickson.  As he swung, leaving the sharp red lines, I literally rubbed my breasts along the bark of the tree. And when he was done I was blubbering, my feet sore and throbbing, my pussy wet and slippery, and the vibrator about to fall out.
 
                 He pulled me up off the tree and sure enough, the damn sex toy fell out from between my soaked legs like a crisp apple falling from a branch in the early autumn. Mike let out a laugh and merely pushed me around so that my back was now to the tree.
 
                 “You are a glutton for punishment,” he said.
 
                 “You set me up to fail,” I replied haughtily.
 
                 He grinned.  “Of course. You had a chance, but I think you’ve pretty much blown it now, haven’t you?”  He bent down and picked up the vibrator from the grass.  He brushed a brown leaf from the sticky side and then stepped close to me.  He looked in my eyes but I felt his hand at my skirt and then the vibrator was touching my clit.  I let out a whimper and almost buckled.
 
                 “Please?” I begged him a moment later.
 
                 “Please what?” he asked, rubbing the tip of the vibrator up and down my labia, only to return it to the sensitive nub at the top.
 
                 “Please fuck me,” I whispered.
 
                 Mike laughed. “All in good time.  I thought girls like foreplay.”
 
                 I shook my head. “This isn’t foreplay. It’s torment.”
 
                 “You like torment.”
 
                 I swallowed and nodded. “Please put it in?” I asked then.
 
                 “I’m still going to punish you,” he replied.
 
                 “I know,” I groaned.  I felt the tip slip into my depths and I almost collapsed in pleasure.  Mike held me up, pressing his body against mine, pinning me to the tree.
 
                 His mouth came down on mine and he kissed me, quite passionately.  Our tongues met and I almost melted in his embrace.  The vibrator roared inside me and I struggled against another orgasmic wave, not wanting to be swamped.
 
                 Then he pulled back and lifted my halter top.  My breasts fell free, the golden, rose emblazoned padlock dangling in the moonlight.  He twisted slightly, opening his bag, and he pulled out a pair of clover clamps.  In seconds they were attached to my nipples, crushing each tip in the silvery bite, the heavy chain dangling down between the twin points of my bosom.  Then he tugged my halter top over my head, pulling it away from my body and leaving me wearing only flip flops and skirt.  He stuck the halter in his bag with a grin.
 
                 “Now, let’s get a move on,” he said, returning to the trail.
 
                 I stumbled forward, my arms up and covering my clamped breasts. Mike didn’t seem to care and we continued onward.  For me, the entire experience had become a trial.  My body shook with physical stress, from the sexual tension between my legs and at the tips of my bosom, to the hurt and pain of the switching I had received.  I moved along side Mike and we continued down the trail.
 
                 At which point humiliation became the next issue because despite the late hour, we were not the only ones on the path.  A couple emerged from ahead of us, clearly walking forward, holding hands.  
 
                 “Keep going,” Mike whispered in my ear.
 
                 I kept my forearms crossed across my top, but I’m sure it was obvious that I wasn’t wearing a shirt.  As the distance narrowed between us, I whimpered and felt the damn vibrator slipping again.
 
                 They didn’t say anything to us, even though Mike greeted them both politely and casually with a simple “good evening.”  They made it another four steps when the vibrator, still running on full power, fell out from between my legs.  It wasn’t my fault.  Not really. I didn’t do it on purpose, but you have to understand that my thighs were SOAKED.  I was wet and oily  from the crotch to just below the knee.  Mike pulled me to a stop and I glanced back to see the couple standing just a few feet away, looking at the clattering, buzzing, clearly glistening vibrator on the path.
 
                 “Oops,” I said stupidly.
 
                 “Pick it up and put it back in before I punish you,” Mike said clearly and quite audibly.  Hell, the couple was only eight or so feet away.  
 
                 Bending down and grabbing the vibrator meant pulling my arms away from my chest.  I did it, flashing our audience.  I waited a moment to see if they were going to continue on their way, but evidently they wanted to see where the vibrator was supposed to be.  I quivered like a jellyfish stranded on a beach, but I lifted the front of my skirt and slid the vibrator back up into my slippery depths.  Moaning as the vibrations once again affected my insides, I could instantly felt the steady downward slip of the sex toy as I lowered my skirt.
 
                 “Now, for your punishment,” Mike said.  He reached in his bag, also ignoring the couple.  My eyes widened in alarm as he pulled out a bottom plug, a thick one that had a huge jeweled bulb on the end.  “Bend over and grab your ankles,” he ordered.
 
                 I did, presenting my bottom toward the couple, rather than him, guessing he would prefer me to be spectacle.  He flipped the bottom of my skirt up, exposing my ass and I felt his fingers trace the red lines that went from one side to the other. I wondered if the couple could see the welts in the moonlight.
 
                 He reached down and dragged the thick plastic plug through the slurry of fluids that coated my thighs, twisting and twirling it until it sported the same coat of glistening goop that my petals bore.  He pressed the tapered tip to the small button of my bottom and began pushing. I grunted, groaned, and generally tried to relax as much as possible, but you have to understand that I was ALSO trying to hold in a goddamned vibrator and when you tighten your pussy, you sort of have to tighten your ass, at least a little.  This made things harder for poor Mike and eventually as he had trouble getting the plug in my back door, I reached down, put my fingers on the base of the vibrator, and relaxed my muscles.
 
                 The anal plug popped in easily then and I immediately groaned and tightened up.  My buttocks clenched around the plug and I felt the back of my skirt drop.  
 
                 “Let’s go, Bre.”
 
                 Now stuffed both front and back, with sore feet, crushed nipples, and enough welts to keep me aching, I shuffled forward again, away from the couple. Nothing was said and I once again brought my arms up to cover my breasts.  Our audience faded away into the dark and Mike and I moved on down the bayou trail with increasing slowness.
 
                 I made it maybe thirty feet.
 
                 The vibrator slipped out again and there was absolutely nothing I could do about it.  It clattered to the ground and Mike chuckled, then bent down, retrieved it, and handed it to me.
 
                 “Put it back in,” he ordered.  I took the toy from him and lifted my skirt. I pressed the tip to my clit and in seconds was cumming loudly.
 
                 “Well that just earned you an extra punishment,” he said. “Lie down on your back and spread those legs wide.”
 
                 I didn’t argue.  I was too lost in the rush of sexual euphoria that comes from orgasm to do more than follow his orders. In fact, it was good to just collapse on the ground.  Still reeling from the explosion between my legs, I spread my knees obediently and waited.
 
                 The shock and sting of the leather sap hitting my clit was more than enough to get my attention however and my knees swung inward quickly, just via instinct alone. Mike slapped at my thigh however and I whimpered, opening back up.  A moment later a high pitched cry escaped through my clenched teeth as he began walloping me between the legs, the leather smacking my sodden petals with sharp cracks that sounded like a thick magazine hitting mud.  My hips bucked and I spread my legs even farther, feeling the strain in my thighs as my body did what it normally does when confronted with that kind of sexual abuse.
 
                 Embrace it.
 
                 Another orgasm blasted through me and Mike stopped long enough to toss the sap back into the canvas bag and to pluck both my halter top and a solitary clover clamp from the bag’s depths.  He made no pretense about it, and merely used my shirt to sop up the overflow of juice that coated my slit and thighs.  Then he crushed my clit between the metal pincers of the clover clamp, tugging on it repeatedly to make sure that it was securely attached to my swollen nub.  That did not help either my state of mind nor my over-active sex drive.  I was already sensitive – multiple orgasms will do that to me.  But unlike most women, the sensitivity that causes girls like my friend Kari to turn away and stop, merely makes me more aroused.  I open to it, wanting more.  It’s sick.  It’s disturbing. And it’s what made me hope Mike would sap me again.
 
                 But evidently the clamping was enough because Mike pushed the vibrator, still buzzing away at full power, into my sex again.  Now with dry thighs, he pulled me to my feet and held me upright as I swayed dangerously, my hips still giving the occasional and quite involuntary coital thrust.  The chain hanging from my bare breasts swung free, and I could feel the cold metal along my abdomen.  Mike took my elbow and helped me take the first tiny step, then the next.  I didn’t even realize it, but he had turned us around and we were heading back toward the parking lot where we had parked his truck.
 
                 I have no idea how far along we were before the vibrator fell from between my legs again.  I know it couldn’t have been more than eighty or so feet.  What did you expect? I was still SOAKED.  And now I had a fucking CLAMP on my clit as well!  Add in the vibrator, clover clamps on my nipples, the butt plug my ass was clenched around, and the welts from the switching on my breasts, ass, sex, and soles, and what did you think would happen?
 
                 “That earns you another punishment,” he said, still clearly amused, picking up the vibrator.
 
                 I swayed dangerously. “What more can you possibly do to me?” I asked, still close to falling over.  He kept one hand on my arm and bent down.  
 
                 “Open up, Bre.”
 
                 I spread my legs again and whimpered as he slid the still thrumming sex toy back up inside me.  I closed my legs, the pressure holding the vibrator deep.  Again the coital thrusting began and I shuddered, trying to hold back the incessant need to fuck.
 
                 Mike pulled out a gallon sized plastic storage bag from the canvas rucksack and my eyes widened in alarm.  He opened it, fishing out the first of two dozen clothespins and before I could even express my concern, latched the first wooden peg to the side of my breast.  
 
                 “Twenty-three more to go!” he said brightly.
 
                 He worked quickly, obviously knowing where he wanted to put each clothespin and within two or three minutes my chest looked as if a porcupine and a laundry line had mated on top of me.  Clothespins encircled both breasts in a ring, deforming the flesh and making the ache in my bosom about ten times worse.  
 
                 But Mike had a few clothespins left over too.  He took the last six pins and knelt down in front of me.  He made me open my legs again, caught the vibe as it slid out of me, and then proceeded to clamp the clothespins to my labia.  When he was done, the vibrator was shoved (YES SHOVED) back up inside me, and I was ordered to close my legs and hold it in.
 
                 If you thought walking with a slick six-inch rumbling vibrator sliding through an overly enlarged and very wet hole was difficult, imagine doing it with enough wooden pegs hanging off you to keep every sheet in your house from touching the ground. Pain lanced through me, and while I normally don’t have any serious problems with clothespins, and can tolerate their application for hours, doing it on top of everything else was a challenge.
 
                 The worst part was the five or six wooden pegs on my labia.  Every step had to be done with my legs literally pressed together at the thigh, just to keep the vibrator from sliding out immediately.  But that also made me press the clothespins together, jamming the sharp edges wooden pegs into my thighs, or having the movement twist them painfully.  Not comfortable in the least.  On the flip side, it actually made walking just a bit easier because they helped to keep in the vibrator. So I traded pain for traction I guess.
 
                 I made it all the way back to the bridge that allowed the traffic of Highway 6 to flow over our heads and each step was a burning trial.  Juice flowed down my legs, way past my knees and I was pretty sure that eventually my flip flops would get wet.  Hurt seemed to swirl around me in a dark cloud, my nipples throbbing like mad, with the rest of my bosom aching with each breast bouncing step.  My clit alternated between numb and sharp bursts of crushing pain while my bottom continuously pulsed around the thick plug stuffed up my behind.
 
                 As we began to emerge from the well lit underside of the bridge, we encountered that couple again.  Their eyes widened as they saw me, the clothespins no doubt attracting the attention.  They were holding hands and they stopped to watch me as I shuffled by.
 
                 “Got a live one, don’t you?” the man asked Mike as I tried to hurry, also trying to cover my breasts at the same time.
 
                 Mike laughed. “She’s a nympho humiliation pain slut,” he said, as if that would explain everything.
 
                 “She sure it!” the man replied. “Nice ass too,”
 
                 “Oh?  You like?” Mike asked. “Hold up, Bre.”
 
                 I stopped, trembling. I didn’t look back. I was scared too.  I felt a hand on my rump and then my skirt was flipped up.
 
                 “Is that a plug in her ass?” the man asked.
 
                 “Absolutely.  And I’ve got the vibe in her cunt.” He paused. “Would you care to give her a spanking?”
 
                  “You wouldn’t mind?” the man asked, just a little surprised.
 
                 Mike shrugged. “Hardly.  She’s a nympho.  She’ll let just about anyone abuse her.”
 
                 I felt the man approach, but was surprised when it was his wife that came into view. She stood in front of me.  She in her mid forties and had a soft, warm look.  She gave me a soft smile, then reached out a hand.  She grabbed the chain between the clover clamps locked down on my nipples, and then pulled it hard, downward.
 
                 I let out a choked scream, bending over at the waist in a desperate effort to keep the tips of my breasts from being ripped off.  She held me like that as my hands came up and encircled her wrist, half balancing myself, and half praying that she wouldn’t go any further.  And that was when her husband decided to leave a handprint on my right buttock.
 
                 Burning pain blasted through me and I lurched forward into his wife, the top of my head hitting her outstretched arm.  My breasts were tugged down toward my belly and I struggled to get my equilibrium back.  Just as the horrible sting turned to a sharp heat, the man hit me again, this time on the other cheek.  I let out a high pitched keening that was immediately lost in the whine of the cars, just above my head.  Then the spanking quickened into fast hard blows that moved from one side to the other.
 
                 I felt like I had sat on a propane grill, or maybe a hot skillet.  It didn’t really matter.  Every part of me was now hurting and I stood there shaking under the onslaught.  Of course with my mind now focused on twitching my ass back and forth, the part of me I couldn’t really afford to NOT think about did exactly what you were already imagining it would do.  The damned vibrator clattered to the ground, whacking the clothespins on my labia on the way out.
 
                 “Oh, look at that,” Mike said sympathetically. “You’ve earned yourself another punishment. Spread your legs wide, Bre.”
 
                 I did, though it took a moment thanks to another swat on my rump.  Mike took the opportunity to rifle through the bag again and when he pulled out a roll of duct tape my eyes widened.  He squatted down between the woman who was still holding my breasts and keeping me bent over and my legs.  Then, tearing off two strips of tape, he spread my labia open, and taped the clothespins on my left labia to my left thigh, pulling them down and stretching my flesh.  Then he did the same to my other side.  I squealed like a stuck pig and then he picked up the vibrator off the sidewalk and pushed it back into me. I gasped and brought one hand up to my mouth to chew on the knuckles.  The other was still helping me keep balance by clutching to the woman.
 
                 I kept my legs open of course, even as I tried to clamp down on the buzzing sex toy.  Mike had to catch it though and push it back into me.  Another spank landed on my ass and then suddenly it was too much. I groaned, my eyes rolling up into the back of my head. I arched my back, my other hand going up to the woman’s shoulder and kept my apart. Okay… I might have even widened my stance.
 
                 Mike began pumping the vibrator in and out of my sex, the labia stretched open and pegged.  The woman tugged on my nipples while her other hand began slapping just the wooden clothespins attached to my breasts back and forth.  The man behind me spanked me hard.
 
                 And me?  Oh… I came.  Like a freight train barreling through the darkness.  No one else was on the trail and thousands of people rushed by, just over my head, never knowing what was going on just beneath them in the pale yellow light of the underpass.  I let out a cry as I popped and I shook wildly, until finally I couldn’t take it any more.  Mike was tugging on the clover clamp connected to my clit with every thrust of the vibrator and my overworked, overtaxed libido self-destructed.
 
                 I slumped forward, falling half on Mike, and half into the woman’s arms. I was sobbing, or gasping, or something. I’m not sure what, but a final light slap to the bottom came a moment later and then Mike was forcing my legs closed, one soaked hand keeping the still buzzing vibrator buried fully in my swollen and over-stimulated sex.  I shuddered, gasping and moaning.
 
                 “Sssshh,” the woman whispered in my ear, stroking my head.  “It’s okay.  Just breathe,” she said.
 
                 Yeah. Breathe. Breathe Breanne.
 
                 It took at least a half a minute to recover enough of my senses to realize that she was no longer holding me bent in half.  Her fingers had let go of the nipple clamp chain and I had actually straightened by myself.  I could feel the vibrator still going strong inside me, but my ass felt loose and only my clamped thighs were keeping the sex toy inside me.  I tried to tighten up, but there was no way. I was too… blasted... to really care, much less actively try to keep myself tightly wrapped around the vibrator.
 
                 “Nice girl. Good ass for spanking,” the man said to Mike as my partner stood up with a grin.
 
                 “That she is.”
 
                 “Davis, take me home and fuck me, right now,” the woman said to the older man.  Mike grinned.
 
                 “Yes, ma’am!” Davis said laughing. He stuck out his hand and Mike shook it.
 
                 “Hope we run into you again,” the woman said to me softly. Then she reached up, cupped my face, and then went over to her husband.  He wrapped his arms around her, fondled her breast, and then they walked away, arm in arm, under the bridge.
 
                 Mike watched them go as did I and then when they disappeared into the darkness on the other side, he turned back toward me. 
 
                 “Now to the car.  And Bre, I hope you realize that you better not drop that vibrator.”
 
                 I nodded and tightened up.  My sensitivity helped with that and I bit my lip, trying to retrain my focus between my legs.  That did NOT help.
 
                 Mike took my arm and gently helped me.  I think he was worried about the way I was wobbling.  I wrapped my arms under my breasts, trying not to think about how I hurt in every which way.
 
                 “Breanne, you’re doing great,” he said in my ear, quite loudly to be heard over the rushing engines of the cars speeding past.  He paused, as if he wanted to say something, but didn’t know how. It distracted me and I glanced at him, tightening up even more, just to keep the vibrator in.
 
                 “What?” I asked suspiciously.
 
                 For the first time since I met him, Mike looked… tense.  Unsure of himself.  And that is just weird.  He opened his mouth as I shuffled forward another step and he finally took a deep breath.  He was about to say something but then he smiled and gestured me forward.  
 
                 “Nothing,” he said. “Don’t worry about it.”
 
                 I nodded and turned my head. I could see his truck.  All I had to do was go up the ramp, round the fence.  Another forty tiny steps?  If that?  I turned my attention to doing just that, with patience and determination and definitely an increase in sexual tension between my legs, despite my last mind-blowing orgasm.
 
                 God, I love being multi-orgasmic.
 
                 We were just five feet away from the truck when Mike suddenly blurted, “Breanne, I want to date you.”
 
                 I froze.  
 
                 Date.  Not torture.  Not hurt. Not fuck.  Not tie up and sexually abuse.  Date.
 
                 Date? Like as in… date?
 
                 I turned and looked at him.  Mike is a big guy.  He’s at least fifteen years older than me.  He was married but his wife died young from cancer and I knew it had left him an aching heart.  His stomach had thickened in the middle, and his hair was thinning on top, but his mustache was still thick and full.  He looked at me with something very different than most men ever have.  He looked at me with something I’d only ever seen in Kari’s eyes.  
 
                 “You want to date me.” I said stupidly.
 
                 He nodded.  He glanced down at my breasts and grimaced suddenly. “And not like this,” he said, motioning to my bare bosom.
 
                 I didn’t say anything, just stared at him.
 
                 “I want… I want to get to know you, the real you, beyond the sex kitten act.  I mean, I feel I know you pretty well already, and know what you want, but… I can’t help… you’re… well…” he shut his mouth, clearly unsettled.
 
                 I considered it.  What would life be like with Mike?  There was no way to replace Kari, but I knew I’d never “live” with Kari.  And Mike was a stable guy. I’d known him for over two years.  But was he the kind of guy that I imagined as a husband?  Was he the kind of guy who could handle my needs?  And what about my daughter, Rachel?  Where would she fit in?  And yes, I even tried out my first name behind his last name.  All women do that.  It sounded… good.
 
                 But those were questions that were best left to something more serious.  I reached out and cupped his face, my eyes softening.
 
                 “You want to date me?” I asked.
 
                 Mike nodded, and I could see the tension in his shoulders.  I smiled warmly.  “And what kind of date did you have in mind?” I asked.
 
                 He opened his mouth, but didn’t have an answer ready and had to think about it.  Finally he shrugged. “A romantic one. Every time we get together, it’s for sex and…” he gestured at my pegged and clamped breasts.  “This kind of stuff.  And don’t get me wrong, I don’t want that to end. I still want to do it to you, but… I want something more.”
 
                 I lifted my arms and wrapped them around him, but I didn’t step into his embrace.  That would have been stupid considering what was sticking out from my breasts. I smiled up at him.
 
                 “Dating me could be hazardous to your health,” I warned him. “I’m not an easy girl to please.”
 
                 He grinned.  “I think I know that.”
 
                 “And you’d have to deal with a lot of my baggage. I’m really fucked up.”
 
                 He laughed. “Yeah, I know.”
 
                 Finally I wiggled my eyebrows.  “Okay. I’m game.  You’ve been Mr. Right Now for so long, I guess I should find out if you’re also Mr. Right.”
 
                 Mike blinked at that, but then stepped closer, ignoring the clothespins. I winced, but didn’t back away.  He leaned in and kissed me gently on the mouth and when he pulled away I saw the tears in his eyes. He didn’t cry of course. Mike would never cry, but I think at that moment, something had healed inside him.
 
                 “Thank you, Breanne.”
 
                 I shook my head. “That’s not my name, and you know it.  If you’re going to date the real me, then you have to call me by my real name.  Not the one I use to write my books.”
 
                 He let go of me and nodded.  He took a few steps closer to his truck, unlocked it and opened the door, gesturing toward the cab.  I stood there for a moment, glaring at him.
 
                 “Well?  Aren’t you going to use my name?” I demanded.
 
                 Mike looked at me with a knowing glance.  “Once you’re in the truck.  You still have about five more steps to go.”  He paused dramatically. “Don’t let the vibrator fall out either, or I’ll have to punish you.”
 
                 Five steps. I could do five steps and he knew it.  I put one foot forward, then another.  Closer and closer and when I was right there, so close that I could have hopped into the seat, he began to walk away, clearly heading over to the other side of the truck.  I stood there and then relaxed. I relaxed everything.  And the vibrator clattered to the ground.  Mike lurched to a stop and then turned around, looking at me in surprise.
 
                 “Oops,” I said nonchalantly.
 
                 He walked back up to me, eyes burning with delight. “Do you know what I’m going to like most about dating you?” he asked me.
 
                 I shook my head.  “No. What are you going to like the most?”
 
                 “I’ll still get to punish you, because that’s still who you are.”
 
                 My smile brightened.  “You DO understand me,” I said.
 
                 He nodded. “Now pick up the vibrator, but it back in, and get in the truck.”  He began walking away, around the back of the truck.
 
                 “Wait!” I cried out. “What about my punishment?” I demanded.
 
                 “Your punishment?” he asked. “Your punishment is going out to dinner with me after this.”
 
                 “It is?” I said incredulously, and just a little irritated.  “How on earth is going out to dinner with you a punishment?” I demanded.
 
                 He grinned from the other side of the truck. “Because your already dressed for it,” he said, then got into the truck.
 
                 I stood there flabbergasted. He couldn’t possibly mean… Oh my God.  I bent down and plucked the vibrator off the gravel ground. I wiped it on my skirt, leaving a white streak and then I spread my legs, lifted the hem, and slipped it back in, wincing slightly as it penetrated.  I grabbed the door handle and opened it. 
 
                 Climbing in was difficult and painful, and it didn’t help that I was seriously sexually aroused either. I settled into the seat as only a girl with a butt plug, vibrator, clothespins, and clamps hanging on her delicate parts can.  I dreaded the seat belt, but couldn’t see away around it.  And so with my breasts hanging out, fully clamped and clothespinned, I glanced at Mike.
 
                 “So is this more torture, or a date?” I demanded, still just a little cross.
 
                 He started the engine. “Don’t think I don’t understand you.  You don’t just want a date. And torture is not enough either.  So it’s a little bit of both.  That’s what you like, isn’t it?” he paused, and the next word out of his mouth was enough to melt me into butter.
 
                 He used my name.
 
                 
 
                 
 
   [bookmark: comedynight]Comedy Night
 
    
 
   This might sound odd, especially coming from me, but I’m usually not one to stand on a soap box, or a stage for that matter.  Despite my proclivity for garnering attention in public, doing so in any kind of official capacity makes me tongue tied, forget what I’m trying to say, and wobble a little from nerves.  Stage fright is a big issue for me and I think that’s what makes me respond so well to public humiliation.  After all, if I was at ease getting stripped, punished, and sexually abused in front of everyone, I wouldn’t exactly be into “humiliation” would I?
 
    
 
   I pulled up into the gravel parking lot of the fraternity residence located adjacent to my alma mater and licked my lips.  Cars were everywhere, indicating a full house.  At its peak, there were generally around fifty guys living here at any one time.  Tonight I had little doubt that all of them would be there, along with their friends, dates, and brother’s uncle’s best friend’s roommate.
 
    
 
   My palms were damp and I admit that I toyed with the idea of just turning my truck around and leaving.  Had it just been something sexual that I was expecting, it would have been easy.  I could have entered the house and disappeared into an upstairs bedroom, the line would have started, and I’d be screwed silly for the next eight hours non-stop.  But it wasn’t just sexual.  In fact, it didn’t have to be sexual at all, and that was the weird part.
 
    
 
   Awhile back I got chastised for making bad jokes on Twitter, the online social medium that for some reason seems to encourage people to either utter inane nonsense or attempt witty pontification without much success. Mostly I used it to keep people informed of my daily toy regimen, since evidently there are some weird people out there who get their jollies by knowing “what’s up” the nympho humiliation pain slut.  Usually it’s a dildo, or my vibroballs, or the RVP (Rotating Venus Penis), and usually I’m either cumming or going, one way or another.  But sometimes, occasionally, I’ve been known to utter things like, “I’m thinking of taking a hot shower.  That’s like a regular shower but with me in it.”  Cheesy?  Absolutely. Funny?  Well, maybe.
 
    
 
   Anyway, I got verbally spanked for my jokes and then it was suggested that I be punished for every bad joke I had ever uttered on Twitter.  Well, I wasn’t going to go back through two and a half years of tweets, so the individual setting this up decided that simple arithmetic would help.  He assumed two bad joke tweets a month (which I seriously disagreed with) times the number of months I had been tweeting, which worked out to around twenty eight.  Round it out to an even thirty, and an assignment was born.
 
    
 
   I was already dressed for the occasion and I looked down at myself.  Sexy is a word that frequently describes me, but tonight I had gone all out.  First, I was all in white, which is a dazzling color on me, especially in contrast to my hair, which I had freshly dyed a few days before.  The bright, fire engine red locks cascaded down past my bare shoulders, almost reaching to the white tube top I was wearing.  It was stretchy and the material was thick enough that you could only see the indentation of my nipple piercing, not to mention the small charm padlock that dangled from my right nipple, if you were really looking for it.  My midriff was exposed though, a broad expanse of taut white belly that ended just below my hips with a matching white tube skirt.
 
    
 
   In fact, now that I think about it, I could probably have switched the skirt and tube top without much trouble.  I had an assignment like that once, a long time ago.  But this night wouldn’t include anything like that.  In fact, if everything went well, my clothing would stay right where it was.  
 
    
 
   In case you’re wondering, I wasn’t wearing a bra.  It would have been very obvious and since the tube top basically just covered my breasts, it wasn’t like I really needed one.  And I wasn’t wearing panties either, not even a thong.  My freshly shaved slit was bare, less than an inch above the hemline of the stretchy skirt, and that was when I was standing.  Sitting down my clit was visible unless my thighs were pressed tightly together.  
 
    
 
   My legs were bare, no stockings, and I didn’t mind. I’m not a fan of stockings, though I have a few pairs.  They run.  They tear. They’re pains in the ass to put on sometimes, and frankly, my legs are smooth enough and pretty enough that I don’t really need the added help.  Add my pair of crystal fuck me heels, the stripper shoes that add about eight inches to my height, and you can easily picture me getting out of my truck.
 
    
 
   Oh, I guess I should mention I was following NHPS Rule #1, which states that nympho humiliation pain sluts like me have to be stuffed at all times.  In my case, my vibroballs were nestled quietly in between my legs, the little wire extruding from between my wet petals, while the remote control was tucked into the waist band of my stretchy skirt at the small of my back.  The vibroballs were buzzing along on low, not enough to send me over the edge, but definitely enough to keep me aroused.
 
    
 
   I reached back into the truck and grabbed my bag, feeling its hefty weight.  At that moment all I could do was hope I wouldn’t need a single thing out of it.  I slung it over my shoulder and slammed the truck door shut.  Then I faced the fraternity house and gingerly picked my way across the lot, taking care not to fall.
 
    
 
   I knocked on the door and was instantly greeted by one of the freshman guys. I recognized him from Christmas and gave him a quick peck on the cheek while he ogled me.  The foyer of the fraternity house has a massive stair case to the right, while the large common room dominates the entire bottom left side of the building.  The upstairs is dedicated to the dorm rooms, and the bottom right side to their library, kitchen, utility room and god knows what else. I’ve rarely seen that part of the building.
 
    
 
   But there was a commotion going on in the common room and I stuck my head in and peered around.  It looked like the entire compliment of fraternity members, as well as quite a number of their friends, were sitting in the common room.  Tables and chairs had been set up and there was music playing.  Food and drink was set out and people were getting up and getting beers and peanuts and pizza and then heading back to their chairs.  But what really got to me was the fact that the normally bright overhead lighting was off, and near the back wall, just beside the pool table I had once been sexually sacrificed upon (which is another story!), was a makeshift stage, brilliantly illuminated with a few overhead spot lights.
 
   
  
 

 
 
   I swallowed.  “I don’t think I can do this,” I muttered to myself.  
 
    
 
   “Of course you can,” Zach said in my ear, startling me.  Zach was one of the fraternity elders, though I forget his actual title.  He’d been a friend for years.  I jumped and whirled and then promptly lost my balance. I had to reach out and grab him to keep from falling on my ass.  He clearly didn’t mind and I felt one hand on my hip and the other on my breast.  He was copping a feel!
 
    
 
   “Are you ready?” he asked as I pulled away slightly, giving him a glare.
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes.  “Hardly.  This is NOT my forte.”
 
    
 
   Zach laughed.  “We’re looking forward to it,” he said, grinning.
 
    
 
   Now my eyes narrowed.  “You’re looking forward to what happens if I flub up.”
 
    
 
   He shrugged.  “That too.”
 
    
 
   I sighed.  I had spent the previous week studying, hitting the books and doing computer research until I had memorized the material. I practiced in front of the mirror, even in front of my parents, eyes bright, trying to maintain my composure.  You see, my punishment for telling bad jokes on Twitter was to do a better job. To be more funny.  And woe betide me if I failed.
 
    
 
   “Is everything in here?” Zach asked, reaching up to pull my bag off my shoulder.  I let him, nodding.
 
    
 
   “Yeah.  Everything.”
 
    
 
   “Good. I’ll go get it all set up on the pool table so it’s near at hand.  Then I’ll get everyone quiet and introduce you.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed, butterflies in my stomach almost making me sick.  My sex tightened around the buzzing vibroballs, a steady sensation that almost felt like a crutch.  Zach grinned, patted my shoulder, and worked his way through the crowd.  I watched from the foyer entryway as he got to the pool table.  He opened my bag and began to plumb the depths. The array of items he laid out on the table would have intrigued a medieval Church Inquisitor into thinking a female witch or heretic was about to be brought to his dungeon.  Finally Zach finished and I watched as he picked up the pair of thick leather wrist cuffs as well as one of my two foot lengths of chain, the one with the clips on both ends.  Curious, I wondered what he was doing but he just stepped up onto the stage and waved at the crowd.  He reached into one corner and to my surprise pulled an actual microphone stand, complete with microphone, forward and tapped it.  I heard the noise over the crowd.  A sound system?  Really?  I felt a new surge of terror.
 
    
 
   “Hey everyone!” Zach said loudly.  The crowd began to quiet.
 
    
 
   “Hey, I just want to thank everyone for coming tonight and I hope that you really don’t enjoy tonight’s routine.  Seriously.  I don’t want to hear a single laugh, or snort, or anything out of any of you.  You all know how this works, so with that in mind, I’d like to welcome Breanne Erickson, our very own nympho humiliation pain slut and bad comedian to the stage!”  He pointed to the back of the room, right at me and everyone turned and stared, even as a round of applause began and then increased into a thunderous noise.
 
    
 
   I froze in stark terror but then grinned with this absolutely fake smile that probably looked real enough.  I call it my “million watt smile.”  Slowly I started forward but a chant of “Breanne, Breanne, Breanne” echoing through the room made me pick up the speed as much as my stupid shoes would allow.  A number of guys reached out and patted my rump as I walked by and I saw a lot of familiar faces.  It didn’t take me long to realize that I’d been intimate with at least ninety percent of the people in the room.  That very fact settled me down enough that I was able to get to the front of the room without falling or fleeing and I stepped up next to Zach on the wooden, makeshift stage, the bright spot lights illuminating me perfectly in the semi-darkness of the makeshift comedy club.
 
    
 
   “Hey Breanne!” Zach greeted me, as if we hadn’t just spoken moments before.  “What’s up?” he asked, motioning me toward the microphone.  I gave him a glare, trying hard not to lose my fake smile.  How could he ask me that in front of everyone?
 
    
 
   “You know better than to ask me that question,” I said, somewhat coyly, hoping I wouldn’t have to actually answer.
 
    
 
   Zach laughed.  “Yes, but in this case, I think we all want to know,” he said brightly.
 
    
 
   I licked my lips, suddenly feeling a wave of anger.  “Vibroballs. I’ve got a set of vibroballs up inside me.”
 
    
 
   He nodded knowingly and I heard a sort of murmur from the crowd.  “In case any of you weren’t aware, Breanne is required to keep a sex toy in her pussy at all times, just so she’s ready for sex at any moment.”
 
    
 
   Yeah, like everyone didn’t know that already.  Even the girls who were present either seemed to know or didn’t care.  I tried to see expressions, but the lights blinded me and I could only see a few faces.  Another wash of panic almost had me running off the stage, but Zach solved that by holding out the leather wrist cuffs.
 
    
 
   “So let’s get you prepped!” he announced.
 
    
 
   If he hadn’t told me prior to getting up to the stage exactly what he intended, I would have resisted, but we had settled the issue a few days before.  That’s why I had brought the cuffs in the first place.  I held out my hands and he quickly buckled the thick and padded leather manacles around my wrists.  Then he grinned.  He clipped the steel chain he had plucked from the pool table to the silver circlets embedded in the sides of my cuffs, and thanks to his tall height and the fact that we were at least a foot and a half above the regular floor, reached up and slipped the center of the chain over a thick hook screwed into the ceiling above me.
 
    
 
   I immediately had to stand on tip toe, which is something of a challenge when you’re wearing fuck me high heels, but it wasn’t quite a debilitating stretch.  I pulled downward and was surprised to find that the hook could actually support my entire weight.  I dangled, only barely able to keep myself from twisting and Zach patted my rump.
 
    
 
   “Well, that does it!  I think we’re all ready to be entertained, Breanne!  Let’s hear your best material!  Everyone! Give Breanne a round of applause!”
 
    
 
   The room erupted into clapping again and Zach stepped off the stage and stood next to the pool table.  He crossed his arms and gave me a big smile.  I took a deep breath.  The lime light was mine. It was time for me to shine.
 
    
 
   “Hi guys,” I said, struggling to find something even close to confidence somewhere in my brain. It isn’t easy to actually address a crowd when you’re literally bound on stage, body taut, your blood pumping with adrenaline from the fight or flight response.  “I’d like to say it’s nice to be here, but the truth is that ya’ll have a very different idea of what ‘come on over and hang around with us’ means.”
 
    
 
   It was off the cuff, totally lame, and considering the crowd’s reaction, not even funny.  But there were a couple of snickers that was enough.  I had memorized a ton of jokes and all I needed was for ONE of those fifty or so people sitting out there to laugh, or chuckle, or even snort. A single sound was all the protection I needed. I had flubbed up my opening and accidentally said something funny – one joke down! Twenty nine to go!  Confidence rushed through me and my smile went from wooden to warm.
 
    
 
   “If you didn’t know, I’m from a little west of here and we’re real big into farming.  A little while ago three brothers were driving through our town late at night when their car died.  They walked a mile or so to the nearest farm house and the farmer agreed to let them spend the night.  He turned to the first brother and said “you can sleep with the pigs.” The second brother was told “you can sleep with cows,” and to third and youngest brother he said “I like the look of your jib.  You can sleep with my six daughters.”
 
    
 
                 I paused momentarily to take a breath, then went on with the punch line. “In the morning the farmer asked all three men how they slept.  The oldest brother was grumpy. ‘I slept like a pig,’ he muttered.  The middle brother nodded. ‘I slept like a cow,’ he replied.  The third brother, who appeared very tired, smiled. ‘I slept like a rabbit,’ he explained.  Even the farmer looked confused and the youngest brother nodded.  ‘I went from hole to hole to hole to hole…”
 
    
 
                 You could hear a pin drop after I delivered the punch line.  No one laughed. No one chuckled.  Hell, there wasn’t even a cough.  My eyes darted back and forth for a moment and my confidence shattered.  I saw big smiles, but that was it.  For a split second, I wondered what had gone wrong.  The silence was deafening and then Zach stepped up onto the stage, coming to my side.
 
    
 
                 “Well, that was certainly an amusing joke, Breanne.  Too bad everyone thought it was lame.  Unfortunately there are repercussions for telling rotten jokes.”  He stepped up behind me and I felt his fingers slide down my arms, tickling me lightly as he slipped his fingers into the elastic tube top.  Then without even a warning, he pushed my top down, exposing both my breasts.  The crowd roared with approval and Zach stretched the top outward, working it down my body.  For a moment, I thought he was going to snag my skirt as well, but he managed to leave it on and even in place.  Finally he made me step out of my fallen top and I stood there, still hanging from the ceiling, stretched out, my bare breasts on full display.
 
    
 
                 I hadn’t expected this.  Well, okay… I expected to get stripped.  But I figured I’d at least make it through the first few jokes before I was standing naked on the stage.  But to lose my top on the very first line?  That was just sad!  I licked my lips, my nervousness returned, and wracked my brain for something funnier.  I decided on something simple as Zach stepped off the stage again, taking my tube top with him.
 
                 
 
                 “Do any of you know what the difference is between erotic sex and kinky sex?” I asked.  I didn’t wait for a response.  “With erotic sex you use a feather.  With kinky sex you use the whole chicken.”
 
    
 
                 Would you believe that got a laugh?  Actually several laughs.  I felt a wash of relief and continued.  “Actually, I’ve always felt a sorry for guys, because sex for them is a lot like playing Spades. You’ve got have a good partner, or at least a good hand.”  Some girl at one of the back tables laughed and I grinned.  The few people I could see were clearly amused, they were just trying very hard not to be vocal about it.  Despite the fact that I was literally dangling from the ceiling with my breasts hanging out, I began to feel a bit better.
 
    
 
                 “One day a chicken farmer went into a bar and discovered that the only seat available was next to an attractive middle aged lady.  He sat down and asked the bartender for a champagne.  As the bartender poured, the attractive lady beside him commented ‘what a coincidence. I’m drinking champagne too!’  The chicken farmer nodded pleasantly.  ‘Well, I’m celebrating today,’ he explained.  The woman smiled ‘What a coincidence, me too! What are you celebrating?’ she asked.  The chicken farmer grinned. ‘My chickens weren’t fertile and I changed things up and now I’m getting fertilized eggs,’ he replied.  The woman blinked. ‘What a coincidence! I’ve been trying to conceive myself and found out today I’m pregnant!’ The chicken farmer congratulated the woman and she thanked him, then asked him his secret.  How did he get the chickens to lay fertilized eggs.  The farmer shrugged.  ‘Oh, I changed out the rooster. Seems he was the problem.’  The woman looked down at her drink. ‘Oh. What a coincidence…” she said.”
 
                 I expected something after that joke. It was a long one and I thought surely someone would find it funny.  But after about five seconds of dead silence Zach was padding up on to the stage.  He got close to the microphone and wrapped one arm around me, and not at my waist either, but about breast height.  The fingers of his right hand found my charm padlock and began tugging on it lightly as he addressed the crowd.
 
    
 
                 “Ooohh, I’m sorry Breanne, but no one found that funny. In fact, it was a pretty bad joke,” he said.  
 
    
 
                 I trembled in his grasp and his hand slid down away from my nipple and toward my hip. I knew what was coming next and tried not to let my look of extreme embarrassment show. I felt his fingers slip into the waistband of my stretch skirt and then he was pushing it downward. The vibroballs remote went with it and a moment later the crowd was cheering and applauding as my very wet, shaved slit was put on immediate display.  Zach helped me step out of the skirt, leaving me naked and hanging from the ceiling.  He tossed it over toward the pool table where it landed with my tube top and then he picked up the vibroballs remote, which had fallen to the floor between my legs.
 
    
 
                 “Oh hey, this must be the remote to your sex toy.  Vibroballs, right?” he asked me.
 
    
 
                 I nodded. “Right,” I said blushing furiously.
 
    
 
                 He moved his thumb and I felt the buzz inside me suddenly increase to the medium setting and my sex tightened convulsively around the pair of vibrating spheres.
 
    
 
                 “We’ll just set that to medium so you maintain the right attitude. Everyone okay with that?” he called out.
 
    
 
                 The response was impressive.  Evidently everyone approved of the vibroballs going to a higher setting.  Then someone began chanting “Higher! Higher! Higher!” and the entire crowd picked it up.  Zach started laughing and then shrugged his shoulders.  He turned toward the audience and held up the remote.  “Guys, she’s having enough trouble already! You really want to distract her that much?”
 
    
 
                 The response was more shouts of “higher!”  So Zach made a show of it, thumbing the little wheel up and down and making me jerk like a landed fish.  Then the buzzing between my legs became an earthquake. I couldn’t help it as my hips began thrusting involuntarily, working back and forth as my loins tried to fuck something that was merely an agitator and not an actual cock.  Zach put the remote down on the ground by my high heel clad feet and clapped loudly, then stepped backward off the stage, his hand out, clearly indicating to me to continue.
 
    
 
                 I cleared my throat, struggling with the situation, still twitching.  I was standing on tip toe, naked, bound by the wrists to the ceiling, enduring the vibrational earthquake of my vibroballs and suffering from extreme arousal.  Add in the fact that I was humiliated beyond belief and now had to tell another joke, and you can imagine how messed up I was.
 
                 
 
                 “Um…” I said unintelligently.  “An apple, a banana and a penis got into an argument one day.  The apple says sadly ‘I have the worst life ever. People take one bite of me and throw me on the ground.’ The banana says ‘You think thats bad? People take off my clothes, eat my insides and leave my clothes on the floor.’  The penis laughs. ‘You guys have it easy. You try having people sticking you in dark, wet caves, putting bags over your head, messaging you for hours and making you do push-ups until you throw up!’”  I finished the joke and heard… nothing. Again.
 
                 “Come on! That was funny!” I protested. Still… silence.
 
                 “Sorry, Breanne, but that really wasn’t all that funny,” Zach said, stepping up on stage.  This time he was carrying my ankle cuffs.  “That and I think most of us have heard that one before.  It was sort of old.”  He bent down and quickly began wrapping the leather around my left ankle.  The murmurs of the crowd kicked in. Then he did my right ankle.  I glanced down in alarm as he went to the side of the wooden stage and pulled a thick white nylon rope out from the side and then ran it to my ankle.  I felt movement on my other side and another one of the frat boys was doing the same thing.  They threaded the ropes through the metal rings and then both of them pulled at the same time, drawing my legs apart.
 
    
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
                 I went from tip toe to actually having my weight mostly on my arms.  My feet were now mainly for balance, and I didn’t even really need that since I was hardly going to fall over.  Zach and his compatriot tied off the ropes and then he stepped back up to the microphone, adjusting it so that it was closer to my mouth.  
 
                 “Go on, Bre. I’m just going to lower your hands a bit.”  He reached up and fiddled with the chain and I felt about an inch or two of slack and I once more was standing, albeit with my legs spread about four feet apart, rather than hanging from the ceiling.  While he did this I tried not to hyperventilate and looked back out across the crowd.  
 
                 “Uh…” I started, mostly due to the fact that I was being stared at by fifty people while the vibroballs churned crazily inside me.  I knew my timing was off and that I was starting to sound like a sexually desperate girl chained up and on display on a stage.  “There was a girl seeing her doctor after an operation.  She asked the doctor how soon she would be able to have sex and the doctor suddenly wiped a tear from his eye.  ‘What’s wrong, Doctor?’ the girl asked.  ‘Will I even be able to have sex?’  He nodded smiling.  ‘Of course, I’ve just never had anyone ask that after having their tonsils out.’”
 
                 Okay, so my delivery might have been terrible, but the joke wasn’t and I heard a muffled laugh from over on my right.  The second that laugh came the entire room sort of erupted and I bit my lip, struggling to remember the next joke.  I twisted slightly, totally uncomfortable to be strung up nude in front of everyone.  I glanced over at Zach who was now standing at the pool table, holding my clover clamps on their connecting chain in one hand. I swallowed and turned back toward the crowd.
 
                 “One day a guy at the office can’t stand it any more because there is this absolutely beautiful girl sitting in the cubical next to his and he wants to screw her badly.  So he goes right up to her, confesses his desire, and asks if he could have sex with her.  She gives him a queer look and says no.  He runs his fingers through his hair and offers a hundred dollars if she has sex with him.  ‘I’ll throw the money on the floor, you bend over, and by the time you’re done picking it up, I’ll be finished,’ he says.  The girl thinks about it for a second and then says she has to call her boyfriend and get his input.  The boyfriend listens to the problem and tells her to accept, except for two hundred dollars. “Just pick up the money fast.  You’ll be back up before he gets his pants unzipped.  Call me in thirty minutes to tell me how it went.’  The girl turns and agrees to her co-worker’s request.  Thirty minutes pass and the boyfriend doesn’t hear anything.  Finally after an hour he calls her and is surprised to hear her groaning and grunting.  ‘What happened?’ he demands.  ‘The bastard dropped two thousand pennies on the floor and he’s still fucking me!’”
 
                 I could see the smiles, even a few covered mouths.  Was that a snigger?  No…. oh God.  Oh no.  I froze, the stupid smile on my face beginning to crack. I glanced over at Zach who was already shaking his head and moving in my direction.  He stepped up behind me, speaking into the microphone from over my shoulder.  
 
                 “Oh, Breanne.  Too bad that one wasn’t funny enough,” he said as he brought both hands up from underneath.  I glanced down. Both clover clamps were pinched open and rising.  “I’m afraid that consequences for another bad joke are pretty severe.”  He let the clamps close on my nipples and I let out a sharp squeal as the pain shot up through my breasts.  He jiggled the chain, allowing the clamps to tighten even more and I trembled.  The crowd loved it.
 
                 Me?  Oh I loved it too, except in a totally different fashion and not quite voluntarily.  For me the incessant purring of the vibroballs suddenly seemed twice as intense.  With the tight pinch at the tips of my breasts, whole new levels of sexual arousal hit me and I delivered my next joke panting, struggling to maintain control.
 
                 “One night a young college guy… *pant*… was asked by a pretty, teenage girl if he preferred legs or breasts.  *pant*.  He replied ‘I prefer a well shaved snatch if you’ve got one.’  After that he was told never to come to Kentucky Fried Chicken again,” I said, stammering out my lines.
 
                 That one drew laughs and I was grateful and moved on, though with difficulty.  My loins were now pumping back and forth and it was getting harder and harder to concentrate as the vibroballs and clover clamps kept me moving in the direction of sexual climax.  I wasn’t close by any definition of the word, but I was steadily plodding up that hill.  I’ve never been able to handle the highest setting of the vibroballs for longer than forty or so minutes.
 
                 I told another joke, I forget which one, but I got a laugh on that one too and I realized that I might just make it through all thirty jokes without much more in the way of torment.  But then no one laughed when I explained that men pay more for car insurance because women don’t get blowjobs while driving.  That did not go over well.
 
                 Zack was instantly ready and when he came up on the stage he was already holding the thick wooden paddle I had brought.
 
                 “Sorry Breanne, but that was another bad joke.  That’s a full ten strokes too,” Zach announced loudly, and then he moved behind me, swinging.  I think the first impact of the paddle was the worst, but he crowd absolutely loved it and went nuts watching me get ass-blistered.  And to be honest, he didn’t hit me that hard.  I felt a sharp sting, then this intense heat, but I played it up, moaning and groaning and squealing so the crowd would think Zach was beating me half to death.
 
                 As soon as Zach finished the ten spanks I let loose with another joke.  “A man and a woman were having a drink at a bar and arguing about which gender enjoys sex more, men or women?  The man made it clear that men must enjoy it more, saying ‘after all, we’re constantly trying to get laid.’ The woman laughed at him and said ‘thing about this; if your ear itches and you stick your finger in and wiggle it around, which feels better when you’re done? Your finger? Or your ear?’”
 
                 Maybe it was my delivery. Maybe it was the fact that I sort of gasped it out instead of telling it like a story.  Or hell, maybe it was because it wasn’t really funny. I have no idea, but the dead-pan silence that followed my joke was quiet enough to hear a pin drop.  Zach came up again shaking his head and the crowd suddenly let loose another roar.  
 
                 This time instead of the paddle he was wielding the thin plastic cane I had brought.  He waved at the frat folks to quiet down and then he stepped up beside me, leaned forward nearer the microphone, and cleared his throat. 
 
                 “Well Breanne, another failed joke.  I think if this goes on you’re going to be pretty sore by the time we’re done.  That was your eleventh joke.  You’ve still got nineteen left.  So you just go on ahead while I inflict the consequences of your last joke on your tits.”
 
                 I blinked at him.  He couldn’t be serious, could he?  Continue telling jokes while he CANED me across the chest?
 
                 But Zach WAS serious and he gave me that look, making it clear he wasn’t going to start with the plastic rod until I was well into the next joke.
 
                 “A man and his wife were having sex one night when…” I managed to say, only to get rudely interrupted by Zach swinging the cane sharply around, snapping the plastic against my breasts.  I instantly squealed, which of course ruined the timing on the joke. The crowd cheered, encouraging him to hit me again.  Zach did so, striking the clover clamps this time. Pain and heat blossomed up from my nipples and I shook, my head hanging as I tried to struggle through the agony.
 
                 “Go on, Bre. Tell us your joke,” Zach said, pulling the cane back for another blow.
 
                 I sucked in a ragged breath.  “A man and his wife were having sex one night when their little boy came into the room and asked…” I didn’t get any farther again because Zach laid another red stinging welt across the upper half of my bosom.  I cried out again, and I would have fallen over if I hadn’t been bound to the ceiling hook. The hurt lanced upward through my breasts and I tried to get myself back together.  Zach held off with the next stroke, giving me time.  Finally I started up again.  “’What are ya’ll doing?’ the little boy asked.  The father looked up and said ‘making you a little sister.’  ‘The hell with that,’ the boy said, ‘do it doggy style, I want a puppy!’” and just as I finished the punch line, Zach landed another vicious stroke across my chest.
 
                 I was the only one to make noise though I suppose it’s possible that someone might have snickered.  If they did, it was totally lost in the throaty cries of my own suffering.  
 
                 “Ooh… too bad, Breanne. Another bad joke,” Zach said out loud.  The crowd went nuts.
 
                 He dug around in his pocket and pulled the item I was dreading the most from its depths.  He held it up and there was a chorus of commentary, everything from cries of dismay to “ooh yeah CLAMP her!”  Zach made sure everyone could see the jumbo alligator clamp and then he bent down, reached between my legs, and began flicking his fingers across my clit.  
 
                 That by itself was almost enough and I’m guessing the crowd sensed it.  As his fingers tumbled across my nub I let out a wailing moan and pulled tightly on the ropes and chains holding me in place.  He lifted up the alligator and the crowd began howling.  I couldn’t see him but I felt the metal teeth graze my labia.  Zach let go slowly and the bite centered over my clit, crushing the sensitive little nub between the metallic jaws and I lost it.
 
                 The orgasm that blasted through me at that moment was pretty intense, mostly fueled by my abject humiliation and fifty or so voices all calling for me to be tortured for their pleasure. Juice dripped from my petals and flowed down the inside of my right leg and I jerked and made all of the appropriate sounds you would expect from someone who is cumming from having a sharp toothed metal clamp set on her clitoris.  My head rolled as the sexual euphoria hit me and then shuddered to a stop, the pain of the alligator clamp more than enough to ground and center me, bringing me back into focus.
 
                 I blinked. I was hanging from the ceiling, both hands bound above my head, buck naked, my legs spread wide, with both my clit and nipples clamped and throbbing, with my vibroballs churning deep inside me.  The crowd was noisy, chattering and discussing the show. Zach came into view, give me a concerned look.
 
                 “You all right?” he asked softly.
 
                 I nodded. “Sorry, I came.”
 
                 He let out a laugh. “No kidding.  There’s juice running down your leg.”  He lifted a hand to my cheek and cupped it tenderly for just a moment. “But you’re not even half way girl.  Ready to tell more jokes?”
 
                 I thought about it for a second.  Was I ready?  Fuck no.  And these people didn’t want to hear a comedy routine.  They wanted to see me tortured more.  Why not just let them have it?  I would have, honestly.  Except I knew the lengths that torment would actually go if I just gave up, so instead I sucked in a breath past the deep aching pulse of pain and once again looked out at the crowd.
 
                 The only problem was that my mind had gone blank.  All of the jokes I’d studied, painstakingly memorized, gone.  I racked my brain furiously and that actually did more help to my muddled sense of self than anything and I tugged one more stupid joke out of the barrel of my synapses.  The crowd, sensing it was time to continue and obviously looking forward to me getting more torture, hushed down and prepared itself.
 
                 “Once when I was in math class the teacher was counting up.  Sixty-five, sixty-six, sixty-seven, sixty-eight, sixty-nine.  ‘What comes after sixty-nine?’ she asked.  Apparently ‘I do,’ is not the correct answer.”  The joke was delivered in a shuddering, shaky voice that belied the fact that I was under a great deal of sexual stress.  And I was too.  No one had lowered the setting on the vibroballs either and I’m multi-orgasmic.  I was already half-way back up the mountain of arousal and I was moving at a good clip.
 
                 You could hear the crickets chirp.  Come on, people!  That was funny! Sort of!  But in the silence Zach stepped back up, shaking his head.  
 
                 “Sorry Breanne, but evidently that was another bad joke,” he said.  The moment he finished his sentence, the crowd began laughing and cat calling and shouting out for all sorts of unspeakable things to be done to me.  Evidently Zach agreed because without a moment’s warning he produced a pair of my two pound weights and just hung them from the chain connecting my clover clamps.  Suddenly the throbbing pain in my nipples quadrupled and I’m absolutely positive the damn vices pinching the tips of my breasts actually tightened.  I let out a terrible groan which morphed into a high pitched squeal as the crowd cheered.
 
                 The pain made it difficult to breathe, though there wasn’t any chance of me passing out or anything.  But between the shakes and the arduous sensations, my chest was heaving, which merely set the weights swinging back and forth and I could feel the metal striking my midriff.  Zach stayed up there for just a moment and then turned and waved for the crowd to settle down again as I struggled to work past the torment and recall another joke.
 
                 My overtaxed brain finally managed to yank another one out of the depths of memory, but it was becoming harder and harder to find them.  Now remember, I had actually studied and MEMORIZED a bunch of jokes, so that I’d have plenty for this.  But the problem was I never realized how hard it would be to recall them while distracted.  Or maybe distracted isn’t the right word.  I never realized how difficult it would be to remember a bunch of jokes when bound naked, sexually tormented, painfully clamped, after being both spanked and caned in front of fifty people!
 
                 I sucked in another big breath and tried to steady my voice.  There wasn’t a hell of a lot I could do, but I managed to make a sound that wasn’t a moan, groan, squeal, or scream.  “A young couple were out driving in his new car when he asked if she would take her clothes of if he went a hundred miles an hour.  She agreed and as soon as he reached top speed began to peel off her clothes.  Unfortunately it distracted him and he hit a patch of gravel and then hit a tree.  Amazingly, she not only survived but was thrown clear of the car, practically uninjured, while he was pinned between the steering wheel and the seat, badly hurt.”
 
                 I had to stop for a moment as another wave of… something… made my pussy convulse and tighten around the vibroballs. I gritted my teeth and worked through it, trying to ignore the fresh pain from the once again swinging weights dangling from my boobs.
 
                 “He called out to his girlfriend to go get help, but she resisted, saying ‘I’m naked! I can’t go for help!’  He could reach his shoe though and he pulled it off and handed it to her. ‘Just cover up and go!’  She took the shoe and held it in front of her pussy and marched back up the road to the gas station they had passed earlier.  ‘Please help, we had an accident and my boyfriend is stuck!’ she cried out to the old man running the place.  He looked down at the shoe and shook his head.  ‘Sorry miss, but there’s nothing I can do. He’s too far in.’”
 
                 I heard a snicker and then the room erupted in laughter.  I felt a wave of relief and began frantically trying to remember another joke while they crowd did its thing.
 
                 “A boy once asked his dad what a pussy looks like.  The dad asked ‘before or after sex?’ The boy replied ‘before.’  ‘Son, ever see a beautiful rose in the morning with dew sparkling on it?  That’s what it looks like before sex.’  The boy nodded. ‘What about afterward?’  The father frowned.  ‘Son, ever see a bulldog eating mayonnaise?’”
 
                 I could see a few smiles, but no one laughed.   Zach even had the courtesy to wait a few extra seconds before coming up onto the stage.  Once again he apologized to the crowd, rather than me, and then politely informed me that I’d told ANOTHER bad joke.  I blinked and saw he was holding something I normally wouldn’t have felt terrified of; my vibrating clamps.  There were three of them, one for each nipple and a third for my clit.  Each pincer was rubber coated and nowhere near as painful as what I was already wearing, but I doubted he was going to be nice and remove the jumbo alligator clamp from my clit, much less the clover clamps and the four pounds of heavy weight dangling from them.
 
                 I was right.  He just clamped the new toys right to the chain, directly below each nipple and turned them on.  Now not only were my nipples being crushed and tugged on painfully, they were also being vibrated – at the highest level.  He knelt down between my legs and just clipped the last vibrator clamp to my alligator and when that activated it completely changed the torment into something monstrous. It felt like the damn thing was actually chewing on my clitoris.  
 
                 I’d like you to imagine, for just a moment, a naked girl who is walking through the dust up a very high hill.  Every step is a struggle for her, sometimes she falls to her knees.  But she continues up the hill because there is a cliff there that she loves to jump off, especially because there is cool relief of a deep lake below.  But in reality it is the jump she loves.  That sensation of falling, of floating, of being weightless, of absolute pleasure, it’s what she craves.  Now imagine for a moment there is someone else there, pushing her up the hill, kicking her violently up it.  And as she nears the summit, she knows she’s about to get relief, but it hurts so badly to get there. 
 
                 The vibrators, all five of them (two inside me, one on each nipple, and the one dangling from my clit) buzzed away and sent me staggering up the hill at top speed.  My entire body tensed and I just stood there on the stage, eyes wild as my body responded to the torture with predictable aptitude. 
 
                 Clearly Zach was waiting for another joke.  He glanced down at his watch.  “Well?” he said to me.  I didn’t reply.  I was too close, caught up in the moment.  Do you have any idea how much sexual torment I was undergoing?  Everyone was staring at me and then some shouted out “cane her!” and then the rest of the crowd started chanting it.  
 
                 Zach shrugged. “It counts as a joke though.”  Then with me still silent and about to cum, he turned back to the pool table, picked up the cane, and with a lunge, slammed it into my ass.  The pain exploded through me back to front and my entire body jerked from the pressure.  The jumbo alligator swung painfully back and forth, the weight increased by the vibrator clamp, which also translated its movements up through the metal jaws clamped to my clit.  The weights on my breasts went outward and then in, hitting my ribs and metaphorically I was blasted off the side of the cliff.  I screamed out loud and was still in the air when Zach landed another stroke across my backside.  Sex juice squirted out of me and I began shouting and shaking and staring wild-eyed across the room.
 
                 Then I slumped.  Collapsed might even be a good word.  My knees turned inward slightly and all my weight was on my wrists. My shoulders ached, but none of that mattered because I was totally out of it.  Of course Zach kept smacking the damn plastic cane against my bottom, each stroke quite sufficient to send a spark of agony blasting through the cloud of sexual bliss.  And then that cloud just dissipated.  Maybe it was the cane strokes. Maybe it was the fact that my clit was throbbing and vibrating from the jumbo alligator clamp and the damn vibrating clamp attached to it.  Or perhaps it was the vibroballs, still set to high, still buried inside me, the remote just lying there on the floor between my legs.  Or it could have been my pulsing nipples, both which felt as if they were going to be ripped off my body any second, tugged painfully downward by the weights and feeling the gentle shaking of the last two vibrator clamps.
 
                 I know a lot of people think I’m sick, and they’re right.  I have to be sick because that’s the only explanation I have for the fact that despite all of that horrible discomfort being inflicted on my body, despite the fact that I was bound naked in front of people who were all clamoring for further abuses, despite the fact that I had just cum for the third time, I was STILL horny.  I know.  I can’t explain it either.  I mean, sure… I’ve always been multi-orgasmic.  I’ve been tied to beds before and tortured with my legs spread open, forced into orgasm, then into another one, then another, over and over until the only thing that kept me from cumming was the fact that I was exhausted.  But most women would get too sensitive and the pain would keep them from it.  I get sensitive, almost over-sensitive, but instead of stopping me, the pain itself becomes an aphrodisiac and that is what makes me sick.  After all that abuse and humiliation, even hurting, I was still being constantly and repeatedly turned on, forced back up the mountain.
 
                 The cane hit my ass again and suddenly, with an awful clarity, I realized that Zach intended to cane my ass until I told another joke.  I wracked my brains furiously and then there it was!  I opened my mouth just as another blow hit my buttocks and unfortunately I started the joke with a cry of pain.  But then, in the space between one whack and another, I found my voice and started.
 
                 “One day a hippie is riding the bus when a young, pretty nun gets on.  The hippie, being slightly stoned, asks the nun if she’d have sex with him.  The nun frowns, politely declines, and the proceeds to pray for the hippies’ soul since clearly he will be going to hell.  After the nun gets off, the bus driver looks at the hippie and he says ‘I can tell you how to have sex with that nun.  Every Tuesday she goes to the cemetery at midnight to pray.  Dress in flowing robes and put some white powder on your face, say you’re an angle and you’ve been sent to have sex with her.’  The hippie laughs, but decides to do it and sure enough on Tuesday night, he sees the nun in her black habit and wimple, praying at a cross. The hippie approaches and waves his arms and claims to be an angle and the nun agrees to have sex with him, but asks that it be anal sex so she can keep her virginity.  The hippie agrees and proceeds to screw her bottom.  When he’s done he laughs and wipes off the white powder and says ‘ha ha! I’m the hippie!’  The nun looks up, rips off her wimple and says ‘ha ha! I’m the bus driver!’”
 
                 Now of course you understand that the joke didn’t come out all clear and nice and sweet like that, right?  I was SHAKING when I told it, and not from fear, trust me.  My voice cracked and groaned and I moaned frequently through the whole thing so that it sounded horrible.  There were points where I thought people wouldn’t understand me because I was clenching my teeth and hissing as my body reported some new painful issue.
 
                 But evidently my delivery wasn’t botched too badly because I heard a few titters and then the room erupted into laughter.  Zach backed off, a satisfied look on his face as he returned the cane to the pool table.  And as the crowd hushed back down, I came up with another joke.  Again it was delivered breathless, tortured, and punctuated with little cries of both pain and pleasure.
 
                 “A young couple were going back to his place to have sex when he confessed that he lived with his parents and brother.  He further told his girlfriend that he shared a room with his brother and that he slept on the top level of the bunk bed.  ‘If you want it harder, just say the word lettuce. If you want me to go faster, say tomato.’  Later the two were screwing away and she was constantly whispering ‘lettuce! Tomato!’ while the bed creaked from their sex.  Right before the young man was about to cum, his brother piped up from down below, ‘can ya’ll please go somewhere else to make your sandwiches? You’re getting mayonnaise on me!’”
 
                 Okay, so even I admit that one wasn’t all that funny, and in all honesty I probably screwed up the delivery, but I’m pretty sure that wasn’t my fault either.  But when the deathly silence gave way to a steady chanting of “punishment, punishment, punishment, punishment,” I knew I was in trouble.
 
                 Zach appeared on the stage again and waved the four inch long, two inch thick butt plug in front of my eyes.  The crowd cheered and I watched as Zach opened the small bottle of Stinging O I had brought along and liberally lubricated the anal plug.  He moved around behind me, set the tip against my bottom, and then pushed. Hard.
 
                 As everyone knows, I’m not a fan of anal sex.  I don’t like things going in my ass for any reason and I do it under protest.  That said, most of my doms and dommes KNOW I don’t like it, which is why they do it to me.  Sheesh, next time I’ll just tell them I don’t like having cock in my pussy or something.  Maybe I’ll get that more.
 
                 My body did not respond well to getting fucked up the ass.  I think it had more to do with the stresses I was already enduring than because of the plug, since I’ve worn that thing often enough to know it wasn’t exactly painful or anything, and while the Stinging O certainly added a burning sensation to the experience, it wasn’t any worse than any other time.
 
                 Of course I spent the entire insertion time trying to remember another joke and only barely managed it as the thick rubber cone was seated firmly in my ass.  Now gasping for real and shaking my posterior and certainly providing a high quality show, I once again faced the spotlights and tried to speak.
 
                 “What did the penis say to the condom?” I asked stupidly.  There was no response, but I hadn’t expected any.
 
                 “Cover me! I’m going in,” I groaned.  I wasn’t the only one who groaned, but groaning counted.  They had to stay silent and I think I saw a couple of harsh looks being delivered to the few who couldn’t keep their mouth shuts.  For me, I saw it as vindication and brought up another horrible two liner.
 
                 “Once a mother was explaining things to her daughter. ‘If a boy touches your boobs, tell him “don’t!” and if he touches your pussy, tell him “stop!”  The daughter frowned.  “but Mom, Tommy touched both and I said ‘don’t stop!’”
 
                 That got laughs!  I couldn’t believe it!  Again I grinned, wincing a little as the weights dangling from my breasts swayed and hit me again in the ribs.  Zach folded his arms and leaned backward against the pool table.
 
                 “What do you call a virgin on a water bed?” I managed to croak.  “A cherry float.”
 
                 
 
                 Okay, that one was bad.
 
    
 
                 Zach stepped up just as I began to orgasm and he laid the foot and a half long piece of Velcro strap across my left breast.  He formed a loop, pulling it tight and set it. My left breast bulged like a swollen grapefruit and the pressure actually made my nipple hurt MORE.  Then he moved around to my other side, even as I exploded again, crying out with my hips jerking wildly.  
 
    
 
    
 
   Part Three
 
                 
 
                 Eventually I slumped down, my legs practically giving out, my thighs trembling, while rivulets of juice streamed down my thighs. I actually could feel wetness in the arch of my foot, inside my high heel. That’s how much I was cumming.  And then underneath all of that was the incessant pain, the alligator clamp chewing on my clit, my bound and clamped breasts, the weights, the vibrators.  All of it just eroding my strength, my clarity of thought, even my ability to stand up straight.  I hurt in more places than I thought possible and I just wished it was over.
 
    
 
                 “Just seven more, Breanne.  That’s all you have to do,” whispered Zach in my ear, his hand stroking my back and shoulders.
 
    
 
                 I shook my head. “Hurts too much,”
 
    
 
                 “Sshhh… it’s almost over.  Come on. You can do this.  You know what I have to do to you if you don’t.  Can you really handle seven more punishments?” he asked.
 
                 
 
                 I swallowed.  I was brain blasted so I had no idea where we stood on punishments.  I had created the list with the help of one of my other online doms and it was hard enough to remember jokes.  Recalling the next punishment was just not going to happen.  I shook my head and Zach rubbed my backside a little harder.
 
                 
 
                 “Breanne?  Do you just want the next punishment?” he asked softly.
 
    
 
                 At that point I started hearing the crowd again.  There was lots of chatter as everyone began talking, but I could hear a few people chanting again “punish her! Punish her!”  It just hadn’t taken off with the whole crowd.
 
    
 
                 “Bre? Do you want to tell another joke?”
 
    
 
                 Had I been loose I would have been a practically formless blob on the floor, my limbs felt like gelatin and what passed for a central nervous system had been reduced to a collection of electrical impulses that resembled a high speed passenger train derailing after hitting a haz-mat freighter.  There just wasn’t much there.  Zach waited patiently for a moment, but after seeing that he wasn’t going to get a response from me other than my violently twitching hips, the slack jawed groan from my mouth, and the whites of my eyes, he moved on to the next punishment.
 
    
 
                 Now, several days later, I know what came next by referring to my list, but that evening, still bound and spread and tormented and buzzing and cumming and hurting, all I knew was that Zach held something up in front of my face for a second, got a cheer from the crowd, and then bent down and began fiddling between my legs.  A moment later I felt a sharp pinch on my right labia.  Then his fingers pushed the alligator clamp and the vibrating clamp dangling from it to the side and pinched my left labia.  When he was done one inch binder clamps were firmly attached to each fold of flesh, sending a whole new flurry of erotic but very painful sensations up my spine.  
 
    
 
                 “Bre?  Another joke?” Zach asked, stepping back.  I didn’t reply. Instead I concentrated on breathing and keeping my teeth clenched.  Zach handled it exactly as you would expect, and when he came back up on stage he once again bent down between my legs and hooked a two pound weight on each binder clip.
 
    
 
                 Now the pain hammered me and I couldn’t keep from screaming at that point. It wasn’t a blood-curdling scream. It was one of those “oh my God that fucking hurts oh please make it stop!” kind of screams.  Everyone seemed to like it because now the crowd was noisy, as if this were a party.
 
    
 
                 Next was the candle and he tilted it over my chest, leaving a trail of hot wax across the cane welted tops, only to move downward and make sure that both crushed nipples were well coated. I had rivulets of hot wax streaming down over my curves and through my cleavage and half way down my belly.  I began twisting, which of course set all the weights and clamps and vibrators and everything hanging off my clit and breasts swinging violently.  The crowd and devolved into a noisy background for me and my world shrank to just the bondage, the pain, the pleasure, the non-stop vibration inside me, and the hot wax.
 
    
 
                 Once my breasts were pretty much solid red from the candle, and I mean covered in wax and not just crimson from the heat, Zach stepped off the stage and went and retrieved the next punishment.  This one didn’t come from my bag, and instead was pulled out of a small cooler that had been placed under the pool table. It didn’t matter. I wasn’t prepared for it, or even knew it was coming until Zach again knelt down beside my hip, grabbed my leg, reached up between my leg, and began slipping the ice dildo into my hole right next to my vibroballs.              
 
                 The ice seared horribly and I began bucking, finding strength as my fight or flight response hit. Of course I could hardly fight Zach, nor could I flee, and so I was limited to helping him fuck me the massive, condom covered ice phallus.  My hips gyrated and the tip of the dildo kept hitting my vibroballs.  It was quite an experience and the cold just seared me deep.  
 
                 I’m not sure how long I screwed the dildo but I know that at least a quarter of it had melted and poor Zach was holding it with a towel and was still getting his hand frozen off.  All I knew was that the insides of my pussy were frozen and numb and the outsides smarted like hell.
 
                 And then Zach moved on. The half melted dildo was poured back into the cooler and while I hung there, now unmoving.  Zach came back up and moved behind me, wrapping his arms around my torso, his hands coming up to cup my wax coated breasts.  
 
                 “Bre?  Please?  Can you tell a joke? Please?” he begged.
 
                 I let out a shuddering cry, a half sob that hurt my pain-wracked body.  His fingers opened and he grabbed hold of the clover clamps, just where the chain was attached.  He lifted them up slightly, changing the angle and taking the weight off them.  For a moment there was blessed relief.
 
                 “Please Bre, just a joke.  Please?” 
 
                 I tried. Really, I did.  I just couldn’t think of any. Not then, not at that moment. Not hurting like that.  And when Zach started twisting the clamps, slowly and painfully, sending shards of fire up through my tits, you can imagine my response.  He’s damn lucky I was still tied down.  My nipples were rotated past ninety degrees, then out to a hundred and eighty.  The clover clamps, tightly locked on each nipple, made for perfect tools and I shook and screamed and carried on like someone had lit me on fire.  Finally he let go and the aftershocks were enough to set me right on the edge again.
 
                 “Breanne, you have one joke to go.  If you can, I need to you tell a joke. If you can’t, I’m going to call on our female members of the audience for a volunteer to come up and use the Wartenberg Wheel on you.”
 
                 The pain of the nipple twisting had cleared some of the fuzz from my brain and I sucked in another breath and straightened slightly.  I blinked, trying to look past the spot lights.  The room quieted and I let out a strained whimper.
 
                 “How do you…” I said, but then gasped again as a surge from the vibroballs effected me strongly. “Know if you have…” gasp “a high sperm count?” I croaked.  Zach grinned softly.
 
                 “No dear, how do I know if I’ve got a high sperm count?” he asked back.
 
                 For a second my vision cleared and I focused on him.  “I have to chew it before I can swallow.”  It came out in a rush and was a bit clipped, but it made him smile.
 
                 “That’s twenty eight, Breanne.  You did it.  There’s just one problem,” he said, motioning at the crowd.  “No one laughed.”
 
                 I blinked. He was right. The crowd was silent.
 
                 “I need a volunteer please, a woman!” Zach called out.
 
                 As it was he immediately got three girls standing and he had to pick one, a luscious little blond who was at least eight years my junior and accepted the Wartenberg wheel with a gleam in her eye.  
 
                 “Where can I use it on her?” she asked Zach as I twitched in my bonds.
 
                 He shrugged.  “Anywhere you want, Ashley. Just make sure it hurts her.  You can do it until we’re done with the drawing.”
 
                 Ashley came around to my front and immediately began running it across the tops of my wax covered breasts, cleaning me off and pressing the sharp pins of the Wartenberg wheel deep into my boobs.  It hurt and I groaned and she wrapped her left arm around me to keep me still.  I was pretty much focused on that while Zach got up with this huge basket and began talking to the crowd.
 
                 “We’re ready for the drawing now and I know all of you are excited.”  Zach started passing the bowl around and I saw the guys at the first table all take small square packets from the bowl, each marked with a number.  There was a mix of both delighted and disappointed faces, not that I really cared.  I cried out at that point because Ashley was rolling the pinwheel over my nipples, deliberately aiming between the jaws of the clover clamps.  She dug in deep too, rolling the wheel back and forth and raising tiny little beads of blood.  I thrashed again, but couldn’t break either her grip or position. Then she rolled the wheel along the underside of my breasts.  Once I was thoroughly perforated there she moved down my stomach and too my mons.  
 
                 I had no idea how the drawing was progressing, or even what it was really for, mostly because I was just a tad bit distracted by the fact that Ashley was fiddling with the alligator clamp.  Suddenly it came off, falling to the floor and I let out a piercing scream as the blood rushed back through my crushed clitoris with a sensation that felt like I was having my anus power washed.  Ashley aided things along by running the pinwheel across and up and down the clitoral hood, even as her fingers fluttered against the weighted binder clamps.
 
                 “Come on, Bre. Explode already!” she muttered to me.  
 
                 The Wartenberg wheel rolled back and forth and then downward along the distended petals of my flower and I whimpered and moaned and tried not to buck too much.  But as Ashley worked me, I felt the surge and need once again coming to the forefront and then, even as the crowd watched and cheered and noise erupted around me, I couldn’t stop myself.  I cried out again and this time everyone knew that it was in ecstasy, and not in agony.
 
                 As I was cumming Zach came back up to me and began removing the clover clamps and the binders and Ashley helped. Pain surged through me, but it combined with the orgasm and served as an extra stage rocket to help put me into orbit.  My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and even when Ashley put her head between my legs and licked at my swollen, sore clit my response was only more of the same.  
 
                 When I came back down to earth, I was dangling from the ceiling, my nipples and clit and sex were sore, but I was free of the hardware and Ashley and Zach were in the process of unbuckling the ankle cuffs.  I still couldn’t stand, but after my legs were free Zach released my hands. I collapsed, unable to take my own weight and I was handed off to one of the other fraternity boys like a child.  He carried me out into the center of the room, my arms dangling downward, eyes closed, only to set me on a heavy framed, wooden chair in the center of the common room.
              I was exhausted, sore, but still the center of attention. And what the hell was the drawing for?  As the bowl made its way around the room Zach and a few of his cronies came back up to me.  I was slumped back in the chair, unwittingly providing exactly the position they wanted.  With my head right against the back and my spine curling along the juncture of the seat, my ass was mostly hanging off the chair.  I heard the tear of duct tape and thanks to my sexual euphoria, just blinked when my wrists were bound to the thick arms of the chair.
 
                 I was about to sit up straight when Zach grabbed one leg and another guy took hold of the other.  Suddenly I was bent in half, my ankles only a foot away from my ears, with my sore pussy on perfect display.  I groaned and I watched as the surrounding crowd stared at my incredibly exposed body, with a number of guys lining up, each clutching their little square packet.
 
                 I’m not naïve.  I knew what those packets were.  They were individually wrapped condoms, each packet marked with a number.  I knew I had told Zach that I could stay until five the next morning, but… tied to a chair and available for free fucks?  Seriously?  I’ve been gangbanged before… but like this?
 
                 “I can see that all of you have your numbers!  That’s great.  Now I’d like to draw your attention to your packet.  If your number is circled that means you have a special duty when it is your turn.  Red circles mean you’ll be required to put a clothespin on Breanne, preferably somewhere delicate.  Blue circles mean you’ll be required to give her cunt a decent, ten stroke sapping before you fuck her brains out.  So can we have number one up please?
 
                 The place descended into chaos as a line literally formed right next to the chair.  Number one didn’t have a circle but he tore into the packet immediately and yanked out his cock without a word. The crowd cheered and a moment later the condom was on and then I was getting fucked.
 
                 Things blurred then.  It was the third guy who had a circle, a red one, and I felt the cruel bite of the first clothespin on my left nipple.  Each guy was only allowed to have five minutes with me, but things went slowly and despite Zach’s best intention I only went through nine that first hour.  I only really remember number six, who had a blue circle and took my leather sap and whacked away at my sex with the crowd shouting out the count.  
 
                 The evening went on and things began to blur even more.  I remember them letting me up to use the bathroom at one point and it was after midnight.  I know some of the girls there had made their boyfriends give up their condoms, while one girl absconded her boyfriend’s blue circle marked packet and did the sapping herself.  
 
                 Those moments of pain are the only part I really remember.  Did I fuck the entire fraternity? I doubt it.  It doesn’t feel like it.  But who knows?  The real question is whether there is a moral to this story?  And you know what? There sure is.  There’s always a moral.  This one just happens to be a little more poignant.  
 
                 Don’t tell bad jokes.  The consequences might be more than you bargained for.
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   South Texas is hot and Monday was no exception.  With a humidity at ninety-nine percent, mostly sunny skies, and a southern breeze that only brought more moisture up from the gulf rather than any sort of relief, it wasn’t exactly the kind of day anyone wants to be out in.  I was no exception.  I was hot, sticky, and distinctly uncomfortable, and had been for most of the day.
 
   It was four in the afternoon and I was struggling with one of the massive, metal pipe irrigation systems we use to water our fields.  Ankle deep in soybeans, I was attempting, rather unsuccessfully I might add, to replace a faulty spigot that seemed to be gurgling water instead of spraying it.  My boots were muddy and because I was wearing shorts - tight ones that didn’t come down even mid-thigh - I had smears of dirt up both calves and even a few that went higher.  
 
   My tight tee shirt clung to my chest, bunched up just under my chin, chaffing at my arms and neck, soaked with a mixture of water and perspiration, and as I stood on tip toe, trying to unscrew a spigot that really needed me to go back to the barn and get a wrench, I trembled.  It was just too much.  I could feel the vibrations inside me, the powerful rocking of the two vibroballs rattling deep within my sex.  The epicenter of my personal earthquake combined with the cruel clamps attached to my nipples and my clit and I couldn’t take it anymore.  I overbalanced and fell on my ass in the wet mud between the rows of soybean, legs splayed wide, crying out in orgasmic release, mud oozing between my fingers as my cum mixed with the dirty water I was sitting in.  Mud splashed up and splattered my breasts, soaking the tee shirt, my throbbing nipples sporting the dangling metal alligator clamps I wore as punishment.
 
   It had all started that morning the way everyone expects: the toy of the day.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and there are rules for girls like me.  Rule #1 is probably the most important, though I suppose there could be some argument about that.  Simply put, the first rule states that nympho humiliation pain sluts will always keep some sort of sexually stimulating object in their sex at all times, making sure that they will be ready to please their master, mistress, or hell – some random stranger, at all times.  
 
   Except for my time of the month, I’ve spent the last three years like this and sometimes I think I’m going crazy.  I’m normally an excitable person and trust me, it doesn’t take much to make me wet.  A stiff breeze blowing past me could do it.  Seeing a hot guy, or a beautiful girl (yes, I’m bi-sexual. Is that a problem?) can do it. But back to the toy of the day.  Some girls might think, “oh, I’ll just wear the same toy and get used to it so I can actually function!”  And that would be a great idea, unless of course your cadre of sadistic doms and dommes KNOW you’ll get used to it, and send you an email or text message each morning, specifying exactly which of your various toys you’ll be stuffed with.  You know, change them around?  But yet – you STILL might get used to them.  Right?
 
   So of course they might add stipulations.  For example, like yesterday morning, I was told to stuff myself with my vibroballs and turn them to their medium setting.  And I was told that cumming would cost me.  I don’t know about you, but reeling from one chore to another, with a sex toy that is constantly pushing me toward a biological, pleasurable explosion, only to be told that it might be a good idea NOT to pop, isn’t exactly the sort of thing that makes acting normal easy.  
 
   What was the “cost?”  Well, I did say that I was a nympho humiliation PAIN slut, right?  My mistress knew I’d be spending most of my day out in the fields, so she decided that pain could work to keep my natural inclination to erupt like Yellowstone’s Old Faithful in check.  
 
   Yeah. Right.
 
   Clamps were the order of the day and when I left the house early that morning I had a selection of them in the front pocket of my shorts.  The back pocket on the right side was stuffed with the remote control for the vibroballs, still set to medium, with the wire disappearing into the waist band, trailing down my hip, and then slipping between my petals to attach to the two plastic, motor filled spheres that were rattling around inside me.  
 
   I start my day early and I was out to the barn by five in the morning.  I’m sort of used to doing my morning chores with a simulated earthquake shaking things up between my legs, but because I’d spent Sunday wearing nothing more challenging than my ben-wa balls and resisting the urge to cum (again thanks to an order received from my mistress,) I was on edge and desperate and more than willing to accept the punishment for a little sexual relief.  I was in the middle of slopping the pigs when I realized I was about to orgasm and I put down the feed bucket.  I gripped the railing of their sty as the overwhelming sensation of release moved through me like a disc tiller through dry soil.   
 
   For you non-farmers out there, ploughing with a disc tiller basically breaks the dirt and turns it…  and oh… never mind.  I’ll try to limit the number of farming metaphors.  Sorry.
 
    As I stated before, I was wearing just shorts and a tee shirt.  No panties. No bra.  Just me and enough covering to keep my mother from raising her eyebrows and my father from making obscene comments.  Of course my attire didn’t exactly matter and as soon as I had recovered from the usual euphoria I experience from popping like a balloon in a cactus garden, I fished the two clothespins from my pocket and tugged up my shirt.  
 
   My breasts popped out of the tight material easily and the nipples stiffened immediately. It can’t have been from the temperature, since it was already a humid and sticky seventy-seven degrees, so I’m guessing it was because I liked the idea of putting on the clothespins.  The shirt material bunched up along my collar bone and I licked my lip and set the wooden pegs on my nipples, sticking straight out so that every step would make them wiggle and bounce.  Then, just as instructed, I fished the remote out of my back pocket and jacked the vibroballs up to their highest setting.  I checked the time on my watch, already shaking with renewed sexual energy, and picked up the bucket.
 
   Kari, my best friend and mistress, had made it clear that the punishment for coming was not just the clamps, but also turning my vibroballs higher.  Over-stimulation is one of Kari’s trademark torments and I suppose that my unique nature makes me highly susceptible to it.   Most women get sensitized to sexual stimulation and I’m certainly one of them.  But some women, like Kari for example, can’t tolerate additional sensorial input once she’s reached climax.  It literally hurts so bad that she will fight you.  I can’t imagine doing this, but if I were to tie Kari up, her legs spread, and go at her with a vibrator and my tongue, and made her pop, and then continue to press the vibrator to her clit, she’d go mad.  She’d scream, fight, kick, swear, bite, and be in such agony that she’d probably try to kill me the moment she had the opportunity.
 
   I on the other hand, am at the complete opposite end of the spectrum.  After I’ve had an orgasm, I get a bit sensitive and my nerves sort of feel like they’ve been dipped in acid.  But for some strange, odd reason, that sensation of my clit on fire turns me on again.  I know, weird huh?  I know I’m not alone.  Many woman are like this too to some degree or another.  But for me, it creates a vicious cycle.  I get turned on. I cum. I get sensitive. Which turns me on. Which makes me cum, making me more sensitive, turning me on even more, and making me cum again.  Until I’m exhausted or I’m physically incapable of taking more (like rug burn on my clit) I can be locked in a loop of cumming and pain all day.
 
   There was a time limit for the vibroballs however.  Kari didn’t want me stuck on high all day, which was damned nice of her since she had also told me that unless I was in the house with my family, the clamps had to stay on too.  My chest heaved as I moved around the barn, checking my watch every few minutes as I waited stressfully for the moment I could turn down the rumbling between my legs.  The vibroballs are a particularly cruel toy when the person wearing them is told NOT to cum.  Even with a recent orgasm, after ten minutes I was already close to another climax and I still had five minutes to go.
 
   I made it, but just barely and with a sigh of relief I turned the vibroballs back down to medium.  It slowed my ascent up Mount Sexual Climax and my approach to the Cliffs of Orgasm, but didn’t stop it.  Instead I was able to focus just a little more on my chores, only marginally distracted by the steady pressure on my nipples and the buzzing inside me, instead of completely distracted.
 
   By six-thirty though I was there again.  I clung to the goat pen fence, one hand supporting myself while the other hand came up to my left breast and began flicking, twisting, and tugging on the clothespin.  One of the goats watched me as I cried out, grinding my clit against one of the fence posts and generally make a fool of myself.  The crotch of my shorts was soaked and I exploded wetly again, a blob of cumming girl, totally oblivious to her surroundings.
 
   When I came back down to earth I noticed that the goat who had watched my unauthorized explosion had come up and was expressing a distinctly disturbing interest in the scents emanating from my shorts, so I pulled away from the fence and grimaced in disgust as the thing licked at the fence post I’d been grinding against.  Eewww… 
 
   I turned away, the wooden pegs on my nipples still bouncing up and down nicely, my tee shirt still rolled up under my chin.  A moment later I went fishing in my shorts again and this time drew out a small pair of rubber tipped clamps, each sporting a dangling, oval shaped plastic object.  I groaned in relief as I pulled the clothespins off my nipples and admittedly, I gave myself a little bit of time to allow some blood flow back into the semi-crushed tips.  Then, once they had regained their usual size and color, I lifted the rubber capped clamps and set them in place, using the pressure screw to tighten them appropriately.
 
   The vibrator clamps had to be set a bit more securely than the clothespins, since my skin was slick and the jaws were coated with rubber.  Then once they were on and even a little bit of breast jiggling didn’t send them flying, I turned on the vibrators.  A whole new set of issues flooded through me as my breasts now joined my sex and I got to endure three separate earthquakes, each at an epicenter of nerves, sending all sorts of strange and wonderful sensations up to my sex-soaked brain.  Of course, I had cum too, which meant turning the vibroballs up to maximum as well, and the moment I did this I knew that there was no way I was going to be able to last the fifteen minutes.
 
   So I didn’t even try.  I didn’t try to hold off.  I just moved along and about eleven minutes later shuddered to a halt and leaned against a stall, arms wrapped around my body, my hips pumping lewdly, wishing desperately for cock instead of stupid sex toys.  My sex tingled in the darkest, cum-soaked depths and my nipples throbbed.  I was panting, chest heaving, the vibrator clamps swinging wildly.  I didn’t touch the vibroball’s remote, but merely checked my watch to set a new fifteen minute time limit.  Then, with trembling hands and the threat of a multi-orgasmic experience looming on the horizon, I turned off the vibrating clamps hanging from my breasts and pulled out my clover clamps.  It actually took two or three minutes to accomplish the change out, just from the fact my hands were trembling almost as much as my sex.
 
   Eventually my nipples were crushed in the cruel bite of the clover clamps, two steel maws that clung tightly to my breasts.  A heavy chain, easily a pound in weight, connected the two clamps and dangled down to almost my navel.  You try moving around, working on chores, with that much hardware hanging off your tits!
 
   By then I was tired and hurting, or I guess I should say that my pussy was tired and my breasts were hurting.  But it could have been worse.  Despite the rapid and continual buzzing between my legs I actually made it through the fifteen minute time period, holding off from anything serious, and only experiencing a few minor waves of pleasure that couldn’t have counted as orgasms.  Sure I swayed and moaned a bit, an electric thrill going down my spine, but orgasmic?  I don’t think so.
 
   I finished my chores in a hurry, mostly because I could actually sense another orgasm approaching and with a sigh of relief I turned toward the house, turned off the vibroballs, removed the clover clamps with a gasp, and then tugged down my shirt.  I wasn’t really allowed a moment to collect myself, since that would have meant putting the clamps back on and again turning the vibroballs to medium, so I barged into the kitchen, one arm across my bosom and another across the front of my soaked shorts.  My mother was at the stove, making breakfast and I moved past her at something close to light speed.
 
   “Breakfast in thirty minutes, Breanne!” she called out to me.
 
   “Okay, mom!” I shouted back.
 
   The next room was the living room and my dad was there, ensconced in his throne, his bum leg sticking out an angle.  His walker was there and he looked up at me as I started to hurry past.  
 
   “Stop,” he said sharply and I screeched to a halt.  Or I would have if I’d been in a car.  Instead my stocking feet slid slightly on the carpet.
 
   “What, daddy?  I need to use the bathroom!” I said with urgency.  It wasn’t exactly true, but I hardly wanted to stand there for inspection.
 
   He eyed me suspiciously.  “Put your arms down,” he said.  
 
   I bit my lip.  My dad is very well aware of my proclivities, which is somewhat disturbing.  A friend of his, an old army buddy from another state, was reading my blog and sent my dad the link, only because the girl in the stories lived in the same town.  I suppose the army buddy was hoping my dad could find that nympho humiliation pain slut some time and get some nookie.  My dad read the blog and let’s face it: if you actually know me, it isn’t that hard to figure out who Breanne is, now is it?  
 
