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   [bookmark: ginger]Ginger
 
   I climbed up into the bed of my white Ford F-150 pickup truck and sat down on the piece of padded foam I’d tossed in the back before I left home.  It was a bright, sunny day and the temperature was just right for being outside.  At just above seventy degrees, it was warm enough to get away with summer clothes.  Which is what I was wearing.  My bare feet were protected from the ground by a meager pair of flip flops, my legs were uncovered, and I was wearing a skirt and halter top and nothing else.  As I sat down the blue denim material covering my thighs rode up and had anyone actually been close enough to see, they would have seen my very wet, pink petals peeking out from under my skirt.
 
   Relaxed, at least for the moment, I looked around.  Winter wheat stretched as far as the eye could see, interrupted only by the steel and concrete of the freeway a quarter mile away.  Cars and trucks rushed by and I could hear the muted roar of their passing.  I was as alone as one could be when sitting in the bed of her own pickup truck in the middle of a field, and while I’m sure that I was at least visible to passersby, I knew it would take a sharp-eyed driver to notice that I peeled off my halter top, exposing both breasts.  And since I was sitting on a folded towel over the padded foam, I didn’t even bat an eye when I rolled my skirt up as well.  I took a deep breath. I could smell cut crass, wet earth, and to be honest, my own juices, which were now liberally leaking out from between my legs.
 
   I pulled the plastic bag out of my bag, which was sitting right beside me, and wondered what it would be like if someone from the road could see me.  Would they be entranced?  Aroused?  Irritated?  Disgusted?  Would a half-naked, totally exposed redhead girl in the bed of a pickup be a novelty?  I grinned.  This was the best sort of public exposure.  Nude, legs spread, the knowledge that just a stone’s throw away were hundreds of people who would have been able to see me, had they been standing still and paying attention.  Inside the small plastic bag was a strange looking root, looking something like a malformed hand.  It had six fingers, each tubular and misshapen, as well as a larger “palm” that also seemed more elongated.  I plucked a small paring knife from my bag, nothing too sharp and you can put away your fears that I was going to cut myself.  I’m excellent with knives and you should know by now that I’m not THAT sort of masochist.
 
   I put my left hand down between my legs, the fingertips slipping through my wet folds delicately, sending shivers of pleasure up through me.  It didn’t take me long to find the latex covered string. I slipped my finger through it and then began to pull, groaning lightly as first one, then a second golf-ball sized sphere emerged from my depths.  Known in the orient as ben wa balls, here in America they are frequently called “Kegel Balls” a toy that basically consists of two latex covered spheres, in which two smaller weights roll and rattle with every step.  I’ve owned a pair for over half my life and while not the sort of toy that will drive you crazy (except for the first few weeks you wear them), they can keep you wet, semi-aroused, and ready for practically anything.
 
   Experimentally I put one to my extended tongue, tasting my own juices.  I’ve been told any number of times that a good submissive cleans her own toys.  But usually I’m in front of someone doing it.  With a sigh I licked each ball, getting most of my own lubrication off the plastic and set them aside.  Then I picked up the ginger root, broke off a finger of the Asian vegetable, and began peeling.
 
   Ginger is an interesting plant.  Technically, what we think of as the root, is actually what is called a rhizome, or for you non-horticulturalists out there, an underground root.  The idea is simple.  Rather than just sprouting seeds, each portion of a rhizome can literally become a new plant.  Some grasses crow this way, like Bermuda.  But other plants do as well, like asparagus and bamboo.  So when you get a piece of pickled ginger, you’re actually eating a portion of the stem.  Cool huh?  This is what you get for reading erotica written by a farmer’s daughter.  There.  Now I’ve taught you something cool.  How about that?  Filling our minds as well as our pussies!
 
   Ahem… anyway…
 
   The oils in ginger, which are hard to say and even worse to spell, are the sort of fluids that cause all sorts of interesting reactions when used by a human.  First of all, they taste good, and if you love sushi you’ve probably tried a piece of the pickled ginger that the itamae, or chef, adds on the side as a palate cleanser.  You’re supposed to eat a sliver between each piece of sushi in order to reset your tastebuds.  Since most sushi is moderately sweet along with a whole lot of ummani, the acids in the pickled ginger prepare your mouth for a fresh bite.  Getting a piece of natural ginger really isn’t that hard. You can pick it up from the local grocery store, though I would recommend staying away from the mega-marts and if you can, find one of those Asian grocery stores.  Their ginger will be fresher, and that’s very, very important.
 
   The finger I was peeling was about the thickness of a banana and curved nicely.  I peeled away the skin quickly, and once I had a six inch long, slightly curved and tapered piece of ginger, I cut a small grove in the tip, set the knife aside, and laid the finger of ginger right on my clitoris.  My little protruding nub fit nicely into that groove and I held it there.
 
   For the first twenty or seconds I felt nothing.  But then a soft heat began building and my other hand went up to my exposed breasts and began tweaking, rubbing, and pulling on my nipples.  My hips began rolling and when my clit felt very warm, I pulled the ginger root off and slid it deeply into my sex. I thrust it hard with a cry of relief, my hours of arousal finally rewarded as the thick, all natural dildo slid in and out.  Again, it took a little while before I finally began feeling the heat of the ginger root, but when I did, it set me off.  Bucking like a wild stallion, I slipped downward, legs spread outward, bare feet touching the wheel wells of my truck as I masturbated wildly.  Heat and wetness and desire and need combined into a new dish as I stirred myself into orgasmic bliss.
 
   My cries weren’t audible from the freeway, and the rushing noise of traffic would no doubt have made them impossible to hear anyway, but the knowledge that humanity was nearby added its own spice to the mix.  In seconds I was exploding like a firecracker.  Gasping and twitching, the heat between my legs very noticeable, but not terrible, I worked the juicy ginger root through my petals with abandon, rocking my hips, one hand at my breast, squeezing away.  The rush blasted through me and the combination of heat, of movement, of the specter of humiliation did for me what it always has done.  Most women have orgasms, but they’re weak, paltry things compared to what I experience.  I know, because I’ve had those weak, paltry orgasms.  They’re nice.  But they aren’t mind blowing.  At least, not usually.  
 
   Coming down was easy.  Ginger roots generally lose their effectiveness over a fifteen to twenty minute time period, so as the heat receded, I tugged the rhizome out from between my legs.  Normally I lick my dildos clean like any good slut would, but I shook my head, grimacing.  I tossed the used ginger over the side of the truck.  It would break down into mulch eventually, or hell, maybe grow.  Who knows?  
 
   I climbed out of the back of the truck and slipped back into my clothing.  Satisfied, still warm, and quite pleased with myself, I couldn’t help wondering how Sarah was doing.  I knew that she was having her own fun with ginger, just like me.
 
    
 
   Breanne, 
 
   As I am not as lucky as you and I don't have a pickup truck, I had to find one first. My boyfriend/Master and I went looking around areas frequented by people with such vehicles; such as hardware stores and near construction areas. After a couple of hours I managed to find a fairly secluded car park not too far from a number of inner city building sites. Sitting in the car I gingerly ;) peeled my ginger root, remarking how unusual it actually is to be sitting in a car peeling ginger in the middle of the day. My Master agreed with me.
 
   Getting out of the car I grabbed a beach towel since the bed of the pick-up truck wasn’t exactly clean.  But I admit, I didn’t want to leave a mess in some guy’s truck. 
 
   That’s when I learned that wearing high heels is not correct for climbing into the back of a pickup truck. After nearly breaking my neck climbing in, I sat down on my towel, and removed my 8" dildo from my quite wet pussy and started to masturbate with the ginger root.  My Master stayed nearby, watching both me and being a lookout for the owner of the truck. 
 
   Ginger has an interesting effect for me, with it slowly getting hot and burning its way through my sensitive regions, within 5 minutes I was not sure if it was the thrusting or the heat, but I was quite turned on and getting very horny. 
 
   This only led to me furiously pumping the root in and out with greater vigor, ignoring everything around me. I managed to get my orgasm after a few more minutes, and worried about being caught, quickly cleaned up and vacated the vehicle before it's driver came back to it.
 
   Once we got home my Master had his own needs he wanted me to satisfy, and I forgot to tell him that I was still quite gingered, and he was a little "surprised" sliding his cock in and finding it quite hot. Lesson learned, right?
 
   Hope you had a good time with your ginger!
 
   -                                             Sarah
 
    
 
   [bookmark: baseballbat]Baseball Bat
 
   The last time I did the naughty with a baseball bat it was in the equipment room at my college and I can honestly say that the equipment guy, with whom I had seduced into loaning me school equipment, had certainly gotten past third base.  Back then, I hadn’t been schooled enough to know the ins and outs of screwing a Louisville Slugger and had done this weird sorta dance as I attempted to impale myself, rather than slide it into home base.  Of course eventually I managed, and then the equipment guy got himself a rather spectacular blowjob while I hit a home run. It fit like a glove and I felt like buying peanuts and crackerjacks! 
 
   Is that enough baseball puns?  I certainly hope so.  I know only a little about the game and I think I’ve pretty much exhausted my knowledge without resorting to the internet.  Can we move on now?
 
   Last time I wasn’t fiscally stable enough to afford a baseball bat.  This time I was too much of a cheapskate.  There was no way I was paying thirty bucks for something that I’d probably only use once, would never fit into my toy box, and wasn’t much use to a twenty-something nympho humiliation pain slut beyond the obvious.  Okay, sure. I could have bought it for Rachel.  But something in my mind just thought that plainly wrong.  Here honey.  Here is a new toy.  Don’t mind the strange scent or the streaks on it.  Mommy played with it first.  
 
   See what I mean?
 
   Since the other part of the day’s requirement specified a location, it wasn’t like I could go back to my alma mater and make another deal with whatever equipment guy was there.  Besides, I’ve heard stories that there is a minor legend in the kinesiology department about some redheaded girl fucking every vaguely dildo shaped piece of sports equipment and screwing the equipment clerk as well, and I’d hate to have to live up to that slightly inflated expectation.  
 
   So I struck out for a sports store.  Perfect combination of supplies and location, and since Kari, who had set these assignments for both Sarah and I, had said “baseball bat – in a public restroom” I needed a place where I could find both.
 
   I won’t tell you what store, or where, because that would be cheating.  Suffice it to say they had a large selection and once again I was presented with too many options.  Do I go metal?  Wood?  All of them were roughly the same shape, and since the last time I had used a baseball bat on myself, this time I decided to go all modern and try something metallic.  I plucked one that had the word “assault” emblazoned across the business end because I liked the mental imagery and then made my way through the store toward the restrooms.  Since it was pretty early in the morning there weren’t many people there and while a number of employees eyed me, no one really paid me any attention.  I looked confident, positive, and since I was wearing shorts, a tee shirt, and some flip flops, it wasn’t like I was a shoplifting risk.  
 
   I DID have to sneak into the women’s restroom though.  Generally stores don’t like it when you take merchandise in with you.  The bathroom was empty and I went straight to the handicap stall, the extra-large one in the back, and leaned the bat against the wall while I got myself ready to play ball.  First, I stripped.  And when I say I stripped, I mean everything.  I know – there was no reason to take off my shirt, but I wanted too. I was horny. I was wet. I wanted to FUCK.  There is a mental component to these things and frankly there are times that you just want to be naked.  I was bucking at the bit so to speak and tired of sitting on the bench.
 
   Naked and willing, wearing only my flip flops, with my shorts and shirt bundled up and shoved into the metal rail meant to help handicapped people up and out of their wheelchair, I fished a condom out of my shorts pocket and tore it open.  Flipping the handle of the bat up, I quickly applied the prophylactic over the end of the bat.  It fit easily thanks to the narrow width and then I sat down on the toilet with my legs stretched out, the large end of the bat on the floor, and gently but thoroughly, worked the thinner end of the bat into my hole.
 
   I’ve had any number of strange objects inside me and frankly, the Louisville Slugger wasn’t anything special.  It might be able to knock a ball out of the park, but at least from the handle end, it wasn’t exactly a phenomenal dildo.  But I don’t blame Louisville Slugger.  Not in the least.  They make baseball bats.  Not dildos.  So getting a mediocre review from me is like getting a baseball player to review a new football.  “Umm… its the wrong shape, and it doesn’t fit in my glove…”
 
   I worked the handle in and out and despite having fucked more ergonomic items before, the handle still felt very nice.  The rounded end rubbed me in the right spots and after four or five minutes of concerted screwing I put my thumb against my clit, rubbed a little bit, and slid into home base with a sigh.  Fluids had streamed down the bat, way past the condom, and left pretty little streaks along the shaft.  I didn’t exactly care.  Instead I tugged the bat out, flipped it around, and put a second condom on the thing, this time stretching it out over the massive, business end of the bat.  
 
   Last time I had tried to do this standing and learned something very important.  Trying to screw yourself with the business end of a baseball bat while standing up is very difficult.  First of all, just getting it in, especially if you are by yourself, is difficult.  You can actually stand up and do the thrusting if you want, but still – most women prefer a horizontal position for baseball bat sex.  So I laid down.  Yes, I was in total view of anyone coming into the bathroom, but it wasn’t like I had a choice.  If I was going to do this, it needed to be done.  At least I was smart about it and put my head down at the door end, so that even if someone did see me, they would only get a glimpse of my face, shoulders, breasts, and a bit of my ribcage.  But still, it was a risk.
 
   The floor was cold, but I ignored it.  I had bigger fish to fry and I’m into discomfort.  The knowledge that I could get caught any second, along with the thick end of the bat, my soaked and very open slit, all worked in my favor and slowly I began pushing the bat into myself, groaning lightly as my sex was stretched wide.  Don’t get me wrong. I’m used to big things.  My Core Driller dildo is three inches wide at the base and a relatively decent match for the width of a baseball bat.  But it’s tapered.  A bat is not.  And yes, I’ve screwed soda bottles and wine bottles and beer bottles, but usually I do it from the narrow end, not the bottom. So you can understand why I took it slow and gentle.  
 
   When I got about four inches in I began twisting it, which felt incredible, and with each thrust I added a bit of a half-turn, the word “assault,” emblazoned across the side, mostly buried in soft, pink flesh.  I pushed deeper, filling myself and getting another two or three inches in.  It felt amazing and a few choice thoughts went through my head, like “I think I MAY buy this bat.”  
 
   Minutes ticked by and I continued my little masturbation session, gently working myself higher and faster up the hill toward the final inning.  The bases were loaded and I was at the plate, tight and ready to slam the ball into the stands.  My chest was heaving, one hand on the bat, the other rubbing my clit frantically.  The pitcher wound up, eyes narrowed, and threw the ball.  I saw it coming.  But it was a curve ball.
 
   The door opened and I snapped my head to the side to see tennis shoes, blue jeans, a red polo shirt, blue eyes, and blond hair.  She stood there, not moving, the door to the bathroom wide open, frozen in the spot.  For what seemed like an hour we stayed like that.  Then my brain got the better of me and I rolled to my left, toward the wall, yanked the baseball bat out of my pussy with a squelching groan, and stood up.
 
   I heard the door shut and I quickly put the bat against the wall and scrambled for my clothes.  I figured I had about thirty or forty seconds before I was explaining myself to a manager.  I had one foot in my shorts when I heard a small voice say, “are you okay? What were you doing?”
 
   The voice I heard had a peculiar tone to it and I stopped, one foot literally half in my shorts.  First, the girl was young, barely into her twenties, if that, and she sounded worried, or curious, or both.  I bit my lip.  
 
   “I’m fine, thank you.  I was – uh – just checking on something.”  I finished sticking my foot through the shorts.
 
   “Naked? On the floor?” She asked.
 
   You should have seen my expression.  “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
 
   There was a long pause.  “Were you masturbating?”
 
   Her tone was accusatory.  It was awestruck.  I paused, my shorts now half way up my legs.  I made a snap decision.
 
   “Yes.  Caught me with my panties down.  Sorry. I’ll leave.  I don’t want any trouble,” I said simply.
 
   The girl was silent.  I finished drawing my shorts up.  So much for baseball bat fucking.  I was supposed to ORGASM and I hadn’t even finished.  Damn.  I grabbed my shirt and began to pull it down over my head.
 
   “You don’t have to leave,” I heard her whisper.
 
   I took two steps to the door of the stall and opened it.  It didn’t even matter that my shirt wasn’t covering my breasts.  I opened it and looked at the girl.
 
   My initial impressions were right on.  She was about nineteen, cute rather than pretty, with a very round face, big blue eyes, and full lips.  Her breasts were small and she was very thin, too thin actually, which made her look slightly childlike.  Her eye went to my breasts and to my shock she actually lifted a hand as if she were going to touch me.  I didn’t move.  But then, right before her fingertips grazed my right nipple, the pierced one with the padlock hanging from it, she blushed crimson and took a step back.
 
   I caught her hand and pulled her into the stall.  
 
   Her resistance was only marginal and when the door shut I took both her hands and put them on my breasts.  She let out a soft moan, her fingers tightening, squeezing me.  I yanked my shirt from around my neck and tossed it away.  Then I smiled, reached out, put my hand on the back of her neck, and pulled her face to my chest.  In seconds she was licking and sucking the tips of my breasts and I was giving her little encouraging gasps.  This went on for a few minutes and then she slipped downward, her fingers sliding along my sides, working their way into my shorts.  
 
   I’m not sure when she saw the baseball bat and worked out what I was doing, but it happened and I heard her gasp.  
 
   “Were you using THIS?” she asked incredulously.  
 
   Well, it was rather obvious.  There were condoms still stuck to both ends.  I nodded guiltily, still reeling from the feeling of her fingers gliding along my petals.  
 
   “What does it feel like?” she asked.
 
   “Full,” I replied.  “But amazing.”
 
   She blinked.  “Could I – would you – please – can.”  The words made no sense, but I understood.  I looked at her.   
 
   “You’re pretty tiny.  Are you sure?” I asked.
 
   Her response was her hands flying to the snap of her jeans and in seconds she was kicking off her shoes and tugging her pants down.  I glanced toward the door of the bathroom.
 
   “We won’t be interrupted?” I asked.
 
   “I’m the only girl on staff this morning,” she said simply, pushing down a pair of white panties.  Then she peeled off her shirt.  She wasn’t much to look at actually.  Her breasts were tiny, barely pubescent bumps.  Her hips were bony and not wide, and you could see her ribs.  She definitely needed to eat more.  I told her so.
 