   I dropped my arms. The crotch of my shorts sported a dark wet spot that made it quite clear that I had either pissed myself or masturbated to the point of indecency.  My dad knew it was the later.  And of course my nipples were two hard little bumps at the front of my shirt.
 
   He glanced back at the kitchen door.  “Let me see,” he said softly, in barely more than a whisper, pointing at the tips of my breasts.
 
   My eyes widened. “Dad! No!” I hissed. I too glanced at the kitchen door.  
 
   My father’s eyes hardened. “Do I have to spank you?”
 
   It was my turn to glare. “You won’t! Not here, not right now!” I whispered back.
 
   He shrugged. “Your mom is going out later.  It can be then,” he said with a grin.
 
   My face screwed up.  I know what you’re thinking.  You are thinking “why on earth would she follow his orders, or even allow him to spank her?”  Some part of me agrees with you.  But then there is Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #2.  “A NHPS must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment/torture at any time, for anyone, for any reason.”
 
   When I agreed to abide by the rules, there weren’t any exceptions, and frankly that “anyone” and “any reason” has gotten me into trouble before.  And to top it off, NHPS Rule #3 doesn’t make things easier either.  
 
   “A NHPS is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her prescribed limits.”
 
   Do you realize what that means?  It means that as long as my limits aren’t violated, I HAVE to do what’s ordered.  My limits are pretty much blood, scat, pee, and kids, meaning that my father’s request to see was well within my prescribed limitations.  And with the “anytime, anyone” rule, it sort of made refusing a punishable offense.
 
   So I flashed him.
 
   It was quick, nothing more than a flip up flip down movement and all he got to see was the bright pink marks of my tender nipples before the cotton material of my shirt covered me up again.  But he was smiling and I knew that he was happy.  The relationship between my father and me is complicated. Complicated and a bit disturbing, so let’s move on.  I certainly did.
 
   With the show over I galloped up the stairs to my bedroom where I quickly stripped off my shorts and plucked a fresh set from my drawer.  It was a good thing I did too because the scent of my orgasms was so obvious and so prevalent that I actually skipped half naked out of my room and across the hall to the bathroom so I could hop in the tub and stand in the shower, the nozzle directed at my vibroball stuffed loins.
 
   I almost came while washing my petals, but I managed to hold off and after toweling dry, I stuffed my bare feet down into the fresh shorts. Then, since I had a bit of time to kill, I headed back to the privacy of my room.  Of course that meant I had to put the clover clamps back on, but I didn’t mind.  No, not at all.  What I minded was turning the vibroballs back on to medium.  Sitting at my computer, my nipples clamped and sex convulsing around the sex toy, I checked my email.  Finally, when it was close to breakfast time, I removed the clamps and turned off the vibroballs.  I headed downstairs, passed my still grinning father, and stepped into the kitchen.  
 
   Breakfast came next and for the first time that morning I wasn’t placed into a sexually charged situation.  My family ate with me, just as we normally do, and I relaxed comfortably, ignoring the fact that I knew I’d be suffering sexually in less than an hour.  After we ate my dad and I spoke about the farm and he reminded me that I needed to set up the sprinklers in the soy fields.  I grimaced. I knew that. I didn’t need him reminding me.  But he also knew I hated doing it.  Finally with a roll of my eyes I stomped out of the kitchen door, grabbed my boots which were sitting on the porch, and put them on.
 
   As I sat there my hand plucked the vibroballs’ remote out of my back pocket and I thumbed it up to medium.  Instantly my pussy tightened around the two rattling spheres dancing in between my legs and I swallowed hard, adjusting to the fresh round of stimulation.  I stood and walked toward the barn, fishing my clover clamps out.  Even before I made it to the wooden structure across the gravel yard from the house I was lifting my shirt, exposing my breasts, and attaching the steel clamps.  The metal jaws bit down and fresh pain shot up through my chest, hit my heart, and then swirled down to my sex, which reacted predictably.  I was almost cumming even before I made it into the barn.
 
   But I didn’t want to cum.  Cumming would result in a step up on the clamps and the last thing I wanted to do was replace the clover clamps with something worse.  And worse was all there was left.  Kari had been very specific about what the progression of punishments would be if I continued to orgasm.  So instead of just giving in I focused on what I was doing.  I got Star’s blanket and saddle and got her ready for a ride and when things were finally ready, I put my boot into her stirrup and hauled myself up into the saddle. 
 
   For a moment, I would like you to picture this, because frankly I think I must have looked pretty darn good.  Dressed in blue jean shorts, boots, and a tee shirt that was rolled up just under my arms and above my clamped and bare breasts, I rode out of the barn and headed southward toward our soybean fields.  My boobs jiggled and I was glad I was no longer wearing the clothespins, since those things would have been bouncing up and down horribly.  The clover clamps moved a little, but the pressure was tight enough and the chain heavy enough, that there wasn’t too much pressure applied to the tips my breasts.
 
   Of course riding a horse when you’ve got two small golf ball sized vibrators inside you isn’t easy, especially if the point is NOT to cum.  I didn’t even make it out to the first field before my hips were grinding away with Star’s trot and next thing I knew I was crying out, no longer guiding the horse, while I tried feverishly to grind my clit on the saddle.  I may have even scooted up to the saddle horn to rub myself against it, but I’m not sure.
 
   Star doesn’t like it when I’m lost in the bliss of sexual euphoria.  I’m not good about telling her where I want to go, or how fast, and I don’t even sit her well when I’m weaving from side to side, my mind foggy and eyes glazed.  So when I was blasted into orbit, Star came to halt and waited for me to come back down.
 
   When I finally came to my senses I realized that we were about twenty meters from the roadway, which was certainly close enough for anyone driving by to see that the cute redhead on the horse had her tits hanging out, draped with a steel chain from nipple to nipple.  I blinked and started to turn Star, when I remembered that cumming had consequences.  I frowned and hurried, turning up the vibroballs to high and unclipping my clover clamps.
 
   As the blood rushed back into my crushed nipples I tugged out the next set of clamps, the final pair before things got really nasty on the punishment stage.  I looked at them.  The new set of clamps were steel, and much lighter weight than the clovers.  But the jaws of each clamp were lined with metal teeth, slightly dulled so as not to cut into skin, but sharp enough to send fresh slivers of pain into whatever was trapped between those fangs.
 
   I lifted the alligator clamps up to my nipples and deftly attached them.  The left one went on easiest, since my nipple there is still in its all natural state.  But my right one takes some care since my nipple has a piercing, a yellow metal hoop that has a small gold colored padlock dangling from it.  I placed the right side clamp on and grit my teeth as I struggled to handle the pain shooting up through my breasts.
 
   At that point, I wasn’t so much ready to cum again, as wiped out.  My nipples hurt, throbbing in time with every heartbeat, while the vibroballs between my legs continued their mad dance, still set to the highest setting.  It was hard to even function.  I stumbled between one chore and the other, sweat pouring down my brow from the extreme heat, while my denim shorts quickly saturated from the juice pouring out from between my legs.
 
   I went almost forty minutes though.  I’m not sure I should be congratulated however, since it was more a combination of exhaustion and focus than on any sort of endurance on my part.  On the flip side, I wasn’t exactly looking forward to the fifth orgasm of the day.  You might be thinking “how can it get any worse than the alligator clamps?”  And you’d be right to think that. 
 
   After once more coming out of my sexual daze, my fingers fumbled at my shorts.  The button came loose and I unzipped the front, exposing my slit.  I even wiggled the denim downward a bit, just enough to make sure that my clit was easily visible and exposed.  I plucked a clothespin, a simple, common clothespin, from my pocket and without a wince, pinched it open and set it on my clitoris.  When it closed a fresh burst of pain blasted through me, but since it was so specific, and my clit hadn’t received any attention at all, you can imagine how THAT felt.  I had to leave the shorts open as I moved from one field to the other, opening water valves and moving the sprinklers.  
 
   Riding a horse when you have a clothespin on your clit is not exactly fun.  For some reason, clothespins move around a lot more than other clamps.  They wiggle and twist and generally make for some of the most agonizing sexual torments possible.  Unfortunately for me, that meant I was cumming again thirty minutes later, the buzzing of the vibroballs combining with the fresh sensation of my clit being jerked around.  I popped with a gush and exploded wetly, still astride Star.  
 
   And so the clothespin came off and a spare vibrator clamp replaced it.  Fresh buzzing exploded up from between my legs and I didn’t even have a chance to turn down the vibroballs before the vibrator clamp was coming off and the clover clamp was going on.
 
   You see where this is going, don’t you?  How things progressed?  By the time four o’clock rolled around I was exhausted, physically, emotionally, and sexually.  My clit felt like I’d stuck it in a door jam and pinched it a hundred times.  My nipples ached abominably, the metal teeth of the alligator clamps chewing away.  And when another orgasm hit me and I was forced to set my jumbo alligator clamp against my abused clit, feeling the burst of pain, I could barely stand.   I slogged through wet mud between the rows of soybeans and began fiddling with the nozzle on the sprinkler, sending waves of water over me.  My tight tee shirt clung to my chest, bunched up just under my chin, chaffing at my arms and neck, soaked with a mixture of water and perspiration, and as I stood on tiptoe, trying to unscrew a spigot that really needed me to go back to the barn and get a wrench, I trembled.  It was just too much.  I could feel the vibrations inside me, the powerful rocking of the two vibroballs rattling deep within my sex.  The epicenter of my personal earthquake combined with the cruel clamps attached to my nipples and my clit and I couldn’t take it anymore.  I overbalanced and fell on my ass in the wet mud between the rows of soybean, legs splayed wide, crying out in orgasmic release, mud oozing between my fingers as my cum mixed with the dirty water I was sitting in.  Mud splashed up and splattered my bare breasts, my throbbing nipples sporting the dangling metal alligator clamps I wore as punishment.
 
   I was a mess.  Mud covered me from head to toe and I could feel it oozing into places that even mud shouldn’t be allowed to go.  I sat up, dripping, and looked down at myself.  Even my front was splattered and rivulets of muddy water streamed down across my breasts and over the jumbo alligator clamp between my legs.  My pussy continued to convulse around the vibroballs, still buzzing at maximum and I curled up into a fetal ball as the overload of sensation hit me like a proverbial wrecking ball.  Finally I couldn’t take it anymore.  My hands flew of their own accord and I barely had the sense to squeeze the alligator clamps open before yanking them off my flesh.
 
   It left me screaming in the middle of field as blood rushed back into my clit and nipples and I rolled over, pressing my sore and burning body into the wet mud.  There was some relief, but it still was more of an internal hurt.  But my wriggling pushed my shorts down even more and my shirt was a loss.  I flailed around, trying to find the vibroballs’ remote, just wanting even that to stop.  Finally I put muddy fingers between my legs and just yanked the god damn things out of myself.  I heard them plop into the water next to me, still running.
 
   The sprinkler continued to move on, just like it was supposed to and an artificial rain fell across me.  I just lay there, taking it, my legs spread as far as the blue jean shorts around my knees would let me, my arms thrown outward.  As the sprinkler washed the mud from my face I lifted up, letting it stream down me. 
 
   Suddenly I felt a surge of energy and I kicked off my boots.  My shorts went next and I yanked the shirt from around my neck.  Naked and still slick with mud, I danced forward, hopping over half-grown soybean plants, my toes squishing in the mud.  I stood under the sprinkler, feeling the cool water sluice me clean.  I ran my fingers over my body, feeling the sensitivity of my nipples, the soreness of my clit, and I even pulled my buttocks outward to make sure I was clean everywhere.  And then with only my feet still muddy, I went back to my shirt and shorts and rinsed them clean.  
 
   I had to follow my tracks back to where my vibroballs and alligator clamps lay in the mud and I plucked them up and hurried back to the sprinkler.  I washed them all quickly and then gingerly made my way to the edge of field.  Star was tethered to a small scrub brush tree that had grown up between the fields and she ignored both my nudity and my wetness.  My boots were a mess and I tossed them down, but I strung up my clothes on a branch to dry.
 
   Which left me with the vibroballs, the alligator nipple clamps, and the jumbo alligator clamp.  I looked down on them.  Already I was violating Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1.  I was supposed to have something inside me at all times.  That in and of itself would earn me a punishment.  But Kari had also made it very clear – the clamps were not to come off unless I was in the house.  Torn between not wanting to disobey Kari and not wanting to inflict more pain on myself, I began stuffing the rinsed vibroballs back up inside myself.  Admittedly, it felt good and as soon as the two motorized sex toys were fully embedded, I thumbed the controller and reset them to medium.  In seconds my pussy seized up, tightening around the vibroballs as I let out a deep moan.  Still clutching the remote in one hand, I went to Star’s saddle bag and fished my phone out.  Kari answered on the second ring.
 
   “Hello, Bre.  What clamps are you wearing?” Kari asked before I even spoke a word.
 
   Yes, I thought about lying.  Are you shitting me? Of COURSE I thought about it!  I even opened my mouth to say “the alligator clamps, Kari.”  But I’m not a liar.  I don’t do it very well and Kari has always been able to tell.
 
   “I’m not wearing them right now, Kari.”  
 
   I could hear the disappointment in her silence.  “I presume you have a good reason?” she finally asked.
 
   “Overload,” I replied honestly.  “I blew a gasket and couldn’t take it.”
 
   Again there was a pause. “That’s unusual for you.”
 
   “I know. I’m really sorry, Kari.”
 
   “Did you remove the vibroballs too?”
 
   I winced.  “Yes, ma’am,” I replied. I usually don’t use titles with Kari.  I’d be totally willing to call her “mistress,” or “ma’am,” or even “goddess,” but she feels that “Kari” is sufficient.  So me using “ma’am” just made it even more obvious that I knew I had screwed up badly.  
 
   “Please tell me that you have already put them back in.  Because if you haven’t, your punishment is going to be so bad you won’t be able to walk for a week.”
 
   “They’re in!” I gushed, again feeling my loins tighten around the vibroballs.  “I’ve even got them on!”
 
   “What setting?” she asked.
 
   “Medium,” I replied.
 
   I could hear her fingers tapping on her desk.  “Turn them to high right now,” she ordered.
 
   I let out a whimper but twisted the wheel on the remote, feeling the vibrations increase intensity.  My breathing came in short little gasps and I stammered out a simple “it’s done,” to her.
 
   “Good.  Now I want you to put your alligator clamps back on.  If you want them off, you will get your leather sap and ask someone to give you ten strokes to the location each clamp is currently connected.  They can remove the clamp and spank you with the sap.”
 
   My eyes widened in alarm.  She couldn’t possibly mean…
 
   “Do you understand?” she demanded.
 
   I almost panicked, but then remembered that she wasn’t violating my limits.  Was I sore?  Yes.  But this was the punishment I got for not obeying her.  I whimpered and almost cried, but Kari’s voice dropped to a whisper.
 
   “I know you can do this,” she said.
 
   “But I’ll have to drive somewhere!” I cried out.  I had lifted my hand and was staring at the jumbo alligator clip.  The teeth seemed to glisten in the afternoon sunlight and I knew the pain that pincer would bring to me.
 
   “You can turn the vibroballs off for that if you have to.  I don’t recommend going far though,” she said.  “Now I want to hear your cries of anguish as you put those clamps back on.  Do it. Now.”
 
   And so I did.  Kari got exactly what she wanted, hearing me scream out loud as the metal teeth bit into my skin.  I did my clit first, followed by my nipples and when I was finally allowed to hang up the phone I felt like my throat was raw and the pain was going to overwhelm me again.  My shorts and shirt were still wet so I climbed into the saddle naked, tucked the vibroballs’ remote into my boots which I held in one hand, snagged my clothes off the branch and laid them across a shoulder.  Then I rode for home.
 
   My parent’s house sits at an unusual angle compared to our farm and since I was approaching from the other side of the barn, I knew my mother would need to be standing on the toilet, in the upstairs master bath in order to see her daughter riding naked over the fields.  I skirted the goat pen, risking being seen from the living room for just a moment, but then rode Star right on into the barn.  I stopped her and like a good cowgirl, got her saddle and blanket off, gave her a quick rub down, and then sent her out to graze.  And all while hurting and throbbing and feeling the steady pressure of sexual need building beneath the surface.  
 
   My jeans were still damp but I tugged them up my legs.  My shirt was a lost cause. It was stained beyond belief and even the rinsing I had given it wouldn’t help.  But I pulled it on anyway, the tight material hugging my breasts, the alligator clamps and chain obvious underneath the material.  I knew I couldn’t go out like this, but I would.  The problem was that my keys were upstairs in my bedroom.  That meant going into the kitchen, hiding my clamped boobs in case my mom was there, crossing in front of my father, who would no doubt enjoy seeing me wet and clamped and vibrated, and then upstairs to get a pair of flip flops and my purse and keys.
 
   I rinsed my feet off again in the barn and then opened the opposite door of the barn, the one that led out into the yard between the house and the barn.  There was my truck and my Saturn coupe, but my mother’s car was missing and I said a silent prayer of thanks.  My mother was a strict woman and she had already given me the eye that morning when she saw I wasn’t wearing a bra.  Talk about uncomfortable.
 
   I hurried as fast as my bare feet would let me, wincing as the rocks dug into my soles while the alligator clamps chewed on my flesh.  The vibrations increased inside me and I knew it wouldn’t be long before the vibroballs, which were still set to high, would push me over the edge and I wanted to get my sap and keys before I came again.  
 
   I didn’t mean to let the storm door slam, but it did and when I burst through the empty kitchen and into the living room my dad looked up at me from his chair.  He blinked.
 
   “What the hell happened to you?” he asked.
 
   “Sorry dad, I don’t have time!” I said urgently.  And I didn’t.  The orgasm was cumming. I’d be lucky to make it to the top of the stairs before I burst.
 
   “Hold it right there, young lady!” my dad said sternly.
 
   I skidded to a halt again, my entire body tight and my face no doubt looking like I was desperate to use the bathroom.
 
   “Why are you soaked?  Was there a problem with the sprinkler?” he demanded.
 
   “Dad!” I said between clenched teeth.  “Please! I’ve got to go!”
 
   One eyebrow went up.  “If it’s to pee, you can go.  If not, then you stand right there.”
 
   “Um… yeah.  I’ve got to pee,” I declared, putting one hand between my legs.  See? There. I lied.
 
   “You’re lying,” he replied, but then he shook his head.  “Your mother and Rachel went out to the mall.  They won’t be back until five thirty.  She wants you to put the meatloaf in the oven at five fifteen,” he said, rattling off the message.
 
   “Please can I go now?” I demanded.
 
   He shrugged, his attention going back to the television.  I didn’t even make it up the stairs before my body erupted, eliciting a knuckle biting cry as I surged through another orgasmic event, every part of me throbbing and aching and cumming.  I fell forward and crawled up the last few steps and I have no doubt that my dad heard it and was well aware of what was actually happening.
 
   At the top of the stairs I laid there stunned for a few minutes letting the sensations of climax seep through every pour.  My clit and nipples hurt and I rolled over onto my tummy, trying to add pressure to my sex.  Finally the pain was enough to cut through the sexual euphoria and I stood, barely able to keep my balance as I went into my room.  Struggling to handle both the vibrations and the pain of the clamps, I got my purse, keys, and the leather sap.  I put on a fresh pair of loose gym shorts and followed it up with an extra-large tee shirt.  Then with everything in hand and still trembling, I started back downstairs.
 
   Worse, I had no idea how I would do this.  How to have the clamps removed and get my strokes and stop the pain and cumming, all while needing to put dinner in the oven?  I had…. What?  Twenty minutes to DRIVE somewhere and find someone to sap me?  And that’s when Kari’s words hit me.  “You will get your leather sap and ask someone to give you ten strokes to the location each clamp is currently connected.  They can remove the clamp and spank you with the sap.”
 
   I paused on the stairs, blinking.  Of course.  I put my purse and keys down and kicked off my flip flops.  Then I peeled the shirt off my body, exposing my breasts and the chain that connected the sharp toothed, alligator clamps clinging to my nipples.  I pushed down the shorts and let them slide down my legs, pooling at my ankles. I stepped out of them, one hand holding the remote to the vibroballs, the other my sap.
 
   I went downstairs.
 
   His eyes widened when he saw me, but he adjusted well.  And by adjusted well, I mean that he stuck his hand down his jeans and adjusted his hard member with a light touch.  I stood before him and held out the sap.
 
   “Would you please remove each clamp and deliver ten strokes to the spot?” I begged him.  His eyes went straight to my clit. 
 
   “What if I like having you clamped like this?” he asked.  
 
   I almost burst into tears. “Please, dad. I can’t take much more. I’m so on edge now.”
 
   He looked up at me, or perhaps my nipples.  “I’m not sure ten is appropriate.  You lied to me and then orgasmed on the stairs. I didn’t even hear the toilet flush.”
 
   “Dad… please.”  
 
   He let out a sigh.  “Kneel down,” he said with exasperation.  I did as he said and knelt before him, putting my hands on top of my head.  The vibroballs remote went on the floor and he reached out and grabbed hold of the alligator clamp on my right nipple.  He tugged on it, sending even more pain shooting through my bosom, but then he released it. I gasped, the pain increasing, only to have it change to a violent heat as he laid into my breast with the sap.  It stung like the dickens, but I have to admit it did moderate the pain of the release.  Then he moved to my other breast and did the same thing, twisting and tugging and hurting me horribly, only to remove the clamp and slam the leather sap into my tit with repeated blows.
 
   “Now, lie on your back and pull your knees up to your shoulders,” he said to me.  I rolled onto my ass and then lay back, staring up at the ceiling fan.  I pulled my legs up, my clit throbbing while my pussy pulsed around the vibroballs.  I could feel his eyes boring into me, even as his fingers found my petals and pulled on them.  He smeared the wetness around, touching me, stroking me and I felt another renewed sense of need.  I whimpered.
 
   “This is going to be simple, Bre.  I’m going to take the clamp off.  Then I’m going to sap you till you cum. “
 
   Oh. My. Fucking. God.
 
   The sharp pain filled me and I cried out, my fingers white and holding up my legs.  My toes curled as my feet bounced against his chair. He was leaning forward and brought the leather tongue of the sap down, letting the thick rectangular pad smack wetly on my petals.  I jerked wildly and he swung again, then again, the moist slickness of my sex soaking the sap and squelching as I pumped my hips.  I rocked back and forth, almost too far gone to understand what was happening, or how things were going. My entire world was red and black and pain and pleasure and I have no idea how many times he hit me before I finally gave in, exploding with what must have been the most intense orgasm of the day.
 
   He hit me once or twice more even as I let my legs go and I turned away, closing my thighs and curling up into a ball.  The bliss of cumming again only last as long as it took my sex soaked brain to understand that my father was now smacking my ass with the sap, leaving stinging welts that quickly turned to high heat.  I rolled away, getting tangled up in the vibroballs’ wire.  But then I was on all fours, looking over at my father.
 
   He stared at me with a burning intensity I recognized, a need similar to the one he had just sated in me.  One hand gripped the sap, but the other was rubbing the massive bulge at the front of his pants.  I knew exactly what he was thinking and when he opened his mouth I smiled. 
 
   “You need to go put the meatloaf in the oven,” he said.
 
   I blinked. “What?” That wasn’t what he was supposed to say!
 
   “It’s time to go put the meatloaf in the oven,” he repeated.
 
   I straightened, moving out of the seductive pose I had unconsciously adopted and climbed to my feet.
 
   “The meatloaf,” I said stupidly.
 
   “The meatloaf.”
 
   I plucked the vibroballs’ remote from the floor.  I looked down at the man before me and arched my eyebrow.
 
   “I’m going to go put the meatloaf in the oven.  And then I’m going to come back.”
 
   He smiled and wiggled the sap.  “Good.”
 
   Naked, with red marks on my bottom, between my legs, and across my bosom, I carried my buzzing vibroballs’ remote to the kitchen.  I put in the meatloaf.  And then… well…
 
   Never mind. You probably don’t want to know.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: sweetorspicy]Sweet or Spicy?
 
   06/24/13
 
                 I was standing in Julie’s dining room and eyeing the items laid out across the table.  Most of it I was already terribly familiar with, but I knew this was not going to go well.  My Rotating Venus Penis (RVP for short) was lying next to an unpeeled ginger root with multiple fingers and a paring knife.  Just a few inches away was a jar with sliced jalapeno peppers, while my small bottle of Stinging O Oil, a homemade concoction of grapeseed oil, pepper oil, and cinnamon oil waited patiently a bit farther on.  A pair of duck billed clamps, with kind with the rubber protectors, were laid out, and last but not least, the two small, steel plates with the nails sticking up.
 
                 “Well?  Don’t just stand there,” Julie said, giving me a screwy look.  “Strip.”
 
                 I swallowed hard. “I’m starting to have second thoughts,” I said, glancing at the jalapenos.  I know I’m a south Texas girl, and I’m supposed to love Mexican food, but understand that real Mexican food doesn’t usually get rated in the upper range of the Scoval Scale.  I don’t mind a little heat, especially in certain spots, but I’m a wimp when it comes to super hot chilli and sizzling fajitas.  
 
                 “It doesn’t matter at this point. You agreed to it and I was dumb enough to say I’d make sure it got done,” Julie replied, crossing her arms.
 
                 I took a deep breath of exasperation, cursing my own stupid, sexual nature.  Finally I shrugged and began peeling off my tee shirt.  My bra went next, and then my shorts.  A pair of pink panties lay underneath and as I slipped them down over my bare feet, I also reached up between my legs and caught the six inch vibrator that was stuffed up inside my slit.  It was off, which was a blessed relief of course, but it had been on for a little bit earlier that day and I was still wet.  The rich aroma of arousal came up from between my legs.
 
                 Julie was licking her lips and I knew she wanted some.  I can tell when she’s horny.  Hell, she had even dressed for the occasion, wearing nothing more than a pair of boy shorts bottoms and a halter top.  I didn’t wonder if she’d get naked. I wondered when.
 
                 “You ready?” she asked.
 
                 I nodded and spread my arms and legs.  Julie started with the bottle of Stinging O, uncapping it and pouring about a quarter of a teaspoon out right above my right nipple.  I smelled cinnamon first and a moment later the cool tingle.  This began to change into a chemically induced heat even as Julie moved to my other breast, working the oil in with her finger.  Soon the tips of my breasts felt like I’d dipped myself in chocolate fondu, or maybe candle wax, and my chest was heaving.  Julie put down the bottle and wiped her finger on a spare kitchen towel.  Then she picked up the duck billed clamps, pinched them open, and set them on my breasts.              
 
                 I won’t lie.  They hurt.  But not as bad as my alligator clamps would have.  Of course this did some interesting things to my libido and as she reached for the RVP I wondered how long I’d have to stand all this.  I was wet enough for the RVP to slide in without artificial lubrication, but Julie poured some Stinging O on the four inch plastic, rotating cock, as well as making sure the base had a glistening shine.  That was particularly evil in my book, because she knew damn well that when strapped on, the base would ride against my clit, rubbing and vibrating against it.  Now it would burn too.  She set aside the RVP and picked up the jar of jalapenos.  
 
                 “Shouldn’t you peel the ginger first?” I protested as Julie opened the jar and fished out a single slice of spicy pepper. 
 
                 She grinned.  “Up against the wall, bitch.  You’re about to find out what it means to burn.”
 
                 I grit my teeth, but there wasn’t much I could do about it, short of walking out.  And I would never do something like that.  So instead I took a deep breath and faced the wall.  
 
                 “Squat and spread your legs,” Julie ordered, kicking at my ankle. I almost fell over and glared at her.  She only laughed and I did as ordered, spreading my legs and adopting a stance that looked ridiculous.  Worse, I couldn’t maintain my balance and had to put my hands on the wall.
 
                 “Well, that won’t work.  Just spread your legs and stand straight, but stay up on tiptoe,” she corrected.
 
                 I did and felt my clamped breasts rubbing against the wall.  Julie moved up behind me and slipped the spiked steel plates under my heels.  Now I had to stay up on tiptoe or risk driving a few nails through my heel.  Well, okay… not really. There were too many – like a bed of nails.  But it sure wouldn’t feel comfortable to rest my one hundred and seventeen pounds on those sharp spikes.  
 
                 While I teetered precariously, my nipples burning and throbbing, Julie moved up with the RVP.  With my thighs wide apart, she was easily able to run the plastic cock through my petals, rubbing Stinging O all over my labia and making me hiss as the cool tingle, then the burning heat began working on my sex.  The RVP went in deeply, or as deeply as any four inch phallus could, and then I felt the tingle on my clit.  Julie was strapping it on, making sure it would stay in place and as my hips began jerking from the chemical based torment, she turned the RVP on, full throttle, both spin and vibrate.
 
                 “Tongue out,” Julie said, holding out a slice of jalapeno.  I stuck my tongue out at her, but she pushed on my ass and held the pepper slice to the wall.  A moment later the tip of my tongue replaced her fingers and almost immediately the spicy capcium began burning me.  Julie moved back to the table and grabbed the paring knife while I dealt with the combination of burning calves, burning clit, burning labia, burning nipples, and burning tongue, all while enduring the vibrations and rotation of the RVP.  It was rather intense.
 
                 “Brace yourself, dearheart.”  Julie’s voice was right over my left ear and I felt something probing at my back door.  I arched my spine, trying to give her easier access, which in hindsight was probably stupid. Then there was something wet and cool at the entrance to my bottom.  Even as Julie began to push it in, I felt something begin to burn, to irritate the tender flesh.  Julie forced another few inches in and the scorching sensation slid inside me.  I’m not sure if you’ve ever been “figged” before, but in my experience, the operation can range anywhere from “isn’t it supposed to tingle?” to “SHIT! GET IT OUT! GET IT OUT!”  A lot depends on the ginger root.
 
                 These were relatively fresh and while at neither extreme, the peeled ginger root in my ass certainly ranked a bit higher on the “burning scale” than my Stinging O.  My bottom tried to lock tight on the root as Julie worked it in and out and I made a gasping whimpering sort of sound as everything came together.  The jalapeno on my tongue fell.  Good riddance!
 
                 When you are cooking something spicy, the trick is to take a bunch of separate ingredients, and combine them in a way that brings their flavor together.  I’ve mentioned this before, but sexual torture is the same way.  Today’s recipe was simple.
 
    
    	    One full sized, well rounded, horny, Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, well used and sauced.
 
    	   One slice jalapeno pepper (as hot as possible)
 
    	   One finger of peeled ginger root
 
    	   Stinging O oil
 
    	   Duck bill clamps
 
    	   One Rotating Venus Penis
 
    	   Steel spikes for tenderizing
 
   
 
                 
 
   And I think I’ve already described the directions, right?  So as everything everywhere burned, the heat and the pain and the torment in my calves and heels and tongue and nipples and even my clit and labia, all of it finally combined and turned into a scorching heat that ignited the need inside me.  Suddenly the spinning insanity of the RVP was more than enough to skyrocket me flaming into the night, and the vibrations on my clit and inside me was a simple enough trigger.  The clamps on my nipples were just more to put me through the roof.
 
                 Julie yanked out the peeled ginger root and quickly put a fresh one in even as my calves started to give way and I got to half stand on the steel spikes digging into my heels. I went back up, then back down and Julie used my own exhaustion and discomfort to let myself do the anal fucking, working the ginger root through my backdoor with a grin.
 
                 And then it was too much. I shuddered, crying out.  The explosion hit me like a wall of flame, scorching my soul.  I jerked my hips wildly as I began the orgasm, and Julie wrapped her arms around me, one hand finding the RVP and pressing it up into my clit while the other found a nipple clamp and began twisting.  The pain rocked me and I the orgasm went from a ten to a twenty on the scale.  I cried out in one long burst of hot sauce and then collapsed, screaming, into her arms.
 
                 Julie hauled me off the spikes and laid me down on the floor.  In seconds her clothes were off and she was straddling my head, her wet sex slipping over my mouth.  I was almost delirious, totally fried mentally, still lost in the sexual euphoria of my explosion.  I felt her hands removing the RVP and I groaned as the buzzing and spinning was lost to me.  But then, even with my tongue up in her slit, reveling in the cool respite from the jalapeno, Julie drove her own tongue down through my petals, licking the cinnamon and pepper oil from my flesh.  It felt amazing and her hands went deeper, pushing my legs apart until she could feel the ginger root.  She wiggled it around, working my bottom as her mouth suckled, bit, sucked, and rolled my clitoris.  It wasn’t long until Julie exploded, soaking my face, and I came again, burning hot.
 
                 So when a girl asks you if you’d like it sweet, or spicy, just remember that heat can come in a lot of ways and do some amazing things!
 
    
 
   [bookmark: seethrough]See Through
 
   07/20/13
 
    
 
   I looked at myself in the mirror and took a deep breath.  Most farm girls I know, including me, usually wear sort of a uniform.  It starts with a decent, if somewhat plain, white colored bra, usually with bleachable, white cotton panties.  Over this rather uninspiring ensemble comes a set of heavy denim, blue jeans that go all the way down to the ankles, which cover the white tube socks that cushion our feet from the heavy boots we wear.  On top we usually wear a simple tee shirt, along with a long sleeve button up shirt, which I normally pull off eventually cause I get hot and sweaty.  All in all, it’s the perfect outfit to be wearing when you’re slopping pigs, currying horses, feeding goats, or riding a tractor all over kingdom come plowing, harvesting, seeding, weeding, spraying, or whatever.
 
   On the flip side I can assure you that a short, black mini-skirt that barely covers one’s ass, flip flops, and a white gauze shirt that leaves absolutely nothing to the imagination and was meant to go over an undershirt of some kind, is not the sort of outfit that is appropriate for doing chores.  I looked… well… some might say a tart, but the shirt was over the top.  It was clearly inappropriate for anything except the inside of a strip club.  In fact, that might have been the only venue in the world where I would be considered overdressed.  
 
   I slipped my bare feet into my flip flops and padded downstairs.  It was five in the morning and it was still dark outside, but the temperature was still in the upper seventies.  Summer in South Texas isn’t easy, but it did make wearing fewer clothes less objectionable.  So I started my chores, dressed like a hooker or a seductive teen girl trying to tease her neighbor into sex.  Either way, it was awkward.  I’m sure you can imagine me walking around, my breasts in full view, covered only by this thin sheer material that wouldn’t even make a decent curtain.  Every time I bent over you could see my bottom and I’m betting that even my wet slit was on display, showing off the thin purple wire that extruded from between the petals and disappeared up my backside under the skirt.
 
   Oh. Did I forget to mention the vibroballs?
 
   Two ovoid objects were nestled in my sex, churning and rattling at their lowest setting.  I had put them in before getting dressed in the first place and I was understandably turned on.  Granted, at low the vibroballs weren’t going to push me over the edge for hours, and I’ve even been known to tolerate them for over half a day before finally succumbing to the sexual pressures of non-stop internal vibration.  All I could do was thank God that it wasn’t my butterfly clitoral vibrator teasing me.  
 
   But while the vibroballs wouldn’t send me into orgasmic orbit any time soon, they certainly kept my attention focused between my legs.  Worse, my outfit, despite the fact that only a few random pigs, goats, and my horse could see me, also seemed to egg me on, making my arousal something much more intoxicating.  By the time I was getting close to finishing, I could literally feel the juices wetting my thighs.  I was desperate and I wanted to cum.
 
   And that was the catch.  I wanted to cum but doing so was forbidden, with a series of punishments that both scared me and turned me on looming.  Realistically I knew that I’d be forced to do them anyway, but I wanted to hold off as long as possible.  Which is why I grabbed my canvas bag when I was done, along with my keys, and climbed into my truck on that bright morning, not even bothering to stop and eat breakfast.
 
   It was a little strange not having to stop on the gravel shoulder of the farm to market road that bordered the southern side of our property, but I was already appropriately attired as a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  Of course the big question I had to ask myself wasn’t about my attire, or at least not directly.  The question was where I was going to spend my day?  It wasn’t like I could go up to the mall, not with a shirt that was see through.  I couldn’t go hang out at the library either.  That would just create problems.  So I fished out my phone.
 
   “What’s up, Bre?” Julie asked me, sounding just a little groggy. I didn’t blame her.  Julie is a party girl and I had no doubt that she had spent Sunday night getting blasted – and I mean that in more ways than one.  Julie isn’t into drugs, but liquor is like iced tea to that girl and I had no doubt she either had a hangover or was still barely functioning on a mental level that early in the morning.
 
   “I’m looking for a place to hang today,” I said, trying not to sound either bright or desperate. Julie hates brightness when she’s hung over, and if she was free, the last thing I wanted to sound was as if I NEEDED to be tortured.  She’d gobble that up in a heartbeat and the assignment, as tough as it was, would suddenly get incredible worse.
 
   “Sorry girl.  Got to work this afternoon.  But I don’t mind if you come by the store,” Julie said.
 
   I grimaced.  That was hardly what I wanted.  Could you imagine me trying to walk through mall keeping my arms crossed over my chest?  And if I went to the mall it also meant stopping in to see David, who would find my situation even more tempting than Julie and he would certainly take advantage of it.
 
   “Well, maybe.”  The hesitation in my voice was clear. “I don’t want to interrupt your work.  And…. I’m sort of…” my voice trailed off.
 
   There was a grunt. “You doing another assignment?” she asked, her voice hard. 
 
   “Yes, but I don’t need your help.  Just a place to hang out so not to get in more trouble than I have to.”
 
   “Really?  What are you wearing?” she asked.
 
   I glanced down at myself, only taking my eyes off the road for half a second.  Submissive girls are trained from almost day one to list their attire and you always start at the bottom. “Flip flops, a miniskirt, vibroballs, and a gauze shirt,” I said.
 
   “A gauze shirt?” she asked.
 
   “Yes. It’s white and see through,” I replied.
 
   “See through?  How see through?” 
 
   I let out an exasperated grunt. “Very see through!”
 
   “Like I can see the rose emblem on your padlock see through, or just dark circles where your nipples are?” Julie asked.
 
   “Damn it, Julie! You can see everything!” I said with heat.
 
   “Oh.  Hmmm… maybe you shouldn’t come by the store then.”
 
   I sort of rolled my eyes at that point and turned on to the frontage road that borders I-10.  I went east, figuring that if things didn’t pan out with Julie, I’d still be heading toward SOMEONE who could babysit me for a few hours.
 
   “Sorry Julie. I didn’t mean to bother you.  I’ll just call Kari and see if I can hang out with her.”
 
   “She’ll hurt you just as much,” Julie snorted.
 
   I shrugged. “Maybe.  But it’s better than walking the mall with my arms glued to my bosom.”
 
   Julie laughed at that. “I’d like to see that!”
 
   I didn’t reply to that and eventually Julie sighed. “Well, let me know how things turn out.  I’ll catch ya later.”
 
   “Bye, Julie.”  I let out a sigh and pressed the speed dial.  The phone only rang once before Kari answered.
 
   “Hello, Bre.  Having fun yet?” Kari asked.  Kari approves all of my assignments and knew what was on the agenda for today.  She had raised an eyebrow when I brought Master Dre’s assignment to her, but had signed off on it with a smirk.
 
   “Well, the shirt is… making things difficult.”
 
   “I presume you’re calling to ask if you can stay at my condo?” 
 
   I cringed. The way she asked that told me precisely what the answer would be.  “Not any more.”
 
   “Good.  Come by the office.  I’ll put you to work.”
 
   
  
 

I paused.  I wasn’t exactly in a condition to “work” as Kari so affectionately called it.  “Um… you know I’m…” I started to say, only to have her interrupt me.
 
   “I am fully aware of your attire.  I’ll see you here at the office in thirty minutes.”  Then she hung up.
 
   I made a face and tossed the phone down.  Spending the day at Kari’s office was NOT what I had in mind.  Julie’s would have been so much better.  It was private and any time I needed the damn flicking done Julie would have been right there.  Kari would be too, but she might be with a client, which made the prospect daunting.
 
   What flicking? Oh… did I not mention that.  How silly of me.  Be patient.
 
   I was hungry but Kari’s time table didn’t give me much time to stop and grab something.  In addition, I couldn’t believe she was already at the office.  That sort of surprised me.  I pulled off the freeway and got in line at McDonalds, shocking both the girl at the first window who took my money, and the horde of guys who tried to get a glimpse of me at the second.  No one said a word about my see through shirt.  Thank God the vibroballs were off, or all the extra attention would have made pop like crazy!
 
   I ate on the way and when I pulled up to Kari’s office building I glanced around, mostly worried about how my attire would be construed in this upscale area.  Kari runs an interior design business and she caters to the ultra-rich, which means she has to keep offices in a part of town where neither a south Texas farm girl, nor a nympho humiliation pain slut would really be comfortable.  As I climbed out of my truck, I turned on the vibroballs and stuck the remote control back into the waistband of my mini-skirt.  Then with a judicious arm across my chest, I hurried as fast as my flip flopped feet could carry me.  The sound of my footwear snapping against the soles of my feet sounded very loud to me and I yanked open the atrium door, stepping into the deliciously cool interior.
 
   Kari decorated the atrium and it shows.  There’s a sort of stream running from one corner to another, with the stairs on the far side in the back corner.  You have to cross a bridge if you want to go from one side of the atrium to the other, but it’s just a little wooden arch bridge, barely three feet long, and frankly, if you weren’t wearing high heels, you could step over the stream.  Smooth, water polished rocks lined the waterway and the place was crammed with shade tolerant plants that echoed the outside tropical landscape in a seamless way.  In fact, if you stood on the stairs, it looked like the stream actually continued on outside the building.  It’s pretty cool.  
 
   I crossed the bridge and then turned left and tugged on Kari’s office door.  It opened easily and there was a loud chiming sound.  Kari frequently is alone at her office and I know she likes to be prepared for all contingencies.  I dropped my arm and walked past the tiny student’s desk that served as sort of secretary’s station.  There was a phone there, and some business cards, but most of the rest of the tiny waiting room was a couch, a coffee table, and a portfolio book that showcased some of Kari’s best work.  Add in the lighting and the art, and it was a cozy place to sit down and wait to see the blond goddess herself.
 
   I didn’t sit.  Instead I walked right down the dimly lit hallway, enjoying the indirect lighting.  Kari’s specialty is mood decorating.  She asks clients what kind of mood they like to be in for each particular room.  Libraries are peaceful and studious and promote mental prowess.  Kitchens are bright and creative.  Bathrooms are lustful (think shower and spa, not the toilet.  Kari says there isn’t any decent way to dress up a commode.)  Personally, I’ve always liked her bedrooms.  She does this dual thing where half of it is designed for sleep, peaceful sleep, while the other half is designed for fun.  It’s kind of scary what she can do.  Of course electricians hate her.  Why does there have to be TWO light switches?  Well one for mood one.  One for mood two!
 
   The very first office is Kari’s and looks like an office. She has an expensive and rarely used lap top computer on the credenza behind her desk and the furniture is expensive and comfortable.  There is an actual blotter and an expensive calendar and appointment book sitting nearby.  Kari doesn’t like computers and avoids them as much as she can.  But when I glanced in her office, she wasn’t there.  I turned right since the hallway curved like a capital letter “L” and glanced in the next room, finding the love of my life there.
 
   The second office was her “art room” and seemed cluttered to the unknowledgeable eye.  Yet to me, everything was in exactly the right place, stacked and filed away were my obsessive compulsive best friend could find anything she needed.  Paper, pens, cloth samples, color wheels, paints; hell – she even had a box of crayons!  My daughter Rachel loves going to Aunt Kari’s art room!  It’s a kid’s dream come true.
 
   Kari glanced up as I stepped into the door frame.  She smiled warmly at me and motioned me to come in and I slipped into the packed and cramped room, which was dominated by her slanted artist’s desk, and found a seat on a small stool she kept there for visitors.  She was clearly working on something.
 
   “How ya doing?” she asked.
 
   “Humiliated, thanks.”  My reply was a little more curt than I intended.
 
   Kari frowned and gave me a short glare. “I meant how close are you,” she explained.
 
   Ah… right.  I took a deep breath.  “Well they weren’t on for the drive, so I’m probably good for three or four hours,” I said. I knew exactly what she was referring to.  She wanted to know how bothered I was.  Was I going to be exploding in a few minutes, or a few hours?
 
   Kari laughed.  “Can’t have that.  If you’re going to be here, I want you desperate,” she told me.
 
   My eyes widened in alarm.  I knew that eventually I was going to start the whole punishment aspect of my assignment, but I was hoping to hold off as long as possible.  It wasn’t that I was scared, but part of the punishment for cumming was to increase the stimulation that caused the unauthorized orgasm in the first place.  So technically I had to hold off as long as possible.  
 
   “Um… that wasn’t how I saw today working.”
 
   “Should have stayed home, then.”
 
   I gestured at my shirt, which displayed the curves of my breasts perfectly, along with my gold nipple piercing, the tiny charm padlock that dangled from the piercing, and hell... let’s be honest.  Some of the freckles dotting my chest too.  Yep.  All of that could be seen THROUGH the shirt.  “I’m not sure Mom could have handled this.”
 
   Kari shrugged. “Go see Julie,”
 
   I looked down, shoulder’s slumping.  
 
   My best friend laughed. “She’s busy?  You already tried?”
 
   “She has to work today,” I replied.
 
   Kari nodded.  “That means you have a choice.”  My eyebrow went up and Kari continued.  “You can accept whatever I’m about to do to you, or you can go elsewhere.”
 
   I didn’t move and that was answer enough.  Kari grinned.  “Good.  Now bring that stool right over here next to me, roll your skirt up around your waist, and have a seat.”
 
   I slid off the stool and I have to admit that my arousal had just spiked.  The anticipation of suffering or being pleasured at Kari’s hands is always an immediate turn on and the fact that she wanted to use me here in the office, knowing the front door was open and a client could walk in at any moment just made me even wetter.  I licked my lips, tried to still my thumping heart and excitement, and moved the stool.  
 
   I rolled the skirt up and instantly she could see the swollen and moist petals of my sex, the thin wire emerging from between the puffy lips and disappearing backward between my buttocks.  I moved the stool and then sat down, my bare bottom on the shiny wood.  
 
   “Good now spread your legs and don’t close them or I’ll punish you,” she said softly.  I nodded obediently while she opened a nearby drawer and extracted what looked like a one inch paintbrush.  I struggled to control my breathing as  she once again focused on her paper, one hand idly using a pencil to make notations, while her other hand moved sideways and pressed the soft bristles directly against my clit.
 
   She then began to brush me.  I went practically nuts.  
 
   Have you ever had someone use a paint brush on your clit, especially after you’ve already been somewhat sensitized to new sexual stimulation?  Sure, my clit hadn’t been touched before this, at least not this day, but it was still eager for the light caress she provided and I went from level four to level in ten in about four seconds.  
 
   Kari told me two things: to keep my legs spread as wide as I could and to keep my hands out of the way.  Do you know how hard it to sit in front of someone so exposed, so vulnerable, already tense from sexual need?  Do you know what it does to your nerves having someone sit there, gently and steadily caressing you, but doing it in a way that always brought you to the very edge, but never quite pushed you over it?  If I were a cello, Kari Anders was Yo Yo Ma – or perhaps Steven Sharpe Nelson of the Pianoguys – she’s more modern.  If I were a piano, she was Liberace.  If I were clay, she was Don Reitz.  If I were a painting, she was Van Gogh.  Am I getting my point across?  She played me and I sang.
 
   Forty minutes later the stool beneath me shined and I was actually leaning back against one of her shelving units, with my bare feet propped up, one on her desk and the other on another bookcase behind her chair.  I was quivering, shaking with need, panting with desperation and my clit was sticking out, swollen from the non-stop stimulation that Kari had applied with almost negligent attention.  While she had sat there designing some client’s new office décor, she had casually brushed my clit, my labia, even my perineum.  When she told me to lean back and put my feet up, she even stroked me down to the button of my bottom.  Let me tell you THAT felt incredible.  She alternated between immediate need and slow burn.  
 
   It was almost nine thirty when my body finally couldn’t take it anymore and in hindsight, I’m pretty sure she intended for me to pop right around then.  She had suddenly spent more time on my clit, lightly brushing me, only occasionally moving away just to make the return that much more poignant.  As I clearly became more overwrought, she began tapping the bristles against me and when I cried out, fingers clenching the shelves behind me, my toes curling against the desk, she lifted a single piece of white cloth and literally caught the spurt of my orgasm before it splattered her immaculate, white blouse, or the dark gray business skirt she wore.  
 
   I almost collapsed.  One foot slipped and Kari gently put it back on the desk.  I sat there, lost in the sexual euphoria of overload, eyes dazed and brain barely functioning.  The vibroballs still rumbled inside me, but the orgasm had been clitoral, not vaginal, and while my sex still felt amazing, it was my clit that was the epicenter of that particular earthquake.  Kari stood and wrapped one arm around me, leaning down for a kiss and I opened my mouth and let her tongue touch mine.  It was delicious and felt incredibly good, especially as an after affect for the orgasm.  Then her hand slipped down behind me and pulled the vibroballs remote from my waist band.  I felt the two ovoid objects inside me suddenly pick up speed and then my sex contacted tightly around the vibrating sex toys.
 
   “Uhhhhhh,” I said, which doesn’t sound very intelligent, but conveys exactly what was going through my mind at the time. I quivered and my hips rocked.  
 
   “It’s really too bad you had an orgasm, isn’t it?” Kari asked.
 
   That question didn’t really clear my sex-fogged thought processes and it wasn’t until she picked up my canvas bag and pulled out the jumbo alligator clamp, as well as the set of alligator nipple clamps, that I began to suddenly realize what was in store for me.  That’s how good the orgasm was.
 
   My alligator clamps are not “off the shelf.”  They’ve been altered to reduce the amount of grip they apply, because frankly I don’t want to have to go get tetanus shots every time I wear them.  The metal teeth dig into my nipples and clit, but don’t actually cut or pierce my skin.  The spring that provides the tension has been loosened, warped or something.  Stretched out?  So if you plan on getting alligator clamps, don’t do something stupid like open the package and put them on.  They’re supposed to be SEX TORTURE TOYS, not ACTUAL TORTURE TOYS.
 
   That said, they still hurt.  Lots.  I hate wearing them for longer than an hour at a time and as I sat there with my legs still propped up and open, I watched with rising tension as Kari picked up the two smaller clamps, which were on opposite ends of a light steel chain about twelve inches long, and held them up.
 
   “Can you please open your shirt?” she asked.
 
   My hands trembled as I unbuttoned the front, pulling the thin gauze away from my breasts.  I whimpered slightly as she got closer and when the metal first touched me I jerked slightly.  But Kari was expecting it and a moment later I whimpered and gritted my teeth as the painful bite of both clamps dug into my nipples and sent shards of exquisite pain deep into both breasts.  Oddly enough, it combined with the leftover pleasure of Kari’s brushing of my clit and you wouldn’t believe the sudden resurgence of sexual need I suddenly felt, just from having my nipples crushed and locked.  But then Kari picked up the jumbo alligator clamp, held it up, and then brought it down to my clit.
 
   Had I not just spent the last forty five minutes with my legs spread and a soft brush stroking my clit, I probably would have handled the cruel pinch better.  But as it was I was really sensitive and when the jumbo alligator clamp closed on my clitoris, I let out a high pitched squeal, closed my legs violently, and pitched forward, almost hitting Kari’s head with my own.  Kari was expecting it though and caught me before I fell off the stool and I let out a wild sob with my face against her shoulder.
 
   “Now, I have a client meeting at ten, so if you’ll sit at the secretary’s desk and welcome her in when she gets here, I’d appreciate it,” Kari said, letting me go once she was sure I could stand up on my own.
 
   I looked up at her, still fighting the urge to crumple up into a ball.  My sex warped brain stuttered through the implications of her sentence and I think I had to repeat it to myself two or three times before I realized what she was telling me to do.  And it wasn’t right.  That wasn’t how this was supposed to work.
 
   See, I wasn’t supposed to have to keep the alligator clamps on.  They hurt. Quite a bit.  The punishment for cumming was to turn the vibroballs up one level and then put on the alligator clamps.  But I could get them off.  All I had to do was ask someone ELSE to flick each clamp five times and then I could take them off.  All I had to do was present my crushed and bitten nipples to…
 
   Oh.
 
   I got it then. Really.  I did.  She WANTED me to suffer.  Sure, she’d flick those clamps, but not right at that moment.  She was busy.  And so I got to endure the biting pain of having sharp metal teeth gnawing on three points of my anatomy that were not only sexual, but packed with raw nerve bundles.  Oh yeah.  I saw her villainy. I knew what she wanted.  And my only option was to deal with it or leave and find someone else to do the flicking.
 
   God knows if I’d be allowed back.
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
   I found my flip flops and stuffed my toes back into them, shuffling carefully as pain radiated up through my body.  I pushed my skirt hem down, once more covering up my quite pink looking loins, and I buttoned up my shirt.  I was grateful the shirt was so loose, since it meant that the material didn’t press against the alligator clamps chewing on the tips of my breasts.  And while the bright metal was perfectly visible through the thin gauze, the shirt suddenly didn’t seem that bad.  
 
   I padded gingerly to the front of the office, my hips starting to churn thanks to the combination of vibroballs and alligator clamps and when I sat down behind the tiny desk, my body told my brain to brace itself, and another orgasm was on its way.  I fought that sensation, that urge, and managed to control myself a little, clenching my fists and sitting quietly as I tried to manage the explosion.
 
   A number of people walked through the atrium and each one made me stiffen.  But no one came in, not for a while, but the tension was terrible.  I had no idea who was coming to see Kari and the idea of me sitting there as a greeter, with my breasts not only hanging out but clamped in what would seem an unusually cruel and vicious manner, only added to my arousal.  I know.  It’s hard to understand the warped sensuality that makes me tick.  If it makes you feel better, I have no idea why I'm this way either.
 
   For some reason I had been expecting a man, despite Kari’s gender specific commentary at the beginning, so I wasn’t quite prepared for it when a very good looking woman in her late forties suddenly crossed the bridge and headed straight for Kari’s office.  She was dressed in a light cream pantsuit and sported a wide, brown leather belt.  Her hair was coiffed and highlight blond, but I could see the darker streak of plain brown beneath.  Around her neck she wore a necklace of emerald green, and if those were real gems, she had more money than Kari did.  
 
   She opened the door and took one look at me, freezing in place.  I could see her studying me, taking in my outfit, the flushed coloring of my cheeks, the fire-engine red hair that streamed down past my shoulders, and of course, the two steel clips swinging from my nipples.  The gauze shirt might as well not have been there.  I felt my loins tighten up in absolute terror for a second.
 
   “You must be Breanne,” the woman said with an arched eye-brow and a smirk.
 
   Oh shit.  I hate it when my reputation precedes me.  It usually means they’ve heard something incredibly sexual, terribly naughty, horribly perverted, lascivious, and totally true. 
 
   “Hi.  Kari’s expecting you.  You can go right back,” I said with what I thought was a polite smile.  My nipples and clit were throbbing too much for me to be all bright and chipper.  The woman glanced down the hall.
 
   “By all means, lead the way,” she said, motioning me to go down the hall first, which was NOT what I wanted to do.
 
   Slowly I stood, aching in places that most people call “unmentionables” but which I seem not to be able to keep from talking about.  The woman eyed my legs and footwear, again exuding this sense of disapproval when she saw my plebian shoes.  I turned gingerly and began taking tiny steps down the hall`.
 
   “Is there some reason why you’re walking so slowly?” she asked me after a few steps.
 
   I admit, I thought about lying, but it wasn’t like I could hide the nipple clamps, so why tell a falsehood about the jumbo alligator clamp?  I took a deep breath.
 
   “I’ve got a clamp on my clitoris as well, Ma’am.”
 
   Her eyebrow went up again.  `”Really?” she asked, intrigued.  “I’d like to see it.”
 
   Uh… well… damn.  Are all Kari’s clients sexual perverts?  
 
   The hall lighting wasn’t exactly good for getting a good glimpse of my bean, clamped or not, but I tugged up my skirt and sort of widened my stance.  Kari’s client sort of bent over a little and just as she was reaching out to touch the jumbo alligator clamp, Kari entered the hall.
 
   “Elizabeth!  It’s good to see you again. I see you’ve met my secretary, Breanne.”
 
   Kari’s client straightened without touching my alligator clamp and I swallowed down the sense of relief I felt.  
 
   Elizabeth smiled and took Kari’s proffered hand, shaking it lightly, in a very feminine fashion.  “She’s exquisite.  I don’t suppose you’d be willing to part with her?  She’d make an entertaining personal assistant.”
 
   Kari shook her head. “I’m sorry.  I’m too attached.  Besides, she has discipline problems that sometimes affects her efficiency.  I have to keep her constantly punished to get any work out of her.”
 
   I blinked.  Did Kari just call me… a slacker?
 
   I was about to turn and protest when Kari’s hand shot out and grabbed the left nipple clamp right through my shirt.  I let out a squeal and turned toward her, stumbling slightly.  
 
   “For example, she’s required to keep these clamps on until she asks someone to flick each clamp five times, but she’s too timid to wander around and find a good Samaritan,” Kari said.
 
   Elizabeth eyed me and then grinned. “I’d be happy to help her with that, but after our discussion.  I wouldn’t want to prematurely end her punishment.”
 
   Kari smiled. “Of course.  Why don’t you step into my office.  Breanne can make us coffee and  you can look at the preliminary drawings.”
 
   The two women turned away leaving me in the hall and a moment later they entered Kari’s office.  There was no way Kari would show a client her art room, but she had brought out all the pertinent presentation materials to her desk and was set up for some serious art discussion.  I moved past, aching and hurting and oddly enough, wanting another fuck, the vibroballs churning wildly inside me.  I passed the art room and turned to my right this time, opposite Kari’s creative center, and stepped into the kitchen/restroom area.
 
   The kitchen was stocked, complete with coffee, cappuccino and practically every type of upscale snack item you can imagine.  I’ve actually found caviar stocked in the cabinet.  I’ve never had caviar, so I don’t know what it tastes like, but I’m guessing the my unrefined pallet wouldn’t really understand how so many people like it.  So as the voices of Kari and Elizabeth were muffled slightly, I got to work.
 
   Technically I run my parent’s farm, but I am listed, as far as the government can tell, as an employee of Kari’s interior design business.  Kari, for reasons known only to her, but that are easily guessed, provides me with a meager salary of sexual torture, which isn’t very much, but has incredible perks and benefits.  One of those is full health coverage and no deductible.  It’s a gift actually, but a nice one.  So with that in mind, once she got all of these nice toys, and on the off chance I’d be at the office one day to help her out, I actually knew how to make coffee and cappuccino and lattes.  I’m not a Starbucks’ barista by no means and don’t expect fancy foam drawings, but I know how to mix the condensed syrups, add the milk or cream, and stick the steamer pipe into the cup.  My favorite is a tazo chair latte.  Yum.
 
   A few moments later I brought in a tea service that had black coffee, which Kari had evidently made earlier, along with a few fancy Pepperidge Farm cookies on a plate.  There was milk and cream and sugar too, and when I trundled into Kari’s office and set the tray on the desk, I asked Elizabeth if she wanted anything else.
 
   The answer was no and I was directed to wait quietly, but there in the office.  I disliked that since I got to stand and since I was now going on about an hour since the vibroballs were turned on to medium, I could tell that I would be cumming, whether I wanted to or not, relatively soon.  The last thing I wanted to do was interrupt Kari’s meeting.
 
   And yet, I got the feeling that was what she wanted.  She seemed to drag out choices.  With every passing minute I fidgeted, squirming uncomfortably as my nipples and clit throbbed in time with the contractions of my sex around the vibroballs.  My hips began thrusting, the movements subtle at first, but increasing with each pelvic thrust until I might as well have been fucking someone.  It wasn’t until my breathing had reached a point of labor that both women looked up from their brainstorming of art and décor and glanced over at me.
 
   “Is your secretary having a problem?”
 
   Kari sighed. “I think so.  She’s been instructed not to cum, but is clearly working herself into that state.”
 
   Elizabeth’s eyebrow went up yet again. “I see.  And if she hasn’t had the clamps removed prior to her orgasm?”
 
   Kari shrugged. “I think she’ll just have to receive ten flicks per clamp.”
 
   Elizabeth shook her head. “I think it would be better to have them flicked now, allow her to remove them, then force her to accept their application a second time. It will hurt more.”
 
   Kari agreed, nodding. “I suppose you are right. Do you still wish to handle the flicks?”
 
   I hate rich lesbian sadists.
 
   Ok. No I don’t. I know lots of them and they’re fucking awesome.
 
   A moment later and I was leaning backward against the wall, my feet a good four feet apart, with my mini skirt nothing but a two inch band rolled up around my waist.  The vibroballs were purring and the jumbo alligator clamp stuck out like a strange, phallic replacement.  My shirt was unbuttoned and both breasts were – well, I can’t say on display because they had already been like that.  Accessible?  Yeah.  That’s it.  Accessible.
 
   Elizabeth turned in her seat toward me and raised her hand.  It flashed down toward my thighs.  Her eyes seemed to flash with a sort of anticipatory eagerness and I could see the color in her cheeks, the haughty desire to make this peasant girl, this secretary, this submissive girl, hurt.
 
   Ever since I started writing, there is one descriptive word that I’ve tried very hard to avoid using.  Sometimes it’s hard to gauge sensation when all you have to go by is words.  For example, a spanking can be described a number of ways, from a light sting, to a blistering heat, to a scorching weld.  The idea of course is to give the reader a better understanding of what the narrator is experiencing, and thus provide a sort of scale.  So over the years I’ve whimpered. I’ve moaned. I’ve groaned.  I’ve simpered, yelped, whined, and yes… even cried out.  I’ve never screamed.
 
   See, when I see the word “scream” I don’t think sexual epiphany.  I think “this fucking hurts.”  And I’ve said it before, but I’m not the kind of girl who likes non-sexualized pain.  So when I say “scream,” that indicates a sensation that is akin to having a knitting needle shoved through my hand.  I expect blood and fire and a trip to the emergency room.  And to me, that isn’t sexy. It might be what some people WANT, but it isn’t on my to do list. I’m a pain slut, a masochist.  But there are limits to that masochism, to that psychosis.
 
   Elizabeth hit the jumbo alligator clamp so hard that I folded like a marionette puppet with it’s string cut.  I curled inward, my hands going to my groin so fast that you’d think there would be thunder from the sound barrier breaking.  Pain roared through me, all of it centered between my legs and for a moment I was absolutely positive that Kari would have to find red drapes so that the window treatment would match the blood spattered carpet.
 
   Kari was out of her seat and kneeling by my side even before the scream died in my throat to be replaced by sobbing.  Slowly she forced my knees apart and through my tears I could see her reaching down and unclipping the jumbo alligator clamp.  Fresh pain burst through me as the blood rushed back into the crushed, bitten, and now struck nub, but I didn’t see an jets of crimson so even in my mind-numbing shock, I knew I wasn’t cut.  
 
   The jumbo alligator clamp landed on the desk and Kari let me recover on the floor.  Eventually, when she was sure I wasn’t in any more immediate danger or agony, she rose, cast a frosty glance at Elizabeth and sat back down.
 
   “I think we should continue our discussion while Breanne recovers.”
 
   Elizabeth blinked. “She’s still wearing the clamps and has four more flicks on the one you removed,” she protested.
 
   Kari smiled. “I think that was more than a flick, and as she is my responsibility, I feel that she has met the required punishment for the time being.  Now, we were discussing the mood lighting for the bathroom?”
 
   I was only vaguely aware of the rest of the conversation and frankly, unless you are watch HGTv non-stop all day, you probably aren’t going to care too much about what they talked about.  I certainly didn’t.  All I know is that the floor felt better than any other place I could think off.  Of course, the alligator clamps on my breasts continued to throb painfully, and the vibroballs kept their unholy sexual stimulation going, but all in all, I was fine with just lying there.
 
   Kari walked Elizabeth to the door when she was finished and came back to me.  She ran her fingers through my hair.  “Bre, I’m so sorry.  I had no idea she would do that. I didn’t think she would be that disrespectful.  Isabel said she was a dominatrix and she was recommended to join the Society.  But now I’m not so sure that’s a good idea.” Kari explained.  She helped me to my feet.
 
   I was still shaky, but part of that was the fact that my breasts were still caught in the toothed maws of the smaller alligator clamps.  I saw Kari reach up to remove them, but instead of squeezing them open, she began flicking them lightly up and down with increasingly harder swats of her fingers.  I grimaced in pain and whimpered as the jolts of pain shot through me again, this time coming from the tip of each breast.  Then Kari pulled her hand away and nodded.
 
   “You can take them off now,” she said.
 
   I didn’t waste a second.  My hands shot up and squeezed the alligator clamps open and I almost fell over again as the fresh pain of relief blasted through me.  I set them down and Kari grabbed hold of me in a bear hug.
 
   “It is such a turn on to see you like this,” she whispered in my ear.  “It’s a bit before lunch.  Can I have you?” she begged.
 
   I don’t know why she asked.  The answer was an unequivocal “yes,” always and forever.  She didn’t need to ask. She could have ordered.  Kari could have pointed at me and said, “I don’t care if you’ve just been tortured, I want you and strip right now.  Here, put this alligator clamp back on your clit,” and I would have done it.  So when Kari pulled me out of her office and down the hall to her conference room, I followed willingly, my clothes askew and my body exposed, still hurting but wanting.
 
   Kari hiked up her skirt and slipped off her shoes.  Then she took the time to unroll her stockings and I watched, feeling something akin to hunger.  Kari is beautiful.  While I’m all curves and overblown lushness, she is thin, svelte and tall.  I’m short, at five foot four and a quarter.  Kari is closer to six feet.  She has blond hair that borders on platinum.  In its natural state, I’m mousy brown and the red I dye my locks is from a bottle.  She could walk the stage at a fashion show and be mistaken for either a model or a designer.  Me?  They’d call security and ask what the local prostitute was doing on the stage.
 
   Kari was wearing a pair of panties that I’m absolutely positive came from Victoria’s Secret and were all lace and elegance and they came off in her delicate fingers easily.  Then she sank into one of the plush conference chairs, spread her legs, and looked me in the eye.  I moved in easily, hungrily and my mouth found her sex and began devouring her.  I licked and sucked and Kari had her eyes closed.  I knew what she was thinking of.  She was thinking of my scream, my cries, the blood pounding back into my crushed nipples and clit.  She was imagining the pain of it, the exquisite torment, and yet she never really understands what I feel and how it makes me pop.
 
   “Use your finger!” she gasped, pulling me to my feet and I straddled her and the chair.  I bent down toward her, my hands working the soft petals between her thighs, rubbing and stroking not only her clit, but her labia.  Kari can’t stand any sort of direct stimulation and had she been the one having a light paint brush stroked against her clit, she’d have been screaming, crying, and begging for me to stop in about five minutes.  It would have been like lemon juice on paper cuts.  So I avoided over-sensitizing her. 
 
   Her hand came up and grasped my nipple, squeezing hard and twisting, dragging me downward.  I let out another cry, following the pull, feeling the pain of it surge through me.  I didn’t stop my caress.  She needed this. I knew it.  So I endured it and kept at her.  It didn’t take long either.  Less than a minute later she let out a cry, pushed me away, and curled up in a tight ball, drawing her knees up to her chin.  She shuddered violently, her head pushed forward.  I could see her pulse pounding in her throat and I leaned against the conference table, a smug look on my face.  You have to understand, our ratio of orgasms to each other is just a tad bit lopsided.  On a fair basis I’d say about four hundred to one.  I masturbate daily, usually multiple times, and a day I haven’t popped at least four times is a bit of a rarity.  Kari?  Kari’s lucky to get relief once a week.  We’re just wired differently.  When we used to live together in college she’d give me four or five orgasms a day to her one or two a week.
 
   “You okay?” I asked a moment later.  She nodded, still trying to collect herself.  I stepped closer and ran my fingers through her long blond locks. I love the scent of her hair.  She’s a flower girl. I’m fruit.  I’ve always used fruit scents in my soap.  She smells of vanilla and lilac, like a spring day.  Me? I smell like strawberry rhubarb and I swear, if you don’t want to sample me and eat me, I’m disappointed.
 
   Kari collected herself quickly after that and stood, smoothing down her skirt and quickly pulling her expensive panties and stockings back on.  She slid her delicate boned feet into the high heels and then left without a word and when I followed I caught her checking her makeup.  We exchanged a few glances and that was all I need to see the absolute adoration in her eyes. She loved me.  She loves me so much.  It almost made me want to cry.   Nothing needed to be said.  At least not about that.
 
   She stopped back in her office as I buttoned up my shirt and smoothed down my skirt.  She came back into the hall and handed me the alligator clamps.  I felt a twinge between my legs and it sure wasn’t the vibroballs, still humming inside me.  I took the metal toothed jaws and nodded.
 
   “Just in case,” she whispered.
 
   “Just in case,” I replied.
 
   Kari grinned. “Now, let’s go get lunch.”
 
    
 
   Part Three
 
   The very idea horrified me but when Kari says jump I’m usually up in the air before I have the presence of mind to ask how high and which way.  That sometimes bites me in the ass, or in the nipple as some of you might remember.  I’m scared of needles and would never have agreed to a piercing had I known one was coming.  Hell, I had my ears pierced at eight years old or so and it was a traumatic experience.  Imagine getting an unwanted nipple perforation.
 
   I scooped up my canvas bag and tucked away the alligator clamps.  There was one thing Kari was right about.  I would need them again, and probably soon.  With the vibroballs bustling around inside me, not to mention seeing Kari half naked and having her taste on my tongue, I was steadily and quickly marching up the mountain toward another freefall dive at the cliffs of orgasm.  As we worked our way to the parking lot, me in my flip flops and Kari in her heels, I once again pressed an arm across my gauze covered bosom and tried my hardest not to be noticeable.
 
   Kari drives a convertible and the top was up. As I climbed in my heart sank as she began retracting it.  Evidently I was to be on display since a hot blond in a convertible, with a nearly naked redhead in the passenger seat was like a great big walking sign that said “FREE BEER.”  It didn’t help that my skirt didn’t actually come down low enough in the sloping seats of her sportster and the dark crevasse of my sex was disturbingly obvious.  I kept my legs pressed together as we zipped off.
 
   Kari ran the air conditioner anyway and a cool stream kept my gauze from sticking to my skin, even as my hair was ripped backward in the wash.  Kari drove like a crazy woman, darting in and out of traffic as if she were invincible and I wasn’t immediately causing driver distraction in everyone around us.  
 
   By the time we pulled into the lot I was on the verge of cumming and was seconds away.  As Kari put the transmission into first and killed the engine, I gripped the edges of my seat and let out a series of grunts and moans that announced to my partner that I was experiencing another mind blowing orgasm.  Kari watched with a grin, then nodded toward my bag.
 
   “Clamps,” was all she said.  
 
   There really isn’t a good way to describe the sexual euphoria that follows orgasm. Either you’ve experienced it or you haven’t.  If you have, you know that after really good sex you sort of feel mellow and there can even be a cognitive slow down.  All sorts of pleasure receptors in your brain have fired and there is a reason some people call it an afterglow.  And when you have powerful orgasms like I do, afterglow is actually more like drug use.
 
   In fact, now that I think about it, sexual euphoria is very much like drug use.  It produces the same kind of effects in the brain, at least for a little while, and while one is produced naturally (while burning calories!) the other is imbibed, or injected, or smoked, and destroys brain cells.  Thank you, but I’ll stick with being a sex addict.  It seems safer.
 
   So with my brain half fried, I really didn’t move in any one direction and it was Kari who dug into my canvas bag and pulled out the three alligator clamps.  It wasn’t until she leaned over in the car and slipped open a few of my buttons that I blinked into awareness.  I really didn’t want the clamps back on, but I didn’t have a choice.  Kari’s fingertips lightly brushed my nipples, already sporting a unique, reddish, blotchiness.  I whimpered as she squeezed open the first clamp and set in on my right breast, just behind the piercing.  Pain shot through my nipple and I clenched my teeth, shaking.
 
   To her credit, she moved fast with the left side and a moment later I was sporting the steel chain that dangled from my bosom.  The pain slid downward a notch, moving from the sharp shard like sensation to a heated throbbing.  Then Kari patted my thigh.  My legs opened on their own, the response to her touch to ingrained in me over the years to stop.  The jumbo alligator clamp was in her hand and she deftly placed it on my clit from above.  Of course, she did it so that the clamp hung awkwardly, sticking out like a man’s erect penis, which actually hurts more, but I was sitting down.  What did I expect?
 
   She got out of the convertible and came around to my side while I tried to button my shirt with trembling fingers.  She opened my door and helped me get the shirt closed, then pulled me to my feet.  I hurt.  That’s the problem with orgasm when you are a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.  All of that emotional, sexual energy that literally protects you from really feeling pain is gone.  You have to get aroused again.  Of course, I’m a sick fuck too, which means that pain inflicted on sexual parts of me turns me on.  So while my clit and nipples burned horribly, there was still an underlying layer of sexual need that bubbled and churned.
 
   And then Kari turned the vibroballs up to high, her deft touch slipping along the remote control stuck in the waistband of my skirt.   The move was dramatic as the two ovoid objects in my sex now clattered together in movements that made me reach out and grab the car to steady myself.  Under normal circumstances, in a vanilla situation, I can only handle the highest level for about thirty or forty minutes before popping like shaken soda can.  Add in humiliation and sufficient torment to certain parts, and that forty minutes can drop to about fifteen.  Then if you consider other factors like multiple orgasms, being with Kari, constant sexual agitation, and you can imagine the timer clicking on THAT bomb.
 
   Kari grabbed my canvas bag which was probably a smart thing and then led me toward the restaurant.  I’m not allowed to name the place, but Kari has an understanding with the owners and management.  You are familiar with the place, at least a little, because the first time I ate there all I was wearing was a men’s button up tee shirt.  And my first lunch with Kylie and Mistress Savannah was there.  Since then the Society of the Golden Rose have used it as a regular meeting place and we had a private dining room away from the regular diners.  So while my exposure to the public was explicit as we walked up, the moment the greeter saw Kari, she smiled with one glance at me and gestured to our left, admitting us through a door marked “private.”
 
   The private dining area is regularly used for parties and large groups, but during the afternoon it’s usually empty except for other members of the Society of the Golden Rose.  As we walked in I immediately smiled.  We weren’t dining alone and that was good.  Two other mistresses and their submissives sat, already engaged at one of the larger tables.  
 
   The first woman I recognized was Mistress Isabel.  She was a tall, graceful Greek looking woman with lovely coffee colored skin, dark chocolate hair, and these almond shaped eyes that looked incredibly erotic.  She wore a black leather vest with a plunging neck line and no bra, not that she needed it.  The vest was tight enough to keep her well-formed chest in place, creating a tight, eye-catching cleavage.  Black leather pants that seemed to be painted on her bottom finished the outfit and she wore a pair of open toed pumps that made the scarlet of her toe nails that much brighter.  
 
   Next to her sat Madeline, the “maid” of the Society.  Madeline had originally not been one of the submissive girls, but had clearly longed for it and eventually found Isabel.  Kari had a hand in that pairing and evidently it had worked well.  Isabel was an aristocrat of sorts and Madeline was petite, beautiful, and very subservient in attitude and demeanor.  Normally I saw her in some perverted version of a little French maid’s outfit, breasts, bottom, and sex exposed, all while she served drinks or presented her bottom for a caning.  But today she wore a simple summer dress that clung to her ample curves like sea foam to the shore.  She smiled at me, her brown eyes gazing in open wonder at my gauze shirt and the alligator clamps that dangled from my nipples.
 
   Opposite Isabel and Madeline sat Mistress Sara and Alissa.  I met Sara years ago through Kari on what could on be considered a blind sex date.  Sara was a tort attorney in her middle forties and like me, was a dyed red-head.  However Sara has a very different body type than I do.  I’m lean and while I sport a decent sized C cup and good hips, my curves are more like hills than mountains.  No one has ever named a national park after my breasts.  Sara on the other hand, has great tetons. Think Christina Hendrix from Mad Men and you’ve got a close approximation.  She was dressed in a women’s business suit of dark forest green and it looked amazing.  A necklace of pearls encircled her neck, matching the small ones that dangled from her ears.
 
   Next to her sat Alissa, another friend from the Society.  Alissa was the youngest of us, barely old enough to drink, and had been in the lifestyle, albeit with questionable consensuality, for years.  Kari and I had technically rescued her from an abusive dominatrix who thought that half starving the girl and whipping her with a metal barbed flogger constituted acceptable punishment.  Her skin was starred with hundreds of tiny white scars, but with time, most of them were fading and Alissa had gained enough weight to look healthy.  She clearly was devoted to Sara and the two of them got along great.   The only issue I had noticed over the last two years was that Alissa was bi-sexual and Sara was a dedicated lesbian.  But it hadn’t come between them at least.
 
   Alissa was wearing less than me and I liked that.  Her breasts were both exposed and also clamped, though the hardware she sported was much gentler than mine.  Simple screw clamps had been attached to her nipples and the chain that dangled between them seemed a bit heavier than mine.  She grinned at me as I looked at her chest.  Down a little lower was a skirt that seemed to be the twin sister of mine, but from the way her hips were moving in the seat, I was absolutely positive that I wasn’t the only one with something stuffed up inside me buzzing.
 
   Many of the dommes of the Society of the Golden Rose had adopted some of my Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut rules. Number one was the most popular: keeping a sex toy in at all times so the girl is always ready.  But we discovered right off the bat that some girls couldn’t handle the constant stimulation.  For example, one girl, Wendy Dean, who belongs to Mistress Jillian, can’t handle vibroballs on any setting for longer than ten minutes and she is literally unable to function during that ten minutes.  She just stands or sits there moaning and whimpering and jerking like a landed fish and then she cums.  If you leave the balls in her, she’ll cum two or three more times before become over-sensitized and having to take them out.  Personally, I think it’s psychological and I suggested to Kari that we borrow Wendy, tie her spread-eagled in Kari’s personal dungeon, and just leave the vibroballs in her for six or seven hours.  You know?  Flooding?  If you’re scared of spiders, the psychologists suggest you go and spend time with them?
 
   Of course, that’s what you people have been doing to me with anal sex, constantly suggesting things and people going up my ass and I STILL don’t really l like it.  So maybe flooding doesn’t work.
 
   Kari and I sat down and in seconds a beautiful girl who was older than Alissa and younger than me, with long blond hair wrapped up in a sort of half bun at the nape of her neck, hurried up.  I didn’t even have to look at the menu, ordering the seared sea scallops while Kari opted for the Colorado lamb shank.  I hate Kari sometimes.  She has one of those metabolisms that enable her to eat anything she goddamn wants and still stay super thin.  In college I puffed out like a ding dong eating elephant and it was only once I was working the farm again that I managed to lose all the weight I had put on during school.  I’m at one seventeen now, but I got up into the one forties for a little while there.  Kari?  She’s been at one twenty two for twelve years.  
 
   As the waitress scurried off with one of those looks in her eyes, Kari greeted Sara and Isabel, while acknowledging Alissa and Madeline.  As I sipped my ice tea the conversation turned toward my attire and the alligator clamps.
 
   “Please tell them about your assignment today, Bre.”  Kari’s voice was soft and pleasant.
 
   So I did. I told them I wasn’t allowed to cum, and about how I was stuffed with vibroballs.  Isabel wanted to know what setting the toy was on and I told her it was at high.  Then they wanted to know the consequences for cumming.  With that explained, Isabel immediately offered to flick my clamps if I wanted to remove them.
 
   Fuck yeah.  Removing the clamps might mean that instead of cumming ten minutes into lunch, I might make it to the end.
 
   I glanced at Kari and she nodded.  So I rose from my chair, walked around the table to Isabel’s side, and lifted the hem of my skirt as I spread my legs.  I hoped she’d start with my breasts and she did, reaching up and using just the movement range of her fingers to slap the alligator clamp on my right nipple.  The charm padlock that dangled from my piercing danced and I glanced over at Alissa.  She had a similar piercing and also wore a padlock, and I knew that if someone were to pull down Madeline’s dress, her right nipple would also have a gold hoop shoved through it, along with the same, rose embossed charm lock.  It was the Society’s hidden “collar”.  Some of the girls had real jobs and couldn’t wear an overt sign of their subservience.  The piercing and the padlock served that purpose.  Of course some of the girls and gotten the other nipple pierced too, so they had a matching set.  But the padlock was the key.  If you saw that, you knew they belonged to the Society.  
 
   Pain radiated through my chest and I winced, my breath coming in a ragged gasp as Isabel hurt me.  Each flick of her hand sent what felt like shards of glass through my nipple and when she finished the right side she went straight to my left.  I had to wrap my arms under my breasts, clenching my fingers into fists as I suffered through the pain.  My sex clenched tightly around the vibroballs and suddenly I realized that I was a lot closer to cumming than I had thought.  Isabel finished at my left nipple and moved down between my legs.
 
   It wasn’t a conscious thought – trying to hide the orgasm, but I admit that I was scared about what Isabel might do to my clit.  But the first flick against the jumbo alligator clamp dangling from my tiny nodule of pleasure was just enough to kick my ass the rest of the way up the mountain to stand staring perilously over the edge of the cliffs of orgasm.  I shook, hoping they thought it was from the pain and then Isabel flicked my clamp a second time.  Again a jolt of pain shot through me and this time I jumped, metaphorically, into the abyss, exploding with a wet groan.  Isabel zapped me again. It was almost like getting hit with a violet wand set to maximum, and since I was in the throes of orgasmic release it felt amazing.  No more pain, no more agony. Just unadulterated pleasure. I let out a moan, thrusting my hips forward.
 
   Isabel is no dummy and she knew what was happening.  Three more quick flicks followed and she was done even before I was.  Then she reached up and unbuttoned my shirt, quickly removing the clamps, sending fresh surges of pain through my body as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts.  Her hand slipped between my legs and found my swollen clitoris.  The pain of the jumbo alligator clamp being removed from my loins was like being kicked in the crotch.  I almost fell but Isabel caught me, pulling me against her body as she began kissing my side, moving her mouth up to the underside of my breast.  Her tongue touched my flesh and then she suckled my nipple into her mouth.
 
   It felt… um… both good and awful.  I was tender from the clamp and the suction hurt, but it was a gentle hurt and since no one bothered to turn off the vibroballs, or even turn them down, I was still on the train as far as sexual need went.  For the first time though I could feel that sensitivity that inhibits Kari and Wendy.  But unlike them, it just turns me on more, like eating a sour lemon drop.  You love that rush and the sourness… it just makes you want to pucker, but you long for it.
 
   Are there any psychologists or psychiatrists out there that would like to do a paper on me?  You know… something akin to the idea that some people’s brains are wired weird?  I’d volunteer to be a subject – as long as there is plenty of electroshock therapy and non-stop sex and sexual torture.  That and orgasms, lots of orgasms, yours and mine.  And remember, I actually LIKE sucking cock.  So please submit your research proposal to me at breanne@michaelalexanderstories.com.
 
   Oh, I’m so going to be in trouble for that one.
 
   Anyway, my lunch arrived a moment later and Isabel let me go to stumble back around the table and find my seat.  Kari glanced at me as if to say something, but then looked away, a forgiving look in her eye.  I knew what she was objecting too but I dug into my scallops with a fever.  I had cum again.  And despite the fact that the clamps had been removed afterward, technically I was supposed to put them right back on.  I had cum and that was the punishment.
 
   Sort of.  Because the punishment also included turning up the vibroballs.  But they were already at their highest setting.  So Master Dre, the man who dreamed up the assignment, had provided me with an alternative should I be unable to control myself during the day.  That alternative was in my canvas bag, waiting for me.
 
   But evidently Kari knew that cold scallops are not good so she let me eat and I savored the freedom, the bliss of only enduring the nerve scraping thrum of the vibroballs.  Had it been against my clit, and not inside me, I’d never be able to stand it.  At least free.  If I were restrained, sure.  But loose?  No way.  Not after the morning I’d had.  I almost scarfed down my food, as Kari ate her lamb, but deliberately slowed myself.  I needed to take all the time Kari was willing to give me.  So I ate slowly.  We all talked too. Alissa told us about an amazing torture session she had endured with Sara, describing the wet leather thong Sara had wrapped around Alissa’s breasts before hot waxing them.  She also admitted to having a vibrator stuffed up inside her when Kari asked.  Madeline was taking cooking classes, but she admitted that she found it difficult to even wear a set of ben wa balls since they were such a distraction.  Isabel told us about purchasing some fifty three different sets of clothes from an Italian designer for her boutique and told Kari to come by for a fitting.  There was even some talk of Elizabeth, the woman who had sent me to the ground that morning after hitting the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit.  Kari had politely informed Isabel that they could discuss Elizabeth in private.
 
   No one asked what I was up to.  Some of that is the fact you should never ask a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut “what’s up?” unless you actually want to know.  The answer is usually something along the lines of “a dildo” or “a vibrator.”  And then there’s the fact that out of all the submissive girls of the Society, I’m the only one who is a farm girl.  I’m the only submissive that sports tan lines mid bicep.  My skin is spotted with freckles from sun damage.  My hair lightens from excessive sunshine.  So there is already that schism between us.  Alissa is a college student.  Wendy works for a department store in the makeup section.  Madeline is actually a maid and now burgeoning cook specializing in French cuisine.  Georgia Tai is a yoga instructor.  Brooke is a model.  Tiffany is a receptionist and legal administrator.  The list goes on.  Next to my name?  Farmer.  It’s pathetic.
 
   I admit I might have dawdled with my lunch, but eventually I was scraping the last of the sauce into my mouth and Kari looked over at me with expectation.  I swallowed hard, tasting my meal with just a hint of trepidation.  I nodded faintly.
 
   “I’ve allowed Breanne the courtesy of eating her lunch unmolested, but now she must pay the price for cumming.  Since we can’t turn up the vibroballs any higher, she has been instructed to complete five NHPS pushups in addition to another application of her alligator clamps,” Kari announced.
 
   Sara’s eyes sparkled. “I’ve always wanted to see your NHPS Pushups!” she exclaimed.  Sara is a reader.  In fact, all the SGR women read my books, event he submissive ones.
 
   Isabel nodded too and I could see the looks of interest in both Madeline and Alissa’s eyes.  I reached down by Kari’s chair and grabbed my canvas bag.  Inside was a rolled up piece of black rubber, almost a quarter of an inch thick.  One side of the one by two foot wide strip was covered with silver colored, metal circles, each one the head of a sharp, pointed nail.  Each nail was exactly a quarter inch long, so that less than a millimeter of tip stuck out from the rubber.  If you put your hand on the tack mat and pressed, you’d leave hundreds of little red indentations in your flesh.  But no cuts.  No penetration.  No punctures.  
 
   I stood up and took off my shirt.  Our waiter watched from nearby and had been joined by two other men from the wait staff, all who watched me with fascinated expressions.  Swallowing, I put the tack mat on the ground, point side up, and then knelt down beside it.  The vibroballs were sending all sorts of interesting sensations up my spine and my breasts tingled in expectation.  I licked my lips and tried to calm myself as I got into position.  With both hands on the floor and my body suspended above the mat, my breasts dangled deliciously downward, centered over the tacks.  I lowered myself down in a classic pushup, but where a NHPS pushup differs, is that the girl doing it doesn’t stop.  She lowers herself all the way down, putting as much of her body weight on her breasts, mashing them into the mat.  I lifted my hands up from the ground and groaned as I tucked them into the small of my back for a three count.  Then I hurriedly lifted up.  
 
   My breasts stung, but not badly.  They looked worse than the felt.  Already there were hundreds of tiny red dots spotting my bosom, including the nipples.  But while it looked bad, lying on the tack mat was like sleeping on a bed of nails.  One nail, with all your weight on the single point, would go right through you.  Spread your weight across a thousand of them?  Negligible.  Same thing with the tacks.  Of course, I’d be leery of taking a lemon juice shower after doing a NHPS Pushup.  That’s for sure.
 
   I did four more of them just for good measure and when I came back up my breasts were bright pink.  The dots had sort of faded into a sort of tenderized and very raw beef look and as I turned toward Kari, Isabel grinned.
 
   “Well, now that I’ve seen a NHPS pushup, I want to see if it’s just Breanne who responds well to that sort of punishment, or if any of the submissives can handle it.”  She turned toward Madeline and reached out, tugging the cute brunette’s summer dress down.  “I think five for you would be appropriate.”  Madeline’s breasts were small in comparison to mine, but still decently sized.  She wouldn’t be featured on a “Girls with C cups” video, but she still had a handful.  The only girl I know with no breasts is pretty much Julie, who for some reason only as these cute prepubescent bumps.  
 
   Madeline didn’t object at all to Isabel’s orders and merely nodded with a stoic look.  She rose and stepped around the table, moving over to my tack mat.  She knelt, then dropped forward into a pushup pose.  I watched with a sort of surreal expectation. I’ve never seen someone else do a NHPS Pushup.  
 
   Madeline gasped when all of her weight went down on her breasts, and all I could think of was that both of us were lucky not to have do the extreme version, where you put your feet on a chair, which REALLY puts the majority of your weight down on your breasts.  She came back up and her beautiful bosom was marked from one end to the other with tiny red pinpricks.  None of them bled, but you could tell the tacks had dug in nicely.  She whimpered noisily as she went down for another round and I really wanted to watch, especially her face, but Kari decided I needed to have the alligator clamps reattached to my delicate parts at that particular moment and distracted me by just clipping the first one to my left nipple.
 
   That same familiar pain shot through me and you’d have thought I’d be used to it by then.  But on the contrary, I was still just as sensitive to having toothed, steel clamps attached to my nipples.  I whimpered, ignoring the stare of the blond waitress who stood against the far wall watching me.  I cupped my hands under my breasts as Kari finished adding the necessary hardware to her submissive slave girl.
 
   “Now for your clit,” Kari said softly.  I spread my legs and heard Madeline doing another drop, her moans loud in the empty dining area.  I would have empathized with her, but the reality is that the alligator clamps were doing their own little dance through my nervous system and besides, I’d already done my five pushups.  Madeline’s breasts were just right for NHPS pushups.  I know because I’ve had them in my mouth a number of times.
 
   She tastes like French Vanilla in case you’re wondering.
 
   My little mental soiree was interrupted by the pointed agony of the alligator jumbo clamp latching on tightly to my clitoral hood.  Like the nipple clamps, the pressure of the jumbo alligator clamp had been lightened enough that I didn’t have to worry about being cut, but there was still enough that had I jumped up and down a few times, the clamp wouldn’t have come off.  My hips jerked a few times, an autonomous response as my buttocks clenched and my pussy tightened around the vibroballs.
 
   It was right at this moment that the blond waitress came up.  Her eyes were bright and her face was flushed. If I’m any judge, she was hornier than I was.  She stepped right up to Mistress Isabel and licked her lips nervously, obviously hesitant to interrupt.
 