   “You are so thin. You should eat more.”
 
   Her eyes widened but she didn’t say anything thing.
 
   “Are you a virgin?” I asked.
 
   She shook her head.  Okay.  Good.
 
   “Have you ever had – um – an inanimate object in your pussy?” I asked.
 
   She gave me a guilty smile.
 
   “Okay, right.  Well, lay down on your clothes and I’ll help you.”
 
   She did, opening her legs.  She was trimmed, with a tiny triangle above the bare petals of her sex.  Her legs were long and opening them seemed uniquely erotic.  I stripped off the condom on the handle of the bat, and since I had one more in my shorts pocket, got out a fresh condom and began applying it.  The girl’s eyes were closed and she didn’t open them until I put the rounded end of the handle against her slit.  Moisture glistened on her petals.
 
   “No!” she protested, half sitting up.  “The other end!”
 
   I blinked. There was no way a girl her size could take the business end.  She wasn’t BIG enough.   Now don’t get me wrong.  With maybe a few months of practice and a more tapered end, sure I could get something this thick in her.  But a baseball bat is blunt, and three inches wide at the TIP.  You don’t just shove something like that in someone.  Not even me.  Not without hurting them.
 
   I bent down. “Look – what’s your name?” I asked.
 
   “Becky,” she said softly.
 
   “Becky.  Fucking a baseball bat isn’t exactly the easiest thing to do, especially if you aren’t used to it.  Trust me, I know.  This will hurt if you if we try and you haven’t been doing stuff like this before.”
 
   “Can’t you, you know, just go slow?” Becky pleaded.
 
   God save me from amateurs.  I know that the next generation is a little more liberal when it comes to sex, but come on – this is ridiculous!
 
   I sighed and flipped the bat around.  This was dumb.  No condom, inexperienced girl, huge phallus.  I rubbed the edge of the blunt end of the bat against her petals, watching Becky’s juices coat the tip.  I’ll grant her this – at least she was turned on.  I spun the bat, slowly but surely opening her up.  Despite her boniness and her tiny breasts, seeing her legs spread wide, knees turned outward, was actually a turn on and I was starting to envy the bat.  I knelt down to get a better angle, not to mention to get close enough to touch, and I reached out with my left hand and gently put my thumb on her clit.  She stiffened with a gasp and arched her hips and a portion of the bat actually slipped into her.  
 
   But I had been right.  She wasn’t used to taking something three inches thick and as I tried to work the rest of the bat into her sex, she began grimacing, the pain of having her sex opened that wide starting to make its mark. I know exactly what she was feeling.  I’ve been in that position.  It takes years to get comfortable to screw items that large, and while physically possible, you have to work yourself up to it.  She hadn’t.  And I told her so.
 
   Evidently trying to have a baseball bat shoved up your pussy is sufficient argument because she nodded, looked disappointed, and asked me for the handle end.  This I could do.  I’d left the condom on the handle, flipped the bat around, and slid it into her with little to no resistance.  She let out a wild moan and I knew I had her.  She didn’t last five minutes of me working the bat through her sex, my thumb on her clit making circles.  She let out a cry that alarmed me, since I thought it loud enough to draw attention, but no one came into the bathroom.
 
   Finally she propped herself up on her stick like elbows, her knobby knees still splayed wide, her innocent face flushed.  The bat stuck out from between her legs and she twisted, reaching down with one hand to gently tug it free.  She handed the bat back up to me and slowly climbed to her feet.  She was wobbly and had to put a hand on the stall wall in order to keep from falling.  Her chest was heaving but it seemed like she wasn’t getting enough air.
 
   “Are you okay?” I asked worriedly.
 
   She nodded. “Yeah.  Just – a little breathless.”  She bent down to her fallen pants which were lying in a heap nearby and extracted an inhaler – the kind that gives medication to asthmatics.  Geeze.  Or should I say wheeze?   
 
   Sorry.  That was not nice.  
 
   She took a deep breath and then smiled.  “I’m fine.”
 
   For a moment we just stood there.  I was fully dressed.  She was naked.  Then she just picked up her clothes and dressed.  Not a word.  It took less than thirty seconds.  Then she was opening the stall door.  She paused for half a second, looked back at me and smiled.  She ran her fingers through her hair, then walked out, leaving me alone.
 
   I sat down just a little stunned and looked at the bat.  I stripped off the condom on the handle and tossed it in the corner of the stall.  I looked at the business end of the bat, still coated with her cream, and tentatively, I stuck out my tongue and tasted her.  A flood of sensation hit me and I couldn’t help it.  I brought the bat down between my legs.  The hell with condoms.  I slipped the metal “assault” labeled bat into my swollen and incredibly wet pussy, sliding down the wall steadily and slowly until I was lying flat.  I twisted the bat with one hand, wishing Becky had stayed to help.
 
   But I came, the image of her fresh in my mind, all long legs and long arms and white skin and then sucking on that inhaler.  Oh damn, I SO wanted her!  I wanted her alone with me, tied to a bed, with me working bigger and bigger dildos into her sex, making her cum each time.  I wanted her out in public with me, wearing vibroballs while I held the controller.  I wanted her tangled up in soft bliss with me, my mouth on her tiny breasts, then slipping downward until I could run my lips over her petals. And with that I exploded, wetly, with a soft cry, the business end of that baseball bat shoved a good six or seven inches deep.
 
   Home run.
 
   When I emerged from the stall I went looking for her.  Hell, I even had to ask where she was.  Finally I found her in women’s sports clothing, restocking a rack.  Her eyes widened when I approached and she blushed crimson all the way down her neck.  I loved it.  I handed her the bat.
 
   “Do you play baseball?” I asked her with a wicked grin.
 
   Her eyes widened. “Sometimes.”
 
   “I’d love to play with you sometime,” I said softly.  “Can I have your number?”
 
   I could see the wheels turning.  But then she nodded and said…
 
   Wait.  I am NOT giving you the number.
 
   I know baseball is supposed to be a team sport, but sometimes – well – sometimes some games are better played with just two.
 
   Safe.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: stapler]Stapler
 
   Libraries come in many sizes, from the small and friendly community book lenders to the massive University version with impressive collections. Both exude an air of scholarly pursuit, but I’m going to admit to not being an avid library goer.  It’s not that I don’t love books. I do!  But I like science fiction and fantasy, rather than romance or mysteries.  I grew up on Anne MaCaffery’s Dragonriders of Pern and I waited for my very own Companion of Valdemar to show up for years.  (Mercedes – I’m STILL waiting.)  I devoured Terry Brooks when my dad gave “The Sword of Shannara” to me, and from there I moved on to David Eddings’ Belgariad.  I found Goodkind’s “Sword of Truth” series, then Jim Butcher’s Harry Dresden.  Laura K. Hamiliton, Patrick Rothfuss, and Scott Lynch all grace my shelves.  
 
   Why fantasy?  I’m a college educated girl with a degree in criminal justice, working a farm I tried very hard to escape from.  Wouldn’t YOU want to embrace any means of escape you could find?  The problem with libraries though is the fact that on the whole they never keep a whole series.  At least mine doesn’t.  So if you want to start with book one, you are frequently out of luck.  Try finding book four either.  It’s like it doesn’t exist.  And frankly the whole fiction section at the University Library is non-existent.                
 
   What I’m trying to say is that if I’m in a library, it’s probably not because I need a new book to read.  So it was on a quiet Monday evening that I drove back to my Alma Mater, walked across campus, and entered the imposing structure of the University Library.  One thing about libraries is that most of them have study corners.  You’ve probably seen them even in your local library – small, out of the way niches, usually with an available plug, ready for you to set up your laptop, or write in your notebook.  You are able to get away from distraction and focus on your studies.  How convenient, right?  Cell phones are generally not permitted and God help you if you disrupt someone else’s study time.
 
   The key however is the word “disruption,” something I excel at.  I can disrupt things just by walking through a room.  I’m not stupid either.  I’m well aware that having fire-engine red hair that flows midway down my back might as well be a road flare for all the attention it grabs.  That’s the point. And perhaps wearing tight fitting and questionably appropriate attire, that might be described as “scanty” in the minds of the people looking at me most definitely adds to the “disruption.”
 
   So me showing up in a super short, elastic mini skirt, deep black in color, along with a “Cougars” tee shirt that didn’t quite get down to my belly button, along with four inch, open toed high heels was undoubtedly a distraction.  I made my way to one of the banks of private study cubicles, simple desks that while not preventing anyone from looking over your shoulder, provided a measure of privacy.  Since my back was to the stacks rather than the main walkway, I had a reasonable expectation of not being observed.  Besides, the low cubicle walls prevented eye contact with anyone else.  Not that there were many students hanging around.  Monday evening?  Only the truly dedicated or the absolutely desperate would be at the Library on a Monday evening.
 
   You can guess which one I qualified as.
 
   I set my bag down on the desk and pulled out my study supplies.  I wanted to blend in, at least a little bit, so I had a copy of Michael Alexander’s “The Challenge of Love,” which is a pretty good book if you ask me.  It certainly would put me in the right mind set.  I also set out a small bottle of “personal lubricant,” followed by a common, albeit cheap, every-day desk stapler. 
 