   “If you wish to submit, you’ll remove your clothing immediately and kneel,” Isabel said with a direct stare.  “If you wish to domme, you’ll need to ask Mistress Kari if you can flick the clamps on her slut's tits."
 
   Everyone’s eyes turned toward the blond girl.  Well, except for Madeline, who was at that moment resting most of her body weight on the tack mat, mashing her breasts into the tiny pins.  The idea of that scrumptious looking blond was more than enough to get my mind off the immediate pain coming from my breasts and my clit and all I wondered was what she would look like naked.
 
   The blonde’s eyes widened and she glanced over at me.  For a second I thought the white apron would come off, followed by the white blouse and black skirt, but then she pulled a leather folder from a pocket and handed it to Isabel.
 
   “Your check, ma’am,” the girl said, her voice tight, again glancing at me and the slightly wiggling clamps that dangled from the points of my breasts.  Isabel took the folder with an arched eyebrow and then the waitress retreated.
 
   Kari laughed and Isabel frowned.  She glanced down at Madeline. “That’s enough, Madeline.  Stand up.”
 
   Madeline did and all of us looked at the damage.  Her breasts were tinged red and there were some darker points evenly spaced out all over her bosom.  She wasn’t bleeding or anything, but you could tell that she had really gotten some pressure down on those tacks.  Isabel reached up and began kneading Madeline’s breasts.  The little French maid winced, but then Isabel pulled the loose summer dress back up over Madeline’s chest.  
 
   “You can sit down now,” Isabel told her.
 
   Kari nodded at me.  “You can put away the mat now, Bre.  Unless you think you’ll need it again before we leave.”
 
   I took stock of my situation. I was tired, on edge, over-sensitive, and my clit and nipples throbbed from each point being caught in the jaws of metal toothed mechanical monsters.  But after the last orgasm I knew I had at least twenty or thirty minutes before I’d even be feeling anything besides the hurt.  I shook my head and gingerly bent over to pick up the pad.  The alligator clips on my nipples wiggled insanely, even from that small movement and I bit my lip.
 
   The tack mat went back into my canvas bag and I again sat down.  The conversation around the table had died and after all the checks were given and paid, it was Sara who stood up first.
 
   “Well, we have to go.  Alissa and I will see ya’ll next week,” Mistress Sara said.  Alissa smiled at me warmly.  
 
   Isabel stood too and Madeline hopped to her feet.  The well filled front of her dress bounced playfully and I wondered if she would retain the pinprick marks for as long as I would.  My breasts, still exposed thanks to the see through shirt, still sported a sort of reddish polka dot motif.  Kari waved at both of the other mistresses as they left, leaving me and Kari alone while she finished her tea.
 
   “You doing all right?” Kari asked me.
 
   I looked down at the table. “I was hoping you’d offer me to Mistress Sara.  These clamps hurt.”
 
   Kari laughed.  “You wanted Sara to flick them for you so you could take them off?”
 
   I nodded. 
 
   She shook her head.  “Poor Breanne.  Guess you’ll just have to suffer.”  She drained her glass and stood.  I pulled myself wearily to my feet and followed her as she headed to the door.  I almost ran into her as she stopped suddenly, still within the privacy of the special dining room.  I tilted slightly to the side to see what the problem was and saw the blond locks of the waitress.
 
   “I’ll do it,” the girl said, looking past Kari at me.  I felt a sudden thump in my heart and Kari stepped aside slightly.
 
   The door beyond the girl was closed and the look on Kari’s face was interested amusement.  The waitress moved closer, violating my personal space and lifted her hand gently.  Her fingers came up to my see through shirt and began softly unbuttoning the front, the gauze like material opening before her.  She undid the whole front and peeled my shirt away from my breasts as if she were opening the bedroom curtains for the morning sunrise.  Her tongue came out and licked her lips, her attention focused on my breasts.
 
   “Flick each clamp five times.  And do it with enough force to make it hurt,” Kari said sternly, but passionately.
 
   The blond girl nodded and I could see her swallow, the graceful lines of her throat working.  She reached up and placed her fingers on each clamp and then put just enough pressure on each metal jaw to send fresh sparks of discomfort through my breasts.  Then, ever so lightly, she began twisting the alligator clamps outward.
 
   I cried out, my face scrunching up as shards of agony flashed from the tips of my breasts, up my spine, to my brain, and then back down to my sex.  I convulsed around the vibroballs and was shocked, literally shocked, to find myself ripening again.  I wasn’t anywhere near orgasm, but I FELT sexually aroused and I wasn’t expecting that.  Not yet.  
 
   “Flick them,” Kari hissed.
 
   And she did.  The blond waitress in her crisp white shirt and black pants and white apron let go of the alligator clamps, letting my nipples snap back to their proper orientation, and then slapped her hands downward, flicking both clamps at the same time and eliciting a cry of anguish that again made me involuntarily bring my arms up to cover my chest.  Sometimes I think “involuntarily” is my middle name.  Kari snagged one wrist as it began to cover my breast, leaving the clamp and nipple available to the waitress, but the other side was mashed and concealed behind my arm.  Kari moved behind me and pulled my elbows back, tightening her grip around me and bending my spine so that my breasts were even more pushed out.
 
   “Again,” Kari said.
 
   The flick that came burned through me and with my arms locked behind my back and in Kari’s embrace, all I could do was thrust my hips forward.  My teeth were clenched and then a third flick, again on both nipples at the same time, burned through me like fire in tinder.  There was a light in the girl’s eyes, a sort of spark that I’ve recognized before.  Absolute desire.  Her hands came up and flicked the alligator clamps again.
 
   And then for a fifth time.
 
   I was actually crying by this time, and while not terribly vocal, there were tears running down my cheeks.  The waitress reached up for my clamps again and I twisted away, again instinctively, not realizing she intended to remove them.  Kari still held me tight though and the waitress was able to get hold of the steel maws chewing on the tips of my breasts and pinch them open.  A very different sort of pain flashed through my bosom and I almost folded, my knees buckling.  
 
   But my nipples were free!  The girl suddenly bent forward, her mouth opening, the ruby colored lips wide and her tongue reached out, dancing across the crushed nub of my left breast.  I groaned at the soft, wet sensation of her mouth and then she began suckling me, tasting me as if I were one of the dishes she had served to us earlier.  It was intoxicating, so wildly sexual and marvelous that I didn’t even realize her right hand was sliding down my side, over my hip, pulling up the front of my black skirt.  Her left arm went around my waist, holding me tight against her, and with her mouth still sucking hard on my tit, her right hand smacked the jumbo alligator clamp that hung from my clitoris.
 
   Pain, pleasure, and now more pain seared its way through the fried neural paths of my brain.  I shivered, crying out loudly now, my body shaking with both need and hurt.  I was standing on the tips of my toes, the arches of my feet taut and exposed, my spine bent with my breast in the waitress’ mouth while Kari held me tightly, keeping my arms locked behind my back.  I whimpered like an animal as the girl sucked me and flicked the clamps.  
 
   I totally lost count and the only reason I knew that we were done was the flooding of blood back into my released clit.  Again I shook, my knees wobbling and her mouth came off my breast and she sank to her knees.
 
   “Gently now,” Kari said softly.
 
   I felt the soft lapping of the blond girl’s tongue against my petals, up to my clit, and practically died and went to heaven.  My hips moved forward and I spread my legs wider.  Pleasure of almost unspeakable intensity enveloped me and I couldn’t help grinding myself against her face, the sensation of her mouth combining with the vibroballs to send me through the roof.  I could literally feel my sex tighten, the combining of sensation making me glad that Kari held on to me with an iron grip.
 
   In hindsight I have no idea how the two of them managed it.  You’d think after suffering horrible punishment for orgasm, and having just cum not fifteen minutes before, that I’d be immune against such actions.  But there was something about that cute blond waitress with her slightly upturned nose and freckles, with her face down between my legs, gently sucking on my swollen clit, which made me turn to jelly.  My hips twisted, grinding against her face and a moment later I was whimpering and bucking.
 
   “Seriously?” Kari whispered in my ear.  “The moment you cum I’m just going to put those damn clamps back on you, right after you do ten Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Pushups!” Her grip on my right arm loosened and her hand came around to my front.  She still held me tightly, but her fingers found my nipple and began tweaking it.
 
   Could I really do that?  Put myself right back where I was just minutes ago?  Was it worth it?  The blond waitress’ tongue continued to dart at my clit and I realized that yes, yes I could.
 
   And I came.
 
    
 
   Part Four
 
   When Kari and I left the restaurant I was once again hurting.  My shirt had been buttoned back up and as I followed my mistress across the parking lot I took tiny steps and tried not to make the trio of alligator clamps wiggle too much.  Every little movement sent shards of discomfort through me, though I expect it isn’t much of a surprise to you.  It certainly wasn’t to me, though I was shocked that Michelle, the blond waitress, had been as enthusiastic about putting the clamps back on me as she had been about taking them off.  She had stayed there, watching me finish the NHPS pushups, ten of them this time instead of the previous five, and had drawn things out by running her fingers over the tiny red indentations that covered my bosom.  There had also been some unnecessary twisting when she put the clamps back on and the throbbing discomfort I was now feeling was as much Michelle’s fault as mine.  
 
   Kari had spent quite a bit of time talking to our little waitress, just out of ear shot, and from the eager smile on Michelle’s face, I had little doubt we’d be seeing her again sometime.  But none of that made much of a difference to me as I pressed my arms against my see through blouse and stumbled along to Kari’s convertible.  Everything in my brain was telling me to find someone, anyone, to flick the alligator clamps and get them removed.  Sex was the furthest thing from my mind and despite the continuous buzzing of the vibroballs in my depths, there wasn’t a trace of sexual arousal permeating my body.  At least, not at that point.
 
   My best friend, lover, and sexual torturer climbed behind the wheel and we drove off, but to my surprise, Kari didn’t take the normal route back to her office.  As I sat there fully exposed, my skirt far enough up so that I could see the alligator clamp on my clit, with my arms pressed to my breasts, I bit my lip, fidgeting as she took unexpected turns.  The convertible streaked southward, my hair whipping back from my scalp in the blast of both wind and somewhat meaningless air conditioning, and then Kari pulled into the parking lot of what looked like an industrial warehouse.
 
   “What are we doing here?” I asked, my voice a mixture of concern, pain, and the beginning tension of sexual need.  You try sitting there with vibroballs buried inside you, exposed to the elements and half a million eyes, with your nipples and clit pinched tightly, and try not to get aroused.  A thirty minute ride was more than enough to prime the pump.  Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t anywhere close to cumming, but had the back of my skirt displayed the classic “juicy” motif, I wouldn’t have been sued for false advertising.  
 
   Kari glanced over at me, a big smile on her face.  “Private supplier. We’re shopping.”
 
   I glanced up at the warehouse. “Here?” I said.  This was a private supplier? Of what?  This clearly wasn’t a showroom.  It looked like a place someone would store junk.
 
   My best friend climbed out of the car, but rummaged around behind the seat and produced a clipboard and a pen.  As I got out of the convertible, smoothing my skirt down to hide the alligator clamp attached to my clit, she came around and handed me her find.
 
   “You can act as my assistant. Just make note of the lot numbers.”
 
   “Lot numbers?”
 
   Kari ignored my question and then proceeded up the concrete steps to the single entry glass door.  She opened it and an electronic chime sounded.  I took the golden opportunity of having the clipboard and pressed it lightly to my chest.  Hey, if she wanted to give me something to block the view, fine by me.
 
   The lobby was small and Kari stood there waiting for about three seconds before a man dressed in a suit at least as fine as hers walked in. His eyes brightened as he saw her, but then he caught sight of me and his eyebrows went up.  I guess even with the clipboard and arms drawn across my chest, my shirt and obvious lack of a bra or underclothing was interesting enough all on its own.  He recovered smoothly, though his eyes now bounced from Kari to me in a sort of flickering back and forth movement.
 
   “Ah… Ms. Anders.  It’s good to see you again.”  He reached out a hand and Kari took it. They shook lightly.
 
   “Of course,” Kari replied.  She took a step to the side and motioned at me. “I’d like to introduce my assistant.  This is Breanne.  She’ll be accompanying me and taking notes.”
 
   The man gave me a beaming smile, evidently pleased to know me.  He reached out a hand and gave me his name.
 
   “I’m Gary,” he said.  “I’ve heard of you.  You modeled at one of Kari’s shows.”
 
   I blinked at the revelation as I looked down at his hand.  I shelved the fact that he seemed to know me and focused on his outstretched palm.  There was just no way around it, and I could tell that the offer to shake was more than just a pleasant greeting. He wanted to see what I was covering up.  I swallowed, but Kari’s little glare was more than enough to motivate me.  Finally I moved the pen from my right hand to my left and then lowered my arm, hoping the clipboard would do its job.  But even as my hand came out to grasp his I knew I had failed.  The sharp intake of breath, the widening eyes, even the flare of his nostrils made it clear that not only had he seen at least one breast, but knew what was dangling from it.
 
   “I guess employee discipline isn’t what it used to be,” he said, suddenly grinning.
 
   I flushed crimson.  I could FEEL the heat on my face as Kari laughed.
 
   “She does have her issues.  She’ll wear those three clamps until she finds someone willing to remove them.”
 
   Yeah, like THAT comment wasn’t a setup.  Even I, as monumentally stupid as I can sometimes be, heard THAT line.  Hell, I could have predicted the next question from Gary’s mouth.  But I didn’t need to.  He said it out loud.
 
   “Three?”
 
   Kari smiled. “She has another one on her clit, to remind her not to cum.”
 
   Where the fuck does Kari find these people?  I mean seriously!  Why is it that she seems to know an entire list of perverted individuals who seemingly have no problem with the fact that her “personal assistant” is being sexually abused right in front of them?  Why am I not having to explain that it’s consensual, or begging them not to call the police?  Seriously, does no one ask these questions?  I realize that Kari is connected, and in strange ways, but come on!  The owner of the restaurant has a private dining area in the back just for Kari and the other mistresses to abuse their slave girls during lunch?  I know money is a big factor, but come on.  I’d never even met this Gary guy before and he seemed honestly surprised by my appearance and he STILL seemed fine with the fact that I was standing in front of him, half dressed, wearing flip flops for God’s sake, with my breasts clearly clamped, only to be told that my clit was in the same condition.
 
   Gary had a quick mind.  “I’ll bet that’s a sight to see!” he said brightly, glancing at Kari, then back at me.
 
   If it was possible for my face to turn redder, I’m pretty sure I’d be mistaken for a lobster, laid out on a table, and had my tail eaten.  Which might actually be fun.  Sorta.  Kari looked at me and nodded and I knew what she wanted.  I sighed, but kept that quiet since I didn’t want to merit punishment just for being contrary.  So instead I put the clipboard on a chair behind me, giving Gary the full view, and then used my hand to pull up the hem of my skirt. I didn’t mince things either.  I didn’t just give him a glimpse. I rolled the skirt up to my waist.  In for a penny, in for a pound, right?
 
   Gary loved it and he almost reached out to touch the clamp.  His fingers were twitching.  But then he stopped himself and looked up at my face.  “Delightful.  But don’t they hurt?”
 
   I nodded, keeping my mouth shut.  Kari came to my rescue.  “She has to keep them on until she finds someone willing to flick them a bit.  Five flicks to each clamp to be precise.”
 
   With a look of surprise, he grinned.  “Well I’d be happy to volunteer!” he said.  Oh… of course you would like to volunteer…
 
   Kari put a hand on Gary’s shoulder. “That’s very generous of you, but we do have my tour. Perhaps when we are finished you can give Breanne some relief, and she can thank you for it.”
 
   Gary blinked and then grinned even wider.  “Of course.  That makes perfect sense.”
 
   I started to roll down my skirt, but Kari’s eyes hardened. “Did I tell you to cover up?” she demanded.
 
   I swallowed, a thrilling tinge of sexualized fear running through me. “No, Kari.” I moved the hem of the skirt back up to my waist.
 
   “That’s earned you another punishment.  Now, get the clipboard and follow.”
 
   She turned and took Gary by the arm and the two of them stepped from the lobby through the door on the far side.  I made a face because neither of them were looking, grabbed the pen and clipboard, and followed.  The lobby opened directly onto a massive air conditioned warehouse chock full of furniture.  A small office stood to the right, well lit with florescent lights, while the main floor relied on huge sun roofs in the ceiling.  I got the feeling we were walking through an antique mall – a poorly maintained one.
 
   Dust covered everything and Gary led Kari down an aisle and turned right.  I followed along, my flip flops clacking as the foam hit the soles of my feet.  Gary kept glancing back at me, just a little disappointed that I had once again covered my breasts with my arms and the clipboard.  He’d just have to look at the little bright metal clip swinging from the darkness between my legs.  Aww…
 
   Evidently Kari saw something she liked because she stopped suddenly and began examining what looked like a dining room set that had been made in the late eighteen hundreds.  It looked like fancy junk to me, and would need to be refinished, but Kari liked it.  She looked pointedly at me, called out a number, and then spouted off some fancy antique jargon that I can’t remember.  I know she said “dining set,” and “sideboard,” but she also seemed to know what style it was and then she hauled out her iPhone, and to my shock, took pictures of it.  
 
   I was scrabbling down her words and Gary was taking the opportunity to ogle me.  He quite obviously positioned himself to keep me in view.  Kari circled around the set a few times, then even bent over and looked underneath. I have no idea what she was doing, but she seemed happy.  Then she went back to Gary and they continued their tour.  
 
   We must have duplicated that first little inspection a dozen times, four or five with other dining room sets.  But Kari also examined bureaus, sitting chairs, and some sort of wooden desk that looked like it sat in Andrew Jackson’s study.  Everything was ancient, some of it falling apart, but Kari seemed to know what was good and what was bad.  Evidently she’s been watching that Antique show on television or something, because she seemed knowledgeable on what she was looking at, even without Gary’s commentary. I spent the time getting ogled and shifting from side to side as both my body and my brain dealt with the unending earthshake emanating from the vibroballs and Gary’s hungry looks.  At one point, while Kari was opening every drawer of some sort of engorged jewelry box the size of a refrigerator, Gary circled behind me and then leaned down to my ear.
 
   “Why is there a wire going down to your ass?” he asked softly, so Kari wouldn’t hear.
 
   I blushed again.  “It goes to the vibroballs,” I explained.
 
   “Vibroballs?” 
 
   “Two plastic, egg shaped vibrators I’ve got inside me,” I explained, glancing over at Kari.  She hadn’t heard either of us.  Gary continued to whisper.
 
   “Are they on?”
 
   I nodded. “Yes sir.  On high.”
 
   He leaned back in surprise. “Isn’t it difficult?  I’d imagine that you’d be having orgasms all over the place.”
 
   The words popped out of my mouth before I even thought. “I’m not allowed to cum sir, but yes.  It’s very hard.”
 
   His eyes narrowed quizzically. “You aren’t allowed to cum?”
 
   I shook my head.
 
   “But your vibroballs are on high?”
 
   I nodded, my throat tight.  It felt like my nipples were throbbing even more than they had been before.  Was my pulse rate going up?  I could see the gears whirling in Gary’s head and he finally got there.
 
   “So what happens when you do eventually have an orgasm?”
 
   I couldn’t help it. I put the hand holding the clipboard under one breast and the one holding the pen under the other.  Then I jiggled them up and down.  It hurt for just a second too.  Gary figured it out.
 
   “What if you haven’t had the clamps removed?”
 
   I blinked.  I didn’t know the answer to that question.
 
   Gary could see that in my eyes and chuckled. “Guess that would be up to your Ms. Kari?”
 
   I nodded in relief.
 
   He took a deep breath and shook his head.  Then he stepped away from me.  “Ms. Anders, if you’re finished here, I’ve got something I’d like to show you that may interest you. It’s not something I emailed you about, but has occurred to me now that you’re here.”
 
   Kari looked up.  “Oh?  Something new?”
 
   Gary grinned. “I think it might appeal to you, and to your assistant in particular.”
 
   I turned an eye on Gary and immediately felt highly suspicious.  Since Gary didn’t know me from a hill of beans, except for the sex stuff which Kari had so graciously provided him, the only thing that might “interest” or “appeal” to me that Gary would know would be something sexual.  
 
   Kari came out into the aisle looking intrigued. “By all means,” she said, giving Gary her hand.  Gary took it with a half bow and proceeded to lead her down past various other “lots” of junk furniture.  I followed along, still buzzing, still throbbing, and even more leery than I had been before.  We passed older and older items, some of them covered in sheets and other in a film of dust so thick I could have written my name in the stuff.  We took a turn and got to even darker areas of the warehouse, where not even all the lights were working.  Finally Gary came to a stop and pushed some sort of rolling drying rack out of the way.
 
   It was filthy and covered in dust, but I at least recognized it as a chair of some kind, probably from a doctor’s office.  It was an antique, of that I was certain, but the leather pads were torn and stuffing was coming out.  The whole thing was mounted on a pedestal and all I could tell for certain that at least it wasn’t an obstetrician’s examination table.  That would have been just too fucking weird.  And this isn’t supposed to be fiction.
 
   “It’s a Ritter?” Kari asked in surprise.
 
   Gary nodded. “The name plate is on the back.  Some of the mechanics need to be replaced, but it still tilts backward,” he said glancing over at me.
 
   Kari laughed, seemingly to know what Gary meant, though I was still completely in the dark.  . “I suppose now is as good a time as any.  We’re almost done anyway.”  She turned toward me and motioned toward the chair.  “Hop on up, Bre.”
 
   I gave her a crazy look. “Seriously?  What is it?”
 
   Gary chuckled.  “It’s a 1928 Ritter dentist’s chair,” he explained.
 
   “A dentist’s chair?” I asked, still just a little ludicrous.
 
   “Yes. With all the genuine parts.  We even have the tool stand that goes with it,” he said pointing into one dark corner where a pedestal stood.  There were a number of strange, half corroded steel arms attached to the thing and it gave me the creeps.
 
   “No arguments Bre, if you want those clamps off,” Kari told me pointedly.
 
   Well that settled it.  I put the clipboard and pen down and went straight for the dusty chair.
 
   “Um… one minor suggestion, Ms. Anders?” Gary interrupted.  “The chair is awfully dirty and I’d hate to see Breanne’s outfit ruined…” he started to say.
 
   Kari grinned. “Excellent point.  Strip first, Breanne.”
 
   I stood there gaping at her.
 
   “Well?  If you want those clamps off get out of those clothes and lie down on the damn chair,” Kari said impatiently.
 
   Swallowing the last shreds of my dignity… oh who am I kidding? Like I have any dignity… I used trembling fingers to unbutton my shirt.  My sex was convulsing around the vibroballs almost constantly and Gary walked over to the Ritter chair and began trying to brush off the seat.  Dust bunnies the size of hamsters seemed to fall free and land on the ground.  When I finally got my shirt open, I peeled it off my shoulders and Kari took it from me.  
 
   “I’ll hold that.”
 
   Next came my skirt and I realized that stripping shouldn’t have been a problem for me since I was already displaying certain parts, albeit in a secretive manner.  But it was one thing to pull my skirt up and flash a bit of steel and a dark line.  Now I removed the material, catching the vibroballs remote in one hand.  Kari took the skirt and then smiled.
 
   “Remove the vibroballs too,” she said softly.
 
   Now that surprised me. I was certainly getting horny and the idea of losing the vibroballs, especially with them set to high, seemed something of a disappointment.  Gary watched closely as I finally spread my legs for him and tugged the two plastic ovoid objects out, licking each one lightly for a moment before handing them to Kari.  She had already turned them off and took them as if she were an exterminator holding a dead rat, except with a more intrigued expression on her face.
 
   “Now go sit,” she said.
 
   Wearing nothing but my flip flops and three steel pincers wiggling from the tips of my breast and the top of my slit, I moved over to the chair.  Sitting gingerly, I felt the tears in the padded, cracked leather cushion and leaned back.  Even more discomfort came from the backrest, also split and torn.  I put my arms on the rests and suddenly felt my entire body tip backward as Gary operated the mechanics of the chair and I was left staring up at a half lit florescent light above me.  I pressed my lips together. I’m not fond of dentists.
 
   “Now how exactly is the flick supposed to go?” Gary asked.
 
   A second later Kari’s hand appeared in my field of view and she flicked her forefinger off her thumb against one of the alligator clamps chewing on my breasts.  I cried out, wincing as the metal toothed monstrosity seemed to dance on it’s own, chewing at my nipple.  
 
   “Oh,” Gary said.  “I think I’ve got it.”
 
   Kari smiled. “Good.  Now if you don’t mind, I’m going back to that last batch and look at it again.  I’m sure you’ll help Breanne remove the clamps.”  She looked down at me. “Make sure you thank Mr. Gary for helping you, you slut.  And I’ll be waiting. Anything past fifteen minutes will ensure additional torments.”
 
   I blinked.  It took a moment to process what she was saying.  “Yes, Kari.”
 
   Then she laid a light hand on my thigh, stroked one finger down my labia, sending shivers through every pore of my body.  I let out a light moan.  Then she left.
 
   “Flicks huh?” Gary said, looking down at me.
 
   I nodded. “Please?  Can we hurry?  I don’t have much time.”
 
   Gary cocked an eyebrow. “Yeah.  What did she mean?  Fifteen minutes?”
 
   I let out a sharp breath. “It’s tough to explain but you’ll understand in a moment.  So please?  Can we just get the flicking done and over with?” I asked.
 
   He shrugged his shoulders. “I guess. I’ve never done anything like this to a woman.”
 
   Now it was my turn to bark out a laugh. “Woman?” I shook my head. “Slut, nympho, girl… maybe.  But a woman?  No.  Kari is the woman. I’m just a submissive girl.”  I bit my lip, correcting myself.  “A slave girl.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”
 
   Gary was too enraptured by my body to care.  He pushed my feet off the center support and suddenly my legs dangled down to either side, ostensibly spreading me anyway.  I felt his hand on my thigh, inching up to my petals.  
 
   “You are very beautiful,” he whispered.
 
   I needed him to hurry. “Please?” I begged.  “Hurt me?”
 
   And so Gary started to flick the clamps, starting with the one between my legs.  He wasn’t vicious about it, but rather lightly brushed the metal clamp, causing it to pull painfully on my flesh.  Shards of agony shot through me and I wriggled and moan under him.  He moved up to my breasts, kneading the mounds and running his fingers over the clamps, wiggling them back and forth.  I cried out, bucking, my sex ripening and wanting, at once gaping and the next struggling to capture something.  He seemed to sense it and when he finally removed the alligator clamp from my clit his thumb drove into me and practically sent me into heaven.
 
   “Oh God yes! Fuck me!” I begged him.  The nipple clamps were almost torn off and his mouth came down hungrily, devouring my swollen and tender nipples, chewing on me in a way the alligator clamps could never do on their own.  My hand went down, found his hip, and since he was standing beside me, located his thickening cock and began stroking it.
 
   Evidently that was too much for Gary because he let go of my breast and then unzipped his pants.  Things moved fast from there and I slid down the chair, spreading my legs wide.  Gary kicked off his loafers and the trousers, straddling the foot rest and forcing his cock forward.  
 
   I almost swooned when he entered me and I cannot even begin to tell you how marvelous it was to have real cock inside me.  Yes, it makes a difference.  My hips rolled and thrust and admittedly I didn’t even care if he came or not.  All I cared about was my own relief, my own pleasure, and torments and punishments be damned.  We moved together in a frenzy, both of us taken to our limits by Kari, who teased and tempted us until finally, it didn’t matter  As I felt him stiffen, getting ready to pop, I let loose myself, screaming out in relief and release, another orgasm from a multi-orgasmic girl who can never seem to get enough.  My frayed and raw nerves were again burned open and I felt my head swim.  The moment overwhelmed me and I only have a vague recollection of Gary yanking out and sending a swirling maelstrom of white spurting across my loins and belly, his hand finishing what I had wished he had left to me.
 
   He took a deep, satisfied breath and laid a hand on my breast, his fingertips on my nipple.  The dark reddish ridges where the alligator clamp teeth had dug into my flesh were quite visible and I winced slightly as he rolled the tender nub around, totally oblivious to the sensitivity I was feeling.
 
   “Did you cum?” he asked me.
 
   I nodded. “Yes sir,” I said numbly, only half realizing that I had again managed to do exactly the same damn thing I’d done at the fucking restaurant.  Except this time instead of Michelle’s delicious mouth nipping at my clit, it was a thick, incessant cock, probing my depths.  Someone had it out for me and I was betting her name was Kari.  I knew for sure a moment later when Gary helped me up and I saw that my clothes were set on a nearby table, along with my tack mat.  My stomach tightened horribly and I knew for sure that she’d set me up, knowing that I was far enough along that actually fucking would set me off like a bomb.
 
   “What’s that?” Gary asked, handing me what looked like a thirty year old piece of paper towel.  I don’t know where he had scrounged it, but I used it to scrape away the slick syrup he’d poured across my torso.  When I was done, I threw it to the side and went over to the tack mat.  He watched as I picked up, fingers grazing the sharp points.  I also noticed my vibroballs were sitting quietly in a pile on top of my shirt and skirt.
 
   “A message,” I said with a sigh.  I put down the tack mat and I picked up the vibroballs.  Lifting one leg I began sliding the first toy in as my toes found purchase on the table.  Gary liked the view and watched in amazement.  I rolled the first bullet through the wetness of my sex and pushed it in.  Then I did the other, Gary staring with delight.  As soon as I was stuffed I turned the vibroballs remote back up to full power and struggled to find my equilibrium as my body, my libido, and my brain all fought for control. I’m still pretty sure my libido one.
 
   Once my sex was again tightening around the violent shaking coming from my own depths, I plucked the tack mat from the table and dumped it on the floor.
 
   “What is that?” Gary asked intently, coming over to watch me as I straightened it with a kick of my flip flopped foot.
 
   “Tack mat,” I said sharply.  “It’s part of the punishment.”
 
   Gary didn’t respond, still too bewildered about what I was going to do.  Carefully I got into position and lowered myself down, a full NHPS Pushup in the works.  Slowly I dropped down, holding the majority of my weight with my arms until I felt the sharp pin pricks of the mat.  Then, once my breasts started to flatten, I put more and more weight on my chest until I was whimpering and pulling my hands up and placing them behind my back for the required second and a half.  Gary watched in open mouthed astonishment as I did this not once, but fifteen times.  Each drop increased the intensity of the coloration until my breasts looked like I had gotten a particularly bad sunburn. When I was done my arms felt strained, my toes ached, and my boobs…. well… my boobs felt like I’d left them at a butcher’s shop for tenderizing.  
 
   Gary couldn’t help himself.  The moment I stood up and turned toward him, his hands came out to touch me.  Part of me minded, the part that was still wincing from the fact that my breasts had come out looking like I had been reeling drunk through a cactus garden.  The other part of me, the sexual part, knew that this reaction as totally normal.  I just hoped he’d be tender with me.
 
   He was, at least at first, his fingers exploring the new textures of my skin.  He traced my nipples, enjoying the crinkled flesh, the heavy piercing on the right side, lifting the padlock up.  Then he began squeezing and pinching, twisting the tips of my breasts with ever increasing pressure until my wincing became a gasp of pain.  
 
   “Sorry, guess I was a little enthusiastic,” he apologized, his hands dropping.  I shook my head.
 
   “It’s all right,” I informed him.  I looked down at the table where my alligator clamps were set next to my clothes.  I leaned over and picked all three up and held them out to him.
 
   “Wow, really?” Gary asked, accepting the steel hardware.
 
   I smiled wryly.  “I’m afraid so.  I had an orgasm.”
 
   He gestured at my bosom. “Even after…” he asked, clearly indicating the tiny red dots still visible across the flushed flesh of my chest.
 
   “Yep.  That’s the way it is.”
 
   “You are a glutton for punishment,” he said in amazement.  He lifted up the nipple clamps and I cupped my hands under my breasts and pushed them up.  My nipples were still hard from his tweaking, so it was an easy matter to attach the clamps, and I only had to correct him once when he started to put them on straight, rather than from below.  Pain blasted through my chest and I had to cling to his arm as I struggled to accept the biting punishment.
 
   “You okay?” Gary asked, seeing that a tear or two had trickled down my cheeks.
 
   I nodded vigorously.  “Just…. Just… takes a second or two to… get accustomed,” I gasped.
 
   And it did.  Within a minute the awful pain dulled enough that I was able to think, with only a sharp throbbing of my breasts to indicate that my nipples had been clamped and bitten.  With a deep breath that only intensified the hurt, I spread my legs wide and lifted my arms, placing my hands behind my back.  “Now my clit,” I told him, dreading it.
 
   Gary knelt down before me and reached up with his finger.  He began stroking my clitoris gently and there was a peculiar mixture of pleasurable discomfort as my over sensitized nub responded by swelling.  I rose up on tip toe, the arches of my feet exposed as my flip flop soles stayed on the ground and soon I was panting.  
 
   “Please! Just put it on!” I said through clenched teeth.  I hadn’t expected him to try to arouse me again.  The vibroballs were humming and that combined with his light caress was pushing me right back toward the proverbial cliffs of orgasm.  He stopped though and brought up the clamp.
 
   Pleasure turned to violent pain and I cried out, crumpling slightly, my knees slamming together as the clamp bit down on my clit.  Both hands went to my crotch, my involuntary reaction to the pain overwhelming whatever little amount of control I still possessed. Gary caught me, afraid I’d fall over.  I trembled in his arms as I again was forced to adjust, to accept my lot.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I’d had sex.  I’d been embarrassed. And now… now I was in pain.  Punishment for my over-sexualized nature.
 
   I could go on like this for days if someone let me, a never ending psychological and physiological misfit of deviant sexual behavior, whose already messed up brain had been warped and formed into not only accepting even worse abuses than nature had already made her want, but crave them.  I stood on the edge of the cliffs of orgasm and looked down, wondering how soon I would be forced to jump.
 
   “Have you ever had sex with the clamps on?” Gary asked, studying me as I finally straightened and sucked in a breath.  The chain dangling from the alligator nipple clamps swung attractively, emphasizing the movement of my breasts.
 
   I nodded. “A couple of times, doggy style.”  I picked up my clothes and slung them over my left arm, tucking the vibroballs remote into my left hand.  
 
   “You aren’t getting dressed?” he asked.
 
   I smiled then. “Kari didn’t tell me I could.  You don’t mind, do you?”
 
   Gary blinked. “Hell no.  I’m already hard again actually.  Seeing you naked is doing wonderful things to my libido.”
 
   I laughed and reached out with my right hand. Gary wasn’t kidding.  He was hard again, or at least semi-rigid.  But regardless he was clearly aroused. I couldn’t leave him like this.  It was against my personal mantra.  So I dropped the clothes back on the table, and with remote in hand, grabbed him and pushed him over to the dentist chair.  Evidently he didn’t seem to worry about his white shirt and dark trousers as he sat down and then I was the doctor, opening his fly, my gentle and nimble fingers plucking his stiffening shaft out from his boxers.
 
   And then I sucked on him, bending over, wishing the chair raised up or something.  Gary groaned as my talented tongue did its thing and I tasted myself on him.  Delicious.  With only a few minutes of bobbing my head and steady pumping of my hands, I had him creaming a second time, though with a depressingly small amount of cum that barely was enough to wet my tonsils much less swallow.  But he groaned and bucked and his fingers tightened and I knew that Gary was now done, too spent and used.  I tucked his flaccid cock back into boxers, then zipped him up.  His grin was huge.
 
   When we got back to the front office Kari was busy drawing something on several sheets of paper.  She took one look at my naked body.  I must have been a sight too.  My breasts were still a closer shade to fire engine than roses, the dark red dots vivid and interesting.  My nipples were distended and slightly white where the two steel toothed clamps bit into the soft flesh.  The jumbo alligator clamp hung from my clit like some sort of overly aggressive jewelry.  I was naked except for my flip flops, my clothes draped over one arm, while the vibroballs remote was held in my hand.  The wire trailed behind me, through my buttocks, to the sex toy buried in my depths, buzzing.  She shook her head.  
 
   “Really, Bre? Have you no control?”
 
   I shrugged.  What did she expect?  I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.
 
    
 
   Part Five
 
    The drive back to Kari’s office was routine, or about as routine as you can get when you see two mid-twenty year old women, in a convertible, one blond, one redhead, and the redhead appears to be wearing a see through shirt and miniskirt so short that she has to keep one hand over her crotch while the other stays pressed to her chest.  Of course, my vibroballs weren’t exactly visible and it would take a pair of sharp eyes to ferret out the steel glint of the three alligator clamps that were currently chewing on the tips of my breasts and my clit.
 
   It was close to three o’clock when we got back to the office and I followed my dominatrix lover and best friend back into the air conditioned and private safety of her office.  She led me down the hall to the conference room and then turned to look at me.
 
   “Now, to keep you out of mischief,” Kari muttered, staring at me.  I looked right back at her, feeling just a tad bit tired.  I hadn’t even counted the number of orgasms I’d had that day, or the number of minutes I’d endured the clamps, but it hadn’t been pretty.  I was exhausted, tired, throbbing, and even the vibroballs inside me were more of an unpleasant edge than a feel good sort of thing.  What I really wanted to do was remove the clamps and vibroballs, lay down on a soft couch, and maybe doze for a little while.
 
   “Take off your skirt,” Kari told me.
 
   With a sigh of exasperation, I did as told, slipping the stretchy, black material down over my thighs and calves, stepping out of it as delicately as flip flops can let a girl step out of a skirt.  I plucked it from the carpet and folded it once, laying it across the back of a chair. 
 
   “Now the shirt,” Kari told me, leaning back against the table and placing her lightly rounded but perfectly formed posterior along the edge.  I gave her smile, thinking I knew where this was going.  Kari watched as I teased my way out of the shirt, finally laying it on top of my skirt.  I took a step closer and she reached out, snagging my wrist.  Kari pulled me close and for a moment we were breast to breast, the material of her elegant blouse against my bare chest.
 
   “I so love you,” she whispered to me, kissing my cheeks and then lips, her head moving down my jaw as I tilted my head up. I felt her tongue against my throat and let out a soft moan.  Her hands moved around behind me, stroking my sides and then back, sending shivers across my skin.  Her tongue dipped into the hollow of my throat and then went even lower and I braced myself for the release of the alligator clamp on my nipple, expecting her to take it off and suckle the tip of my breast.
 
   But that wasn’t what Kari had in mind. Instead she straightened, pulling her mouth away from me.  I blinked, my breath just a bit more ragged thanks to the signals she had been sending me.  The next thing I knew she was standing straight and pulling me around the end of the conference table to the very back of the room, against the far wall.  Her hands moved me to where she wanted me and I found myself staring at the framed art hanging at the rear of the conference room, going cross-eyed.
 
   “Now, lay down and put your feet up on the wall,” Kari ordered.  I gave her a quizzical look.  Put my feet up on the wall? But an order is an order and besides, every part of me was sore.  The idea of getting to lay down and technically put my feet up sounded pretty good.  I slipped out of my flip flops and gingerly laid down, the wire running out from between my legs under my thigh.  Kari disappeared for a moment as I tried to figure out what to do with my feet.  Finally I just put my knees together and braced myself as best as I could.
 
   Kari reappeared a minute later with a set of heavy leather cuffs and two skeins of rope.  She keeps this kind of stuff in her art room, tucked away for when she needs it, so you can figure that I show up at her office often enough.  I tried to steady my breathing as she buckled the restraints around my ankles, tying off the free ends of both ropes to the metal rings embedded in the soft leather.  
 
   “Now spread your legs as wide as you can,” Kari told me.  
 
   I did, bracing myself, and she stepped to the right and ran the first rope up and over to a wall sconce that was bracketed to the wall.  To my surprise it did a fine job supporting my weight, and while I wasn’t willing to test it to see if it could withstand the full force of me pulling on it, it handled my leg just fine.  Kari stepped over me and did the other side, leaving my legs open with my back flat on the carpet.  
 
   When I was secure from the waist down, Kari produced our strap lock, which is nothing more than a leather belt two feet long, both ends of which are looped around a D link with a metal clip.  Another set of cuffs was brought out and Kari put them on my wrists, only to make me arch my back as she slipped the strap lock underneath me, just in the small of my back.  When she locked me to it, my own weight kept my hands down by my sides, unable to move farther than an inch or so.
 
   Had my legs not been bound to the wall, it would have been a simple matter to curl up my legs and slip the strap under my ass and then down my legs.  I’d have been free in seconds.  But with my legs spread wide and angled outward, tied to the wall, there was literally nothing I could do to free my arms short of dislocating my shoulders and swinging my arms around backward, and I was hardly going to attempt that.
 
   The alligator clamps jiggled lightly with each breath and my body quivered, still enduring the unceasing vibrations of the vibroballs.  My clit throbbed in turn with the tips of my breasts and I closed my eyes, breathing shallowly, trying to keep movement to a minimum.  I heard Kari leave me, her voice on the cell phone, talking to a client, then fading until her conversation was a dull murmur in the art room a few doors down the hall.
 
   I have no idea how long I waited.  It might have been thirty minutes, but it felt closer to an hour and a half, me lying there, nerves frayed, slowly but inexorably moving upward along the trail to the cliffs of orgasm.  I tried to sleep, but the hurt and the need building up inside me made it impossible.  I kept my eyes closed, focusing on my physical self with intensity, which is why I didn’t even sense her enter the room.
 
   It wasn’t until I heard the light squeak of the chair and the unmistakable sound of a person sitting, that I opened my eyes.  Upside down I found myself confronted with a stocking clad foot, the tiny toes covered in the black nylon.  I detected a scent that was somewhere between fruit and flower… honeysuckle?  And then I saw the black skirt, the white blouse, now open at the throat, and instead of the blond straight locks of my best friend, lover, and mistress, were the blond curls of the waitress, Michelle.
 
   Her toe dipped down and nudged the alligator clamp on my right breast, twisting it lightly.  Sharp pains shot through my breast straight down to my sex.  I hissed, wincing.  She took a deep breath.
 
   “I’m not positive what to do,” Michelle admitted to me, clearly not wanting an answer, her tone that of a person trying to work out what to do on their own.  
 
   “Kari says that I’ve got a choice.”  Her toe continued to manipulate the clamp, flipping it from one side of my breast to the other, the nipple caught between the teeth aching from the constant pulling.  It hurt.  A lot.
 
   “My first choice is to abuse you.  Torture you technically. Kari wants me to flick the clamps again, maybe make you cum.  She wants to use me to hurt you, torture you I guess,” she said, her other foot coming up and pushing down on the top of my breast.  Her toes began digging into the tips where the alligator clamps were chewing on my nipples.
 
   “But she also gave me another option.  I can strip naked.  And I can be like you.  Tied up, tortured, used, but loved and cherished,” she finished.  “And I’m not sure which one I really want.  I mean, I love the idea of spanking you, or whipping you, and frankly I’d love to twist those clamps, especially the one on your clit, and then get down on my knees and suck the tiny nub until you’re screaming, ready to cum.”  She shook her head, her feet still pushing the alligator clamps attached to my breasts around and in circles.  I was having trouble just listening to her.
 
   “But another part of me wants to switch places with you, or at least join you down there, naked and bound, suffering and cumming non-stop.  The idea… it turns me on.  Terribly.  Do you understand what I mean?” she asked me, her tiny foot kicking at the alligator clamps.
 
   I let out a cry as the pain shot through my bosom and I nodded frantically.  It didn’t stop her though and her stocking clad toes dug moved from my nipple farther down, the chair she was sitting in actually rolling as she pushed her foot toward my crotch.  I shook my head, not wanting her to do it, but then she did.  Like a ballerina on point, she arched her sole and dug her toe into my clit, pushing the jumbo alligator clamp around.
 
   “So what do I do?” Michelle asked as I whimpered and almost sobbed.  “Dom or sub?  What am I if I want to dom you and sub to Kari?”
 
   I struggled to get the necessary words out, even as I arched my neck and stared up at her.  “Do both!” I gasped as the jumbo alligator clamp twisted, my clit caught between the teeth.  
 
   “What?” Michelle asked me.
 
   “Do both!” I said again, even more forcefully.  “Hurt me.  Use me…” I started to say, but another shot of agony jacked up from my crotch and then her other foot, again without her shoe, came up to my right breast and began kicking at the alligator clamp there.  I twitched wildly and I realized that Kari must have instructed the workmen installing the light sconces to mount them with sufficient strength to support a hundred pounds.  They never budged.  
 
   “Then strip for her,” I finished with a loud cry.
 
   She stopped kicking at the clamps and looked down at me.  “That wasn’t an option Kari gave me.”
 
   I blinked, tears filling my eyes and trickling out of the corners.  “It wasn’t an option she COULD give you,” I explained.  “I’m the one who has to submit, because that’s the reality.  She’s not really the one in control.”
 
   Michelle blinked, totally baffled.  
 
   “I’m the one in control,” I whispered.
 
   She laughed. “You?  In control?  Not from where I’m sitting!  You’re bound with your legs spread to a wall, stuffed with a vibrator, with your clit and nipples clamped!  I can do anything I want to you!”  She leaned over to the conference table and picked something up.  It was one of Kari’s whips, a cruel rubber hosed flogger that I knew well.  “She even gave me this to use on your pussy when I’m done removing the clamps!”
 
   I couldn’t help it. I laughed.  It was an ironic laugh, a sympathetic laugh, and I shook my head.  The laugh made the alligator clamps bounce and it shredded my amusement and I winced again.  Then I twisted my head and looked at her.
 
   “I’m the one in control, because I can say no.”
 
   Her eyes widened. “What?” she whispered.
 
   “I can say no. I can tell her no.  I can leave. I can stop it at any time.  And while I say yes, the only power Kari has over me is the power that I give her.”  I looked down at her twitching foot which was still resting on the side of my breast.  “And it is a power I’ve temporarily given to you.”
 
   Michelle licked her lips, digesting it.  “Temporarily?” she asked.
 
   I nodded.  “That’s right.  And I’m offering it to you right now.  Take your pleasure with me, use me, hurt me, abuse me, whatever you want.  Flick the clamps.  Take them off.  Whip me to your heart’s content.  Make me cum again and the put the clamps right back on.  Anything.  But when you’re done with me, take off your clothes, let me lick you and make you cum.  And then you can go to her, naked, on your knees, begging for her to use you.  And the power goes from me, to you, and then to her.
 
   “And I can say no,” Michelle said, as if a revelation had suddenly become clear.
 
   I smiled.  “You can.  But you won’t.”
 
   Michelle slid from her chair, her knees an inch from my shoulder.  She hunched over me, her mouth crashing down on mine, her tongue driving through my lips and we kissed, passionately and with desperation.  And even as she kissed me her right hand was sliding down my body, down to my sex, until she found the jumbo alligator clamp.  She began flicking it as I began convulsing, the pain making every muscle jerk.  Hell, I’m glad she pulled her tongue out of my mouth. I might have bit her!
 
   Blood rushed back into my crushed clitoris when she pulled off the clamp and I screamed again, unable to control myself.  Michelle bent over me, her mouth gliding down my body and suckling my nub.  That hurt just as much, but there was also an underlying pleasure, an undercurrent of perfection and I pushed upward into her.  And even as I reached a point where I never wanted her to stop, she did, moving up my body toward my breasts.  
 
   Her hands flicked both sides at once, pain radiating outward from my nipples and through me, but her hip was now grinding into my sex and I didn’t care.  I mewled, wanting more, every sensation mixing in a sort of crucible of desire.  Then she took off the nipple clamps and her mouth both hurt me and healed me.  She suckled each tip, her hands pushing my breasts together and her face turning back and forth, her tongue extended, licking the tips of my breasts in rapid alternation. It felt incredible  and all I could wish was that my hands had been free so I could hold her too me.
 
   “Let me taste you!” I whispered and she hesitantly stood up.  Straddling me she stripped, first her white blouse, exposing a white undershirt, which came off just as quick. Under that was a lacy white bra.  She moved down to her skirt, peeling it off, and then she stepped off me and began peeling off her stockings, sitting back down in the chair as she stripped.  Finally she stood again, wearing only the bra and panties, a cute matching set that looked more like something Kari would wear, than the cow girl bound beneath her.
 
   And then she took those off too.  Her slit was trimmed nicely, not shaved like mine and Kari’s.  But I didn’t care. I wanted some.  And when she dropped her bra, exposing those delicious curves, all I could think about was what she would taste like.  She dropped to her knees, straddling my face, facing my bound feet still high up against the wall.
 
   As she dropped forward, her tongue extended, I got the answer to my question.
 
   Honeysuckle.  She tasted like honeysuckle.  
 
   We both came.
 
    
 
   Breanne, you will dress in a short mini-skirt and a see through top, no bra or panties. Your shirt MUST be transparent – gauze of some kind so that your breasts are totally visible.  You will wear your flip flops and you will insert your vibroballs, turning them to their lowest setting at the start of your day.  You are not to cum.  However, I expect that you will, thus the punishment for cumming is twofold.  The first consequence of cumming is to turn up the vibroballs to the next setting, and the second is to apply your alligator clamps to your nipples and clit.  In order to remove the clamps, you must find another person who is willing to flick each clamp (not set) five times.  Once each clamp has been flicked you may remove them.  However, you may not remove the vibroballs at any time, so if you offer sex, they will have to use your mouth or ass.  
 
   Should you get to a point where your vibroballs are on their highest setting and you are STILL having unauthorized orgasms you will punish yourself by completing 10 NHPS pushups prior to putting your alligator clamps back on your breasts.  The vibroballs stay on until it is bed time and the only times you can turn them off is if you are with your immediate family or driving.  Enjoy. – Master Dre.
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   Every month a woman’s body goes through certain changes, alterations to her chemistry and even physical aspects that alter her mood, her sexuality, and even her shape.  Some women retain water, feeling bloated and sore.  Some endure painful cramps.  Some sail through it with feelings of irritation and anger bubbling at the surface, ready to snap at anyone who dares contaminate her world with their stupidity.  And some women experience all these things.  To the men out there who suffer through our monthly “temporary insanity,” I can only advise once thing.
 
   Buy stock in the company that makes Midol.
 
   My time of the month has always been sort of mixed blessings.  The first day is relatively cramp free and while I’m a bit more snarky than usual, unless you knew me very well, you’d be hard pressed to know that I was menstruating.  Of course the fact that I didn’t immediately offer my body for sexual torment would probably also be a good clue.  But that is the silver lining.  See, during my TOTM (time of the month) I don’t have to follow Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1, which as everyone knows, requires me to keep some sort of sexually stimulating toy inside myself, usually buzzing away, driving me toward orgasm.
 
   Do you have any idea what it’s like being permanently turned on and always working myself into sexual oblivion?  It’s demanding. It’s tiring.  It’s… it’s…
 
   …fucking awesome.
 
   But a few years ago one of my online doms pointed out that my TOTM only meant that my personal sexual satisfactions couldn’t be met.  But he also said that I could still satisfy other people's sexual desires, and so he insisted that I go out and provide others the satisfaction they craved.  Sure, I wouldn’t need to use my sex for that satisfaction, but my breasts, my mouth, and my ass were certainly available for whatever use was required, and just because I wasn’t going to cum, didn’t mean I shouldn’t be available.  Right?
 
   Later another dom realized that while my sex wasn’t open for business, my clit was still readily available.  With my butterfly clitoral stimulator, a bug shaped plastic vibrator that is strapped around the waist and held firmly against my clit, I could not only provide pleasure, but to an extent, be given some as well.  But it could be used against me too. How much can I take?  Could it be used as denial stimulation? 
 
   It was just after seven thirty when I got Master Chris’ little assignment.  I had posted to twitter that morning, announcing the fact that I wasn’t terribly looking forward to the day, thanks to the start of my TOTM, the fact that it was hot, and that I’d need to irrigate the fields (I work on my parent’s farm.)  I think I also commented that it all sucked and that was straw that broke the camel’s back.
 
   “So you want to complain about your life sucking huh? Maybe this will teach you who really does the sucking (hint it's not your life.) After you are done with chores for the day you're going to take a trip out. Wear your butterfly vibe but don't turn it on. You're going to want to dress attractive but not slutty, you need to attract some men. You need to find three guys and blow them. No sex and they just come. While you're blowing them you may turn on your vibe, low for the first one, medium for the second guy, high for the last gentleman. When they cum, your vibe goes off. If you can cum, good for you. If not too bad. As a reward for cumming each guy gets to smack your breast one minute for every minute it takes them to cum. Enjoy your day cock sucker.”
 
   I read the note and then read the note again.  Three strange men.  Three blowjobs.  Three punishments.  And of course, the possibility of clitoral orgasm as a reward.  I admit that despite the physiological changes my body was going through, the idea aroused me.  Since I was up in my bedroom, I shucked out of my jeans and tee shirt, and dumped them in the hamper.  I left my pink, bikini cut panties on of course.    
 
   In the closet I pulled out my butterfly vibrator and strapped it on over my panties.  I would have preferred it underneath, but my sense of sanitation prevented me from doing that.  Perhaps I’m over cautious, but there are some things that shouldn’t be done.  Call me old fashioned.  Properly equipped, I opened my bureau and pulled out a pair of cut off jean shorts.  They weren’t just short. They were VERY short, and after I pulled them on I had to twist in front of the full length mirror mounted on the back of the closet door to make sure my panties weren’t sticking out in the back.  With a grin, all I saw was the curve of my bare butt sticking out underneath the frayed denim.  Perfect.
 
   I eschewed a bra, since frankly I’m not a fan of bras.  They are great functional tools and sure, if I’m jogging or working I want one.  But out and about looking for guys to blow?  Soft breasts underneath a tight shirt, with your nipples poking up in two hard little bumps is much more appropriate.  So I pulled my halter top over my head and got myself properly settled and tucked in.
 
   Sexy, but not slutty.  Well… sort of.  It all came down to the shoes and I went with my flip flops.  For one, they are way more comfortable.  But now I didn’t look that much different than about twenty million other girls my age, wandering around in shorts and a halter top.  Admittedly, the small charm padlock that dangled from my right nipple was semi-visible underneath the taut material, and my shorts bordered more on the opening outfit at a porn shoot – before the girl takes everything off.  In hindsight I may have actually violated the “sexy not slutty” requirement.
 
   Oops.
 
   I hightailed it out of the house before anyone was up, quickly scribbling a note to my family, letting them know I’d be back later. I took a spare bra too.  Showing back up dressed like I was wouldn’t exactly be kosher.  So with everything ready and the gentle pressure of the butterfly pressing against my clit (it wasn’t on though,) I headed out to the truck.  A quick stop and a ten minute walk allowed me to set the irrigator, spraying a fine mist of water over the fields of soybeans and I was free.  I drove away from my parent’s farm with a feeling of mischievous ingenuity.
 
   It was nice not having to pull over to strip and change on the side of the road that borders the southern side of our property, and instead I merely trundled right along and headed to one of my favorite fast food joints for a little breakfast.  Three strange cocks might have been on my to-do list, but the growling in my stomach demanded something a little more substantial than a teaspoon of semen.  I did go in and sit down, casing the joint while I munched on my sausage, egg & cheese biscuit, looking for possible men to do the deed with.  To my surprise, one was sitting across from me and I studied him as I ate.
 
   He was a businessman, though not the kind with a corner office.  He was dressed casually, but his trousers had the worn look that comes from being folded or rolled, rather than hung on a hanger.  He was maybe five eight or five nine, and was about average in weight, with a thick head of graying hair.  I guessed he was in his mid-forties, possibly early fifties.  He had four large binders with thousands of pages, along with a laptop computer he routinely consulted, and the remains of his meal sat next to both a coffee cup and a soda.  I don’t think he was getting much work done because he was distracted.  I know because I was clearly the distraction.
 
   Our eyes met a number of times and my warm smile certainly made his work more difficult.  When I finished my breakfast I rolled up the paper waste, stood up, and walked past him slowly to the trash can.  Once I’d cleaned up after myself I turned and saw him staring at my ass.  He quickly glanced away.  So I went right up to his table, positioned my hip an inch or two away from his arm, and stuck my hand out.
 
   “Hi! I’m Breanne,” I said warmly.
 
   That shocked the hell out of him and he looked up at me in surprise.  I could see his eyes go from my face to my breasts, then focus on the padlock underneath my shirt.  Then his vision moved down my body like a wet tongue, grazing my bare midriff and lingering at the button of my jean shorts.  I think he would have gone farther down, but his gaze found my hand and he reached out automatically to shake it.  
 
   “Henry Divendos,” he said, still stunned.
 
   I didn’t let go of his hand, but dragged the chair next to him outward and I sat down.  He didn’t pull away either.
 
   “You look busy, Mr. Divendos.”  I didn’t look at his work either, but kept my eyes on his.  I could see the pulse in his throat pounding.
 
                 “Uh, not really,” he stammered.  He noticed I hadn’t let go of his hand and pulled it away.  I let it go.
 
                 “Well, I want to apologize.  I think I’ve been distracting you from your work,” I said.
 
                 He blinked and a flush of color went to his cheeks. “What? Oh… no.  Not at all,” he said quickly, clearly embarrassed. “It wasn’t like… I mean… it didn’t… I wasn’t looking or anything.”
 
                 I laughed lightly, a sort of girlish giggle that wasn’t so much bubble headed as dripping with sexual innuendo.  It was the laugh of a woman wanting a man, amused at his boyishness.
 
                 “But you were looking, and I like it,” I said in a husky whisper.  I leaned in close.  “I can’t help wondering what you taste like.”
 
                 Wow, you should have seen him blink.  “What?” he asked, his voice hoarse.
 
                 I leaned in closer and pressed my breast against his arm as my hand went down to his thigh.  “I want to unzip your pants and see just how long and hard your cock is.  I want to suck your cock until you are cumming,” I said, moving my hand to the bulge I knew I’d find.  Sure enough, he was already thickening.  
 
                 “Um…” he said intelligently.  
 
                 I stood, letting go of his cock and instead grabbed his hand.  He stumbled to his feet and followed me two steps before lunging back to the table and grabbing his laptop computer.  I let him do it and ignored the sheepish look he gave me.  With an eye on the staff at the front of the restaurant, I quickly moved to the play area of the restaurant.  No one was there and I pulled Henry across the room to the family sized lavatory.
 
                 Inside I ignored the picture of the clown washing his hands and instead locked the door, turning toward Henry Divendos with a hungry look.  He stood there, still too stunned to do anything and I took his computer from him and set it down on the floor carefully.  I hope he appreciated that.  Then I went to my knees and began at his belt.
 
                 It took me all of about five seconds to get his cock out and the moment the tip hit my lips my right hand went down to my shorts and unsnapped the button at the front.  As I swirled my tongue around the tip of Henry’s cock, my fingers found the small switch on the butterfly vibrator and I tugged it upward, changing the setting from off to low.  Immediately the vibrations affected me and I began sucking and licking Henry’s shaft with gusto.  My hips rocked forward as the butterfly tormented me.  It may have been the start of my TOTM, but I could still have a clitoral orgasm.  
 
                 I also checked my small silver watch, timing myself.  Afterall, there were repercussions for not doing a good job.  Most men I’ve noticed take between four and ten minutes for a blowjob unless they’re already highly aroused and on edge.  There was a tangy, bitter taste on Henry’s cock so I knew that he was a man used to handling his needs himself.  But my own arousal was sufficient to keep my head bobbing up and down and I pushed him up against the wall as I sucked.
 
                 Tugging his pants down I caressed his scrotum and heard him groan as I did my best to massage the cum out of his balls and up through the soda straw I was sucking on.  I felt his cock pulse and I realize I was going too fast.  He groaned and I felt his cock turn to granite in my mouth and I let out a whimper.  I wasn’t quite close enough.  I wanted to reach down and frig myself into orgasm but that wasn’t what was allowed.  It became a race as I tried to tone down my stimulation, but it was too late.  I felt him jerk in my mouth, grazing my teeth, but that didn’t seem to matter to Henry.  A moment later a flood of white cream squirted into my mouth, bypassing my tongue and hitting my tonsils.  I choked for a moment, but then swallowed, deep-throating him in the process.  Henry let out a groan and his knees buckled as he unloaded down my esophagus, coating the first half of my digestive tract with his jism.
 
   
  
 

              I kept sucking until he was soft, which is what I consider the end of a blowjob unless the man takes himself away from me.  I glanced down at my watch.  Seven minutes.  I could feel how close I was, but my hand dipped back down into my shorts and flicked the switch downward.  The rumbling above my clit stopped suddenly and I let out a groan of desperation.
 
   Henry didn’t really notice my situation, still lost in his own version of sexual euphoria.  When he finally looked up I was buttoning up my shorts.  I gave him a smile and stood up.  
 
   “Was that good?” I asked him.
 
   He nodded stupidly, a beaming smile on his face. “Oh God yes,” he replied.
 
   I smiled back. “Good. I have a big favor to ask of you,” I said.
 
   “Anything!” 
 
   I tugged my halter top upward, both bare breasts popping out from under the material.  His eyes seemed to lose focus and he stared at my breasts, especially the little gold padlock that dangled from the gold hoop piercing my right nipple.
 
   “I want you to slap my tits.  You’ve got seven minutes,” I said.  I left my halter top up and laced my fingers behind my neck.
 
   “You want me to slap your tits?” he asked, suddenly coming back into focus.  
 
   I nodded. “It’s a punishment for taking so long to make you cum.  A minute for a minute,” I explained.
 
   He gave me a screwy look.  “But, that was wonderful.  You don’t deserve a punishment!” he declared.
 
   I laughed. “I always deserve a punishment.  Please?  Pinch my nipples?  Slap my breasts?  Squeeze and knead me?”  I gave my bosom a little shake, sort of like a tease.  His eyes went back to my breasts and I licked my lips.  “Please?” I whined.
 
   His hands came up and he began caressing my chest, fondling the curves.  I let out a soft moan, more for his sake than mine, and closed my eyes.  “Please, harder,” I said softly and his fingers began to dig into the forgiving flesh of my bosom.  I made the appropriate sounds and as he realized that I wanted more he began working his hands harder over my skin.
 
   “Slap me, please!” I begged him.  He lifted his hand and gave my left breast a light spank, just enough to make it jiggle.  I let out a moan again and spoke again. “Harder please!”
 
   He hit me again, and then again, relishing the sounds of needy desire I made.  Eventually my boobs began to sting, the nipples hardening and he bent down between strokes to suckle the risen bumps.  
 
   “You like that, huh?  Does it turn you on?” he asked me, slapping me with more force.  My chest heaved under the onslaught and I glanced over at my watch as my hands slipped from behind my head.  Two minutes left.
 
   “Oh yes… hit me! Punish me!” I cried out.  “I deserve it! I’m a bad girl!” I said.
 
   Henry Divendos slapped my breasts back and forth, getting into the swing of things and turning the white cream of my breasts a light pink.  The sting changed to warmth and I felt my sex contracting around… nothing.  And it did not feel good. I wanted cock. I wanted… 
 
   Another glance at my watch and held out my hands, blocking his next swing. “Wait!  Please.  Thank you!” I almost shouted.  I could hear my voice wavering, the need of sexual relief rearing its ugly head, wanting him to not only continue, but do it harder, to really let me have it.  And then through me down to the ground, turn the butterfly to maximum, and fuck my ass until I was screaming.  
 
   But that wasn’t appropriate.  
 
   “What?  Did I hurt you?” Henry suddenly asked, concerned.  His hand came down and I let out an explosive sigh and shook my head.
 
   “No. You were great.  Thank you. Perfect in fact.” I tugged down my shirt, covering my pink tinged breasts. “That was really great,” I said again.  I turned toward the mirror and checked my appearance.  I wanted to make sure I didn’t have cum smeared across my face or something.  Everything looked good, so I turned back to Henry and leaning close, stood on tiptoe to give him a kiss.  He accepted it with delight and was giving me a huge smile as I went back down to my regular height.
 
   “Sorry I distracted you.”
 
   “Well I’m not!” he declared.
 
   I gave him a wink and then unlocked the door.  As he was bending to pick up his laptop computer, I walked out and didn’t stop.  I heard him say “wait,” but I didn’t.  
 
   “Wait!  Hey! I don’t even know your name! WAIT!” he said, scrambling after me.  I hurried, but he still caught up to me in the parking lot, catching me by the elbow.
 
   “What the fuck?  You come in, suck my cock, have me slap your tits and you just leave?” he demanded.  “I don’t even know your name!”
 
   I smiled. “It’s Breanne.  Breanne Erickson.”
 
   “And that’s it?  You just leave?” 
 
   I nodded and gave him a shrug of my shoulders. “That’s right.  We both got what we needed,” I explained. I reached down and gently freed my elbow from his grasp.
 
   “But… but will I see you again?” he asked.
 
   I shrugged. “It’s possible.”
 
   “Well… can I have your number or email address or something?”
 
   I walked to my truck and opened the door. “Just google Breanne Erickson and the word sex.  That’s me.”  I love being enigmatic.  I put the truck in gear and rolled out, leaving Henry Divendos standing there with his computer tucked up under an arm, bewildered.  What can I say? I’m a cocksucker.
 
   A good one.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I drove to the mall and parked my truck outside one of the main mall entrances.  It was still an hour before opening so while there were a few people walking around, there wasn’t the normal summer crowds I sometimes come to expect.  I passed Julie’s jewelry store, but it was still empty and I wasn’t even sure if she was scheduled for that morning.  So while keeping an eye out for an appropriate male, I tugged out my cell phone and called David.
 
   David is a fixture of the mall and I’d give you more information, but the reality is that he’d be rather easy to identify if I were any more explicit or gave more details. Let’s just say that he has an office there, and be done with that.  He had given me an ultimatum: that I had to call him each time I even set foot on mall property.  In hindsight, it almost seemed that there was a cost for going.  A cost I paid in sexual favors and letting him have his way with me.
 
   Not that I minded. He was a good looking man and while not interested in any kind of relationship besides one that involved me crying out from a firm spanking while impaled on his cock, he was still an interesting lover.  He picked up on the first ring.
 
   “Hello Bre. I’m guessing you’re here?” he said.
 
   “Um… yes.”
 
   “On assignment?” he asked.
 
   I swallowed. I could hear the tone of his voice. “Yes, sir.”
 
   “Where are you?” he asked.
 
   I glanced around and told him which stores I was nearby.  He gave me some specific instructions on where to go and then hung up on me.  Frankly I was glad.  My relationship with his secretary had taken a turn for the worst last time I had been there at the mall and I really hadn’t wanted to go to the office.
 
   A few minutes later I found the empty store front David had directed me to and I waited patiently.  He showed up with a smile on his face and appreciative eye for my attire.
 
   “I admit, I prefer you in something more sluttish, so your true nature is apparent to everyone,” he said, unlocking the gate and lifting it up. I gave him a wink and headed into the darkness.  The place was empty except for a pre-built cash register stand over on the side.  He closed the gate behind us, closing off the rest of the mall.
 
   “So what’s the assignment?” he asked as I moved to the rear of the store.
 
   “I need to give you a blowjob,” I told him.
 
   “That’s all?” he asked and I could imagine his eyebrow going up.
 
   “Well, you get to slap my breasts for as many minutes as it takes me to make you cum.”
 
   David chuckled. “That seems a little mild.   I presume that blowjobs are the only thing on the menu because of your time of the month?”
 
   That shocked me.  David reads my twitter feed?  How… disturbing.  Well… I guess not actually.  It sort of makes sense.
 
   “Um… yeah. Sort of.  I’ve got the butterfly vibe on, and it can only be on when I’m sucking cock,” I explained.
 
   David nodded. I could see it in the semi-darkness as my eyes adjusted.  “Well, I’m not sure I want just a blowjob and to slap around your tits.”
 
   “Well, that’s what the assignment is,” I protested with a little heat.
 
   “That’s what your assignment was.  And don’t worry, you’ll get to blow me and have your tits taken care of,” he warned.  “But after that I’m going to do a few more things to you.”
 
   That made my knees knock together.  Clearly I was in for something rough.  “Blowjob first then?” I asked.
 
   He nodded. “Proceed,” he said.
 
   I went to my knees and began unbuckling his pants as he leaned against the cash register stand.  I checked my watch, but he grabbed my wrist and pushed it away.
 
   “You don’t need to time yourself. I will punish your breasts for as long as I see fit.”
 
   Um… okay.
 
   I began sucking, working my tongue and lips over David’s shaft with deep movements of my head. I unbuttoned my shorts, once again delving into my crotch to turn on the butterfly clitoral stimulator.  Except this time I set it to medium, my pussy tightening up as the vibrations made me shake with need.  I tugged my fingers out of my shorts and my hands caressed his legs and then balls, eventually working up to his manhood, gripping him gently and rubbing up and down.  The trick is to make the transition between wet mouth a damp fingers seamless, so that the person getting the blowjob can’t tell where mouth ends and hands begin.  David seemed to enjoy it and kept his hand on my head, helping guide me in the motions he wanted.  
 
   I came first, exploding with a cry that my cock filled mouth was only partially able to vocalize.  My legs shook and I felt the vibrations work their way through my very soul.  David began pumping extra hard, skull fucking me as I gagged on the massive meat being rammed down my throat.  Still lost in the sexual euphoria of not only release, but the continued onslaught of the vibrations against my clit, I suddenly found myself gasping, cock gone as David pulled me up by the hair, and slammed me forward, bent over the cash register desk.  
 
   “Tampon or Maxi?” he suddenly said.
 
   “What?” I managed to croak, my breasts mashed against the counter. I felt the vibration of the butterfly against my clit, still working that tender nub despite my orgasm.
 
   “Tampon or pad?” he demanded.
 
   My mind reeled.  Why on earth... “tampon,” I replied.
 
   I heard a click but didn’t know what it was until I felt pressure against my ass.  I heard something tear, or part, and then felt something metal against my bottom crack.  I twisted, but David pushed my head back down.
 
   “Hold still!” he commanded.
 
   I did, whimpering and felt cold air against my ass.  I twisted anyway, looking back at him.
 
   “You fucking bastard!  You cut my shorts!” I snarled.
 
   David tossed a knife up on the counter near my head and then pressed the head of his saliva soaked cock against my ass.  I groaned as he pushed, wriggling my bottom left and right.  Worse, I hadn’t lubed my ass that day, not expecting to get fucked up the rear.  So despite the frequency of getting reamed up the anal sphincter, I wasn’t quite ready for David’s length or width.
 
   It hurt.
 
   He reached around me and grabbed my halter top, yanking it up and freeing my breasts.  They dangled downward, sometimes touching the cash register counter and sometimes just hanging above it, the nipples almost grazing the smooth Formica surface.  His fingers found the tips of my breasts and began pinching me, squeezing the delicate nubs with ever increasing pressure that send ribbons of pain spiraling through my nervous system.  Combined with the vibrations against my clit it felt like I was being unspooled, the ribbon of my sexual being opened and tasted.  I ground my hips, forcing myself back against him, literally impaling myself in the ass with his cock.  He bucked and thrust, enjoying the tight and compact sensation of my butt around his length.
 
   He began slapping my breasts back and forth, making the heavy pink flesh swing violently as he sawed away at my rear end.  Between the pinches and the smacks, I started whimpering, crying out as he hurt me, knowing that it would all coalesce into orgasmic ecstasy.  I could feel it when he hardened inside me, throbbing with need, trying to hold off.  With one hand trying to crush my breast, pinching the nipple between his knuckles, the other reached down to my crotch, grabbed hold of the butterfly, and began pulling hard against it, rubbing it in a circle over my vagina and clitoris.
 
   We both popped, me crying out in ecstasy as he grunted in release.  While I slid into a sort of catatonic daze, he continued to pump himself through my bottom until he softened and couldn’t stay in.  David pulled back with a satisfied smirk.  I could feel the edges of my now cut shorts gaping around my seat.  I slowly straightened and reached down to feel my ass, which I could literally feel right through the shorts.
 
   “You bastard! You cut my shorts,” I said, still pissed.
 
   David grinned while pulling his trousers back up.  I was still twisting in a circle, trying to figure out how bad it was when he slapped three twenty dollar bills on the counter.
 
   I glared at him. “I’m not a whore!” I said, totally misunderstanding the gesture.
 
   He laughed.  “Yes you are, in your own way. But that money isn’t for sex, it’s for a new pair of shorts.”
 
   “Oh,” I said, blinking.
 
   “Just make sure you buy them here at the mall.”
 
   I nodded stupidly. “Right. New shorts.”
 
   “And don’t take off the ones you’re currently wearing either.”
 
   “Huh?” I glanced over at him.
 
   He slipped his wallet back into his pocket. “I like the idea of you walking around with your ass available like that.”
 
   I grimaced. “At least tell me if I’m showing?” I asked. I turned around and presented my derriere.
 
   “I wouldn’t bend over or spread ‘em, but you're fine otherwise,” David informed me.
 
   I looked down at the money. “This is too much. I can pick up a pair of shorts for fifteen bucks, David.”
 
   He shrugged. “Then buy yourself something nice, or better yet, go to a hardware store after your assignment is done and buy the largest bolt you can find.  Then before you leave put it in your ass.  That should work nicely.  You won’t even need to take off your shorts.”
 
   I stared at him.
 
   David gave me a moment to turn off the butterfly and get myself together, which meant pulling my halter top over my now rose colored breasts.  Once settled, we went back to the front gate of the store and he unlocked it, rolling it upward. I glanced out.  The mall was open, but just barely, and David ushered me out only to close up behind me.
 
   “Shorts, huh?”
 
   “Tight, super short ones,” he affirmed.  “I want to see your butt hanging out of the bottom.”  Then he bent down to my cheek, kissed me gently there, and patted my rump a few times.  “Now off with you,” he said, before turning and walking away, leaving me to my own devices.
 
   I watched him go, the money he had given me in my small purse.  I rolled my eyes, shook my head and started window shopping.  It didn’t take me long to find a store that had shorts my size, but the real trial was walking around with the knowledge that there was a hole in the crotch of my shorts, right in the wrong spot.  I could feel it, the cool air blowing across my bottom with each step, and every second I was wriggling around, trying to make sure no one was directly behind me, staring at the sliver of exposed ass that I presumed was clearly evident.
 
   But no one said anything and I didn’t even get any looks, so in hindsight I’m guessing all of the nervousness and humiliation I was feeling was internal, with no good reason.  I picked out a new pair of denim short, bought them, and then once again walked past Julie’s store.  The gate was open and some girl I didn’t know was running the place.  With a sigh I moved along and eventually made it out of the mall.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I had to drive home after the mall, just so that I could redirect water from one irrigator to another, which technically wasn’t that hard, but still meant I had to park in front of the barn, ride out to the south field, and close and open a few valves.  It wasn’t exactly difficult, but the whole time I kept reaching around to my rear end and running my finger along the edges of my cut shorts.  Honestly, I was worried my bottoms were going to rip even more, but it also had the effect of revitalizing my arousal.  Not to be disgusting or anything, but there happens to be a lot of nerves centered on the anus and me constantly touching myself there had a certain effect.
 
   By the time I was done I was positive that my butt crack was completely on display and when I sidled back up to the barn I climbed into my truck and once again headed out.  The last thing I wanted to do was spend twenty minutes being questioned by my mom about my attire. I was starving by this point since it was now after one o’clock and I took my time and actually hit up my favorite fast food, Italian place.  They give out free bread sticks.  But even that put me on edge.  As I ordered I kept glancing over my shoulder, wondering who was staring at the cream and pink colored slit in an ocean of blue denim.  But no one said a word to me and despite the fact that I eventually moved to safety, I could still feel the vinyl of the booth seat on the actual skin of my ass. I made it through lunch without anyone the wiser.  
 
   Afterward I headed toward our local home improvement store.  Part of me longed to drop in on Mike the Hardware Guy, but I got the distinct impression from David that doing something that safe was not what he had in mind.  So with a deep breath and an insane amount of willpower, I parked my truck in the lot of one of those massive places that sell everything from door handles to refrigerators.  Keeping an eye on my surroundings, I went into the store, wishing I had a coat, or a sweater, or ANYTHING to cover my bottom.
 
   Realistically and in hindsight, I knew that the hole in my shorts was far enough down and small enough that no one was going to see it unless I spread my wide and bent over.  But that knowledge didn’t change how I felt and I danced around gingerly, trying very hard not to pass anyone so they could look at my butt.  And believe me, I was already attracting attention.  Long red hair, a super tight halter top, and short shorts?  Combine that with flip flops and what guy WOULDN’T be staring at me?  And home improvement stores are like man traps.  They’re EVERYWHERE.
 
   On the flip side, that made it terribly easy to find a handsome guy staring at me, dressed in blue jeans and a tee shirt.  We were actually back in the self-installed cabinetry section and his eyes had mentally undressed me a number of times.  Finally I turned straight toward him, eyes catching his, and I approached like a lioness toward her kill.  He saw me coming like a deer in the headlights and I didn’t bother with talking.  I just walked right up, lowered my hand, and as I rose up on my tiptoes to kiss him, I grabbed his crotch and began squeezing.
 
   Some guys will jump back in shock if you do something like this, but I could tell this one wouldn’t and I was right.  He leaned into the kiss, wrapped his arms around me, and tried to swallow my tongue.  I could feel his leg slip up between mine and I moaned, letting him touch me.  I felt hands find my breasts and then I finally had to come up for air.
 
   “I’m Breanne,” I said in a breathless whisper as soon as I had refilled my lungs. His grin was massive and I’m pretty sure the fact that my hand was still squeezing and rubbing his cock right through his jeans might have played a big role in that.
 
   “Eric,” he said simply.  He started to lean in for another kiss, but I put my free hand on his chest.
 
   “Eric,” I said,” I want to suck your cock and swallow your cum, right now.  Let’s go to the restroom so I can taste you.” I said it urgently, as if I couldn’t wait.  Of course the reality was that I didn’t want to leave with him. I still had hardware to buy.
 
   My blond god’s eyes went up and he nodded as if strange redhead girls come up to him every day and ask to suck his dick.  He let me take his hand and I led him to the back of the store.
 
   “Check the men’s restroom,” I told him.  He smiled and went in.  I glanced around and noticed a wet floor sign.  Grabbing it, I positioned it at the front of the bathroom door.  Eric came out a second later, motioning me over and almost knocking over the yellow plastic sign.
 
   He pointed to it. “Good idea,” he said. 
 
   And then we were alone.  In a bathroom stall.
 
   I didn’t waste any time. I went to my knees and tore his pants open. He was wearing briefs, which definitely went against the cool vibe he was expressing.  I popped his cock out and opened my mouth and…
 
   Yuck.
 
   I spat out his hard shaft and then actually tried to spit again.  I careened out of the stall, gagging and went straight to the sink.  I turned the water on full blast and began shoveling into my mouth, trying to wash out the taste.
 
   “Uh…” Eric said behind me,”
 
   Water bubbled from my mouth, which probably didn’t do my speech any good. “My God!” I said.  “Don’t you ever wash that thing?”
 
   It is difficult for me to describe the taste of his cock to you.  I’m tempted though.  But this tale is supposed to be a little funny and very sexual, and I don’t think you throwing up will do either of any good.  
 
   Eric gave me a mortified look and zipped up his pants.  Then in embarrassment he left the bathroom.  I didn’t follow.  Instead I concentrated on gargling and rinsing the foul flavor out of my mouth.  Finally I came up for air and noticed my shirt was splattered to the point where my nipples were showing right through the light material. I stared at my reflection, trying to understand how things went wrong, when the door suddenly opened.
 
   “Whoops, I must be in…” the man behind me started to say, but then broke off. I watched him through the mirror and it was clear he was staring at my ass, his eyes wide.  I blinked.  Why was he... oh… oh… shit.  I was leaning over the counter, my face an inch from the mirror.  And my legs were spread too, so that I could get closer to the sink.
 
   “You know you’ve got a tear in your shorts?” he asked succinctly.
 
   I whirled around, one hand across my chest.  “Yes, thank you,” I said timidly.
 
   The door shut behind him. “You know you’re in the men’s restroom, right?”  He was standing right in front of the door and the khaki colored vest he was wearing marked him as a vender.  
 
   “Um, it’s closed,” I offered up lamely.
 
   His eyebrow went up.  “Yeah, I saw the sign.”
 
   I sighed dramatically.  And honestly.  Things were not going well.
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked.
 
   I shook my head. “Not really.  I just tried to give a guy a blowjob and his dick smelled like dead skunk.”
 
   He blinked at that.  Guess it took him by surprise or something.  “And that’s why you’re in the men’s restroom.”  It was a statement, a logical conclusion, rather than a question.  But I nodded anyway.
 
   “Boyfriend?”
 
   I barked out a laugh. “Stranger.  Guy I found in the store.”
 
   Now he was confused. “And you were giving him oral sex… why?”
 
   “I had too,” I said simply.  More confusion. I have that effect sometime.
 
   “I’m lost,” he replied.
 
   I took a deep breath. “Look, it’s sort of a sex dare.  I had to come here, find a guy to suck, time how long it took, and then ask him to slap my breasts for that same amount of time.  Then I have to go find the longest, thickest bolt this place sells and stick it up my ass and walk out of here.”
 
   “That’s a sex dare?” he asked, the look of incredulity on his face almost comical.
 
   I kind of bobbed a little bit. “For the sake of simplicity, yes.  It’s actually more perverted and warped than that though. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I do these assignments and the write about them.
 
   “This is some sort of real life adventure so you can write about it?”
 
   “Yep,” I said.  Then I pulled myself together and began walking toward the door.  As I got closer to him he held out his hand.
 
   “Where are you going?” he demanded.
 
   I blinked.  “I’m leaving. I’ve got to find another store to do this in.”
 
   “Well, if you’re being honest with me, I can help you.  But not here.  We do it here, even with that stupid sign out front and you’ll get caught.  Does it have to be in the store?”
 
   I stood there gaping.  “Um, no.  No it doesn’t have to be in the store.”
 
   He smiled.  “Good.  Wait for me outside the restroom, because I still got to take a leak.  Then we’ll see about your ‘dare’.”  
 
   He put his hand gently on my shoulder and pushed me toward the door.  I stumbled forward and stepped out into the little hallway.  Just as I put my back to the far wall one of the store’s actual employees came up and just barged right into the men’s restroom, totally ignoring the wet floor sign.  Oops.  Then a moment later a female customer arrived and went into the women’s restroom, eyeing me with a disdainful look.  
 
   A few minutes later the vender came out, took my arm and began walking me along the back of the store.  “I’m Ben,” he said, giving me a glance out of his eye.  I could see him looking at my right breast, which was covered by the halter top, but displayed the outline of the piercing and padlock as plain as day.  His eyes tracked up to my face and I smiled.
 
   “I’m Breanne.  Where are we going?” I asked.
 
   He laughed. “I’ve got a truck.  Plenty of room in the back.”
 
   We walked along the back of the store and he led me through a door marked “employees only.”  No one was around as we walked through a storage area and then out through an open garage door to a loading dock.  There were a few stockers here and there, mostly moving large boxes around and while quite a few gave me wanton appraisals, none said anything to Ben, much less me.  Guess it IS who you know.
 
   Ben’s truck was a standard delivery style truck and it had his company logo emblazoned on the side.  It wasn’t backed up to the dock, but actually out a little ways into the lot, and he slid open the driver’s door, helped me climb in, directing me into the back, and then pulled himself up and into the driver’s seat.  He started the engine up as I looked on.
 
   “Air conditioning. Texas is fucking hot,” he explained.  A cool blast of air came a moment later and I admit it felt good.  The truck would have been an oven otherwise, and while I like to be cooked, dying of a combination of sex and heat stroke isn’t exactly the way I’d like to get snuffed.  I gave him a smile and turned into his storage bay.
 
   And about had a heart attack.  Racks and racks of pliers, clamps of every sort, screwdrivers, hammers, all sorts of tools.  Two metal bars were mounted on the ceiling, clearly hand rails of some sort.  I reached up to grab one, steadying myself, when I felt Ben come up behind me, his hands reaching round to grab my breasts.
 
   I let him.  He was gentle at first, but as I moaned and rubbed my bottom against the bulge in his pants he got more forceful.  His kneading worked at me through the halter top and I wriggled from his grasp.  He grunted quizzically, but then realized I was just pulling my halter top off.  I turned and faced him and he bent down, suckling my left nipple into his mouth.  The sensation was marvelous and despite the fact that I was a day into my time of the month, I felt the arousal blossom within me and for a moment, all I could think about was getting his cock into my mouth so I could turn on the butterfly clitoral vibrator.
 
   On high this time. 
 
   As soon as he came up for a breath of air that didn’t involve suction on the delicious tips of my breasts, I sank down, hands moving along his front, unbuttoning, unbuckling, tearing at his zipper.  White briefs appeared and I pushed at them, yanking them downward and his cock – which was one hundred and eight degrees in the opposite direction from the blond hunk I had chosen earlier, popped out, scented with nothing more than man.
 
   As I devoured his shaft my right hand slipped down to my shorts and dipped into the front, my finger finding the little switch on the top of the butterfly. I turned it on to high and immediately felt myself ripen, my sex tightening in little convulsions as the clitoral stimulation set my bells ringing.  Arousal, specifically things being done to my clit, always seems to bring out the absolute best in me and I moments I was bobbing my head up and down, licking the tip of his Ben’s cock, rocking my hips back and forth in a lewd fashion that made me glad we were inside an air conditioned delivery truck.
 
   Either I am a really good cocksucker, or Ben hadn’t had sex in a long time, or possibly both, because he popped four or five minutes after I got down on my knees.  I still hadn’t cum and you should have seen me as I swallowed the spurting goodness erupting from my tool guy’s spout.  I was highly frustrated, and as Ben sighed and pulled back, he watched, eyes still glazed, as I stuck my hand down my shorts and turned off the butterfly, leaving myself in sexual frustration.
 
   “What’s that?” he asked, nodding toward my shorts. 
 
   “My butterfly vibrator.  I’m only allowed to turn it on when I’m sucking cock,” I explained, the tension in my voice still very clear.
 
   His eyebrow went up. “Still horny?”
 
   I nodded, my throat tight as I tried to suppress some of the more intense fluttering I was experiencing.  
 
   “Well that was pretty amazing.  You’ve got a good mouth,” Ben said to me.
 
   I smiled, taking deep breaths to try to relax.  “Thanks.”
 
   He looked down at my bare breasts then. “So, I’m supposed to spank those, right?”
 
   I blinked. “Oh! The time! Damn!” I had forgotten to check my watch.  
 
   Ben grinned.  “A spank on each on per minute right?  Well I think that took about fifteen minutes.”
 
   I cocked my head to the side and glared at him. “Fifteen?  That wasn’t even ten!” I protested.
 
   “Are you arguing with me?” he asked with a taunt?
 
   I’ve seen that look and heard that tone before and I immediately backed down. “No.  Fifteen minutes,” I said meekly.
 
   He nodded. “Good.  Now reach up and grab hold of the metal bar.”  He pointed at the roof of the van and I glanced up.  The two metal rungs ran down the length of the cargo area and I reached up on tip toe and grabbed the first one.  It was a stretch, but I did it.
 
   I heard the rip of the tape but didn’t really connect what was happening until Ben suddenly wrapped the exposed strand around my wrist and then connected it to the bar.  I let go instantly of course, but it was too late and he caught my other hand when I pushed against him.
 
   “Wait! I don’t want to be tied up!” I protested.
 
   Ben laughed. “For what I’m about to do to your tits, you’ll need to be restrained,” he promised.
 
   “I’ll scream!” I said harshly.  
 
   He finished taping my right hand to the bar, leaving me suspended.  “Good point,” he said.  He climbed into the front seat and a moment later heavy metal alternative music blared through the van.  “There you go.  Feel free to scream.”
 
   I was about to when he put his hand on my cheek.  “Trust me.  I’m just going to do what you wanted.  Besides, here…” he said, then put his fingers down the front of my blue denim shorts.  He fiddled with the butterfly, finding the switch and turning it on.  He didn’t click it to high, but even on low I felt the immediate rumble and almost swooned in need.  I let out a desperate whimper and nodded. Now everything seemed right.  He could do practically anything to me and I wouldn’t have cared.
 
   “Good girl.  Now for your tits.”  I watched as he rummaged around in the bins behind me and produced a pair of pliers, thick heavy ones, lifting them with a grin.
 
   I blinked, trying to figure out what he was going to do with those.  “You’re supposed to spank me with your hand,” I said in confusion.
 
   Ben laughed again and merely reached out, his hand working the action on the tool, opening it and setting it over my left nipple.  I sucked in a breath as he applied just a little bit of pressure and then he was twisting the tip of my breast around in a circle. At ninety degrees I winced and tried to pull away from him.  His left arm flashed out and wrapped around me, holding me close to him while he continued rotating.  At a hundred and eighty degrees I felt as if I were having my nipple ripped off.  A few degrees after that I let out a scream because it damn well hurt and even my arousal wasn’t enough to keep that pain in check.  
 
   He lightened the torque (yes, I know I’m a girl, but I can still use the word torque damn it!) a little, just enough to bring me back down to gasping breaths, clenched my buttock with his left hand, and then applied tiny twisting movements of his wrists, sending flashes of pain through my bosom that left me winded and shaking.  It was intense.  
 
   Ben kept me there on the edge of screaming for a few minutes, ribbons of agony spooling out from my plier caught nub, only to move to the other side, setting the pliers behind my piercing.  It didn’t take as much pressure or twisting as my left nipple to bring me to the same point, and when he was done I felt unusually tender.  Finally he had amused himself enough with the pliers and put them away.  I was just starting to get close to another orgasm when he lifted his right hand and smashed it into my left breast.  It was a stroke that would have made my friend Julie not only proud, but jealous as well.  She likes spanking my breasts too.
 
   I drew in a sharp breath and held it in expectation of another spank, but when it didn’t come I let it out and whimpered.  My left tit felt… well… it’s sort of hard to describe.  A burning ache?  There was heat of course, but between the pliers and now the very hard stroke, it just ached and hurt.  I once saw a picture of an overly busty Japanese girl bound horizontally from the ceiling, her enlarged breasts, easily double d’s hanging below her, wrapped at the base.  There was a man beneath her, hands up in a boxer’s pose, the red blotches on her swinging bosom making it clear that he was using her breasts as a punching bag, or more accurately, a speed bag if you’re into boxing.  It had to be agony for the girl, restrained, unable to stop him from beating the crap out of her soft, hanging tits.  Looking at that picture didn’t just arouse me.
 
   It made me jealous.
 
   Ben switched sides and in short order my left breast matched my first in color, in heat, and in pain.  But even as he moved back and forth, slapping my chest back and forth and really getting into the whole “spank her tits” concept, the buzzing of the butterfly against my clit was having its effect.  By the time we were nearing the end of the required fifteen spanks, I was so damn close that I was thrusting my hips forward and compressing the butterfly vibrator between his hip and my clit.  My whimpers had turned into sexual cries of need, desperate for satisfaction.
 
   Two spanks short of being done, he reached into my shorts and cruelly, viciously, evilly, horribly, turned off the butterfly.  I cried out, louder and more agitated than I had been with the pliers.
 
   “Whoa… can’t have you flying off the mark, can we?” he asked, giving my boobs a good squeeze.  He grinned and went back to his storage bins, producing two tiny, but still solid metal and thus heavy, C clamps.  He spun the little cranks on the bottoms and snagged my nipples, one at a time, between the presses.  He tightened them cruelly until I was once again gasping, tremors of pain rippling through me.
 
   “Now, if I recall, you mentioned something about a bolt in your ass?” he asked.
 
   I nodded, just a little distracted from the shooting pain that began at the tip of each breast and shot up through my spine.  
 
   “How big is too big?” he asked me.
 
   “Uh…” I said, still too distracted to formulate an answer.
 
   “Never mind. Stupid question.  I’ll try to find one as big as my cock.”  He began heading for the door, but then came to a stop.  He turned back and looked at me, a curious, mischievous look on his face.  Then he leaned back into his storage bins, pulled out two more C-clamps the size of my hands, and fucking HUNG THEM FROM THE CLAMPS ALREADY ON MY TITS.
 
   “There.  Hang tight. I’ll be back in a few minutes.”  He waved at me and climbed out the door, slamming it behind him.
 
   I sort of went banana crackers.  I pulled hard on the tape binding my hands but it was impossible.  Ben had done a decent job of securing me and maybe if I’d been sweating or something I could have pulled free with some concerted effort.  But as it was I was already close to being exhausted.  I was horny, in pain, and even moving set my breasts swinging and I learned real quick that having five pound weights dangling from both nipples hurt like hell.  I struggled just to breathe and hung from my wrists, my toes lightly brushing the floor of the van.
 
   And then the C-clamp on my left breast slipped, the smooth interior unable to handle the weight.  I let out a scream of agony as the blood rushed back into the crushed tip and I just thank God the damned five pound clamp missed my toes.  I was shaking like mad and the sudden release gave me the impetus to try and jerk the other one loose.  I was in the process of doing that when the door opened and Ben climbed in, talking.
 
   But not to me.
 
   “Well, it’s not like I can go down to the local Wal-Mart and pick up some KY Jelly.  I still can’t believe we don’t sell a single lubricant for this,” he said as he climbed in, only to stop and look at me with raised eyebrows.
 
   “Well I don’t mind, unless you’re joshing me,” came another voice and then a young man appeared, this one wearing the uniform vest of a regular employee of the home improvement store.  His eyes widened as he saw me hanging there, one breast still caught tightly and hanging downward, clamped.
 
   “Aren’t you a naughty girl?” Asked Ben, bending down to pick up the fallen clamp.  
 
   “It just slipped off!” I said, a tremor of fear in my voice.  I glanced past him to the other guy.
 
   “That’s Chet.  We couldn’t find an lubricant that won’t kill you, so I came up with an outside the box solution.”  He set the large clamp aside and began opening the little one again.  I whimpered as it became clear he intended to put it back on.  Chet climbed into the truck and stood there, grinning like an idiot, staring at my breasts.
 
   “Now, once we get your tit clamped again, I’m going to cut the tape on your wrists.  You’re going to be a good girl, aren’t you?”
 
   I nodded desperately.  
 
   “Good,” he said, lifting the little C-clamp and once again fitting it over my nipple.  He tightened it again, sending shards of pain through me.  And then he tightened it some more, way more than he had the first time.  I blubbered but he ignored it.  Then he tugged a small pocket knife out of his back pocket, one of those utility knives, and deftly cut the tape holding me to the metal bar.  I almost fell but he caught me and then, without another word, pulled a huge box out from under the storage bins.  It had some sort of compressor in it, but I only got a moment to look at the box before I was unceremoniously dumped onto my knees.  Ben pulled me forward and I felt the cool air on my bottom, right through the hole in the shorts.
 
   The good thing was that the large C-clamp still hanging from my right breast was now being supported by the ground.  The bad thing was that I was still hurting just from the little clamps.  And the butterfly wasn’t on either.  I blinked as Ben unzipped his pants, exposing his soft and rather well-spent member.  I heard a zipper go behind me and then I flinched as someone spit and a glob of gooey wetness landed on my ass, running into my exposed crack.  Yuck.
 
   I felt the tip of Chet’s cock and took as deep a breath as the shooting pains in my bosom allowed, bracing myself.  He began pushing and I tried to relax as much as possible, portioning my mind to ignore both the pain and discomfort of having had cock pushed up inside me, but to be honest, it wasn’t bad.  I was already opened there, and still had a bit of lubrication, despite what Ben thought.  I hadn’t told him I’d already been reamed there anyway.  Chet worked himself deeper and began pumping.  Ben pressed his cock to my lips and I began licking on the off chance that maybe I could get him hard again.   I wanted to reach down and turn on the butterfly vibrator, but Ben held my hands and so there was no chance.  Instead I took it, the butt fuck and everything else, only partially aroused.  But is that so bad?  To be honest, it isn’t.  My own pleasure is a side effect sometimes, an afterthought.  I’ve been told often enough that it isn’t my own needs I’m satisfying, but someone else’s.  Just like this tale.  I’m not writing it for me.
 
   I’m writing it for you.  Oh sure, every orgasm this narrative brings is another sacrifice at the altar of Breanne, the Goddess of Dark Erotica, and I thank you for that.  But it is my sacrifice to you to bring it.  So enjoy.
 
   Lubrication comes in many forms and the fluid Ben had decided to use was sperm.  Chet only took about ten minutes to work himself into a froth and then he unloaded about a teaspoons worth of cum into my ass, his cock shuddering and pounding hard while I deepthroated Ben.  I have to admit, giving a blowjob when you are on all fours, supported by a box, with someone ramming you forward from behind, is a fucking easy way to go down on a guy.  I didn’t even have to bob my head.  I feel… kinda lazy.
 
   Chet pulled out with a groan and Ben yanked his cock out of my mouth and quickly tugged a large bolt out of his vender vest pocket.  I only gave it a cursory glance.  It wasn’t all that thick, but I had expected that.  You want a really large bolt, you’ve got to go to a real hardware store.  Not a home improvement store.  It wasn’t any thicker than my thumb, but at least it went in easily.  The metal was cold and I groaned as Ben rotated it in, pushing with his hand.
 
   “There.  Nice and tight,” he said, smacking my denim clad ass.  “I like the way that looks.”  He pulled on my wrist. “Stand up,” he told me.
 
   I started, but he hauled me to my feet and I wobbled as my insides adjusted to the five inches of steel they had shoved up my ass.  He turned me around so I was facing Chet.  My right breast screamed out in pain as the heavy C-clamp again exerted its downward pull.
 
   “Mind removing the clamps?” Ben asked his friend.
 
   Chet smiled and the bastard started with my left breast, taking off the little c-Clamp there first.  Once my left nipple was throbbing from the release, he lifted the other weight off my right breast and then removed the clamp.  I almost swooned in Ben’s arms.
 
   “Now spank her tits.  Hard.”
 
   Chet’s eyebrow went up.  “How many times?” he asked.
 
   Ben shrugged. “Who cares?”
 
   Well, I cared.  And I was about to protest, despite the still bursting pain in my breasts, when Chet swung.  His palm impacted against my bosom, smashing my breasts to the right and sending shockwaves through my entire body.  I let out an explosive cry, surprised that the strike had hurt so much.  Guess I really WAS tender. But Chet didn’t let my vocal protest stop him.  Back and forth he hit me, well… not so much hit.  He wasn’t hitting me.  He was spanking me, punishing my boobs and enjoying every second of it.  Ben slid one hand down the front of my body and then shoved his hand down the front of my shorts.  I cried out as he flicked the switch of the butterfly upward, this time managing to set it to high.  I bucked, my hips rocking back and forth as the punishment and pleasure impacted me.  I jiggled, my breasts bouncing and my hips thrusting forward, the perfect image of what everyone wants out of a nympho humiliation pain slut.  
 
   Finally Chet stopped and I have no clue what caused him to think I had had enough.  Perhaps it was the fact that my chest was heaving as I sucked in air.  Perhaps it was the tears cascading down my face. Or maybe it was the fact that my breasts were now bright pink, the nipples hard as rocks.  Or perhaps, just perhaps.  It was the fact that I clearly had exploded, an orgasm of agony and ecstasy that had clearly overwhelmed me.
 
   “Wow.  Did she just cum from me slapping her tits?” Chet asked.
 
   Ben let me slide to the ground, the butterfly still dancing on top of my clit.  Still dazed and aching, my breasts hot and heavy, my fingers dug in my shorts, trying to find the off switch.  
 
   “Well, I’m tempted to tie her hands back up to the ceiling and try again.  But I think she’s had it.  
 
   Chet let out a laugh. “Damn.  You sure are lucky.  Wish I had a girl like this.”  He stuck his hand out and Ben took it.  “I appreciate it, Ben.”
 
   Ben smiled. “Anytime. I’ll see you next week, okay?”
 
   Chet nodded.  He checked his fly and vest and then left the truck.
 
   Ben bent down and looked at me. I had managed to turn off the butterfly and lay there on the floor of his truck, twitching from orgasm and overload.
 
   “You okay?” he asked me.
 
   I blinked, still dazed, but I nodded slightly.
 
   “Can you stand?” he asked.
 
   I tried.  Honestly.  But my legs were still not quite working.  Ben shook his head and put his hands under my arms and lifted me.  He set me down on the box so I could sit, forgetting that he himself had driven a five inch bolt into my ass.  I winced as I felt it dig in deeper.  But Ben mistook the expression as lingering discomfort from having my breasts spanked.
 
   “Well, we do have a slight problem here,” he said, laying a gentle hand on my shoulder.
 
   “We do?” I asked, still mush mouthed. 
 
   He nodded.  “Yep.  You got me hard again.”
 
   I blinked.
 
   “What are you going to do about that?” he asked.
 
   What was I going to do about that?  I looked down at the bulge in his jeans.  I licked my lips, thinking about my options.  If I offered him another blowjob, one that brought him to satisfaction, there were a few caveats.  First, I’d have to turn the butterfly back on, which wasn’t that much of an issue.  Another clitoral orgasm wouldn’t be bad.  But I’d also earn myself another spanking, across my breasts.  And Ben had just cum.  It would take a long time to get him to erupt again.  
 
   “What if I offered you a date?  You and me.  Dinner.  Sex.  Bondage and Discipline?” I asked him.
 
   Ben looked thoughtful.  “But that doesn’t take care of my problem now.”
 
   I swallowed. “I’m not sure I can handle another breast spanking.”
 
   He grinned. “Here’s my counter-offer.  You suck.  I’ll go gentle on your tits, and then we meet for dinner.  Tonight?”
 
   I shook my head. “Not tonight. Next week. It’s my time of the month.”
 
   He sighed. “Okay, next week.  Now, you ready?”
 
   I bit my lip, considering, but my right hand was already sliding down to my shorts.  My fingers slipped into the waistband, pushing past my panties and onto the butterfly.  I felt the switch and I pulled it upward.  And as the vibrations started I obediently opened my mouth and closed my eyes.
 
   Forty minutes later I walked out of the home improvement store knowing every eye was on me.  There were globs of cum in my hair, so obvious that I felt the stares.  My overactive imagination enlarged the size of the hex bolt in my ass to make it so visible that everyone could see it.  And of course, under my stretched halter top, were the two small, plastic clamps Ben had given me, attached to my nipples, tightly cramped.  He had told me to leave the butterfly on as well, at least until I got to my truck.  It was a tough walk, but I did it.  And no one stopped me from leaving.
 
   Once in the cab of my truck I turned off the butterfly, which was making my clit very sore.  I tugged up my shirt to remove the clamps and I swallowed as I saw the thin red lines where Ben had struck me with the makeshift whip he had cobbled together.  Thin red lines criss-crossed my chest.  They still stung too.  I pinched open the little plastic clamps and chucked them into the console cupholder, wincing as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts.  
 
   I was ready to go home.  I think I had fulfilled the requirements of the assignment quite satisfactorily.  And I knew one more important thing.  I was a nympho humiliation pain slut, which was very true.  But I was also something else.  Something cruder, more visceral.
 
   I’m a cocksucker.
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   Malls are like women.  They come in all shapes and sizes.  But the interesting thing I’ve always liked about malls is the same thing I like about women.  No matter the shape, there usually is something interesting inside to intrigue you.  All it takes is a little hunting.  
 
   Okay. I admit it. I like window shopping.  Who doesn’t? Except Kari.  She doesn’t ever window shop.  She just shops.  I spend thousands in imaginary money on a trip.  She spends hundreds and buys exactly what she wants.  But who am I kidding?  She can afford it.
 
   I had chosen a mall a little farther away than my usual haunt at Katy Mills.  This particular retail establishment was much smaller, with a lower occupancy rate, but with a really nice atmosphere.  I liked it because it was cozy.  
 
   And small.  Had I tried the assignment Master Mark had sent me at my regular place, not only would I have had to call on David, but a single lap would have taken me forty minutes.  Here, a lap was barely twenty.
 
   As far as footwear goes, a shorter lap was definitely called for.  I was wearing my stripper shoes, the four inch heels atop five inch platforms that forced me skyward in a towering balance act that changed my posture, walk, and swing.  When you walk in shoes like that, you have to pay attention or you could wobble, fall, and break your ankle.  I’ve never understood why strippers and hookers decided to wear shoes like that.  It’s insane.
 
   But Master Mark had specified that I was to wear the highest heeled shoe I’ve got, and that meant I donned the clear plastic and quite uncomfortable shoes.  Balance be damned.  As I got out of the car I stood up and smoothed down the blue denim skirt I was wearing.  Not that it needed smoothing.  In reality I was probably trying to unconsciously make it longer, but as it was the damn thing was below my hip bones and still barely covered the necessities.  I felt like if I twitched the damn thing would fall off.
 
   My midriff was bare, but that was mostly due to the fact that I couldn’t bull the skirt up above my hips because then my ass would have been hanging out, and since I wasn’t wearing panties under the thing, I didn’t want to cause a ruckus.  My breasts were stuffed into a yellow halter top, nothing special, though I’d owned it for a few years and evidently the girlish figure I’d had when I purchased the thing was gone, and in its place was a woman.  I might have well have been wearing a pushup bra for all intents and purposes.
 
   Of course there was one more thing I was wearing, but no one could see it.  Had anyone been paying attention, they might have wondered about the flash of pink at the small of my back, where the wire to the rose colored remote was stuck in the back pocket of my overly tight and short skirt.  That wire, had they bothered to trace it downward, disappeared into my skirt, through my buttocks, and around to my front, where my Rotating Venus Penis, or RVP for short, was nestled, strapped to my waist with Velcro.
 
   The RVP is a pretty diabolical toy.  First of all it comes with a four inch plastic penis, which admittedly isn’t much in the way of length, especially for a sex novelty.  But since said plastic penis also happens to SPIN (which is why they call it a ROTATING Venus Penis) four inches is more than enough to propel me into space.  The base of the thing holds the motor to spin the little phallus, but it also has a second motor which shakes the whole apparatus violently, and since the base is tall enough not only to provide a mount for the spinning, vibrating phallus, it also touches your clit, which means it operates as a butterfly clitoral stimulator as well.  So you can imagine what kind of sensation that thing brings to the table.
 
   Then I did something some of you won’t believe.  I pulled out a piece of paper and looked down at it.  It was a bit of a note from a friend, a girl named Sarah, who lived on the other side of the country.
 
   I dressed in a yellow outfit, skirt and halter top, and drove to the mall.  I managed to find a parking space near a door because the RVP was sooooo yummy!
 
   Sarah had contacted me and begged me to share an assignment. She had managed to do it before I did and not only had I liked what she had done with it, but wondered if I’d have the same kind of experience.  I marched into the mall and as the air conditioned environment cooled me down from the afternoon’s baking sun, I turned the vibration function to medium and immediately gasped, my loins tightening dramatically.
 
   I turned to my right and began walking, concentrating more on not making an ass of myself from falling than on where I was going, or looking in the various windows of the shops that lined the common area.  I could feel the vibrations from the RVP against my clit and inside me as well and as I took each careful step, the movement of my hips, right to left, that were a necessity for walking with high heels actually made the vibrations worse.
 
   Worse as in, I got turned on quicker.  Okay, I was turned on from the moment I stuck the damn thing in myself that morning.  But you have to understand, I’d had no orgasms all day!  I was so ready to cum that just walking along like that, with it rumbling lightly between my legs set me on edge.  I tugged out Sarah’s paper again and read as I walked.
 
   Around halfway through the first lap, I could feel my legs getting wet from the juices running down my legs, and my stride was getting more and more erratic.  Or is that erotic?  The last quarter of a lap was terrible. I was holding an edge, doing my best not to go over it and cum.
 
   I understood completely.  I could feel the moisture trickling, though I wasn’t gushing at that point, not yet at least.  I wasn’t having trouble walking yet, but I knew that would come soon enough, as would I.
 
   Master Mark’s assignment had been simple, yet devious.  Walk the mall and don’t cum.  That was it.  Each lap would involve a different setting on the RVP with predictably more difficult sensations for us to endure.  The punishment for cumming was diabolical.  My bag held my four inch anal plug as well as a set of nipple clamps.  As I finished the first lap my entire body was tense and I’m absolutely positive that I was pretty much the center of attention.  Most people find it hard to ignore a pretty girl in a short skirt and halter top, but when you had stupidly high heels, and bright, fire engine red hair, along with a walk that oozes sex (literally oozes!), you sort of have to expect to be stared at.
 
   After finishing the first lap I was so close, so desperate.  I ducked into a restroom, put my hand on my mouth and couldn’t stop.  I exploded hard, my body shaking with desire.  I leaned against the wall, the tiles cool against my head, and when I felt ready, I pulled my bottom plug out of my handbag, put some lube on it, and gingerly pushed it into my ass. Knowing that it wasn’t going to get any easier, I used some tissue to clean up the puddle I’d made on the floor, I turned the RVP’s rotating function to low. Now the thing was spinning inside me, as well as shaking.  Although I wanted to walk quickly before cumming a second time, a rotating and vibrating dildo, a butt plug, and six inch heels don’t let you walk very fast, or very far, easily.
 
   I swallowed.  I too was on edge, desperately so, but I also knew that Master Mark’s punishments were a trap.  If I allowed myself to cum, then I’d have to stick the anal plug in, and as Sarah observed, walking like that wasn’t easy.  But regardless, I’d finished my lap and that meant turning the RVP’s rotation function on.  I found a quiet niche and pulled the remote from my back pocket, pushing the slide control forward.
 
   I don’t handle the rotation function very well, and Master Mark knew that, which is why he made it the second requirement, rather than the first.  I’m not sure why I’m overly sensitive to the spinning toy, but I am, and on low, all by itself, I’d still be cumming in fifteen or so minutes.  But on edge?  Slightly mad with desire?  With the vibration already having churned me into a sexual froth?  While prancing around in a slutty outfit at the mall, being stared at?
 
   I made it four feet.
 
   I almost swooned and had to put my hand on the wall to keep from collapsing into a pile of cumming girl goo.  My hips jerked back and forth on their own, completely without any input from my now sex blasted brain.  The endorphins and adrenaline mixed in my bloodstream, my heart pounded and I could feel my pussy wrapped around the spinning, vibrating dildo, squeezing it violently.  And since I was in the middle of mall, with people walking by me, it wasn’t like I could scream out in pleasure.  I couldn’t control the shaking though.  That pressure, that tension has to go somewhere.  Right?
 
   “Are you okay miss?” a guy asked me.  I looked at him, eyes wild, trying to summon the ability to actually talk to him through the orgasm.  It wasn’t easy.  I nodded.  
 
   “Yes!” I exclaimed, the words rushing out of me like a flash flood. “I’m okay! Really! I’m fine! Please, I’m okay!”
 
   He blinked, staring at me, adding up the facts and my figure.  He was a nice looking man, young, dark skin, full head of hair, wearing a black jeans and a polo shirt.  His eyebrow went up as he looked at me.
 
   “Are you… having an orgasm?” he asked suddenly.
 
   For a second I though the sun had burst through the roof and given me a third degree sunburn.  Then I realized I was just blushing.  I stammered something incomprehensible and stumbled away, which was quite a trick considering I was wearing the feminine, socially acceptable version of stilts.  How Sarah could do it with six inch heels was beyond me.
 
   I didn’t go far. I just wanted to get away from the nice guy who was so astute he knew I was having a sexual epiphany.  I ducked into a clothing store, grabbed a random dress off a rack, and marched back to the changing room.  Closing the door was sweet bliss and I trembled as I slid down onto the bench, the RVP still churning and shaking between my legs.
 
   I opened my purse, not wanting to do what I was about to do, but it was the rules.  Sarah had done it.  She had willingly gotten out an anal plug, lubricated it, and then jammed it in her ass.  And I was about to do the same thing.  There was a small bottle of grapeseed oil I keep in my purse for occasions like this, and I liberally applied a teaspoons worth to my four inch long, tapered bottom plug.  I want you to understand that I wasn’t cheating here.  This was a BIG plug.  At the base it widened to three and a half inches and I find that particular plug to be very uncomfortable.  Walking with it in is a trial.  At that point, I could only imagine what doing another two laps with it shoved up my rear would feel like.
 
   There are two ways to put in a butt plug if you’re by yourself.  One, you can bend over, put a leg up on something, like a bench, and reach behind and gently push it in.  Or if you’re a sadistic madwoman, you can set it down on something and just sit down.  Sarah did it the smart way.
 
   Me?  I’m not known for my brains.  Besides, I’ve almost always put in butt plugs that way.
 
   I tried to keep the groaning to a minimum, but available real estate in my bottom was at a premium and the plug basically forced its way in.  I whimpered, I moaned, and with the RVP still doing its thing, spinning and rumbling and basically driving me sexually crazy, getting my ass packed just complicated things immensely.  I wasn’t sure I’d be able to handle it all.  When the base settled against my crack and I was fully impaled, I struggled to get up.  
 
   Now I felt… like a turkey.  Stuffed and dressed for roasting.  I had four inches of plastic cock up the front and four inches of rubber in the rear.  The only thing that could have been worse had I not brought my biggest anal plug, and instead selected my vibrating one.  That would have been bad.  At that point, size was better for me than vibration.
 
   Trust me.  I didn’t want to cum again.
 
   I took about five minutes to pull myself together, which was as stupid as it sounds.  The last thing I needed was time, because I could already feel the second orgasm building in my depths.  The RVP was purring and stirring and I was a pot simmering, just on the edge of boiling.  Taking my time was stupid. I needed to hurry.  Finish the lap, then do the last one and hope to hell that I could handle the stimulation and not need the nipple clamps.
 
   I know. You’re laughing at me, aren’t you?  You’re enjoying this.
 
   I emerged from the store and turned again, moving down the mall.  The place wasn’t packed with people, being a workday and after the lunch hour, but there were enough.  I concentrated on one thing; putting my foot forward and taking a step without falling or cumming.  That was very, very difficult.  Now I understood what Sarah had meant when she said her stride had become erratic.  My hips were swinging wide, and to my horror, I figured out that crossing my ankles with each step, like the models did, actually made it easier to bear the vibrations, spinning, and stuffed sensation coming from my lower half.  And THAT drew even more attention to me.
 
   I felt a trickle and my eyes widened in alarm as I realized that the juices coming from my sex were now actually leaking down my leg.  No one had noticed yet, but I tried to hurry, knowing that there was a bathroom up ahead.  It was three quarters of the way around the second lap and I held to the hope that I’d make it there before having another public orgasm.
 
   On my second lap I had a few nice people ask me if I was okay.  I told them I was.  It wasn’t like I could confess to having a sex toy stuffed in both holes.  I think I got less than halfway and I couldn’t hold off any longer.  The first orgasm had felt so good and served as a warm-up.  Trembling, I ducked into an alcove, out of sight, and shuddered through another cumming.  As soon as I could think straight, I rummaged in my handbag and found the clover clamps, steel pincers meant to torment.  I slipped them under my halter top, letting them lock onto the tips of my breasts.  Just the bite of the clamps made me want to cum again.
 
   I didn’t make it.  To the restroom I mean.  I must have been forty or fifty feet away, so close, but my body couldn’t take it.  I looked around for a store to duck into, but the one opposite me was closed, a blank wall where a store should be.  I leaned against it, my loins contracting and quivering under the sexual onslaught.  I couldn’t take it. I closed my eyes, leaned back, bumped my ass against the wall, and let loose.
 
   Yeah, like THAT didn’t garner attention.
 
   A number of people stared at me, wondering what the hell was wrong with the slutty dressed girl over at the wall.  Maybe a few put together the glistening wetness on my legs, the skirt that was barely hanging on my ass, the thrust of my hips, and the half-baked expression of vapid pleasure on my face.  But I’m guessing most people just thought I was nuts.  Maybe psycho. I’ve got no idea.  But I hadn’t even finished my second lap and there I was, having an orgasm.
 
   I reeled forward, my brain off balance from the rush of sexual bliss combined with the absolute mortification of being a spectacle in public.  I was watched, even stared at, as I moved forward, my legs feeling as if they were filled with lead, while my bottom rocked.  The bathroom beckoned and I made it there just as the first stream of sex juice made it to my foot.  Talk about gross.  Who wants to have cum in their shoe?  Besides, the whole idea scared me.  Slippery high heels?  
 
   Once in the bathroom I cleaned myself up as much as I could.  The scent of sex permeated the air and even overpowered the rose scented freshener they used to keep the restroom smelling nice.  I hadn’t finished the second lap yet, so I didn’t need to screw with the RVP, but I had cum again, and that required punishment.
 
   Master Mark had left the choice of clamps to both Sarah and me.  She had chosen Japanese Clover Clamps, massive metal jaws that, when pulled upon, actually tighten.  I pulled out her paper and read her sentence.
 
   Adjusting my halter top so that the clamps weren’t too obvious, I continued the lap.
 
   I had trouble believing it.  How could clover clamps not be obvious under a halter top?  They’re huge!  At least mine are.  I hadn’t brought them.  I had instead brought a pair of my smallest, least obtrusive, tiniest clamps.  I had actually arranged them by size before selecting.
 
   In hindsight, that was fucking stupid.  I should have brought the clover clamps.  Fuck obvious.
 
   I pulled up my halter top and my breasts popped out of the restricting material.  My nipples were already hard as pebbles, tiny points capping my creamy bosom.  My areolas are the size of half dollars and the tips pink.  The nipple on the right is pierced with a gold hoop, and dangling from it is a small charm padlock, engraved with a black enameled rose.  With a trembling hand, I lifted the first of my alligator clamps, and let it pinch tightly behind the piercing.
 
   Pain shot through me. Lots of it.  Now I have to admit that these alligator clamps have been altered.  They aren’t set on factory defaults, or however you technical people like to describe shit like this.  The springs had been bent so the tension or torque or pressure or whatever was dramatically reduced.  Still, there were teeth, and while the clamp no longer had the tension to bite through my nipple, it certainly had enough to hang on through a few jumping jacks, had I been so inclined.  So yes, it still hurt.
 
   The second clamp went on easier and the chain connecting them dangled down toward my belly.  I’m not going to lie.  I liked it.  I like those clamps.  Yes, they hurt.  Yes, they are a trial. Yes, they make my nipples sore and tender and painful.  But do you have any idea what that pain does to a girl who has her ass stuffed, her clit vibrated, and her depths spun like a martini that has been shaken AND stirred?
 
   I pulled down my halter top and a fresh burst of agony blossomed at the tips of my breasts.  The material pushed tight on the clamps and the outlines were so damn obvious that someone would need to be blind not to see what I had on underneath my shirt.  Worse, the chain hung beneath the bottom, attracting even more attention to my chest since the eye would catch on the steel chain and follow it upward.  There was no hiding where the chain ended, or how it was attached.  And the RVP just kept spinning and rumbling.
 
   I stumbled out of the bathroom, still feeling the gathering wetness between my legs and I moved with a stilted, stiff walk that probably looked even odder than the sexy walk, or the simple sway I’d adopted on my first round.  Now people were really staring at me, their eyes fixated on my clamped breasts, understanding fully that the chain was fixed to my nipples.  There were comments, degrading ones, from a few women, and then a wolf whistle.  I hurried away, but that merely made the strumming of my strings even more intense.  I finished the last of lap two, my body humming with sexual need despite the orgasm I’d just had minutes before.  Sometimes, being multi-orgasmic is NOT a good thing.  I was right near the entrance where I’d come into the mall and I only had one more thing to do before I could leave.  I ducked into the nearest store, and not bothering to find a changing room, I just stood behind a clothing rack and turned the RVP’s controls to maximum.  
 
   By this stage I was a total mess. My legs barely had any strength and my mind was awash with emotions.  All I could think about was the spinning and vibrating between my legs. Sipping some water from a bottle, I did my best to concentrate on not cumming and just walking.  I knew however that once I got back to the door of the carpark, I’d have to put both the vibrations and the rotation on their highest settings.  There would be no way to hold back, so I did my best to make it to the door without cumming a third time. 
 
   Pleasure blasted through me and I stood there blinking, moaning, and just about going insane.  My nipples throbbed from the alligator clamps and now with the RVP on full power, I felt like I was being hosed.  There is just no easy way to describe what the RVP does to you.  It’s not just sex. It’s like overblown insane sex.  The recent clean up meant nothing.  My thighs were soaked, trickles streaming down both legs.  I stood there shaking, wondering if I could even make it out of the mall before cumming again.  I knew I had to try.
 
   As I finished the second lap, I put everything on high and literally ran for the car.  I wasn’t fast thanks to the high heels and the sex toys, but I knew that I was about to cum hard and extensively unless I got the RVP off.  But it was impossible.  Just a few steps into the parking lot I started to cum.  I stumbled forward, wobbling back and forth like a drunk, until I got to my car.  I slumped against the door, fingers trembling as I struggled to turn off the RVP.
 
   I tried to walk normally, but it was impossible, and all I can say is that like Sarah, I made it out of the mall and into the parking lot.  Fortunately my truck wasn’t that far away, but still, I didn’t make it, letting out a cry of orgasmic bliss that drew funny looks from the half dozen or so people making their way in and out of the mall.  My hand flew down to my crotch, pressing hard against the RVP. I have no idea what I was trying to do. Maybe make it stop, or maybe hold it still?  I have no idea, but the pressure of my hand on it made things even worse, and a second wave of orgasm smashed into me, almost as strong as the first.  I reeled forward, my hips twitching.  I dropped my purse on the ground as I tried to pull the keys out.  Then I dropped the keys while picking up my purse, and through it all my loins were contracting and convulsing.  I got everything picked up and shoved the key in the lock, my brain stuck in a sexualized loop of “oh my fucking God, I’m cumming.”
 
   If this were fiction, the key would have broken in the lock, the guy in the black jeans and polo shirt would come up, and my skirt would have finally fallen to the ground, exposing my plugged ass and RVP stuffed pussy.  But this isn’t fiction.  It’s reality.  So the only thing that happened was my skirt fell.
 
   Don’t worry. I caught it before it went too far.  No one saw anything and I climbed into my truck and shut the door, one hand holding my keys while the other held my skirt.  I fumbled for the controls and in sweet bliss, turned everything off.
 
   Tired, so tired.  I closed my eyes. The RVP was off.  Peace at last, but oh so tired.  I leaned back and dozed, trying to replenish the energy I had expended.  When I woke it was twenty minutes later.  Still stuffed and clamped, but no longer spinning or vibrating, I headed for home.  That’s enough playtime for one day.

              Tired.  So tired.  I closed my eyes.  The RVP was off and there was peace at last.  My nipples still throbbed and I reached up under my shirt and pulled the alligator clamps off, tossing them on the seat next to me. I thought about removing the anal plug, but I just didn’t have the energy.  I wanted a nap, to sit back, relax, and maybe get a drink.  I could feel the RVP shifting inside me, quiet, waiting, wanting, ready to go at a moment’s notice.  And all I needed to do was go back into the mall.  It wanted me to do that.  Another lap?  Maybe two?  And each one done clamped and stuffed and spinning and vibrating?
 
   I turned the key in the ignition.  Not today.  Three orgasms were more than enough to keep me sated.
 
   At least for a little while.
 
    
 
   Breanne and Sarah,

For your first assignment challenge, both of you will dress in a short skirt and halter top, sans bra and panties.  You will need three toys with you for this assignment, the first being your RVP, the second being a bottom plug of reasonable size, and the third a set of nipple clamps (your choice of style).  You will wear your highest set of high heels.  With the RVP in and off you will go to the mall of your choice, at the time of your choice.  Bring the plug but do not have it in your bottom.  You may carry it in your purse along with the nipple clamps.  Once you have arrived at the mall turn the vibe function of your RVP to medium and begin walking a lap of the mall's interior.  Please try very hard not to cum.  Once you have completed the full lap, turn the rotation function to low and complete another lap.  Finally, turn both the vibrator and rotation function to their highest setting and leave the mall.  Once you get to your vehicle you may turn off the toys.  However, should you cum at any time, you will move to a less public place, lubricate the anal plug in whatever manner you wish, and then drive it into your ass.  You are still required to finish the two laps.  Should you accidentally cum a SECOND time before being able to leave the mall, you will apply the nipple clamps and finish your laps and exit.

Good luck! Master Mark
 
 
   Special thanks to Sarah for not only being willing to match me, but writing out some thoughts and feelings on her experience and letting me include them!  I always like it when someone lets me know that I’m not the only Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut out there!  - Bre
 
    
 
   [bookmark: intensity]Intensity
 
    
 
   Okay. I’m frustrated.  Frustrated in a way that you’d probably enjoy, grinning like a Cheshire cat and sitting back to watch the show with a bucket of popcorn in one hand and a vibrator in the other.  Or if you’re a guy, then you’d probably have something else in your hand, but let’s just move on, shall we?  It’s mid-afternoon and I’m… uncomfortable.  That’s probably not a surprise to anyone, let alone me, but I must have done something to piss of Kari this last week, and while I’m pretty sure I know what I did, I’m not sure I deserved THIS.
 
   What is THIS?  Well, this happens to be my circumstances for the day.  Laundry day, the day I spend most of my time bouncing up and down between my computer, the laundry room, the living room (to fold) to the various closets and bureaus in the house, putting folded and hung clothes away.  It’s a back breaking job and there are four people in my house to wash for.  
 
   So try doing it with a twelve inch long, three inch thick, monster dildo shoved up inside you.
 
   Yes, I’m wearing my Core Driller. It’s black.  It’s multi-staged, with little bumps on it.  And frankly, if you painted it white and slapped a NASA sticker on it, you could sell it at a toy store as a rocket ship.  Seriously.  No one would know that your daughter’s first grade toy was actually something that could GROW with her.
 
   Okay.  That was sick.  And no, I haven’t give my daughter one.  Yet.
 
   Can you tell how stressed I am? 
 
   Kari’s note this morning wasn’t exactly enigmatic.  She was explicit.
 
   “Bre- please note that today’s toy of the day is due to your less than intelligent use of email, forwarding my responses to them so that my address is now available to every individual you communicate with.  Please understand that further lapses in judgment will be similarly handled.  And you may thank your friend Matt for today’s sensations.
 
   Today’s toy is your Core Driller, lubricated with Stinging O.  You will also wear your butterfly clitoral vibrator.  These will be worn with panties, under the tightest pair of shorts you own.  The butterfly is to be left off, unless you are standing, in which case you will turn it on.  Do not cum.  Should you cum, please follow the instructions below:
 
   First orgasm: Please stuff your ass with your vibrating anal plug. Leave it off.
 
   Second orgasm: Please apply your nipplebands to your breasts. Turn on the plug.
 
   Third orgasm: Replace the nipplebands with clover clamps.
 
   Fourth orgasm: Replace the clover clamps with Alligator clamps
 
   Fifth orgasm: (really?) Find someone, anyone, to give you twenty spanks to the ass with a paddle. 
 
   Sixth orgasm: Call me.  
 
   So as you can see, Kari seemed… well… not to happy with me.  So this morning, after answering email, I pulled my toy box out of the closet, opened it up, and got out my Core Driller.  Lubricating it was easy, since I keep a bottle of Stinging O in my bedside stand, and a moment later I was standing naked in front of my closet mirror.  I leaned back, falling across my bed, spreading my legs as wide as possible, and brought the oiled head of the massive dildo down to my sex. The first thing I felt was the Stinging O coating my clit and petals, the chemical reaction of the combination of pepper oil, cinnamon oil, and grapeseed oil doing exactly what it was intended to do – set me on fire.  It wasn’t a bad burn of course, just enough to send a tingle through my nether regions and then add some heat.  It was like getting a bit of that muscle cream spread over my sex.
 
   Then I started pushing in the dildo.  For any of you who have never done this, putting in a monster synthetic cock is not as easy as you would think.  First of all, I’d only had my ben wa balls in the day before and it wasn’t like my slit was really prepared to take something as long or as thick as my Core Driller.  It meant working it in slowly, thrusting gently, getting deeper with each movement.  In three minutes I had it five inches deep.  In ten I was getting well over two thirds of the twelve inch length inside me.  At fifteen minutes I gasped, then winced, as I mashed the full span of solid rubber into my hole.
 
   And you know what?  That was part of the torture.  See I had to literally masturbate just to get the damn thing in there in the first place, which meant that I was already seething with sexual need.  And I hadn’t even put on the butterfly!  I leaned over and while sitting on the bed, feeling both my own juices and the oil leave a wet spot on the fitted sheet, I began strapping on the butterfly clitoral vibrator, settling it somewhat gingerly over my, to this point, most ignored clitoris.
 
   Next came my panties, and finally my shorts, and I’m sure you would have appreciated the gymnastics I had to go through in order to keep the massive dildo up inside me while struggling to get my bare legs through the damn holes in the bottom of the shorts.  I ended up on my back, on my bed, my toes up in the air, one hand on the Core Driller with the other pulling the tight denim down my legs and up over my ass.
 
   I put on a bra and then a shirt, then realized I was already screwing up Kari’s stipulation for the day’s toy.  With a look of chagrin, I unsnapped my shorts, yanked the zipper down, stuck my hand in my panties, and flipped the tiny switch, turning the butterfly on.  Vibrations roared into me, despite the lowest setting, and I felt my clit swell.  My sex tightened convulsively around the Core Driller, trying to move it, or throttle it, or something.  So with my body trembling at the sexual stimulation, I headed for the door of my bedroom. I had chores to do.
 
   I stopped at the threshold.  Oops.  I leaned back in, rummaged in my toy box, and got out my vibrating anal plug. 
 
   Just in case.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long.  Maybe twenty minutes?  Hell, I’m surprised I lasted that much.  I was walking around, waddling really, thanks to a foot of only minutely flexible rubber embedded between my legs.  The butterfly was driving me mad and I was being forced to stop and even sit a few times, just to keep myself under control.  Finally it blew me away and I stood there along the goat pen, gripping a bucket of feed in one hand and the rail in the other as my body exploded like a grenade.  
 
   I stumbled back into the barn and retrieved the anal plug from where I left it on my father’s workshop bench and then began unbuttoning my shorts.  Since I hadn’t exactly been told I could turn off the butterfly after cumming, I was still getting stimulated and was already halfway up a multi-orgasmic event when I tugged my panties down.  They were soaked, the thin pink cotton reeking of cinnamon and my own flavors.  I reached down.  Yep. Plenty.  And I ran the anal plug through the discharge around the base of the Core Driller.
 
   It didn’t take much in the way of dexterity to get the tip of the plug in my ass. It slid in easily, smearing the oil and other juices around the puckered opening. I groaned, tried relaxing, and then in a fit of pique, just turned around, and sat down on one of the work chairs.  The plug was forced up into my ass and I let out a groan as the pain of suddenly being fucked in the butt hit me.  My sphincter tightened around the indentation and I had to reach down and catch the Core Driller as it started to slide out.  Evidently there really wasn’t enough room in there for all the rubber.
 
   Well, not without forcing a few things aside.  I’d hate to think what a cross-section anatomy image would look like, with my ass stuffed with a four inch plug and my front filled with a full foot of rubber cock.  Might be interesting for science’s sake, right?  But nevertheless I managed to get my wet panties back up, then my shorts.
 
   And then I finished my outside chores.
 
   An hour later I was inside, sorting laundry, which again meant standing and the butterfly was driving me absolutely nuts.  Some of my family was awake, but no one had clued into the fact that I was a few rooms away, going through something that was about as difficult as hiking twenty miles over rough terrain.  I managed to stifle my cries as finally my body overloaded, and only my dad raised an eyebrow as I marched upstairs afterward, to go get the nipplebands.
 
   With the tiny rubber sheaths over each nipple, I turned on the vibrating plug and realized that I was now in even more trouble.  My clit was beginning to tingle, and not from the oil, but from sensitivity, which only aroused me more, giving a painful edge to what, so far, and really been a rather pleasant, if physically challenging torment.  I finished the laundry, set the first load, and then sat down at the computer to maybe write a little, turning off the butterfly.  And that’s when I realized that the real torment wasn’t being vibrated.
 
   It was sitting.  Sitting with both my ass and sex stuffed to the brim, the vibrating anal plug still buzzing inside me.  Add in the little rubber bands constricted around my nipples, and you can imagine that being in that position wasn’t exactly a pleasant rest for me.  I dithered around, wrote a little, chitchatted on messenger, and then, when the darks were ready to be yanked from the dryer, I stood up, turned my butterfly on, and headed to the laundry room.
 
   I didn’t cum in front of the dryer.  I managed that much.  I pulled the darks out, put the brights from the washer into the dryer, and even got another load into the washer.  I was hanging my dad’s trousers on pant hangers when I couldn’t take it anymore, exploding wetly, and trembling like a car antenna after hitting a speed bump.  
 
   I didn’t drop what I was doing and run upstairs for the clover clamps.  Instead I finished folding that load of laundry, got dad’s trousers put away in the closet, and THEN went back to my room.  Master Chris was waiting for me online, teasing me about what a slut I am.  
 
   “Just can't keep yourself from having an orgasm can you? Such a sex slut…” he told me.
 
   I trembled at the keyboard.  “Sorry, it’s what I am,” I typed, but with lots of typos.  I had turned the butterfly off again the moment I sat down, but the anal plug was still shaking inside me and the Core Driller was thick and uncomfortable.  I took a deep breath, pulled up my shirt, then tugged up my bra, and plucked the nippleband elastic off both nipples.  The tips of my breasts tingled.
 
   “Nipplebands off.  I’m ready to put on the clover clamps,” I typed.  Well… tried to type.  It actually read, “nopllebands off,. ready to put on the clovvers.”
 
   I’m lucky Master Chris didn’t need a translator to understand me.
 
   “scared a ltittle.  these turn me on more.  whhat if I cum again?”
 
   “Part of why I love you,” he replied.  “You’ll need to find someone to spank you though.”
 
   I shook my head, but then realized I had to type it out.  “No, it will mean changing the cclovers for alligators.  all day probbaly.”
 
   I could tell Chris was amused and I lifted the clover clamps and set them delicately on each nipple.  Squeezing them tightly, I winced as the new pressure on the tips of my breasts made my arousal and sensitivity that much more difficult to handle.
 
   “BREANNE!” I suddenly heard, shouted from downstairs.  I blinked.  It was my mother.
 
   “BREANNE! Come help with breakfast!” she shouted.
 
   The first words to go through my mind were “Oh shit,” and I think I actually typed them too.
 
   “What do I do?” I demanded of Master Chris.  My predicament was obvious.  Kari hadn’t provided an out for turning off the vibrators if I was with my mom, and while I’m sure she would have, I suspect the real issue was that she hadn’t anticipated I’d be vibrating both in my ass as well as at my clit by breakfast time.
 
   I’m used to being underestimated.  Give me a chance to screw up and I probably will.  I like to screw things ups.
 
   “CHRIS! Give me an out!” I demanded, though my typing wasn’t as good there in the chat window as it is here.  “Tell me I can turn off the vibes while with my mom!”
 
   “BREANNE? Did you hear me?” my mother called out.
 
   I twisted in my seat, yanking my bra down over the clover clamps, wincing as they metal jaws tugged painfully for a moment on my nipples. “Yes Mom! I hear you. I’ll be down in a second.”  I looked at the screen. Still no reply.
 
   “CHRIS!” I demanded again.
 
   “You can turn off both the butterfly and your anal plug for the duration of your breakfast with your mother.  But one you get back to your room, you will turn both the butterfly and the plug to their highest setting, cum twice, with the appropriate punishments from Kari.”
 
   “What?” I spluttered.  “That’s insane!” I typed back furiously.
 
   “It’s either that or go in there with your clit and ass buzzing,” he wrote back.  “Your choice.”
 
   I growled then. Actually growled.  And just for good measure I typed a “Arggghhhh…” just so he knew exactly how I felt. “Fine,” I wrote. “You’re gonna pay for this.”  Or something like that. I was hurriedly yanking down my shirt, then my shorts, and turning off the anal vibe.  It wasn’t easy.
 
   “Breanne?  Are you coming?” my mother asked again from downstairs.
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Not yet,” I said loudly.  “But I’m sure I will eventually,” I muttered.
 
   I took a deep breath. My shorts had a darker spot in the crotch and I was pretty sure I could detect the lingering scent of cinnamon and cum.  My breasts looked normal since the clamps were underneath my bra and my shirt wasn’t tight.  I checked the mirror.  To me, it looked like I had just exploded, my face was flushed, my eyes bright, my mouth puckered.  Was my chest heaving too?  I shook my head.  It had to do.  I squared my shoulders and headed downstairs.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Breakfast was good, though my mother asked me if I was feeling okay since I was moving so stiffly.  I told her my back was aching a bit, which is better than admitting that my backside was stuffed with a rubber cone the size of a soup can and that I had a rubber rocket ship sitting in my launch pad hanger.  I sat gingerly and my dad joined us, eyeing me speculatively, which I thought very disturbing.  He’s the only one in my family who is not only aware of my predilection toward insane sexual acts, he also happens to be a fan, checking my twitter account each morning and reading the blog posts religiously. Hell, he even bought a Kindle so he could read my books.  
 
   “You feeling all right?” he asked me as I shifted uncomfortably in my chair. Even with none of the vibrations, I still felt so full that sitting was a mild torment.  I could handle the Core Driller, but the anal plug just felt wrong. It spread my bottom in a way that I just can’t seem to adjust too.  
 
   “I’m fine,” I said.
 
   “Guess you’ve been cumming and going a lot today,” he said, the innuendo hidden from everyone else but me.  I glared at him, but hid that from my mom.
 
   “Just a few times,” I said, putting a forkful of egg in my mouth.  
 
   “Well, if you haven’t cum and gone too many times, your mother is going out on errands this afternoon.”
 
   My eyes widened.  I knew exactly what he was saying with THAT one.  He was offering to take care of the paddling.  I swallowed my egg.
 
   “Um, that might be too late,” I replied lightly.
 
   “What are you two talking about?” asked my mother from around her coffee cup.
 
   My father shook his head. “Nothing dear. We’ve just been talking about some plans we have for the north fields.”
 
   And that settled that.  We wrapped up breakfast. Rachel and I did the dishes. And then I went up to my room.
 
   A moment later the butterfly was on high, the anal plug was roaring inside me, and I blew my gasket in about four minutes of writhing on the bed, my breasts exposed, my fingers twisting the clover clamps.  In hindsight, the break actually served a really good purpose.  It gave my body a chance to recuperate and I wasn’t so sensitive.
 
   Of course I didn’t stop either. Master Chris had specified TWO orgasms and as I pinched open the clover clamps and dug out my alligators, I sort of rocked my hips, letting the movement and arch of my body handle the motions needed to screw the Core Driller dildo.  It felt amazing and when I finally put the alligator clamps on my nipples, I had to stick my knuckles into my mouth to keep from screaming.
 
   Orgasm number five hit me like a Mac Truck and in the daze of my sexual euphoria, it occurred to me that Master Chris was just curious about what Kari would do to me should I have six orgasms.  Doing it this way ensured that I’d have to call her, since I doubted I’d survive the entire afternoon without cumming two more times.
 
   Of course now I was in a bind.  It was barely ten o’clock and I was already five orgasms in, with my nipples being delicately but painfully chewed on by alligator clamps, while my ass felt like I was impaled on the San Andreas Fault with a constant 9.6 rated earthquake going on.  My pussy ached as if I’d shoved a two by four up in there and the pressure of the Core Driller on my depths was more than enough to set me on edge.  Add to all of this the rumbling of the butterfly, and you can imagine my state.
 
   I sat back down at the computer, knowing I could turn off the butterfly at least, but before I could sign on, I heard the laundry buzzer.  I headed downstairs, turning the butterfly back on, gritting my teeth as I struggled with the brights and started folding.
 
   I tried to hold off. I really did.  Especially since I still needed a spanking, but come on… direct stimulation like that?   Six orgasms in almost six hours, especially with everything I was going through? Is it any surprise?
 
   I backed up into a corner, shuddering as the waves of bliss crashed through me.  Gnawing on my hand helped, but did little to muffle my whimpers, so I took a clean pair of my own panties, jammed them over my mouth and let the orgasm do as it would.  My bare toes curled on the hardwood floor and my nipples throbbed even more.   My chest heaved and when I was done I could barely stand, dazed and reeling.  I was just damned lucky my mother didn’t come in then.
 
   Leaving the laundry, I waddled through the living room, the penetrating gaze of my father hitting me, knowing exactly what had happened.  I could see the look in his eye, the knowledge that I had cum and gone again.  And when I closed the bedroom door and collapsed on the bed, a quick glance told me that it wasn’t body language alone that had informed him.  It practically looked like I’d had an accident in my shorts.
 
   I rolled over, finger reaching, and grabbed my phone.  I hit the speed dial and heard the phone ring.  Just once.
 
   “Please tell me you aren’t calling because you’ve reached six,” came a haughty, but clear voice.  I suppressed another shudder, the chill in Kari’s tone seeping into me.
 
   “I’m sorry, Kari.  There was…  were… extenuating circumstance,” I said.  I think she could hear the tension in my voice. It shook as much as my ass.
 
   “There are always extenuating circumstances with you, dearheart. It doesn’t change the fact that I expected you to last the day.”
 
   I blinked. “No you didn’t,” I protested. You knew I’d blow it.  That’s why you set the punishments.”
 
   There was a pause, and then a very irritated Kari replied “I’m well aware of that, but I did expect you to last half the day.  It’s not even lunch time.”
 
   I winced.  “I’m sorry, Kari.”
 
   “How is your bottom?” she asked pointedly, and that just made me cringe as well. 
 
   “I haven’t gotten the spanks yet,” I admitted.
 
   There was a clucking sound on the phone. “So, you break the rules, and ALSO keep going?  That will cost you.”
 
   “I’m… I’m not sure how much I can take,” I said.
 
   “Well then, once you get your spanking you can arrange to have the plug and the Core Driller removed.”
 
   That surprised me. “I can?”
 
   “Absolutely.  The cost to you is simple.  If the Butterfly come off, you get thirty strokes with the sap, right on your clit.  To get the Core Driller out you’ll need your tits caned, twenty strokes.  And to get the anal plugged removed, you’ll have to not only take the spanking you’ve already earned, but another spanking of twenty strokes, and then you’ll have to immediately replace the plug with cock.”
 
   Thirty strokes to the clit with the sap? Twenty cane strikes to my breasts?  More spanking? And anal sex to boot?  This was… bad.
 
   “Breanne? Do you hear me?  Do you understand?”
 
   I swallowed. “Are you mad at me for giving out your email address, or are you mad at me for cumming too quickly?” I asked timidly.
 
   There was a moment of silence. Then Kari said, “Yes.” And hung up.
 
   Well, shit.  
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   She looked in the mirror and the person staring back at her was certainly a sight to behold.  Her long red hair cascaded down her shoulders, a stark contrast to the cream colored flesh beneath.  She took a deep breath, feeling the pain of the silver colored alligator clamps that rose and fell with her bare breasts, the vicious little clamps chewing on her nubs with indelicate grace, the silver chain connecting them dangling down almost to her navel.
 
   The snowy expanse of her loins and wide hips were cut with the black straps of her butterfly clitoral vibrator, a pink, plastic shaped sex toy that concealed the top of her sex, but shook rapidly as the tiny motor inside, offset just enough, rumbled and quivered, translating the movement to her clit. It was a constant caress, sending waves of explicit pleasure through her veins.  The butterfly was matched by an equally violent quaking in her bottom, where she was stuffed completely with a four inch deep plug, the base thick enough to keep her open and spread.
 
   But the worst thing was the massive dildo that she kept in only by keeping her thighs tightly together, holding in the monster twelve inch long phallus.  She swallowed.  She knew she was in trouble.  She’d already had too many orgasms that morning, and now, while she was allowed an unlimited amount, the constant onslaught of sexual sensation had her wincing and wishing it would stop.
 
   But the price… the price was SO high.
 
   She had options.  She knew it.  She could leave.  She could dress herself, the rule of not driving while stimulated would cause the vibrators to quiet, but it would still leave her stuffed and clamped.  She didn’t know if she could handle it.  Even off, she felt the mad desire, the sensitivity which the blitzkrieg of stimulation had caused.  It was like a rasp on her nerves, a chaffing between her legs, a soreness that wasn’t quite pain and wasn’t quite arousal, but was both.  
 
   She had cum several more times, three or four, and without the limitations she was given to expressive moments where she had merely slid down the wall, her legs spread, pressing her hand against the swollen bump of the stimulator.  Or tweaking her nipples and pulling on the chain of the alligator clamps.  In the end, it hadn’t mattered and now… now she knew it had to stop.  
 
   And soon.
 
   With a careful step, she moved her naked body to the door.  The price was simple.  A cane.  A leather sap.  And the massive wooden paddle.  It was all she needed.  She left her clothes and keys on her desk, taking only the tools of her punishment.  Already her heart was thudding, the anticipation of what was coming was driving her need to another plateau.  She could feel the desire, the desperation, the buzzing of the anal plug and the rumble of the butterfly.  Her sex was locked in a death grip around the giant dildo, holding it in, scared it would fall.
 
   She started down the stairs.  No one else was home, having gone on errands, and he had offered after all.  But she knew he didn’t know the extent of the cost, what it would take to free her of these torments.  And she needed peace.  She didn’t know if she could take much more.  Step by step she moved downward, every inch driving her both closer to the punishment she deserved, but also the edge of a cliff, another orgasm that threatened to swamp her.  Finally she could see him, his damaged leg weak and withered, while the rest of him was still strong and hale.
 
   He turned and looked at her, eyebrow arching as he stared, taking in her nudity.  His eyes lingered on the alligator clamps, enjoying how the silver teeth bit into her nipples, the flesh yielding to the dangerous pressure.  He studied her hips and the way they swung as she took a step, her thighs still tight together to keep the dildo embedded in her depths.  She moved, slowly of course, till she stood in front of him.  She held out the cane, the sap, and the paddle.
 
   “Please spank me, father.”  Her voice wavered, but whether it was from tension or the violent shaking she was still enduring, sliding up her spine was unknown.  Her father took the paddle as she laid the other two implements of torment aside.  Slowly she lay across his lap, her breasts dangling down along the side of the chair.  His left hand came up to toy with the clamps, pushing and tapping them, letting the pendulous curves sway with his touch.  Then she felt his hand rubbing her bare bottom, pushing on the large base of the plug.  His fingertip drew a circle, slipping around the rubber plug, tantalizing her even more.  She felt the hardness of his cock against her hip and she shifted until the butterfly, still humming, pressed against him.
 
   The paddle came a moment later, a blistering sting followed by a heat and she cried out, no longer worried about arousing worry or questions.  Her head thrown back, she closed her eyes, feeling the second stroke drive her even harder down upon the man’s lap.  She began rocking her hips back and forth and she felt the dildo inside her slip, in and out, held in by her thighs alone and the next orgasm rushed even closer.  Another stroke of the paddle left her gasping, tears flooding into her eyes as her father spanked her, leaving deep red blotches on her perfect ass.
 
   He was only half-way through the required twenty when she couldn’t take in any more, exploding again with a cry that was as clear as day to the man that held her.  She shook and he stopped, putting the paddle down to rub and caress her, one hand still twisting and pulling on the clamps, while the other probed deeper, finding the base of the dildo.  
 
   “Spread your legs,” he whispered and she did, only to feel him tug the massive phallus out six inches and drive it back in.  It bruised her, but she couldn’t complain, and he began pounding the piston of her desire deep through her depths.  Her body quivered.  Was that the eighth?  The ninth orgasm?  How many times had she cum?  How many waves?  How many mind-numbing moments of pure bliss and pain?  He worked her some more until she was crooning, wanting more, and he again picked up the paddle and walloped her ass.
 
   The hurt, the pain, the burn was terrible and she reached back.  He caught her wrist, but then let go, unwilling to leave her breasts, the clamped nipples to merely hang.  A strong word brought her hand under control and he leveled another stroke to her cooked derriere.  Again and again he hit her, the meaty flesh of her buttocks absorbing the kinetic energy and changing it to heat, cooking her and her sex.  Some impacts seemed worse than others, the paddle catching the plug, jamming it deeper her into her ass.  
 
   Finally he was done and she lay there sobbing as he rubbed her bottom.  His fingers started to pry at the plug but she shook her head.
 
   “No.  That was for my fifth orgasm,” she whimpered.  She slid off him, going to her knees.  The bulge in his pants was magnificent, huge and clearly in need.  But she had to stop it first.  Trembling she picked up the cane, handed it to her father, and then cupped both breasts, arching her back.
 
   “Twenty strokes please,” she begged.
 
   He eyed her for a moment, then ordered her to turn sideways, toward his right arm.  She did, facing the wall and the kitchen walkway and the cane sliced through the air, only to be brought up short by the impact of the thin wood against her breasts.  The sound of her flesh being struck, the deep impact of the cane, seemed to fill her ears even before the pain hit her. But then she cried out, her hands letting go, the alligator clamps jiggling wildly as she curled in agony.
 
   It took almost a minute to adjust to the pain and when she finally straightened he was ready to give her another.  The second stroke caught the alligator clamps squarely, both of them, mashing them down and almost tearing the tips of her breasts.  Again she reeled, barely able to stay straight.  A third stroke along the upper slope of her bosom left a deep red welt, and when he reached out with his left hand, snagging the chain between the alligator clamps, he lifted up her breasts, exposing the soft undersides.
 
   The blows weren’t as strong but there was a flurry of them, marking the tender bottoms of each curve, red marks stretching from one side of her body to another.  She couldn’t keep still. She twisted away, only to feel him pull her back, using the chain and clamps.  Her hands came out to guard her and he merely hit her knuckles hard until her breasts were exposed once more.  Blow after blow rained down on her and she screamed and cried and twisted to no avail.
 
   
  
 

And then he was finished and let her go. She rolled onto the floor, panting and shuddering, reaching between her legs.  She pulled the massive dildo from her sex, scented of cinnamon, and began licking it, timidly, still trembling from both pain and pleasure.  He waited on her, watching, his hand rubbing at the bulge between his legs.  A spot of precum appeared on his trousers, clear evidence of his desire.  Finally she was ready and she rose again to her knees.  She leaned over, picked up the leather sap and handed it to him.
 
   He took it, exchanging the cane for the small, rectangular leather paddle.  He knew where he had to strike her and watched as she sat down on her bottom.  She brought up her knees, tucking them into her chin, ignoring the pain of the alligator clamps on her breasts, and rocked backward.  She scooted toward him until her bottom touched his weak leg.  Then she curled even more, lifting her buttocks off the floor and bracing herself.  She lifted her legs into the air, spreading them like a gymnast, her red and swollen sex, capped with the pink butterfly sex toy, well within in arms reach of the man in the chair.
 
   Carefully he turned off the rumbling clitoral vibrator and then with patient fingers he unstrapped it from its perch.  Her clit was distended and a vibrant shade of pink, coated in the remnants of oil and her own juice, he touched it, watching and hearing her as she struggled to not only hold position, but deal with the sensation.  As he put the butterfly aside, he reached out and patted her wet sex, feeling the fullness of her labia, the open depths of her vagina, and then he hit her clit with the sap.
 
   The pain was like lightning, a horrible string that exploded up through her and almost made her lose her position.  She rocked but gritted her teeth, taking the blow with aplomb.  He struck again, flattening her puffy petals, the sound of wet leather striking flesh filling the room.  Her cries punctuated the strokes until her loins matched the blossoming scarlet of her breasts.  Ten, then twenty slaps of the sap against her sex sounded and she shook her head, the crimson strands of hair flying every which way.
 
   “Thirty,” she gasped, biting her lip and trying desperately to hold back more tears.
 
   And so he continued, aiming right for the delicate nodule, the center core of her being.  The last few strokes her hit her harder and she cried out shrilly, her legs shaking from the pain, her toes curled into white knots.  And when it was over he clapped his bare hand over her sex, squeezing her and patting her, stroking her flesh and then driving his fingers into her soaked well.  Her hips rolled, even up in the air and she couldn’t hold her position any more.  Her knees bent and he reached down, wrapped an arm around her waist, and hauled her upward.
 
   Her head bounced once on the hardwood floor, but it was a minor hurt compared to everything else and all she knew was that her weight was on her shoulders.  But not all of it.  He held her as her knees bent near his shoulders and then his right hand was delving into her, pushing fingers and thumb deep.  She groaned, shuddering, her body trembling, the anal plug still filling her and vibrating violently.  His hand pressed against her but went in relatively easy, the hours of being stuffed with the massive twelve inch rubber cock a perfect preparation for his fist.
 
   He opened his fingers inside her, swirling his hand around as her sex sucked at his wrist and she couldn’t help pumping.  Still he held her, one arm wrapped around her waist, thumb pressed against her clit, his tight embrace keeping her upside down.  The hand he’d pushed inside her pumped, clenching and opening like a valve. His fingers pressed on her flesh, feeling the shape and thickness of the anal plug, enjoying the vibrations.
 
   It was more than she could stand, too much, and again she came, but it was a soft wave of pleasure rather than an explosion.  Her tired body just couldn’t bring itself to mount another climax, and she sobbed and blubbered, her hips moving to meet the movement of his hand.  He slid from his chair, letting her fall to the ground, following her to the floor, his weak leg giving out and laying him out beside her, his hand still shoved up into her guts, a sex puppet ready for the stage.  He twisted her, flinging one of her legs over his head, jackknifing around until her bottom was upturned, the black circle of the rubber plug at the base of her still scarlet marked rear.
 
   With his right hand still wriggling in her, he began spanking her bottom, adding dark splotches of color to the rosy pink shades of the first paddling.  She cried out, bucking, unable to move away as he widened his hand inside and literally used his fist to keep her there.  Her hands went to her bottom, but he merely moved her further down and threw his good leg across her, a mishmash of limbs that held her immobile, fucked, and blistered as his hand flew in wild and brutal strokes.  
 
   Her cries filled the room and then, his hand stinging, he stopped, pulling his fist from her sucking hole, the syrup of her need coating him.  He wiped the goo of her desperation across her breasts, enjoying the way it coated her, wet and glistening.  And then, with her still shuddering beneath him, he fumbled at his pants.  A moment later his cock was out, the tip purple and needing, and he grabbed her by the hair, lifting her head, only to shove his cock into her mouth.
 
   She sucked, choking with every sob, his thick veined manhood moving in and out.  He kept his hand wrapped in her hair and she could smell the scent of her own sex on his hand, the remnant juices soaking into her crimson locks.  She bobbed her head, sniffling, her body aching like never before and when her father pulled away, she looked up into his eyes, seeing his need.  On all four she turned, presenting her bottom, the spanking and paddling she had gotten marking her buttocks.  His fingers scrambled for the plug and he tugged it free, eliciting another whimper from the girl in front of him.
 
   She closed her eyes, bracing herself, and it came as expected.  The soft but firm, tapered head, the pulse and throb, the pressure, and then his shaft slipped into her bottom, driving deeper than the plug, pumping into her ass and driving her to the floor. His hips spanked her bottom, bouncing on the tender and plump buttocks and she whimpered as her breasts were mashed against the wood, the hardwood making the alligator clamps bend and twist, sending shards of more agony through her.  She closed her eyes, not to imagine herself elsewhere, or with someone else, but to more purely feel the sensation, the total abandon of sexual depravity.
 
   When he came it was sudden and explosive, filling her ass with enough cream to seep from the swollen hole.  He pulled free, wiping himself on her buttock, and then pulled his boxers and trousers back up, using his upper body strength to drag himself back into the chair.  He panted a little, his face flushed but happy, and he stared down at the naked body before him, now bereft of the almost all the torture implements she had worn down the stairs.
 
   Slowly the tears stopped and her breathing relaxed.  She looked up, tears marring her cheeks, but eyes bright.  She gave him a short smile, then gathered herself, picking up the cane, the sap, and the paddle.  Slowly she bent down and kissed him on the cheek and he reached up, caressing her face.  Not a word was said and slowly, delicately, gingerly, she climbed the stairs.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was two o’clock in the afternoon and I called Kari.  The phone rang and Kari picked up a moment later.
 
   “What Bre? I’m busy.”
 
   I took a deep breath.  “I uh… I just wanted to ask what I needed to do to get the alligator clamps off,” I said quickly.  There was a momentary pause.
 
   “Did you get the Core Driller, the butterfly, and the plug taken care of?” she asked me pointedly.
 
   “Yes ma’am,” I said obediently.  “All done.
 
   “Are you following NHPS Rule #1?” she asked.  
 
   I bit my lip.  “No.  But I was going to.  Real soon.”
 
   Another pause. “I see.”
 
   I waited.  Finally she spoke again.
 
   “All right, I suppose ben wa balls will work.”
 
   “Um… I wore those yesterday?” I told her. 
 
   Kari laughed. “So?  They’ll go well with the alligator clamps.
 
   I didn’t like that idea.  The alligator clamps were making my nipples throb and I was more than ready to take them off.
 
   “Um… couldn’t I pay to have them off?” I said. “Like the Core Driller?  Or the plug?” I asked.
 
   That’s a wonderful idea, Breanne.”  Kari’s words were warm and full of praise.  I smiled.  “In order to take the alligator clamps off you just have to do one simple thing.
 
   “What?” I asked eagerly, totally ready to take off the clamps.
 
   “Put the Core Driller into that sweet little hole of yours, and put the butterfly vibrator on your clit.  Every time you stand up, I want that butterfly on low.  And don’t cum.”
 
   My mouth went dry.  My heart thudded painfully in my chest. I felt the phone begin to tremble at my ear.
 
   “And… uh… what happens if I do cum?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.
 
   “You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut.  And I’ve already told you what will happen.  This morning.  Enjoy the rest of your day, dearheart.”  And then she hung up.
 
   I sat there stunned, twisted, tormented, not knowing what to do.  My ben wa balls were there, cleaned and ready, and all I had to do was put them, enduring the cruel bite of the alligator clamps until bed.  Or there was the other option… 
 
   I moved to the mirror, studying my face.  It was still blotchy from tears.  I pulled off my tee shirt, my bare breasts clamped and tortured.  I pushed my shorts and panties down to puddle at my feet.  My bottom was scarlet and my sex swollen and pink.  My clit was engorged and I could see it peeking out from between the petals of my sex.  I licked my lips, struggling to decide.
 
   And then, carefully, I pinched the alligator clamps open, the blood rushing back into my crushed nubs, tiny red marks along each side.  I rocked that way for a moment, then turned back to the bed. I rummaged through my toy box and pulled out a dildo, a massive dildo, twelve inches long and three inches wide. It looked like a rocket ship.  Then I pulled out a pink plastic butterfly, black straps stretching from the wings.  I spread my legs, kicking off my shorts and panties and I laid back, slipping the phallus between my thighs and into my sex.
 
   I put on the butterfly and pulled up my panties and shorts.  It felt… amazing, but dangerous, and I hoped I could do a better job this time around.  Because I knew one very important thing.
 
   I was going to cum.
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   I stood in the middle of the park and surveyed my surroundings.  The place was green, which was to be expected since there was a bayou creeping along the edge of the place, with a mixture of scrub oak, banana plants, with the occasional Japanese maple thrown in for color.  A winding concrete path circumnavigated the park, winding its way in and out of the small groves of trees, both beginning and ending in a metal framed children’s playground.  White fluffy clouds floated by overhead, changing the temperature from a solid ninety eight to a few degrees cooler in mottled patterns as the southern gulf coast breeze sent moisture northward.  
 
   The park was mostly empty, the afternoon sun discouraging even the most avid jogger from ground pounding and had I not been wearing the massive brimmed sunhat I had snagged before heading out, I too would have been running to find a place indoors.  As it was I carried my own little umbrella perched atop my head, but at least I have to admit that I was fashionable.
 
   The hat was white and made of straw and the brim was large enough to cover my shoulders.  The ivory cream of the hat matched perfectly with the white, flower print, summer dress I was wearing as well, a strapless number that had elastic sewn into the collar and beneath my breasts, encasing my bosom with cool, white cotton.  The blue flowers were large enough to prevent the dress from being see through, even though it was clinging to me quite dramatically.  Like I said, it was hot.
 
   My feet were clad in flat soled sandals and since I had freshly painted my toenails to match my hair, I liked showing off my feet.  My legs were bare, all the way up to my upper thigh, where the dress, admittedly a little shorter than proper, clung.  It was the sort of dress that you could walk in, but really needed to think twice before skipping rope.  Underneath I was bare – no bra, no panties, and I could feel the breeze against my petals.  
 
   There were a few oddities about my appearance though, the first being a black wire that came out from under the back of my dress, stretching to the canvas bag I carried.  Had a curious bystander bothered to look, or even more interestingly, traced the wire underneath my hemline, he’d have found it going straight to my bottom, disappearing into the tiny aperture there.  A more curious gentleman might even have pulled a little, just to see what would happen.  I can only imagine his surprise as eight, black, rubber encased, vibrating beads would slowly emerge from my depths.
 
   Yes. I was wearing my anal beads.  And yes, the wire led to the battery case and remote.  Eight beads, ranging in size from grape to plum in ascending order, were buried in my ass and trust me, I wasn’t all that happy about either.  At that particular moment they were gently rumbling, adding a sort of tremor to my stride that is tough to describe.  Of course, I wasn’t the only one with vibrating anal beads.  Somewhere else, a friend of mine was doing it too.  My thoughts went to Sarah and what she was going through.
 
   Preparing to leave I put in my anal beads, and was quite wet courtesy of not having had an orgasm for over 24 hours. As I left home in the car I was thinking of how nice the weather was today, not being too cold for the assignment. Parking the car, I picked up the bag of toys and walked to find a spot away from the main walking path, with hopes that I wouldn't attract too much attention.
 
 
    
 
   I was somewhat jealous.  Living quite far away, Sarah was dealing with temperatures that encouraged nudity. I was baking like a fish in a fire.  I glanced around thinking of one way that Sarah might have more trouble than me, and that was people.  There were still a few nutcases at the park beside me, though admittedly it was pretty obvious none of them were involved in sexually perverted activities.  Over on one side was a guy exercising, despite the heat and he was doing some sort of calisthenics regimen that looked overly passionate.  Lots of calorie burning over there.  And over on the other side of the park were two women in jogging clothes walking very fast and carrying on a conversation.  Only a crazy person would exercise in the afternoon heat like this.
 
   Me? I wasn’t there to exercise. Not at all. I was there for more nefarious purposes, notably another assignment, this one from Master Dre. His instructions had been… a little intense, but had also been a turn on and I had almost immediately agreed to it, never realizing just how much trouble it would be.  And so here I was, dressed in a short summer dress, my skin sizzling under several layers of coconut scented sunscreen, with eight vibrating beads shoved up my rear end.  What more could a girl ask for?
 
   Sitting down on a seat, I opened my bag and looked through its contents. I fished out all the toys I needed and laid them out next to me. I then clamped my nipples with my vibrating nipple clamps and put on my butterfly.
 
   Sarah was nuts.  There was no way I was going to get everything out and create a scene like that.  What if someone just walked up?  Did she think having a vibrator sitting out in the open wouldn’t attract attention?  Or maybe that’s what she wanted.  I shook my head.  I was going to create enough of a scene that I didn’t need to add trouble to it.  I sat down on the bench and opened my canvas bag.  I bypassed the remote to the anal beads and instead pulled out a set of relatively unusual clamps.  I’m a big clamp girl and I love having them attached to my nipples.  It heightens my sexuality.  But these, these weren’t the kind designed to hurt me.  These were designed to tantalize me.  Both clamps were duck billed, and even more impressive, coated with rubber tips so that the metal didn’t dig into my nipples.  But dangling down from each clamp was a pink plastic oval shaped object as big as my thumb.  Okay, maybe slightly bigger.  Both objects also sported tiny little switches.  Mike has told me he intends to remove those little vibrators from those soft clamps and put them on some alligator clamps one of these days.  Villain.
 
   With a careful glance I tugged down the top of my dress, letting my grapefruit sized breasts pop out of the encasing cotton of my attire.  My nipples hardened instantly, not from cold, but from the idea of exposure, of the people wandering the park glancing over to see me.  So I hurried.  Of course this just made me even damper between the legs.  As I brought up the first vibrator clamp, I saw the beads of perspiration already forming on my skin.  I sighed.  There was little I could do about it, but I knew that I’d be there in the sun at least an hour or two and that slowly but surely I’d soak that little summer dress.
 
   Which I’m guessing is what Master Dre had in mind.
 
   I pinched open the first clamp and attached it to my right breast, behind the hoop that perforated my nipple.  A small, gold padlock dangled from the piercing, and as I flicked the tiny switch to turn on the vibrator, the charm lock rattled against the plastic case.  Exquisite sensations flooded through me, going right to my brain and then shooting down to my sex, which some of you may have noted seemed to be empty.  It was, and had been all day, one of the first times in ages that I’ve been ordered NOT to follow NHPS Rule #1.  
 
   NHPS Rule #1 states clearly that I’m to stay stuffed and wet and ready at all times.  It’s a simple rule, and one that I don’t mind following, but the reality is that over time you tend to get used to the various objects, toys, and torments that get stuck up in there.  So my various doms and dommes have taken advantage of my good nature and NHPS Rule #2, which states that I’m not allowed to refuse anything or anyone for something that’s in my limits.  Meaning that if I’m told to stuff myself with a foot long dildo and bounce on it every ten minutes, that’s what I’ll do.  Or if I’m tormented with a pair of vibroballs on high, cumming time and time again, then I’ll endure that.  Or if I’m told, don’t cum for twenty four hours, and not even allowed to put a pair of simple ben wa balls in there, I go nuts.
 
   So yes, I was desperate.  I was horny.  And having my nipples compressed was certainly not the way to go about relieving those needs.  I finished clamping my breasts, both of them now experiencing the mechanical equivalent of non-stop rubbing from a particularly fiendish lover.  I also pulled the front of my dress back up, which pulled the little motors higher and put them almost in direct contact with my nipples.  The vibrations intensified things dramatically. So with that done my hand once again moved back to my canvas bag and pulled out the next toy.
 
   My butterfly clitoral vibrator, or stimulator as some like to call it, is nothing more than a pink plastic butterfly shaped vibrator, with Velcro straps to hold it in place. You slip it up and settle it directly on top of your clitoris.  On low the damn thing sends me toward the edge at a relatively sedate but steady pace.  I can usually last an hour or so.  There is no medium setting, so high is like taking a bobsled down an ice tunnel toward the cliffs of orgasm.  I’m lucky to last twenty minutes.
 
   Putting it on was a bit of a challenge considering the fact that it meant standing up, lifting my dress and strapping it on.  But I did it a side at a time and managed not to flash anyone more interested than a few chirping grasshoppers who  were wondering what the hell the strange human girl was doing up there.  And once the butterfly was in place, nestled lightly above my clit, I sat down, lifted my dress a final time, and flicked it on, passing low and going to high power.
 
   Hell, I almost came right there.  Remember, it had been twenty four hours for me since my last orgasm, possibly a little longer, and the combination of vibration coming from my breasts and now my clitoris, was almost more than I could take.  I struggled to maintain control, knowing that this was where things got hard.
 
   Literally.
 
   My hand dipped back into my canvas bag and I pulled out my six inch long, pink straight vibrator.  This one was one of my first sex toys and was given to me by Kari.  Without thinking about it, I slid it up between my legs and drove it in deeply with a single thrust, angling it properly to go in without much resistance.  As soon as it was in I twisted the base and felt the rumble deep inside me, added to the shaking of my derriere, as well as the dual earthquake coming from my bosom.
 
   I looked at my orders.  Vibrating clamps, the anal beads, the butterfly; I put everything on, getting more aroused by the second, then set it all too the highest settings.  I let out a short scream. I quickly grabbed the six inch vibrator and sat on it as fast as possible, knowing that my orgasm was imminent and not wanting to fail the very first step. Having something filling my depths after over an hour of being empty was too much for my brain and I came hard, squirting my juices, soaking my legs and the bench I was sitting on.
 
 
   Like Sarah, I gasped, eyes wide as the penetration hit me and I slammed my knees together, holding in the vibrator and setting myself up for the crux of the assignment.  I glanced around.  No one was looking at me.  No one seemed to care.  Or more likely, no one had seen me actually putting the vibrators on, or turning them, or stuffing myself with a pink sausage six inches long.  
 
   Have you ever been vibrated?  I’ve endured all sorts of vibrators, from the ones tormenting me there in the park to the sybian at Society meetings (Golden Rose if you’re wondering, but that’s another story!) I’ve had massagers, inserts, beads, all sorts of things rumbling against my skin.  But there comes a point where enough is enough, and I was enduring high powered shaking at the tips of my breasts, against my clit, in my ass, and then in the depths of my sex.  And I was sexually deprived (as well as depraved.)
 
   Is it any surprise I popped in less than a minute?  Sarah did.  Why not me?
 
   I did manage to keep my cries of pleasure down to nothing more than a strangled whimper.  I was trembling of course, my toes clenched inside my sandals, my fingers curled into fists.  That first orgasm didn’t just feel good. It felt amazing.  Like eating a chocolate covered strawberry and having the effects of three strawberry peach sangrias all at the same time.  I didn’t just feel good. I WAS good. I swooned in goodness, rocking my hips back and forth even as I wrung my hands.
 
   As the euphoria slowly ebbed to be replaced by the tension of continued stimulation, I again checked to make sure I was relatively unobserved and I lifted the front of my dress out and tugged free the pink, six inch vibrator.  I left a wet spot on the back of my dress, the material soaking up the excess juices from my slit like a sponge in a sink.  I ignored it.  I was wearing white.  Who cared? It wasn’t like I was going to prancing around the park.  I turned off the vibrator in my hand. My clit was still shaking under the butterfly, adding terrible tension, and I dug one hand through my canvas bag while the other brought the now silent toy to my mouth.  I began licking it like a Popsicle, tasting my own sweet cream as a new toy, my seven inch long, curved tip, purple plastic vibrator went down between my legs.
 
   I put away the smaller vibe as soon as it was mostly clean and I slid the curved tip along my petals for only a few seconds before working it into the puffy and moist flower.  I gasped again as I worked it in deep, feeling only a few shreds of the upcoming discomfort I knew to expect from continuous stimulation.  But then, at that moment, I only felt more desire. I’m multi-orgasmic and the first few explosions should almost be counted as one entity, one event.  I twisted the base of the seven inch purple vibe and felt another gush of absolute pleasure rush up into me.
 
   Normally when I use a vibrator, I like to handle it. I like moving it in and out, rubbing the tip over my clit, twisting and pulling on it, changing the angles.  Masturbation is not intended to be a static event.  It’s all about movement, and response, and delight.
 
   And yet, sitting there, trying to hold still as my private parts were all under onslaught from the variety of sex toys I had stuffed, attached, and settled over my body, I really didn’t need any more movement than my poor shifting hips could provide.  I rocked, wrapping my arms around myself, pressing the vibrator clamps to my breasts, shaking as a second orgasm, even more powerful than the first, blasted through me like a meteor hitting earth’s atmosphere.  It took ten minutes, but eventually I exploded in violent light and heat, perspiration dripping from my brow.  I felt hot and sticky and just a tad bit sleepy too.
 
   With my whole body vibrating on high, I slowly remembered what I had to do next which was change the six inch vibrator for my g-spot vibe which I did. With my clit getting sensitive thanks to the butterfly vibrator, and my head up in the clouds, it wasn’t very long until a second orgasm ripped through my body. Thank God no one was around because by this stage I was just screaming my head off in ecstasy, not even remotely worried about whether people could hear me, or whether I was seen. Come on over, enjoy the show. 
 
 
   The disparity between Sarah’s wild abandon and my own desperate attempts to keep from being noticed are not lost on me.  I’m not sure which of us is the more sexually open.  I think I might be a little crazier when it comes to sex, but Sarah’s got me nailed on exhibition.  When I’m stuck out in public like a jalapeno on a stick, a massive dildo or vibrator stuffed up inside me, I’m embarrassed, humiliated, and terrified people will see me and know what’s up there.  Of course all that makes the turn on like a hundred times more powerful, which is why I tolerate it.  So while Sarah might have been open and screaming her head off, I was sitting stiffly, shaking with stress and orgasmic release, my lips pressed tightly together.
 
   While the incredible euphoria of my orgasm kept my senses dulled and my brain half baked, the vibrations became a problem.  Most women can tell you that after two orgasms, direct stimulation to your clit, especially high intensity vibration, gets… caustic.  The problem is sensitivity.  My best friend and domme Kari is a case in point.  She’d never be able to stand the butterfly sitting on top of her clit, rubbing away.  If she were bound and unable to remove it, she’d be screaming in real agony.  
 
   My hand was trembling as I reached between my legs, once again glancing around like a frightened rabbit to make sure no one was paying too close attention to me. I was sitting in the center of the park after all, and anyone could see me.  But no one was close.  The two speed-walking women were still doing just that, and Mr. Calisthenics was still doing whatever it was he was doing.  I slipped the seven inch, purple vibrator out of my sex and turned it off.
 
   Of course I still had the tips of both breasts, my ass, and my clit enduring the now incessant vibrations and short of an electro magnetic pulse attack on Houston, or enough time to drain the batteries of my various sex toys, the best thing for me was to move through both vibrators and orgasms at the quickest pace possible.  Hampered by the fact that I was unable to pump or touch myself, each of those fresh orgasm would become steadily more difficult to achieve.  And I had over half of my bag’s contents to go. 
 
   I ducked my head and licked at the g-spot vibe that I had just pulled out from under my skirt.  As I licked it clean like a good little submissive sex girl, I pulled my more natural looking, rubber vibrating dildo out and dipped it between my legs.  I spread my thighs and slid it in, twisting the bottom to start the movement that I was both longing for, and already hating.
 
   I was so engaged in my escapades that I didn't even pay attention to my surroundings, only the vibrations on my clit and nipples. Even if a large crowd had gathered at that stage I do not know if I would even noticed, let alone cared. After cumming again I swapped the g-spot vibe for a real-feel vibe. By this time my clit was getting very, very sensitive and I started to want to take the butterfly off. I didn’t though.  I knew the pain would only push me further over the edge as the butterfly worked to force orgasm after orgasm out of my body. Sometimes pain does that.
 
 
   As I licked the sex lollipop in my hand I closed my legs and felt the first tingle of overstimulation.  It made me tighten up even more and had you been standing there beside me, you would have seen that tension move from my loins to my chest.  My breasts rose and fell in quick breaths and the wooden expression on my face was sufficient to make anyone wandering by wonder what the hell was going on.  I still couldn’t control my hips, a factor I hadn’t really considered when I agreed to this insane assignment, and I sort of wish someone had been there with a video camera to record the series of expressions I was making, trying to deal with the new levels of stimulation I was experiencing.
 
   My head kept twisting around, keeping tabs on the people in the park, all while trying very hard not to scream, put my hands between my legs, or cup my breasts.  Everything sort of burned. I could feel my perspiration trickling down my back, under my breasts, along my sides.  I was roasting hot, and so sexually blown that I began to worry I could develop a heat rash down there. But despite this I endured, my hips rocking back and forth, making it look like I had ants in my pants.
 
   Except I wasn’t wearing pants.
 
   It took me another fifteen to twenty minutes to get to the next orgasm and by the time it happened I felt like I’d been scraped raw.  My clit was the worst and it burned.  But I’ve endured over-stimulation before and while I sort of wish someone had tied me to the bench, preferably naked with my legs and arms spread wide, I was handling it like a lady.  Of course unlike most girls except Sarah and me, that kind of over-stimulation just starts the vicious cycle of unending pain and orgasm.  What’s wrong with girls like us, girls that get turned on by being overly turned on?  
 
   I still hadn’t been noticed, which was a minor blessing and I tugged the natural vibrator out from between my legs.  My arms felt as if they’d been filled with lead.  My legs ached.  My bottom was tender (as well as still buzzing), and as I pulled the little pocket rocket vibe out of my bag I did another neck twisting check, no doubt looking like one of those meerkats that are always searching for danger.  I set the natural looking cock vibrator on the bench next to me, then slipped the pocket rocket vibe in deep, turning it to maximum.  
 
   My pocket rocket vibe is tiny, less than three inches long and frankly I usually keep it my purse for those rare *ahem* occasions where I want to masturbate somewhere and bringing a large canvas bag filled with sex toys might be a little awkward.  The pocket rocket looks like a lipstick.  But it’s also mostly intended for clitoral use.  It certainly was never intended to be stuffed up inside a dark, wet hole, under the expectation of delivering an orgasm.  I wasn’t worried though. I knew the butterfly and nipple vibrators would do the deed, driving me once more over the edge of the cliff.
 
   What worried me was my energy level.  If you’ve ever had multiple orgasms, you know how draining they can be.  And to do it without rest is tough.  Granted, women who are technically multi-orgasmic are in better shape than those who aren’t, and certainly better off than a man who is in the process of being milked for orgasms, but still… it can be a hard thing.
 
   Add close to a hundred degree temperatures?  Not so good.
 
   It hadn’t really occurred to me when I was preparing for the assignment that sitting, vibrating, and orgasming constantly for an hour or more in direct sunlight, on a hot day, in the middle of a Texas summer, is not really healthy.  Oh sure, it might be fun.  But my sluggish brain, already soaked with adrenaline and oxytocin and God only knows what other soups worth of hormones had been dumped into my bloodstream, wasn’t really able to analyze my situation and make corrections.  
 
   I got thirsty.  There was two sources of water nearby.  One was a water fountain back near the parking lot.  The other was in my truck.  Suddenly the war of needs became noticeable as my body cried out for hydration even as I leaked moisture from various spots.  I began licking my lips, swallowing, my throat dry.  Finally I couldn’t stand it.  Leaving my bag in place, I stood up.  The pocket rocket vibrator stayed in, the small toy still adding its own flavor to the cornucopia of vibrations I was experiencing.  I was shaking, my entire body, but especially my breasts.  I could literally see the clamps and vibrating eggs shaking the front of my dress.
 
   I hurried.  Well, I mean I hurried as much as I could considering the fact that I was coming down with the beginning signs of heat exhaustion, complicated by dehydration, along with an over-stimulated central nervous system.  I wasn’t walking straight.  No doubt I looked like a drunken sailor trying to walk across a deck lurching in the middle of a tropical storm.
 
   Or would that end up looking balanced?  In any event I attracted attention.
 
   It was somewhere around here that I got a curious passerby who stopped to watch the show.  Removing the vibe, I replaced it with a waterproof vibrator and kept soldiering on. By this stage my clit was very sensitive and red with anger, and it let me know it with every vibration filling me with sexual need as well as intense pain which then filled me with more sexual need. (What a vicious cycle!).
 
   “Are you okay?” one of the speed-walking women asked as they came near.  She slowed down.
 
   Was I okay? Hardly. I was far from okay.  My clit felt as if someone was holding an wood sander to it. My ass was contracted around a series of beads ranging in size from a marble to practically a golf ball, all of which were shaking like mad.  My nipples were not only clamped, crushed between the pincers of two steel (albeit rubber coated) jaws, while having two more small, tiny motors send another series of unsynchronized vibrations into my chest.  And deep inside me I had the pocket rocket, which wasn’t really adding much to the experience, but was still trying to add its thrust to my trip to the moon.
 
   Ah… the irony. Right.
 
   “Um, yes. I’m fine,” I stammered, glancing over my shoulder. “I just need a drink,” I said, hurrying off.  The two ladies stopped, staring at me, concern filling their eyes and I went to the water fountain and bent over, my back to them.  I drank and I admit that it felt good.  Refreshing even.  Even with my hat on I knew that I was roasting in the afternoon sun.  I glanced back for a second.  The two women were whispering to each other, still staring at me. I began to wonder if I had a kick me sign taped to my ass.  Though in all honesty, any sign taped to my bottom would probably say “fuck here as hard and as long and as often as possible.  Preferably with multiple partners and objects.”
 
   Finally I had enough water.  In fact, I had too much and my stomach felt heavy, which did not help matters.  I didn’t have a choice though.  I straightened up, turned back around, and started walking back toward my bench. Of course this meant walking close enough to the two good Samaritans that I worried they’d see the bulges of the nipple clamp vibrators under my dress.  So I wrapped my arms across myself and tried to smile… while I still wobbled and trembled under the sexual onslaught of the vibrators.
 
   As it was, I didn’t need to worry about them seeing the bulges of the vibrators.  They could hear them now that I was close.  The quizzical looks on their faces was actually kind of funny, at least until they realized what the noise was.  Sometimes I forget how LOUD that many motors buzzing inside me, and alongside me, can be.  I had enough of them.  Hell, if you’re within ten feet you can hear them.  
 
   From women who realize what I am I normally get one of two reactions; haughty disgust.  I’m not sure why.  Most men are fascinated by me, even if they sort of object to me, shaking their heads.  I’m still desired. Appreciated.  Even if it’s in a “let me poke at that disgusting object because I want to see it twitch” sort of way.  Women on the other hand, both love me and celebrate me, or they treat me like the dirt on the bottom of my shoe.
 
   “By the way, the back of your dress is soaked and we can see right through it,” one of the women said to me, clearly trying to be polite.  But her voice was tinged with the sort of arrogant repugnance for what I was.  Well excuse me!  So?  I happen to be a nympho humiliation pain slut!
 
   I lowered my arms, making the bulges apparent.  “Yes.  Thank you.  I appreciate you telling me.  Now I’m going to go back to the bench before I have another orgasm.”
 
   Nothing raises my hackles more than stuck up bitches.
 
   The shocked look on their faces was just the sort of morale boost I needed and while I didn’t go quickly to my bench, or easily, or even evenly, I did manage to climb that goddamned hill a second time and sit my wet and supposedly visible ass back down on the bench.  Sitting helped and I rocked my hips back and forth.  The two women spent some more time talking and then they shook their heads, turned tail, and headed back to their car.  I watched as they left, struggling to breathe through my own private earthquake from hell.
 