   You’ve seen them before.  Black? Heavy?  Metallic?  About six inches long and an inch and a half wide? Oh yeah, and if you put two pieces of paper between the top and the bottom of the thing, and press down, it punches a metal tab through both pieces STAPLING the papers together.  How’s that for cool?  
 
   Despite the hour or day, my solitude didn’t exactly last long.  I wasn’t surprised when a young man who obviously couldn’t even legally buy a beer came up to the cubicle immediately to my right.  I also noticed that he leaned WAY BACK in his chair, making my privacy noticeably less so.  I ignored him.  Sure, he might be getting a nice view of my back, my arm, maybe even my profile and a glimpse of tee shirt covered breast, but so what?  My legs were under the table and it wasn’t like he was going to see much.
 
   At least not yet.
 
   One of my hard limits has always been “doing something that will get me arrested.”  Please note that this is very different from “doing something that is illegal.”  I do illegal things all the time. I’ve broken the public nudity and public lewdness laws so many times that I’d be spending a lifetime as someone’s bitch in prison if I’d been actually caught and convicted.  But the reality is that the reason my limit is “something that will get me arrested” is because there are frequently times when I can break the law and the risk of me getting arrested is about the same as getting hit by lightning.  Sometimes even less.
 
   So now with an attentive audience, I picked up both my stapler and the bottle of lubricant.  I could just imagine the look of shock on his face and was tempted to look over my shoulder.  What did he think I was doing as I coated the back end of the stapler?  Did he even have an inkling of what was about to happen, or where the stapler was about to go?  Did he wonder why this pretty, redhead girl was pouring some sort of goo all over her stapler?
 
   I spread my legs under the desk, the skirt stretching nicely but also rolling up my thighs quite a bit.  He might have glimpsed a lot more skin at that point, but it was necessary.  And besides, no one would be able to see up my skirt unless they were under the desk, down on the floor, and I’ve always likes the sensation of having my thighs spread apart.  I scooted forward, slouching in my seat and the skirt came up even farther, exposing creamy white thigh almost up to my torso.  Then, still not looking behind me, I brought the stapler to my lap, twisted it around, and pushed the hard rear edge, coated with gel, into my sex.
 
   I heard a gasp behind me but was a little preoccupied.  If staplers were meant to be dildos they would be rounded and semi-soft rather than all hard edges.  A stapler was never meant to be inserted into the sexual organ of a woman.  It’s not the right size, nor is it the correct shape.  There is only one conceivable reason any woman would willingly attempt to ram, masturbate, and orgasm using a stapler.
 
   She wants it to be uncomfortable.
 
   The first inch was easy.  It always is.  But as more of the metallic form was worked between the forced open petals of my sex it got more difficult.  The squared off edges pressed awkwardly against the walls of my depths and I suddenly understood, in a very personal and real way, what it meant to fit a square peg in a round hole.  I began pumping, my actions no doubt obvious to my audience despite the fact he couldn’t actually SEE me doing anything but making a few sexually obvious motions and listening to me let out a number of small gasps and whimpers.
 
   I spread my legs even farther and leaned back in my seat.  I caught sight of him looking over my shoulder, his nose less than an inch away.  There was no doubt now.  He was getting a show.  My skirt was now around my waist, and while my stapler stuffed pussy was in shadow, it was certainly in view.  With my bottom lip caught between my teeth I slowly worked the stapler in and out, my petals pulling and conforming to the strange object I was masturbating with.
 
   Staplers are not fun to fuck, that’s for certain, so I did a certain amount of rubbing as well, my fingers pressed tightly against my clit.  
 
   “Oh yeah, girl.  Fuck it!” I heard whispered in my ear.  Evidently my audience had summoned up the courage to say something.  In generally I’m an obedient girl, so I did as ordered, working the stapler deeper into my sex until the squelching sound of sex overcame the predominate hush of the library.
 
   And what went through my mind as my orgasm started?  Not how wonderful it was to be cumming, or whether I’d be fucking the young man behind me when I was done with the stapler.  No.  What went through my depraved, warped, somewhat sick mind as I gasped loudly, my knees pressed tightly to the opposite sides off the desk, leaning back with eyes closed, both hands between my legs, a stapler shoved almost its full length inside me, was something else entirely.  I wondered if I could actually staple two pieces of paper using nothing but my pussy to squeeze the stapler.  How sick is that?  I pressed my lips together as the final wave of orgasmic bliss flooded through me and I let out a sigh so satisfactory that I’d have turned heads if there were more around.
 
   I pulled the ruined stapler out from between my legs and it looked like a gallon of clear goo had been dumped on it.  The stapler reeked of sex and musk and I brought my knees back together and straightened in my seat.  I set the stapler on the desk, letting a small puddle form around it and stood up.  I turned and saw the boy sitting there, a shocked but delighted expression on his face.
 
   “Wow,” was all he said.  I smiled warmly, eyes bright, feeling the slick juices on my thighs.  I glanced down.  My skirt was still rolled up, my sex totally visible, so I slid my hands downward, unrolling the elastic material and covering back up, much to my audience’s disappointment.  I gave him a little wriggle too.  Then without another word I scooped up my bag and book, whirled purposefully, and walked away, leaving him sitting there, mouth open, shocked as hell, glancing back and forth between my swaying ass and the goo covered stapler.  
 
   Libraries are the storehouse of knowledge, but sometimes, just sometimes, you might learn something that doesn’t cum from a book.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: vibratoronabus]Vibrator on a Bus
 
   “Here,” Kari said, handing me a small, white envelope.  I took it gingerly and looked at it in confusion.
 
   “If you’re tipping me, you don’t have to put it in an envelope,” I said sarcastically. “And normally you’re supposed to wait until after I’ve opened my coat.”  My hands found the front edges of the Cashmere coat and made sure the front was securely closed.
 
   She let out a silver laugh that sounded like bells ringing.  “It’s not a tip,” she said simply.  “It’s a fare.”
 
   “A fare?” I asked suspiciously.  “A fare for what?”  I took the envelope and tore it open.  Inside was a card with the METRO bus logo emblazoned across its face.  
 
   “The bus of course,” she replied, plucking my large purse of my shoulder.  My eyes widened in alarm.  
 
   “The bus?  The bus to where?”
 
   “Back to my office.  It’s a bit of a trip, with two route changes, but I’m sure you can handle it.”  She snapped her fingers as if she had just remembered something.  She opened up her own purse and pulled out a small piece of paper.  “Your schedule.  Just remember to get off at those intersections and those other numbers are for the connecting buses.”  I took the paper, my hand trembling, and she reached back down into her purse.  I gasped when she brought out a bright blue vibrator that looked as if it were made of ice.  It flopped half way over as she handed it to me, my mouth open in shock.  My cheeks turned scarlet.
 
   “Kari!” I hissed.  We were standing in the entrance way of one of her favorite restaurants and while there wasn’t an immediate audience, the risk of a hostess or another customer coming in or out was astronomically good.  My problem was of course more prosaic.  I had nowhere to put the damn thing.  The coat I was wearing was cashmere and very expensive, but it lacked pockets of any kind.  The dress I had been wearing, along with my bra and panties, happened to be in the large purse which Kari had just taken away from me.  The only other spot a girl like me might happen to stash a nine inch long, ice colored dildo happened to be full; two golf-ball sized spheres were tumbling around in there in time with each step.  So as I said, not many options.
 
   I jammed the dildo up into my coat sleeve as a temporary and quite makeshift storage point.  At least it got the damn thing out of sight.  My coat had slipped again, revealing a bit more than I was comfortable showing, and once against I cinched up the front and tightened the belt.  Pockets weren’t the only thing the coat lacked.  It didn’t have buttons either.  What kind of designer doesn’t put buttons on a coat?
 
   “Kari! This coat is all I’m wearing!  How am I to hold all this?” I demanded.  She grinned, reached out, and squeezed my arm gently.              
 
   “That’s your problem, Breanne.  Besides, you also happen to be wearing those wonderful shoes.”
 
   I glanced down at my toes, which were totally visible.  She had also happened to buy me a pair of four inch, open toed heels with these delicate straps that left the sides and tops of my foot bare.  They were nice shoes, and they matched the dress; the dress I was no longer even wearing.  I glared at her.  She checked her watch.
 
   “Well now, I suggest you move smartly.  The bus will be here in another ten or so minutes.  Please make sure you have the vibrator inside you and on before you get on the bus. Don’t turn it off until you get to my office either.  I’ll see you later.”  She began to turn and I grabbed her arm.
 
   “You can’t leave me like this!” I said, my voice panicked, the cock shaped head of the ice colored gel dildo poking out of my sleeve.  Kari blinked and looked at me.  Then her eyes narrowed and she leaned in close.
 
   “Yes I can.  Have fun.”  She pulled away and then left, leaving me a bus pass, dressed in nothing but a measly coat held together with a simple belt, a pair of high heels, a set of ben wa balls and a nine inch long dildo.  As far as accessories go, this was a bit much.  My face flushed and with a thumping heart, I followed her out of the restaurant out into the parking lot.  She was already getting into her convertible and she waved at me through the window.  She pointed toward the road and I swallowed, my eyes following her gesture.  There was a sign there, a bus stop sign.  Damn.  She was serious!
 