   By this stage a puddle had actually appeared both on my seat as well as on the ground beneath me. I put in the last toy I needed to experience; a pocket rocket. By this stage I just wanted the vibrations on my clit to end, the pain ever increasing.
 
   I came again ten minutes later and I think, in the history of orgasms, that was one of the most painful I’ve ever had.  And this is coming from a girl who has actually exploded while being pussy whipped mind you.  I was scorched, burned, soaked, sensitive, irritated and the pain was just terrible.  And all of it was colored with the need, power, and desire of sex.  A line from Dante’s Inferno crossed my mind.  “But the stars that marked our starting fall away. We must go deeper into greater pain,
for it is not permitted that we stay.”
 
   My hand trembled as I yanked up the hem of my dress, no longer caring who was at the park with me.  I yanked out the pocket rocket, my clit screaming for me to pull the butterfly off.  My fingers fumbled at the switch, and then with blessed relief, I turned off the butterfly and literally ripped it away from my clitoris.  I wanted nothing more than to stop, to end it all, but I wasn’t quite done, and that was the problem.
 
   After a very painful orgasm I turned off the butterfly and removed it.  Then I plucked the pocket rocket from my soaked slit. Taking a quick breather, all while sitting in my puddle of cum juices, body soaked with sweat, I started to hear clapping. Looking around for the first time, I saw a guy watching me from about fifteen feet away. He said I had made his day, and looked like I had a good time as well. I couldn’t help smiling at that. I managed to tell him that I wasn't finished yet, but if he could hang around a little longer he could help with something too.
 
   I pulled my Rotating Venus Penis toy out of my bag.  The pocket rocket and butterfly had been chucked into the canvas tote, both still covered with my gooey cream. I know I should have licked them both clean, but I was too lost in the experience to stop and do it.  Hell, in hindsight I should have definitely done it, since it would have given the fried nerves between my legs a chance to recuperate. Well, maybe not.  Three or four extra minutes would probably have made little difference.
 
   The Rotating Venus Penis, or RVP for short, is one of those toys designed for one purpose: to drive women into sexual abandon.  Seriously.  It’s nothing more than a massive vibrator, with a four inch plastic cock, that SPINS.  Yep.  It rotates inside you.  Normally I can handle the vibration, even though the base of the thing is big enough to touch your clitoris as well as your entire labia.  What I usually can’t deal with is the spinning.  For some reason I am highly sensitive to the sensation of rotation inside me.  With a shuddering breath, my nipples still stiff and sore, I jammed the phallus into my slit, and began the complicated process of strapping it on.
 
   That was when I realized that Mr. Calisthenics was standing about ten feet away, watching me.  I jerked my hands back and shoved the hem of my dress down.  The controller for the RVP fell to the ground and had I not already been flushed from the heat, I’d have turned scarlet.
 
   “Oh please, don’t let me stop you.  That looks like fun,” he said politely. He held a bottle of water in his hand and took a small sip.  Evidently the heat wasn’t bothering him as much as it did me.
 
   Trembling and too blasted to object to his blasé attitude, I pulled the hem up again and finished attaching the RVP.  Velcro is pretty cool, isn’t it?  Then I tugged the controller up, the wire going under my dress, and slid both switches upward to the highest setting.  I had to jam my knuckles into my mouth as I screamed, the sudden pain of having my clit vibrated AGAIN searing through me.  Of course this was tempered by the fact that I the cock inside me was also spinning like a top, the slightly offset phallus corkscrewing around the depths of my plumbing like a drain rooter cleaning out a clog. 
 
   Reaching into my bag, I grabbed the RVP and strap it in. Putting it on high for both functions I felt and heard my body erupt in immense pleasure and pain. The RVP didn't need very long with me in the state I was to make me cum. I then looked up at the guy and asked if he would turn off the RVP for me. After some protracted negotiations and another orgasm he turned off the RVP for me.
 
   I shook. I sobbed. I yelped. I cried out.  My hands went to my breasts, yanking down the front of my dress.  The small vibrators hanging from the clamps fell away from my nipples, though the vices themselves were still securely attached.  I leaned back, the pulsating need exploding through me.  Pain and pleasure blurred to the point where it was all just one sensation and I spread my legs open, thighs stretched wide.  My dress came up so high he could even see the tiny garter I wore on my right leg to hold the anal beads remote.
 
   And then I was cumming.  He stayed right to the very end, watching me with this silly grin on his face and when I was done, slipping over to the side, eyes glazed and mouth open, panting like a fucked dog, he began clapping, clearly appreciative of what I had just done.
 
   “Please,” I whispered, plucking the RVP controller up into my hand. “Please… turn it off?” I held it out to him.
 
   He took a step closer, his eyebrow going up.  “Now why would I want to do that?  You look like you could use another good orgasm.”
 
   Tears came to my eyes. “Please!” I begged.  “Please?  I’ll give you a blowjob!” I pleaded.
 
   His hand grabbed the controller, but he didn’t turn it off.  
 
   “A blowjob,” he said softly, leaning close.  “At my place.  And dinner.  And then sex.”
 
   I nodded.  I could take that deal.  It wasn’t like I could give him a blowjob there in the open, at the top of the hill, in the center of the park.  Just because we were the only two people there didn’t mean we would always be.  I felt the rumbling stop, then the spinning.  He put down the RVP controller and his hand went to my thigh, caressing it, his fingers leaving marks in the wetness.  Then he touched the anal beads remote and my ass finally stilled.  Lastly he reached up to my breasts and turned off both vibrator clamps, though he left them on me, dangling from my nipples. I pulled the front of my dress back up self-consciously.  He laughed.
 
   As part of my side of the bargain, I gave him a blowjob right there while on my knees. He was hard and ready to go by the time I got his pants unzipped. I bobbed my head, swirling my tongue and when he told me he was about to cum, I pulled my dress up above my breasts so he could cum on them.  I’ve always liked that feeling.  His cock spurted white cream over my chest and he smeared it around with the head of his shaft.  Then he reached out and pulled my dress back down soaking it with his cum, making the wet spot obvious.  He pulled me up and sat me back down on the bench, spreading me open.  He slipped two fingers into my pussy and fingered me madly, ignoring the fact that my clit was swollen, his knuckles rubbing at it, till I was begging for an orgasm.  It was maddening.  Just as I was about to cum he pulled his hand away and stuck both juice covered fingers in my mouth for me to suck clean. I was desperate.  But he didn’t relive me and we went our separate ways, one sated, the other wanting and exhausted.
 
   “I don’t mind your tits showing. In fact, at dinner, you don’t even need to wear the dress.  Just the clamps,” he said, pulling me up off the dress. I could feel the material clinging to the backs of my thighs, soaked.  
 
   I swallowed, nodding. “All right.”
 
   He glanced down at my tote.  “What’s in the bag?” he asked as he took my hand.
 
   I picked up the bag.  “Every vibrator I own,” I said.  “I had to orgasm with each one.”
 
   His eyebrows went up. “Did you now?  I wish I’d noticed earlier.  Maybe you can demonstrate them all for me later?”
 
   I froze, my eyes a little wild. “Cumming with each one?” I asked, suddenly terrified at the thought.
 
   He gave me a look, as if trying to figure out what I really wanted.  Was I really scared of having to endure another long series of painful vibrations? 
 
   “Yes,” he whispered.
 
   I looked up into his eyes, my heart thudding.  “You’ll have to tie me up, otherwise I’ll never make it,” I confessed to him.
 
   “Then so be it.”  And he took my bag in his hand and led me to the air conditioned coolness of his apartment, cool drinks, a blowjob, dinner, wild sex, and yes – he tied me up and used the vibrators on me.
 
   Every one.  Sarah would be proud.
 
   
“One ought to be afraid of nothing other than things possessed of power to do us harm, but things innocuous need not be feared.” - Dante
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne, you will attire yourself in your short, flower print summer dress and sandals.  You will bring a canvas bag filled with every motorized sex toy you own.    You will arrive at your location wearing only your anal beads (off).  Your pussy will be empty and you should be terribly horny – you will prepare for this assignment by not having an orgasm for an entire 24 hours prior to starting.  Once you have arrived at your chosen public spot, you will put on your butterfly clitoral vibe as well as the both vibrator nipple clamps.  Turn them, as well as the anal beads, to high.  Once you are ready, spread your legs and put in your six inch straight vibrator.  You are not allowed to touch yourself.  You will remain there, in public, on display.  Once you have cum from the six inch vibrator remove it and put in the seven inch “G” spot vibrator.  Again, remain on display until you’ve cum.  Remove the G Spot vibe and replace it with your natural looking dildo vibrator.  Again, stay on display until you cum.  Follow this procedure with your waterproof vibrator as well as your mini pocket rocket.  Once you are finished with these, remove the clitoral butterfly vibe as well as the mini pocket rocket, and strap on your RVP.  Turn both the vibration and rotation function to high   Once you have cum a single time from the RVP, you will keep the toys vibrating until you find a stranger to ask to turn them off.  Offer them sex in return for helping you.  – Master Dre
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   Okay. I’m frustrated.  Frustrated in a way that you’d probably enjoy, grinning like a Cheshire cat and sitting back to watch the show with a bucket of popcorn in one hand and a vibrator in the other.  Or if you’re a guy, then you’d probably have something else in your hand, but let’s just move on, shall we?  It’s mid-afternoon and I’m… uncomfortable.  That’s probably not a surprise to anyone, let alone me, but I must have done something to piss of Kari this last week, and while I’m pretty sure I know what I did, I’m not sure I deserved THIS.
 
   What is THIS?  Well, this happens to be my circumstances for the day.  Laundry day, the day I spend most of my time bouncing up and down between my computer, the laundry room, the living room (to fold) to the various closets and bureaus in the house, putting folded and hung clothes away.  It’s a back breaking job and there are four people in my house to wash for.  
 
   So try doing it with a twelve inch long, three inch thick, monster dildo shoved up inside you.
 
   Yes, I’m wearing my Core Driller. It’s black.  It’s multi-staged, with little bumps on it.  And frankly, if you painted it white and slapped a NASA sticker on it, you could sell it at a toy store as a rocket ship.  Seriously.  No one would know that your daughter’s first grade toy was actually something that could GROW with her.
 
   Okay.  That was sick.  And no, I haven’t give my daughter one.  Yet.
 
   Can you tell how stressed I am? 
 
   Kari’s note this morning wasn’t exactly enigmatic.  She was explicit.
 
   “Bre- please note that today’s toy of the day is due to your less than intelligent use of email, forwarding my responses to them so that my address is now available to every individual you communicate with.  Please understand that further lapses in judgment will be similarly handled.  And you may thank your friend Matt for today’s sensations.
 
   Today’s toy is your Core Driller, lubricated with Stinging O.  You will also wear your butterfly clitoral vibrator.  These will be worn with panties, under the tightest pair of shorts you own.  The butterfly is to be left off, unless you are standing, in which case you will turn it on.  Do not cum.  Should you cum, please follow the instructions below:
 
   First orgasm: Please stuff your ass with your vibrating anal plug. Leave it off.
 
   Second orgasm: Please apply your nipplebands to your breasts. Turn on the plug.
 
   Third orgasm: Replace the nipplebands with clover clamps.
 
   Fourth orgasm: Replace the clover clamps with Alligator clamps
 
   Fifth orgasm: (really?) Find someone, anyone, to give you twenty spanks to the ass with a paddle. 
 
   Sixth orgasm: Call me.  
 
   So as you can see, Kari seemed… well… not to happy with me.  So this morning, after answering email, I pulled my toy box out of the closet, opened it up, and got out my Core Driller.  Lubricating it was easy, since I keep a bottle of Stinging O in my bedside stand, and a moment later I was standing naked in front of my closet mirror.  I leaned back, falling across my bed, spreading my legs as wide as possible, and brought the oiled head of the massive dildo down to my sex. The first thing I felt was the Stinging O coating my clit and petals, the chemical reaction of the combination of pepper oil, cinnamon oil, and grapeseed oil doing exactly what it was intended to do – set me on fire.  It wasn’t a bad burn of course, just enough to send a tingle through my nether regions and then add some heat.  It was like getting a bit of that muscle cream spread over my sex.
 
   Then I started pushing in the dildo.  For any of you who have never done this, putting in a monster synthetic cock is not as easy as you would think.  First of all, I’d only had my ben wa balls in the day before and it wasn’t like my slit was really prepared to take something as long or as thick as my Core Driller.  It meant working it in slowly, thrusting gently, getting deeper with each movement.  In three minutes I had it five inches deep.  In ten I was getting well over two thirds of the twelve inch length inside me.  At fifteen minutes I gasped, then winced, as I mashed the full span of solid rubber into my hole.
 
   And you know what?  That was part of the torture.  See I had to literally masturbate just to get the damn thing in there in the first place, which meant that I was already seething with sexual need.  And I hadn’t even put on the butterfly!  I leaned over and while sitting on the bed, feeling both my own juices and the oil leave a wet spot on the fitted sheet, I began strapping on the butterfly clitoral vibrator, settling it somewhat gingerly over my, to this point, most ignored clitoris.
 
   Next came my panties, and finally my shorts, and I’m sure you would have appreciated the gymnastics I had to go through in order to keep the massive dildo up inside me while struggling to get my bare legs through the damn holes in the bottom of the shorts.  I ended up on my back, on my bed, my toes up in the air, one hand on the Core Driller with the other pulling the tight denim down my legs and up over my ass.
 
   I put on a bra and then a shirt, then realized I was already screwing up Kari’s stipulation for the day’s toy.  With a look of chagrin, I unsnapped my shorts, yanked the zipper down, stuck my hand in my panties, and flipped the tiny switch, turning the butterfly on.  Vibrations roared into me, despite the lowest setting, and I felt my clit swell.  My sex tightened convulsively around the Core Driller, trying to move it, or throttle it, or something.  So with my body trembling at the sexual stimulation, I headed for the door of my bedroom. I had chores to do.
 
   I stopped at the threshold.  Oops.  I leaned back in, rummaged in my toy box, and got out my vibrating anal plug. 
 
   Just in case.
 
   *** 
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long.  Maybe twenty minutes?  Hell, I’m surprised I lasted that much.  I was walking around, waddling really, thanks to a foot of only minutely flexible rubber embedded between my legs.  The butterfly was driving me mad and I was being forced to stop and even sit a few times, just to keep myself under control.  Finally it blew me away and I stood there along the goat pen, gripping a bucket of feed in one hand and the rail in the other as my body exploded like a grenade.  
 
   I stumbled back into the barn and retrieved the anal plug from where I left it on my father’s workshop bench and then began unbuttoning my shorts.  Since I hadn’t exactly been told I could turn off the butterfly after cumming, I was still getting stimulated and was already halfway up a multi-orgasmic event when I tugged my panties down.  They were soaked, the thin pink cotton reeking of cinnamon and my own flavors.  I reached down.  Yep. Plenty.  And I ran the anal plug through the discharge around the base of the Core Driller.
 
   It didn’t take much in the way of dexterity to get the tip of the plug in my ass. It slid in easily, smearing the oil and other juices around the puckered opening. I groaned, tried relaxing, and then in a fit of pique, just turned around, and sat down on one of the work chairs.  The plug was forced up into my ass and I let out a groan as the pain of suddenly being fucked in the butt hit me.  My sphincter tightened around the indentation and I had to reach down and catch the Core Driller as it started to slide out.  Evidently there really wasn’t enough room in there for all the rubber.
 
   Well, not without forcing a few things aside.  I’d hate to think what a cross-section anatomy image would look like, with my ass stuffed with a four inch plug and my front filled with a full foot of rubber cock.  Might be interesting for science’s sake, right?  But nevertheless I managed to get my wet panties back up, then my shorts.
 
   And then I finished my outside chores.
 
   An hour later I was inside, sorting laundry, which again meant standing and the butterfly was driving me absolutely nuts.  Some of my family was awake, but no one had clued into the fact that I was a few rooms away, going through something that was about as difficult as hiking twenty miles over rough terrain.  I managed to stifle my cries as finally my body overloaded, and only my dad raised an eyebrow as I marched upstairs afterward, to go get the nipplebands.
 
   With the tiny rubber sheaths over each nipple, I turned on the vibrating plug and realized that I was now in even more trouble.  My clit was beginning to tingle, and not from the oil, but from sensitivity, which only aroused me more, giving a painful edge to what, so far, and really been a rather pleasant, if physically challenging torment.  I finished the laundry, set the first load, and then sat down at the computer to maybe write a little, turning off the butterfly.  And that’s when I realized that the real torment wasn’t being vibrated.
 
   It was sitting.  Sitting with both my ass and sex stuffed to the brim, the vibrating anal plug still buzzing inside me.  Add in the little rubber bands constricted around my nipples, and you can imagine that being in that position wasn’t exactly a pleasant rest for me.  I dithered around, wrote a little, chitchatted on messenger, and then, when the darks were ready to be yanked from the dryer, I stood up, turned my butterfly on, and headed to the laundry room.
 
   I didn’t cum in front of the dryer.  I managed that much.  I pulled the darks out, put the brights from the washer into the dryer, and even got another load into the washer.  I was hanging my dad’s trousers on pant hangers when I couldn’t take it anymore, exploding wetly, and trembling like a car antenna after hitting a speed bump.  
 
   I didn’t drop what I was doing and run upstairs for the clover clamps.  Instead I finished folding that load of laundry, got dad’s trousers put away in the closet, and THEN went back to my room.  Master Chris was waiting for me online, teasing me about what a slut I am.  
 
   “Just can't keep yourself from having an orgasm can you? Such a sex slut…” he told me.
 
   I trembled at the keyboard.  “Sorry, it’s what I am,” I typed, but with lots of typos.  I had turned the butterfly off again the moment I sat down, but the anal plug was still shaking inside me and the Core Driller was thick and uncomfortable.  I took a deep breath, pulled up my shirt, then tugged up my bra, and plucked the nippleband elastic off both nipples.  The tips of my breasts tingled.
 
   “Nipplebands off.  I’m ready to put on the clover clamps,” I typed.  Well… tried to type.  It actually read, “nopllebands off,. ready to put on the clovvers.”
 
   I’m lucky Master Chris didn’t need a translator to understand me.
 
   “scared a ltittle.  these turn me on more.  whhat if I cum again?”
 
   “Part of why I love you,” he replied.  “You’ll need to find someone to spank you though.”
 
   I shook my head, but then realized I had to type it out.  “No, it will mean changing the cclovers for alligators.  all day probbaly.”
 
   I could tell Chris was amused and I lifted the clover clamps and set them delicately on each nipple.  Squeezing them tightly, I winced as the new pressure on the tips of my breasts made my arousal and sensitivity that much more difficult to handle.
 
   “BREANNE!” I suddenly heard, shouted from downstairs.  I blinked.  It was my mother.
 
   “BREANNE! Come help with breakfast!” she shouted.
 
   The first words to go through my mind were “Oh shit,” and I think I actually typed them too.
 
   “What do I do?” I demanded of Master Chris.  My predicament was obvious.  Kari hadn’t provided an out for turning off the vibrators if I was with my mom, and while I’m sure she would have, I suspect the real issue was that she hadn’t anticipated I’d be vibrating both in my ass as well as at my clit by breakfast time.
 
   I’m used to being underestimated.  Give me a chance to screw up and I probably will.  I like to screw things ups.
 
   “CHRIS! Give me an out!” I demanded, though my typing wasn’t as good there in the chat window as it is here.  “Tell me I can turn off the vibes while with my mom!”
 
   “BREANNE? Did you hear me?” my mother called out.
 
   I twisted in my seat, yanking my bra down over the clover clamps, wincing as they metal jaws tugged painfully for a moment on my nipples. “Yes Mom! I hear you. I’ll be down in a second.”  I looked at the screen. Still no reply.
 
   “CHRIS!” I demanded again.
 
   “You can turn off both the butterfly and your anal plug for the duration of your breakfast with your mother.  But one you get back to your room, you will turn both the butterfly and the plug to their highest setting, cum twice, with the appropriate punishments from Kari.”
 
   “What?” I spluttered.  “That’s insane!” I typed back furiously.
 
   “It’s either that or go in there with your clit and ass buzzing,” he wrote back.  “Your choice.”
 
   I growled then. Actually growled.  And just for good measure I typed a “Arggghhhh…” just so he knew exactly how I felt. “Fine,” I wrote. “You’re gonna pay for this.”  Or something like that. I was hurriedly yanking down my shirt, then my shorts, and turning off the anal vibe.  It wasn’t easy.
 
   “Breanne?  Are you coming?” my mother asked again from downstairs.
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Not yet,” I said loudly.  “But I’m sure I will eventually,” I muttered.
 
   I took a deep breath. My shorts had a darker spot in the crotch and I was pretty sure I could detect the lingering scent of cinnamon and cum.  My breasts looked normal since the clamps were underneath my bra and my shirt wasn’t tight.  I checked the mirror.  To me, it looked like I had just exploded, my face was flushed, my eyes bright, my mouth puckered.  Was my chest heaving too?  I shook my head.  It had to do.  I squared my shoulders and headed downstairs.
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Breakfast was good, though my mother asked me if I was feeling okay since I was moving so stiffly.  I told her my back was aching a bit, which is better than admitting that my backside was stuffed with a rubber cone the size of a soup can and that I had a rubber rocket ship sitting in my launch pad hanger.  I sat gingerly and my dad joined us, eyeing me speculatively, which I thought very disturbing.  He’s the only one in my family who is not only aware of my predilection toward insane sexual acts, he also happens to be a fan, checking my twitter account each morning and reading the blog posts religiously. Hell, he even bought a Kindle so he could read my books.  
 
   “You feeling all right?” he asked me as I shifted uncomfortably in my chair. Even with none of the vibrations, I still felt so full that sitting was a mild torment.  I could handle the Core Driller, but the anal plug just felt wrong. It spread my bottom in a way that I just can’t seem to adjust too.  
 
   “I’m fine,” I said.
 
   “Guess you’ve been cumming and going a lot today,” he said, the innuendo hidden from everyone else but me.  I glared at him, but hid that from my mom.
 
   “Just a few times,” I said, putting a forkful of egg in my mouth.  
 
   “Well, if you haven’t cum and gone too many times, your mother is going out on errands this afternoon.”
 
   My eyes widened.  I knew exactly what he was saying with THAT one.  He was offering to take care of the paddling.  I swallowed my egg.
 
   “Um, that might be too late,” I replied lightly.
 
   “What are you two talking about?” asked my mother from around her coffee cup.
 
   My father shook his head. “Nothing dear. We’ve just been talking about some plans we have for the north fields.”
 
   And that settled that.  We wrapped up breakfast. Rachel and I did the dishes. And then I went up to my room.
 
   A moment later the butterfly was on high, the anal plug was roaring inside me, and I blew my gasket in about four minutes of writhing on the bed, my breasts exposed, my fingers twisting the clover clamps.  In hindsight, the break actually served a really good purpose.  It gave my body a chance to recuperate and I wasn’t so sensitive.
 
   Of course I didn’t stop either. Master Chris had specified TWO orgasms and as I pinched open the clover clamps and dug out my alligators, I sort of rocked my hips, letting the movement and arch of my body handle the motions needed to screw the Core Driller dildo.  It felt amazing and when I finally put the alligator clamps on my nipples, I had to stick my knuckles into my mouth to keep from screaming.
 
   Orgasm number five hit me like a Mac Truck and in the daze of my sexual euphoria, it occurred to me that Master Chris was just curious about what Kari would do to me should I have six orgasms.  Doing it this way ensured that I’d have to call her, since I doubted I’d survive the entire afternoon without cumming two more times.
 
   Of course now I was in a bind.  It was barely ten o’clock and I was already five orgasms in, with my nipples being delicately but painfully chewed on by alligator clamps, while my ass felt like I was impaled on the San Andreas Fault with a constant 9.6 rated earthquake going on.  My pussy ached as if I’d shoved a two by four up in there and the pressure of the Core Driller on my depths was more than enough to set me on edge.  Add to all of this the rumbling of the butterfly, and you can imagine my state.
 
   I sat back down at the computer, knowing I could turn off the butterfly at least, but before I could sign on, I heard the laundry buzzer.  I headed downstairs, turning the butterfly back on, gritting my teeth as I struggled with the brights and started folding.
 
   I tried to hold off. I really did.  Especially since I still needed a spanking, but come on… direct stimulation like that?   Six orgasms in almost six hours, especially with everything I was going through? Is it any surprise?
 
   I backed up into a corner, shuddering as the waves of bliss crashed through me.  Gnawing on my hand helped, but did little to muffle my whimpers, so I took a clean pair of my own panties, jammed them over my mouth and let the orgasm do as it would.  My bare toes curled on the hardwood floor and my nipples throbbed even more.   My chest heaved and when I was done I could barely stand, dazed and reeling.  I was just damned lucky my mother didn’t come in then.
 
   Leaving the laundry, I waddled through the living room, the penetrating gaze of my father hitting me, knowing exactly what had happened.  I could see the look in his eye, the knowledge that I had cum and gone again.  And when I closed the bedroom door and collapsed on the bed, a quick glance told me that it wasn’t body language alone that had informed him.  It practically looked like I’d had an accident in my shorts.
 
   I rolled over, finger reaching, and grabbed my phone.  I hit the speed dial and heard the phone ring.  Just once.
 
   “Please tell me you aren’t calling because you’ve reached six,” came a haughty, but clear voice.  I suppressed another shudder, the chill in Kari’s tone seeping into me.
 
   “I’m sorry, Kari.  There was…  were… extenuating circumstance,” I said.  I think she could hear the tension in my voice. It shook as much as my ass.
 
   “There are always extenuating circumstances with you, dearheart. It doesn’t change the fact that I expected you to last the day.”
 
   I blinked. “No you didn’t,” I protested. You knew I’d blow it.  That’s why you set the punishments.”
 
   There was a pause, and then a very irritated Kari replied “I’m well aware of that, but I did expect you to last the day.  It’s not even lunch time.”
 
   I winced.  “I’m sorry, Kari.”
 
   “How is your bottom?” she asked pointedly, and that just made me cringe as well. 
 
   “I haven’t gotten the spanks yet,” I admitted.
 
   There was a clucking sound on the phone. “So, you break the rules, and ALSO keep going?  That will cost you.”
 
   “I’m… I’m not sure how much I can take,” I said.
 
   “Well then, once you get your spanking you can arrange to have the plug and the Core Driller removed.”
 
   That surprised me. “I can?”
 
   “Absolutely.  The cost to you is simple.  If the Butterfly come off, you get thirty strokes with the sap, right on your clit.  To get the Core Driller out you’ll need your tits caned, twenty strokes.  And to get the anal plugged removed, you’ll have to not only take the spanking you’ve already earned, but another spanking of twenty strokes, and then you’ll have to immediately replace the plug with cock.”
 
   Thirty strokes to the clit with the sap? Twenty cane strikes to my breasts?  More spanking? And anal sex to boot?  This was… bad.
 
   “Breanne? Do you hear me?  Do you understand?”
 
   I swallowed. “Are you mad at me for giving out your email address, or are you mad at me for cumming too quickly?” I asked timidly.
 
   There was a moment of silence. Then Kari said, “Yes.” And hung up.
 
   Well, shit.  
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   She looked in the mirror and the person staring back at her was certainly a sight to behold.  Her long red hair cascaded down her shoulders, a stark contrast to the cream colored flesh beneath.  She took a deep breath, feeling the pain of the silver colored alligator clamps that rose and fell with her bare breasts, the vicious little clamps chewing on her nubs with indelicate grace, the silver chain connecting them dangling down almost to her navel.
 
   The snowy expanse of her loins and wide hips were cut with the black straps of her butterfly clitoral vibrator, a pink, plastic shaped sex toy that concealed the top of her sex, but shook rapidly as the tiny motor inside, offset just enough, rumbled and quivered, translating the movement to her clit. It was a constant caress, sending waves of explicit pleasure through her veins.  The butterfly was matched by an equally violent quaking in her bottom, where she was stuffed completely with a four inch deep plug, the base thick enough to keep her open and spread.
 
   But the worst thing was the massive dildo that she kept in only by keeping her thighs tightly together, holding the monster twelve inch long phallus.  She swallowed.  She knew she was in trouble.  She’d already had too many orgasms that morning, and now, while she was allowed an unlimited amount, the constant onslaught of sexual sensation had her wincing and wishing it would stop.
 
   But the price… the price was SO high.
 
   She had options.  She knew it.  She could leave.  She could dress herself, the rule of not driving while stimulated would cause the vibrators to quiet, but it would still leave her stuffed and clamped.  She didn’t know if she could handle it.  Even off, she felt the mad desire, the sensitivity which the blitzkrieg of stimulation had caused.  It was like a rasp on her nerves, a chaffing between her legs, a soreness that wasn’t quite pain and wasn’t quite arousal, but was both.  
 
   She had cum several more times, three or four, and without the limitations she was given to expressive moments where she had merely slid down the wall, her legs spread, pressing her hand against the swollen bump of the stimulator.  Or tweaking her nipples and pulling on the chain of the alligator clamps.  In the end, it hadn’t mattered and now… now she knew it had to stop.  
 
   And soon.
 
   With a careful step, she moved her naked body to the door.  The price was simple.  A cane.  A leather sap.  And the massive wooden paddle.  It was all she needed.  She left her clothes and keys on her desk, taking only the tools of her punishment.  Already her heart was thudding, the anticipation of what was coming was driving her need to another plateau.  She could feel the desire, the desperation, the buzzing of the anal plug and the rumble of the butterfly.  Her sex was locked in a death grip around the giant dildo, holding it in, scared it would fall.
 
   She started down the stairs.  No one else was home, having gone on errands, and he had offered after all.  But she knew he didn’t know the extent of the cost, what it would take to free her of these torments.  And she needed peace.  She didn’t know if she could take much more.  Step by step she moved downward, every inch driving her both closer to the punishment she deserved, but also the edge of a cliff, another orgasm that threatened to swamp her.  Finally she could see him, his damaged leg weak and withered, while the rest of him was still strong and hale.
 
   He turned and looked at her, eyebrow arching as he stared, taking in her nudity.  His eyes lingered on the alligator clamps, enjoying how the silver teeth bit into her nipples, the flesh yielding to the dangerous pressure.  He studied her hips and the way they swung as she took a step, her thighs still tight together to keep the dildo embedded in her depths.  She moved, slowly of course, till she stood in front of him.  She held out the cane, the sap, and the paddle.
 
   “Please spank me, father.”  Her voice wavered, but whether it was from tension or the violent shaking she was still enduring, sliding up her spine was unknown.  Her father took the paddle as she laid the other two implements of torment aside.  Slowly she lay across her lap, her breasts dangling down along the side of the chair.  His left hand came up to toy with the clamps, pushing and tapping them, letting the pendulous curves sway with his touch.  Then she felt his hand rubbing her bare bottom, pushing on the large base of the plug.  His fingertip drew a circle, slipping around the rubber plug, tantalizing her even more.  She felt the hardness of his cock against her hip and she shifted until the butterfly, still humming, pressed against him.
 
   The paddle came a moment later, a blistering sting followed by a heat and she cried out, no longer worried about arousing worry or questions.  Her head thrown back, she closed her eyes, feeling the second stroke drive her even harder down upon the man’s lap.  She began rocking her hips back and forth and she felt the dildo inside her slip, in and out, held in by her thighs alone and the next orgasm rushed even closer.  Another stroke of the paddle left her gasping, tears flooding into her eyes as her father spanked her, leaving deep red blotches on her perfect ass.
 
   He was only half-way through the required twenty when she couldn’t take in any more, exploding again with a cry that was as clear as day to the man that held her.  She shook and he stopped, putting the paddle down to rub and caress her, one hand still twisting and pulling on the clamps, while the other probed deeper, finding the base of the dildo.  
 
   “Spread your legs,” he whispered and she did, only to feel him tug the massive phallus out six inches and drive it back in.  It bruised her, but she couldn’t complain, and he began pounding the piston of her desire deep through her depths.  Her body quivered.  Was that the eighth?  The ninth orgasm?  How many times had she cum?  How many waves?  How many mind-numbing moments of pure bliss and pain?  He worked her some more until she was crooning, wanting more, and he again picked up the paddle and walloped her ass.
 
   The hurt, the pain, the burn was terrible and she reached back.  He caught her wrist, but then let go, unwilling to leave her breasts, the clamped nipples to merely hang.  A strong word brought her hand under control and he leveled another stroke to her cooked derriere.  Again and again he hit her, the meaty flesh of her buttocks absorbing the kinetic energy and changing it to heat, cooking her and her sex.  Some impacts seemed worse than others, the paddle catching the plug, jamming it deeper her into her ass.  
 
   Finally he was done and she lay there sobbing as he rubbed her bottom.  His fingers started to pry at the plug but she shook her head.
 
   “No.  That was for my fifth orgasm,” she whimpered.  She slid off him, going to her knees.  The bulge in his pants was magnificent, huge and clearly in need.  But she had to stop it first.  Trembling she picked up the cane, handed it to her father, and then cupped both breasts, arching her back.
 
   “Twenty strokes please,” she begged.
 
   He eyed her for a moment, then ordered her to turn sideways, toward his right arm.  She did, facing the wall and the kitchen walkway and the cane sliced through the air, only to be brought up short by the impact of the thin wood against her breasts.  The sound of her flesh being struck, the deep impact of the cane, seemed to fill her ears even before the pain hit her. But then she cried out, her hands letting go, the alligator clamps jiggling wildly as she curled in agony.
 
   It took almost a minute to adjust to the pain and when she finally straightened he was ready to give her another.  The second stroke caught the alligator clamps squarely, both of them, mashing them down and almost tearing the tips of her breasts.  Again she reeled, barely able to stay straight.  A third stroke along the upper slope of her bosom left a deep red welt, and when he reached out with his left hand, snagging the chain between the alligator clamps, he lifted up her breasts, exposing the soft undersides.
 
   The blows weren’t as strong but there was a flurry of them, marking the tender bottoms of each curve, red marks stretching from one side of her body to another.  She couldn’t keep still. She twisted away, only to feel him pull her back, using the chain and clamps.  Her hands came out to guard her and he merely hit her knuckles hard until her breasts were exposed once more.  Blow after blow rained down on her and she screamed and cried and twisted to no avail.
 
   And then he was finished and let her go. She rolled onto the floor, panting and shuddering, reaching between her legs.  She pulled the massive dildo from her sex, scented of cinnamon, and began licking it, timidly, still trembling from both pain and pleasure.  He waited on her, watching, his hand rubbing at the bulge between his legs.  A spot of precum appeared on his trousers, clear evidence of his desire.  Finally she was ready and she rose again to her knees.  She leaned over, picked up the leather sap and handed it to him.
 
   He took it, exchanging the cane for the small, rectangular leather paddle.  He knew where it would and watched as she sat down on her bottom.  She brought up her knees, tucking them into her chin, ignoring the pain of the alligator clamps on her breasts, and rocked backward.  She scooted toward him until her bottom touched his weak leg.  Then she curled even more, lifting her buttocks off the floor and bracing herself.  She lifted her legs into the air, spreading them like a gymnast, her red and swollen sex, capped with the pink butterfly sex toy, well within in arms reach of the man in the chair.
 
   Carefully he turned off the rumbling clitoral vibrator and then with patient fingers he unstrapped it from its perch.  Her clit was distended and a vibrant shade of pink, coated in the remnants of oil and her own juice, he touched it, watching and hearing her as she struggled to not only hold position, but deal with the sensation.  As he put the butterfly aside, he reached out and patted her wet sex, feeling the fullness of her labia, the open depths of her vagina, and then he hit her clit with the sap.
 
   The pain was like lightning, a horrible string that exploded up through her and almost made her lose her position.  She rocked but grit her teeth, taking the blow with aplomb.  He struck again, flattening her puffy petals, the sound of wet leather striking flesh filling the room.  Her cries punctuated the strokes, squelch of her soaked sex being smacked, until her loins matched the blossoming scarlet of her breasts.  Ten, then twenty slaps of the sap against her sex sounded and she shook her head, the crimson strands of hair flying every which way.
 
   “Thirty,” she gasped, biting her lip and trying desperately to hold back more tears.
 
   And so he continued, aiming right for the delicate nodule, the center core of her being.  The last few strokes her hit her harder and she cried out shrilly, her legs shaking from the pain, her toes curled into white knots.  And when it was over he clapped his bare hand over her sex, squeezing her and patting her, stroking her flesh and then driving his fingers into her soaked well.  Her hips rolled, even up in the air and she couldn’t hold her position any more.  Her knees bent and he reached down, wrapped an arm around her waist, and hauled her upward.
 
   Her head bounced once on the hardwood floor, but it was a minor hurt compared to everything else and all she knew was that her weight was on her shoulders.  But not all of it.  He held her as her knees bent near his shoulders and then his right hand was delving into her, pushing fingers and thumb deep.  She groaned, shuddering, her body trembling, the anal plug still filling her and vibrating violently.  His hand pressed against her but went in relatively easy, the hours of being stuffed with the massive twelve inch rubber cock a perfect preparation for his fist.
 
   He opened his fingers inside her, swirling his hand around as her sex sucked at his wrist and she couldn’t help pumping.  Still he held her, one hand wrapped around her waist, thumb pressed against her clit, his tight embrace keeping her upside down.  The hand he’d pushed inside her pumped, clenching and opening like a valve. His fingers pressed on her flesh, feeling the shape and thickness of the anal plug, enjoying the vibrations.
 
   It was more than she could stand, too much, and again she came, but it was a soft wave of pleasure rather than an explosion.  Her tired body just couldn’t bring itself to mount another climax, and she sobbed and blubbered, her hips moving to meet the movement of his hand.  He slid from his chair, letting her to the ground, following her to the floor, his weak leg giving out and laying him out beside her, his hand still shoved up into her guts, a sex puppet ready for the stage.  He twisted her, flinging one of her legs over his head, jackknifing around until her bottom was upturned, the black circle of the rubber plug at the base of her still scarlet marked rear.
 
   With his right hand still wriggling in her, he began spanking her bottom, adding dark splotches of color to the rosy pink shades of the first paddling.  She cried out, bucking, unable to move away as he widened his hand inside and literally used his fist to keep her there.  Her hands went to her bottom, but he merely moved her further down and threw his good leg across her, a mishmash of limbs that held her immobile, fucked, and blistered as his hand flew in wild and brutal strokes.  
 
   Her cries filled the room and then, his hand stinging, he stopped, pulling his fist from her sucking hole, the syrup of her need coating him.  He wiped the goo of her desperation across her breasts, enjoying the way it coated her, wet and glistening.  And then, with her still shuddering beneath him, he fumbled at his pants.  A moment later his cock was out, the tip purple and needing, and he grabbed her hair, lifting her head, only to shove his cock into her mouth.
 
   She sucked, choking with every sob, his thick veined manhood moving in and out.  He kept his hand wrapped in her hair and she could smell the scent of her own sex on his hand, the remnant juices soaking into her crimson locks.  She bobbed her head, sniffling, her body aching like never before and when her father pulled away, she looked up into his eyes, seeing his need.  On all four she turned, presenting her bottom, the spanking and paddling she had gotten marking her buttocks.  His fingers scrambled for the plug and he tugged it free, eliciting another whimper from the girl in front of him.
 
   She closed her eyes, bracing herself, and it came as expected.  The soft but firm, tapered head, the pulse and throb, the pressure, and then his shaft slipped into her bottom, driving deeper than the plug, pumping into her ass and driving her to the floor. His hips spanked her bottom, bouncing on the tender and plump buttocks and she whimpered as her breasts were mashed against the wood, the hardwood making the alligator clamps bend and twist, sending shards of more agony through her.  She closed her eyes, not to imagine herself elsewhere, or with someone else, but to more purely feel the sensation, the total abandon of sexual depravity.
 
   When he came it was sudden and explosive, filling her ass with enough cream to seep from the swollen hole.  He pulled free, wiping himself on her buttock, and then pulled his boxers and trousers back up, using his upper body strength to drag himself back into the chair.  He panted a little, his face flushed but happy, and he stared down at the naked body before him, now bereft of the almost all the torture implements she had worn down the stairs.
 
   Slowly the tears stopped and her breathing relaxed.  She looked up, tears marring her cheeks, but eyes bright.  She gave him a short smile, then gathered herself, picking up the cane, the sap, and the paddle.  Slowly she bent down and kissed him on the cheek and he reached up, caressing her face.  Not a word was said and slowly, delicately, gingerly, she climbed the stairs.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   It was two o’clock in the afternoon and I called Kari.  The phone rang and Kari picked up  a moment later.
 
   “What Bre? I’m busy.”
 
   I took a deep breath.  “I uh… I just wanted to ask what I needed to do to get the alligator clamps off,” I said quickly.  There was a momentary pause.
 
   “Did you get the Core Driller, the butterfly, and the plug taken care of?” she asked me pointedly.
 
   “Yes ma’am,” I said obediently.  “All done.
 
   “Are you following NHPS Rule #1?” she asked.  
 
   I bit my lip.  “No.  But I was going to.  Real soon.”
 
   Another pause. “I see.”
 
   I waited.  Finally she spoke again.
 
   “All right, I suppose ben wa balls will work.”
 
   “Um… I wore those yesterday?” I told her. 
 
   Kari laughed. “So?  They’ll go well with the alligator clamps.
 
   I didn’t like that idea.  The alligator clamps were making my nipples throb and I was more than ready to take them off.
 
   “Um… couldn’t I pay to have them off?” I said. “Like the Core Driller?  Or the plug?” I asked.
 
   That’s a wonderful idea, Breanne.”  Kari’s words were warm and full of praise.  I smiled.  “In order to take the alligator clamps off you just have to do one simple thing.
 
   “What?” I asked eagerly, totally ready to take off the clamps.
 
   “Put the Core Driller into that sweet little hole of yours, and put the butterfly vibrator on your clit.  Every time you stand up, I want that butterfly on low.  And don’t cum.”
 
   My mouth went dry.  My heart thudded painfully in my chest. I felt the phone begin to tremble at my ear.
 
   “And… uh… what happens if I do cum?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper.
 
   “You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut.  And I’ve already told you what will happen.  This morning.  Enjoy the rest of your day, dearheart.”  And then she hung up.
 
   I sat there stunned, twisted, tormented, not knowing what to do.  My ben wa balls were there, cleaned and ready, and all I had to do was put them, enduring the cruel bite of the alligator clamps until bed.  Or there was the other option… 
 
   I moved to the mirror, studying my face.  It was still blotchy from tears.  I pulled off my tee shirt, my bare breasts clamped and tortured.  I pushed my shorts and panties down to puddle at my feet.  My bottom was scarlet and my sex swollen and pink.  My clit was engorged and I could see it peeking out from between the petals of my sex.  I licked my lips, struggling to decide.
 
   And then, carefully, I pinched the alligator clamps open, the blood rushing back into my crushed nubs, tiny red marks along each side.  I rocked that way for a moment, then turned back to the bed. I rummaged through my toy box and pulled out a dildo, a massive dildo, twelve inches long and three inches wide. It looked like a rocket ship.  Then I pulled out a pink plastic butterfly, black straps stretching from the wings.  I spread my legs, kicking off my shorts and panties and I laid back, slipping the phallus between my thighs and into my sex.
 
   I put on the butterfly and pulled up my panties and shorts.  It felt… amazing, but dangerous, and I hoped I could do a better job this time around.  Because I knew one very important thing.
 
   I was going to cum.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: seventyeightnomore]78 – No More, No Less
 
   It's rare that I post something BEFORE the fact, but I think in this case I sort of have to.  I received a very unique email the other day, an assignment of sorts that spans an entire week.  The idea was intriguing, but terrifying as well, so I mentioned it to Kari, who liked it so much that she ordered me to immediately do it, as soon as my TOTM ended.

Well, I can tell I'm on my last day.  Not sure when I'll be ready again, but it will be today. And therein lies the crux of the problem.  Master Matt is the creative monster who has come up with this little gem:
 
   Breanne, in the coming week you are to have 78 orgasms, no more, no less. The day's total number of orgasms will be tweeted daily. Orgasms are to be worked around whatever other daily stipulations or assignments you are given. I hope there aren't denial days or you're in for a tough time! The week is defined as Sunday morning till Saturday night. Over or under the weekly quota will result in punishment.
 
    
 
   I did the math on this.  78 orgasms in one week comes up to having an orgasm every 2 hours and 15 minutes.  Or if I choose to actually sleep like a normal person, it means an orgasm every 1 hour and 45 minutes.  

Worse, since technically my time started this morning, and my TOTM isn't done yet, I'm losing time, unless of course I start off with just clitoral orgasms.  Thank God Master Matt didn't specify the orgasms had to be vaginal!  I'm also allowed to cum anyway I can. I can screw and fuck anything or anyone I want.  It's the orgasm that matters! And no, I don't know what the punishment will be if I screw this up.

Part of me is dreading this. Part of me is looking forward to it.  All I can hope is to survive these next few days.  We'll see how I'm doing come Saturday evening.  This one is going to be a doozy. So stay tuned to my twitter account: @breanneNHPS and see how I'm doing. I'll also do my best to post daily updates here on Michael Alexander's BDSM Blog so you know how things are progressing!  See ya round!
 
    
 
   Monday Morning
 
   In college I took a class called statistics and to be honest, I loved it.  It helped that the professor was hilarious, constantly telling jokes, and his attitude and demeanor made it easy to enjoy the class.  For example, when he handed out the syllabus, it was entitled, “Lies, Damn Lies, and Statistics,” which I thought was pretty damn funny.  He taught us how statistics worked, how probabilities were figured, and why logic wasn’t always logical.  I remember in one early class how he announced that statistics showed that ninety-five percent of all pedestrian/motor vehicle accidents happened at crosswalks.  He then asked what the fact should lead us, as logical individuals, to conclude.  No one wanted to volunteer an answer because we could tell that this was a question designed to make some look like an idiot.  But finally he spared us, explaining that the simple would decide to no longer cross at crosswalks, thus increasing their personal risk, based upon a statistic that easily led to the wrong conclusion.  
 
   He also showed us how to play a game of Battleship using probabilities, which was equally fascinating.  I loved how he positioned his ships and played the computer, explaining how each square had such and such probability of being struck and how to minimize the chance and so on and so forth.  It was cool.  I learned a lot from him.  Like don’t ever play Battleship against him.  The odds won’t be in your favor.
 
   And no. I never fucked him either.  Contrary to popular belief I did NOT have sex with every professor I had during college.  Just half of them.  Or maybe two/thirds.  Get your mind out of the gutter.
 
   As I mentioned yesterday, I’ve been given a task.  A major one.  I have until Saturday evening to complete a total of 78 orgasms.  No more, no less.  It’s a daunting task honestly.  And in case you’re wondering why I started this whole little blurb with statistics, I thought a few might help you understand just what’s been going through me – besides a vibrator.
 
   First of all, let’s break down the time here.  Sunday Morning (let’s say MY morning, so 5am) to Saturday Evening, (my bedtime is usually 9pm) is a total of 6.5 days.  That 6.5 days breaks down into exactly 160 hours.  160 hours divided by 78 orgasm, means that I’ll need to have an orgasm roughly every 2.05 hours.  That comes to approximately 12 orgasms a day.  Of course, I actually sleep for about seven hours each day, which means of the twenty four hours available, I’m only actually awake for 17 of them, give or take.  That means that I actually have to cram 12 orgasms into 17 hours, which comes to about one orgasm every hour and a half.  For six and a half days.
 
   I’m going to die.
 
   To make matters worse, I didn’t start yesterday morning. I started yesterday afternoon, when I got home from church.  Kari had instructed me to wear my ben wa balls, so I had no assistance there, and as soon as I got home from church and felt myself ready and no longer in the last vestiges of my TOTM (Time of the Month) I stuffed myself silly and masturbated quickly to a wet, sloppy, thigh soaking cum.  It was very nice thank you, especially after a week of not cumming.  
 
   An hour and a half later I went back up to my room and did it again, this time using a vibrator to push myself over the edge. It was pure bliss, rubbing the hard plastic tip against my clit, setting myself up, hips thrusting upward in sexual bliss.  Then I came with a gasp, the soles of my feet touching, my knees wide apart, naked from the waist down, lying on my bed.  It was beautiful.
 
   But then my little girl wanted to go horseback riding.  I could hardly say no, so I skipped the next two “times”.  By the end of the day I’d only had seven orgasms, and that was pushing it, with the last two barely three or four minutes apart, followed by exhaustion and curling up into a ball between my sheets.
 
   This morning things have not gone easier for me.  The second I woke up my hands slipped downward between my legs and I worked myself into a froth.  I checked my email and Kari’s toy of the day is my Husky Dildo, a thick, firm rubber, natural looking, nine inch synthetic cock that neither vibrates, nor moves on its own.  In other words, it’s fun to play with, but it isn’t going to send me off half baked by itself.  I masturbated again in the barn, and then once again at the gate of the goat pen before heading in.  Three more orgasms in the space of three and a half hours.  And now I’m here in my room, just after breakfast, bouncing up and down, writing this, trying to cum again.  It’s mind numbing and frankly, I’m feeling sated.
 
   Am I crazy?  Could a nymphomaniac actually BE sated?
 
   We’ll find out, won’t we?
 
   Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 10
 
   Hours Elapsed: 28
 
   Expected Goal: 14
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: -4
 
    
 
   Monday Evening,
 
    
 
   God, I’m tired.  This is going to be short because frankly I don’t have the energy to spend more than thirty or forty minutes typing, and I also don’t want to waste the time.  I’ve got the Husky dildo still buried inside me, but my butterfly clitoral vibrator is humming away at my sore clit and I’ll be honest, the moment I cum I’m just going to post this and say “screw it, I’m going to bed.”  
 
   After posting this morning I managed six more orgasms in the space of nine hours.  It was grueling, emotionally and physically.  You have to understand that while my record for one day is twenty one orgasms, I’m having to do all of these myself.  It isn’t like there is someone nearby, while I’m tied down, working me into sexual nirvana.  No, I have to get myself there.  Almost constant masturbation.  I’m so sore on my clit that the butterfly feels like I’m being stimulated with an electric sander.  I’ve used my fingers.  I’ve pumped the Husky dildo in and out.  I’ve flicked myself into orgasm.  I’ve even gotten the vibrator out and massaged myself into orgasmic bliss.  I’ve done most of these in my bedroom or the bathroom.  Hell, even my shower tonight was orgasmic, the waterproof vibrator taking the place of the Husky dildo, glistening with soap bubbles, sliding up between the soaked and swollen petals between my legs.
 
   But I am so tired.  And sore.  I don’t want sex. I want sleep. Lots and lots of sleep.  And peace.  The buzzing of the butterfly is getting so intense.  Ic an feel itt now.  It’s juust sgetting me so clclose to thhe edge that I’;m having trouble just t jhingkign about it.  And d gg gonn a pinch npilles nippels aand   tt cucmmming.
 
    
 
   I think… I think I’ll go to bed now.
 
    
 
   Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 17
 
   Hours Elapsed: 37
 
   Expected Goal: 18
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: -1
 
    
 
   Tuesday Evening
 
   Things are not going well.  At least, not as well as I would like. This morning I woke tense and strangely enough, sexually sated.  I had worked myself through seventeen orgasms the previous day, mostly on pure adrenaline and the fact that I’d just spent five days going without.  That all worked in my favor, but this morning I just didn’t feel like I NEEDED sex, which is a very strange occurrence for a girl like me.  Knowing I had to jump start my own engine I laid in bed and pulled my night shirt up.  Soft light touches, from the tips of my breasts down to the soft petals of my sex slowly got me in the mood, but it was still an effort and it took over twenty minutes to work myself up into the blood boiling desperation of orgasmic bliss.  Fortunately I still had the Husky dildo inside me.  I had slept with it in, keeping me filled, which normally would have been sufficient to at least keep me semi-aroused.  But it certainly helped get me where I needed to go this morning.
 
   Of course it came out just minutes after I pulled myself from out of the covers.  I padded naked too my computer, checked my email, and groaned.  Kari, my best friend, sometimes lover, and deviant, cruel, sadistic mistress, had set my toy of the day with my worst interests in mind.  So Tuesday I once again stuffed my ben wa balls, two golf-ball sized spheres, with no motors, into my sodden swamp.  Why oh why couldn’t I wear my Rotating Venus Penis?
 
   I got dressed in blue jeans and a tee shirt and headed out to the barn where I worked over an hour and a half before I even felt close to being physically ready for another go at orgasm.  I unbuttoned my jeans, worked them down my legs, and even kicked off my boots.  Standing there in just my socks, panties, and tee shirt, I sat down on a horse blanket placed over a couple of bales of hay, and began doing some things that would have certainly attracted the attention of all the cowboys we had.  If we had any cowboys.  As it was, neither the horses nor our pigs really cared about the half-naked cowgirl writhing on the hay, even if she was pinching her nipples and clit with more than the usual desperation.
 
   I felt wrung out when I was done and by the time I finished my chores I still wasn’t ready for another round.  Breakfast came and went and as I headed back out to ride out to the north fields to put out feed for some of our cows, it was everything I could do to keep going, knowing that I needed to do it AGAIN out there.  I did it, standing up, with a cow staring at me from about twenty feet away, my jeans around my ankles.  It wasn’t a pretty orgasm, more rough and tumble.  But it was intense enough to squirt juice on the ground at least.  Not the best way to water crops, but hey… I’ll try anything.
 
   Lunch time came and went and so did I with another orgasm out in the barn and I began to notice something.  The more orgasms I had, the more I needed something a little peppier to get me going.  So I went out.  
 
   That’s right.  I went out.
 
   I grabbed the shortest skirt I owned and a mid-riff baring halter top, not to mention my clover clamps.  Tossing it all into a bag along with a pair of fuck me high heels, I took the truck out with a shouted call of “going for errands!”  I made it as far as the farm to market road that borders our farm where I quickly moved to the grill of my Ford F-150, stripped out of my tee shirt, jeans, boots and panties, and managed to stuff myself into the sparse and inappropriate clothing I had brought.  I even lingered, taking my time, hoping a car would come around the bend.  But there was nothing.  Then, looking like a two bit whore in need of a john, with my pussy now nicely convulsing around the ben wa balls and feeling the need, I drove to the mall.  I called David immediately.  
 
   “I’m here, but I’m dressed inappropriately.  Do you still want me to come by your office?” I asked him.
 
   There was a momentary pause.  “Assignment?” he asked.
 
   “Nope.  Just trying not to cum,” I told him brightly. It was a lie.  I know. I lied. I admit it.  But if I had told him I was supposed to try to cum as much as possible, he’d have kept me for God knows how long, denying me climax.  
 
   “Trying not to cum?” he asked, his tone sweet.
 
   “Absolutely.  So you’ll be nice, right?” I said.
 
   “Come to my office,” he replied.
 
   I’m ashamed to admit this, but I came.  Multiple times.  Four actually.  Which combined with the four I’d had that morning made things seem a whole lot sunnier.  And I didn’t even mind it when he took off his belt and used the last seven or eight inches of black leather against my clit, driving me into the final cum-soaked explosion that left me panting and exhausted, barely able to keep my eyes open.  It was amazing.  I didn’t climb down off his desk. I fell off it and landed in a puddle of my own goo.  David was sated too, both sexually and sadistically if I do say so myself.  And yes. I know that David is probably going to read this and when he does, the punishment will be like the worse thing to happen to me in ages.  Don’t be shy about admitting you’re looking forward to THAT!
 
   It was five o’clock before I managed to get my questionable attire into decent enough shape to leave his office and the looks I got as I walked out of the mall made me wet again.  I looked for Julie at her jewelry store, but she wasn’t there, which is good since David had used binder clamps and a ruler on my breasts and between that punishment and the clover clamps, which were hanging from my nipples, under the halter top, the idea of getting my breasts slapped back and forth as a nice way of saying “hi,” didn’t sound terribly appealing.
 
   I changed on the road, drove home, had dinner, showered, and masturbated.  Nine orgasms.  And let me tell you, that ninth was tough.  It took a forty minute shower and lots of soap to get there.  I just felt… sated.  It was so hard to bring myself into that mental and physical place where one NEEDS to cum.  Which brings me to my current situation.  I’ve taken out the ben wa balls, temporarily of course, and stuffed myself with the RVP.  It’s been on thirty five minutes so far, while I’ve been writing this, and I’m just now getting to the point where I’m getting close.  And the spin function is on maximum if that tells you anything.  
 
   Closer now.  I’m not sure how tomorrow is going to go either.  I’m just looking forward to this ending tonight’s run.  Not sure I could endure having another orgasm.
 
   Heere it cumsssssss.
 
    
 
   Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 26
 
   Hours Elapsed: 53
 
   Expected Goal: 26
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: On Target
 
    
 
   Wednesday Morning
 
   I think I need to explain a few things here about my toy of the day and how it relates to 78 Orgasms.  Someone suggested to me that I just pop out whatever it was that Kari had told me to stick up in there, find my RVP, set everything to high, and just go through my morning chores churning and burning until I had gotten most of my orgasms out of the way.  Unfortunately, part of this deal is that I’m not allowed to remove the toy of the day unless I’m actually having sex – with a guy.
 
   So unless Kari says “Breanne, today you can wear the RVP,” I can’t use it.  I can always ADD things, like I did on Monday, where I had the Husky dildo going in and out and a vibrator rubbing at my clit.  But take OUT the toy of the day?  No way.
 
   And today has been moderately awful already.  I woke up this morning totally unenthusiastic about masturbating.  Can you imagine what that might be like for someone like me?  I’d had twenty-six orgasms at that point and I literally had to force myself to put my hand down to my clit and rub.  I let my imagination provide the counterpoint, dreaming of being tied up, spread-eagled, hot waxed, then to feel the crushing blows of a leather belt against my clit.  It took a full thirty minutes, making me late with my chores, but I managed.
 
   Of course the real problem was my toy of the day, and I can’t help feeling that Kari is trying to sabotage me.   Right now I’ve got my vibroballs inside me.  Two roughly spherical, slightly oblong, motorized, plastic pills nestled deeply in my depths, waiting.  They’re off too, which is driving me absolutely nuts, since I’d like nothing better than to turn them on, using them to drive me into the next orgasm.  But Kari left a stipulation.  If I turned them on to low, I had to attach a clothespin to my clit.  And I’d have to leave it on all day from that moment.  Do you know what it would be like, having to masturbate with a clothespin on my clit?  It would hurt.  I think that’s what she intended too, since if I turn the vibroballs up to medium, I get to use a binder clamp instead.  Tough to masturbate with THAT hanging off my clitoris!  Going to maximum would be the worst though, since I’d have to attach my jumbo alligator clamp at that point and there is no way I’m doing that, especially since once it’s on, there’s no turning back.
 
   And before you ask, Kari did specifically say that I can’t turn it to high, attach the jumbo alligator, scream my head off cumming, and then turn the vibroballs to low, so I can take off the alligator and put on the clothespins.  That’s not allowed.  
 
   Damn. I hate it when she closes loopholes I plan on exploiting.
 
   So here I am, sitting in my room, stuffed with silent vibroballs, my clit tingling from the two orgasms I’ve already had this morning, and the one I’m trying to work myself up to by sitting with a vibrator between my thighs, pressed up against my sex.  It’s not really been that effective and frankly I’m beginning to wonder if maybe, just maybe, my day wouldn’t actually go easier if I turned the vibroballs up to low.  Maybe a pair of clothespins on my nipples?
 
   Oh…. Oh yes.  That feels…. That feels so much better.  I’m there now… in the groove, my hips thrusting.  It’s just… just the idea of the clothespin on my clit sounds so sexy, so hot, so me.  That delicate pinching.  It’s… tough not to do it.  To grab the remote and just push the wheel upward, just enough.  God I want it.  I want it so bad!  Please! Please… don’t let me do it.  I’d sit on my hands, but how would I type.  The controller is right there! Next to the keyboard.  No.  NO… DON’T DO IT BRE.  DON’T YOU DARE!  YOU KNOW THE CONSEQUENCES!
 
   SSSOO close to ccummign  oh God yeess.s  Do it .  Do ittt thbreanne.
 
   ***
 
   Well, that orgasm was nice.  Satisfying.  A little spicy thanks to the clothespins on my nipples, my tee shirt and bra hauled up ridiculously.  Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ve got to go change my outfit.  I was wearing jeans, but it seems it would be more appropriate now for me to dress in a skirt.  Why?  Well gosh, I would have thought that was obvious.
 
   The vibroballs are on.  I’ve got a clothespin dangling from my clit.
 
    
 
   Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 29
 
   Hours Elapsed: 65
 
   Expected Goal: 32
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: -3
 
    
 
   Wednesday Afternoon
 
    
 
   I love children’s stories.  I read them to my daughter and one of the ones that came out a few years ago, or perhaps I just discovered a few years ago, is entitled “If you give a mouse a cookie.”  The story is simple.  If you give a mouse a cookie, she’s going to want a glass of milk.  And so on and so forth, a long line of events chained together by tenuous links that circle back around to the mouse doing something that makes her want… you guessed it.  A cookie.
 
   Sometimes I feel like that mouse, except in a storybook for adults, or at least seriously minded, older teenagers.  I’m not sure how I’d title it though.  It might be an unwieldy and awkward title if it says “If you give a nympho humiliation pain slut an orgasm, she’s going to want another.”
 
   I’m wearing a skirt since it’s not exactly comfortable to have a wooden clothespin dangling from one’s nether regions.  And that precludes panties too, so I’ve been going around somewhat commando, the vibroballs rumbling inside me and a wooden clothespin swaying with every step, the pressure and sensation of my clit being clamped more than enough to stimulate me into more arousal.  
 
   So how am I doing?  Not very well actually.  It’s not as easy to masturbate yourself into orgasm when you’ve got a three inch long, wooden vice grip on the spot you’re trying to rub.  I ended up twisting the clothespin.  And wiggling the clothespin.  And flicking the clothespin.  The three orgasms I’ve had have been much more intense than the ones this morning, but they’ve exhausted me even more.  I’m so tired.  The human body just isn’t meant for this kind of abuse.  I can tell. I’m slowing down.  I’m at the point I don’t even WANT to cum anymore.  And for me, that’s psychologically strange.
 
   To be honest, I’m thinking about it.  Don’t ask “what?  What is she thinking?” You know damn well what I’m thinking.  How bad would the binder clamp really be?  Could I handle it crushing my clit for the rest of the day?  It would hurt a little more than the clothespin.  Okay. A lot more.  But still, the cold metal against my clit, the pressure, the bite.  The whole idea is becoming more and more appealing.  It’s like a worm wriggling its way through my psyche.  Part of me, the evil side of me, the desperate side of me is whispering “do it! Do it, Bre!”  And part of me is saying.  “It’s the middle of the afternoon.  Do you really want to wear the binder clamp for six more hours?”
 
   Fuck it.  God yes I want to wear it.  I just need to cum again.  Several times actually.  I’m so behind!  I’m getting the binder clamp now.  My skirt is already up. There’s the clothespin.  Owww… taking the clothespin off aches.  Spreading my legs… need it. Want it.  Feel it… oohhh… the metal is so cold… rubbing it against my clit.  Oh God yes.  Hips thrusting.  Wanting.  Put it on. Clamp it.  Crush it…….. oommf fuck hurts.. yes flick flick fflick.  Needdd.  Ookay.  Ccool.  Can ddo tthis.  Ccumming.
 
   *** 
 
   Now I’m only two behind.  
 
   God damn that thing aches.
 
    
 
   Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 33
 
   Hours Elapsed: 71
 
   Expected Goal: 35
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: -2
 
    
 
    
 
   Wednesday Evening
 
   There’s a limit to what the human body can stand. I understand that now.  It’s been five and a half hours since I posted and I’ve only had one orgasm.  Just one.  The binder clamp is making my pussy ache and it’s tough to walk with it clamped right there on my clit.  Hell, it’s taken me about five minutes just to write this paragraph, since I’ve made so many typos.  You should be grateful I’ve gone back in and corrected most of them.
 
   I know I have to cum again before I go to bed.  I’m already too many behind and if I get too far back, I won’t be able to catch up.  I can’t get behind.  Which is why I’m going to do it.  I won’t have to leave it on long and that’s the saving grace.
 
   I guess I should describe a few things, set the stage so to speak. I’m here in my room.  Bed, desk, computer, night stand, bureau.  Relics of my childhood, a few family pictures, some stuffed animals. I’m sitting in my chair, a black office type, leather (for easy cleaning), wide plastic arm rests that touch the chair at front and back, so I can slip my legs through them and let them hold me open when I want.  
 
   I’m naked.  Totally bare.  Hope that isn’t a turn off.  I’ve slipped my legs through the arm rests and I can feel the tension in my thighs.  The binder clamp is a rectangle of black right at my sex that makes it look like I’ve been censored some way.  I’m reaching down now.
 
   Oh God! Shit that fucking hurts coming off!  Oh my god… look at my clitty!  It’s all… crushed!  Ooh and so sore.  Maybe I don’t want to do this. I don’t want to cum.  I don’t care if I get punished!  It’s not worth it.  I can’t. Not another orgasm!
 
   I’m… I’m okay.  Sorry.  Just that first two or three minutes after the binder clamp came off was… well… you know.  Difficult.  Mentally.  Physically.  I’m okay now.  Still don’t want another orgasm. The thought of masturbating, in any way, scares the hell out of me.  But I guess I have to, don’t I?  Or just turn off the vibroballs and go to bed.  Yes.  Turn them off and go to bed. I can orgasm tomorrow.  Fresh, right?  How many am I down?  I was at thirty-four?  And how many am I supposed to have done?  Oh.  Oh shit.  I’m supposed to have had thirty-eight already?  My God. I’ve got to.  There’s no way around it!  I’ve got to do it now.  Or otherwise I’m in serious trouble.  Can you imagine starting tomorrow off down four?  No. I can’t either.
 
   Okay.  I’m turning the vibroballs to maximum.  Yess… that feels… oh… I can feel it.  The little surge.  Can you?  It’s… making my bottom tighten.  Hips thrusting forward.  Oh god.  And there’s the knowledge, the fact, that I have to put the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit. It’s sitting there on my desk, almost glowing in the light of the monitor.  I can see the teeth, the sharp little teeth.  It’s going to hurt me.  It’s going to chew me up! I don’t want to pick it up… but I have to, don’t I?  It’s required… And I know… I know what it will do to me.
 
   It feels cold in my hand, against my fingers.  Pinching it open it feels strong, like stone, or steel.  What the hell is this thng made of anyway?  II cannn feel it.  Closerr. Closer rrubbign it aganst my clit.  Ccan’t control myy hips.  SO swet.  Wwant it now.  Want it to hurt.  Cto chew on me.  Vibrobablls are high  want it onn ctto cum.   Hhetr we go.
 
   Hhurts.
 
   Fflickkign 
 
   Ccuum.
 
    
 
   ***
 
   I’m done now.  The vibroballs are quiet.  My clit is swollen and sore, but not sporting any clamps.  I’m tired. Exhausted actually.  The only way you’d get another orgasm out of me is if you tied me down and worked me for two or three hours.  Is this how guys feel after Kari and I milk them?  Maybe… just maybe… I should be nicer to them.  I’m going to bed now.  I can orgasm again tomorrow.
 
   I hope.
 
   Good night.
 
   
  
 


Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 35
 
   Hours Elapsed: 76
 
   Expected Goal: 38
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: -3
 
    
 
   Thursday Morning
 
   I think I’ve set a record.  Oh… not for the most orgasms in one week or anything.  Or even one day.  Nope.  This morning I set a personal record.  I woke up at five, just like usual.  Then I reached down between my legs, gently began rubbing my clit, and felt nothing.  No sexual surge.  No need.  No want. No desire.  It was like running a hand over my elbow.  Or caressing my knee.  After ten minutes I risked a punishment and even turned on the vibroballs.  To high no less.  And even then it took another fifteen minutes before I was finally able to get somewhere, experiencing a tiny orgasm that felt like I’d just tried to light a firecracker that fizzled.  
 
   The toy of the day sucks too.  Again, nothing motorized.  I guess the vibroballs were a fluke.  Instead I’ve got that damn double dildo thing shoved up inside me, five inches of solid rubber up my ass, connected at the base to six inches of solid rubber in my pussy.  It doesn’t move.  It doesn’t shake.  And worse, even trying to masturbate with it is impossible since you really can’t push and pull on both dildos at the same time.  It’s awkward and just… well… very difficult.
 
   I feel exhausted.  Listless.  Morning chores was monotonous, as if I were wandering around like a lifeless zombie, the life sucked out of me.  As an hour and a half came and went I found myself totally uninterested in even trying to masturbate.  Walking around wasn’t even arousing, and that’s WITH the toy of the day.  For the first time NHPS Rule #1 – the requirement that I be constantly stuffed in order to say wet and ready – has failed me.  Heck, even without that rule, I’m usually in some state of semi-arousal.  Honestly it doesn’t take very much to get me gushing.
 
   Usually.
 
   I’ve managed one more orgasm, right after breakfast, so just two this morning, and that’s a bad thing. I’m under by seven now.  I’ve only had thirty-seven orgasms so far and I should have had forty-four by this time.  The last one wasn’t bad.  I was up in my room, my tee shirt around my neck, clamps on my nipples, my vibrator against my clit, with Stinging O coating the damn thing.  I’ve realized that it was the pain, that simple addition that did it.  And even though the orgasm was still a bit lackluster, I’ve realized that if I’m going to catch up, or even keep from falling further behind today, I’m going to have to do something extreme.  
 
   I’m going to have to do an assignment.  Something bad.  Something hard.  Something humiliating.  Something that hurts. 
 
   Because you know what?  It’s got to turn me on.
 
   ***
 
   Okay, I emailed Brandon.  Master Brandon.  I’ll have something in a little while. I don’t know what, but I told him the gloves were off.
 
   I hope I don’t end up regretting that.
 
    
 
   Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 37
 
   Hours Elapsed: 88
 
   Expected Goal: 44
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: -7
 
    
 
   Thursday Evening
 
   Breanne,
 
   I got your email.  I’m sorry that you seem to be having trouble filling even the simplest requirements of your week’s assignment.  How fucking hard can it be to masturbate?  All you have to do is pull down your panties, rub your clit until you cum, and voila… instant success.  A slut like you shouldn’t be begging for different circumstances.
 
   In fact, I believe quite strongly that the problem isn’t you.  It’s your environment.  Clearly you shouldn’t be trying to masturbate in your bedroom, or the shower, or the barn.  So obviously we need to move you to somewhere more appropriate for your orgasmic releases.  I think today might be a good time to return to your Alma Mater.  Head back to school wearing a short skirt and your Cougar Tee.  Bring a bookbag full of goodies too.  You will then visit every building on campus.  All of them.  You will find a bench or table or reading nook, and you will then masturbate to orgasm.  If you’re feeling daring, make sure that someone gets a good few.  In fact, the hell with daring.  ALWAYS make sure you have an audience, even if it is an audience of one.  I even encourage you to find a guy (or a girl) and ask them if they’d like to watch you masturbate.  
 
   But wait.  That won’t hurt will it?  It will just humiliate you.  So let’s make things more complicated.  Between buildings, make sure to wear the double dildo.  I like the idea of thick rubber being shoved up your ass multiple times.  But lubricate it and the other dildo with Stinging O often enough to keep you hot.  Now let’s also make sure you don’t take all fucking day to do this.  There’s a time limit for each masturbation.  Ten minutes.  If you take longer, then you have beg your audience to spank you, offer to fuck him, and should you be dumb enough to satisfy him without getting yourself off as well, then you can wear your jumbo alligator clamp for the next trip between buildings.  
 
   Oh.  And wear some nipple clamps too. I don’t care which ones.  
 
   Many happy orgasms.  – Brandon
 
   When I got Brandon’s email, I burst into laughter.  Masturbate in every building on campus?  There’s like over twenty buildings?  And does that include the various apartment complexes that are technically owned by the university?  And the stadium?  How the hell would I even get in there?  Clearly there was no way I was going to be able to do that!
 
   And yet, the idea intrigued me.  I left at nine thirty, waving bye to my mom and heading out the door explaining I would be out all day long.  I had my bag with me and only pulled over on the side of the road long enough to change out of my jeans and into the short, blue denim skirt I’d be wearing.  I already had on my Cougars tee shirt, but no bra and to satisfy Brandon’s requirement of clamps, I slipped on two sets of nipplebands; tight, elastic rubber bands that fit around each nipple perfectly.  Now two, hard, delicious looking bumps were perfectly framed at the front of my shirt.  
 
   The drive to the school was easy and I was tempted to stop by the frat house and see if Zach was available, but decided against it.  As I got closer and wandered around trying to find a parking spot, I felt the sudden surge of juices between my legs.  I can’t tell you how relieved I was.  I was aroused!  Finally!  The idea of publicly masturbating, the risk, the danger, the absolute sexuality of it…. Awesome.  I found a parking spot, put money in the meter, then went back to the truck.  I opened the door, glanced around, and then pulled my panties down.  The scent of my arousal was strong but I didn’t need the panties to hold in the double dildo.  I tossed the panties on the dashboard. Let people think what they wanted.
 
   I swung my bookbag over my shoulder and looked around.  I could see the stadium behind me and looked forward.  First building. I marched up resolutely.  It was a little after ten and classes were already in session.  There were a few people wandering about, and since it had been about five years since I’d last been in there, I wandered too, looking for appropriate spots.  There were a few.  Some nooks, some benches.  An out of the way restroom that still looked like it saw plenty of use.  Then I found the closet.  It was open.  How… expedient.  I left it and went looking for an audience.
 
   There is always a choice when you’re at school and I have to admit I have a soft spot for freshman.  They’re easy to identify since they look like they’re twelve, usually have acne, and this early in the semester have a dazed look, the reality of being away from home finally hitting them hard.  I also find them easy to manipulate.  What 18 year old guy, confronted by a twenty six year old red haired sex goddess, will say no?
 
   Which meant that within about two minutes I had a little puppy follow me to that open closet.  It was quite a show too.  I tugged up my shirt so he could see my breasts.  I twisted and slid my skirt down and actually stepped out of it, which was daring since I had no idea if the closet had been left open accidentally or deliberately.  I pulled out the double dildo, which got wide eyes and an open mouth from my little friend.  And then I got down on my knees, and even though I never offered it to him, I grabbed his belt, unbuckled his pants, and tugged out his cock.  He’d  been offered a show but got something infinitely better.
 
   And I was in my element.  One hand was down between my legs and despite the stirring soreness I felt it.  I felt the need.  I wanted it. I worked it.  And I played him too.  I bobbed my head and sucked and swirled and did it all, and when I could tell he was close I pulled back, tugged a condom from my bookbag, put it on him, and dropped to the ground, on my back.
 
   It was amazing.  It was perfect.  It was bliss.  He came in seconds, but so did I.  It’s rare for me to get it that right and I ate it up.  The only silly thing that happened was he tried to suck on my breast and ended up getting one of the nipplebands down his throat, almost choking him.  It was hilarious.  But we still managed.  And in under ten minutes too.  Aren’t you proud of me?
 
   Afterward we kissed, got dressed, and he watched as I lubricated the double dildo with Stinging O and then was more than happy to help me push the sex toy in.  I groaned and felt the burning on my petals and ass, then we exchanged email addresses, and I left him in a daze.  It was time to move on.
 
   The next orgasm wasn’t as timely.  It took me fifteen minutes and my audience was actually a guy sitting across from me, eyes wide in shock, watching furtively, as if he hadn’t noticed the fact that I was half draped over the chair, one leg up on the arm rest, my skirt up, while I rapidly and somewhat violently rubbed my clit.  I even had the courtesy to make some pretty obvious noises.  But fifteen minutes was still inappropriate so as I made my way to the pharmacy college, my lip trembled thanks to the biting cruelty of the jumbo alligator clamp hanging from my clit.
 
   I can’t exactly give you a play by play because I don’t have the time.  I had full blown sex seven times, sucked eleven cocks, and masturbated in fourteen buildings, including the student union twice. Once during lunch.  Once while having dinner with Zach.  Total number of orgasms? Sixteen.  Of course it also took a number of brutal spankings, quite a few campus walks with the alligator clamp, and presenting my breasts for a slapping session.  
 
   I’m exhausted now.  It’s ten o’clock, an hour later than I normally go to bed, and I’m not even home. I’m here in Zach’s room at the frat house.  I’m too tired to head for home. I called my dad, left a message letting him know where I was and I’m going to spend the night here.   I even called Jake.  He’ll take care of the critters tomorrow morning.  So I can sleep in.
 
   I was right. Wasn’t I?  Doing an assignment was the right thing.  Nighty night. Tomorrow will be even better. I hope. 
 
    
 
   Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 52
 
   Hours Elapsed: 100
 
   Expected Goal: 50
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: +2!
 
    
 
   Friday Afternoon
 
   I woke up this morning with someone’s tongue delicately lapping at my clit.  As it goes, this is probably one of the better ways to get woken and I have to immediately recommend it to everyone.  Of course Zach had to insist since I wasn’t really ready to be woken and my first sleepy response was to roll over and push him away.
 
   So he was insistent, which meant me getting jerked back flat, my thighs being pushed roughly apart, all while he nose-dived into the slot between my legs like a hungry wolf looking for a meal.  As soon as I was awake though I recognized what was happening and opened up, letting him have access and  in short order I shuddered through my first orgasm.  Admittedly, I was still sexually tired but memories of the previous day were more than enough to counter that.  
 
   Okay.  I know he’ll get a big head, but yes… Zach is talented too. Very talented.
 
   After I’d popped Zach crawled up me, his hungry mouth nipping at my nipples until he drove himself up inside me, his cock slipping deeply in, bouncing while I sort of slipped back into a languid doze.  I know he came, shuddering on top of me, but I was half-asleep.  I must have been a decent fuck-doll though since he seemed satisfied.
 
   About thirty minutes later he rolled out of bed and pulled me to my feet.  Through half-opened eyes I saw the clock. It was already nine o’clock and that got me galvanized.  Friday is laundry day and I still had to get home and get started.  A quick check of my email told me that Kari wasn’t feeling any friendlier, since my toy of the day was my Husky dildo.  Unfortunately my nine inch rubber dildo was at the house, which meant I didn’t have it with me.  Zach laughed at me and dragged me naked down the hall to the showers (giving several of the older frat boys a good show).  We soaped each other and got clean.  Then I was once again paraded naked down the hall back to Zach’s room.
 
                 I was just finishing brushing out my hair, sitting nude on his bed, when he turned to me.  He was already dressed, but was holding his leather belt in his hands.
 
                 “Okay, you’ve got a choice.”
 
                 I blinked and then my eyes narrowed. “I’m on a bit of a time crunch here, Zach.”
 
                 He nodded. “Exactly.  So we can go downstairs and I’ll tie your legs spread on one of the armchairs in the common room, or you can take thirty strokes of my belt to your clit right now.”
 
                 My eyebrow went up and I gave him a crazy look. “That’s a choice?”
 
                 He nodded.  “Time over torture.”
 
                 I shifted uncomfortably.  My clit was very, very sore.  I wasn’t sure I wanted to just lay back on the bed and open myself up for what I was positive would be a very fast, but very sharp and painful pussy whipping.  Granted, I probably would cum from it.  But just once. I squirmed indelicately.
 
                 “What’s going to happen downstairs?” I asked, trying to stall for time. 
 
                 Zach shrugged. “Open season on ‘making Bre cum’,” he said simply.
 
                 I twisted slightly.  Downstairs sounded a lot better and I could handle being tied open downstairs for a bit.  I gave him a warning glance though. “I have to get back to the house by eleven, okay?” I told him.
 
                 He finished threading his belt into his jeans. “Good.  Let’s go.”
 
                 I protested. “My hair isn’t brushed!” I said.
 
                 He laughed and grabbed my arm, yanking me up.  “Who cares?”
 
                 I was manhandled down the hall and to the stairs and by the time we made it down to the common room the word had gone out and we already had a gathering.  There were at least twenty guys.  Don’t these people go to class?
 
                 The armchair I was tied to was familiar.  Heavy padding over straight wood meant that they could push me down, leaving me in what was essentially a slouched position.  I cooperated as Zach and one of the other guys tied my wrists, then my forearms to the armchair.  Then my knees were drawn up, my legs spread wide, and my ankles tied off.  I cried out as they picked up the chair and carried me to the center of the room.
 
                 “What is going on?” I demanded.
 
                 Zach grinned down on me. “We’re making a game of it.  Each guy has a time limit to do whatever they can to make you cum.  If they don’t you lose.”
 
                 “I lose?” I asked crazily. “Don’t you mean ‘they’ lose?” 
 
                 He turned away.  “Who’s first?” he called out.
 
                 I didn’t even know the name of the guy who got down on his knees and immediately began sucking on my clit.  It felt good, but I’d already cum that morning and I was still sexually tired.  I was only starting to get close as a timer beeped somewhere.  His mouth was pulled away and before I could even adjust to the loss of the direct, soft and wet stimulation, someone slammed the last seven or so inches of a leather belt down over my thigh, striking my clit directly.  I cried out, bucking, but another stroke caught my breath and I had to grit my teeth through five strong blows to my clit with the belt.  Then as I was gasping another guy got down there and began doing the same thing with his mouth the first guy did.  
 
                 I couldn’t handle it.  About twenty seconds later I screamed again, except everyone knew it wasn’t because I was in pain.  There was a cheer and then I felt a crushing bite on my left nipple as someone put a clothespin on the tip of my breast.  Still sensitive and reeling from the pain and pleasure, a new contestant got down between my legs and began using his fingers on me, stroking my petals and working my juices all over the place.  I groaned as he stuck his pinky in my ass and two fingers up inside me and while he pumped he began licking my clit.
 
                 Instead of five minutes he got six. I discovered that the time limit increased by one minute for every orgasm I had.  It was a close thing too.  If he’d had two or three more minutes I would have popped for him.
 
                 The belt was exchanged for his tongue and my hips thrust lewdly as I received six swats with the leather, right over my entire sex.  It stung like the dickens and when they were finished whacking me I was practically hyperventilating.  The belt was again replaced by another warm body and it was back to having my clit licked.
 
                 Licked.  Sucked.  Poked. Stabbed.  Pinched.  Pulled.  Tugged.  Twisted.  Bitten.  Frozen.  Hot Waxed.  Fucked. Clamped and weighted.  And all of it with frequently applied applications of the belt to my clit.  After each orgasm they put another clothespin on my breasts.  Orgasms came and went and when I screamed again, shaking like a mad, the orgasm blasting through me, Zach finally relented.  I was untied and pulled up out of the chair. I was unable to stand and felt like I’d been wrung through the wringer.  Someone was nice enough to pluck the clothespins off my breasts.
 
                 Oddly enough, the first sensation I was aware of, other than my swollen and stinging clit, was hunger.  Someone put a sandwich down in front of me and I picked it up. I had eaten half of it when my head came up in alarm.
 
                 “What time is it?” I asked, my voice a whisper.  I was horse from all the screaming.  
 
                 Zach was sitting across from me and glanced at his watch. “It’s about two.”
 
                 Energy coursed through me, along with a shitload of anger.  “TWO!  GODDAMN IT!” I said.  I stormed away. Stopped.  Turned back around, grabbed my sandwich, and marched furiously to the stairs.  No one dared stop me as I went upstairs buck naked, my loins red and raw.  I stuffed myself back into my clothes, took just a moment to stuff the double dildo back in, wincing at the abraded feeling.  Then with a glare at Zach’s laughing face I left the frat house and headed back to my truck.
 
                 Where there was a ticket waiting for me.  Great.  Fucking bastards.
 
   I drove home as fast as I could and so here I am.  It’s four in the afternoon now. I’ve barely got the laundry started and the looks I got from my mom are enough to melt lead.  And the worse thing?  I’m so sore and hurting that even though I’ve replaced the double dildo with the Husky, and I’m bouncing on it, I can’t get myself there.  I feel like an orange that’s already been juiced and there’s nothing left.  I’m sore, hurting, and so undesiring sex that I’m not sure I CAN cum again tonight.
 
   But you know what?  It doesn’t matter. Because the last time limit for the “make Breanne cum” contest was thirteen minutes.  That means I’m up by three and I don’t HAVE to orgasm again tonight.  So you know what Kari?  Your choice of the Husky dildo backfired!  I could use something easy going, not too oppressive.  Had you chosen vibroballs, or the RVP, I’d be screaming crazily!  So HAH! Take that!  BREANNE RULES!
 
   Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 61
 
   Hours Elapsed: 118
 
   Expected Goal: 59
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: +3!
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday Evening
 
   I was sitting at my computer, doing a little bit of writing.  The husky dildo was firmly embedded in my sex, and since I also had a vibrator clamp dangling from my clit, and writing sex stuff, I was simmering quite nicely.  It had been a bit of a relaxing evening.  Without any major pressure, and I’d even managed to have another minor orgasm right before dinner, just because I felt up to it.
 
   Now I was aiming for a finale that would finish out the day, leaving me up by five, rather than four, and make my Saturday so much less stressful.  I was just finishing up a description of how I was leaving an imprint of my breasts on an office window when my phone rang.
 
   You have to understand, when my phone rings I answer it.  Only a few people have the number and since two of them lived in the house with me, the likelihood that it was one of the other important people in my life was pretty good.  I glanced at the screen.  It was Kari.
 
   And that sorta scared me.
 
   “Hello?” I said as I brought the phone up to my ear.
 
   “Hey.  Whatcha wearing, dearheart?” she asked me.
 
   I glanced down at myself, flushing slightly.  How does she do that to me?  Embarrass me even in private?  “Nothing,” I mumbled, reaching down to turn off the vibrator.  It wasn’t noisy per se, but why complicated things?
 
   “And are you still stuffed with the Husky?” she asked.
 
   I grinned.  She was trying to see if I’d been bad and disobeyed her.  “Yes, Ma’am.  As soon as I got home I put it in.”
 
   There was a moment’s silence.  “You know I could punish you for not having it in this morning.”
 
   Well, duh.  “Kari, you could punish me for looking cross-eyed at you too,” I said patiently, waiting for it.  Kari dropped that line of attack.
 
   “So where are you now on orgasms?” she asked.
 
   I thought about it for a second. “I’m at sixty-two, but I’m going to have another one before bed.  I’ve got the vibrator clamp on my clit and I’m getting close.”
 
   “So, that will put you up, by what?  Four?”
 
   “No, it will make me break even.  There were more hours to the day,” I corrected.  It had been a crushing blow to discover that my afternoon off cost me so much.  But then again, I’d been able to recharge and doing the laundry with the Husky dildo sliding in and out all afternoon and evening had been delightful without the pressure of having to cum.
 
   “And how many will you need tomorrow?”
 
   I did some quick math. “Just fifteen.”
 
   “Fifteen.  That’s impressive.  And it sucks too, Bre.”  Kari’s voice was a mixture of amusement and disappointment.
 
   I blinked. “Excuse me?”
 
   Kari laughed. “I’d hoped that you’d be closer or farther away.”
 
   I didn’t know what to make of that.  “You don’t want me at fifteen orgasms?  Why?  That’s doable,” I protested.  And I’d worked HARD to get there.  
 
   “I know.  That’s the point.  I even had your toy of the day selected.  It would have been a blessing had you been short.  Or a curse if you were closer.  Now it just might be perfect.”
 
   I stiffened.  “So what’s the toy of the day?” I asked cautiously.
 
   “Your RVP,” Kari replied simply.  I relaxed. I was worried it was going to be something strange, or totally unhelpful.  If she was letting me wear my RVP, it meant that I’d in all probability be able to turn it on.  Which meant I’d have an easier time cumming.
 
   “And the settings?”
 
   I could hear her smirking.  It’s a gift.  I could even envision her at her apartment, probably laying on the couch while Robert sat next to her, naked, his oiled shaft hard as a rock and glistening as she absentmindedly rubbed it.  He’d be going crazy, quiet with need, suffering for her.  The image in my mind made my arousal suddenly increase tenfold, the idea of stroking Robert’s shaft into orgasmic climax was very nice.
 
   “For the morning, you can set it to whatever you’d like.  But I’d like you to come over after lunch tomorrow.  To the condo,” she said.
 
   I grimaced.  She was going to interfere.  And I told her so.   “You’re going to tie me down and torture me and make sure I won’t meet the goal, or make me go past it,” I accused her.
 
   Kari laughed. “I promise.  I’ll leave you to stew in your own juices. I won’t do a thing to you.  I promise.”
 
   My eyebrow went up at that.  Kari doesn’t lie, at least not to me, so when she said she’d leave me to stew in my own juices, she meant it.  But I know that there will be a twist, something I’m not anticipating.  She’s like that.  But it’s not like I’ve got a choice, right?
 
   “Okay.  I’ll be there around one, okay?” I told her.
 
   “Turn that vibrator clamp back up sweetheart,” she told me.  I reached down between my legs and did, the trembling of the small motor suddenly seeming much more intense.  
 
   “And maybe you should put a few clothespins on your breasts too.  Pinch them nice and tight,” she said.  I opened my desk drawer and extracted two clothespins.  These went on my nipples in less than a second.  The delicious tightness of them sent shivers through me.
 
   “They’re on,” I whispered, my voice husky.
 
   “Are you at the computer, or on the bed?” she asked me.
 
   “Computer,” I replied.
 
   “Are you sitting properly?” she asked.
 
   And I knew what she wanted.  “No, but I can get that way,” I told her.
 
   “Do it.”
 
   I stood up but then half turned and slipped my bare foot through the arm rest.  My chair has a plastic armrest that connects at the back and at the seat, making it a solid and easy way to force my legs open.  It doesn’t take much acrobatics, just a limber body and a moment later I was straddling my chair, my toes barely touching the ground on each side.  My thighs were stretched and ached slightly, a sensation I absolutely love, and the Husky Dildo had changed angles.  It felt… even better.  The vibrator clamp and the clothespins were icing on the cake.
 
   “Now bounce, Bre.  I want to hear you bounce.  Hold the phone down at your cunt and let me hear the sounds of you fucking that dildo,” she said, the tension in her voice clear.
 
   I put the phone on speaker and put it down on the chair, right in front of my sex.  I have no idea if she could hear anything over the buzz of the vibrator clamp, but I bounced for her, my hands coming up to my breasts, twisting the nipples, flicking the wooden pegs, rising up and down, driving the Husky dildo deep and letting it slide out as I rose.  
 
   “Cum for me, Breanne!  Cum for me!”
 
   So I did. And got my phone wet for my trouble.  Thank God it still worked after getting a spraying.  God I’m stupid sometimes.
 
   “Very nice Bre.  You deserve a reward,” she said when I caught my breath and wiped off my phone with one of my socks that had been lying there on the floor next to my desk.   I turned off the speaker and held it to my ear.  
 
   “Thank you, Kari, but I don’t need…” I began to say.
 