   Then she left.  She actually left.  With the tip of the dildo resting in my fingers as I kept it slipped up my sleeve I moved forward, the bus pass in my other left hand.  The street wasn’t terribly busy, but there were cars going past every few seconds and when I got to the sign I was in a state.  How the hell was I supposed to put the vibrator in BEFORE the bus got there?  I glanced back at the restaurant.  I should have turned around and gone back to the bathroom, but I had a sinking feeling that I didn’t have enough time to make there and return  Shaking, I turned my back to the street, praying no one in the restaurant happened to be looking out the front windows at the road.  I put the bus pass between my teeth and slipped my hand between the front of my coat, right underneath the single belt which was all that was holding the coat together, digging my hand in between my legs.  It was slippery, my thighs wet, my petals swollen with need, but I found the simple string that led to the ben wa balls.  Normally I pull gently, working the two golf-ball sized spheres out with two steady, but soft tugs.  I didn’t have the time.  I jerked the sex toy out with a cry.  The bus pass fell to the ground. The deep ache wasn’t comfortable as my hand came out clutching the wet ben wa balls and frankly the little burst of pain made my arousal worse.  
 
   I stood there, stupefied.  Where the hell was I going to put the ben wa balls?  I blinked.  I had no purse. No pockets.  And they were… um… wet.  Very wet.  Gooey even.  Looking around in a panic, I almost ran back to the restaurant.  But then I heard the engine.  I glanced down the street.  SHIT!  It was the bus!  Oh fuck!
 
   I shook my right arm and the vibrator fell into my hand out of my coat sleeve.  I jammed it in between my legs, not caring who in the restaurant happened to see.  In hindsight I was probably far enough away to arouse curiosity, but not calls to the police.  I groaned out loud as I pushed the massive vibrator in deep, twisting the base wildly, not caring about the setting.  I just wanted it in.  My eyes practically popped out of my head though as the vibrations sent ribbons of pleasure through my loins.  I must have been much more aroused than I thought because my pussy contracted wildly around the plastic, rumbling phallus and my hips jerked a few times as I bent over and picked up my pass.  The squeal of the bus brakes hit my ears and when I straightened and turned the door of the bus was opening, right in front of me.
 
   I climbed in, my entire focus on taking tiny steps that would prevent the vibrator from falling out.  It was awful.  I could feel it slipping and I had to keep my thighs locked together in order to keep the damn thing in.  A woman's sex is designed to be well lubricated.  It’s not designed to hold things in unless they are of a certain shape, like ben wa balls or inflatable dildos.  This vibrator was a monster in length, but not in width, and it certainly wasn’t bulging at the tip.  The climb up the steps was horrendous.  I waved my bus pass and the driver stared at me.
 
   “Uh, miss?  Your coat?” His eyes trailed down my body and I looked down too.  Sure enough, the front edges of the coat had slipped open under the damn belt and I was showing enough skin to make it very clear that I was naked underneath.  I wasn’t flashing breasts and my sex was to the side, so all he caught sight of was some thigh and loin, but still…
 
   I slammed my hands together, closing the coat, my face turning even more scarlet, if that’s possible.  The ben wa balls rattled in my hand and brushed against my cashmere coat, leaving streaks of girl goo across the material.  I swore. Then I swore I was going to let Kari pay the cleaning bill.  I bit my lip and hurried past the driver and wiggled (since I couldn’t walk very well) down the aisle and to the first seat that wasn’t immediately occupied.
 
   There weren’t that many people on the bus, maybe six or seven.  They were also evenly spaced out so I found myself sitting in the middle, with no one around me for two or three seats in any direction.  Taking a shuddering breath, I slipped the bus pass into my coat and pushed it down into the sleeve near my forearm.  It would stay in place if I didn’t get too crazy.  Then my hand went down between my legs, opening the front of the coat.  I pushed the vibrator deeper, stifling the accompanying groan.  Then, slowly at first, my eyes constantly darting around the bus, I began.
 
   Most women can quietly masturbate and yes, I’m one of them; under certain circumstances.  For example, I can masturbate almost silently when I’m on my bed at home, naked and spread out on the sheets, my hands between my legs, with the only sound coming from the vibrator buried inside me.  I’ve masturbated in grocery stores, in parks, on picnic tables, all without making a ruckus.  But as I slipped that ice colored, gel filled vibrator in and out, the circumstances and previous arousal did not help to keep me quiet.  In minutes I was moaning, my lips pressed together to keep it low intensity, but my bottom kept rotating, my hips working in and out even as my hand did the same.  
 
   One of the passengers, a man, walked right past me, getting a decent glimpse, eyes wide, but then he moved forward to the front of the bus, clearly wanting to get off.  I ignored it.  I was getting close to orgasm.  As the bus stopped and let the man off, his eyes found mine through the window and that was when I orgasmed.  It was quiet, thank God, but powerful, and I shuddered and gasped soundlessly as my body did what it does best.
 
   I slumped in my seat, brain fogged through the miracle of sexual release and worked my coat closed.  The ben wa balls continued to rattle in my hand, but I ignored it, instead reaching back into my sleeve and pulling out the bus pass.  The paper with the directions was wrapped around it and I checked to see what intersection I’d be getting off on.  I ignored the buzzing between my legs. I didn’t know what level the vibrator was set at, but it wasn’t terrible.  Besides, Kari hadn’t told me I could turn it off.
 
   It took fifteen minutes to get to my stop and at least a hundred yards out I reached between my legs, pushed the vibrator in as much as I could, adjusted my coat, made sure I had my ben wa balls and my bus pass and diretions, and stood.  Again, the walk down the aisle was intense, but doable.  At least until I got to the stairs.  There was someone at my stop, a guy, who watched with interest as I took the large steps down.  His shocked but pleased expression made it clear that my coat, which only came down mid-thigh, had certainly done little to conceal certain parts of my anatomy.  As I passed him, he grinned.
 
   “Nice panties,” he whispered.
 
   I blinked. I wasn’t wearing panties.  In less than half a second my cheeks matched my hair again.  Then he climbed onto the bus and I was left standing there, ben wa balls clutched in one hand, the other making sure the front of my coat was closed, while a nine inch long vibrator tried very hard to push me back up the mountain of climax, wanting to see me jump off the cliffs of orgasm a second time.  Trust me, it wasn’t having to work that hard to get me there.
 
   Eight minutes later the second bus arrived and I recognized it by the number on the paper Kari had given me.  My problem though was the eight minutes.  I had stood there, right on the edge of the road, slowly going nuts.  My hand kept having to go down between my legs, pushing on the vibrator from outside the coat, working it back up inside me.  My sex kept squeezing it, wanting something special, which unfortunately caused the damn thing to start sliding out. Gravity didn’t help either.  So I had to stay still, with my thighs pressed tightly together.  I’ll bet I looked ridiculous standing there, my hips jerking.
 
   I was trembling with need by the time the bus doors opened and this time I resolved not to flash the driver, which was good because it was a woman.  I grasped the edges of my coat and squeezed them close while I struggled to get up the stairs without losing my vibrator.  I could feel it slipping out and only barely made it.  I had to reach down and push it back in just after getting past the driver, though I still did it through the coat.  But as I looked down the aisle, I could see that this bus was much busier than the last one.  I’d be sitting near someone no matter what.  I took the first seat, my sex informing me that my time was running out.  At least I didn’t have to sit WITH someone.  
 
   Again I masturbated as quietly as I could, working the vibrator in and out, small tiny thrusts rather than massive, full length movements that would send me into orbit with a brass band playing nearby.  It was difficult. Terrible even.  And the stress that I felt from the fear of discovery was about twenty times worse than the first orgasm on a bus.  I started to laugh, and in a stupid sing song voice, whispered, “the vibrator on the bus goes in and out, in and out, in and out. The vibrator on the bus goes in and out, all through Breanne.”
 
   My explosion turned heads and I’m sure a number of people were wondering what the hell was wrong with that red headed girl up there at the front of the bus.  Maybe I shouldn’t have thrown my head back in bliss.  Maybe I shouldn’t have gasped and moaned.  Maybe I shouldn’t have been wriggling around like I had a nine inch vibrator rammed up between my legs.
 
   Uhhh…
 
   Settling down was difficult thanks to the fact that I wasn’t allowed to turn off the vibrator.  Things just kept getting tighter and tighter and while I managed to gather some semblance of sensibility around myself, the current just beneath the waters was tough to deal with.  I glanced down at the paper in one hand, checking the route.  When it was time to get off the bus and make my final switch, I clamped my wet thighs together and waddled down the aisle, ignoring the curious looks until I managed to hop down the steps and get off the bus.  The stares were brutal and I kept the hand clutching the ben wa balls at the front of my coat, holding it together.  As it was, the vibrator almost slipped out again.
 
   One more bus to go.  That was what I just kept telling myself.  I could turn the vibrator off when I got to Kari’s office.  I stood there on the side of the street, a parking lot to my back, cars driving by, trying desperately to ignore the buzzing between my legs.  I still didn’t know what setting the thing was on, but it felt pretty intense.  At one point I tried to check, but it meant using both hands and I couldn’t get a grip on the thing with just one. I still ended up flashing one of the passersby and I got a respectable honk in reply.  
 
   “Hey?  What’s the rate?” I heard a voice ask. I whirled around and noticed a sedan had pulled up behind me.  My loins rumbled and I felt this urge to break down.  He thought I was a whore, hawking my wares.  The vibrator seemed like it was going to slip out any second; or I was going to have another orgasm.  Then brilliance hit me.
 