   “For your reward, you can keep the vibrator clamp on for the rest of the night,” she said, her voice husky.  The image of Robert sitting there naked, his cock oiled and straight in her hand, changed to one of him kneeling, his face between her outstretched thighs.  Was he licking her?  Making her come close?  Had the whimpering noises I made, the pinching and squeezing and twisting I had done given her the moxie to cum herself?  That thought mitigated the knowledge of the reward.  She suddenly gasped and hung up on me.
 
   Which totally sucks.  It’s still buzzing.  The vibrator clamp.  Still crushing my clit.  I have no idea how I’m going to sleep.  But I have a sneaking suspicion that I might not need fifteen orgasms tomorrow.   
 
    
 
   Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 63
 
   Hours Elapsed: 126
 
   Expected Goal: 63
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: Even
 
    
 
   Saturday Late Morning
 
   It’s about an hour before lunch and I’m sitting here in my room, feeling quite an interesting mixture of feelings. I have the feeling this will be my last post for the day, since I doubt Kari is going to let me get online this evening and “finish” things for my readers.  
 
   Let me bring you up to speed.  I spent last night in various states of sleep and wakefulness, all due to the fact that Kari directed me to go to bed with my clit caught tightly in the jaws of a vibrator clamp.  Lying down, that vibrator was cruel and horrible, since it laid along my petals and just sent tremor after tremor through me.  Lying on my back was difficult.  Lying on my side made the damn thing slide downward toward my hip and tickled me.  Lying on my stomach was like getting fucked.  It was awful.  
 
   On the flip side, I had two more orgasms last night, rousing me from the light sleep I was in, pushing me into soft sighed whimpers, my hands pressing a pillow to my loins, moaning in the night.  I woke up at five feeling exhausted, aroused, and achy.  
 
   And yes, I masturbated again.  Then I slid the four inch plastic cock of the Rotating Venus Penis up into myself, strapped everything on, put on a pair of jeans, and went out and did my chores.  I knew I needed to stay aroused, but the idea of something vibrating against my clit was just too much.  So I did something unexpected. I turned on the rotation function and nothing else.  Kari didn’t leave me any stipulations the night before, so I gasped as the four inch cock began stirring my insides.  It felt amazing, and not overpowering, and for the first time I actually lasted.  I stayed wet and ready and an hour and a half in, I finally succumbed to the need and turned the vibrating function on, roaring into an orgasm that left me a shuddering, wet, sex-scented slut leaning against a horse stall.
 
   Breakfast and some time with my family was next on the menu and I kept the RVP off.  But it’s on now, and I’m sitting here feeling it swirl inside me, working me upward to another leap off the old “cliffs of orgasm.”  I can sense it. I know I’m going to cum soon.  To be honest, I’m tempted to put clothespins on my nipples, or maybe even the clover clamps.  I’m not sure.  All I know is that I’m LOVING how the RVP is making me feel. Usually I’m so charged that the rotation function sends me through the roof.  Now I’m so tired, so laid back, the spinning cock just feels wonderful.  It’s like a sex massage.  It’s amazing.  This was all worth it, just for this!
 
   But I’m going to turn on the vibrator again soon.  The whole base of the RVP will shake and rub against my petals and clit, and even translate those earthquake movements to the plastic cock.  It will drive me over the edge and frankly, I’m almost at the point where I want it to.
 
   I’m scared about going over to Kari’s.  If I have this orgasm, then that will be five orgasms and I’ll only have ten more to do before nine o’clock tonight.  That’s doable, but I’ll need help.  What if she ties me up?  What if she turns off the RVP?  Or god… what if she helps too much?  Working me up to and PAST the 78 orgasm goal?  Or is it a limit?  I know I’ll be punished if I go over or go under, but do I even want that?  What if I do?  I admit I’m curious… I have no idea what’s cumming, besides ME! ARRGGHGHH.  I HATE THIS SHIT!
 
   Sorry. Passionate.  Only Master Matt knows the consequences so the best thing I can do is try for seventy-eight orgasms.  There really isn’t anything else I can do.  If Kari hinders me, then at least I can say that I honestly tried. And if she helps me, then so be it.  What’s the worst that can happen?  Denial?
 
   I can feel it now.  It’s cumming.  The orgasm.  My hips are involuntarily thrusting, shoving me forward in the seat.  I want it.  Turning on the vibration. Oh God!  YES.  That feels so good!  And to think an hour ago the idea of getting vibrated was such a turn off!  Oh please… yes.  A single finger.   Yess.. clothespins.  Tuggg the shirt up.  Bra up… ouch… straight on? Eyes.  Yes.  Yes. Please.  Oh.. mmore . yes smore pelase I ccan feel itt cumming gmore and more adnd llegs spread.  Ttoes curling.  Its oh.. god yes more swirling vibrating swwigng it ccant please… twisttt the peg.. 
 
    
 
   *** 
 
   We all have needs.  Some of mine have been sated.  At least for now.  Looking at the numbers, I’m not worried.  I just need ten more.  Just ten.  In eight hours.  Oh shit.
 
   Total Hours: 160
 
   Total Orgasms Required: 78
 
   Total Orgasms Experienced Thus Far: 68
 
   Hours Elapsed: 140
 
   Expected Goal: 70
 
   Orgasms Over/Under: -2
 
    
 
   Sunday Evening
 
                 Sorry I haven’t posted before this, but unfortunately real life intrudes, sometimes to the detriment of my writing. I’ve spent the day trying to pen what you’re about to read, stuffed to the brim with my Core Driller dildo, and dreading what I know is going to be a tough punishment from Master Matt.  So where did we leave off?  Oh yeah.  Saturday Afternoon.
 
    
 
                 Saturday afternoon I found myself pulling up in front of my favorite sadistic mistress’ condo still stuffed with four inches of plastic cock.  A quick check of my watch made it clear that things were going to be tense and I quickly flipped the vibration function of the RVP or Rotating Venus Penis toy back up to medium.  I padded quickly up to the front door, ducking behind the massive oleander bush that Kari planted there.  Part of me likes to think she did it to keep the neighbors from seeing the pretty red haired girl who visits frequently stripping on Kari’s front porch.
 
                 Or she might have put it there because it looks good.
 
                 I stripped out of my tee shirt and blue jeans and kicked off the sandals I’d slid my toes into on my way out after lunch.  It was easier than putting on shoes and since I knew it wouldn’t matter what footwear I brought, I went for something easy.  That left me wearing nothing but the RVP strapped to my loins and after taking a deep breath for courage, I rapped on the door.
 
                 It opened half a minute later and Robert stood there.  Like me, he was naked, which I always find refreshing, and his cock was hard and extended, trapped in some sort of harness.  Even more intriguing was the fact that it was fairly obvious that a portion of the damn thing was actually shoved into his urethra.  A catheter sex toy? OMG.  That CAN’T be good.  I winced and left his cock alone.
 
                 I still got a hug though, which was nice, since Robert is like this massive Ken doll.  He’s six feet tall, with rippling pectorals, calves that are blocky with muscles, and a stomach like a washboard.  There isn’t an ounce of fat on him anywhere and I’m not sure whether it is due to Kari’s dietary requirements (heavy on vegetables and fish, low on red meats and garlic) or the fact that Robert is a big “gym” guy.  He goes practically every day, and only a fool challenges him to racquetball.  I played him once, at Kari’s behest.  I knew how to play tennis so I figured I could handle racquetball.  We did it naked too, which only made the game marginally harder.  The one thing I learned is that tennis is racquetball for pussies.  In tennis the ball comes from one direction.  Not so in racquetball.  The fucking ball comes from EVERY direction.
 
                 Kari was sitting on the couch and I immediately went to her.  I dropped down to my knees, spreading my thighs open, the RVP remote stuck in one of the Velcro straps that held the toy to my sex.  I set the backs of my hands on my thighs and arched my back, making sure my breasts were sticking out better.  And since the RVP was not just vibrating, but spinning too, on low settings for both, I was already feeling the sensual and wonderful urges that demanded my body to reach climax. 
 
                 I’ll be honest. I was worried. I was under Kari’s thumb.  It was almost one-thirty in the afternoon and I had literally seven and a half hours to have ten orgasms.  Kari could facilitate that easily, helping me along, or she could screw me over.  I kept telling myself that it didn’t matter.  That if Kari forced the issue it would be KARI’S fault, not mine, even if I was still going to be the one to get punished by Master Matt for screwing things up.
 
                 “How many?” she asked me, her eyes sparkling.  Her long blond tresses had been pulled up into a pony tail and she was wearing a pair of shorts and a tee shirt that were incredibly fashionable.  Her breasts filled things out nicely and I admit I wanted to put my tongue on her badly.  
 
                 “Sixty-eight,” I said simply.  I hadn’t had any more since before lunch.  The drive over had been quiet since I don’t drive with sex toys on.  I almost had a wreck once doing that and made that rule for safeties sake.
 
                 “Ten orgasms in eight hours?” Kari asked with a rueful grin.  
 
                 I looked down, blushing. “Seven and a half Kari.”
 
                 She shook her head and then pushed herself up from the couch.  She held out a hand and I took it.  She pulled me to my feet, still holding my hand.  Then she led me out of the living room toward the back of the condo.
 
                 As we went down the hall I pondered our destination.  There were two rooms back that way; the master suite, with a king sized bed, mirrored ceiling (which I find creepy), along with a bathroom that could double for a bathhouse for the public.  And the teasingly called “Breanne’s Bedroom,” which is furnished as a modern inquisition’s delight.  One meant hours of soft sex, with maybe some spanking.  One meant hours of painful sex, with God only knows WHAT torments.  
 
                 We stepped into the dungeon and my heart thumped in my chest.  She was going to torture me.  Keep me on edge and deny me, or force more orgasms through me than I was supposed to have.  I glanced around the room.  At least I wouldn’t have to ride the damn wooden horse, the oiled spine looking even sharper than normal.  And I doubted I’d have to sit on the full boring machine, a stupid stool with the seat removed leaving only a metal ring.  Two massive dildos stuck up like flowers and I the motor beneath was more than enough to leave any girl sitting there sore and tender.
 
                 I figured I was destined for either the iBench or the St. Andrew’s Cross and it was the former that Kari led me too.  A perverted offspring of a weight bench and a medieval stretching rack, the iBench is in the shape of a capital letter “I” though I suppose an “H” might be a better description if you look at it from the side.  But hBench sounds stupid.  Metal supports rose up from the lower half of the bench and Kari motioned me to sit down on the center piece.  The black leather felt slick under my bottom and I laid back as she wasted no time in buckling two sets of cuffs on me, one for my wrists and another for my ankles.  Remember, the RVP was still going and the whole idea of being bound was more than enough environmental and mental stimulation to supplement the physical pleasure I was feeling.  I was getting close.
 
                 Kari attached the steel cables that dangled from the uprights and a moment later the winch at the base of the iBench began clattering as she turned the crank.  I felt my legs being drawn apart, spreading, farther and farther and my ass slid down the bench.  I groaned as the cables drew my bare feet upward and then the muscles in my thighs rippled with stress as my lower limbs were pulled into something like the splits.  Kari came back around to my wrists, clipped another cable to my hands which were bound together, and drew them upward.  The stress on my body was tremendous, but it still felt good, and Kari’s light touches, dragging her fingertips over my breasts, down my side, light tickles, even caressing the bottoms of my feet, were more than enough and a moment later I was panting, the tiny cries of orgasmic bliss making it clear I was cumming.
 
   She plucked the remote from out of the Velcro strapping and as soon as I had caught my breath, she turned up the RVP, setting the vibrations and the spinning shaft to their maximum settings.  I gasped, my hips thrusting upward as much as my spread legs would allow, and I let out a whimper of desperation.  I was tender. I had been all week, and while that just made me more susceptible to stimulation, it also added an edge to what I was feeling.
 
   I expected the whip next.  Or hot wax on my breasts.  Or… or… something.   But instead Kari stepped back, called for Robert and looked down at me with a grin.  “Now we’ll see what happens.  This is it Bre.  Just you and the RVP.”
 
   I blinked. “What?” I asked, pulling on my bonds.
 
   She held out her hands.  “It’s simple.  Cum.  Cum as much as you can, or as little as you can.  I’m not helping.  If you manage nine more orgasms in time, then so be it.  If you can’t control yourself, well… I won’t be the one responsible.  You will.  You’ll earn that punishment all by yourself.”
 
   Robert came into the room and Kari turned away from me, took his arm, and led him to the St. Andrew’s Cross.  She bound him hand and foot and the moment he was secured, she began.
 
   Began what you may ask?  Torturing ROBERT.  Instead of me.  She literally milked him.  She pulled out the thing in his cock.  She oiled him.  She waxed his shaft.  She whipped it clear of wax.  She sucked on him.  She used her fingertips to over-sensitize the ridges of the head till he was wincing.  She squeezed his balls lightly.  She tortured that poor man right there in front of me and was even kind enough to put a wedged pillow under my head so I could see better.
 
   I came before Robert did that first time, too aroused by the show and the RVP to stop or hold myself down.  Eight more orgasms to go and it was only two-thirty!  And while Robert softened noticeably, I was still wet, stuffed, dripping, and dealing with the motorized stimulation.  
 
   Kari stripped then.  Down to NOTHING.  And then she worked on getting Robert hard again.  It took fifteen minutes and she was gentle with her long oiled fingers as she worked his cock.  She rubbed herself on him, transferring oils and other juices, and when he was finally firm she mounted him, literally screwing him on the St. Andrew’s Cross, controlling every aspect of their union since he couldn’t thrust properly, much less control depth and speed.  She pulled off him before either of them popped and I realized that the actual sex was part of Robert’s torture.  I shuddered through another orgasm.
 
   After three hours of this Robert was hanging from the cross like a limp noodle stuck to the wall and Kari seemed tired.  I was exhausted too, the non-stop vibrations and spinning having numbed my sex into something that is hard to describe.  I’d already had five orgasms, which is pretty damned impressive if you ask me, and I felt like I’d been wrung out and draped on a drying line to flap in the breeze.  Kari came over, turned off the RVP and then to my surprise, took it out. A moment later my bonds were released and she helped me up off the iBench.  I needed that help and she walked me to the restroom where she left me sitting on the toilet.
 
   I took about twenty minutes to work the kinks out of my back and handle some other personal needs that don’t need to be related in this narrative.  Suffice it to say Kari is a decent woman, and an understanding Mistress. I have never needed to ask her to release me so I can use the bathroom or eat, because she takes CARE of that sort of thing.  It is a darling treat to know someone cares so much for you that they’re willing to stop the torment in order to satisfy your basic needs.  
 
   But when I was done and ready, I was taken right back to the iBench.  She cranked my legs open again, farther this time I was positive.  And took great delight at shoving the RVP back into my depths, strapping it on firmly, and turning both motors to their highest setting.  She’d even replaced the batteries. 
 
   I go through a lot of batteries.
 
   Then, just for differences sake, she pulled out two clothespins and quickly clamped them on my nipples, adding an entirely different level of sexual stimulation to what I’d already endured.  It was almost five o’clock and I still had five orgasms and four hours to go.  You would think that after doing even better than that over the last three I’d be fine, right?  But I was worried.  Now I was tired, sensitive, sore, and just a little stressed. Five orgasms? Four hours? What if I was short?
 
   Robert had been let loose from the cross and when he was brought back I was already half-way up the mountain, heading toward climax.  Kari pushed him across the room over to me and ordered him to straddle the bench and put his cock in my face.  Since I was still using the pillow, the purple and swollen tip of Robert’s shaft hit my lips and without any kind of order I opened my mouth.  His balls rested on my chin and I licked and sucked as best as our relative positions would allow.  I couldn’t get his full length in my mouth, much less down my throat and what we ended up having was me tormenting the tip of his cock, rather than providing any kind of meaningful pleasure.
 
   For him that is.  The whole idea of it excited me to no end and I found myself blasting off with my favorite combination of carnal pleasure and something thick, hard, and tasty in my mouth.  It was quite good actually.  Six orgasms.  Four to go, and still three hours and twenty minutes left.
 
   Time became immaterial to me as Robert was pulled away, remounted on the St. Andrew’s Cross, and again put through the wringer of sexual torment.  Part of me felt guilty because I knew he was being abused by Kari for my sake.  Part of me didn’t care because watching her handle his cock was like watching a potter make a pot.  He did get another orgasm out of it and Kari got down on her knees and sucked him dry, swallowing every drop.  It was… romantic actually.
 
   I had another orgasm when Kari came over and played “twist the clothespin” and things sort of devolved from there.  We stopped for a fifteen minute bite to eat where I was let up, but the RVP continued to spin and rotate and I trembled during the whole thing.  Then I was strapped back down, legs and arms outstretched, my muscles aching.  
 
   By eight o ‘clock I was just one orgasm short, stuck at seventy seven, and so sensitive that the RVP was actually hurting me.  My clit was swollen and felt like it was being rubbed with sand paper, while the four inch plastic phallus spinning inside me made my muscles ache every time I tightened my loins.  It was like kegal exercises from hell.  I was losing the sexuality of it and I think Kari knew that I was at the end of my rope.  She came over, plucked the clothespins from my breasts, and began laying light kisses on my torso, her lips soft and sensuous.
 
   “How are you holding up?” she asked me.
 
   I merely whimpered, not trusting myself to keep from begging her to end it.  To let me up.
 
   “I’m trying to decide what to do to you next,” she said suddenly.  “And I was wondering your opinion.”
 
   My wild eyes darted toward her.
 
   “I’m thinking an hour on the wooden horse would do your pussy some good.  Definitely with weights of course.  Probably twenty five pounds.  And clover clamps. Got to put something on your tits as well,” she said, giving my nipple a flick of her finger.  Pain rushed through me and made me gasp.  “But then again, the horse isn’t really that big of a deal now is it?  Not after days and days of cumming.  Real torture would be to make you cum and keep cumming, but I’m not sure you’re even capable of that.”
 
   She put a finger to her mouth and looked as if she were thinking hard, but I wasn’t fooled.  She was playing with me, teasing me.  “I know!  What if we had your ride the Borer for an hour?  Could you imagine those two, thick, hard dildos ramming up into your ass and pussy at full speed?  What is that again?  Two hundred penetrations per minute?  In each hole, right?”
 
   My sex tightened around the spinning cock and I felt a ripple of sensation going through my body.
 
   “Or maybe we need something more medieval.  I could just put you in the car, naked of course, drive you down to a bar, and bring the sap.  We could see who could make you cry by hitting you just once between the legs.  Your clit looks like it could use a through sapping.”
 
   And that was all it took.  The idea.  The words.  The whispered threats of a dominatrix who probably wouldn’t have carried out any of her whispered horrors, not in my condition at least, but knew that my fertile and deranged, deviant brain would grab hold of those images and make something happen.  And it did.  I let out a whine as my body tensed and arched, my toes curling as I suffered through the last orgasm.  Seventy-eight.  With thirty-six minutes to spare.  I’d done it.  I burst into tears.  Kari held me, one arm around my head, the other draped across my stomach as I cried.
 
   My face was blotchy when she stood and you should have seen the look of relief on my face when she turned off the RVP and began pulling it from my sex.  The sound it made when the phallus was tugged out of my slit was thick and wet.  She tossed it aside, turning it off in the process and I closed my eyes in relief as the vibrations finally stopped.  I felt the tension pour out of me.  Everything simple and easy now.
 
   Kari puttered around me but I ignored it.  I was too far gone in the relief of being finished that it no longer mattered what she was doing, which is why, with thirty minutes left till nine in the evening, I was totally unprepared for what happened next.  I wasn’t even conscience of the fact that Kari had moved down to my outstretched legs, or the fact that she was holding her leather sap.
 
   The first taste the leather paddle had of my sex was a love tap, not even enough to sting.  It was a pressure, a touch, a pat.  And still it made me jump, or at least jerk since my hands and feet were still bound and I was stretched out on the damn bench.  I lifted my head, eyes wide open, mouth parting in objection when she tapped me again.  It sent a jolt through me that was unlike anything I had felt the entire day.  It made my heart thump painfully.
 
   Kari tapped me again and then again, each time the sap landed on my clit and petals lightly.  She kept it up too and a few minutes later my chest was heaving, the steady thump thump thump of the sap landing between my legs like a carnal heart beat that tapped out its own rhythm.  I’m not sure when Kari began hitting harder, but it didn’t matter why or when for that matter. All I knew was that something inside me was loving it.  I arched my back, my hips rocking as the sap landed, stroke after stroke, not even stinging yet.  And then when I was whimpering, wanting, needing, Kari hit me for real.  It still wasn’t one of those blistering blows that make me scream. It was just a light smack, just hard enough to leave a tiny sting that changed into heat.  I went from warm to simmer and Kari hit me again.
 
   She kept up that tempo for another five minutes, the clock crawling as she continued to slap the sap against my sex.  One blow a second, steady, rhythmic, obliterating anything in my brain.  All I could feel was the strike, the sting, the heat and each successive stroke added impetus to something inside me.  
 
   “Don’t, Breanne.  Don’t you dare,” Kari whispered to me as the strokes increased in speed and strength.  Now it was problematic. I was aroused.  Painfully, horribly aroused.  It was the perfect storm.  My legs outstretched, my thighs burning from the position, and the steady, thwack thwack thwack of the sap beating on me.  My clit tingled, burned even, and my hips twisted as I rose up with each stroke.  Kari changed position, moving around me, missing only a single stroke or two as she came around to stand at my right hip, the sap swinging over hand now, smashing down on the petals of my flower.  Juices soaked the leather so that when the sap landed it sounded like it was slapping wet mud, rather than juicy girl bits.  Then her left hand came down to my pierced nipple, tweaking and pulling on the small padlock that was attached to my piercing. 
 
   My vision blurred, then went red as I pumped my hips, trying to get a stronger blow out of Kari.  “Don’t Bre.  Not yet.  You can’t.  You’ll ruin your count,” Kari said to me, over and over, while continuing to land these semi-hard blows right on my clit.  I don’t do drugs, but it must have been the sexual equivalent of crack cocaine, or heroine, or ecstasy, or whatever shit makes you just want more and more, and then even harder stuff.
 
   “Kari! Please!” I moaned.  My toes were curled and my fingers tightened into fists.
 
   “Please what?” She asked me.  “What do you want, Bre?”
 
   I fought it.  For all of half a second. “I WANT TO CUM!” I told her.
 
   “You shouldn’t you know,” she said simply. “You’ve already had seventy-eight orgasms.”  
 
   I shut my eyes tightly.  It was too much. I felt like a wire, stretched to the point of breaking. All I wanted was for her to hit me harder.
 
   “KARI! HIT ME PLEASE!” I practically screamed at her.  “HARDER!”
 
   The sap continued to fall in that same mind-maddening and steady thwack, making me contemplate murder.
 
   “Are you sure?” She asked mockingly, pretending to be on my side.
 
   “KARI!”
 
   And she did it.  She hit me.  The pain exploded between my legs but by that time I wanted it.  It didn’t even hurt.  It was this burn and sting and heat and pleasure and oh my God it was the best thing I’d felt all day!  I let out one piercing cry as all the tension exploded out of me in a one second rush, perspiration beaded all over my body.  I shook like popcorn kernel on a hot skillet and then just like that kernel I burst.  My vision swam and I came close to losing consciousness.  Adrenaline and dopamine and oxytocin filled my brain, leaving me in a sexual soup of euphoria that had me barely cognizant.  Had you asked me my name at that moment, it would have come out as “mmammmmmmmgmma.”  
 
   Kari tossed the sap aside and went to her knees, kissing me, holding me, gently and patiently working first my wrists and then my ankles free.  And with me still lying there on the iBench, she put her lips to my ear.
 
   “Congratulations dearheart.  You’re finished.  It’s nine o’clock.  You screwed it up.  Seventy-nine orgasms.”
 
   There isn’t much else to tell.  I went home groggy, around eleven o’clock, sore and tender, stuffed with the RVP but with the toy silent.  I slept with it in and Sunday morning, bright and early, I read Kari’s “toy of the day” email which ordered me to stuff myself with the Core Driller.  No orgasms though.  Thank God.
 
   So here I am, stuffed to the core, twelve inches of hard rubber inside me.  I’m tired.  Still tender, and I’ve just checked my email.  There’s a note from Master Matt, so we know what will be happening tomorrow.
 
    
 
   I hope you enjoyed this weeks goal, I know I had a lot of fun reading along, my wife kept asking me what I was up to and I just say the Texas girl (queue eye roll or shake of the head), so I'd like to thank you for the enjoyment you've given me this week. Fortunately for you there was a problem, more than one in my opinion. 
 
    
 
   Firstly. After 78 orgasms, including bitching about how tough it was to keep cumming, you couldn't not cum again, well done. So for cumming too much you're to begin your day by attaching vibrating nipple clamps, turned on, and stuffing your husky dildo in you pussy then work yourself up to the edge of orgasm and hold yourself there, do this for 1 hour. At the end of the hour you are allowed to cum, but you must ruin the orgasm. If you need to turn the vibrating nipple clamps off before you cum to ruin the orgasm properly do so.
 
    
 
   If you haven't taken care of your morning primping now would be a good time. Once that is taken care of get the chastity belt and put it on, stuffed front and rear and apply alligator clamps. Set the anal vibrator on medium with everything else off. Lock the belt. You are not allowed to unlock yourself from now on. You have until lunch time to get the keys for the belt into the hands of another person, that person cannot remain on the farm with the keys. If you’re off the farm you should be suitably attired; wife beater cut off below the breasts, daisy dukes with only the seam remaining in the crotch and a pair of flip flops. Slut casual. Each hour swap the vibrating nipple clamps, switched on, and alligator clamps (they may come off when you sleep).
 
    
 
   You are to remain in the chastity belt swapping the clamp for 23 hours. Repeat this entire 24 hour process for each orgasm over 78. [Aren’t you glad you only went over by one?]
 
    
 
    
 
   Secondly. Early in the week you found cumming a challenge, and got online to share your woes, but still managed to keep a reasonable pace. Later in the week though you seemed to have a much better time. The difference, to me, is you’re a nympho humiliation pain slut not a chronic masturbator. But if you'd like to be known as a chronic masturbator then I think you should advertise it. You suggested you could wear a sign the other day, but I think a henna tattoo “Chronic Masturbator” on your back that is visible when your in NHPS gear would be a better solution. So I'd like you to ask Kari for permission to advertise your predilection this way.
 
    
 
   enjoy,
 
   Matt the creative monster
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: oneorgasmtoomany]One Orgasm Too Many
 
    
 
   10/09/2013
 
    
 
   It was chilly when I went outside and the fact that I was wearing my duster did little to help.  It was also dark and the wind was out of the north, blowing right up my bare legs.  The short skirt I had wrapped around my loins might as well have not been there, and the thin pair of cotton panties that was holding the nine inch long, two inch thick, Husky dildo weren’t exactly warm either.  I was trembling too, and my soaked panties weren’t helping.
 
   Some of the shudders that wracked my body had nothing to do with the cold though.  I wasn’t wearing a shirt either, and considering it was fifty-five degrees out (in October? WTF? Next it will be snowing?) I probably should have been wearing one.  The source of my spasms came instead from a pair of vibrating nipple clamps I had attached to each pernicious nipple while I had masturbated that morning, running the Husky dildo repeatedly into myself, like a sick and sexual perversion of seppuku, Japanese ritual suicide.  Honestly, my pussy was toast.
 
   I’d spent Sunday in a sort of sex purgatory.  Stuffed with the Core Driller, unable to masturbate or even pump, it was actually something of a relief, having just finished a six day marathon of masturbation.  Challenged to finish seventy-eight orgasms in the space of one week, I’d discovered a few things about myself.  I’d always known I liked sex and I thought my predilection toward three or even four masturbatory sessions per day made me something of a pariah.  Evidently I was wrong.  Sixteen or seventeen orgasms a day make you a pariah.  And clearly I have neither the stamina nor the desire to experience self-induced orgasms to that extent.  At least not vanilla ones.  Or maybe it’s like trying to spank yourself.  You can never do it right.
 
   Yes, “Seventy-Eight Orgasms” taught me something simple.  I really am a nympho humiliation pain slut, because when I thought I couldn’t have another orgasm, or I was struggling just to keep up with the required number of cums, all I really needed wasn’t time to put my own fingers down between my legs.  What I needed was someone else to do it, preferably in a humiliating way, in a public place, or with a sadistic grin on their face while whipping me or doing other things to my body that sent me over the edge.
 
   I mean seriously, what kind of a girl gets off having her PUSSY WHIPPED?
 
   A sick one.  That’s who.
 
   But getting back to my early morning chores, I was in a state.  And I don’t mean the State of Texas.  I was horny, and I don’t mean like longhorn cow horny either.  I was so wet, so bothered, and so ready to pop that even walking was dangerous.  I’d started the morning by spreading my legs wide and working the Husky dildo in, rubbing it back and forth and after a day of no cumming, I was surprised to find myself ripening almost instantly, wanting an orgasm.
 
   And that was the problem.  I wasn’t ALLOWED to cum because I was starting the punishment for not completing “Seventy-Eight Orgasms.”  Or perhaps I should say, “failing” it.  Since I did seventy-eight orgasms… plus one.  
 
   Master Matt had specific ideas about my punishment, and the preparation was pretty intense.  And I hadn’t even STARTED the punishment yet.
 
    
 
   Firstly. After 78 orgasms, including bitching about how tough it was to keep cumming, you couldn't not cum again, well done. So for cumming too much you're to begin your day by attaching vibrating nipple clamps, turned on, and stuffing your husky dildo in you pussy then work yourself up to the edge of orgasm and hold yourself there, do this for 1 hour. At the end of the hour you are allowed to cum, but you must ruin the orgasm. If you need to turn the vibrating nipple clamps off before you cum to ruin the orgasm properly do so.
 
    
 
   So there I was, trembling with need and desire, right on the edge, and as I worked my way around the barn I kept opening up the front of my duster, and if I wasn’t right there, ready to cum at a second’s notice, I’d pull my wet panties down, the scent of my juices strong, and pump the Husky until I was right there again.  Just one hour I kept telling myself.  Just an hour.  And it was oh so hard.  I even had to turn off the vibrating clamps for about five minutes at one point.  But in the end I was there and it was almost six in the morning.  I was so close, so ready.  So desperate and I moved to the hay bale where I’d set down a small blanket.  I took off my duster, shivering, tugged my skirt up so it lay bunched around my waist, and sat down, legs spread, feet wide apart.  I was cold.  Very cold, but it didn’t matter because I was so close to orgasm that all I cared about was giving myself the rapid series of thrusts that would bring me to the very edge and shove me off.
 
   I tugged the crotch of my panties aside and began.  Oh God it felt so good.  I can’t even begin to relate to you how GOOD it felt to be shoving and thrusting that massive cock into myself.  Granted, I wish it had been a real guy, but what came next would have been hard on any man.  I moaned, cried out, felt the first preliminary explosions of orgasm.  You know what I’m talking about, right?  Those tremors that signal impending release?  The ones that you know that just one more thrust will push you into bursting? I actually went past that and started the orgasm, jumping into the metaphorical chasm of release.
 
   My hand reached down, grabbed the pitcher of ice water, and dumped it on my crotch.
 
   I wish I could say that steam came out because I was that hot.  But the reality is that as cold as I was, and the ambient air temperature (cause even in the barn it was still around sixty something,) the sudden application of ice water to my clit and sex was like putting on the brakes.  Emergency brakes for that matter.  I cried out, my knees coming together violently as I rolled to the side.  My panties had absorbed some of the ice water, which surprised me since I thought I’d soaked the crotch rather thoroughly, but still it felt like I’d just fucked an ice cube, and not in a good way.
 
   And I wasn’t horny any more.  My body was stunned.  It demanded the release, yet the goal was suddenly moved and all the pressure and tension were gone, but not the NEED. That was still there.  My brain had even dumped the adrenaline and other natural chemicals into my blood stream and to having things so rudely interrupted was not good. I groaned in discomfort.  Oh that was unpleasant to say the least!  Shivering for real I picked myself up off the ground and stumbled over to where my jacket lay.  I picked it up and shoved my arms back into it, struggling to find some warmth.  
 
   I left the clamps on, both actually on my nipples and with the motors running.  It didn’t matter. I was so far gone that it would take a while before I felt any kind of arousal again. So I went about my chores, stumbling from one pen to another, feeding goats, pigs, chickens, a turkey, and our horses.  So with one ruined orgasm under my belt, I finished up outside and managed to sneak back into the house to get more appropriately dressed for breakfast.
 
    
 
   Breakfast is a family affair at our house and you wouldn’t have known if you were sitting there at the kitchen table that underneath my jeans I still had nine inches of hard rubber jammed into my crotch.  I’m used to it though, and since there weren’t any other torments at the time, I handled it with aplomb.  I helped my  mother clean up the dishes, made sure Rachel got out the door on time to get to the school bus, and then went back up to my room to “primp.”
 
   I’m not sure if what I do is “primp” though.  Sure, I brush my hair.  Maybe I apply a little eyeliner, eye-shadow, and blush. I never wear lipstick unless I’m told too, instead opting for a strawberry flavored gloss.  Guys are not fans of kissing girls with lipstick.  Besides, have you ever sucked a cock wearing lipstick?  It gets all over it. Yuck.  And it tastes bad too.  But all that aside, I primped, which according to Master Matt, included some unique changes to my carnal attire.
 
   The first thing to go was the Husky dildo and I admit that saddened me.  I like my Husky dildo and use it often; usually on Fridays for laundry day, but still – it’s a great toy.  Instead I was directed to pull out my Chastity Belt, a thick leather apparatus that Kari had given me ages ago.
 
   I object to the name.  “Chastity” implies denial, the state or quality of being chaste, which is further defined as “refraining from sexual intercourse.”  However my “chastity” belt happens to have a few refinements.  First of all, near the rear of the belt, there is a four inch long, three inch thick, vibrating anal plug.  It is not a comfortable fit.  Then further up, right in the center of the belt (which shouldn’t even be called a belt because it goes BETWEEN your legs) is another phallus, this one a full six inches, also motorized.  And then finally, just to keep things interesting, there is a bump at the front, positioned directly over the spot where my clit is usually smashed, where another motor is cunningly concealed.
 
   It takes a few minutes to get the chastity belt on, most of which involves getting the plugs oiled and ready.  Then you have to lay it on the bed, sit on the anal plug (oh how fun) and then once that is partially in, get the vaginal phallus in the right place.  I turned on the anal vibrator to medium, just as Master Matt had ordered.  Then buckle the front, and lock it.
 
   That’s right. You lock it.  And interestingly enough, there are two locks. One locks the chastity belt onto your body, so it can’t be removed.  The other lock secures a leather flap which keeps the wearer from being able to change the settings on the vibrators. So now I had a minor earthquake going in my ass, while my clit and sex were rubbed but not receiving the same kind of attention.
 
   I have three sets of keys for my chastity belt and one set stays at my home, locked permanently in stasis, in a plastic container of water, and placed in the freezer.  It’s for emergencies.  Hopefully I wouldn’t need them.  The second set happens to be at Kari’s place, so they were out of my direct control.  The third set however, I had in my purse and those were the keys that I was going to need.  Next I rummaged around through my clothes drawers and in the closet.  Master Matt had specified a new “special outfit” for me, one he called NHPS casual.
 
   Casual is an interesting description, don’t you think?  What do you define as casual?  Polo shirts and slacks?  Tee shirt and shorts?  For a nympho humiliation pain slut, evidently casual means a wife beater loose shirt, cut off below the breasts, daisy duke shorts cut so that only the seam remains in the crotch, and a pair of flip flops. 
 
   Well, I had a single pair of Daisy Duke shorts, but the crotch was full sized and I didn’t like the idea of taking a pair of scissors to them.  Gritting my teeth I did it anyway, cutting out the material until all that remained was a span of denim that wasn’t even as wide as my thumb.  To my disgust, I accidently cut them to high too, making it almost like a denim thong, a thong that I didn’t have a lot of confidence in.  Looking at it I was almost positive my labia were going to be exposed.  I settled for a cut off halter top that left the bottom third of both breasts hanging out, and the flip flops were easy enough.  I shoved it all in a bag along with my vibrating clamps and my alligator clamps and headed out the door.
 
   The temperature had warmed up to a balmy sixty two degrees, which still isn’t warm when you think about it.  I was fully dressed and even wearing my denim duster and was still cold as I started my truck and drove south toward the entrance to our farm.  I turned right and then pulled over onto the gravel shoulder, getting out with my bag.  Before I could even start a car roared around the turn and then sped past with just a quick glance in my direction.  Ever since those two subdivisions had been built south of us, my little farm to market road had become rather busy.  
 
   I kicked off my boots and then peeled off my socks.  I know I should have started with the coat, stripping naked until I was standing there in just my footwear, but I was cold.  Give me a break.  Please?  The hard, cold stones underfoot were painful and I hurried, shrugging out of the duster.  My jeans went next and I realized with a laugh that technically, I was wearing something that kept me from breaking the public nudity laws.  The chastity belt itself was thick enough!  I laughed out loud and then peeled off my shirt.
 
   The wind cut my amusement to shreds and I hurried put on the halter top, only to discover that the thin material and exposure of midriff and the lower third of both breasts did little to warm me.  I was shivering as I grabbed the Daisy Dukes and pulled them up my legs.
 
   I looked… ridiculous.  And I mean that.  The chastity belt was too thick!  Sure, the thong like crotch of the shorts dug right up in there, but the black leather of the chastity belt was much wider than the shorts.  It had to be.  It was holding a massive set of dildos!  I tugged and pushed at my shorts but there was nothing I could.  I heard the roar of another engine and looked up in time to see a car begin to whiz past, only to slow down as the driver caught sight of me.  But then the car went over the hill and was gone.
 
   I grabbed my duster and swung it over my body, reveling in the warmth, grabbed my boots and clothes, and retreated to the even warmer haven of my truck. Once inside I reached into my bag, and with the heater blowing hard, I tugged out my alligator clamps.  Each metal set of jaws was lined with teeth, dulled but still painful.  They were connected by a foot long length of chair that was the same bright silver as the clamps.  Now admittedly, these have been altered slightly from the original clamps.  The spring that holds the jaws shut has been bent, lightening the pressure and keeping the damn things from piercing my skin and literally biting off my nipples.  So don’t just go to a hardware store and buy a set of electrical clamps.  Be smart.  Mine are tight enough to hurt, but not tight enough to cut me.
 
   I flipped up the bottom of my halter top, which was so ridiculously easy that I felt guilty about it.  Then I grimaced and whimpered as I let the alligator clamps bite down on their tasty morning tidbits, pain shooting up through my breasts.  I took several deep breath, adjusting to the new sensation, and with the anal vibrator still buzzing away at my back door, I lowered my shirt, put my flip flop clad foot on the clutch, and put the truck into gear.
 
   Master Matt had instructed that I present someone, who wasn’t at my farm, with the key to the chastity belt.  To be honest, the instructions that Master Matt had given me were a bit of a worry.  It seemed he actually wanted to deny me orgasm but still leave me in a semblance of arousal.  I wasn’t sure.  The torment of wearing the chastity belt with only the anal probe going was difficult enough.  But add in the alligator clamps, which would need to be swapped out with the vibrating clamps every hour, seemed… cruel.  Especially since at no point would my pussy or clit ever get any more attention than the chastity belt provided just by being stuffed and mashed.
 
   The big question remaining though was the key.  Why did I need to give the key to someone not at the farm?  The answer was clear.  If I needed to cum, I wouldn’t be able to affect the chastity belt.  But there were other considerations. If I needed to use the fucking BATHROOM, I’d have to drive somewhere.  And Kari’s place was out.  It’s at least thirty minutes away when there isn’t any traffic.  That meant I needed someone within ten or fifteen minutes, who would be readily available.
 
   The first person who came to mind was David.  He works at the mall and is normally there during the day.  But after half a moment’s worth of thought, in which I was distracted by both driving and the bee in my bottom, I decided that was a stupid idea.  What happened when David went home? I didn’t even know where he lived for that matter.  I thought about asking John if he’d do it.  He lived at home and was retired.  But I hadn’t spoken to John in a few months and I wasn’t sure if it would be appropriate to spring something like this on him.  So that left just one person.  I pulled my cell phone out of my purse and quickly punched a few buttons.
 
   “Please tell me you are coming by this morning,” the person on the line said before I even had a chance to say “hi! This is Breanne!”
 
   I fidgeted in the seat. “Where are you?” I asked, hoping she was at home, rather than work.
 
   “I’m at the store,” Julie replied sweetly.  “It’s almost ten though. Got to open soon.  You stopping by?”
 
   I sighed.  “Yeah. I’ve got to ask a favor.”
              I could HEAR the sudden enthusiasm in Julie’s voice. “Really?  Oh… I can’t wait!” Then she hung up on me.  Damn.
 
   It only took me about ten minutes to get to the mall and as I climbed out of the truck I hesitated. I was still wearing my duster. It was still pretty chilly out.  Should I leave the duster? I ended up shaking my head.  No way.  Master Matt didn’t restrict my duster, and it really WAS cold out.  So I buttoned the duster up, locked the truck, and went in through one of the mall’s main entrances.
 
   I was close to Julie’s little jewelry store and the mall was really quiet.  There were only a few people wandering around and since I wasn’t even close to the food court there wasn’t the expected mid-morning breakfast people milling about.  I took a few steps, then a wash of guilt hit me.  Master Matt would be upset.  He’d be disappointed.  I bit my lip and glanced around.  No one was watching the flip flop clad, duster wearing red head.  Of course not.  The fact that I looked like a flasher, was clearly young, and had fire-engine red hair wouldn’t possibly attract attention.
 
   So I ignored the looks I was getting. They were quick glances, not open stares.  At least they weren’t until I took off my duster.  Then they became stares.  I felt self-conscious to the point of insanity.  The alligator clamps and chain were pulling my breasts down just a bit, exposing even more of the rounded bottoms of my bosom.  The chain was readily apparent, emerging from under my halter top and the bumps on my nipples were so obviously clamps that I left nothing to the imagination.  My ass rumbled and every step was frustratingly sexual.  I could feel the rigid plastic cock inside me and wanted it to pump, to move, to vibrate. ANYTHING!  ARRRGGGH!
 
   I made it to the jewelry store with nothing more intrusive than a few hard looks, a disgusted glance or two, and one whistle that came with a wiggling eyebrow.  I thought that was weird.  Didn’t the chastity belt look stupid?  Wasn’t it a turn off for everyone else, while being a frustratingly irritating turn on for me?
 
   I rapped on the gate and it rose, Julie’s peach colored face appearing.  I blinked, shocked.
 
   You have to understand that Julie is a goth girl.  And when I say Goth, I mean Goth like punk rocker Goth.  She smokes.  She does some drugs.  She dresses in black as well as a variety of neon colors.  She has tattoos and piercings.  She loves heavy metal.  She is bi-sexual.  She is a study in contrasts.  And yet with all that, she can be both exceedingly cruel and exceedingly sweet.  
 
   Today her hair was bright orange.
 
   Orange like a pumpkin orange.  
 
   And she was wearing black, and lime green.  Neon lime green.  In stripes.  
 
   My mouth moved before my brain engaged. “Cool Halloween costume!” I said brightly.
 
   Julie’s smile went upside down, her eyes hardened, and she reached out, snagged the chain hanging out from under my shirt, and yanked me into the store.
 
   Oww…
 
   “Back room. Now,” was all she said.
 
   Uh oh.
 
   I hightailed it to the backroom, a tiny closet sized room that held boxes of merchandise, a small desk and computer, an office chair, and an electrical box.  I’d been cuffed to the wall in there once.  The door shut behind us and Julie just reached out, lifted my halter top, and without even asking, pinched the alligator clamps open and tossed them and their connecting chain to the desk.
 
   “Ready to say hello?” she asked menacingly.
 
   I lifted my hands and put them behind my head.
 
   Ever since the first day I met Julie her special greeting has been the same.  It always, without fail, involves my bare breasts, her hand, and anywhere between ten and twenty full power, strong slaps.  She spanked my left breast and I gritted my teeth as the pain shot through my bosom.  I rocked to the right and then she slammed her hand into my chest from the other direction, using both hands, alternating blows to my tits.  It wasn’t fun.  It hurt.  The only blessing was the fact that she’d removed the alligator clamps.
 
   When she was done I was near tears, my breasts were a bright shade of dark pink, and I felt relatively warm from the navel up.  She picked the alligator clamps back up and didn’t waste time.  She put them right back on the tips of my breasts, leaving me breathless.
 
   “So what’s the favor?” she asked, still pissed off.  Guess the Halloween comment wasn’t on the mark.
 
   I licked my lips and struggled to get a grip.  I picked up my purse and fished out the keys.  “I’m wearing my chastity belt for today and tomorrow. I wonder if you’d be willing to keep the keys and unlock me if I need… anything.” I left it sort of nebulous.
 
   “Anything?”  
 
   I nodded. “Mostly private care stuff.”
 
   Her eyes narrowed. “Private care.  You allowed to cum?” she asked.
 
   I shrugged. “Not sure.  I don’t think so.”
 
   She snorted. “Well, you had enough of that last week, didn’t you?” she asked.
 
   I blushed crimson and my cheeks matched my breasts.  She reached out and plucked the keys from my fingers. Then her she took better stock of my outfit.
 
   “You look stupid,” she said, pointing at the shorts.  “You can see the chastity belt.”
 
   I flinched. “I think that was the idea.”
 
   “It’s not sexy though.  Hell, it’s not even slutty.  You can’t tell what it is.  You look like you’re wearing leather panties and short shorts.  Those shorts are supposed to be worn without anything else.”  She leaned down. “Damn, that crotch seam goes high. Did you cut this yourself?  Your pussy is going to hang out like a flag in this thing.
 
   I rolled my eyes when she wasn’t looking and sighed. Yes. I knew I’d screwed up the daisy dukes.  Fuck.  Julie grinned and then checked her watch. 
 
   “I’ve got to go open up.  What’s the plan?”
 
   I grimaced. “I have to switch out the alligators for my vibrating clamps at ten,” I told her.
 
   She laughed.  “It never rains but it pours, huh?  Well, better get to it.  It’s ten.”  She left the back room and headed out into the store, leaving me alone.
 
   I endured another fresh burst of pain from the tips of my breasts as I again took off the alligator clamps.  You have to understand that a lot of the pain comes not from being clamps, but from the blood rushing back into the crushed points.  Taking on and off clamps repeatedly hurts worse than just leaving them on for hours.
 
   It took me about four minutes to feel normal, and then I went and put the vibrating clamps on instead.  The pinch wasn’t quite as strong and I merely tightened the rubber tipped vices enough so that walking wouldn’t send the vibrators flying.  Of course, the plastic sheaths dangling from my nipples were almost totally exposed out from under the cut off bottom of my shirt.  Twice as obvious as my alligator clamps, there was no denying what THESE were.  Especially when I turned them on. You could SEE my shirt shaking.
 
   Then I pulled out my phone and dialed a very important number.
 
   “Hello, Breanne.  Are you here?” David asked.
 
   “Yeah, but I’m inappropriately dressed,” I said. “And I may not be as much fun as usual, since I’m stuck in a chastity belt.”
 
   “What’s the point of inappropriately dressing you if you aren’t available to service anyone?” David inquired.
 
   “Uh…” I said stupidly.  
 
   “Basically I have only your mouth and tits to play with? Is that what you’re saying?” he asked.
 
   I smiled. “Well at least I could give you a blowjob,” I retorted.  “Beggars can’t be choosers.”
 
   “I am not a beggar.  You are.  That’s the point.  So we’ll start from there.  Come to my office and beg me to let you suck my cock.”  Then he hung up on me.
 
   Well… shit.  Once again, open mouth, insert cock.  I need to learn how to shut the fuck up sometimes.
 
   I left my duster there at Julie’s store and with one arm wrapped around my chest to hide the vibrator clamps that dangled in plain view, I strolled past Julie and out into the mall.  She shook her head in dismay at me and went back to prepping her store.
 
   I had to walk half the mall and despite the fact the place had just opened I was already attracting attention.  Vendors and shoppers alike stared at me, though I kept my arms wisely positioned across my chest.  Still, the shorts and leather chastity belt were getting their share of looks and it wasn’t like I could cover everything.  I was scarlet in shame by the time I found David’s office.
 
   The Secretary gave me another look, the jealousy in her eyes solid.  I ignored her and instead rounded the corner and walked right into David’s office.  I shut the door behind me too.
 
   David is a tall man, around six feet, and built like a linebacker.  He isn’t fat though.  Just… thick.  He’s got a full head of hair and a demeanor that reminds me of a freight train.  His confidence is like granite.  And his hands… his hands.
 
   I gave him a wicked grin as I leaned against the wall.  My arms dropped down, exposing the vibrating clamps and the bottom halves of each breast and I arched my back and took a deep breath at the same time.  It didn’t take much to wiggle the halter top enough so that my nipples were showing too.
 
   He stood, pointed at the floor in front of him, right by his desk, and said “beg.”  
 
   I waltzed over, comfortable with my surroundings if not my circumstances and I dropped to my knees obediently.  I was used to David’s attitude and I looked up at him with a hungry stare, my lips pursed in a naughty smile, and I lifted my shirt, exposing my breasts.
 
   “Please sir?  Please can I suck your cock?” I asked in a low, seductive voice.
 
   He slapped me.
 
   Not hard mind you, but enough to shock me. I blinked, my hand coming up to my cheek.
 
   “I said beg, slut. Not seduce.”
 
   Okay, I’m going to say this right now. Don’t hit me.  Not like that.  Okay sure, you can take a paddle to my backside.  You can slap a leather strap against my clit, or breasts.  You can cane the bottoms of my feet.  There are a hundred torments you can inflict upon me.
 
   But slap me?  Fuck that.
 
   Anger flared up in me and I rose up.  That surprised him. My eyes flashed and I lifted a finger and pointed it at him.
 
   “Hit me again across the face and you’ll never see me again,” I threatened.
 
   That surprised David and he gave me a strange look.  “Breanne?” he asked.
 
   “Don’t hit me. Not like that.  Ever,” I said again, still pissed.
 
   He was still confused. “I hit you all the time,” he protested, still totally baffled by the difference.
 
   “It’s one thing to pussy whip me.  It’s another thing to slap me.  One is sexual. One is not. You want to hit me you know where to do it.”  I grabbed my breasts and cupped them. “Here,” I told him, then dropped my bosom.  I wheeled around and pointed at my ass. “Or here. But don’t you dare hit my face again.”
 
   For the first time I’ve ever known David he looked contrite. “Breanne. I’m sorry. I overstepped my bounds. I didn’t realize this was a hard limit. I apologize.”
 
   I nodded, feeling just a little sheepish.  Maybe I came on to strong?
 
   “What can I do to make it up to you?” he asked.
 
   I stood there, my shirt still up, the vibrating clamps still teasing my nipples.  Slowly I dropped to my knees.  I looked up at him.  “You can start over.  And this time slap me in the right spot.”  
                 He was understandably surprised, probably because he was expecting not to get some, or being required to treat me like a princess or something.  But I’m not vindictive.  Besides, I had a four inch butt plug rammed up my ass and frankly, even though it wasn’t spurring me toward orgasm, it still was a distraction, and a sexual one at that.
 
   “Please sir?  Please can I suck your cock?” I asked again, not even TRYING to beg.  It was clear seduction one hundred percent.  Suddenly David grinned and his hand went back and then swung forward.  Except this time, it landed in a different spot.
 
   Had I been standing the blow would have spun me.  As it was one of the vibrator clamps went flying, hitting the nearby desk and rattling to the floor.  I let out a sharp cry and my arms came up to my chest, which hurt like the dickens, especially since Julie had done something similar not twenty minutes before.  David watched and then calmly told me to put my arms down so he could knock the other clamp off my breast.
 
   It took three strokes, each brutal, each harsh, each that sent me rocking before the other clamp flew off to follow the first.  My breasts burned, aching sharply from the combination of clamp, vibration, and spanking.     
 
   “I said beg.  Not seduce.  Now do it again,” David said.
 
   “Please?  Please? Please sir?  Please let me suck your cock?” I begged, the whine and pleading in my voice making it apparent that he had something I desperately needed and wanted, rather than me giving him something HE wanted.
 
   And that’s the difference, isn’t it?  If I act seductive, I have something he wants. I have the power.  If I beg and plead and grovel, then… well…. 
 
   He unzipped his fly and sat down in his chair and I scooted over, still on my knees, and began giving him a blowjob.  I did a thorough job too.  Up and down and twirling my tongue and sucking and blowing and generally being a total cock whore.  Admittedly, I wished that thick piece of meat was moving in and out of my sex, rather than my throat, but beggars can’t be choosers now, can we?
 
     About fifteen minutes later, (I dragged it out) I was swallowing cum and wishing I could have my own orgasm.  After that David let me crawl out from under his desk and we talked for a bit.  There were evidently a few things we had to chat about, mostly the fact that I’d used him during the 78 Orgasms assignment the previous week.  He had read about it and wasn’t too happy that I’d technically lied to him in order to get more orgasms, rather than being honest.
 
   “So in essence, I think you owe me,” he finished.
 
   I sat in the office chair opposite him.  My breasts were tingling and my nipples were going numb thanks to the vibrating clamps hanging from the tips.  My halter top was up around my neck.  I looked stupid, especially thanks to the chastity belt, quite visible in my seam only crotch.  I shifted uncomfortably.
 
   “Okay,” I said uneasily.  “What did you have in mind?” I asked.
 
   He leaned back in his chair. “I’m going on a business trip,” he said succinctly.
 
   My eyebrow went up. “Have a good time?” I replied.
 
   “It’s for four days.  New York.”
 
   I smiled.  “So you’re spreading the news?”
 
   He grinned.  “But I’m not leaving today,” he laughed. “Actually, three weeks from now.”
 
   I shrugged. “I still don’t know what you want.”
 
   “Come with me.”
 
   I blinked and my mouth fell open. “You want me to come with you?” I demanded.
 
   He nodded.  “Absolutely.  I’ll pay for your airfare and you can stay with me at the hotel.  While I’m in meetings you can wander around and I’ll give you a per diem so you can do some shopping.  You’ll stay with me at the hotel.”
 
   I didn’t have to read between the lines.  I knew exactly how things would go at the hotel.  I bit my lip.  The idea… I mean… wow.  I tried to think of all the issues involved.  I’d have to get Jake to handle the chores… and that meant I’d have to pay him and…
 
   I took a deep breath.  “I’m nominally agreeable to the idea.  But there are some other issues,” I said.
 
   David leaned back in his chair, folding his hands across his chest, the perfect image of a manager.  “Please.  Elaborate.”
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
   An hour later I walked into Julie’s store.  The place was thankfully empty and she lifted one eyebrow and glanced at me.  Forty minutes earlier I had been required to take off the vibrating clamps and replace them with the alligators, but David had taken the vibrating clamps away from me before I could put them away, and then hooked them to the base of each alligator clamp, making sure the vibrators were still on.
 
   My nipples were so sore and tender from that.  It actually felt as if I had baby alligators chewing on the tips of my breasts.  Ouch.  Julie’s smile was huge.
 
   “Wish I’d thought of that,” she said.
 
   “Julie, can you unlock me?” I begged.  “I’ve got to go to the bathroom.”
 
   She nodded and pointed to the back of the store.  I hurried to the back room and once there, began shucking out of the stupid Daisy Duke shorts.
 
   Julie stepped in and then looked at me in surprise.  My shorts were on the floor and I had one flip flop covered foot up on the desk.  “Excuse me?” she said shortly. “Clamps?”
 
   I blinked. “What?” I asked. “What about them?”
 
   “Take them off.”
 
   My eyebrow went up.  “Why?”
 
   Not the right thing to ask.  She came at me and flipped my halter top up and without much tenderness pinched the alligator clamps open and tossed the whole mess onto the desk.  Then without further commentary, she swung her hand at my bosom.
 
   I braced myself and grit my teeth as she slapped my breasts back and forth, turning the skin an even darker pink.  Soon my face was scrunched up and then I heard her curse.  
 
   “Be right back.  Customer.  Stay in that position,” she ordered.
 
   So I did.  For like eleven minutes, my bladder close to bursting.  Then she came back in, and just started swinging again.  When I finally cried out, my breasts hot and heavy, she stopped, handed me the alligator clamps and the key to my chastity belt.  I couldn’t put the clamps back on.  Not at that moment.  My tits hurt too much.  So instead I pulled the halter top down and with the keys and the clamps in hand, stumbled out of the backroom.  She didn’t say a word as I walked out of her store and headed toward the nearest restroom.
 
   Twenty minutes later I went back to Julie’s jewelry store.  The alligator clamps were dangling from my breasts, the halter top was pulled down, my chastity belt was in place, and the anal phallus was still buzzing away like mad.  I hadn’t cum in the bathroom because that wasn’t allowed, but I have to tell you that I felt tense, struggling against something strange going on in my body.
 
   Julie pointed toward the back room, but she was helping customers at the time so I went to the back myself.  A quick glance at the time told me I needed to swap the clamps again so I took off the alligator clamps and put on the vibrating clamps.  It didn’t help. I still felt that tension.  Even more so.  
 
   It’s tough to describe. It was sexual in a way, but it was like getting caressed everywhere BUT your sexual parts.  It was a teasing sensation, as if I had an itch and scratched around it.  It was like having a craving and having something else that you liked, but didn’t crave.  And as I tried to calm down, to relax, it didn’t help that Julie came back into the backroom, held out her hand for the keys, and then told me to take the vibrator clamps off.
 
   Holy shit.  Would you believe she spanked my breasts AGAIN?  My fucking GOD!  Back and forth and hot and heavy and ouch and hissing and nipples tingling.  At least it wasn’t as many slaps as before and then she put the vibrating clamps back on.  Then she pulled a twenty from her purse and handed it to me.
 
   “Since you’re here, go get us some lunch.  And bring it on a tray.”
 
   Oh yeah, because the best thing for me is to be walking half the mall holding a TRAY under my breasts so that everything is in full view.  And of course me being in the busiest section of the mall at lunch time was brilliant.  But I took the twenty, did the best I could to cover up, and went and got lunch.
 
   I brought it back, got sent to the backroom until the store was clear and you know what she did to me again?  The clamps came off, tossed on the desk and with one eye on the window into the store, her hand flashed back and forth across my chest, with me standing there whimpering, my chest aching abominably. She gave me around fifteen spanks though I’m not positive about the number.  I know she hit me more than ten times and she probably would have kept going awhile longer if a customer hadn’t come into the store.  Boy did I pick the wrong person to hold the fucking key.
 
   I left after lunch. I couldn’t take it anymore and I headed back to the house.  I puttered around in the barn, got some stuff done, but around five thirty or so I needed to use the bathroom again.  I called Julie. She was at home.  So I drove to her apartment.  She lives in a run down, somewhat dilapidated craphole of a place, where the pavement is so crumbled it’s almost gravel and the landscaping basically can be described as bare earth with muddy slicks over the concrete.  Hell, I get nervous just walking the thirty or forty feet from the parking lot to her apartment.  There are some unsavory people that live around there.
 
   And in case you hadn’t realized, I seem to be a savory tidbit.
 
   Of course the moment I got to Julie’s place she opened the door and gave me an expectant look.  With a sigh of resignation, with the door still wide open and me standing in her foyer, I slipped my halter top up, exposing both breasts again, and gingerly removed the alligator clamps which were swinging from my nipples.  Her hand came up and she landed a particularly hard blow along my left breast, half turning me with the force.
 
   Oh, and it hurt.  I grimaced.  It stung.  The heat flowed through me.  Then she whacked the other side and I dealt with it all as a flurry of blows, much stronger and furious than anything she gave me at the mall.  She kept at it until I was crying out and when a tear finally slid down my cheek she stopped.
 
   My bosom was scarlet and hot and it felt like someone had injected molten lead into each breast.  Julie shut the door and then turned away.  She grabbed the key which was sitting on the coffee table and tossed it to me.  Then she sat down on the sofa and turned on the television.
 
   I went to the bathroom.  The buzzing of the anal vibrator was driving me nuts and only the discomfort of my breasts and the fact that I’d been told NOT to masturbate kept my fingers from doing certain things down there.  I finished up, washed the chastity belt, put it all back in, set the anal probe to medium, and once again locked it all back up.  Then I took the key back to Julie.
 
   “Take off your clothes. You look stupid,” she said.  I did, removing everything but the chastity belt and the alligator clamps.  Julie stared at me for a moment and then stood.  Her shorts came off, followed by the dark red thong she was wearing, and she sat back down on the couch, spreading her legs.  
 
   “There’s a vibrator in the drawer of my bedroom.  Go get it and pleasure me.”
 
   And that set the tone for the rest of the evening.  Julie used me a sort of robotic sex toy.  I licked her. I vibrated her.  I rubbed her. I gave her a foot massage.  I rubbed her shoulders.  I made dinner.  I made drinks.  And every hour or so, when I switched out the alligator clamps for the vibrating ones, she’d make me stand in front of her, hands behind my head, while she slapped my bosom back and forth a few times, just to keep the discomfort of my earlier breast spanking alive.  I was exhausted by the time I finally crawled into Julie’s bed, our naked bodies twining, holding each other for comfort.  My last thought was the idea that before she went to work the next day, I should cut out a couple of triangles and a silly mouth out of black construction paper and glue it to the back of her orange hair.
 
    
 
   Julie was not amused when I woke her up at five the next morning asking for the key.  She grumbled something, nodded, and went back to sleep.  I took advantage of her attitude to take care of my personal needs, put the vibrating clamps on, and then escape.  I hadn’t brought a change of clothes, or my duster, so I about froze my little ass off getting out to the truck and I was shivering violently before the truck’s heater kicked in enough to warm my mostly exposed breasts.  I drove to the farm and snuck into the house.
 
   I got rid of the “NHPS Casual” clothes Master Matt had been so gracious enough to provide me and got into something more practical.  Jeans covered my butt and warmed my legs, while a bra and tee shirt held and concealed the vibrator clamps, which I left on and on.  Then I went back downstairs, headed out to the barn, and took care of things.
 
   Most of my morning was spent trying to avoid my mother. If you stood close to me, hearing the vibrating anal plug wasn’t that much of a stretch and the last thing I wanted was THAT conversation.  So I became something of a hermit and sat up in my room writing.  Aren’t you glad?  I even begged off lunch, claiming I was working on something and would eat in my room.  I suspected my dad knew what was up, and probably would have even been able to make an educated guess, but I didn’t give him the opportunity to enjoy my discomfort.  
 
   I left before dinner, around four in the afternoon, much to my mother’s consternation, especially since I’d been out all evening the previous day, but it wasn’t like I had much of a choice.  I was full to bursting and I hurried to Julie’s place again.  I took along a bag of clothes and one other implement I knew I’d need before the night was done.
 
   As expected, Julie’s greeting involved the violent impact of her palm against the sides of my breasts and then, just to cap it all off, she actually flicked her forefingers against my nipples, leaving me grimacing in pain, cupping my breasts, and leaning against the wall.  Then she let me have the key and I ran to the bathroom.
 
   Dinner was abusive.  Especially to my breasts.  It seemed that every sauce had to be smeared on my nipples and then tasted.  Every utensil had to be dug into the tender tips.  The only thing she didn’t use on me were the knives.  Thank God.  I have to admit that cooking with her was fun. I got to tell her what to do and she stood there naked from the waist down and I finger fucked her and flicked her clit while she tried to follow my directions.  It was much more pleasant than getting nipple tortured myself.  
 
   What were we waiting for?  The end actually.  The whole point of Master Matt’s punishment was to drive me sexually crazy without giving me the wherewithal to cum.  And he’d succeeded masterfully.  I was going nuts, the buzzing in my ass just enough to make me sexually tense without giving me even a shred of satisfaction.  The abuse of my breasts was just varied enough to excite me and hurt me, making me vacillate but still not quite enough to send me over the edge without carnal stimulation.  It was an itch I couldn’t scratch.
 
   I had begged Master Matt to let me cum since I was wound up so much.  He asked “what’s a wound up Bre like?”     
 
    “A wound up Bre would like to turn the vibrator on in the vaginal phallus, and possibly even the clitoral bump.  Or better yet, take off the chastity belt and masturbate and go have some sex.  But I understand the point is to punish me.  It's just I can't quite cum from just the nipple torture and anal vibrator.  It's driving me absolutely bonkers.”            
 
   And that was that.  Master Matt explained how to “remove” the chastity belt and when seven o’clock finally rolled around I looked over at Julie.  She was dressed in a mixture of punk rocker and Goth girl and looked like a cross between a vampire and a hooker.  And there was a definite similarity between her and the headless horseman, at least in color.  It was a good Halloween look.  I had of course once again attired myself in “NHPS casual”, though this time I brought my duster.  We looked like an unlikely pair.
 
   I sat down on the couch, spreading my legs with a desperate look.  “Turn them up for me?” I asked.
 
   Julie picked up the key and bent down, and even went so far as to unlock the cover that provided access to the vibrator controls.  Then she stopped and locked it back up.
 
   “If I turn them all on now, you won’t make it ten steps.  That’s not good.  Suffer some more.”  She straightened.
 
   
  
 

“But Julie!  I’m supposed to have them on at full power and then find a guy who…” she cut me off with a wave of her hand.
 
   “I don’t care about that right now. So let’s go.”
 
   I stood up and followed her, grumbling slightly.  I had so wanted to cum. I was so desperate.
 
   We took Julie’s beat up Ford Focus and I admit I was a little nervous in it.  There were band stickers and marijuana logos on it and frankly it looked like one of those cars you see burning in apocalyptic movies.  Julie drove us out of Katy and toward downtown and about forty minutes later we pulled up in front a fashionable club with flashing neon lights and a parking lot packed with cars.
 
   I turned scarlet. This hadn’t been what I had in mind.  
 
   “What about the chastity belt?” I asked.
 
   Julie grinned.  “Suck five cocks and I’ll turn it up to high for you.”
 
   Well.  Shit.
 
   I followed her into the club.  Either the bouncer knew Julie or he wasn’t about to eject two girls, one of which was dressed like a hooker on steroids.  I’m going to admit that if I hadn’t been pumped up on sexual need, even vicarious need, I would NEVER have gone into the place. It reeked of marijuana, sweat, alcohol, and my head swam from the fumes.  The lights in the place ranged from blue to red to black and the thumping base of the music almost instantly threatened to give me a headache.
 
   Julie seemed to know her way around and I realized I’d been to this club before, a little over a year before.  I recognized the booths that surrounded the back of the room.  I turned this way and that and then this guy was standing there in front of me, wearing nothing but a pair of black leather pants, combat boots, and a silver necklace.
 
   Oh my.
 
   He grabbed my waist and in seconds I was standing opposite on the dance floor.  He began to gyrate wildly, moving me in time with his hands on my bare waist.  What could I do?  I danced with him, the vibrator clamps bobbing with our movement.
 
   It also became very clear from his widening grin that NHPS Casual Wear is not appropriate for dancing.  Especially the top.  The halter slid up, exposing the points of my breasts as well as the provocative nipple clamps.  In seconds I was something of a centerpiece and a widening circle appeared around me as everyone started to notice the redhead lunatic girl with a pierced and padlocked nipple, with her halter top up, wearing vibrator clamps, swinging her barely clad hips.
 
   The vibrator in my ass made dancing sweet.  I highly recommend it.
 
   When the song ended I went back to the shirtless guy and put my mouth in to his ear.  “I WANT TO SUCK YOUR COCK!” I shouted, since both of us were partially deaf. His smile got bigger and he took my hand and dragged me off the dance floor. I didn’t see Julie anywhere, but I didn’t care.  I was pulled to a back corner, pushed to the ground, and then Mr. Leatherpants unzipped the front of his trousers, and pulled out his thickening cock. He wasn’t wearing underwear.
 
   I devoured him.  I ravished him.  I swallowed him.  I ate him.  I did practically everything possible to his cock considering the time and tools I had on hand.  And he responded predictably.  In just a little over ten minutes of concerted sucking I had him gasping, one hand wrapped in my hair, skull fucking me in desperation.  I felt him jerk, his cock hardening and then loads of white cream shot into my mouth.  I choked until I got it under control, swallowing hard and fast, trying to take it all.  Finally he softened and I let a little trickle come out of my mouth. I wiped it away with the back of my hand.
 
   His eyes were glazed and I stood.  He blinked as I left him, totally flabbergasted that I’d just stand up and go right back out to the dance floor. In seconds I had picked guy number two.  And it was that easy.  I was heady, lost in the daze of smoke and power and sex and the taste of cum.  Guy number two was replaced by guy number three, who was replaced by guy number four and then guy number five.  I wasn’t picky either.  It was first cum, first serve and I made it clear that I didn’t care about weight, or size, or race.  And when I came up for air after number five, there was clearly a line, waiting for their chance with me.
 
   Except some cut.  Orange hair flashed and Julie moved to the front of the line, holding up a key.  “Up on the table, Bre,” she shouted at me, her words almost lost in the heat of the music.  I clambered up, the guy who’s dick had just been my mouth sitting there somewhat confused, if sated.  I spread my legs toward Julie, who unbuttoned my shorts, tugged them down off my ass, and then unlocked the cover of my chastity belt.
 
   Then… then my world exploded.  She started with the anal vibrator, turning it to maximum.  Then the vaginal probe roared to life, the first movement my desperate sex had felt in over twenty four hours.  Then, just to make sure that I’d be cumming in seconds, she turned the last motor to full, the little rubber coated bump that pressed against my clit.  Then she locked it all back up.
 
   I didn’t even make it off the table before I was screaming in release.  It felt so good. So amazing.  It was such a relief.  I had the taste of cum in my mouth and my nipples burned and ached and my body tensed and pulsed and popped like a shaken can of soda.  And after I screamed out in pleasure and was pulled to my feet, I couldn’t even stand.  I was held up, my halter top yanked from over my head, and passed around like a crack pipe.
 
   I felt hands roaming over me as I came out of the orgasm induced euphoria.  I struggled toward clarity and I realized that I was going to cum again.  The vibrations were still a current of force that swept me away and being multi-orgasmic as I am, I was in some guy’s arms as I shuddered violently, my hands between my thighs, crying out in what was clearly sexual bliss.
 
   When I came back to my sense, Julie was there.  Her eyes were bright and her lips were wet.  She leaned down.
 
   “WANT IT TO STOP?” she asked.
 
   I looked up at her.  “NO!” I shouted.
 
   “GOOD!  BUT WHEN YOU’RE TIRED OF CUMMING, JUST SUCK ANOTHER FIVE GUYS AND I’LL TURN THE VIBRATORS OFF AND YOU CAN FIND A GUY TO TAKE CARE OF THE LAST BIT.  WHERE’S YOUR SAP?” She asked.
 
   “IN THE CAR!” I shouted back, “IN MY BAG.”
 
   “I’LL GO GET IT!” she said in reply and then disappeared.  
 
   That’s when I realized that what she was doing was worse than punishment.  I looked around.  There was still lots of interest and despite the fact I had just finished orgasm number two and was clearly on my way back up the hill toward the pinnacle for climax number three, I grabbed hold of the nearest guy, grinned at him, then dragged him back to one of the booths.
 
   Admittedly, I’m not sure I did as good a job.  I was distracted, cumming again before he did.  The same went for number two (or seven, depending on how you’re counting.)  By guy number three my jaw and tongue were aching badly and my clit was starting to get over-sensitized.  That of course just made it hurt, which actually turned me on more.  I got through guy number three though and was midway through the fourth (or ninth) guy before I popped again, this time pulling back to grit my teeth through the irritation being applied to my clit.
 
   Guy five (or ten) let me work my magic and he popped before I had a fourth orgasm, cumming in my mouth and then yanking back to spray my bare breasts.  I lapped up the cream, licking and sucking my fingers hungrily, every inch of me playing the part I had been forced into.  I was a slut.  A nympho humiliation pain slut.  My pussy tightened around the vaginal probe and my hands came up, twisting the alligator clamps.  
 
   And then Julie was there, once again riding to my rescue.  She had my shorts in one hand, my halter top in the other, and then was on her knees, unlocking the chastity belt.  We were at the back of the place and there was a solid crowd around us, a clear space of about five or six feet wide, watching.  I saw cell phones taking pictures and ducked my head so my hair hung in front of my face.
 
   Julie pulled the chastity belt away from me, the sucking sound of its probes lost in the beat of the music.  The lights flashed, I groaned, and the crowd screamed as they saw what I’d had stuffed up inside me.  If only they’d known I’d been tormented with that thing for two days.  Julie patted my hip and pushed me back on the table. I laid down, stark naked, staring up at the lights.  They blinked and flashed and I felt hands on my knees, pushing my legs apart.  Julie pulled my leather sap out of her belt and held it up.  There was screaming and yelling and then that bare chested guy with the leather pants was there, dark eyes flashing, his latino coloring dark in the weird lighting of the club.  
 
   Someone started chanting and then the sap landed on my sex. I felt fluids splatter and I cried out in both ecstasy and agony as the pain blistered through me.  My bottom came up off the table and my right foot kicked out, only to be caught in a vice-like grip.  I was held apart as blow after blow landed between my legs.  Julie stood there, cheering and encouraging, nodding over and over.
 
   I lost it. Can you imagine? It was like all of my dreams coming true all at once. Over-stimulated, mind-blasted, desperate, in public, humiliated, and pussy whipped?  Is it any surprise that I had another orgasm, a mind-blowing one that sprayed my boytoy with my juices?  And when it was over Julie stood guard, pushing my shorts back up my legs, telling the rest of the folks to buzz off.
 
   I might as well have been drunk, or drugged.  All I remember is Julie and Mr. Leatherpants walking me back to Julie’s Car.  I remember being draped over the hood and then Mr. Leatherpants was driving his hard shaft into me, the crotch of my cut off Daisy Duke shorts shoved out of the way. I didn’t even respond.  I was too far gone.  To exhausted, to blasted to care.
 
   Julie drove me home, leaving my truck at her place, and even helped me into the house and up the stairs to my room.  It was around eleven o’clock and she tucked me naked into bed.
 
   “Stay,” I whispered, holding out my hand.  My bed is big enough.
 
   Julie smiled down at me, ran her fingers through my hair.  “Bre, I would.  But it wouldn’t be good for you.  You’ve got to sleep.  I should too. I’ve got to open the store tomorrow.”  She leaned down.  “And if I stayed, I’d want to spank those soft breasts of yours until you were crying,” she whispered.
 
   Then she kissed me on the forehead and headed for the door.  “I’ll see you tomorrow though.  I’ll pick you up after work.  Got to get your truck, right?” she said.
 
   I nodded, already half-asleep.
 
   She sighed. “And I’ll just spank the shit out of you then,” she whispered, not thinking I’d hear it.  
 
   But I did.
 
   And know what?
 
   I didn’t care.        
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   If you haven't taken care of your morning primping now would be a good time. Once that is taken care of get the chastity belt and put it on, stuffed front and rear and apply alligator clamps. Set the anal vibrator on medium with everything else off. Lock the belt. You are not allowed to unlock yourself from now on. You have until lunch time to get the keys for the belt into the hands of another person, that person cannot remain on the farm with the keys. If you’re off the farm you should be suitably attired; wife beater cut off below the breasts, daisy dukes with only the seam remaining in the crotch and a pair of flip flops. Slut casual. Each hour swap the vibrating nipple clamps, switched on, and alligator clamps (they may come off when you sleep).
 
    
 
   You are to remain in the chastity belt swapping the clamp for 23 hours. Repeat this entire 24 hour process for each orgasm over 78. [Aren’t you glad you only went over by one?]
 
    
 
   Secondly. Early in the week you found cumming a challenge, and got online to share your woes, but still managed to keep a reasonable pace. Later in the week though you seemed to have a much better time. The difference, to me, is you’re a nympho humiliation pain slut not a chronic masturbator. But if you'd like to be known as a chronic masturbator then I think you should advertise it. You suggested you could wear a sign the other day, but I think a henna tattoo “Chronic Masturbator” on your back that is visible when you’re in NHPS gear would be a better solution. So I'd like you to ask Kari for permission to advertise your predilection this way.
 
    
 
   Enjoy,
 
   Matt the creative monster 
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: seventyeightedges]Seventy-Eight Edges
 
   I sat on the hay bale out in the barn with my legs spread wide.  My boots stood on the ground beside me, leaving my bare feet propped up, my knees turned outward.  I was leaning back and if you’d been standing there opposite me, you would have seen the look of pure bliss on my face, my right hand working feverishly between my legs, my petals wet and slick and spread.  My shirt was bunched up, tugged toward my chin, exposing one breast, the nipple caught between the thumb and forefinger of my left hand and my chest heaved as I brought myself closer to orgasm.
 
   Metaphorically it was like climbing a hill; sometimes fast, sometimes slow, and laboriously moving to the top, frequently in pleasure, sometimes in pain.  Orgasm is like that you know.  And then, once you get to the summit, there is a cliff, a drop-off, a steep incline down.  It’s an edge.  And if you are lucky, you step off, or run off, or leap off into the abyss of orgasm, feeling everything at maximum intensity, falling down into sexual euphoria as waves of pleasure rock you.  It is a sublime moment, better than all the drugs in the world.  
 
   Perspiration beaded my brow.  It was warm inside, the back of summer not yet broken by fall’s approaching coolness.  Outside it was raining and cooler weather was expected later in the week, but then it was in the seventies already, and it wasn’t even seven o’clock yet.  Not that I was concerned.  The blue denim skirt I was wearing was pulled up around my waist and my panties were wrapped around one ankle, a tiny flit of a red lace that seemed even naughtier than usual when used as an anklet.
 
   I felt it.  The orgasm.  It was cumming. I was cumming. Or damn close to it.  And as I metaphorically approached the cliff, I began trying to stop, to hold myself back.  My feet skidded, the loose soil at the edge of the cliff crumbled.  I fell, sliding, my forward momentum too much to stop and it was only at the last second that I was able to grab hold of something and arrest my forward momentum, legs dangling in open air, shuddering.
 
   I took my hand away from clit and struggled.  It was so hard. I wanted to cum so bad.  It was my third edge of the morning and I was so desperate, so wanting that I almost did it.  But in the back of my head I knew the consequences were not good, so I held off.  I stopped myself.  Mind over matter.  Brain over pussy.  However you want to put it.
 
   I sucked in another breath, my body trembling as the sexual urgency of my desire slowly faded.  It’s a horrible thing, to be that close, and then be let down.  Unfortunately it happens to women a lot.  Especially during sex with guys.  We get all revved up, ready and wanting, and by the time our engine is warm and we’re well lubricated and getting close to popping, our piston is finished thumping and then he goes soft, leaving us in sexual limbo – hot, bothered, and unable to get to the finish line ourselves. At least not without looking acutely disappointed. 
 
   I rolled off the hay bale and stood up.  My head swam with endorphins and other chemicals released during the masturbation process, but the rush of adrenaline my body had been expecting never arrived and I suddenly felt tired, exhausted even.  Groaning I picked up the Husky dildo that was my toy of the day and slid it back up into my slit.  That movement, that penetration was almost enough to shove me back over to the edge I had just left.  I pushed my skirt back down to cover my nudity, then threaded my other foot back through my red thong before pulling it up over my ass. It held the Husky dildo in place, the feeling of being fully fucked not combining well with the burning desire I still felt.  I got my bra back over my breast, then pulled down my shirt.  Last came my boots and I jammed my bare feet into the footwear and went about my business.  It wasn’t good.
 
   But that was the point, wasn’t it?  Not good?   Two weeks ago I completed a special assignment that literally required me to complete seventy-eight orgasms, a goal I not only managed to accomplish, but was even able to go over by one.  That’s a shit-load of orgasms for one person to have in the space of six and a half days.  That’s an orgasm every two hours.  Or if you plan on sleeping, even less.  
 
   Now I was in the same boat, but going to a different destination, an infinitely worse destination because rather than getting satisfaction, I was being denied, and with each successive edge I knew that my will, my very inner strength would be tested far beyond endurance.  There were pros and cons of course.  When I had to orgasm, exhaustion and just general sensitivity played a role in preventing me from getting to my goal.  Now that same exhaustion and sensitivity would make it EASIER for me to orgasm.  
 
   With that in mind, Kari had added a few caveats to the assignment, which came from Sarah’s Dom.  Knowing that neither Sarah nor I could manage to not cum for six days, especially with that many edges, Kari said that not only would each of us loose the edge we were trying for, but also lose one we had already achieved.  
 
   And that sucked.  When you have to get to seventy eight, one step forward and two steps back isn’t the way to get there.  But for me, that wasn’t enough, and Kari knew it.  And so yesterday she asked me to stop by her office and pick up a little toy.  I went with a little trepidation, dressed in blue jean shorts, a tee shirt, and flip flops.  I hoped it would be a quick trip, one that wouldn’t require a demonstration.
 
   “Breanne!” Kari said, seeing me as I walked down the hall from her lobby to her office.  Her suite at work was immaculately decorated in a mix of modern and old world.  It was beautiful though, just like Kari herself, and she stood up and came around the black metal and glass desk in her office and immediately wrapped her arms around me.
 
   The kiss was sweet, but then she took me by the elbow and instead of going into her office, she led me down to the conference room.  I’d been screwed a number of times in that meeting room, and without a word of explanation she began taking off my clothes, unbuttoning my shorts and pushing them down to my ankles. My panties followed suit and then her fingers were slipping through my petals, finding the string to the ben wa balls, and tugging them free.  She placed them on the conference table, leaving a distinctive wet smear on the glass covered top.  Then she pushed me down into one of the chairs.
 
   “Now, I want you to masturbate, Breanne.  Get yourself as close to cumming as you can. I’ll be right back.”  Then Kari left me to my own devices as I reached down between my legs and began rubbing.  She wasn’t gone long either, just half a minute and I wasn’t even close when she came back in with it clutched in her hand.  It was black, and a little over five inches long and she set it down on the table as she pulled out a chair opposite me.  She sat down, her eyes locked on the folds of my open sex.
 
   “Put your feet up,” Kari told me next.  I scooted the chair back slightly and put my bare feet up on the table after pulling my toes from my flip flops.  My knees opened and I looked disgustingly lewd.  Evidently Kari didn’t mind either because she leaned forward, watching as my fingers rubbed away.
 
   Then she put her hand between my legs, reaching underneath my left leg and began teasing me herself.  It felt amazing and despite the fact that her new toy was sitting there on the table, a threatening presence that scared me, I loved what she was doing.  Her fingers tweaked and tugged, pinched and pulled, and in short order my hips were bucking and I was clearly losing the battle.  I moaned, my free hand going up to my breasts, and as my eyes closed with pleasure Kari acted.
 
   I never saw it coming.  Never heard it.  I should have known too, but I was too lost in the approaching orgasm.  The only warning I had was when she removed her fingers.  I felt the cool points of the metal contacts; then excruciating agony.
 
   My arousal was gone in a heartbeat and I screamed, yanked my legs down from the table and had pushed the chair away from Kari all in an instant.  She sat there, grinning wickedly, holding up the tazer with a maniacal grin as I looked at her in horror.
 
   “OWWW! FUCK!” I shouted, a mixture of agony and fury flooding through my veins.
 
   She shrugged. “You have asked for this before,” she reminded me.  
 
   I put my hands down between my legs, gingerly touching the spot that still seemed to burn with a fierce ache.  “God damn it, Kari!  That fucking hurt!” I protested.
 
   “Good.  Then it will be sufficient motivation to keep you from going over the edge,” she said cuttingly.
 
   I bit my lip.  Damn right it was good motivation.  I’ve decided I DON’T want to be shocked while cumming if that’s what it feels like.  She stood up, set the taser down on the table and smiled at me.  
 
   “I hope you appreciate what I’m doing for you,” she said quietly, then left the room.
 
   I escaped a few moments later, a definite ache in my crotch from where she zapped me.  The taser was tucked in my purse and I resolved not to have to use it.
 
   The rest of the day I prepped myself as best I could. I masturbated like crazy, as much as I could handle, rivaling the one orgasm per hour and a half requirement of the previous assignment.  You would have been proud of me!  Very, very proud.  See, the idea was to soak myself in otgasm so I wouldn't be so on edge. I went to bed sated, my brain swimming in oxytocin and dopamine, and adrenaline and feeling really, really good.  The ben wa balls I’d worn all day stayed in, quiet and just barely keeping me wet.
 
   Tuesday morning dawned bright and clear and the toy of the day was my Husky dildo.  I spent a few minutes masturbating, moving my naked body right up to the edge of the cliff and then stopping.  And you know what happened next.  That’s right.  Morning chores.  The hay bale.  Walking around in a denim skirt, red thong, and a nine inch piece of rubber shoved up inside me.
 
   And yes, that set the tone for the day.
 
   I masturbated in my room.  I masturbated in the bathroom.  I masturbated in my truck.  I masturbated out in the fields.  I went to the grocery store and masturbated in the bathroom there. I masturbated on the side of the road.  I spent the day sliding that damn Husky dildo in and out so many times I’m lucky I didn’t start a fire.
 
   Well, at least a real fire, because it DID start a fire, in me, each time.  Most of my edges were full blown, pedal to the metal, force-laden rushes to the cliff, with me skidding and scrambling and desperately trying to arrest my forward motion.  I managed it each time, getting closer to falling, to cumming, and to needing clothespins on my clit and the tazer which I kept in my purse.  I was scared to death I’d need the taser and Kari was right.  It WAS sufficient motivation.
 
   When I finally crawled into bed, my clit was tingling fiercely and I was trembling from the stress of my nineteenth edge.  Tired, cranky, and desperate, I rolled over, jammed a pillow between my legs, and tried to think non-sexual thoughts.  It didn’t work either.  I merely humped the pillow.  Finally I fell asleep, dreaming of orgasm.
 
   And so, here I am this morning.  I’ve already edged three times, turning the vibroballs I’m wearing up to low, gently caressing myself until I’m trembling and wanting.  I keep an eye on the tazer, knowing that the last thing I want is to cum, not with that as the repercussions for orgasm.  
 
   But I can tell you one thing.  As desperate as I am NOW, I’m wondering if there comes a time when I look down at that damn thing and think, “maybe it’s worth it.”
 
   Nah.
 
    
 
    
 
   Seventy-Eight Edges – Wednesday
 
   Wednesday wasn’t any easier than Tuesday, and after I posted my little blurb on the blog it wasn’t long before one of my online Doms emailed me.  It was Master Mark, a lover not of the more sadistic and masochistic adventures I have, but of the more humiliating kind, and the moment his email flashed up on my screen I felt as if I were on an elevator that had just taken a quick drop.  My mouth fell open and I literally thought I was going to be sick.  I shuddered violently for a second, trying to imagine how horrible his little assignment would be.  
 
   After lunch and four more near misses with a truck called “orgasm,” I climbed into my own truck (which I call “Bre’s Truck”) and headed out.  I felt strung out, tense and needy and the fact that the vibroballs were still inside my depths, still rolling around, despite being off, was just enough to keep me on edge – though not the edge we’ve been talking about.  I was already wearing a skirt and a quick stop at the side of the road gave me the opportunity to change out the tee shirt I had on.  This was replaced with another halter top, one that covered me completely, but was tight enough to have been painted on and you could easily see the bump of both my piercing, the small padlock, and of course the tips of both breasts.  To make matters worse, the halter was white, making it somewhat see-through, and there was a giant red cross in the center, resembling the international symbol for first aid.  Underneath it, in bold, large letters was the phrase “Orgasm Donor.”  
 
   That doesn’t leave a lot of room for misunderstandings.
 
   My boots and socks were replaced with my fuck me heels, a pair of crystal clear, plastic, uncomfortable high heels appropriate only for a stripper, a whore, or a nympho humiliation pain slut who was about to spend four hours at the local mall.  
 
   And that was NOT my choice. I had no desire to go to the local mall.  First of all, I knew Julie was working.  And that meant stopping by, which of course would mean enduring her usual “hello.”  Then there was David, who liked when I came to the mall, but also had a habit of physically mistreating me.  Add in the fact that I hadn’t yet officially confirmed on whether or not I was going to New York with him, and you can understand why I was understandably concerned that there wasn’t any room to negotiate.  
 
   And dealing with David and Julie weren’t even part of the assignment!
 
   I pulled up in front of my usual favorite store, the outdoor retailer that sells everything from duck calls to motorboats.  I hadn’t been in the place for a long time and while I was glad to see that the greeter wasn’t someone I recognized, much less fucked at some point, he did give me a long, hard look.  I’m sure it was because my skirt was so fashionable, and not the fact that every other part of my attire screamed “SLUT! FUCK ME!”  
 
   And that was the crux of what I was doing there at the mall in the first place.  I took a deep breath, mentally rehearsing in my mind what Master Mark had ordered me to say.  My stomach tightened and I felt the traditional butterflies inside me.  My sex tightened up around the vibroballs and for a second, I contemplated turning the damn vibrating balls up, just to help me along, but I knew in an instant that idea was the dumbest one I’ve ever had.  I’d be cumming so quick that I wouldn’t even know what happened, much less stop it in time.
 
   And cumming meant not only having a clothespin clamped to my clit for the rest of the day, but using the Taser, which was in my purse, to stop any more orgasms from happening.  Trust me, the last thing I wanted done to me was to have those two metal prongs touching my labia, or to either side of my clit, and pulling the trigger.  I’ve never had a hot iron pressed to my sex, but I can’t imagine it hurting less, at least not initially.
 
   I hadn’t even made it through the sports store when I saw a young man stocking shelves.  He was handsome, rugged, and had definitely turned to stare at me as I walked by.  I knew it was time.  So I turned, walked straight up to him, my breasts tight against the red cross, and I smiled at him.  His grin widened and I leaned toward him conspiratorially.
 
   “Do you eat pussy?” I asked softly, not wanting anyone else to hear.
 
   He blinked, shocked.  “What?” he asked stupidly.
 
   “Do you eat pussy?” I asked again, my beaming grin warping into a seductive smirk.  It was a façade.  I was scared to death at doing this, my nerves misfiring up and down my body.  The worst was between my legs. I didn’t know if I should run, or throw the guy down and fuck his brains out.
 
   “Uh…” he said intelligently, still trying to come to grips with a good-looking red-head woman, who was marginally older than him (but only by a few years) wearing clothes only fit for a hooker, asking if he liked eating pussy.
 
   I sighed and turned away.  Sometimes men are like that.  Nothing against you guys, but some of you just aren’t equipped properly upstairs to be useful.  I made it four steps before he grabbed my arm.
 
   “Yeah.  Yeah, I eat pussy,” he assured me.
 
   I lifted one eyebrow.  “Show me,” I whispered to him.
 
   Again, his brain short circuited.  “Here? Now?” 
 
   I shook my head. “Changing room.  And yes, now.”  I pulled my arm loose and walked away, making it clear where I was heading.  I’ve had LOTS of sex in that changing room and it didn’t take long for the young man to follow me there. I left the door unlocked and when he slipped in, I was already seated on the bench, my skirt rolled up around my waist.  His eyes found my slick slit and he hesitated for a moment when he saw the purple colored wire coming out from between the petals and up to my scrunched up skirt.
 