   “A ride,” I said simply, though probably with more tension in my voice than I intended.  I was getting close to the edge of explosion again. I could feel it.  I’d be popping in less than a minute.  
 
   “Excuse me?” the guy said, clearly confused.  I went right up to the window and shrugged my shoulders.  This had the effect of making the front of my coat slip open beneath the belt.  It didn’t exactly expose my breasts, but it showed enough of my cleavage that he could see my chest from belly button to chin.  Sure my nipples were covered, but I had certainly made it clear that I wasn’t wearing anything under the coat.  His eyes widened.  He hadn’t been sure.  I felt as if I were suddenly a little more in control.  Then I heard the rumbling sound of the bus.  It was coming down the road straight at me.  Decision time.  I whirled back toward the man in the sedan.
 
   “You give me a ride to where I need to go, and I’ll give you a blowjob so amazing that you will tell your friends about it,” I said seductively, smiling.  “Plus I’ll open my coat.”  In my head, I mentally labeled this guy as “Ticket.”
 
   Ticket blinked, thought about it, and at least had the brains to ask where I was heading.  Smart man.  I gave him the address and in about four seconds he had agreed.  I dropped the bus pass on the ground.  Maybe someone could use it.  Then I hurried around to the other side of his car and climbed in.  The coat came open all the way as I sat down, exposing my breasts and the end of the massive vibrator buzzing away between my legs.  Ticket’s eyes widened as he caught sight of the toy and I spread my legs wider.  I try to be a decent passenger and I considered this part of the cost of getting to where I needed to go.
 
   “Holy shit!” he exclaimed.  I reached over and took his right hand.  The car was an automatic, so it wasn’t like he needed it.  I pulled it right into my lap and used his fingers to rub my clit.  I was soaked and it felt amazing.  In seconds he didn’t need my guidance and began doing things himself, grabbing hold of the vibrator’s base and sliding it in and out with gusto.  I heard the bus rumble by, but I was lost.  In the semi-privacy of Ticket’s car, I arched my back, grabbed hold of my own breasts, dumped the ben wa balls in a cup holder, and gave myself an orgasm that had me crying out in ecstasy.  Everything I needed was there.  Intensity, humiliation, exposure, stimulation, and since the vibrator had been in so long, just a touch of discomfort.  Yum.
 
   Coming back down to earth was hard.  We were still in the parking lot, cars zooming around us. My coat was wide open, both breasts bare, my pierced nipple and the small, charm-sized padlock that hung from it in full view.  My knees were spread wide, one jammed up against the door, the other against the center console.  I was slouching too, leaning back, my hips thrust forward.  It was a delicious pose.  
 
   “Find a deserted corner of a parking lot,” I whispered to him a minute or two later.  
 
   Ticket nodded and pulled his hand away from my crotch. I whimpered and whined and pulled it back, putting his fingers against my clit again.  With the vibrator still buzzing, I wanted the touch.  Now with both hands free though I reached down and played with the setting on the vibe.  I hadn’t realized it, but I had it at least set to medium.  I turned it down to low.  Better that I heat back up slowly.
 
   Ticket spotted a likely spot easily.  We actually weren’t that far away from Kari’s office and there were mostly commercial offices around.  Ticket parked in a back corner of one lot, away from the road, with a fence bordering two sides.  We’d see someone coming long before we’d be caught.  I pushed my hand in his pants, his belt unbuckled, his button loosened.  He was rock hard and the moment he had the car parked, backed in like a professional, I was moving in my seat, lying across the center console, moving my head into position.
 
   The astringent scent and taste of cock hit me, but I’m quite familiar with it. I opened my mouth, tasting him, sucking smoothly, bobbing my head.  I pulled on his trousers, tugging them farther down and he complied, lifting up so I could get my hand up to his balls.  I felt his arm on my back, his hand grabbing hold of the coat, pulling it upward, exposing my rump and I let him.  The feel of his fingers on my bottom was incredible and I ended up kneeling in my seat, the vibrator buzzing between my petals as I paid for my ride.
 
   I swallowed like a good girl when he came, blasting a thick froth of cream up into my throat. I let a bit dribble out for artistry, but picked it up with a finger and licked it off, much to Ticket’s delight.  Clearly spent, he put himself away even as I settled back into my seat, one hand going to the vibrator, moving it gently in and out.  I twisted the base around, raising the setting, feeling the motor pass medium and finally hit high.  I could hear the roar of the vibrator, even buried inside me, and I slumped back down in my seat and masturbated wildly, Ticket watching the entire encore performance.
 
   “Shit. Stay down,” Ticket muttered a moment later.  I lifted my head even while I was exploding, the waves of perfect ecstasy flooding through me.  A car was coming, driving slowly down the parking lot.  It looked… it looked familiar.  It was red.  It was sleek.  It was… a convertible.  And there was a blonde driving it.
 
   My eyes widened in alarm as Kari turned and looked straight at me.  She didn’t stop.  She didn’t smile.  She turned the corner and drove slowly away.  The peak of the orgasm hit me and I let out a cry.
 
   She had followed me.  She had pretended to drive off, but instead stayed near, making sure I made it from one bus to another.  I felt a mixture of sexual euphoria and absolute fright.  What did I do?  I disobeyed her!  I hadn’t taken the bus!  My pussy tightened around the vibrator.  I shook, and not from sexual need.
 
   “Well, that was amazing!” Ticket said suddenly.  He hadn’t realized I had recognized the driver of the convertible.  And since it had kept going, he thought we were in the clear.  “What’s your name?”
 
   “Breanne. Breanne Erickson,” I replied, closing my legs, pressing my thighs together.  The vibrator was still on high and I could feel the irritation of too much stimulation building.  
 
   “Well, Breanne, that was one of the best blowjobs I’ve ever had.  I don’t suppose you are free for dinner?”
 
   I laughed, the tension of my situation with Kari making it sound just a bit hysterical.  “Dinner?  Tonight? Probably not,” I whispered.  Tonight, I’d probably be tied down to the iBench in Kari’s dungeon, finding out what a thorough whipping feels like.  I could see Ticket’s disappointment, so I turned to him again and put a hand on the light bulge of his flaccid cock.
 
   “But there are other evenings!” I said brightly, trying to put my coming doom out of my mind.  I gave him a gentle squeeze.  “Give me your phone number and I’ll call you.  We can set something up.”
 
   Ticket brightened and since I didn’t have my phone, I ended up giving him MY number.  That made him even happier.  He pulled out of the lot and we headed toward my final destination.  The vibrator was causing all sorts of problems by the time we got to Kari’s office and I climbed from his sedan, closing the coat.  I leaned down and thanked him.
 
   “Call me tomorrow, okay?  In the morning,” I told him.
 
   Ticket nodded. “Okay.”
 
   I smiled and waved as he drove away.  I looked around. My truck was there, parked right in front of the door, but I didn’t have a key to get into it.  The good news was that Kari’s convertible was parked right next to it.  I clutched my coat closed, held my ben wa balls in my hand, and marched up to the office, a feeling of resolution, of acceptance, mixing with my fear.  I knew I had disappointed her. I knew I had disobeyed her.  I knew I’d risked my own safety needlessly, stupidly even.  I knew I was going to get punished.  I paused in the lobby, but only for a moment, then went straight for Kari’s office, ready to accept my fate.
 
   Which is another story.  Needless to say, she wasn’t pleased.
 
   My date with Ticket?  Well, I suppose I’ll have to write that one up as well.
 
                 
 
    
 
   [bookmark: sodabottle]Soda Bottle In the Park
 
   I stood there for a few moments, considering my options.  I knew some of the other customers were staring at me, their eyes like hot coals on my backside.  I could feel them.  It didn’t surprise me though.  The skirt I was wearing was too short and only about half an inch of material was keeping my rear end from being exposed.  Or it might have been the tight tee-shirt, the words “Porn Princess” emblazoned across the tightly pulled front, which I’d paraded around the convenience store before I’d gone to the refrigerator section.  The outline of my single nipple piercing, the small, charm-sized padlock that hung from my right breast was fully visible, emphasizing the fact that I wasn’t wearing a bra, never mind that I seemed to be one of those kinds of girls; the kind who would pierce their nipple and hang things from it. Or it could have been the stripper style high heels I was standing in, lifting me a full nine inches higher than nature had given me, making my legs, calves, and butt look even more desirable.  It might have been the cascading curls of red that came down off my shoulders. Or heck, it could have just been curiosity about the wire that led from a small remote control, which was tucked into the waistband of the skirt, down the outside of my skirt and then back up underneath.  That would get anyone’s attention. Right?
 
   I focused on my task.  Normally when people choose what beverage to buy at the convenience store the content of the bottle is of paramount importance. I’ve known Coke drinkers to choose to go thirsty rather than drink Pepsi and vice versa.  Taste is everything, right?  But me?  Well, while normally I was pretty specific about what soda I liked to drink, I was just a tad bit more interested in getting something the right shape.  I examined the various bottles.  Root Beer was out immediately.  The neck of the bottle was almost nonexistent.  Most of the Pepsi products were the same.  Coke (as usual) held the most promise so I picked out a bottle of Diet Cola, which also happened to be my usual beverage of choice, and turned to head to the cash register.
 