   “It’s my vibroballs,” I said quickly, with a grin.  He nodded and without a word dropped to his knees and put his face in between my legs.
 
   This may sound odd, but I don’t get a lot of oral sex, not on the receiving end at least.  Sure, I suck a bunch of cock each month, hell sometimes a few in a day, but rarely am I the one getting licked.  And if I am the one, it’s most likely Becca, possibly Julie or Kari, and it’s rare that I’ve got a guy who wants to “go down on me.”
 
   It’s not that they probably wouldn’t be willing.  I think most of them would be, at least to an extent.  The issue is that I’m normally cast in the role of willing, masochistic submissive, and me getting cunnlingus is not exactly very… uh… dominant, is it?  Think about it, guys. The last time she was on her knees, giving you a blowjob, did you offer to return the favor?  I don’t think so.
 
   So the fact that I don’t get licked down there often, especially by a guy I don’t even know, was pretty intense.  Add to the mix that I hadn’t had an orgasm in over twenty four hours, and had spent a good portion of that time in stirring the pot and making myself simmer, and you can see how BAD this situation was.
 
   But wait. It got worse. 
 
   He did a good job and was clearly experienced enough to know to focus on my clit.  Normally, it takes me a good four or five minutes to get to the finish line, the top of the mountain, the climax, the cliff itself and to jump into the bliss of sexual euphoria.  This time I was there in less than two minutes and as I felt the waves of exquisite and absolute pleasure I reached down, gritting my teeth, keening and whimpering as every fiber of my being said “OH GOD FUCK YES!” and I pushed him away.
 
   He was understandably surprised because it was obvious that I hadn’t cum.  His lips were coated with my juices and I shook my head, my chest heaving as I struggled to master the animal instincts running through me. I wanted to take him.  I wanted to ride him.  I wanted him to grab me and force me and hurt me.  
 
   “What’s wrong?” he blurted.  
 
   “I,” said, gasping for air. “I’m not… allowed… to cum.”  
 
   His surprise was evident. “What?  Says who?”
 
   I waved my hand, still struggling.  Slowly the urgency in my blood seeped out to wherever that stuff goes and I whimpered as I put my head back against the wall.
 
   “What the shit?” he asked. 
 
   Finally I gave him this stupid smile, half my brain fried.  “Thank you,” I said, then pushed my skirt downward.
 
   “What?” he asked again.  I stood up and gave him a peck on the cheek.  
 
   “That was wonderful.  Thanks,” I said again and reached out for the door.
 
   “Wait a moment.  You’re just going to leave?” he demanded, grabbing my elbow.  His fingers grazed my breast.
 
   I turned and looked at him. “Did you want something?” I asked curiously, just as I was ordered too by Master Mark.  To be honest, I knew what was coming and how much trouble it would be.  Master Mark’s orders were specific and very, very bad.
 
   “Well I think turn about is fair play,” he demanded.  I looked down at his trousers.  He was stiff.
 
   I shook my head. “I’m not allowed to suck on you, but if you want, you can fuck me. I’m just not allowed to cum.”
 
   And that was the crux.  In seconds I was back on the bench, my skirt around my waist, a condom pulled from my purse and in place over his cock.  Then I was being pounded, legs held up at the knees, moaning, or at least moaning quietly, suffering more from that fucking than I had getting licked.  Do you have any idea what it’s like to actually get SCREWED when you’re only allowed to edge?  Do you know how it feels to be so desperate you’d screw a telephone post, only to get real cock slipping in and out of you?
 
   Fortunately he came quickly, which is good, because I was about to push him out and away too.  He fell back against the wall even as I twisted, my legs coming together, knees knocking sharply as I struggled not to cum.  Finally I got to a plateau and managed to get myself under control.  With one of us satisfied and one of us about to go absolutely banana fucking nuts crazy, we straightened our clothes and left the changing station one at a time.  He wanted to meet with me back in the aisle, but I went the other direction when he wasn’t looking.  I didn’t want him to know that he was number one.
 
   And that I had nine more to do.
 
   I left the store with my thighs soaked, my panties wet, and my pussy leaking enough juice to make the floor slippery.   As expected, I immediately drew attention, the combination of high heels, skirt, and “Orgasm Donor” halter top each contributing their share.  Humiliated and feeling dirty, I hurried down the main corridor of the mall toward Julie’s store.
 
   I didn’t make it though. I spotted another guy who seemed perfect to ask my question.  It made him bug-eyed, but he answered affirmatively and a few moments later I was pulling him into another clothing store and sneaking him into the changing room at the back.  I went through the same moments of disbelief and grinning amusement as he tried to wrap his mind around the vibroballs wire and his tongue around my clit.  
 
   It was horrible.  He did a good job, and with about a minute’s worth of licking I was hyperventilating. I pushed him away, my hands clutching my breasts, squeezing for all they were worth, while I struggled not to cum.  It surprised him, me being on edge, and then not going off the cliff and he looked at me with a weird expression.
 
   Calming down a little bit, I tried to weasel my way out of reciprocating, and since Master Mark had deliberately denied me the ability to suck cock, I came up with another option – one Mark never anticipated.
 
   “Fuck my ass?” I begged him.  “Slip it once into my pussy to get it wet, then fuck my ass.”
 
   You probably know that I’m not a fan of anal sex, but honestly, it was the best I could come up with.  My paramour handled the request with a silly grin and the quick exposure of his swollen cock.  I turned around, my knees on the floor and my elbows on the bench and despite the lack of maneuvering room, he managed to get up behind me.  I helped him slide into my pussy once and almost lost it again.  Then I wiggled and he managed to get himself pointed in the right direction.
 
   It didn’t hurt.  I’ve had enough things up my ass that I’m pretty wide down there.  Even accepting you might say.  Any girl who spends days at a time with anal plugs shoved up in there, and routinely oils and lubes her back door so that the hinges don’t squeak is someone accustomed to receiving deliveries at the rear entrance.  My partner on the other hand clearly had little experience fucking ass, because he loved it and popped so quick that I was actually surprised he was done.  
 
   And you know what?  It still turned me on.  God fucking damn it.  It turned me on.  I didn’t cum of course, but it was still adding to the tension, the stress, the pressure that was just building and building behind that dam.  
 
   Damn.
 
   Forty minutes later before I stumbled into Julie’s jewelry store, going out of my mind in sexual need.  
 
   “You look worse for wear,” she told me, one eyebrow going up.
 
   I gave her a wild-eyed look. “I’m so horny right now I’d fuck a cactus,” I said, neither of us sure if I was joking.
 
   She didn’t even blink. “I’d pay money to see you do it.”  Then she jerked her head toward the back room.  I immediately went to the small door at the back of the store, stepped in and lifted my halter top up to my chin.
 
   Julie didn’t waste any time.  In short order four sharp slaps of her hands stung my breasts, back and forth and I think she would have delivered more if she hadn’t seen a new customer come in through the tiny window of the back door.  For my part, it was just another little bit of sexualized torment that left me a little numb with need.  She left me on my own and I covered up quickly and with a small smile to her, went back into the mall.
 
   When Master Mark had given me the assignment, I was understandably concerned.  Getting ten people, all at the mall, to give me oral sex, asking complete strangers “do you eat pussy?” as a greeting was so humiliating I almost refused to do it.  I think we also both anticipated me getting a bunch of “no way” responses.  My inexperience at getting cunnlingus and evidently Mark’s lack of expectation required more. 
 
   But I had no trouble.  When a pretty redhead dressed as a slut walks up to a guy and asks, “do you eat pussy?” the standard response is “fuck yes!”  I’m not stupid.  I know if I’d been dressed differently, or had different physical characteristics, the answers wouldn’t have been so positive.  But I had no difficulty getting a line of men willing to get on their knees and have a bite at the snack bar.  And since I willingly offered my ass for a fucking afterward, you can understand how four hours later I was exhausted and still two licks short of my ten person goal.  Part of that was time.  Part of that was cowardice.  And part of that was because Mark had specified that two of my oral sex partners had to be women.
 
   Women I didn’t know.
 
   And that’s where all this breaks down.  Don’t get me wrong.  I’m bi-sexual. I love having sex with women. It’s a totally different experience.  It’s less… robust, though I’m not really sure that’s a good way to describe it.  Making love to a women is soft.  It’s sensitive.  It’s… well… I’m not sure I can even explain it without offending someone.  Rest assured, those of us who dip their toes into both bodies of water know what I’m talking about.  Making love to a man is like white water rapids with a pretty intense waterfall at the other end.  Making love to a woman is like paddling a canoe on a lake, smooth as glass, on a cool morning, with mist in the air and birdsong nearby.  The difference is the experience.  Both are fun, desirable, and wonderful.
 
   Of course there is another difference. If you go up to ten different men and ask “would you like to fuck me stupid?” Nine of them will say yes.  If you go up to ten different women and ask “would you please make love to me?” You’ll be lucky to get one say yes in a ten person sample.
 
   It’s just that lesbianism and bi-sexualism is not all that common.  Really.  Sure, in the younger generation it’s getting more acceptance, but the reality is that most women prefer cock.  I know Penthouse and Playboy have been working on that perception for four or five decades, posing women in provocative sexual positions with each other, desensitizing men to the idea of lesbian sex, and in turn changing the cultural expectations of women, but still… especially down here in socially conservative Texas, most women take that white water rapids.  They just don’t KNOW that beautiful lake is even THERE.
 
   So I DREADED asking women.  
 
   And then there was David.  His order that anytime I was at the mall I had to call him or drop by was still hanging over my head like the sword of Damocles.  I still owed him an answer on the trip to New York and he was also probably going to be pissed I’d lied to him the previous week about “not being allowed to cum” and getting like four orgasms out of him in the process.
 
   Yeah.  Wasn’t looking forward to THAT meeting.
 
   The first girl I approached was just barely twenty, beautiful, thin and sexy, and when our eyes met while we were walking, I saw interest there rather than revulsion.  I stopped dead in my tracks and smiled at her.  She returned it, but kept walking. I followed for a few steps then caught up with her.
 
   “Hi,” I said, touching her lightly on the arm.  She was blond with a broad face, gorgeous smile, and these huge blue eyes.  She wore a red dress that reached down almost to her knees and clung to her body.  I also knew she was wearing a thong under there because you couldn’t see her panty line.  Very nice.
 
   She was surprised. “Um, hi?” she asked, clearly wondering why I’d stopped her.  Now for the hard part.  I adopted a shy, embarrassed attitude, which actually wasn’t faked, and bit my lip.  I didn’t want to ask the question. I didn’t.
 
   “Hi.  I’m uh… Breanne.  I was wondering if… um… if you… um…” I stammered. I couldn’t even get it out.  It was too crude! “If you eat pussy?”
 
   Her eyes widened in surprise and then a flash of anger spilled across her face.  Her brow narrowed and in seconds she had whirled and stormed away, the disgust evident.  I felt even smaller than I had a few moments before.  Worse, a number of people were looking at me.  I flushed scarlet and fled.
 
   I tried again about five or six minutes later.  This time it was a girl that moved in the same vein as Julie, all punk gothic rocker and I caught her coming out of Hot Topic.  She was tall, and a little bit of an Amazon.  She wasn’t fat, though some might consider her a little thick bodied, but she was just a big girl.  And cute.  Very, very cute.  She had dyed black hair, heavy makeup, and purple eye shadow.  At the time I put her around nineteen, though I found out later she was a year younger and going to community college.  She looked at me hard and even smiled when our eyes met.  I quickly approached, my face the color of the cross on my shirt, I asked her if she ate pussy.
 
   “Only if you do sweetie,” she replied with a grin.
 
   And so a few moments later we were in another changing room.  She insisted I do her first and because Master Mark had wisely allowed me to use my tongue on women, if not men, I eagerly got down on my knees and tongued her clit into swollen happiness.  She was mostly shaved, leaving just a thin line leading down to the top of her slit.  It was a decent fuck, trust me.  
 
   Then we switched places.  It didn’t take her long and she was… frustrated… when I pushed her away, taking offense.  I had to assure her that it was because I was doing a sex dare, rather than I not liking her.  That idea intrigued her and she wanted to know all about it.
 
   Her name was Diana and we ended up walking the mall together.  I explained I was a nympho humiliation pain slut, about the assignments, everything.  She loved it.  She asked pointed questions.  Turns out she was into BDSM too.  She even pulled out her smart phone and checked out the website.
 
   As we walked through the mall, she helped point out prospective women for me to ask.  Her standards however went more to the physical, rather than the practical, and I had to explain, repeatedly, why certain women were not on the target list.  There are a whole host of non-verbal clues that tell me when a woman might be at least receptive to getting asked to have sex with me.  And even then, sometimes I’m wrong.  But Diana would have had me just asking practically anyone.
 
   I cringed when we passed Julie’s store because her eyes widened and she snapped her finger at me.  I bit my lip and then stopped.  Diana halted, surprised that I’d frozen, and her eyes went up to Julie.
 
   “Found a friend?” Julie asked.
 
   I blushed.  “Julie, this is Diana.”
 
   The two women studied each other for a second, then Julie grinned.  “Have you sampled her yet?” she asked Diana.
 
   “Tastes like strawberries,” Diana replied with a smirk.
 
   Julie laughed. “Wanna see how I say hello to her?” 
 
   The inquisitive look on Diana’s face was more than enough and with a sigh of exasperation I just headed straight for the back room.  Diana followed, a curious look on her face, but her eyes brightened the moment the three of us squeezed into the small storage room at the back of the store and I pulled up my halter top.
 
   I’d only gotten four spanks before, but this time Julie let loose.  She spanked my breasts back and forth hard, obviously playing to the crowd.  In short order I was letting out little whimpers and moans and gritting my teeth as my boobs flopped around after each impact.  Finally, with my chest as red as my face, Julie stopped, looked at Diana, and asked if she wanted to say hello to me too.
 
   Diana blushed, but then turned to Julie.  “Would you mind saying hello to me?” Diana asked timidly.
 
   I blinked.
 
   Julie paused for half a second, then nodded.  “Shirt up bitch.”
 
   Diana hauled her black tee shirt up exposing two of the most marvelous breast I’ve ever seen.  They were easily D sized, firm and huge.  And pierced.  Bar bells were on clear display.  I’d pay money to see her play with those breasts and a bottle of oil.  My GOD!  Even Julie was impressed, since her first move wasn’t to hit Diana’s bosom, but to caress it.
 
   Honestly, I also think Julie has a breast fetish.  She doesn’t have breasts of her own and doesn’t need a bra.  She’s got these two little pierced bumps and that’s it.   Her hand came out and gently squeezed Diana for a moment.
 
   Then Julie hit her.
 
   The breast spanking was at least as hard as the one I got, but it looked worse since there was a lot more of Diana than there was of Julie.  It was like watch one of those massive pendulums and Diana was forced to lean forward actually, which made it even more impressive.  Her massive breasts swung and Julie looked like a boxer hitting a speed bag.
 
   Even as hard as Julie hit Diana, her breasts only took on a mild coloring.  Her face was redder.  I’m not sure if she was just sturdier than I am or what, but by the time Diana was actually grimacing I’m betting Julie’s hand hurt.  Hell, I hurt just WATCHING.  In the end, a customer coming into the store stopped the breast spanking and it looked to me Diana was just getting into it.  Julie left us to go take care of things and I looked at Diana.
 
   “You okay?” I asked suspiciously.
 
   Diana was clearly on edge.  “I’m so horny right now,” she whispered, cradling her breasts.  I blinked and then my eyes narrowed.
 
   “Horny enough to fuck a cactus?” I asked.
 
   “What?” she said, her eyebrow going up.
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Never mind.  Running gag.”
 
   She looked at me seriously. “Are you and Julie… uh…” she paused.
 
   Now MY eyebrow went up.  “No.  We’re just friends,” I said.  “Friends with some unusual benefits,” I added.
 
   Diana laughed.  “I’ll bet.”  Her coloring was starting to return to normal but she still hadn’t put her breasts away.  I shifted uncomfortably for a moment.  
 
   “Well, I’ve got to go find another girl to play with,” I said brightly.  “I’ll uh… leave you to it, huh?”
 
   Diana blinked at me, pulled out of her daze.  “What? Oh!  Right.  Do you… uh… want me to come with you?” she asked.  I could tell from her tone what she’d prefer.  I waved my hand.
 
   “Nah.  I’m good.  You look like you need to talk to Julie some.  I’ll catch you round,” and since I was fully dressed, even if it was slut clothing, I strolled out of the backroom and headed for the main door.  Julie saw me, her eyebrow going up, noticing that Diana wasn’t with me, but I just waved and winked.  
 
   I was tired.  Very tired, and I think I’d walked like four miles around the damn mile, in high heel shoes, so you can imagine that I sat down a lot.  I was even approached by two guys who asked if they could “donate” orgasms too me.  I laughed, but told them I was looking for a girl.  The disappointment on their faces… but seriously.  There was no way I could withstand getting their tongues on me, only to get fucked up the ass AGAIN.  And I’d do it too. I’d feel bad about leaving them hanging if I didn’t screw them.  
 
   And me?  I looked around for a cactus.  
 
   I tried two more girls, both of whom gave me looks that seemed interested, but neither responded well to being asked if they ate pussy.  Finally in frustration, I pulled out my cell phone and called David.
 
   “Where are you?” he demanded before I could even open my mouth.  I looked around and told him what stores I was standing nearby.  
 
   “How are you dressed?”
 
   I let out a frustrated grunt. “Like a nympho humiliation pain slut who hasn’t had an orgasm in two days.”
 
   “And security hasn’t kicked you out?” he asked with a chuckle.
 
   I frowned. “I’m indecent.  Not naked.”
 
   “For you there isn’t that much difference.”
 
   I shifted.  Well… the halter top wasn’t exactly see through; the red parts at least.  “Do you want me to come to your office?” I asked.
 
   “Are you coming with me to New York?” he queried.
 
   I shifted uncomfortably.  It’s not that I didn’t want to go, it’s that I’d be away six days and that meant paying Jake to take over and that meant a hundred bucks a day.  
 
   “I would, but the cost of replacing me on the farm is somewhat prohibitive,” I explained.
 
   “How much?” he asked.
 
   “Six hundred.  Jake’s expensive, but really good.”
 
   There was only a half second pause.  “I’ll give you the money.  Come with me.”
 
   I paused again.  This was a big step. I’ve never been to New York.
 
   “Breanne?”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   I took a deep breath. “Yes already. Buy the ticket.  Write me a check. Whatever.”
 
   “Great.  Wait there. I’ll be by in a minute.”
 
   And so I stood there cooling my heels, glad that the vibroballs weren’t on and buzzing inside me.  David arrived about five minutes later grinning like a Cheshire cat.  
 
   “You look ravishing today,” he said politely and then motioned me forward.  I sort of let him guide me where he wanted to go and had my suspicions.  
 
   “Thank you.  I’m kind of curious as to my role in New York.”
 
   He nodded. “Well, I’ll be working four of the days, so you’ll be on your own after breakfast and till dinner.  We won’t be able to meet for lunch, but I can skip out on dinners, or I’ll bring you along.  I’ll provide assignments during your stay.”
 
   I nodded. “And what do I need to bring?”
 
   He glanced down at me. “Well, that outfit for one.  But you’ll also need two or three dresses that are elegant but as slutty as possible, and for chuckles, bring a pair of boots, a denim skirt like the one you’re wearing, and a cowgirl hat.”
 
   “Duster too?” I inquired as he led me to a glass door that was dark.  It was an empty space and he opened it with a key.
 
   “Sure. It will probably be cold up there.”
 
   We entered into the dark and empty shop and David locked the door behind us.  I recognized the place. I’d been fucked and brutally spanked here once.
 
   “Now, I understand you’re only edging now.  No actual orgasms?” he said.
 
   I nodded and shifted my weight uncomfortably. “Yes.  And about that last time…”
 
   “Where you lied to me and told me you weren’t ALLOWED to have orgasms?” he asked with a smile.  A dangerous smile.
 
   I nodded and took a half-step back. “You have to understand, I was just a little concerned you might… well…”
 
   “Keep you from cumming?  Make you break the rules?”
 
   “Yeah,” I said softly.
 
   His fingers went to his belt.  “Take off every stitch of clothing you have on,” he ordered, his voice getting darker.  It frightened me.
 
   So I did exactly what he told me to.  I peeled the halter top off.  I pushed the denim skirt to the ground.  And that was that.  Every stitch. I knew he wanted me to keep my shoes on.  It’s actually kind of frightening how quickly you can strip when you’re only wearing two articles of clothing.  
 
   David grinned.  “Where do you want it first?  Tits or ass?”
 
   The color drained from my face.  I swallowed.  I was still a tad bit sore from Julie’s breast slapping.  So I turned around, bent over, and grabbed my ankles.  I closed my eyes as David moved up behind me.  Then there was a swish and his doubled belt struck my buttocks. Hard.
 
   I didn’t cry out, but only because I’m well trained. Instead I blinked the first tears out of my eyes, swallowed hard and said, “One.  Thank you, sir. Can I please have another?”
 
   “Certainly,” he said in reply, as if I’d just ordered a donut.  Then he hit me again.
 
   “Two,” I said with much more difficulty. “Thank you, Sir.  Can I please have another?”
 
   The belt struck again.  “Three,” I gasped. “T-t-thank you, sir. C-c-can I p-p-please have another?”
 
   And so on and so forth.  All in all I got twenty whacks across my ass and despite the darkness I could literally see the redness in one of the mirrors that lined the opposite wall.  I wasn’t sobbing, but only because I’m used to having my butt used as a drum.  David ran his hand over the super-heated flesh and felt the ridges he’d left from the edge of his belt.
 
   “Now for your tits,” he said, his tone satisfied.
 
   I turned around and put my hands behind my head, interlocking the fingers.  I went up on the balls of my feet, unconsciously adopting a pose that I thought would make him want to fuck me, instead of hitting me.  But who was I kidding. Everyone practically wants to hit me instead of fuck me.  Or both. Usually both.  
 
   Getting belted across the chest hurt worse than getting twenty strokes across my ass.  It stung like the dickens and I hissed and cried out, whimpering in the darkness.  A couple of times I broke my pose, the pain harsh enough that I couldn’t keep from crossing my arms across myself, shaking as the pain and heat burned through me.  And I counted too, so you should be proud of me.  And I begged for another.  And another.  And another until my tits were so sore and hot that you could have fried an egg in my cleavage.
 
   Again at twenty David stopped, letting me catch my breast and wrap my arms around myself in a comforting hug that did little to actually stop the burning ache in my bosom.  He watched me, then took my elbow and led me around to the other side of the one built-in piece of furniture in the room; a cash register counter.  
 
   “Get up on it.  Lie on your back,” he told me.
 
   I struggled to get up, but between my stupid shoes and the fact that both my breasts and butt felt like I’d been dragged a mile on cement, made it difficult.  He finally put down the belt, helped me up, and then pushed my knees apart.  He picked up the leather strap, held it down near the flexible end, seven or so inches away from the tip, and held it up above my clit.
 
   “Now be a good girl and count,” he said.
 
   I blinked.  This was… not good. I was too horny.  My clit was sensitive from being licked and rubbed multiple times. I was on edge.  Literally on edge.  Where was the cactus?  My thighs rippled and I felt the new urgency.  
 
   “Please… David… if you do this, I’ll cum!”
 
   He smiled, his eyes flashing.  “Just tell me when you’re about to cum.”
 
   “You’ll stop?”
 
   He shook his head.  “Hell no.  But you’ll just get ten more strokes, as fast and as hard as I can deliver them.  If you cum, it’s your fault, not mine.
 
   Mentally I braced myself.  All I needed to do was let him know I was going to cum early, like REALLY early, so that the last ten strokes wouldn’t send me over the edge.  It meant thinking clearly.  Timing it.  At least I was already close.  It wouldn’t take long.  And besides, the idea of getting whacked between the…
 
   SNAP!
 
   “OWWWW!” I yelled, my knees coming up and slamming together.
 
   David glared at me.
 
   “That fucking hurt!” I said.
 
   His eyes narrowed. “And you’re a fucking pain slut. So open your fucking legs, keep your mouth shut, and count.”
 
   My bottom lip trembled. “One.”  There was no way I was going to ask for another.
 
   He hit me again.  It wasn’t quite as hard, but it still stung like the dickens.
 
   “Two,” I said, my chest shuddering, making my words stutter.
 
   A third stroke burned my clit and labia and it was everything I could do to keep from closing my legs.  “Three,” I whispered, trying to be quiet.
 
   Each successive stroke was slow and wet, my pussy ripening instantly.  My back arched, my heels thudded against the wood, and I wished I was tied down.  David had to literally wait after each stroke while I regained control of my body, suppressing instinct and reflex.  By the time we got to ten, I could feel it, the pressure.  The need.  The overwhelming desire.  I tried to think, to analyze.  Was I close?  I could sense the cliff up ahead.  I wanted it. I needed it.  And then I realized as the next stroke landed that I was moving toward it, much faster than I anticipated.  I gasped out the count and then another landed and that’s when I understood the trouble I was in.
 
   “David!” I hissed through clenched teeth. “I’m close! Please!”
 
   His arm shot out and pressed hard against my left knee as his body came down on my right leg.  His hand swung and the end of his belt began a rapid fire staccato of blows upon my clit. It was like having a blowtorch directed at me.  There was burning heat, a sharp sting, and a surge of adrenaline and pleasure that washed through me like a freight train.  I didn’t count. I couldn’t.  There was no fucking way.  The strokes fell and fell and fell and then my hands lashed out, covering my sex.  In a flash he moved them, holding me down and open and I let out a cry I’m betting people walking by heard.
 
   Because I was cumming.
 
   I was cumming so hard that juice splattered the wall and carpet.  I came so hard that I felt it from my tightly curled toes to the whitened knuckles of my clenched fists.  I felt it in my guts, and in my ass, and in my breasts, and in my throat.  I came like God Almighty with a fucking fireball out of the sky, destroying Gomorrah.  And as I floated down through the free fall of sexual euphoria, David hit me just one more time, between the legs with his belt.
 
   “You fucker,” I gasped when my brain started working.
 
   David laughed, stepping back.  I rolled off the cash register counter and tried to stand, but my legs weren’t working right.  I fell to the floor in a puddle of my own sauce.  He held out a hand and I took it.
 
   “Do you have any idea what you’ve done?” I asked him tiredly.
 
   “Yes.  I know exactly what I’ve done.  Paid you back for your dishonesty last week,” he replied. “I suppose you have the clothespin with you?”
 
   I glared at him. “Fuck the clothespin! Who cares about the damn clothespin!  It’s the tazer that scares me!”
 
   He grinned. “Do you have it with you?”
 
   My eyes widened in alarm and my voice came out in a whisper.  “Yes,” I said.
 
   His eyes went to my purse and it was everything I could do to stay there and not run when he opened it.  He pulled out a condom and the tazer, then handed the condom to me.
 
   “Suck me, put the condom on me, and hope that you don’t cum before I do.”
 
   I nodded. I had a chance.  I opened his trousers, pulling the zipper down, and I went after his cock with what can only be described as gusto.  I NEEDED him to cum, and to cum fast.  Because while I felt amazing, I knew that the coals were still hot and just a little bit of fuel put back on the fire would have me burning.  Then to make matters worse, he turned on the vibroballs.  I let out a tense whimper and felt the heat rise up inside me.  
 
   When he was rock hard (which took like five seconds) I put the condom in my mouth, positioned it correctly, and applied it to him with skill and grace. I’ve been able to do this since college, after I spent several afternoons in Kari’s apartment, a willing volunteer tied to a chair, while I sucked and put condom after condom on the guy.  My hips jerked back and forth, stimulated by the vibroballs.  Clearly one orgasm was insufficient to satisfy me.  What a surprise.
 
   The moment David was clad properly I was pushed to the ground.  He pulled the vibroballs out, turned them off, and tossed them away.  Then he pinned me to the floor. It felt good.  It felt great actually.  It was so nice to have cock in my pussy and I moved with him eagerly as my body responded.  And even better, he tried to hold back and couldn’t.  I watched his face and my fingers slipped up under his shirt and lightly flicked at his nipples as he thrust himself through my loins.
 
   He popped.  It was great. He tried to make me cum again so hard. It was cute.  Finally he gasped, fell atop me, holding me down. I could feel him throb inside me.  I held him, enjoying the scent, the feel of him.  Then he rolled off and climbed to his feet.
 
   I started to sit up but he held out his hand. “No. Stop.  Spread your legs.”
 
   I blinked but did as he said.  “Like me like this?” I asked wickedly, a smile on my face.
 
   “Absolutely.”  Then he picked up my vibroballs and slipped them back into me.  “Don’t move.  Not an inch. Understand?” he said.
 
   I nodded, wondering what he was planning.  Then he turned the vibroballs on.
 
   To maximum.
 
   I tried not to move, but my hips did not cooperate.  In moments I was jerking around like a landed fish, desperate and ready to explode.  David just watched, holding his belt in his hand, a clear warning that if I did anything, like close my thighs, he’d be whacking away at my sex in seconds.  
 
   He knelt down as I struggled and for a second I thought he was going to hit me with his belt.  But then he just put his finger on my clit and began rubbing me.  Lightning, the good kind, flashed up through my loins and I had to put a knuckle to my lips to keep from crying out in bliss. It felt so good as he made circular motions with his hand.  Then his palm came up, cupping me, his thumb digging in and I couldn’t take it.
 
   He could tell the orgasm was starting.  It wasn’t as powerful as the previous one, but it was still impressive.  I gasped, my hips thrusting against his hand. And I never saw it coming. I never even expected it, and I should have.
 
   Suddenly his hand was gone, replaced by something cold, metallic, and circular.  Then the pain hit me.
 
   I know I’m a pain slut.  Pain, especially sexualized pain, gets me off.  But I’m sorry. I don’t care how fucked up you are, how horny you are, how desperate.  Getting zapped with a Taser between the legs is not fun.  It’s not sexy.  It’s like getting smacked in the head with a hammer.  It STOPS sexual pleasure. There is no combining it with pleasure and making something awesome.
 
   David’s hand shot down over my mouth as I screamed, muffling me.  I jerked away, the pain receding slightly but I still rolled into a ball, my hands between my legs, jerking and whimpering.  It was two or three minutes before I could even function.  I felt leaden, my brain was fried.  In fact, what brought me out of it was trying to find the controller of the vibroballs. I had to turn them off.
 
   “So? How many edges today?” he asked me as I sighed in relief and slowly sat up.
 
   “Bastard,” I muttered.  I wrapped my arms around my knees.
 
   “That many?” he asked politely as he put his belt back on. “Oh, and by the way, I am counting the nasty comments.  I will be punishing you severely on our trip for each one.”
 
   I opened my mouth to say something nasty, then realized that wasn’t such a good idea.  He grinned back at me.
 
   “Now answer the question.”
 
   I started counting. I had to use my fingers.  “I had four this morning, then nine before I saw you, then one now.  Except I lost one since I exploded,” I said, doing the math.  “So fourteen minus one, means I’m at thirteen.”  I sighed.  Thirteen wasn’t good.
 
   David went back over to the counter and put the Taser back in my purse. At the same time he got out my clothespin.  He walked over to me and held it up.  “Spread em, dearie.”
 
   The glare I gave him was pretty harsh, but I opened up my legs.  I leaned back onto my elbows and closed my eyes.
 
   It hurt.  But only a little.  And then David wiggled it around a bit, the wooden peg latched onto my clit like a tiny fish on a hook.  I shivered, but the pain of the Taser was still too fresh in my mind to want to masturbate.  I held out a hand and he helped me up.  The wooden clothespin jiggled and grazed my thigh.
 
   Getting dressed was simple enough, though I did it slowly and clearly aching.  One look at my phone told me that it was dinner time. I’d even missed two calls: one from Julie and one from my mother.  I called mom, told her I was out with friends, and that I’d be home late.  Then I called Julie.
 
   “Diana and I wanted to know if you wanted to go get some food.  But we got tired of waiting.  So we went and ate.  Sorry.”
 
   I sighed and looked up at David. “So much for dinner.”
 
   He grinned. “I’ll take you to dinner.”
 
   “Dressed like this?” I asked, gesturing at my costume.
 
   “Dressed like that,” he said.  “But it will cost you.”
 
   My eyebrow went up.  “And the price? I’ve already said yes to New York.”
 
   He plucked the vibroballs controller from my waistband and slid the dial to the lowest setting. “Nothing serious.  Just a few more edges from you tonight.”
 
   My mouth went dry.  “It means…”
 
   He nodded then his head came down. His lips pressed against mine and I melted into his arms.  When he finally let me go, his words were whispered, hot and heavy against me.
 
   “I know.  And I’ll love doing it to you.”
 
   I know what you want to know.  How many edges did she have?  
 
   I had sixteen on Wednesday. Tuesday I had nineteen.  So I've had a total of 35.  Way more to go.  Plus I've had some today.  Five already, leaving 38 left.  I can do that. I've got till Sunday.  I just have to keep one thing in mind.
 
   Don't cum.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Friday
 
   You may have noticed that there seems to be a day missing, and the truth is that Thursday morning arrived at the same time I noticed a peculiar tightening inside my skull.  Occasionally I get headaches.  Maybe two or three a year, which last from about seven in the morning till six or seven at night.  They’re brutal.  My mom says they’re migraines and I believe her because I literally feel sick to the stomach and the only way to deal with them is to lie down and pretend I’m dead.   And when you’re feeling like this, the last thing you want to do is masturbate.
 
   I tried.  Really.  But the pain in my head was just too much.  I tried writing too, but as you can imagine, that didn’t get me very far either.  So I just curled up into a small ball on my bed and half-dozed my way through the day, praying the pain would end.  Eventually it did and by them time my bedtime rolled around, the pain was gone and I was back in the groove.  I only masturbated once, right to the edge, before bed and then fell asleep with wet dreams.
 
   When I usually wake up on Friday morning, my first masturbation usually culminates in a powerful explosion that not only wakes me up, but powers that first step out of bed.  This Friday that first quiet rubbing bubbled and frothed just beneath the surface and I stopped before cresting.  It was hard. I almost lost it too, and only the thought of spending the rest of the day either denying myself or ending every fucking masturbation with a shock to my clit with the Taser, gave me the impetus to bear down and let the need slide away.
 
   The toy of the day was my Husky dildo, a nine inch rubber monstrosity that slid into my pussy like an old friend.  And since I was already horny as hell, I shrugged my bear shoulders, fell backward across the mattress, and slid the Husky through my loins a dozen or so times until I was right back up there, my breasts rising and falling fast, the tips hard points, my thighs wet.  And just as I felt the absolute need to cum, to jack that dildo in and out with a few hard, fast thrusts, I jammed the Husky in hard and left it deeply buried.
 
   I got dressed then.  A single pair of cotton panties got pulled up my legs, ostensibly to hold in the Husky dildo.  Then a blue denim skirt.  A tee shirt went down over my head, and I didn’t bother with a bra.  Next socks, a pair of boots, and my duster completed the ensemble and I pushed out into the early morning dawn to take care of the critters.  I did my rounds and as my concentration moved away from my sex and elsewhere, the tension inside me seeped away.
 
   So I masturbated again.  Another edge.  Then back to chores.  As soon as I felt like I had a grip, I did another one, each time bringing myself closer and closer to cumming, yet still energized enough to exercise some sort of will power over my own sexuality.  It was strangely liberating.  Of course by the time I headed inside for breakfast, I felt charged and wanting, like a stalled thunderstorm.  
 
   My fifth edge came up in my room, just after I sorted all the laundry into its component piles.  Then I spent a bit more time writing, working away at the computer in between the cycles of light and dark and bright, wash and rinse and dry.  And every thirty or so minutes my hands crept down underneath my skirt, slipped the panties to the side, and with increasing speed began pumping the Husky dildo in and out of my swollen slit until I was gritting my teeth, sucking in deep breaths, and trembling like the San Andreas fault.
 
   But I managed.  I got Wednesday written up.  Aren’t you glad?  And then I posted it.  I continued to edge.  By noon I’d added twelve more edges to my running total and I’d only had one close call.  I’d almost popped and only yanking the dildo and slapping my clit a few times had saved me from ending my day with a clothespin dangling from my clit and the Taser finishing things off for me.  
 
   Around two though is when my day changed.  I was half-way done with the laundry, most of the loads folded, when I received an email from Master Mark.
 
   Breanne – I enjoyed reading your description of Wednesday’s Assignment.  I was wondering how it went. I was surprised how easy it was for you to find men willing to lick your clit.  Obviously finding willing women was a bit harder.  But did you notice?  You actually failed your assignment.  You didn’t get a second woman, did you?
 
   As punishment for failing your assignment, this evening you will go out and about dressed in NHPS casual.  You are excused from the toy of the day for the duration of this assignment.  It doesn’t matter where you go, only that while you are out, you find an appropriate spot to edge.  What makes an appropriate spot?  The spot must be in public but may be out of the way.  The spot must be well lit.  And lastly, you must have an audience, preferably a single person.  You must make eye-contact with this person and make sure that they are watching you as you masturbate.  Lastly, if you aren’t already wearing a clothespin by the time you start this punishment, you are to apply one immediately after your first punishment edge. Wear the clothespin till you find a NEW appropriate spot and keep it on until after you’ve finished masturbating through your second edge.  Then you will remove the clothespin and replace it with a vibrator clamp (which should be on).  Wear it through your third edge, then remove it and replace it with your jumbo alligator clamp.  To remove the jumbo alligator clamp after your fourth edge, you will need to ask a bystander who witnessed your edge to remove it. There are no limitations on sexual contact. Just don’t cum.
 
   My mouth went dry as I read the assignment and my mind went into overdrive. I’d been planning a leisurely evening at home, spacing out spending time with my family with the occasional edge.  My mind went a little numb and I tried to think about where I could possibly go that I’d be able to find a well lit, out of the way spot, where I’d have a fucking audience.  Of course the whole idea turned me on too and I almost came the next masturbation session I had.  
 
   I cooled things down a bit and by the time I finished dinner with the family and explained I was going out for a little bit, I’d already passed eighteen edges and was feeling tired and just a little heady.  The human body isn’t meant for this kind of denial and unlike having constant orgasms which actually gives you some relief, constant edging just leaves you in this state of advanced sexual limbo where you desperately want it.  Ever see calm waters that you know have a strong current underneath?  That’s what it’s like to edge twice a fucking hour.
 
   Honestly I think that my “day off,” even if it was spent with a horrible headache, gave me the stamina to handle Friday’s edges.  Plus I was horny. I was desperate.  All of it together made things very difficult for me, but also… amazing.
 
   I climbed into my car with my canvas bag. It was already getting chilly so I was wearing my duster and I stopped only long enough to remove my tee shirt and put on a halter top.  With bared midriff, flip flops, and my loose, blue denim skirt, I headed off, looking for a decent place to accomplish four more edges.
 
   I had a few things with me too.  I had condoms, just in case.  I had a clothespin. I had the vibrator clamp.  I had the jumbo alligator clamp.  And I had the Taser.  But I hoped I wouldn’t need the last one.  Contemplating my options, I decided against the mall.  There was always the chance David was working late and the last thing I wanted to do was become a permanent fixture there.  
 
   I drove east, passing Dairy Ashford and then eventually the Beltway.  That’s when an idea hit me.  I went all the way down to Silber and hit up that entertainment place on the north side of the freeway.  
 
   The place is called the Marq*E Entertainment Center, which I think is kind of silly, but hey… they can call it anything they want.  All sorts of interesting places are in there, from a movie theater at one end to a comedy club to Dave & Busters.  Plenty of spots for a nympho humiliation pain slut on assignment to get herself into trouble.  When I arrived it was almost seven o’clock and the first thing I noticed was that the place was packed.
 
   With kids.  
 
   Not like little kids, but teeny-boppers.  They were everywhere.  Twelve year olds pretending to be eighteen.  Fourteen year olds pretending to be twenty.  Sixteen year olds pretending to be five.  It was… disturbing.  I almost left.
 
   Except… this place offered some unusual opportunities.  A quick walk through in my flasher coat told me that there were lots of “spots” that would qualify, provided I could make sure that I had an audience.  So I grabbed a drink, sat down in the courtyard near the movie theater, and watched the crowd.
 
   By eight o’clock full darkness had arrived and hordes of kids were moving around.  I felt nervous, but knew I needed to get moving.  I stood, wandered around, and spotted my first opportunity a few minutes later.  Two guys were waiting for a movie and standing over in a corner next to some trees.  If I stood in this one little spot, only they would be able to easily see me.  And even better, I’d have to walk right by them.  And they were clearly old enough to fuck my brains out, meaning that I wouldn’t be exposing myself to some kids.  
 
   I slipped out of my duster, shivering a bit in the cool air.  Then I headed straight for them.  They saw me when I was still forty feet away, the male eye doing exactly what I expect it to.  I was the only woman of age there and while I may be in my late twenties, I still LOOK pretty decent.  I don’t have the body of a sixteen year old anymore, but I think that’s to my advantage.  I have fuller breasts, bigger hips, and my work on the farm has kept my weight down to an even 116 lbs for years.  Add in the fire engine red hair, the midriff baring halter-top, and the short skirt that didn’t even come down mid-thigh, and you can understand why I was grabbing my share of the attention.
 
   “Hi guys,” I said seductively as I stepped past them.  Their conversation had stopped immediately and if looks were sex I would have been butt fucked hard as their heads turned to follow me.  I took another twenty or so steps, turned around, and leaned up against the wall.  I smiled at them as they stared at me.  Then, our gaze still locked on each other, I lifted the front of my skirt.
 
   The look of shock on their faces was worth it.  Farther away there were people, people who could have seen me if they’d squinted, or knew what to look for.  But right now the world was just three people.  I licked my lips and put my hand down between my legs.  Then I started rubbing.  My bottom bounced against the wall as I moved my hips and fingers.  I was soaked already, as I usually am, but the whole thing – being there, being watched, being desperate, was more than enough to set me climbing to the cliffs of climax.  I felt the juices coating my fingers and then I stood at the edge of the cliff, wanting to jump, needing to jump, desperate to jump.
 
   And I stopped.  It had taken less than two minutes to work myself up into a froth and I let the front of my skirt drop and brought my sauce coated fingers to my mouth.  I sucked and licked and then wiped my hand on my halter top, leaving a wet smear across the white material, just across the nipple.  I reached into my bag and pulled out the clothespin.  Then with another grin, my eyes locked on my audience, I lifted my skirt again, gave them a naughty wink, and clipped the clothespin directly to my clit.
 
   I almost came again.  But no, I didn’t count that.
 
   They were stunned.  Both guys just stared at me.  And why not?  I’m hot. I’m cute.  I’m pretty… sorta.  Hell, even if you didn’t find me pretty, my body is good.  And there I was, out in sixty degree weather, barely wearing any clothes, masturbating in front of them, almost cumming, and capping it all by putting a clothespin on my clit?  That’s got to be worth SOMETHING!
 
   And so I walked away.
 
   My next edge was inside D&B’s, tucked into a corner at a table that left me exposed to this gun game.  The guy playing it was having some serious distraction issues.  He kept glancing over at me, sitting at that high bar table, my legs open just enough, lightly and nonchalantly flicking the clothespin, getting closer and closer to just saying fuck it, having the orgasm, and dealing with the consequences.  But again, I stopped, shivering, just in time, and then swapped out the clothespin for the vibrating clamp.  I turned it on and stood, walked about six feet, and then exploded like a ton of dynamite in one of those videogames.  I shook, my teeth clenched, clearly overwhelmed, fluids streaming down my thighs, as the release hit me like a brick. I almost fell.
 
   Well.  Shit.
 
   Clearly I’m not meant for edges.  
 
   This put me in quite a pickle.  At nineteen edges, I’d just lost one, and the one I came on didn’t count, so I was literally back to eighteen.  Worse, the assignment meant that I had two more to go, regardless of whether I wanted to stop, and that meant that both of the next two would be a tad bit more intense since I had to stop my oncoming orgasm with the Taser.  The bottom dropped out of my stomach and despite the stares and looks of interest I was getting, I hurried out of the D&B’s and headed to my truck.  There were too many people there at the Marq*E entertainment center for me to be screaming my head off.  
 
   I turned off the vibrating clamp hanging from my clit the moment I got in my truck,  but it didn’t matter. I was too close.  My fingers fumbled for the Taser as I skidded and slid and fell toward the precipice and just as I was about to fall, I pressed the damn thing to my loins and pressed the button.
 
   I’m lucky the truck door was shut because my scream was loud enough to have convinced people to send for the constabulary.  Oh my GOD did that fucking hurt!  I fell over in the seat, twitching and feeling like I’d just been drop kicked between the legs, breaking my pelvis and permanently bruising my sex.  If this is even half what guys feel when getting racked, I swear I will never kick a man in the jewels again.  EVER.
 
   It took me a good ten minutes to pull myself together, and with my clit still clamped but no longer getting the direct stimulation, I was able to put the truck in gear and escape from teenager hell.  I drove, not sure where I was going, or what I was going to do.  I still had two more performances to give, despite getting my nineteenth edge (though it should have been my twenty first!) and I had no idea where I could go and find a single guy who would be willing to…
 
   Oh.  Yeah.  That would be fine.  That would work.
 
   As I passed under the Sam Houston Toll way I took the Texas U-turn and drove back east along the frontage road.  I pulled into the parking lot of a seedy little “News Stand” that fronted as a novelty shop and video arcade.  And I don’t mean a video arcade like Dave & Busters.  I went in, the clamp on my clit once more vibrating at full power, already tense, and went right to the counter.  I bought my cup of coins, ignored the dark look of the girl keeping an eye on things, and made a beeline for the perfect spot.
 
   The arcade was dark, smelly, dank, and crowded.  I was instantly an attraction, dressed like I was, a cup of useless tokens in my hand.  I put them on the ground and then began making the circuit.  I found an open door, stepped in, and instead of closing it, went right to the bench, slipped my skirt up, and began masturbating.
 
   I had an audience in about ten seconds.  The guy who stuck his head in first was dark skinned, black as night, with white teeth.  He saw what I was doing and came in eagerly.  Without a word he got down on his knees, moved my hands aside, and began twisting and playing with the clamp.  When his tongue began lapping at my clamped clit, I started gasping.  My hand dug in my purse. I pulled out the Taser and his eyes widened and he backed away, startled and probably just a little angry.
 
   I shook my head before he could say anything.  “No!  It’s for me! I’m not allowed to cum.  Use it on my clit when I’m close!” I said loudly.  I held out the Taser to him and he took it with a surprised grin.  Then he went back between my legs and I just held on for the ride.  It took me just ten minutes, legs spread wide, my own hands rubbing and twisting my nipples, my shirt up around my neck, when I was clearly getting close. My cries and whimpers were strong, I was bucking, and I could feel myself sliding.  
 
   “I’m going to…” I started to say, then lightning struck.  I screamed loudly.  The crowd at the door cheered and my legs closed around the black man’s head.  He yelled with me and then stood, his massive cock coming out.  He ripped the vibrator clamp off my clit and jammed himself into my sex, pumping crazily.  It felt… awesome actually.  He was big.  And I was dazed.  I didn’t cum, but he sure as hell did, yanking out just as he began to squirt.  Massive globs of cum spattered across my bare breasts, coating me from neck to navel.  
 
   I don’t really remember the next few minute.  I think there was some sort of commotion outside the door.  Then there was cock in my face.  I sucked and licked, totally forgetting the alligator clamp that was supposed to be dangling from my clit at this point. The guy in my mouth, a big guy with hairy arms, pulled out and I remember him producing a condom and then I was getting screwed again. Large powerful thrusts drove me into the wall and I rattled around like a bean in a paper cup.  It wasn’t a particularly good fuck either, doing more for him than for me, and when he came I sort of just let it happen.
 
   Of course I remembered the alligator at that point and while the line outside the door struggled with itself, with trembling fingers, I found the alligator.  You should have seen their looks!  Guy number three came in as I gingerly began twisting and flicking the alligator clamp, whimpering in pain.
 
   “Like that do you bitch?” he said.  I nodded, making noises that were a cross between a frightened puppy and a wounded animal.  I didn’t see it coming and he lashed out with his open palm and struck my left breast hard.  I gasped as a surge of pain shot through me, up to my brain, then short-circuited there and flew down to the heat sink between my legs.  Evidently my response was what he was looking for because he did it a few more times while my fingers did even more frightening things down at my slit and then he jammed his cock down my throat.  
 
   Someone else moved into the room and I heard the black guy talking.  Something about using the Taser.  I admit I was getting close, but not quite that close, when I felt the hard metal pressed up against the alligator clamp.  Realization hit me and I tried to pull my head back.  But the bastard between my legs zapped me before I could.
 
   I haven’t bitten a guy’s cock in years.  And the last time was just like this.  When you are torturing a girl who has COCK in her mouth, don’t hurt her so bad that she bites down.  I didn’t bite his cock off, or even break the skin, but I left deep red marks on his shaft and he was yelling at me and yelling at the other guy and I was crying my pussy hurt so bad and all I could do was yell some things and grab my stuff and storm out of there.  A number of the guys tried to stop me, but the girl from the counter came in and started telling everyone to leave or she’d call the police.  I got told to stay in a corner.  I ignored that the moment the worst of them cleared out and I managed to get to my truck and peel out with that chick yelling at me from the door.
 
   I drove for about fifteen minutes, found a quiet spot, pulled over, and cried.  Not because of what I’d done, or how it was done, or even what was done. I cried because it hurt and things went to hell in a hand basket.  That’s why.  And there was the fact I didn’t know if I’d technically finished the four orgasms.  I was sore down there and the last thing I wanted to do was try for another one.  And so I went home.
 
   I didn’t masturbate before going to bed.  It would have meant the Taser.  And so with a full twenty one orgasms under my belt for the day (more if I hadn’t cum accidently) I crawled in between the sheets. Tomorrow would be Saturday and I’d just have seventeen more to go.
 
    
 
   Saturday
 
   Saturday began exactly as you would have expected, with me lying naked in my bed, legs spread like the wings of a bird, my thighs aching from being stretched so wide, with my fingers running through my slit like a runner pounding asphalt through a canyon.  Now THERE’S a mental image, right?  With a fresh day it meant that I didn’t have to worry about the god damned taser.  And with only seventeen more edges required to meet my necessary seventy-eight, I felt rather confident.  I got extremely close, right on the edge, looking down, my toes hanging out over just air. And stopped.
 
   And that was just the beginning.  I edged again in the barn – twice no less – and with that I was down to fourteen.  After breakfast I managed again before I took Rachel out riding until lunch time.  After lunch I did another, and around two o’clock you could find me out in the barn one more time, my hands down the front of my jeans, working away.  Each of those edges were intense, physically demanding, and left me soaked, wanting, and desperate.  With eleven more to go, I stumbled around, mostly trying to kill enough time to give my sore, swollen, little clit a rest before going at it again.  And that’s when my phone rang.
 
   “Hey Bre,” Kari said into my ear.
 
   I couldn’t help smiling. I love hearing from Kari. “Hi, Kari!” I said brightly enough.  It had been like ten minutes since my last gut wrenching edge that left me trembling.
 
   “Where are you?” she asked.  Her tone was relaxed and I could just imagine her sitting on her couch, lounging easily, Robert’s naked and very hard cock in her hand, being nonchalantly stroked with Kari having no intention of actually rubbing Robert to orgasm.  In some ways, being Robert must really suck.
 
   “The barn,” I said, trying to figure out why she needed to know where I was.  
 
   There was a long pause, then a sigh. “I suppose the fault is mine. I should have phrased that question better,” she said. “Where are you on your assigned number of edges?” She asked, clearly enunciating every word.
 
   “Oh.  Sixty-seven,” I told her.  
 
   “So eleven more to go?” she asked.  
 
   I grinned. “Yep.  Just eleven.”
 
   “And then what?”
 
   I opened my mouth to reply, but then realized I had no idea.  
 
   Which was fine, because Kari continued.  “In hindsight, stressing a goal of seventy-eight edges was perhaps unwise.  Here you are, five days later, not six mind you, just eleven short of your goal, and you even took a day off when you had your headache.  In four days you’ve managed to edge enough to probably drive a normal woman mad.  But you aren’t normal. Neither is your friend Sarah.  So here we are, just short of your goal, and what do we do when you’ve reached seventy-eight edges?
 
   Kari’s question stunned me because frankly I hadn’t thought that far ahead.  That said, I knew exactly what I wanted to do the moment I had successfully completed my seventy-eight edges.  I wanted to cum, and cum hard and as much as I could in the shortest period of time. In fact, I was sort of planning on going out on Sunday to goof off.  Maybe go to the frat house, let them tie me to a bed, and see how many undergraduates I could fuck in twelve hours.
 
   I responded with all the wit and wisdom I’ve accumulated over the years.
 
   “Uhhh….”
 
   “Exactly,” Kari continued.  “So I’m trying to figure out what is the important part of this assignment.  The time frame?  Or the number of edges?  If it’s the time frame, then seventy-eight edges were just a minimum requirement for you to fulfill, so you wouldn’t just grin and bear celibacy, cause I know you can do that.  If it’s the number of edges, then what do we do with the next day and a half after you’ve reached the required number of edges?  Let you stew?  Deny you orgasm?”
 
   Again, I demonstrated my sharp mind and stunning mental machine.
 
   “Uhhh…”
 
   “So I’m trying to decide if you should continue edging, giving you a new goal, perhaps a certain number of edges to complete for the rest of the time, with the same punishment for fucking up that you had before, or if I should go ahead and lock you in your chastity belt with everything off, the moment you hit seventy-eight and just let you stew for the last day.”
 
   Neither of those options sounded appealing. I’d been looking forward to turning my brain into oxytocin laden jelly.  There is no better drug than orgasm and I’m addicted.  Seriously addicted.  A day in my chastity belt, especially stuffed but with the vibrators off would leave me in sexual limbo.  And another day of edging?  With a new goal?  That just sounded cruel and honestly, hard. I wasn’t even sure I’d manage another eleven edges without screwing up or going crazy.  
 
   “Is there a… um… third option?” I asked.
 
   “Why? Did you have plans for tomorrow?” Kari asked sweetly, obviously well aware of my intentions if not the specifics of my itinerary.  
 
   I took the easy way out. “Oh. No. Of course not.  I just don’t want to spend tomorrow edging too.”
 
   “I think it would be good for you.  How many edges does it take to get to Breanne’s soft creamy insides?”
 
   “Not many,” I muttered quietly.
 
   “What was that?” Kari asked.
 
   “Um… nothing!” 
 
   “A third option?  Well I’d have to give it some thought.  Are you doing anything tonight?” she asked.
 
   I swallowed.  Bad but interesting things could happen if I wasn’t “doing” anything tonight.  “Not really,” I told her.
 
   “Good.  Then I’ll see you after dinner.”  She hung up, leaving me with a feeling of trepidation inside.
 
   I did my thing though.  Three more edges before dinner, spaced pretty evenly, leaving me breathless, desperate, and nerve-wracked.  It didn’t help that I fantasized about what might happen at Kari’s place.  Would I get fucked by Robert?  Would I get tied down to the iBench?  Would she push me to my limits?  I had no idea.  But all of the things I envisioned in my head while splayed quietly open, one hand between my legs while the other pawed at my own bosom, weren’t the kind of things most women dream about.  In fact, my fantasies would have probably attracted the interest of Amnesty International.  What can I say? I’m a little sick.
 
   When I arrived at Kari’s place I still had eight edges to go and it was seven o’clock.  I was a bit tired too, though feeling a bit easier since I’d had all of dinner and the drive to sort myself out.  All in all I was a bit worried.  Sure, I suspected I could get through the day’s edges before going to bed, but since my regular bedtime was around nine pm, the idea of doing eight edges in two hours was sort of nonsensical.  Even with help I’d be hard pressed.  Which meant that in all likelihood, I really would need another day.
 
   Like usual, I stripped to bare skin before I knocked on her door, the large oleander bush hiding me from casual observation.  I bundled up my clothing under an arm, knocked on the door, and waited.
 
   Robert opened it and I grinned in appreciation.  He was naked, which was not only usual, but very welcome, and his cock was harder than a rock.  But as I reached out to grab him I stopped short, since his manhood seemed to be coated with something that looked like jelly, and I didn’t want it on my hand.
 
   “Ewww,” I said. “What the hell is that?” I asked.
 
   Robert’s face was red.  “Blueberry jelly,” he explained tightly.  Clearly he was in a state and I wondered how long he’d been hard.  Kari was one of those girls who like to torment men, specifically Robert, and I know that he’s a regular user of Viagra.  In a normal relationship, Robert would need Viagra like a cactus needs water.  But Robert is not IN a normal relationship.  He’s in a sexually abusive one and Kari likes him hard and cumming as much as possible.  
 
   He led me into the living room, his jelly covered donut wobbling up and down with each step.  Kari sat there on her love seat, elegant as usual, dressed in soft gray stretchy pants that came down mid-calf and a light red blouse that lay loosely against her breasts.  
 
   “Ah, Breanne.  Please give Robert some relief?  He’s been waiting for you for a while,” she said.
 
   That surprised me, but I grinned.  I turned toward Robert, went to my knees, and in half a second his cock was in my mouth.  Mmmmm… blueberry.  It was messy, but delicious and I had barely managed to clean him off before he groaned and a massive load of cream filling was shot down my throat.  It mixed with the blueberry and was quite strange, but you’d be surprised at some of the spunk I’ve swallowed before.  Strange is nothing.  I licked my lips when I was done and Robert stood there, his cock only semi-soft and looking like a few light strokes would get him hard again.
 
   “So, how many edges do you have left, Bre?” Kari asked me.  She stood up, went over to Robert, grabbed his cock and pushed him down on the sofa.  He fell heavily and then she straddled one of his legs and began stroking his shaft.  His pillar was turning bright red.                
 
   “Eight,” I told her.  Her eyebrow went up.
 
   “Eight?  Really? That many?” she asked.
 
   I frowned.  “Well, I was busy.”
 
   “Clearly not busy enough,” she replied, still stroking and rubbing Robert’s shaft.  His semi-rigid stance had changed and once again he was pointing straight up.  It was disturbing.  Sometimes chemical enhancers are NOT a good thing.  He was actually trembling.
 
   I didn’t know what to say so I just stayed where I was, on my knees.  Kari looked me over, her fingers still gliding up and down Robert’s cock.  For a second she took her hands off him, leaned over to the end table, and grabbed a bottle of oil that was sitting on the top.  She poured a liberal amount over Robert’s shaft and then tossed the bottle aside.  Then she went to work, both hands, twisting them around, squeezing and rubbing him like she was a potter doing her best to change a lump of clay into a pot.  
 
   The whole sight was intoxicating.  Robert was clearly desperate, grimacing and wincing and thrusting up through Kari’s oiled hands.  She rubbed his scrotum, his shaft, even stuck her finger in his ass, never letting go of his cock though.   And it wasn’t gentle either.  This was a full force handjob of the likes that most men will never experience.  This was sexual abuse.
 
   I felt my own need incredibly strong then, watching what she did to Robert, and frankly if she’d asked, I’d have been up there with her, rubbing and doing things to him that would have had him begging for release.  I’m not a dominant, but shit… sometimes there are moments when what she does to a guy is just so amazing that I can’t help but to want some of it.  
 
   “You asked for a third option,” she said, her hands flying up and down Robert’s cock.  “You have until nine-thirty to finish your eight edges.  If you succeed, you can fuck Robert to orgasm afterword.”
 
   Eight edges in two and a half hours?  Was she crazy?  No one can do that!
 
   “And if I can’t?” I asked stupidly.
 
   Kari pursed her lips.  “Then tomorrow isn’t going to be very fun,” she said simply.
 
   What the fuck did THAT mean?  
 
   Okay, let’s talk about edging for a moment. Edging is a subjective sport, and by subjective I mean that only my opinion on what an edge is counts.  Like most things, women’s orgasms are rarely black and white.  Men are like that – off and on.  There’s rarely a moment in a man’s orgasmic cycle where he can stop what he’s doing and truly be on the edge.  Not like a woman can.  I’ve described it as running toward a cliff, but if you’ve ever played a game of shuffleboard, that would work too.  The idea is to get your puck in just the right spot.  Too much pressure and you orgasm.  Too little, and you really aren’t trying. 
 
   My personal opinion is to try and get myself right there at the edge, so close that just one more caress, one more touch, one more sensation will drive me right over.  That’s what I consider an edge.  So I’m pretty intense. I don’t just get really, really bothered and say “wow! I’ve edged! I’m horny!”  No.  That is NOT an edge.  I go full throttle, blasting my way up toward climax and the point I stop is when I know that anything more WILL DEFINITELY send me over.  Then I skid and slide and pray that I don’t fall over the edge, usually with my bare feet hanging over the abyss and my fingers scrabbling at dirt and stone.
 
   Fun metaphor, right?
 
   Those kind of masturbation sessions take time.  And they’re intense.  And they’re fun.  But doing eight in two and a half hours?  Like the way I do them?  It’s just not possible. I expected her to give me to eleven or something.  
 
   But when Kari tells you something, you do it.  With my eyes on her pumping Robert’s shaft, I lay back, put my hands between my legs, and rubbed.  The ben wa balls inside me rolled, but did little to help me along and everything was pretty much clitoral.  The sight of Robert’s torment though was more than enough to get me to the edge and four or five minutes later I was gasping, my buttocks coming up off the floor, my hips rolling as I thrust my sex upward in desperation.
 
   I could feel it. I wanted to cum. It was there, lying just beneath the surface, like a tsunami approaching land.  And I pulled my hand away, gritting my teeth, trembling and moaning as my body screamed “NO GODDAMN IT! DON’T STOP!”
 
   And one edge down.
 
   I laid there feeling as if I’d been shredded when Kari slapped Robert’s cock hard and ordered him to stand up.  He did, woodenly,  clearly in as much stress as I had been just seconds before.  
 
   “Kneel down between her legs and lick her clit,” Kari ordered.
 
   My eyes widened. I wasn’t recovered. I was still to close!  She grinned. “Can’t let the fire die,” she said simply.
 
   Robert did what he was told to do and his mouth came down on me hotly.  His tongue went after my tender clit, the part I had just RUBBED to near orgasm, and the coals of my need didn’t just reignite, they fucking burst into flame and became an inferno in about four seconds.  And of course Kari was kneeling behind him, her hand encasing his downward pointed cock, rubbing him like a milk maid at a cow.
 
   Okay, so I know, at least in hindsight, that Kari was trying to help me out.  She was creating situations she knew would turn me on and push me toward the edge.  And she knew I needed that extra level of stimulation.  But as Robert licked and nibbled and sucked on my clit my brain exploded with a pleasure that was beyond anything I’d done to myself that day.  You have to understand, it’s ALWAYS different with a partner.
 
   
  
 

The problem with a partner though is that they don’t know when to stop.  And since stopping was the imperative thing here, I realized that I was there, standing on the edge, looking down into the darkness of orgasmic relief and I pushed Robert’s face away and closed my legs, twisting to the side to stop.  With his tongue off my clit the immediacy was over, but the pressure wave behind the approaching orgasm was stronger than the first one and I brought a knuckle up to my teeth bit my finger hard, hoping the non-sexualized pain would give me some control.  
 
   Robert pushed me over onto my stomach and I didn’t care.  Every fiber of my being was predicated on not cumming, and it was getting damn close.  If I had put my fingers on my clit, even with the lightest of touches, I’d have popped immediately.  Then I felt something on my bottom, starting right at the top of my crack, and realized that Robert had stuck his face into my ass and was licking, downward.
 
   Holy shit.
 
   Now don’t get me wrong, I’m not adverse to a little back door action, and I was clean, but still… that’s pushing it.  Don’t ever ask me for a rim job unless we’ve both just showered and you’ve had a fucking enema.  Same thing for me.  I’d never ask for one. It’s just… disturbing.  But evidently Robert didn’t care because his mouth went down and down and his hands came up and literally pushed my buttocks open.  His body weight spread my legs and then I felt his tongue glide over my anus, work its way down to my perineum, and the do this little dance.
 
   And that was all it took.
 
   I cried out, shaking as the orgasm blew through me.  Robert jammed his hand underneath me, his fingers driving into my sex, wiggling against the ben wa balls as I shook and screamed and flew off the cliff like a basejumper with a death wish.  I jerked along the carpet, the soft shag caressing my nipples, Robert’s tongue literally digging into my ass, his hand doing amazing things to my pussy in ways that I can barely describe.  And he KEPT doing it.  He didn’t let up even a little, and so the orgasm rolled and rolled and kept coming like Noah’s flood.  
 
   I have no idea how long it lasted but I can tell you that I was about as close to comatose as it’s possible to get without actually passing out. I’ve actually done that before.  Passed out due to orgasm, but it’s pretty rare.  This was just simple exhaustion coupled with absolute passion.  There was so much adrenaline and oxytocin and dopamine in my system that you could have drawn and quartered me at that point and I would have smiled like a drunk idiot during the process.
 
   “You may have her bottom, Robert.”
 
   And just like that Robert moved like lighting.  His body moved up mine with a strength and speed that had I been mentally capable of protesting would have negated anything I could do.  I felt the tip of his well-oiled and straining shaft press against the tiny opening between my buttocks and press in.  Replacing his tongue with his cock meant depth and superior penetration and I was so relaxed that I didn’t even tighten down until he was buried to the hilt, seven inches of lubricated granite buried in my ass.
 
   He began pumping wildly, clearly needing another orgasm himself and he pinned me to the floor.  His movements were hard and almost violent, as if I were just an object being used to relieve himself.  My nipples started to chafe against the rug and as I twisted slightly I realized my clit was getting some of that as well.
 
   Ever been wildly buttfucked?  I have.  And Robert made that time look like a Mount Everest veteran climbing the Smokey Mountains.  His energy level was remarkable for a man who I’d just sucked to orgasm not twenty minutes before and he hammered me into the shag carpet.  I’m not sure how, but he actually managed to get my fires burning again.  I mean, sure… nowhere CLOSE to cumming again, but gosh if I wasn’t ENJOYING, for what I think was the first time in my life, getting ass fucked.
 
   As it was, he came long before I was ready and I felt him shudder inside me, drive in deeply a few more times, then sigh in relief.  He pulled out of me, leaving me empty and wanting, then rolled off me and onto the floor beside me.
 
   Holy shit. He was still rigid.  Fucking Viagra.  If you are a healthy male, do NOT do this to yourself.  That can’t be good for a man.
 
   Kari came over and with some wet wipes cleaned off his cock.  Then she brushed the perspiration from his forehead, kissed him wetly, and patted his chest gently.  “Go shower, my love.  You did great.”
 
   Robert nodded, the pulse in his throat still pounding.  Slowly he picked himself up, a chiseled body of perfection, all muscles.  I admit, he was pretty to look at.  I was still languishing in a daze, which is why I wasn’t really prepared for Kari’s touch.  I jumped slightly as she rubbed my calves, then slipped her fingers along my labia.  It felt amazing; soft, light, and like a feather.  I spread my legs even farther, opening up, my brain totally disconnected and floating along on cloud nine, processing nothing but the intricate fluttering of her fingertips along my petals.  
 
   Soon I was panting and arching my back, lifting my loins up from the carpet as Kari dug beneath me.  She moved from my petals to my clit, rubbing oil and my own juices around until I was mewling like a kitten begging for a saucer of milk.  I felt the pressure of her hand lifting me and I rolled over willingly, tucking one leg up to my stomach so that I wouldn’t kick her in the head.
 
   I know that something should have kicked in upstairs, my sex soaked brain cells firing off warning signs, but it didn’t. I’ve got no clue why not.  I was just going along, legs open, knees splayed, Kari softly working me into a froth.  And then, when I was close to cumming, right on the edge, she picked up the Taser, pressed it coldly against my clitoris, and pulled the trigger.
 
   My knees came up throwing Kari aside as I twisted, my throat tightening into a scream and my mouth opening to let it out.  Pain blasted through me, the kind of pain that didn’t combine with sex to create that strange mixture of agony and ecstasy that I love experiencing, but a gut-wrenching hurt that sucks the air out of you and eats away through any sort of sexual tension you have built like a lawnmower going through a field.  Kari picked herself up off the ground, looking at me seriously as tears came to my eyes and I curled up in a ball.
 
   “You still have seven left you know,” she said simply.  Her eyes went to the fucking clock on the wall and she patted my leg.  “And you’ve only got an hour and a half left.”  
 
   I didn’t respond.  I just laid there, wishing my clit would stop hurting.  
 
   “Oh!” she suddenly said, snapping her fingers.  “I forgot!” Then she was getting to her feet and hurrying from the room. I heard her messing around in the kitchen and then she returned.  I glanced at her and my eyes widened.  She held a clothespin.
 
   “You’re supposed to have one of these on your clit, aren’t you.”
 
   I blanched. “You… you can’t be serious, Kari,” I whispered.  “Please?”
 
   She smiled loving down at me, then knelt. “Spread your legs, dearheart.”
 
   I shook my head, my knees locked together.  She put her hands on my thighs and pushed lightly.  I didn’t budge.
 
   “Breanne,” she said it like a parent talking to a naughty child.  “You will spread your legs so I can put the clothespin on your clit.”
 
   “NO!” I hissed.
 
   Her eyes hardened and the pressure increased.  Our eyes locked.  “What are you?” she asked harshly.
 
   I blinked.  I knew what she wanted. The mantra.  “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I stammered.
 
   “And what is your purpose?” she demanded.  
 
   “To suffer and hurt and use my body for other people’s pleasure,” I answered.
 
   “And if I want to put a clothespin on your clit?” she asked imperiously.
 
   I licked my lips.  I trembled, but I finally exerted the necessary command over my muscles.  I slowly spread my legs, opening them.  She didn’t even help me and I could have used it.  Finally my slit was totally exposed and I laid there on my back shaking, my hands clenched into fists, still hurting, still wet, still tense.
 
   And then she clamped me.  The wooden peg bit down on my clit and I cried out and my knees jerked up but I held it together.  My whimpers filled the living room and Kari but her hand on my head and then held me.
 
   The rest of the evening was worthless.  I didn’t get another edge in, thank God.  Robert rejoined us, his cock still hard as a rock, the tip purple and swollen.  Kari sat on one end of the couch while I sat on the other, with Robert in between us.  I had a vibrator up inside me, buzzing away on low, but was too tired and worn out and achy to actually get the motor revving.  So I concentrated on Robert, rubbing oil into his swollen shaft, working him over and over while I suffered.
 
   Because misery enjoys company.
 
   When I left around nine-thirty, Kari kissed me on the cheek.  “Good night, Breanne. Enjoy your last seven edges tomorrow,” she said, waving good-bye.
 
   The last seven.  Sure.  Enjoy?  Not so much.  But just wait.  That story is coming.
 
                 
 
   Sunday
 
   Sunday morning I woke in a somewhat normal state, despite the temporary damage I’d done to my clitoris the previous evening.  Stretching languorously, I spent the first ten minutes doing some awful pleasant things down between my legs.  I brought myself right to the edge of orgasm, working myself into an early morning froth that I felt would set the proper tone for the day.  Trembling as I got there, right at the cutting edge of climax, I stopped with a whimper, biting my knuckle as I struggled for the will power to stop.
 
   I did, but barely.  But isn’t that the point?  Isn’t it supposed to be a struggle each time?  Isn’t that what DEFINES an edge?  Shouldn’t I be right there, hanging on by the fingertips, my body screaming “GO GO DO IT!”, while my brain says “no, that’s not really a good idea right now.  Did you forget the Taser?”
 
   So feeling just a little punked I got up, padded naked across my bedroom and to the computer, and checked my email.  I have to admit, I was grinning at the knowledge that I only had six more edges to do in order to complete things and I was off to a good start.  My mouse button clicked and then my eyes widened as I read the email.
 
   Breanne – today’s toy will be your RVP.  You will keep it off for the majority of the time, but once each hour, at the top of the hour, you will turn the RVP to its maximum setting, both the spinning and vibrating functions, and endure the torment.  How long you might ask?  The first hour you are awake you will turn it on for one minute.  The second hour, two minutes, and so on until nine tonight.  Should you make it through the entire time period, turn off the RVP and wait till the next assigned torment time.  These will NOT count as edges. However, should you feel as if you are going to edge and MUST turn the RVP off, you may do so at any time, however the cost will be doing a second torment time at the bottom of the hour for the same amount of time you were going to endure at the top.  In essence, if you were supposed to endure ten minutes at the top, and you edge, turning the RVP off in order to keep from coming, then you will still need to endure a ten minute torment at the bottom of the hour.  Should you also have to turn the bottom one off to keep from coming, you will put a pair of clamps on your nipples, your choice, until the next torment time.  Change out the clamps each time you edge at the bottom of the hour, and you can’t wear the same clamps twice, except for the alligator clamps.  I remind you, don’t edge more than seven times, or less if you were dumb enough to masturbate to the edge before checking with me.  And don’t forget, if you cum, use the Taser for the remainder of your edges.  If you can’t get to your clit fast enough, I suggest a nipple would probably suffice.  Love you – Kari.
 
    
 
   Holy Shit.  I collapsed into my chair.  The RVP.  All day.  And on high?  I shook, and not from the sexual need.  I bit my lip.  This was going to be… hard.  Impossible even.  She was setting me up for failure.  I know she had said “enjoy tomorrow,”  but this… this was insane.  I stood up and stumbled over to the closet where I keep my toy box.  I got out the heavy metal box, unlocked it, and got out my RVP.
 
   RVP, if you didn’t know, stands for Rotating Venus Penis.  It’s a toy you can buy online and isn’t that expensive.  I’ve gone through three of them in the last two years, but I’m the sexual equivalent of testing a product to destruction.  Hell, you should see what I do to vibrators.  In any event the RVP consists of a four inch plastic cock which is mounted to what could be considered an overly large base.  This is because instead of there being just one motor involved, there are two.  One vibrates the whole damn contraption, which is difficult to deal with because the base is big enough to stretch upward all the way to your clit and rub that too, while a second motor actual spins the phallus.  Frankly, it drives me banana crackers.
 
   Slipping the RVP inside myself wasn’t much of a problem. I was still slick and very accepting from my first edge and I buckled the thing into place.  I understood what Kari wanted, what she was asking, but I decided that since she hadn’t specified, and it was well after the top of the hour, I would do my first “torment time” at six am, and go from there.  And yes, I was counting the hours and minutes.  One minute at six meant two minutes at seven.  At noon I’d be enduring a full seven minutes.  At six in the evening my torment time would last thirteen minutes.  And by my nine o’clock bedtime?  The last torment of the evening?  Fuck.  I’d be vibrating like mad for a full sixteen minutes.
 
   I got dressed in something appropriate to be mucking out stalls, but even that didn’t distract me from the toy that sat quietly, waiting like a shark, for the right time.  I could feel it constantly between my legs, a four inch long reminder of my sex. I stumped down the steps of the house in my boots and walked across the cold gravel courtyard between the house and the barn.  Starting my chores was a needed distraction.
 
   But six o’clock came soon enough and I stopped momentarily and looked down at my watch.  It had a stop watch function that I’d insisted on when I bought it and I tugged the RVP controller out of my hip pocket.  With a deep breath that didn’t prepare me as much as I thought it would, I pushed both sliders up to maximum and with my other hand hit the start button on my watch. 
 
   In seconds I was going crazy, my hips were jerking and my sex and tightened down on the spinning, rumbling phallus like a pair of vicegrips.  The seconds seemed to slow and I felt myself being forced up the metaphorical orgasmic mountain, approach a pinnacle that only had one route down – the fast way.  But just as I was really starting to feel it, my stop watch beeped and I turned off the RVP.
 
   It was… tough.  I’m going to admit that right now.  With only one minute’s worth of stirring the pot I was bubbling and simmering and wanting some spice.  I put a hand out to steady myself and stuck the controller back into my pocket.  It took another minute to calm the fuck down, backtracking down the trail per se, until I was once again steady enough to work on other, non-sexual related things.
 
   But seven o’clock rolled around soon enough and I put my back to a stall and once again set both the timer and the sliders of the RVP controller.  The damn thing rumbled to life, caressing and shaking my clit even as the phallus inside me translated those same sensation to my sex.  Waves of exquisite pleasure roared through me like a wildfire in dry grass and after the first minute my hips were pumping madly and it was only through great force of will that I kept my hands off my own breasts.  
 
   When it was over I was shaking and the need building up inside me was like this massive pressure.  It went down a bit, subsiding as I recovered, but by no means was it easier to deal with.  My throat was tight, my pussy ached, and I couldn’t stop pulsing around that damn phallus for about twenty minutes after having been spun up.
 
   But I still hadn’t edged.  And thank God I hadn’t cum.
 
   At eight o’clock I was almost finished with my chores, but I still took the time to step over to a wall, brace myself, and endure three minutes of spinning, sexual torment that drove me like a heard of horses toward a cliff.  I pounded my way up there and for the first time thought I might actually have to turn off the RVP before the timer was up, just to keep from cumming.  But no, I made it.  The timer beeped before I made the active decision to save myself from plunging madly over the edge. 
 
   Breakfast with the family went easily enough.  Despite my fidgeting, not having the RVP on while sitting at the breakfast table was a welcome break.  I actually got distracted by my family’s antics as well and was able to forget for a moment that I was actually being slowly driven insane by sexual torture.  Of course breakfast ended soon enough and since it was Sunday and we had church, it meant going upstairs and getting ready.  And since it was nine o’clock it also meant I got to endure another round of vibration and spinning.
 
   That one was tough and again I almost didn’t make it.  Four minutes seemed very, very long and as desperate as I was, I’m actually surprised I did make it.  It left me perspiring, leaning naked against the wall of my bedroom, panting, and I was surprised to find myself cupping my own breasts, both nipples tightly pinched between thumb and forefinger.  Shocked at my involuntary cooperation, I dropped my hands and clenched my fists, trying very hard to settle my nerves.
 
   I’m Catholic in case you didn’t know and mass starts brightly at ten in the morning.  We normally get there a bit early and I excused myself to go to the restroom before the service started.  It wasn’t exactly at ten, but Kari had said “the top of the hour” and that had always meant I had a thirty minute window between the forty-five and fifteen minute marks.  In the restroom I lifted the hem of my dress, plucked the RVP controller from where it was stuck in the waist band of my panties (which were stretched obscenely over the RVP of course) and turned myself up to full blast.
 
   Ten o’clock meant five minutes and I buzzed and shook and vibrated and swirled in ever increasing torment, my eyes glued to the clock if not shut as I struggled to keep quiet.  I had to brace myself against the stall, my hips shaking, pumping forward and back as my body did what it was intended to do; ripen, moisten, and fuck.
 
   I was at four minutes and five seconds when I realized it was going too fast.  In alarm I shut off the RVP, letting it spin down, leaving me in the sexual equivalent of deprived agony.  Without the pressure of the RVP, the approaching cliff was still coming, but I was slowing down, skidding as it were, through the dust.  I stopped a mere foot away from the edge, my chest heaving, struggling to deal with the overpowering sensation of denial and that horrible let down as your body protests being led to the water but not being allowed to drink.
 
   There were juices running down my thighs and I used some paper to clean myself up when a horrible realization occurred to me.  By not managing the full five minute, I’d earned myself another dose in less than twenty five more.  How the hell would I get out of mass in order to sneak off to the bathroom and do this all over again?  I stopped in the mirror and noticed the flush look of my face.  I washed and then went and sat with my family.
 
   At ten thirty, or around that point since the offering wasn’t exactly then, I quietly excused myself and escaped.  I got a glare from my mother, and a grin from my dad, and I hurried back to the bathroom with my nerves on fire, my sex constantly pulsing around the RVP’s four inch, plastic cock, and a distinct worry in my mind.  In private I jacked the RVP up to maximum and in seconds I made it from wherever I was half-way up the mountain to the top.  In SECONDS mind you. It was crazy.  It was intense.  Maybe it was doing it at the church.  Maybe it was the fact that this was my second time in an hour.  Or hell, maybe it was just because I am uniquely unsuited for this kind of torment.
 
   Or should I say, perfect for this kind of torment?
 
   As you would expect, I didn’t make it through the five minutes. I had to turn the damn thing off at about three.  That worried me, but only after I’d slid to a halt and barely kept myself from going over the edge.  An awful thing occurred to me.  I had seven edges left to do and I’d just done TWO of them and it wasn’t even eleven o’clock yet.  Worse, the requirement for fucking up and edging during the bottom of the hour torment were clamps.
 
   I’m not stupid.  I was hardly going to put a pair of clothespins on my tits and walk back into church.  I’d prepared for this, hoping I wouldn’t NEED too use them, but ready for it.  I wasn’t wearing a bra and I pulled down the front of my dress and quickly teased my nipples into hardness.  That didn’t take as much effort as I thought it would.  Then I slipped the nipplebands over each tip, letting the elastic clamps tighten around the distended nipple.  Pulling my dress up was easy, but now I had two massive bumps on the front of my dress.  How embarrassing!  I snuck back into church with my arm across my breasts.
 
   As soon as the service was over I rushed back to the bathroom and spun up the RVP again, this time for six minutes.  Again, I didn’t make it through the full time period, having to turn it off after about four minutes while I teetered on the edge, struggling not to fall of the wagon.   It took another four or five minutes to calm down to a point where my hips weren’t involuntarily jerking around lewdly, and I found my family mostly giving me weird looks and wondering if I was okay.  We made it back to the house just in time for me to go up to my room, take off my dress, and turn the RVP back on for a six minute round of “lets try to make Breanne cum!”
 
   I didn’t make it through that one either, topping off at just under five minutes.  Worse, that added two more actual edges to my list and with only three left for the seventy-eight requirement, I resigned myself to whatever punishment I’d have coming for not getting exactly seventy-eight edges.  The nipplebands were still on, tingling, and I dealt with the waves of wanton need and psychological destruction that were emanating from between my legs.
 
   At eleven thirty I was back up in my room, the RVP one again churning and buzzing through my sex, sending me rocketing upward as I tried very hard to survive six minutes of intense sexual stimulation, on top of an entire morning’s worth of torment.  I’m sure no one is surprised that I couldn’t handle it.  I didn’t even get to two minutes.  I felt the orgasm coming like a freight train while I dallied on the tracks and my fingers scrambled for the sliders of the RVP controls.  I turned the damn thing off and looked at the engine barreling down on me, the light getting bigger and bigger, the wheels squealing as the brakes tried to stop the massive steel orgasm coming right at me.
 
   Had that been a real train, with me standing on real tracks, I’d have been spared getting crushed by an inch.  I shook like mad, the tension in me near breaking.  My hips swung wildly, totally out of my control as my sex tightened and loosened around the four inch long plastic cock planted in my sex.  I wanted… everything.  I took off the nipplebands and replaced them with a pair of rubber tipped duck billed clamps and hid them by putting on a bra.  Trust me, getting my nipples clamped even tighter did not help.  Barely myself, going practically out of my mind with desperation, I went downstairs and tried to forget my sexual problems by having lunch.
 
   At ten after twelve I was out in the barn.  Rachel was riding Star around the paddock and I was tucked into a stall doing a pretty damned impressive impersonation of someone having a seizure.  The day had warmed up slightly so I was in a skirt and flip flops, along with a tee shirt.  The timer steadily clicked but I was too lost in the buzzing, swirling wonder that was sexual bliss and this time I plowed through it all, cumming like a freight train in a tunnel and exploding into a world of light and bliss and total ecstasy.  I literally screamed and poor Rachel galloped Star over and climbed down and then over the fence to see her mommy leaning against the wall, shaking like a leaf, rivulets of juice running down her legs, and a glazed look in her eye.
 
   Oops.
 
   Nothing pulls you together like your kid needing you, so after I turned off the RVP and shook off the orgasm, I put her back on Star and sent her out for another ride.  And that’s when it occurred to me.  If I’d managed to edge, I’d only have two left.  Now, not only did I have three still left to do, but I’d lost one.  So I had four more edges to do before I got to orgasm.  Of course there was the added problem of now every edge had to end with the Taser.  I bit my lip.  The issue was could I actually orgasm again DESPITE the Taser.  Which did I fear more?  The punishment for going over the seventy-eight edge limit, or the taser?
 
   Taser. Definitely.
 
   And besides, in hind-sight, the idea of me actually trying to cum in spite of the Taser was fucking stupid.
 
   At twelve thirty I had sent Rachel back inside and I was out in the barn.  I turned on the RVP, and… despite seven minutes… made it through.  I sighed. I was so scared I’d have to tase myself.  At one I did it again, this time for eight minutes and I got to take off the clamps when I was done.  Again, I survived.  Not having to mess around on the bottom of the hour made things so much easier and when two o’clock rolled around, I felt ready to handle things.  I buzzed and stirred and swung my hips and then… then it became too much again.  Nine minutes of the most intense churning and rattling is just not something I can handle, not together.  And when I felt the eruption gathering beneath me, deep in my dark crevases, my shaking fingers went to the RVP, turned it off, and then brought the taser up to my left nipple.
 
   Admittedly, there is no more sure method of immediately stopping an orgasmic eruption than getting shocked with a fucking taser.  It works rather well. Of course it left me in paroxysms of pain, hunched over like Quasimodo, clutching my pain pierced breast as if someone had shoved a hot needle through my nipple.  I groaned, my head spinning and I just sat down on a hay bale, too tired and too torn up inside to really think about what was going on.  
 
   I sat there until it was two-thirty and it took almost as much willpower to START the damn RVP as it had to press a fucking taser to my bosom.  Soon enough I was spinning back up to speed, my brain fuzzy, my eyes rolling, my legs obscenely spread, toes tight and curled.  I focused as much as I could on my stopwatch, the seconds ticking by so slowly that I thought I could write a novel in the meantime.
 
   I didn’t make it.  Seven minutes twenty three seconds in I gave up.  Or more appropriately my body did.  The orgasm started, my vision went white, the pleasure blossomed inside me like a nuclear bomb and my trembling hand shoved the front of the RVP down away from swollen and perfectly chaffed clit, and pressed the taser to my sex.
 
   Want to talk about ruined orgasms?  There ya go.  I screamed and fell to the ground, the world spinning, pain blossoming, and just about every emotion and sensation inside me exploding into fragments of insanity.  I couldn’t take it. It blew my mind away.  I lay there twitching.  When I finally had enough of my shredded faculties back, I looked at my watch and burst into tears.  It was three o’clock.
 
   So I turned the RVP back on.  Ten minutes.  I couldn’t believe I made it.  I guess the pain did something to me.  Then I realized I had forgotten to put a fresh set of clamps on and I cursed.  I rooted around in the barn until I found two small C-clamps my father kept on his work bench and I tugged up my shirt and spun the wheel until both nipples looked like I’d got them caught in a door frame. 
 
   I stayed that way, puttering in the barn until around four.  Then I did the whole thing again.  Eleven minutes was the required time frame.  Shaking and panting, my hands cupping my breasts, my shirt pulled up, I made it to seven and a half before I had to turn off the RVP.  I couldn’t take it.  And despite the fact that the Taser was sitting right there by my leg, I totally forgot to use it.  Things were falling apart.
 
   At four thirty I tried again, another eleven minutes of sexual torment.  I made it past seven this time and actually got to nine.  It didn’t matter.  That little plastic cock was spinning inside me, corkscrewing away even as the base rumbled and shook against my petals and clit.  I couldn’t take it and this time I remembered the Taser. I mashed it against my left nipple and as the Rotating Venus Penis came to a stop, I pulled the trigger and pain blasted through me.
 
   I was still twitching when I called Kari.
 
   “Hello?”
 
   My throat was raspy.  “I… I… I can’t, Kari.  I can’t d-d-do it,” I whispered.
 
   “Hello Breanne.  What can’t you do?”
 
   My arms were having trouble holding the phone to my ear.  “This.  RVP t-t-thing.  Can’t.”
 
   “Ah… I see.  Have you edged the appropriate number of times?” She asked.  
 
   I blinked.  Had I?  I had no idea.  I’d lost count.  I nodded frantically, but she didn’t respond and I finally spat out a crumpled and tense “yes.”
 
   “Are you absolutely positive?” she asked.
 
   Fuck it.  No I wasn’t. But I didn’t care.  I just couldn’t go through another RVP session.  “Yes Kari! I’m certain!” I gasped.
 
   “Is it on now?” 
 
   “No.”
 
   “Are you using the Taser already?” She asked.
 
   I whimpered. “Yes.  It hurts.”
 
   “Oohhh.  How many times?” 
 
   The answer was pretty pathetic.  “I don’t know,” I moaned.  
 
   There was a pause, as if she were thinking.  “Breanne, don’t get me wrong.  I know you’re hurting and having some difficulty, but I’m not sure you want to come over right now.”
 
   I blinked. Come over?  I just wanted it to stop.
 
   “But you need to think really hard about this.  If I let you come over I won’t let you cum for the rest of the night, though you will be given the chance to screw up and edge some more on occasion.  What I can promise you is that it will hurt.”
 
   My guts turned to jelly.  “The Taser?” I sniveled.
 
   “Only if you’re dumb enough to try to cum,” she replid.  “So yes.  But that’s not my plan.”
 
   “Will I have to keep the RVP in?” I asked.
 
   “No. The RVP will be retired for the rest of the night,” she said, though I could tell she was leaving things out.
 
   Choices.  What choice did I have?  Spend the rest of the day out in the barn twitching?  Hell!  What was I going to do about dinner?  I shook my head. I had no choice.  I had to go.
 
   “I’ll be there in less than an hour,” I said, energy finally coming back now that I had a solution to my immediate problem.  
 
   “I’ll be waiting.  And Bre,” she said sternly.  “Don’t take the RVP out until you get here.  In fact, I expect it to be on, stirring and buzzing away on full power when you knock, naked of course, on my door.  Got it?” she told me.
 
   I swallowed.  “Yes Kari.”
 
   “Good.  See you in a few.”
 
   The next few minutes were a whirlwind.  I told my family I was going out and not to wait up for me.  Then I packed a few things in my bag, headed out the door, and despite the quiet trouble still penetrating me between the legs, felt relieved on a level magnitude that I can barely describe.  It took forty minutes to get to Kari’s place and I pulled up in front of her condo with both a sense of relief and a sense of dread.  I bit my lip, turned the RVP up to full power, and felt the little plastic cock begin to rotate and vibrate inside me.  I climbed from my truck with my bag, padded up to the door, and began to strip.
 
   It didn’t take me long. In less than a minute I was wearing absolutely nothing but the silly RVP strapped to my loins, which was doing some rather unique and interesting things to my libido.  The forty minute drive had helped, but you have to remember I was dry tinder.  I was so dry that little tiny sparks were a danger.  I rang the doorbell and stood there, already starting to tremble, feeling the need simmer and bubble and then boil between my legs.
 
   I bit my lip and rang the doorbell again.  I tapped my foot.  Another minute passed.  Now I was getting worried.  I knocked this time and to my total relief the door opened.  Kari stood there, eyes hard.  She looked at me, her body blocking the door.  Then she grabbed my bag, which had my keys, clothes, and purse in it, and pulled it inside.  Then she shut the door.
 
   I blinked, shocked.  Oh fuck.  She was leaving me out there to stew! I couldn’t leave. She had the keys to my truck, so I was literally rooted to this little shade of privacy on her front stoop.  I shifted back and forth uncomfortably as my sex ripened with increasingly difficult to ignore levels of arousal.  
 
   I waited and the game was not a good one.  I focused on everything I could that was separate from the churning froth between my legs.  I counted to twenty.  Then fifty, the decided to think of gross things.  None of it worked.  On and on and on it went.  Two minutes went to four, then to six and then to eight.  I grit my teeth and held on, farther and farther until finally I couldn’t handle it anymore my fingers scrambled for the RVP controller, turning off the spinning and vibrating as I slid toward the edge.
 
   I was panting and shuddering when the door opened and Kari grabbed my arm.  She pulled me into the house.  I tried to say something but she didn’t give me much of a chance. Instead I was dragged through the living room across to the hallway and in seconds I was standing in what Kari affectionately calls “Breanne’s Bedroom.”
 
   It should be called Robert’s bedroom since I’m positive he spends more time in it than I do, but you could also call it “the dungeon” if you really wanted.  Three pieces of large furniture dominate the room; the iBench, the St. Andrew’s cross, and the wooden horse.  The iBench is a metal and leather contraption shaped like a capital “I” or possibly the capital letter “H” depending on how generous you want to be and what font you happen to be using.  The St. Andrew’s cross is a wooden “X” against the far corner and is canted backward toward the wall.  If you are mounted on it you won’t be touching the floor unless you’re over six feet tall and it can get very disconcerting when Kari releases the locking mechanism and the whole fucking thin spins so you’re upside down.  
 
   But Kari pushed me toward the wooden horse and my heart froze.  I’m very, very familiar with her wooden horse, a massive piece of wood that was cut from a beam of wood a foot thick and a foot and a half tall.  It was mounted with steel bolts to a set of legs that kept it absolutely immobile, so secure that not even the crazy antics of a hundred and seventeen pound girl bouncing on its back would move it.  It stood on a stand and to each side were two small, adjustable height stools.  A spreader bar leaned against the wall and there was even four plastic milk jugs just filled with wet sand, the handles wrapped with black leather that ran up to a pair of steel D link carabineers.  
 
   “Oil it. Now,” Kari said, pointing at the wooden horse.  A bottle of oil appeared in her hand and I sagged in relief.  I thought she meant for me to ride it.  But dungeon maintenance I could handle.  I took the bottle from her and started to uncap it.  
 
   “No.  Do it with your tits,” Kari said.  I frowned at her but nodded and poured a liberal amount of oil along the spine of the wooden horse.  The strong scent of cinnamon should have tipped me off, but I wasn’t exactly running on all cylinders mentally and it wasn’t until I pushed my breasts up against the oil slick wood and began rubbing my nipples back and forth along the polished and smooth surface, that I realized she’d handed me a bottle of Stinging O.  
 
   Stinging O is a concoction of my own devising, though it’s simple enough to make. A combination of grapeseed oil, pepper oil, and cinnamon oil, mixed thoroughly and tested frequently (due to inconsistent strengths on some of the oils) makes a homemade lubricant that certainly makes it easier to insert difficult objects into tight places, but you really, really don’t want to fuck with it.  Stinging O starts by tingling, the cinnamon oil does some weird things to mucus membranes and other highly sensitive nerve bundles.  Then the pepper oil kicks in.  That burns.  A lot.  Seconds after I pressed myself against the wood it felt like I’d dipped the tips of my breasts into hot wax.
 
   I felt fingertips flutter near my waist and then Kari lifted the control remote for the RVP.  Suddenly the damn thing came back to life between my legs, swirling and vibrating.  I let out a half-groan, half-whimper that did absolutely nothing to conceal the fact that I was almost immediately humming with sexual need and tension. My loins tightened up in seconds and my mouth came open as I let out a shuddering gasp.  Kari snapped her fingers in front of my face to get my attention.
 
   “Oil the entire damn thing to finish.  If you start to cum turn off the RVP and understand there will be consequences.”  Then she grabbed a pair of metal handcuffs from the nearby storage closet and half a second later my hands were cuffed behind my back.  Kari stuffed the remote into my palms and gave my bottom a light smack.  There wasn’t much in the way of options at that point and I squatted a bit and began rubbing my tits back and forth across the freshly oiled wood.
 
   Hissing but still sliding my bosom back and forth across one side of the wooden horse, I reflected that things could be a lot worse. I could be RIDING the damn thing.  Oil turned the wooden side a glistening sheen and I tried desperately to ignore the wild party that was being thrown just south of my personal border.  My petals felt like they were being massaged.  My clit was the center of attention, and the rotating shaft was deep inside me churning me like freshly made butter.  And I was all cream, trust me.  After a few minutes Kari tapped me on the shoulder and told me to get the other side.  That wasn’t as easy since the wall was right there, but I still managed, rubbing the oil into the wood and my breasts with equal fervor.  Of course each passing second my own libido complicated the task and finally, well before I finished spreading the Stinging O oil around, I felt the wave of approaching orgasm and I quickly turned off the RVP. 
 
   Perhaps even a bit early since I was scared to death of what the punishment might be for actually cumming.
 
   Kari clucked her tongue. “You couldn’t even hold off long enough to oil the horse?” she asked with a disgusted tone.  I turned crimson at the rebuke.  “Mount up,” she ordered.
 
   “What?” I asked dumbfounded.
 
   “Get on it,” Kari said simply but earnestly.
 
   “But you said…” I stammered.
 
   “I said that there will be consequences.  This is the consequence.”
 
   I quivered.  “But Kari, I’m…”
 
   “You’re what? Sore?  Tender? Desperate?  Like I care.  Get on it.  Now.”
 
   Kari’s tone made it clear that I was going to ride the horse willingly or unwillingly, whether I liked it or not and I tried hard to quell the sudden urge to run.  I have no idea why the butterflies in my stomach decided to launch at that moment.  I’ve ridden the wooden horse before and while it isn’t comfortable, it’s not the horrible torment most people consider it to be.  At least not at first.
 
   I put one bare foot up on the first stool and stepped up.  My hip brushed the side of the horse and I swung my left leg over the back.  The stools are high enough that the spine of the horse is a full inch or two below my labia, which is a good thing, but it is also a bad thing because if you don’t want to endure a painful, sex-smashing two inch drop when the stools are yanked out from under you, it means lowering yourself down first and getting as much of your weight on the damn thing as possible.
 
   And I had incentive NOT to lower my weight.  Even getting on allowed some of my more delicate parts to brush against the oiled wood.  Considering I’d just used my breasts to work in what was a mildly caustic fluid, you’d expect me to be having second thoughts.  I could feel the cinnamon caused tingle, followed by the slowly increasing burn of the pepper oil.  And worst of all, having the spine so well lubricated meant that not only would I be resting my weight on the damn thing, but I’d be sliding myself up and down on the edge as well.
 
   “Better get yourself down, Bre.  I’m gonna pull the stools in a moment.”  Kari plucked the spreader bar off the wall and then opened the nearby storage closet.  She pulled a pair of thick leather cuffs out and went to work buckling the bondage gear to my ankles.  A moment later one leg was forced off the small stool as she attached the spreader bar to my legs, essentially forcing me open and making sure that I wouldn’t be able to use my thighs to help support my weight.  Not that it would have worked anyway.  There was enough oil on the damn thing to eliminate anything in the way of friction.  Had I tried to muscle my way through this my knees would have slid like butter on a hot plate.
 
   I groaned as the edge started biting up into my crotch and I leaned back, using my cuffed hands to help support my weight.  I knew that wouldn’t last though.  The Stinging O began coating my petals and as my body instinctively began looking for a more comfortable position, my hips rocked back and forth, making sure that every fold, not to mention my ass, perineum, and clitoris, were all nicely lubricated with oil.  In seconds it felt as if someone had poured rubbing alcohol on me and lit it.  I still had one foot on a stool but that ended a second later as Kari pushed me into a more balanced position.  I cried out, a surge of pain rushing up between my legs, and then the stool was gone, knocked aside by her foot.
 
   Kari doesn’t mess around.  This was no pony ride.  There is no me bouncing up and down.  This is truly riding the wooden horse.  You don’t go up and down.  Here you go back and forth.  You literally hump the thing, fucking it with every fiber of your being.  It is not designed to feel good.  It aches.  It burns.  It hurts.  And there is NOTHING you can do about it.  The first minute is excruciating.  The next few minutes your body begins processing the pain and by the time you hit the three or four minute mark, you are already building up something of a tolerance.  You have to.  The burn begins to fade slightly and all you have is the gentle rocking of your hips as you struggle to change the pressure point of your entire body’s weight pressing down on something edged enough to leave massive bruises.  Your petals get caught, crushed between your pelvis and the wood, and God help you if you roll far enough forward to catch your clit.  
 
   Kari puttered around the dungeon while I got through that first adjustment period and when my cries had changed to whimpers and I was steadily grinding my sex into the sharp edge, repeatedly crushing my clit on the spine of the horse, she finally came back over.  I didn’t even realize what she doing until a terrible weight suddenly was pulling me to the right.  I gasped as I crumpled an entirely new part of my pussy as I struggled to stay balanced, but was then yanked back the other direction when a second weight was hung from my left ankle.
 
   I couldn’t see them from my position, but I knew without a doubt that Kari had hung two of the weighted milk jugs on my ankles.  Or from the spreader bar.  One or the other.  Both were filled with wet sand and sealed, as if that mattered.  All I knew was that each one weighed around twenty-five pounds and she’d effectively increased the pressure between my legs by almost a full fifty percent of my body weight.  When you go from a hundred and seventeen pounds to a hundred and sixty seven, there are some dire consequences.
 
   That effectively reset me back to the same kind of pain I had dealt with when I first got on the damn horse.  My arms tried to pull on the cuffs holding my hands together.  The biting pain between my legs was horrible and the fact that I was still rocking back and forth like a crazy, sex starved whore didn’t make things easier.  With each passing minute my labia got redder, my clit swelling and aching.  
 
   Kari went and found my canvas bag next and had I been more aware of my surroundings instead of my own carnal torments, I would have been shaking.  Her fingers plucked the alligator clamps from the canvas container and quickly brought them over to me.  As soon as it appeared I was adjusting to the added weight pulling me down as well as the biting edge that felt as if it could cut me in half, she attached the metal toothed jaws to both nipples. 
 
   I’m sure you have a mental picture in your mind of this cute, petite, lithe redhead girl, head thrown back, hands cuffed in the small of her back, alligator clamps on her breasts, a chain swinging between each bitten nipple, thrusting her hips wildly on the sharp edge of a wooden horse, her ankles held apart by a spreader bar, toes arching down desperately, searching for support that isn’t there, while two white milk jugs swing heavily from her ankles.  That’s probably a pretty good image.  And I’m sure you’re imagining me screaming my head off the moment those alligator clamps snagged my bosom.  Right?
 
   Okay, I did let out a pretty impressive cry, but it was right then that it happened. I’m a torturer’s wet dream remember.  I’m not a normal person.  I have “issues”.  I’m mentally fucked up.  I’m psychologically damaged.  I’m… I’m… 
 
   I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  
 
   And getting my nipples caught like prey in those metal toothed vices, the sharp incisors biting into my areola and the nipple itself, was like a catalyst.  I felt a sudden surge of sexual need, the rocking of my hips took on a new life, and I let out a moan of desire that probably even surprised Kari.  She blinked, watching me work myself into a sexual froth, disappeared from view for a moment, then came back with a pair of one pound weights.  These went on the chain swinging between my clamped breasts and hit me in the stomach with each fresh thrust of my hips.  It also didn’t impede what was happening.  It helped.
 
   “God damn it, Bre.  This is supposed to be punishment!” Kari snarled at me.  
 
   I ignored her.  It wasn’t that I was trying to be disobedient.  But if you WANT to punish a nympho humiliation pain slut, don’t stick her on a fucking wooden horse and apply sexually oriented pain to her private parts.  Duh.  If you want to punish me tie me to the iBench, ice me down, and don’t do a damn THING to my privates.
 
   Metaphorically speaking, I was riding my horse right up to the edge of the cliffs of orgasm.  Hell, I could SEE the gorge.  And I didn’t care.  I wasn’t galloping of course, but it wasn’t a walk either.  My clit felt huge and swollen and hot and pain and pleasure coursed through me in strange loops and patterns that were impossible to identify or categorize.  My nipples throbbed and I threw my head back, eyes closed as I prepared to ride that fucking wooden stallion right off the edge of the cliff.
 
   There is pain, and then there is pain.  Just as I was preparing to leap off the damn precipice, orgasming in uncontrolled delight, a fucking lightning bolt fell from the sky, struck my clit, and blasted me back from the edge with such force that for a moment I thought I’d been burned to a crisp.  My eyes flew open wide and Kari, with the technological equivalent of Zeus’ thunderbolt, stood there with a satisfied look.  Hell, the only thing needed was a touch of smoke to be wafting up from the goddamned Taser.  
 
   Orgasm, especially pain induced orgasm, is sort of like standing on a pedestal.  The higher it becomes the more precarious the position and with that one blast from my cruel mistress I’d been shoved all the way back down to the base of the mountain, the sexual aspect of my torment blown away by the sudden burst of pain.  
 
   Arousal is a shield and if you’re horny you’d be surprised what you can endure.  Lose that and suddenly you are at the whims of agony.  Everything hurt three times as much at that point.  The alligator clamps felt as if they were tearing my nipples off with each beat of my heart.  My clit had been ground into mincemeat.  My petals, flattened and pulverized from my rocking ride, and impromptu saddle of flesh that did nothing to pad the inner secrets of my sex, all combined to make things really bad.  My ass ached, especially the ridge of bone between my slit and bottom.  I hurt so much that I actually stopped rocking.
 
   Kari stayed there, monitoring me, and I like to think that had I begged, or pleaded, or got into real trouble, she’d have pulled me off in a heartbeat.  Instead I sat there, pain radiating up from between my legs in waves of torment that made it difficult to breathe sometimes.  Kari brought a vibrator over and began touching it to various places on my body; my clamped nipples.  My clit.  Elsewhere.  And eventually I began my arduous climb back up the mountain, steadily grinding the best parts of me against the spine of the wooden horse.  Kari watched it all with an appreciative eye, waiting until I was totally unbalanced to push the tip of her vibrator against my clit for another swift kick toward the cliff.  On and on it went and my hips ground back and forth until I felt like I was being sawed in half.
 
   And then, quite by accident, I was there again, standing right at the edge of the cliff. I looked out across the abyss, seeing the peace and utter bliss of orgasm staring back at me.  I didn’t care. I ran.  I jumped.  I FLEW toward that goal with every fiber of my being, my brain soaked in endorphins and dopamine and adrenaline.  It was a running leap and my metaphorical toes bit into the dirt so I could fling myself off into orgasmic bliss.
 
   There are gods and there are ANGRY gods.  Again I was struck down with lightning, pressed to my clit.  This time she had to hold me as I thrashed in her arms and the moment I wept, slumping downward she called out for Robert.  He came in quickly, his naked body sculpted perfection and he held me up, lifting me from the horse as Kari quickly released the spreader bar and weights.  The alligator clamps and the handcuffs were removed and I was pulled from the horse after only an hour and a half. Robert cradled me in his arms.
 
   They put me on the iBench and loosely secured me to the four posts at each corner.  Thank God Kari didn’t crank me tightly open. I’m not sure I could have endured it, just for medical reasons, but she always seems to know when I’m at a hard limit.  She spent some time between my legs, making sure I wasn’t really damaged and I fell asleep in what for me, is a natural position; spread-eagled, bound, and hurting.
 
   It was after nine when Kari woke me in the most expedient way she could think of: a well lubricated dildo which she slid unabashedly up inside me without a word of warning.  I groaned as she worked me into another close encounter, a massive pending orgasm that she left hanging over my head like the sword of Damocles, letting me edge instead.
 
   Panting, totally lost in arousal and need, I was sort of out of it when she kissed me on the lips.  “I think you over-shot your seventy-eight edge goal,” she whispered to me.
 
   I shuddered, still suffering from the aborted orgasm and not really able to respond.  Her fingers fluttered at my nipple, tweaking and rubbing.  
 
   “So what do you think the repercussions for fucking it up will be, Breanne?” she asked me, her hand sliding down to my sex and gently, lightly, almost with a tickling motion, caressed my labia.  I gasped, my hips instantly thrusting upward.  It did nothing to relieve me.
 
   “Hmmm?  What do you think we should do to you for having more edges than you were supposed to?
 
   A single word came to mind and I said it, my voice cracking.  Kari laughed, her fingers tweaking and rubbing and teasing.
 
   “Seriously?  That’s what you think should happen?” she asked.  She caught hold of my clit and twisted it slightly, not enough to hurt, but definitely enough to make me incredibly aware of it, how sore I was, how swollen I’d become.  I wanted… I needed something.
 
   “And that’s exactly what you won’t be getting, I can promise you,” she whispered in my ear.  “You won’t be cumming for days.  Weeks, if I can arrange it.”  She paused and the pressure on my clit tightened and became pain.
 
   “Because the last thing you should be rewarded with for edging too many times, is being allowed to cum.”
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   Extremes.  They’re everywhere.  Extreme heights, extreme sports, extreme foods, and extreme cars – hell you can attach the adjective to just about anything.  Extreme sushi.  See? How about extreme chocolate?  Extreme clothing?  But sometimes “extreme” is not an adjective, it’s a noun, an intellectual place holder for limits that might otherwise be difficult to imagine.  Temperature extremes.  Technological extremes.  And of course a subject in which I might, just might, be considered an expert.
 
   Sexual extremes
 
   I think this fall I’ve proven my versatility in sexual matters.  From a week of non-stop orgasmic insanity to a somewhat less successful week of edging, I know what sexual extremes are. I’ve lived them.  I know what it’s like to bask in the euphoria of satisfaction, of mind-blowing orgasm.  And I know what it’s like to be so desperate, so wanton, that you would literally do almost anything for relief.
 
   So I hope you can understand where I’m coming from when I confess that I was desperate.  In fact I was extremely desperate.  I’d gone almost eleven full days without an orgasm and for a girl like me, well - that tends to make you just a bit irrational.  Even with the first five of those days spent miserably enduring my time of the month, the last six days had been a repeated lesson in sexual frustration.  Kari, the woman responsible for selecting my “toy of the day,” the simple yet effective means for me to comply with NHPS Rule #1, had left me in various stages of unfulfillment.  Trust me – when a woman says she hasn’t been filled properly, it’s serious.  So you might say I was experiencing dissatisfaction.
 
   Extreme dissatisfaction.  So when Master Dan had suggested a simple yet diabolical assignment, the day before I was scheduled to go on a six day trip to New York City with David, I latched onto it with my teeth and bit down.  I had presented the idea with an enthusiasm that a rational person would have identified as extreme stupidity, but Kari approved the concept with a few of her more rational specifics, provided that both Kari and David agreed to what I, or more accurately – Master Dan – was proposing.  A phone call and a text message were all that were required to set things up and so Halloween morning found me at the mall, just a few minutes before ten.
 
   I had managed to sneak out of the house by wearing my blue denim duster, braving the wet and chilly weather clad in a coat considered “cowgirl” attire.  But underneath, unseen to the piercing eyes of my mom or the curious eyes of my father, was a pair of sheer, white cotton shorts that crawled up my butt and molded to my curves like rubber.  Men snicker and use the phrase “camel toe” to describe the condition I was sporting rather well.  Regardless, a prudent girl would be very cautious about what color panties she should wear with that particular pair of shorts.  Anything other than white would have been very obvious.
 
   My top was only marginally better.  First of all it was a tee shirt, a tight one, but it was black cotton and while it conformed to my breasts as well as the shorts emphasized my sex, the color made it hard to see the piercing of my right nipple, or the small, charm-sized padlock that hung down from the gold hoop, emblazoned with a rose.  Across the front of my shirt was a blue and red emblem that looked suspiciously like the major league baseball emblem, except instead of a batter waiting for a curve ball, there was a silhouette of a girl with more curves than an Astros’ pitcher.  Underneath were the words “Major League Porn Star.”  As you can imagine, there is nothing to better to complete an image of something than to add a caption.
 
   The shirt was not just tight, but too small as well, and I felt like a sausage.  The bottom of the shirt didn’t go down to my shorts and left a swath of bare belly about six inches wide, leaving my navel exposed and ensuring my inability to use my shirt to hide my shorts.  All in all, quite an awkward ensemble.  The only good thing was that rather than wearing my high heels, my bare feet were tucked into flip flops, which made the outfit appropriate for summer and not the last day of October.
 
   But what the hell.  It was Halloween.  I’d get a couple of looks, a shrug, and then maybe a smile.  After all, Halloween is the day that decent girls get to dress up like total sluts, get drunk, and have lots of sex.  Wait. I do that every day, don’t I?  Guess next year instead of dressing up normal, I should put on sweatpants and a sweatshirt and sit around eating corn chips and salsa.
 
   The other thing I did when I got to the mall was leave my duster in the truck.  I wrapped my arms around myself as I hurried into the building, managing to get inside without freezing my rather underdressed ass off.  My small purse was slung over my shoulder and the first thing I did was head to the nearest ladies restroom.  In private I worked the tight shorts down past my knees and then stuck my fingers up between the soft petals of my flower.  I let out a soft gasp, but no one was in the bathroom to hear it, and felt a thin strand of twine.  A slow pull eventually forced not one but two, golf-ball sized spheres from my depths and I groaned as they came free.  I wrapped them in tissue paper and then put them in my purse, extracting the toy that would shortly become both my relief and my torment.
 
   “Vibroballs” might not be an accurate description of what should more properly be called “vibro-ovoid like thingies,” but we need to keep it simple.  I slipped both bullets, one at a time, into my slit and pushed them deep with my thumb, reveling in the sensation of being stuffed once again.  My pre-moistened slit responded sweetly to the new sensation and I carefully positioned the wire that led from the vibroballs to the controller up past my clitoris.  I pulled up my shorts and was disturbed to discover that the purple colored wire was intriguingly visible, right through the thin material of my shorts.  Worse, my aroused state was already have a deleterious effect on the translucency of the fabric.  That “camel toe” was becoming increasingly pink.
 
   Interested parties would of course visually trace the wire, discovering that whatever treasure I had buried in that swampy crevasse needed a battery pack and controller.  Said remote control was stuck in my back pocket, readily accessible and with a deep breath I thumbed the tiny wheel and turned it upward.  I felt the immediate sensation of the vibroballs beginning their earth shake like dance as they vibrated and rattled against each other, sending a fresh flurry of demanding signals from my loins to brain, most of which consisted of “oh my fucking God, yes.”
 
   I had to suppress a bad case of the shakes as I emerged from the restroom and headed out into the mall.  I was a tad bit cold as well, my nipples hardening underneath the black tee shirt, but most of my trembling came from an acute sense of embarrassment as passersby and shopkeepers opening their stores began noticing me.  Wouldn’t YOU notice a girl with fire-engine red hair, prancing around in an outfit not even appropriate for a summer day at the beach?  Especially if a second glance let you notice the obvious purple wire trailing down the front of her semi-transparent shorts to suspiciously disappear into her depths?  Wouldn’t YOU stare?
 
   I hurried along, managing to avoid nothing worse than a few hard looks.  A minute or three later I took an almost abrupt turn and found myself in a small jewelry shop.  It’s not a fancy jewelry store – more of a place for teenage girls to get bangles rather than diamonds or pearls.  I’m not much of a jewelry person myself – I’d prefer chocolate and sex actually – and I only have three piercings.  My ears have single piercings in each lobe and I might add was done willingly, while the piercing in my right nipple came as something of a shock that I had no real control over.  But now that all is said and done, I don’t mind it, though sometimes wearing nipple clamps can be a real bitch.  But as I stepped into the store I knew, as did the shopkeeper, that shopping was not exactly the reason that drew me into that particular space.  It was the woman minding it.
 
   Julie is younger than I am by enough to make me slightly uncomfortable dealing with her.  She’s thin, physically underdeveloped, and there are some unwise people who question if she’s gone through maturity yet.  She’s spunky, opinionated, arrogant, abrasive, bossy, and overly confident for a girl who hasn’t finished community college yet, but still – there is something captivating about her.  She dresses in a mixture of styles that could best be described as “apocalypse” meets “whore” and then tilts dramatically toward “Halloween.”  And that’s on a normal day.  She favors black over most other colors and as for hair color – I have no idea if she’s a blond or a brunette.  Hell, for all I know, she might be a red-head (though I doubt it.  If she were a red-head, she’d be a red-head!)  The reason I didn’t know is because Julie changes her hair color more often than people recharge their cell phones.  Today she was sporting a startling shade of neon green.  This was in direct contrast with the bright, orange and black striped stockings she was wearing, which disappeared into a black mesh and torn rag skirt, which then merged into a torn, black, cotton tee shirt, which allowed a black lace bra to peek out provocatively in certain interesting spots.  
 
   “Well, well.  Breanne.  Happy Halloween,” Julie said to me with a warm smile.  “Do you like my costume?”  She twirled around once, a silly grin on her face.  
 
   I blinked. “You’re wearing a costume?” I asked innocently.  It looked like she’d run over that shirt with a lawnmower.
 
   She froze, her eyes narrowing dangerously.  “And what do you think you’re supposed to be?” She snapped her fingers as if she had just figured something out.  “Oh yes!  It’s clear you’re a nympho humiliation pain slut looking for someone to beat the shit out of her tits.”  Julie reached out, grabbed my right nipple through my shirt, and pinched me hard, giving a twist in the bargain.  My knees buckled and I let out a gasp, grabbing hold of her wrist.  Not that it did any good.
 
   She leaned close.  “Are you insane?” she hissed.  “Antagonizing me before I even give you your task?”
 
   I let out a choked whisper, belatedly realizing that being a smartass isn’t so smart when the person you are sassing has a history of assault.  On the flip side, I also realized that Julie’s violent behavior was making me more receptive to the buzzing of the vibroballs and it was almost involuntary when I swung my hips forward, literally humping her leg as waves of pain laced pleasure shot through me.
 
   It also didn’t please Julie and she let go of my now heaving bosom and she pointed at the back of the store.  “Now get your ass into the backroom and bare those breasts,” she ordered.  Her hand swung and smacked me on the ass hard.  It stung and I hurried past her.  Most of the back room was devoted to storage.  Cardboard boxes lined with SKU numbers and questionable abbreviations for the contents lined the shelves.  But there was also a small wooden desk, an office chair, and enough standing room near the electrical panel to give Julie enough space to swing.  As soon as the door shut behind me I yanked the black tee shirt up, letting my full breasts spill out.  I put my hands behind my head and waited.  
 
   Julie came in a minute later, her eyes flashing with mischief as they took in the bare and offered gift of my upper half.  Me?  I braced myself for what was coming.  Her hand reared back and then came forward at top speed, the open palm slamming viciously into my left breast.  I gritted my teeth as the sharp sting almost took my breath away.  Even before the pain began to turn to heat she hit me again, this time on the other side.  My fingers tightened, as did my pussy around the vibroballs.  I’m ashamed to admit it, but I was close to cumming.
 
   “You like that, don’t you?” Julie asked, her hand coming up to swat me across the chest again.  “I can tell.  It’s in your eyes.  You’re going to cum, aren’t you?” 
 
   Hard, stinging blows smashed my tits from side to side and finally I couldn’t take it anymore.  I gasped, my hips slinging forward as the Julie induced orgasm blasted through me.  I made some rather unique noises at that point, but none of them dissuaded Julie to stop spanking my breasts.  She kept at it until both sides of my bosom were a dark color of rose, slightly swollen, quite tender, and clearly showing a few marks that would probably turn to bruises.
 
   “Pull your shirt down,” she ordered.  I did as she asked, covering up my chest and her lips pressed together as she looked thoughtful.  Then to my surprise she shook her head, grabbed hold of my shirt, and yanked it back up.  I let her, mostly because I was still just a tad bit lost in the waves of sexual euphoria I was still experiencing, and because I wanted to avoid another spanking.  
 
   She turned away from me and rummaged in the desk for a moment.  Then she pulled out a roll of silver duct tape.  I watched curiously as she tore a three foot strip off the roll, then tore that strip in half, lengthwise, leaving her with six feet of duct tape about an inch wide.  She took a half-step toward me, placed one loose end at the top of my left breast, and then wound the strip of duct tape tightly around the base my tit.  In seconds what was a nice, soft, delicious curve became a stressed, taut, ball with a small, hard bump on the side.  I groaned because it wasn’t exactly comfortable either.  The duct tape went on easily enough and Julie quickly did the other side.  Then she tore up some more tape and bound both breasts together as well.  When she pulled the shirt back down, I looked odd.  There just wasn’t something right about my breasts.  It would draw attention.  But it also would keep my own attention on the stress my breasts were enduring.
 
   “It will have to do,” Julie said.  She turned me this way and that, checking on her work.  Finally she nodded with a satisfied look.  “Now, you go do your four laps and blowjobs, and I suppose you have to go see David as well. I hope he hurts you worse than I did.”
 
   Still flushed from both the pain of my breast spanking and the orgasm, I nodded as Julie glanced through the small window in the backroom door.  She cursed and shook her head.  “Damn, customers.  Now you go and suck cock.  Happy Halloween, slut.”  She smiled at me with narrowed eyes and left me alone.
 
   The vibroballs were still purring at full power and while I’m generally used to it, I’d gone without sexual release for over a week.  Even without Julie playing handball with my breasts, I was well on my way to orgasm number two.  I fished my phone out of my purse and called David.
 
   “Where are you?” He asked.
 
   “I’m still at Julie’s store.  Do you want me to come to your office?” I asked in return.
 
   There was a momentary pause.  “No.  That won’t be necessary.  Meet me there in front of Julie’s and we’ll go someplace quiet.”  Someplace quiet meant someplace where I wouldn’t NEED to be quiet.  
 
   “All right,” I replied breathlessly and was about to say “hurry up, I’m horny,” but he had already hung up on me.  I tucked my phone away, took as deep a breath as my bound breasts allowed, and then marched out of the backroom and past Julie.  She was helping a thirty-something woman who looked at me as if I were covered in horseshit.  I ignored it.  I’m used to derisive expressions.  I stepped out into the mall with one arm draped across my still smarting and well bound breasts, while the other casually swung at my loins, trying to block the view of anyone staring at that bloody wire and the increasingly transparent crotch of the shorts.
 
   “That may be the a little too revealing, Breanne.”  David came up behind me and I turned with a grin.  “When you said you would be attired in something appropriately indecent, I didn’t know you planned on emphasizing the ‘indecent’ part quite so much.”
 
   “Ha ha, you’re funny,” I said sarcastically. Evidently I hadn’t learned my lesson at the hands of the Goth bitch in the jewelry store.  
 
   “And you’re here because you’re desperate, pathetic, and hoping someone will abuse you.”
 
   David is a unique man.  He knows what makes me tick, and let me tell you, knowing the motivations that propel me from one sexual mis-adventure to another is not easy.  I’m a complicated girl.  You have to know that I hate being humiliated, but that it turns me on so much that I’ll agree to just about anything.  You have to know that I expect to be treated with respect – no bad names and such, but also that I want to objectified, totally reduced to nothing but a cum slut.  You have to know that I don’t want to be slapped, or punched, or kicked, but that you can slap, or punch, or kick me in certain spots and I’ll THANK you for it.  He took my arm and began escorting me toward the Food Court.
 
   “Admittedly you’ll get away with it today because it’s Halloween.”
 
   I stuck my tongue out at him.  “I get away with it most days,” I replied smugly.
 
   His eyes narrowed.  “You’re pushing it,” he warned.
 
   I shut my mouth but I couldn’t help smiling.  A moment later he stopped at a wooden partition where a barrier had been erected across any empty tenant space.  A key came out and I ducked in, followed by David, who locked it behind us.  The place was dark, with only a single light coming from one of the overhead fixtures in the very back.  The place was big too, like the size of a clothing store.  A single counter area stood midway back and a mirrored wall was behind it.  I recognized the place. I’d been here before.
 
   “You know, I find this whole encounter superfluous,” David said. 
 
   I looked at him blankly, not sure what he meant.  “You’re going to have to remind me what superfluous means,” I said brightly.  I slipped my thumbs into the waist band of my shorts and shoved them downward.  I’d say I was exposing myself, but it was already pretty clear that the white material wasn’t exactly concealing the pink and wet petals of my sex very well.
 
   David’s eyebrows went up but his gaze was locked on certain parts being rapidly but more thoroughly revealed.  
 
   “You will be ready tomorrow morning, right?” he asked.
 
   I laughed and my shorts fell to my ankles.  I stepped out of them.  My sex was soaked and you could smell my arousal. I wanted him.  Extremely.
 
   “Of course!” I replied, taking one step forward and using the opportunity to lose the white shorts completely.  “Eight a.m. sharp!”
 
   “And you know what to pack?” he asked as his hand came up between my legs.  My mouth opened in a silent gasp as he slipped the edge of a finger through my dripping and extremely desperate slit.  I nodded stupidly and moaned.  I reached out and grabbed hold of his sports coat, realizing I was about to cum again.  His finger went deep enough to touch the vibroballs and I almost swooned.
 
   “The reason it’s superfluous is because I’m going to spend the next six and a half days sexually torturing you, abusing you, and sating myself with your body.  I’m already thinking about this weekend and you show up here, on Halloween, dressed in extremely revealing clothes, wanting me to start abusing you now,” he said.
 
   At least that’s what I think he said.  I was floating around on cloud nine at that point and every word he uttered was punctuated with a thrust of my hips upon his hand.  The fact that I would soon be flying to New York City with David had played little to no role in either my decision to accept Master Dan’s assignment, much less wanting to come to David for release.  After all, if I didn’t like him, I’d hardly be going to New York with him.
 
   I orgasmed a second later, with a little shuddering cry.  I leaned up against him and he took his hand out from between my legs.  He stuck the gooey digit in my mouth, letting me suck my own cream from his hand.  I licked and sucked, wishing it was his cock and not his finger.
 
   “You are insatiable, you know that?” David asked, his eyes wide.  “Are you going to be like this the entire time we’re in New York?” 
 
   I shook my head, still well ensconced in my bubble of sexual euphoria.  “No. I’ll be worse,” I giggled.  “You’ll have to tie me down to keep me from fucking the bellhops.”  The vibroballs were still going full blast and all that orgasm number two did was prime me for orgasm number three.  God! I LOVE being multi-orgasmic!  I wanted something extremely thick and long and hard slipping through me.
 
   “Take me, David!”  It came out as a throaty whisper.  “Throw me down and fuck my brains out! Please! I want you!”  I grabbed hold of his sports coat lapel and pulled myself up against him.  His hands came up, engulfing mine.  He pulled my arms downward, gently but firmly.  
 
   “What you want?”  His voice was quite firm.  “Rest assured I have no interest in satisfying your wants.  It’s not even the fact that I can deny your desires, it’s that they aren’t even worth paying attention too.”  He pushed me away slightly and I stumbled.
 
   You have to understand that I am not a normal submissive.  Most Dominant/submissive relationships are founded in mutual respect and are an artful balance of want and need, on the part of both Master and sub.  Submissives are submissive because they want to be, not because they have to be.  The funny thing about these kind of relationships is that ultimately, the Dom can only do what the submissive allows him to do.  She can always say no.
 
   And so while David’s words sound ultimately cruel and not very nice, and certainly not the hallmark of a loving, understanding Dominant who stresses and pushes his submissive to the limit, but does not force her over, David was showing that he understood what makes me tick.  See, for me, the war between what my body wants and what my mind rejects is the stress that turns a common, every day orgasmic explosion into a fucking nuclear bomb going off.  In my head, I’m a prudish, south Texas cowgirl who dresses in blue jeans and tee shirts, owns only white panties and bras, and would no more strip in public than I’d eat horseshit.
 
   But deep down, past the logic and the mental processes, there is something dark running through my veins.  I know it goes against what society finds normal. I know it’s considered deviant.  I know I’m called naughty and bad names.  I hate it, every second of it.  But there is something short-circuiting inside me, something that wants, extremely and desperately the most powerful orgasms ever.  And I am aware that when I’m forced into things my brain doesn’t want, that those middling orgasms turn into tsunamis of pleasure.  You can call me sick if you want, but it doesn’t change the fact that I get off on being treated like a nympho humiliation pain slut, an object useful for one thing: pleasing others through my sexual suffering.  If I happen to orgasm in the process, well… good for me.
 
   Now realistically everyone knows that if you took command of me and left me in sexual denial agony for half a year I’m going to defect.  I’ll blow a gasket and eventually become so unruly that I’m unmanageable.  I disobey orders.  I break rules.  I’m sarcastic.  Punishing me doesn’t work.  So trust me, I’m a master at manipulation.  It’s all a game.  David knows what I need and will provide it.
 
   Sort of.  I just need to be careful not to specifically ASK.
 
   “Get on the floor, on your back, and spread your legs,” David told me.  His fingers went to his belt buckle and I dropped like a rock.  The wire to the vibroballs wrapped around my leg, the controller tugging my fallen shorts closer like a dog on the leash.  I ignored it and laid down.  I spread my feet wide apart and put my hands up over my head, adopting a spread-eagled position.
 
   “Now put the soles of your feet together, and take off those stupid flip flops.”  
 
   I kicked off my shoes and then bent my knees, bringing the soles of both feet closer.  Adopting a laid back “butterfly” position, I looked up at him as he doubled up his belt.  I felt my arms and legs tighten as a shiver of fear flashed through me, but then he was standing over me, straddling my head, facing my toes.  
 
   “Breanne, let’s talk about what I want right now,” David said, shaking out the belt.  I swallowed hard, mentally bracing myself.  “Tomorrow, when I pick you up, I expect you to be wearing your black mini-skirt and the black tube top.”  He looked down at me.  “Do you understand?”
 
   This was old news.  He’d told me already, but I nodded eagerly. “Yes sir.”
 
   “And you will call me ‘master’ as well.”
 
   “Yes Master,” I said obediently.  
 
   “And now we have to address my needs.  And right now, I need to hit you with my belt, right between the legs, and I want you to be quiet and still and accept every blow.”  And with that he swung the belt.
 
   I’ve been hit harder of course, but it wasn’t a love tap either.  The flexible leather landed with a crack on my wet slit and bit into me with more than enough force to have brought a sharp cry from between my teeth.  But I bit down and concentrated.  My knees jumped of course – natural instinct – the body trying to protect itself, but I managed to hold myself open enough that David didn’t object.  On the flip side, I’m not sure I would have known if he objected because the punishment and reward in this particular situation was probably the same thing.
 
   He hit me again.
 
   I lost count somewhere between fifteen and twenty and I was starting to have issues with holding still.  My pussy was burning and thanks to the vibroballs, gushing as well.  I wonder if being soaked in pussy juice is bad for men’s trouser belts.  Well, not my problem, is it?  David noticed though and with a smart move suddenly knelt down next to me, his legs at my shoulder, and grabbed my right breast with his hand.  He bunched it up, the duct tape doing most of the work, the nipple taut and hard and pointing straight up.  Then he took maybe the last six inches of wet leather, the rest of his belt dangling, and began snapping his makeshift weapon against my breast.
 
   My back arched sharply and I closed my eyes as my fingers curled into fists.  Every part of me screamed “cover up!  Stop him!” but I held off, longer and longer until finally I couldn’t take it and my hand came down and grabbed my breast, putting my knuckles in the target zone.  David didn’t like that.  He stopped whipping my breast for a moment, moved around to my head, grabbed both arms and then pulled them tightly upward.  A moment later I couldn’t move my hands.  They were both locked in place under his legs, his entire body weight on them.  Then he went to work on my left breast, bending over my head.  
 
   Julie had turned my tits a shade of rose which had steadily lightened.  David left marks that I’d have over the weekend.  I writhed and whimpered and even let out a real cry or two that echoed around the empty retail space like a shopper looking for just the right item to buy.  I’m not sure what signal or instinct told David that I’d reached my limit, but suddenly he stopped and released my arms.  I brought them down instantly, rolling to the side, cupping and holding my breasts.
 
   “Now you will suck me,” he announced.
 
   I wasn’t crying, but there were tears in my eyes.  He nudged me with his foot when I didn’t immediately get to my knees.  I still didn’t move so he reached down, grabbed me by the hair right at the scalp, and yanked me upward.  Before you get all outraged, he waited long enough to let me grab his wrist with my hand, thus keeping most of my weight off my hair follicles.  See?  There is a way to do it right.
 
   He manhandled me into a kneeling position and somehow his cock was already out and before I could prepare or lick my lips or hell, even open my fucking mouth, he jammed his shaft into my face.  He held onto my hair as I braced myself against his knees and then began to literally move my head down onto his cock.  I felt the tip go deep down my throat and I fought the urge to gag.  I swallowed and swallowed and prayed I’d get a bit more of a breath.
 
   Being skullfucked is not really all that enjoyable for me.  Don’t get me wrong, there is a visceral attitude that comes with skullfucking a girl, a sort of brutal, animalistic behavior.  I dig that.  I can understand it.  It looks amazing when a girl is having cock shoved into her mouth with no control over depth or angle or penetration and all she can do is swallow and pray to God her teeth doesn’t graze him and that she’ll be given a chance to breath at some point.  You don’t allow a skullfuck.  You live through it.
 
   It would have helped if my arms had been tied.  Instinct plays a roll here and there and one hand came up to his cock and immediately tried to push, keeping me from losing control over what was happening.  It worked to an extent and as I exerted more and more power on David, I finally was given the ability to set depth and speed and I licked and sucked on him fervently.  I even took him deep a few times, swallowing and taking him in the back of my throat, my lips pressed to his torso even with the cock in my mouth.
 
   He was hard.  Rock hard and I did my very best, which is why the blowjob only lasted a minute or so.  I thought he was going to cum, but then he pushed me away.  I fell to the side, startled and surprised.  I looked up at him.
 
   “On your stomach, slut.”  His voice was tight and I could tell he was getting close.  I rolled over and then felt him looming behind me.
 
   He gave my ass two or three sharp spanks, but then I felt his cock press up against me.  The first thrust drove his shaft into my slit, where it banged and fought with the buzzing vibroballs for space. David clearly loved the sensation and really began to thrust, but there really wasn’t enough room and on his fourth or fifth attempt to work his way in there, his cock slipped, moved upward slightly, and found my ass.
 
   I’m not a fan of anal sex, but everyone on the fucking planet seems to have “fuck Breanne up the ass” written on their bucket list.  I swear to God – what the hell is wrong with you people?  What is it about my bottom that just says “this would be a really good place to stick a cock, or a probe, or a vibrator, or hell… just about anything?”  
 
   Of course it was just discomfort.  I’m used to having things shoved up my derriere on a frequent basis, and that combined with the vibroballs finally did it again.  Another orgasm.  And I made sure David knew I was cumming.  Not sure he cared at that particular moment because he was dumping about two tablespoons worth of white cream in my ass.  I bucked responsively because I know men like that and then he rolled off me with a gasp, his face flushed with pretty much the same feeling as I was having.
 
   Except, you know, without a sore butt.
 
   “Okay, I’m done now,” he said after a moment, laughing slightly.  I rolled and looked at him.  
 
   “Done?” I queried.  “As in?”
 
   He gave me a penetrating glance.  “As in right now, I’m sated.  It will be at least a couple of hours before I’m ready to do anything more to you.”  He sighed and then sat up.  “Besides, aren’t you supposed to be walking laps, giving blowjobs, and getting cum all over yourself?”
 
   I groaned and rolled over. I could feel his own deposit of cream leaking out of my bottom.  Slowly I stood up and went over to the light.  The mirror showed me the damage he’d done.
 
   “Geeze! Look at my breasts!” I said, cupping them.  The tape made both look like well rounded grapefruit.  Red grapefruit.  Both breasts were a brilliant shade of dark pink and there were even a few red lines where the edge of David’s belt had cut a little deeper.  
 
   David came up behind me, wrapped his arms around my torso, pushing my hands out of the way, and cupped my breasts too.  His chin rested on my shoulder, which was a trick since he’s like a foot and a half taller than me.  His fingers came up and lightly rubbed each nipple, which made me suck in another ragged breath of air.
 
   “I think they look spectacular.  You should have them bound and whipped like this every day.”
 
   I nestled back against him.  I’d just realized I was cold and he was quite warm.  “Well, I’ll be in your power for the next six days.  I recommend you start each morning off with breast bondage and beatings.”
 
   He let me go with a grin. “I’ll consider it.”  He went and picked up his pants.  “You do realize that starting tomorrow, if you aren’t actively engaged in sexual activity with me, you’ll be in a situation where you are being sexually tormented or sexually hurt the entire time.  Are you sure you can handle that?” 
 
   I couldn’t help it. I laughed.  “Seriously?  You think I’ll have problems with that?”  I shook my head. “Hell David, that’s what I’m HOPING for!”  I bent down and picked up my shorts and began stepping into them, trying not to trip on the vibroballs remote which was still bouncing around behind me on the floor.  When the hell will I get one of those wireless remote vibrators?  Sheesh!  I pulled the shorts up, but only to my thighs and I found my purse.  It only took a moment of digging before I found what I was looking for.  With a sigh I pulled it out and turned to David.
 
   “Do you mind?” I asked, holding out the item.  He blinked, then laughed.
 
   “For a girl who objects to anal so much, you sure spend a lot of your time stuffed up the ass.”  He plucked the four inch plug from my hand and gestured toward the counter.  “Bend over, please.”
 
   I gave him a mock glare, but cooperated.  Since I was so freshly reamed in that particular area, it was rather easy getting the plug in and I only winced and groaned a little. I even twitched my hips nicely for David who enjoyed it.  
 
   “Make sure you bring that with you to New York.  Though I’ll have a few new toys for you as gifts as well.”
 
   I turned and tugged my shorts up.  I felt the cream of David’s deposit leaking into the thin crotch of the shorts, soaking front and back and frankly, my pussy was adding its share of moisture as well.  “Really?  New toys?” I asked eagerly.
 
   He nodded and laughed.  “Got to keep you entertained, right?”
 
   “You do a good job, David.”  Then I blushed.  “Master,”
 
   “Damn right.  You better not forget it either because if you don’t call me that starting tomorrow morning, each time you will be immediately and harshly punished.  Regardless of where we happen to be.”
 
   I grinned. “Gotcha.  So I if I want punishment, all I need to do is call you ‘David’ instead of ‘Master’!”
 
   He rolled his eyes.  “This is one of the reasons you don’t have a permanent Dominant, Breanne.  You can’t behave and the only real way to punish a NHPS (he pronounced it “nips”) like you is to deny you, which isn’t any fun.”
 
   I nodded eagerly, with a huge smile and sort of sing songed my reply. “I know!”
 
   He waved his hand. “Okay.  Go on.  You’ve got four laps to do and four cocks to suck.  Just remember to be ready at 8 a.m. tomorrow.  Our plane leaves at 10:15 which means we need to get to Hobby pretty quick.”
 
   I found my flip flops, stepped over to him, ignoring the buzzing in my sex and the fullness in my ass, stood on tip toe, and kissed him on the cheek.  
 
   “I’m looking forward to this,” I said softly.  He wrapped his arms around me, hugged me, and then let me go.
 
   “Go on.  Go suck cock.”
 
   And I left.  David could lock up by himself.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I stumbled into Julie’s store three and a half hours later.  I had been forced to wait out in the corridor for her customers to leave, tucked into a little niche across the way.  I was a mess.  A wreck. But I knew I had to at least wave or something.  
 
   “My God,” Julie said, staring at me.
 
   I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror and my stomach knotted up even tighter.  I should have been hungry, but had lost my appetite.  My black tee shirt had two, incredibly obvious, splatters of semi-congealed and drying spunk well splashed across my breasts.  Mostly dried goo marred my midriff, with rivulets clearly going down to my shorts.  Beads of white cream were drying in my hair along the right side, and the front of my shorts, where a boy named Jesse had politely deposited his load, had soaked up the moisture and rendered my swollen, red-tinged, vibrating sex almost completely visible.  My thighs were starting to chaffe from the sort of half-step I’d adopted to keep from flashing myself to everyone.
 
   “Wow,” Julie said.  “Get out of my store.”
 
   You should have seen me deflate from grossed out and humiliated to grumpy in just under three nanoseconds. I glared at Julie and turned.
 
   “Breanne, I admire your guts girl, but this?  This is too much,” she said as I walked away.  People stared at me as I hurried toward the exit.  I could feel the fluids dripping, the crusty sense of dried cum flaking off my skin.  The outside air was cool, but refreshing and I turned my face up into the sun.  You see, I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
   And I do extreme.
 
   Happy Halloween.
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   I parked the car with just a flutter of nervousness, glancing out at the busy street just to the south of the lot.  Cars rushed back and forth, drivers frantic to make their way home, working their way through the late rush hour traffic that marked the end of the work day.  Car horns beeped, ambulance and police sirens sounded in the distance, and everyone but me was rushing back toward dinner, family and entertainment.  The whole idea made me smile, but I had things to do before the comfort of heading to my dinner was an option and I was determined to see things through.
 
   I got out of my Saturn coupe with little fuss, thanks to the fact that I had chosen a parking lot that had few cars in it.  It was after business hours and that made things a little easier.  A stately dark brown building stood off to one side, dark tinted windows lining the bottom floor.  With a deep breath I smoothed down my skirt, a blue denim number that I’ve worn on a number of assignments, the flared and ruffled hemline only an inch or two below my buttocks.  Underneath I was as bare as the day I was born, no panties, and if any interested parties had dipped their head under to take a look, they’d probably have been surprised to see all the plastic fitting and wiring.
 
   Or maybe not.  After all, my penchant for motorized and battery operated toys seems to be common knowledge.
 
   Before I even took a step my hands went down to the pockets of my skirt and I fished out the two separate and different color controllers.  One was black and sleek, the other a disturbing neon pink.  I turned both to maximum and spent the next thirty seconds struggling to maintain the cloak of composure that I would need to complete the assignment.  One controller, the black one, went to the eight beads that I had previously stuffed in my ass, and entire string, each just a tad bit larger than the previous one, each holding a small electric motor, all of which were now rumbling at full power.  It wasn’t exactly uncomfortable as much as difficult to deal with.  I’m not a fan of anal anything, but I have to admit that those beads created some rather interesting tensions in my body.
 
   The other control went to my Rotating Venus Penis, an interesting device that consists of a plastic, ridged platform as well as a four inch, vibrating, spinning, plastic cock.  That’s right. I said spinning.  And yes, that is intense.  The RVP is one of those toys that is actually diabolical in nature.  The platform the phallus is attached to vibrates and is big enough to rub against your clit at the same time it’s stimulating your labia, not to mention shaking the whole cock inside you.  Add the spin function and I feel like a martini that’s been shaken AND stirred.  
 
   Which, as a certain secret agent would tell you, makes for a rather crappy martini.
 
   A girl on the other hand, is perfect for such treatment and I was wet. Very wet.  And somewhat stupid.  Or at least socially dysfunctional since in that mindset I’ll practically fuck anything even vaguely cock shaped.  The fact that I hadn’t cum all morning or afternoon, essentially spending over twenty hours orgasm-less made the whole process like throwing gasoline on dry tinder and tossing a match on the thing.  Trust me, I needed those thirty seconds just to get myself under control.
 
   I didn’t cum though.  I managed to have that much will power, not to say that I didn’t cum a few minutes later.  I did.  But I’ll get to that.
 
   I reached back into the car and grabbed the small can of vegetable shortening I had picked up at a grocery store before heading out.  I remember the clerk giving me a look; the fuck me stripper shoes, the short skirt, the red halter top that barely held my breasts, the heavy makeup, the silly hoop earrings. I looked like a whore and the fact I was buying a can of grease did not make things easier.  In hind sight, I should have bought a cucumber too, just for the shock effect.
 
   Taking the can with me I stepped away from the car and looked at the building.  Since I couldn’t see into any of the offices due to the tinting on the windows I just had to hope that I wasn’t seen.  At least not quickly.  With careful steps I marched over to the building, walked along the glass wall of windows, and stopped when I felt that no one was watching.  There weren’t any doors immediately nearby and I uncapped the can of shortening, then removed the seal that kept it fresh.
 
   For a second I contemplated how I wanted to do this.  Experimentally, I lifted my shirt, exposing my left breast and I just pushed my tit into the opening of the can. I could feel the edge of the container around my breast, the cool touch of the grease against my nipple. I twisted once, but when I pulled the can off, only a tiny smidgen of the shortening had transferred to my skin.  Sure, my nipple had a dollop on it, but the rest of me only had a light, oily sheen. I was pretty sure that was insufficient.  I sighed.  I had guessed this was going to happen.
 
   I bared my other breast, exposing the hoop piercing and small, charm-sized padlock that dangled from it.  Then with my right hand I scooped out a glob of the grease, and began rubbing it into my bosom with what started out as efficient, no-nonsense, timeliness.  Unfortunately my pussy had other ideas because the moment I started flicking my nipples and rubbing the shortening all over my bosom, my sex contracted around the RVP and began trying to throttle it while my hips began a lewd dance back and forth that looked suspiciously as if I were fucking a virtual man.  I could feel the tension build inside me, greater than before, and the threat of orgasm reared its wonderful head.  Trembling I made sure both breasts were thoroughly coated, white cream covering the entire front of my chest.  Then, just as the orgasm building inside me hit the dam, bursting it a froth of white flash flooding, I smashed my bare and greased breasts up against the window. My left hand flashed down between my legs, lifting the front of my skirt and leaving a second coating of grease on another portion of my anatomy.  It was incredible, powerful, and absolutely amazing.
 
   I pulled back, vision swimming from the load of adrenaline, dopamine, and oxytocin I had just naturally released into my bloodstream. I swear, who needs drugs when you can have sex?  I’ve never understood people who choose to be artificially blown into orbit.  I feel so good after cumming... it’s why I do it so often!
 
   I tugged my shirt down, suddenly self-conscious of my semi-nudity.  I could feel my breasts sliding against the inside of the shirt, realizing I had probably permanently ruined my halter top.  Crisco is not something that washes out easily, especially if you’ve used a ton of it!  It felt so strange.  I’d shift my shoulders and my boobs would literally slide INSIDE the shirt.  Back and forth.  It teased my nipples too and since my ass and sex were still under onslaught from the vibrational torment I was enduring from the RVP and anal beads, the rubbing sensation against my nipples was quite interesting.
 
   With a grease covered finger, the same one I had just used to rub my clit, I wrote “breanne” next to the imprint of my breasts.  Glancing around and still seeing no one, I grabbed my can and started walking away.  I was ten steps away before I fished the RVP remote out of my pocket and turned the spinning function down from its highest setting to medium.  
 
   It didn’t matter actually.  Fast, slow, medium.  Having a four inch plastic cock whirling away inside you, at any speed, is difficult to deal with.  At least for me. I suppose some women can handle it.  I can’t.  Vibrations I can handle. Vibrate me to death. Go for it. Sure I’ll eventually cum, but I can hold off for an insane amount of time.
 
   Spin something inside me?  I’m like a torch in a fireworks stand.
 
   I walked along the concrete sidewalk and made it to the corner of the building.  I could still hear cars but the building was now between me and the road, so things were quieter here.  Again I stopped, lifted up my halter top, and freshly greased my breasts.  With a grin and the quickly rising tide of another orgasm coming toward me, I mashed my breasts against the glass.  Both of my nipples were stone sized bumps and the glass was hard and very cold. It also needed a washing, and that was before I smeared grease all over it. I resisted the urge to rub myself against the side of the building, knowing the clear breast imprints were required.  I pulled back, my chest starting to heave again as the RVP and anal beads stirred me back up into desperate straits and I again signed my name to the mark on the window.
 
   I made it four steps and was pulling the RVP controller out of my pocket when I came again.  It was loud and obvious and with one hand up under my skirt and the other pressed across my well greased and bare breasts, pinching my left nipple, I’m absolutely positive that had anyone been left in the building, they would have been pressed to the window watching.  When I was done I felt like collapsing, dropping to the grass like a bowl of wet noodles. I felt that good.
 
   I turned down the RVP again, moving the spin function to low.  Again, all this did was increase the time span between that moment and my next orgasm.  But only by a few minutes.  I glanced around, pulled my halter top back down over my greased and now somewhat dirty breasts, and continued on.
 
   My instructions had been to leave imprints on multiple buildings and so I crossed the grass to the office building behind the first one.  Architecturally the same style, this one too seemed quiet and unoccupied.  I made my way up to a window just next to a door and quickly bared my top, greased both breasts with fresh and copious amounts of shortening, and then mashed them hard against the glass.  I signed it with a flourish, tempted to leave my email address.  But no, that would be stupid, right?
 
   I turned down the RVP for a third time, managing to silence the spinning phallus inside me.  I was still vibrating, still horny, and still on my way to another orgasm, but at least the major driver behind it all was quiet.  I covered my breasts back up and looked down at my shirt. It was ruined. Already.  There were all sorts of grease smears on it, the material darkening as the shortening was soaked in.  There were even finger wipes on my skirt.
 
   I moved on.  
 
   Leaving imprints was admittedly fun, but I vacillated between glancing around like a frightened groundhog and being a sexualized slut doing the naughty.  It was an emotional time and after each grease mark left I hurried away, scared I’d be caught.  Working my way around the perimeter of the building, I would select a likely spot, usually somewhat concealed by shrubbery or trees, pop off the lid of the shortening, bare my breasts, grease up, wipe my fingers on my halter top, and then press myself against the cool, hard glass.  Once I’d left two, slightly misshaped ovals of grease, with the cool little inner circles, as well as the strange scratch marks where my padlock (it took me forever to clean!) and piercing were connected, I’d yank my halter back down, glance around again, and then turn whatever sex toy was driving me the most nuts down, just a little bit.
 
   I had just finished the seventh imprint, getting ready to move to the third building, when a strong male voice, curious, but authoritative asked, “And what do you think you’re doing?”
 
   My reaction was instantaneous.  My greasy hands flew up, grabbed my halter top and yanked it down.  It snagged on my padlock for a second, giving him a pretty decent view of my right breast before I managed to cover up.  I considered running as the adrenaline surged through me, but I realized that doing so while wearing the stupid fuck me shoes, the kind whores and strippers wear on a daily basis, wasn’t exactly the brightest plan.  It wasn’t like he wouldn’t be able to catch me. With my luck, I’d trip, fall and break my ankle.
 
   He was short, approximately five-six or so, older, easily in his mid to late fifties, with thinning white hair and a pair of glasses.  He was skinny too, the kind of thinness that comes from a high metabolism rather than working out.  He seemed soft to me, from the expensive khaki pants he wore to the button down oxford that looked like he’d paid a few hundred dollars for it.  It wasn’t expressly expensive, like Kari’s wardrobe, but it certainly wasn’t bought off the rack at Wal-Mart.
 
   He stared at me, a sort of half-smile, half-serious expression on his face and my brain short circuited as I tried to stammer out something.  Nothing intelligent came out and I sort of stood there like a deer caught in the headlights.  I stared back at him, feeling the thick buzzing in my ass and sex. I grit my teeth. I was close to another orgasm and didn’t think it would be proper for me to go into spasms of sexual release right at that moment.
 
   “That’s my window,” he said, gesturing at the pane I had just pressed my vegetable shortening covered breasts against.
 
   I glanced back at the tinted surface. I knew that this had been a risk, but I figured that with it being so late in the day, my chances, probability if you will, of there being someone on the other side, would be highly limited.
 
   For the first time, words popped into my head. “Uhhh…. Sorry?” I said apologetically.  
 
   “Well, I’d kind of like you to clean it,” he said, putting his hands into his pockets. I couldn’t tell if he was angry or amused.  He was just… stern.  No smile, no winks.  He wasn’t even eye-fucking me.
 
   I looked around.  I had a can of grease, my clothes, and my body.  There wasn’t anything else except my small purse and all that I had in there was my driver’s license, five condoms, my cell phone, and a prepackaged tidy-wipe.  And frankly the tidy-wipe was barely enough to clean my fingers.  It certainly wouldn’t have taken care of the bosomly smears on this man’s window.
 
   “Uh, I really don’t have anything to clean it with,” I stammered.
 
   He gave me concerted look, pursing his lips, and then tilted his head slightly.  “Well you can come in and use our cleaning supplies.  But you will clean it.”
 
   I was blushing furiously and nodded. “All right,” I said submissively.  He smiled, turned halfway, and gestured back down the side of the building.  I know an escort when I see them.  He wanted me to walk in front of him, to keep an eye on me.  Or possibly to keep an eye on my ass, but I sort of doubted it.  I passed him, walking along gingerly in my heels, the grassy lawn just uneven enough that I had to be cautious. But as stressed as I was, frightened and embarrassed, I wasn’t paying enough attention and I started to fall.
 
   He caught me by the elbow, his hand grabbing hold of me and he kept me upright.  Our eyes met and for a moment I saw a spark of amusement.  He helped me upright, but then I could see it in his eyes.  The curiosity, the confusion.
 
   “What’s that noise?” he asked.
 
   If it were possible to flush from scarlet to crimson I would have done it.  Instead the flush just crept downward from my cheeks to my breasts.  Thank God the halter was covering me.  
 
   I swallowed and the answer came out as a whisper. “My sex toys,” I told him.
 
   He blinked momentarily but then recovered. “That doesn’t surprise me,” he said, shaking his head.  Again he gestured me forward, but now he stayed right by my elbow, actually reaching out and taking my arm, not to restrain me, or guide me, but to steady me.  Eventually we made it to the walkway and a moment later he swung a RFID badge at a small electronic reader. There was a click from the lock and then he pulled open the door.  With a light hand on my back, he pushed me into the air conditioned building.
 
   He motioned me right and I followed along a hall that crossed in front of several large windows.  My eyes widened as we passed a unique sight – two large, white, oval imprints of what was quite obviously imprints of a girl’s breasts.  He looked at me with a smug smile, eyes narrowed.  
 
   “That window isn’t mine.  But you can clean it off as well.  How many have you put on the windows?” he asked.
 
   My mind reeled.  “Um. Seven? I think,” I replied softly, still humiliated beyond belief.  This was like getting caught kissing in the bathroom by the principal.  
 
   “I don’t suppose you would mind telling me why you happen to be outside, packed with a vibrator, pressing your breasts against the side of my building?”
 
   I paused.  This was usually where I got into more trouble than I could handle.  But I’m not a liar. I hate lying.  I bit my lip and then looked down at my feet as I shuffled forward.  “It was an assignment,” I whispered.
 
   He heard me and his eyebrow went up.  “An assignment?  Someone ordered you to do this?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “And you thought that was okay?” he asked with some incredulity.
 
   I nodded again, not really wanting to elaborate.
 
   “And so you just did this assignment,” he said.  I felt his hand on my elbow again.  “Here. This office,” he said.
 
   He opened a door and I was led into a mostly darkened suite.  I won’t tell you the logo on the wall, but whatever they did here they did it well, and he made a lot of money.  There was a receptionist’s desk, then another hall, and he led me past a number of large but darkened rooms until we got to his office.  The place was decorated old world style, with sculpture, art and maps that looked like they belonged to a Roman Legion commander.  There was even a gladius on the wall, which is a sort of short Roman sword.  Aren’t you impressed I knew that?  Okay, I admit it. I didn’t.  But isn’t the internet cool?  You can find out just about anything you want!
 
   Of course the most impressive piece of art was the large window behind his desk.  It looked out on a darkening lawn, but there was still more than enough light to see.  Marring the glass, right in the center pane, were two large oval shaped blobs.  It was interesting to see them from this angle.
 
   I glanced at him, suddenly wondering why I was in his office.  He could hardly keep cleaning supplies here.  Wouldn’t they be in a utility room, or break room?  I glanced at him as he stood in the doorway, technically blocking my way out.
 
   “So what kind of assignments do you get?” he asked quietly.  I winced.  There was no way I was going to refuse to answer.  He had that tone, that feeling.  I get it when my dad speaks to me.  There is no way to refuse.  Even if I weren’t a submissive girl, I’d respond to that tone.
 
   My head hung in shame. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and I do sex assignments,” told him, my voice trembling.
 
   “You’re a what?” he asked, his stern expression dropping away as he looked at me, trying to understand what I had said.  I hate it when I have to repeat myself like that.
 
   “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I said again.
 
   His eyebrow went up again. “And what is that?”
 
   I blinked.  It’s rare I have to explain what a NHPS is.  I swallowed, licked my lips and then spoke. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Nympho means I like having sex as much as I can.  Humiliation means that being embarrassed turns me on.  Pain means that I like it to hurt, and slut means that you don’t have to pay for it.”
 
   For a second he looked like I’d slapped him.  The shock on his face, the realization was quite explicit and that lasted for about five seconds, which is an awfully long time.  
 
   “So…” he finally said.  “This assignment is punishment?” he asked, glancing at the window, then back at my grease smeared attire.
 
   I shook my head. “No.  The punishment will come if I mess up the assignment.”
 
   He stared at me.
 
   I wish this is where I could say that he ordered me to strip, to suck his cock.  Then after making him cum I’d be told to lay across his desk, his belt used to stripe my bottom, only to be flipped over and have my clit and sex beaten to a pulp with the long strip of leather.  I wish I could say that he scrubbed my tits clean of the grease, only to take a few binder clamps and attach them to my nipples.  I wish I could say that he screwed my brains out, only to leave the binder clamps on and send me out to scrub his windows with the promise of returning my clothes and purse once I’d scrubbed the glass clean.
 
   But I can’t.  If I did, I’d be making shit up.  That’s what I WISH had happened.  It’s the story ya’ll deserve.  But instead he grabbed my arm again, forced me out into the hallway, and then took me to a small door that opened up onto a utility closet.   He plucked out a thick roll of paper towels and then handed me a bottle of degreaser.
 
   “Let’s go,” he said, motioning me back to the suite’s front door.  I nodded and started to follow along, but had reached a point where I couldn’t handle the vibrators any more.  I struggled to control myself, to keep him from noticing, but as I stumbled through his suite and out into the corridor, I couldn’t take it anymore and I let out a whimpering moan that drew his attention.
 
   “What’s wrong?” he asked me, giving me a suspicious glance.  My bottom lip trembled and as the first convulsion of sexual epiphany hit me.  My sex and ass tightened around the vibrators stuffed inside me and it was practically everything I could do to keep from reaching down and pressing my hand against my clit.  The RVP base continued to rumble against me and all I could do was say a quick prayer thanking God that the spinning function was off.
 
   I let out another gasp and dropped the paper towels.  By now my escort had realized what was happening, the rumble of my toys the obvious indicator.  I leaned against the wall, eyes closed, my hips thrusting lewdly, as I exploded right there in front of him. He watched silently as I shook, half bent, sex oozing from every pore of my body.  
 
   He just stood there, waiting patiently for me to finish.  Lost in the euphoria of release I brought one hand up to my right breast and through the halter top began twisting the piercing and padlock that hung from my nipple.  The extra surge of sensation practically split me and I made something of a spectacle of myself as the orgasm rushed through me. I could feel the juices seeping down my leg as my sex finally relaxed, the plastic phallus of the RVP having been thoroughly and decently throttled.  As I caught my breath I looked over at him, wondering what he would say, what he would do.
 
   “Finished?” he asked, his face still a stern masking.
 
   I flushed crimson, the derision in his voice quite apparent.  Stupidly I nodded.
 
   “Good, you’ve got cleaning to do.”  He began walking down the hall, clearly expecting me to follow.  I trailed after him, the heels of my shoes clacking loudly on the wooden floor, feeling a heady mix of pleasure and humiliation.  Of course I had left the RVP and the anal beads on, since I was only allowed to turn them down after each imprint.  My only issue was that the RVP was still buzzing my entire slit, which included my clit, and I could feel just the beginnings of over-sensitization.  I needed to clean that glass quickly, and move on.
 
   Once again we walked the corridor, straight out the door, and then back through the glass toward the window of his office.  Of course we stopped at the other imprint, the one along the corridor wall, and I pushed up to the imprint of my breasts on the window and gave it a spray.  I was not pleased.  The degreaser evidently was never intended to be used on something like vegetable shortening and it took a full ten minutes of impressive elbow grease to get the damn thing off the glass.  First I had to use some paper towels to wipe as much of the excess off as possible, then use repeated sprays and wipes in order to get the smeared grease.  It didn’t help that my halter top was having trouble.  So much shortening had been left on the inside that my breasts were literally slipping out every time I wiggled my arm.
 
   “Just leave them out or we’ll be here all night,” he said after the sixth or seventh time I had to stop to tuck myself back into my shirt.
 
   I cringed, embarrassed beyond belief.  Finally the window was clean and I had a literal armload of used paper towels.  My overseer put an amused smirk back on his face and made me march all the way back to the building door, back down the hall (oh look! The window is clean!) and throw all the used towels away in the housekeeping closet.  The moment my hands were free I pulled my grease-slicked halter top back up and this time, grabbed an extra trash bag from a box.  
 
   And then we trekked back outside.  My heels did not like the lawn and kept sinking an inch or two into the soft loam.  The situation with my attire had deteriorated even worse and every few steps required me to grab hold of the material covering my boobs and haul it back up into place.  I never anticipated a problem like this!  We stopped back at the first window and grabbed the cleaner and paper towel roll and moved on.  We rounded the corner of the building.
 
   Once I again I put some elbow grease into my movements, my breasts fell out of my halter top again, but the real issue was the vibration between my legs.  The RVP was still going at full speed, rotating and shaking against and inside my sex, while the beads in my ass were still on low.  My clit was getting sensitive and as I scrubbed at the excess shortening I had applied to his window, I could feel myself ripening for another run at the cliffs of orgasm.  And it stung.  
 
   Yes.  It stung.  Most women, me included, can get over-sensitized when certain types of stimulation are applied for long periods of time to specific parts.  Think of it as a sexualized version of Chinese Water Torture, except on your clit.  Men – I’ve milked enough of you to know that the ridge just under the head of your cock is your sensitive spot.  It’s why a lot of guys have trouble handling handjobs.  It’s just too much sensation, to direct, to nerve bundles packed into small spots.  I know a ton of guys who’d love my mouth any day of the week, but cringe at the thought of a milking that included a handjob.  You should SEE how I can sensitize a cock.
 
   Most women, like my best friend Kari for example, break down.  They can’t handle it and will fight, buck, bite, spit, and assault you in order to stop the sensations inflicted upon them.  I understand it.  It’s like putting your hand on a hot plate.  Instinct takes over, your body reacts naturally to the pain stimuli, and does whatever it takes to pull itself or push itself away.  Most people are like that.  Me?  I get just as sensitive, just as twisted up, but if it’s sexualized sensation, something else happens inside me.  I don’t pull away.  I don’t cringe.  I don’t flinch.  Instead it turns me on.  And that is the basis for a seriously fucked up psychosis.  Most pain sluts are like this too – at least the ones I have met.  We have this ability to not only tolerate discomfort, but metabolize it into sexual energy.  Break my arm and I bawl.  Rub my clit until there is enough friction to start a fire and I orgasm. 
 
   As I scrubbed the window my hips began moving in time to my motions.  Finally I managed to get the last of the grease off, all the used towels in the bag, and once more gathered up the bottles of cleaner.  Shaking, my hips still grinding away at the RVP churning away inside me, I preceded my taskmaster back to the door, going inside, and throwing away the towels and putting up everything else.  Finally I stood facing him, my greased breasts incredibly dirty (don’t people wash their windows?) and feeling flushed with embarrassment.  
 
   “Why don’t you turn those off?” he asked me, watching as my hips twitched spasmodically.  I swallowed and shrugged.
 
   “I’ve been told what I have to do to turn off the vibrations,” I said, the tension in my voice palpable.  
 
   He crossed his arms and leaned against the wall.  “So you said.  But you’ve failed your assignment.  Will you keep the vibrator on until you get punished?”
 
   I bit my lip. “Probably sir.”
 
   His eyes rolled and he shook his head.  “All right.  Whatever.  Out you go,” he said, straightening up and pointing down the hall.  For the fourth time that night I strolled down that hall to the door.  He opened it, but was clearly not planning on joining me.  That surprised me.  He was letting me go?
 
   “Now you need to leave property.  If I see you again, I’ll call the police.”
 
   I bobbed my head up and down eagerly.  The buzzing between my legs was getting to a point where I couldn’t control my own reactions.  He watched, eyes afire as I put a hand out to steady myself, gripping his arm.  My hips jerked wildly as my left hand went down between my legs, pressing the RVP hard against my clit.  It was too much.  I let out a wild moan, head thrown back, chest heaving as the orgasm blasted through me, singeing my nerves and setting my brain alight.  It took about twenty seconds to come back down to earth and his expression was stony, but amused.
 
   “Feel better now?” he asked simply.
 
   I nodded stupidly, not trusting myself to speak.
 
   “Good.  Now you need to leave.”  He turned away and was halfway through the door when I coughed.  
 
   I bit my lip.  “Are you sure you don’t want me to suck your cock?” I blurted out.
 
   He didn’t even look back at me. “Positive.”  Then he went inside and shut the door.
 
   “You can fuck me too,” I said out loud, but the door was already shut and he was gone.
 
   “Fucker,” I muttered.  I took a deep breath and tried to gather my wits.  I had scattered them around the property.  I slipped off the high heels and padded barefoot through the grass back toward his window.  Skulking and slinking, I managed to grab the can of shortening without letting myself be seen.  Then I ran away from his building.
 
   A smart girl would have headed back to the car.  My halter top was useless, my breasts greased and filthy from being rubbed up against windows, and my sex was still convulsing discomfortingly from the Rotating Venus Penis’ constant stir.  But instead I went to building three.  It went fast at this point. I didn’t need additional lube.  I just went right up to the first set of windows, pressed myself up against them, and moved on.  Two, then three, then five, then seven, one after another.  On the eighth I signed it, running a finger across my boobs to get sufficient grease to form letters.  “B-R-E-A-N-N-E” and then “N-H-P-S”.  Let the cops investigate if they must.
 
   Then I headed back toward the parking lot after turning off the RVP and anal beads.  I’d met my requirements.  I stayed in the shadows since it was now dark, but as I passed his office building, I couldn’t resist.  The light was on in his window.  Quickly I ran up, tugging my halter top off.  My high heels dangled from the other hand and the can of shortening was tucked up under my arm.  With a wild grin, I mashed my filthy, lubed breasts back up against his window, and this time I wiggled, leaving massive streaks and huge, filmy ovals.  You should have heard the streaking sounds!
 
   Then I ran!  All the way back to my car.  I tossed the can into the Saturn and then swiped my breasts with the halter top until they were relatively clean.  Relatively being the definitive word here.  I tossed the halter top away, leaving it in the parking lot, then started the truck and drove.  About half a mile down Westheimer, I passed a cop, clearly going to a call.  But my headlights blinded him just enough so that he couldn’t see that the woman driving the sedan was bare breasted – 
 
   And still just a tad bit dirty.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne,
For this assignment you will need to be wearing both your RVP and your vibrating anal beads.  You can wear anything you want from the waist down, provided it is appropriate for a NHPS to wear, while you MUST be wearing a shirt that is easy to pull up.  NO BRA.  You will go bare breasted for this one.  The only other thing you will need is a small, cheap container of vegetable shortening.  Yes, the white greasy stuff you put on cake pans!  You will go to any office park where there are multiple buildings with glass windows.  Once you've arrived, turn the vibrating anal beads and the RVP to full power, full rotation.  Yes, you may cum as often and as much as you want.  The idea is to find a window and press your greased breasts to the glass, leaving an imprint of your bosom.  Sign each imprint with "Breanne: NHPS."  Now you can pre-grease your tits in private, cover them with your shirt, and then leave the imprint, or you can grease them right before pressing them to the glass.  Regardless of how you do it, you may turn down one of your toys one level until both the RVP and the vibrating anal beads are off.  The RVP is a slider so I suggest there are FOUR levels for both the rotation and vibration function.  That means you will need to leave AT LEAST eleven imprints.  Have fun! - Master Mark
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   The breeze was just a tad bit cool against my skin, despite the warmth of the day’s sun.  Winter in Texas is never a sure thing and while cold snaps come and go, it’s pretty much taken for granted here that another seventy degree day is just around the corner.  That said the coat tails of my duster snapped against my bare legs and I stared up at the massive wooden post that stood at the north corner of our property fencing.  It was a thick piece of lumber too, put into place by my great-grandfather somewhere around the turn of last century and resembled the original tree it had been hewed from.  We’ve owned this land a long time.  It was oak, a long lived wood, that had been soaked in pitch, stained, crisped under thousands of hot Texas summer days, and was even capped with a metal plate designed to protect the end and keep it from splintering.  At just over six inches wide, it stood five and a half feet straight up and had a number of white metal rails attached to it, covering up the scars where barbed wire had once scarred its surface.
 
                 I bit my lip and swallowed.  I was just a bit distracted, most of which I could lay at the feet of my vibroballs.  Two plastic, oval shaped objects, both stuffed with offset motors, were vibrating on full power deep inside me.  I had slipped the diabolical sex toy in that morning, and thanks to some very specific instructions, had endured the nonstop sexual stimulation for practically the entire day.  There had been some relief to be had, but there had also been the requirement for three masturbation sessions and that had been non-negotiable.
 
                 To be honest, if left to my own devices, I’d have had more than three, but since only one of them was simple, if not quick, things had been a bit more chaotic that morning.  Now it was late afternoon, I was desperate, and that post was waiting for me.
 
                 No, I wasn’t going to fuck the post.  Well, not exactly.  I took a deep breath and began rooting in the canvas bag I had brought with me, finding and extracting the massive twelve inch long, black rubber dildo.  Called the “Core Driller” this monster phallus was shaped like a four stage rocket ship and would have been fine in a children’s toy store if it was white with a NASA label on the side.  No one would have known it was a multipurpose toy for girls.  
 
                 I also pulled a bottle of lubrication out of my bag.  Sure I was wet enough to take the entire Core Driller, but I’d done something bad a week before and Kari had altered the requirements for my third masturbation session slightly.  Now instead of just using natural juices, or even some KY Jelly or grapeseed oil, I was told to use something with a bit more heat.  I walked over to the post, set the Core Driller down on the metal plate so that it was pointing straight up, and opened the bottle of Stinging O.
 
                 Stinging O is a homemade brew combining a number of ingredients in proportions that I like.  I start out with a base of grapeseed oil, which I find to be one of the best natural lubrications available.  It is then mixed with a little bit of pepper oil, and then depending on my mood, either mint or cinnamon oils.  This in effect gives you a feeling of coolness, then heat.  The key is to make sure you don’t overdo the pepper oil, since that stuff can actually give you a bit of a burn.  And since pepper oils don’t come in standard strengths, when you buy a bottle you have to test it yourself.  Trust me – it’s a chore to make that stuff which is why I’m not bottling and selling it to BDSM couples.  
 
                 I poured a liberal amount of Stinging O on the tip and watched it spill down over the sides of the Core Driller, wetting it nicely.  Then came the fun part.  I opened my coat and slipped my fingers down between my legs, tugging free the vibroballs.  I put them down after turning them off and then climbed the fence.  I swung one leg over, pushed myself even higher, and then braced myself over the Core Driller and post.  One leg hung on the opposite side of the fence corner, no support available, and I had to use my hands to brace myself.  I dropped down slowly, one hand on the dildo, the other on the metal cap, using my right leg to support my weight.  I felt the tip slide against my petals, the cool cinnamon tingle already starting.  I slid down the black rubber, through the first stage, filling my sex with three inches of tapered rubber.  It felt incredible.  Then the burn of the Stinging O hit me and I let out a needful cry, going down even farther.  My arms trembled as I let myself down slowly.  With six inches of synthetic cock inside me my knee bent.  More of my weight was transferred to the thick rubber shaft and I slid another few inches down.  I felt stuffed, full to the brim, and yet – I still wasn’t really sitting on the thing. I worked myself down further, my petals opening wide, surrounding the thick base.  I rocked, moaning, whimpering, as I finally realized that I was there, fully impaled, totally sitting on a foot’s worth of rubber post.
 
                 It wasn’t the only post I’d fucked that day.  Not four hours earlier, just before lunch, I had driven south into the wilderness of south Texas farm land looking for an appropriate spot.  I’d finally settled on a sign post on the edge of a gravel road, with enough of a view in both directions to give me at least a minute’s warning on the off chance that some country farmer would drive by.  I’d shucked out of my blue jeans and tee shirt, this time barefoot and wincing on the rough gravel.  I put my duster back on, but it did little to hide the front of my nude body.  I ran my hand up and down the steel post.  It was rough, pocked from time, though it wasn’t rusty.  I grabbed a hand towel and cleaned it quickly, from knee height to waist, and then squirted just enough Stinging O on the metal pole to watch it coat one side of the post.  
 
                 Next came two sets of clover clamps.  The first were borrowed from Mike the Hardware Guy and sported a chain only six inches long.  The other set belonged to me, a gift from Kari, and had a foot long chain.  I began clipping on the clamps and in short order I had chains dangling from the left side of my labia, and hanging off my left nipple.  I grabbed hold of the post, arched my back, and pressed my swollen, desperate sex against the metal.  It was cold and the chemical tingle was harsh, only to be replaced by a burning heat.  My fingers fumbled as I held onto the sign post and it took almost half a minute to get the other clover clamp, the one on the short chain, around the pole and attached to the other side of my sex.  That left me little too no room and since Mike the Hardware Guy’s clover clamps have ridges etched into the pads, you can imagine that I wouldn’t be pulling free.  
 
                 Next I did the clamp that went to my other breast.  The chain wrapped around the post, but I had much more freedom.  It still hurt though.  I groaned and moaned as I began humping the steel pole between my legs, rubbing my clit up and down against the Stinging O coated post.  I hung on with one hand, knees bent, and began humping the pole.  Trust me, you’ve never seen a stripper do what I did to that thing.  I leaned back, feeling the pull on my breasts, the tingling, the need and I jerked forward and back, controlling the pain easily enough.  Then with a shudder I felt the orgasm building, rising up through me like a freshly drilled oil well.  It burst out through the top and I ground my clit and my pussy against that post as if it were a mortar and I the pestle, my clit the material needing to be crushed and mashed to a pulp.  I cried out loudly, the freedom of being out in the boonies granting me almost impossible liberty.
 
                 I clung to the pole as I exploded, shaking and trembling, fingers white, my sex still open and pressed to the metal.  I could feel the coolness of it between my breasts, countering the heat of the Stinging O between my legs, and I struggled to think straight through the mix of endorphins and dopamine and adrenaline that had me floating on my own little pink cloud of delight.  Nothing beats an orgasm.  Not drugs, not chocolate, not winning a million dollars.  It’s all natural, perfectly easy to achieve for most people, and while addictive, not too bad to deal with.  I heartily recommend sexual explosion over drugs.
 
                 I unclipped the clover clamps, putting them away, gingerly and gently dressing myself, unwilling to check the damage I might have done to myself by humping a road sign.  I stuffed the vibroballs back in, putting them on high, knowing that another orgasm would eventually come, and that when it did, I needed to be fucking another post.
 
                 My foot slipped and suddenly I was back on that corner fence post, the memory of my earlier pole humping experience blasted away as my entire weight forced me downward.  The thick Core Driller was already in most of the way, at least a good eight inches or so, but falling the last bit is generally not how you want to stuff yourself with a monster dildo.  I cried out in pain as the tip hit my cervix, literally holding me up for a few moments before it slipped behind the bone.  My labia burned, the Stinging O now only a mild irritant as the three and a half inch girth of the phallus stretched my sex wide.  My booted feet dug in to the fence post, as if I were riding a pony, trying to push my weight upward.  My hands pushed down, but there wasn’t exactly enough room to get a good grip, considering my entire ass was on the post cap as well.
 
                 Finally my right foot found purchase and so did one hand.  It didn’t do much to alleviate the discomfort of being impaled, but it helped.  There was a decent amount of pleasure that came from having my pussy stuffed to the brim, but it wasn’t like I was masturbating either.  In fact, the pain that came from the position was much more prevalent than any sexualized sensation I was getting out of it.  But that was the point, right?
 
                 My brain told my hand and foot to let go, to let my full weight back down on the post and dildo and it took a great effort of will to get my body to go along with the idea.  But once I was down again, fully impaled with thick rubber, my foot dangling and my hands at my breasts, tweaking my nipples, I felt I was ready.  My right hand slid down the front of my body and found my clit.  I was wet, or perhaps that was the Stinging O, but it didn’t matter. I began rubbing myself, my fingertips making slow circles round and round.
 
                 Two minutes later and my situation had reversed itself.  Sure, I was hurting.  My legs were split open and I was bouncing on a thick rubber dildo that had mashed itself a full twelve inches into my gut.  But that pain had combined with the desperation I felt, the sexual bliss of pleasure, the lines blurring as I marched myself up the mountain of climax and headed straight for the cliff.  I didn’t even pause, the pain more than enough motivation to finish.  I jumped off the cliff, exploding wildly, head thrown back, one hand pulling hard on my pierced nipple and the other pinching my clit.  My world swam as sexual euphoria hit me and I lost my balance.
 
                 Falling off a six foot fence while naked and stuffed with a dildo is one of those experiences I would prefer not to experience a second time.  Oddly enough, the Core Driller stayed inside me during the plummet and I have to admit that in all my years of metaphorically describing orgasm as jumping off a cliff, this was the first time I’d ever actually fallen during the process of orgasm.  I’ve now come to realize that falling is easy.  Landing is hard.
 
                 “Owww,” I groaned.  The land sloped down to a small gulley and I had rolled a good distance away from the fence.  Fortunately there wasn’t a road nearby and it was just a dried up wash for irrigation runoff, but still – it wasn’t a fun trip.  I climbed to my feet, still buck naked, and as the Core Driller started to slip out of my incredibly wet slit, I grabbed hold of it and pushed it back in.  It felt… it felt good.
 
                 I took a few cautious steps, one hand between my legs as I climbed back up to the fence.  The motion of the Core Driller set something alight and I felt a fresh rush of need hit me.  I reached out with my left hand and gripped a fence rail and leaned forward, my forehead resting on the fence.  Then with my other hand I let the Core Driller slip almost all the way out.  My sex convulsed, not liking the sensation of being empty, and with deliberate slowness, I pushed the Core Driller back in.
 
                 It reminded me of the first masturbation session I’d had that day. I was standing at another metal railed fence, this one just behind our barn, filled with goats that bleated and pattered around after their early morning feeding.  Once a horse paddock, the goat pen still had the same gate that I’d had my very first orgasm on.
 
                 If you’ve read my book “Coming of Age” you know that I was twelve years old, watching some horses, when serendipity had done something amazing to me.  I’d been leaning up against the gate and the metal hasp with the small rounded end had been positioned exactly right to graze my clit through my blue jeans.  Then I hadn’t even known why it felt good and forty five minutes of swinging my hips back and forth had finally resulted in a clitoral orgasm that had me reeling and wondering if I had hurt myself and was bleeding.  Relieved to discover just an orgasmic discharge but totally at a loss to understand what was happening, I went back to that gate over and over to send the same thrill through my veins.  At least… until privacy concerns forced my masturbation process to evolve. But hey, that’s another story, a good one, and you can read it on your own.  
 
                 But that gate post was still there and due to the requirements of the day’s masturbation, I had stepped up to that post early that morning, fed the goats, and then unbuttoned my jeans.  I left my panties on, but squatting down, I managed to put my clit in just the right spot, the vibroballs buzzing away like mad inside me.  Holding onto the fence with both hands, I rubbed my sex against the gate post, feeling the smooth metal bulb press and rotate against my clitoris until I was gasping.  The goats didn’t seem to care that I was cumming, jeans slipping down my ass, exposing the pink flower covered panties I was wearing.  All I knew was that it felt good.
 
                 That’s what went through my mind as I stood there, on the wrong side of the fence, right near the corner post I had sort of fucked a few minutes before.  The Core Driller was moving rapidly by then, my thumb grazing my clit on every inward thrust.  Images flashed through my mind – being naked at the sign post, wearing only my duster, labia mashed against the metal; grinding my hips against the gate post, rubbing away until I shook. Was I twenty seven?  Or twelve?  Did it matter?  And then I thought about the awesome ache of being spread on the fence post, with a foot’s worth of solid black rubber rammed up through me.  
 
                 I could feel the release coming.  I was cumming.  I was so close.  It had started.  With one hand in between my legs, I tried climbing up the fence one handed.  It was so hard.  I swung a leg over the top and climbed up higher, grabbing the thick wooden pillar my great-grandfather had set in place over a century before.  Just a little higher – I swung my hips forward, my ankles practically crossed as my feet stood on the same rail of the fence, and the bottom of the Core Driller caught on the edge of the fence post.  I pushed, feeling the thick phallus go deeper, my body weight pressing downward and I groaned as my hands kept me balanced.  I leaned back, then forward again.  It was awkward position, but it was enough.  For the second time I exploded, this one a bit weaker and not as powerful, but still an explosion -
 
                 On a post.
 
                 Later I was dressed, the vibroballs still buzzing inside me, out running errands.  My clit was tender and sore and I still felt just a tad bit – run through – thanks to the Core Driller, when I saw him.  He was middle aged, wearing blue shorts, black socks, black shoes, and a light blue shirt with a patch.  As he rolled his dolly behind him, the white plastic box sporting the logo of a blue eagle in flight, I couldn’t help smiling.  Today had been a day of posts, and I was ready for another one.
 
                 Gate Post. Sign Post. Fence Post.
 
                 Postman.
 
                 I’ll let you figure out which one was the best fuck.
 
                 
 
   Breanne Erickson’s amazing series “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” doesn’t end here, trust me.  Keep an eye out for Breanne’s Lost Tales!
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   Breanne Erickson is a Houston, Texas native and a popular BDSM erotica author.  A self- proclaimed "Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut", Breanne dabbled in a little bit of fiction writing prior to her joining Michael Alexander Stories, working for Lady Ann's Role Play Brothel as well as posting "The Computer" under the name Amanda Erickson. In January of 2010, Breanne was asked to assist with Michael Alexander's BDSM Blog, adding short "daily assignments" designed to attract interest and keep the blog fresh. What started out as a daily amusement eventually turned into a monster, changing from daily to weekly, but broadening in depth and scope. She is a talented author with a penchant for bringing the realism of her experiences to the page.
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Check out Breanne Erickson's incredible work at
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