   Every man in the store was standing somewhere with a direct line of sight to me.  It was almost comical watching them all move as I crossed the station to the cash register.  The line behind me formed in about four seconds.  I took a deep breath, my tight tee shirt straining to hold my breasts in, and I set my drink down on the counter.
 
   “Is there anything else I can get you?” the clerk asked my chest.  And I could tell he really meant it.  His name tag read “Marvin” and I gave him a warm and somewhat smoldering smile.  His eyes were locked on the outline of my piercing. I sighed dramatically, making sure that both breasts swelled.
 
   “Ah, only if we had the time and privacy,” I said softly, staring at him with a hungry look.  He was cute enough and Marvin seemed to be a nice sort. I like nice guys. It’s fun to corrupt them.  But I couldn’t stay and flirt.  There was a line behind me.  I bent forward and put my elbows on the counter.  Had I been wearing a loose blouse, poor Marvin would have gotten the glimpse of a lifetime.  “Perhaps some other time?” I asked sweetly.  I saw him glance past me and I twisted my head to see three very wide-eyed and shocked expressions on the men behind me.  Every eye was angled downward, toward my derriere.
 
   Oops.
 
   I straightened up, letting my skirt fall back down to cover things up.  I had forgotten that even bending over in that particular outfit ended up revealing far too much.  I pulled a few bills from my purse, making sure that Marvin saw the wad of individually wrapped condoms I kept in there.  His eyes narrowed slightly and I winced, realizing the revelation had backfired.  Now he thought I was a whore instead of just an overly sexed slut.  He gave me my change, still appreciating my chest, but clearly wondering how much of his monthly salary I would cost him.
 
   “What time do you get off?” I asked simply, once more trying to friendly, instead of just sex-starved.
 
   “Why?” he asked, clearly confused.
 
   “You look tired,” I pointed out.
 
   He let out a deep breath.  “Four o’clock.  Not that far away.  But thanks.”
 
   I nodded and grabbed my drink. “Thanks!” I said brightly. “Bye!” I said, waving, then walked past the line of men, not even wondering what they thought of my pantiless rear.
 
   The park was deserted, or at least not very busy.  The gazebo was empty and the circle that surrounded the park seemed abandoned.  I was actually surprised.  It was a warm day for fall, well into the low eighties, which was why I could get away with being dressed in an outfit that wasn’t even technically appropriate for summer wear, with only the bare minimum to keep me from being arrested wrapped around me.  But it was also early December in South Texas and people were working, or shopping.  Most weren’t thinking about enjoying such a beautiful day.
 
   But I sure was.  I stood there, one eye on the parking lot, the other on the concrete path that emerged and disappeared into the grove of trees behind me, contemplating my next move.  It wasn’t hard to figure out.  I slipped a hand down between my legs and grabbed hold of the wire that led from the remote control tucked into my waist into the very wet and wanting petals of my sex.  A delicate pull elicited not only a groan from me, but two ovoid shaped vibrators, clattering and rattling against each other.  I turned them off and hung them on the rail of the gazebo, next to my still full soda bottle.  Then I leaned back, spread my feet as far apart as I could, the bottom edge of my skirt only half an inch short of just showing everything off.  And then I had a drink.
 
   I kept the bottle sealed of course.  Fucking an open bottle would just be messy, and doing it to an empty one wouldn’t be the same kind of experience.  Admittedly I slipped the narrower end into my slit, rubbing the rough cap against my clit a few times experimentally.  I was already aroused, almost painfully so thanks to the vibroballs, and I closed my eyes, letting out a delighted whimper as I slipped the first few inches of ever-widening, soda filled plastic into my slot.  It stretched my petals and I worked it with gentle and thorough strokes, my hand thrusting and pumping the bottle deeper.
 
   The orgasm inside me built up easily enough, especially since I was already half way there.  The explosion began and the bonfire of need roared to life, the speed of my thrusts increasing, juices flowing down my thighs, as I publically masturbated with a soda bottle.  I managed to keep my cry of satisfaction locked between clenched teeth, but it took me a minute or two of shuddering before I was able to disappointingly pull the bottle out of my sex.  Trust me. I didn’t want to.  I wanted to leave it in, maybe even go sit on it!
 
   But I also knew I wasn’t done.  Again I looked around the park.  Still no one had come by for a walk, which was something of a relief.  I flipped the bottle around, holding it by the neck, my juices and girl goo making it difficult to hold.  The base was still a bit cold, but I brought it back up to my sex and began rubbing one of the bottom bumps against my clit.  The bottle kept slipping in my hand, which made things a bit harder.  I was just getting ready to start to push when I heard a light pounding.  I whipped the bottle out from between my legs and jumped up, straightening myself and making my skirt fall back down over my well sauced sex.  I turned my head and caught sight of a guy jogging down the path.  For half a second I got even more excited.  He was handsome, lean, short hair.  Maybe he’d like a soda?
 
   But he didn’t give me more than a passing glance.  Was he gay or something?  Not that I have a problem with gays mind you. I’m bi, remember?  But come on, I was wearing a tight tee shirt, with a bit of midriff exposed, a skirt so short that it barely qualified as clothing, and a pair of high heels that made my legs and butt look hotter than the ambient air temperature.  He should have at least slowed down, right?  But no, he disappeared back into the woods on the far side of the park.  
 
   As soon as I was nominally alone again, I once more slipped into my favored position.  My legs were spread wide, my skirt riding up exposing my wet and quite pink slit, arches turned outward, leaning back on the railing.  The bottle once more went down to my sex, the bottom rubbing against my clit and through my petals, soaking the thick and wide bottom of the soda container.  I swirled it, twisting and slowly spreading my labia, working up the nerve to push.  I took a deep breath, twitched my hips, and applied pressure.  I groaned as I felt myself opening up, the bottle bottom beginning to slip into my sex when I heard the steady pat-pat-pat of running.
 
   Again I yanked the bottle away from my loins and jerked upright, only to turn and see the same jogger come pounding down the pathway.  He’d done a complete circle.  I bit my lip as I watched him, my bottle held awkwardly in my hand and this time his eyes tracked me a bit more thoroughly.  I wondered if he’d turn and come up to the gazebo, but he didn’t.  But he did slow down a bit.
 
   My heart thudded as the thirty or forty seconds it took him to pass the path to the gazebo and the parking lot passed.  Of course my pussy was pulsing madly, desperate to be filled thanks to my messing around, but I did lose some of that immediacy.  He disappeared into the woods again and I hurriedly got back into position.
 
   My sex was definitely prepared for the insertion though and my labia spread easily as I twisted the bottle into position.  The scent of sex permeated the air and with a delicate but firm push I managed to get the base into myself.  I gasped.  It didn’t hurt exactly, but it was definitely uncomfortable.  Soda bottles are almost a full three inches wide, and while I’m accustomed to having something that thick inside me (think baseball bats and my Core Driller dildo) doing it this way was just like fucking the business end of that aforementioned bat.  There wasn’t much room in there and I rose up on tip toes, my loins thrusting forward as I wiggled the bottle in deeper.
 
   Pat-pat-pat-pat.  Jesus Christ!  I panicked.  The bottle was in me, rather deep in fact, and pulling it out would have been overly obvious.  I might as well have posted a sign that said, “hi! I’m Breanne and I’m masturbating in the Gazebo!  Want to come and watch?”  So at least my sex-soaked brain knew enough not to yank the bottle out from between my legs.  Besides, it was sort of in deep, stuck almost.  So instead I just straightened up, yanked my hand away from my loins, and suppressing the shudders of sexual frustration, watched as the jogger came back around a third time.
 
   This time it took him a lot longer.  I’ve known actual joggers and I’ve never seen them slow down as they finished their run.  And this guy looked like a serious runner.  So if he was slowing down, it wasn’t because of being tired.  I bit my lip and watched him.  His eyes were on me the whole time, mentally undressing me.  I let out an exasperated grunt as he passed by again, and only the angle of the path made it impossible to turn his head and look at me.  But he caught a glimpse again as he rounded the corner and headed back into the woods.
 
   Look, I’m not an idiot.  No one jogs in Thomas Park.  It’s too small.  So if you are jogging for real, you either go to a park with a jogging path, or you hit the pavement and do your neighborhood.  That’s what I suspected this guy was doing.  He was jogging the streets and then just decided to do the park.  And then he did the park again.  And then again.  Hmmm… guess there was something in the park that was attracting him.
 
   The moment he was gone I was back in position, one hand between my legs, working the bottle.  I had to orgasm and considering he was taking about three to four minutes per circuit I didn’t have much time to get off.  My skirt was yanked up, one hand handled the bottle while the other rubbed frantically at my clit.
 
   Time slowed, or maybe it sped up. I don’t know, but the second orgasm with me wrapped around a soda bottle, in the middle of the park, hit me like a brick falling from a ten story building.  My knees buckled and everything went dim.  Maybe it was the pressure on my clit.  Maybe it was having my sex so widely stretched. I have no idea.  All I remember was feeling this level of incredible satisfaction my heart thudding loudly in my ear. I could hear it as well as feel it.  Pat-pat-pat-pat.
 
   An awful realization hit me and I forced myself up off the railing, pulling my hand away from my sex.  My fingers were soaked but I still flipped my skirt down as I tried to focus, my head still swimming in sexual euphoria.  I put a hand out against one of the gazebo posts, trying to steady myself, and practically fell.  I turned, and there he was, walking up the path to the gazebo.  Our eyes met and he smiled.  Then he stopped before climbing the few steps up to the wooden platform.
 
   He was staring at me.  Why?  I felt another shiver as I tried to contemplate his thoughts.  Finally he climbed the steps and walked right over to me.  What had he been looking at? My skirt was down…
 
   “You know, I prefer Dr. Pepper,” he said with a grin.  Then it hit me.  My skirt was short.  He was lower… the bottle was sticking out, cap down.  He could see…  he knew.  My heart began pounding again. Pat-pat-pat.  
 
   “I don’t have a Dr. Pepper,” I said, biting my lip between my teeth.  My hips twitched involuntarily, thrusting forward since my loins were still dealing with the fullness of the bottle tightly rammed into my sex.
 
   He laughed. “Oh, I know.  Still, I suppose I could settle for a Diet Coke.”  His smile was infectious.  
 
   “I might know where you can get one.”
 
   His eyebrow arched.  “Really?”  His tone was so thick with innuendo that what came next was just natural progression.
 
   I took a deep breath and leaned back against the rail, my elbows right next to the vibroballs resting across the wood.  With two steps I widened my stance, pushing my hips and breasts forward.  Despite his closeness, he could see the bottle, my red and wet slit, my swollen clit.  He came up to me fast, his hand closing on the neck of the bottle.  He pushed first, then tugged, and I felt fresh waves of pleasure flow through me.  I couldn’t help it and began thrusting my hips forward, rocking with lewd pelvic tilts as he played with me.
 
   I felt the third orgasm coming. My chest heaved and I tugged up my shirt, exposing both breasts and I felt his mouth come down on my nipple as he jammed the bottle in a bit deeper, only to tug it almost all the way out.  One thing I knew for sure – having someone ELSE masturbate you with a soda bottle is way better than doing it to yourself. I was putty in his hands.  A slurry of sensation and pleasure making me turn into a soda slushee.
 
   Fate sometimes has a way of turning against you.  While my first interruption turned into someone who wanted to play, the second interruption was very unwelcome.  We both turned out heads as the sound of a car from the parking lot drew our attention.  He reacted faster than I did and literally yanked the bottle out of me.  I let out a gasp and almost collapsed, bringing my knees and then feet together. In fact, I almost fell but then he was holding me, his mouth near my ear.
 
   “This might not be the best place to continue our discussion on soda,” he said brightly. 
 
   I nodded stupidly.  “My truck is in the parking lot.  Can I drive you home?” I asked, my throat tight.  
 
   He grinned and wrapped his arm around me.  His hand slid down my front, tugging my shirt down and smoothing out the hem of my skirt.  I took a deep breath, my heart still going pat-pat-pat-pat.  He held my bottle and I grabbed my vibroballs, but didn’t bother to stick them back in.  We walked, his arm around me, back to my truck.  He climbed in next to me and slid the Diet Coke bottle into one of the cup holders and I could see a bit of my own juices slip down the side of the bottle to pool in the bottom of the holder.  
 
   “So?” I asked. “Which way?”  He laughed and pointed and I put the truck in drive.
 
   And just for your information, Dr. Pepper is a way better fuck.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: monsterdildo]Monster Dildo
 
   Kari’s email had been cryptic, which by itself wasn’t that unusual.  My best friend, frequent lover, and sadistic dominatrix hates technology with a passion, though admittedly she has gotten on the smartphone craze long before I finally did.  But I think that was a matter of money, not desire.  Needless to say she isn’t fond of email, or texting, or any other kind of technological convenience so everything she writes is short, concise, and yes – even cryptic.  That’s all par for the course when it comes to Kari Anders.
 
   All which explained why I was driving around, semi-lost, in west Houston at ten o’clock in the evening on a weeknight, trying to follow a set of directions Kari had emailed me. I don’t think she got them off of Google either, because they weren’t very good directions.  Had she provided me with the actual address of where I was going, things might have been different, but as it was I got a better description of what to bring and what to wear than how to get where I was going.
 
   Sitting beside me in the passenger seat of the truck was my Core Driller dildo, a black rubber monstrosity that was a foot long and tapered in stages to a thick, three inches at the base.  And it was lying in plain view.  I was dressed in a pair of black lycra sports shorts (not the ones with the slit,) a sports bra (without holes,) tee shirt, socks, and tennis shoes.  Over the entire ensemble I wore my duster since it was cold enough outside to make my wardrobe selection inappropriate.  Regardless, Kari’s email didn’t give me any warm fuzzy feelings about being prepared to deal with whatever was going to happen.
 
   Things did finally click together as I found the building Kari had described in her directions.  It wasn’t much to look at.  There were two warehouses behind a Mexican restaurant and the parking lot was dark.  The place looked closed, with the signage turned off and only one stray light illuminating the parking lot.  I wasn’t too worried.  There were a couple of cars parked in the lot.  I pulled in next to one and checked the time.  I was only two minutes late.  I climbed out of the truck, shucked out of my duster, grabbed both my purse and the Core Driller dildo, and hurried through the cold night air to the front entrance.  
 
   I half expected it to be locked but it opened right up and the temperature inside was cool, but comfortable.  I stood in the small antechamber for just a moment, but no one appeared and I could clearly hear the sounds of a soccer ball being kicked.  I went through the next door and found myself in a vast, enclosed soccer field.  A fence waist height separated a walkway from the field itself.  Down at the far end there were four guys, each trying to kick one of about a dozen soccer balls past a fifth guy who was standing in the middle of a large soccer goal.  He wasn’t doing so well either.  Lots of balls went past him.
 
   I cleared my throat loudly and said “Hey guys!”  They all stopped and looked at me.  All of them wore particolored jerseys, each with a different number emblazoned on the back and front and Mr. Number Seven hurried over, a huge grin on his face.  I stood there, dildo in one hand, purse in the other, and waited.
 
   “Hi! You must be Breanne!” 
 
   I gave him a thin smile.  I had already figured out what was going on.  Kari had set me up, not trusting me to get one of my assignments done.  I should have suspected it when she told me to bring the Core Driller.  I just hadn’t anticipated an audience.  Or the assignment being a participation event.  I was just a tad bit surly about the whole thing.  And while that wasn’t fair to Seven, it was the reality.
 
   “Do a lot of redhead girls holding monster dildos come in here?” I asked brightly, but with just a touch of sarcasm.  Seven ignored it.
 
   “Not often,” he agreed, still smiling and very chipper.  He opened a gate in the fence and came through.  He walked over to a small bench and pulled a white envelope off the seat, only to turn and hand it to me.  “Kari sent this for you.”
 
   I gave him a suspicious look. “You know Kari?”
 
   He shrugged. “We’ve spoken over the phone.  A mutual friend put us in touch with each other when she explained your needs.”
 
   “My needs,” I said simply, almost too scared to ask.
 
   “Si, senorita.”  He stuck out his hand. “I’m Paulin.”  
 
   Paulin looked Hispanic but his English was damn near perfect and he spoke with less of an accent than I do when I say words like “taco” and “burrito.”  I took his hand and shook it firmly.  He was either in his late twenties or early thirties, clean shaven, with dark chocolate hair cut short, and very lean.  I plucked the envelope from his other hand and tore it open.
 
    
 
   Breanne,
 
   I know how much you love games, so this one is simple.  You are the new goalie.  There will be five shots. Try to stop them all.  For every shot you allow to let through you will immediately remove a single article of clothing.  After those five shots you will complete your assignment with the Core Driller.  Once you are finished, you will allow your audience to take another five shots.  Anyone who gets a ball past you gets to sample your delights - their choice.  If you catch the ball, you may have the option of what to do with that player.  Enjoy your evening. - Kari
 
    
 
   I crumpled the letter up into a ball.  “Have you read this?” I asked Paulin.
 
   Paulin grinned sheepishly. “Yes.  She sent it to me via email. I had to print it,” he said apologetically.
 
   “Well,” I said matter-of-factly, “guess we’re going to play some soccer.”
 
   Paulin nodded in agreement. “Excellent idea!”
 
   I arched an eyebrow at him as I walked out on the field. “Any tips on being an effective goalie that you’d like to pass on?”
 
   Paulin paused.  “Under the circumstances, you will understand if I’m not interested in sharing those with you at the moment.”
 
   I sighed. “Figures.”  Paulin followed me out onto the field and together we moved down toward the end where his teammates were still kicking around their soccer balls.  I went straight for the goal and number 31, another young Hispanic male with a chiseled chin, gave me a big smile and a bow, then moved out.  I tossed my purse and the Core Driller dildo down on the Astroturf grass near the edge of the goal and moved into the center.  
 
   “Do they know?” I asked Paulin.  
 
   Number Eleven laughed.  “Si, senorita.”  So did the others.  My lips made a tight line and I nodded.
 
   “Then I’m ready,” I replied.  I stood in the very center of the goal and I bent my knees, preparing for a wild leap to one or the other side.  Twenty-three was up first and he put a soccer ball on the little curved line in front of the goal.  I focused.  I didn’t think I had a chance in hell, but I was at least going to try to make them work for it.  Otherwise, I might as well have just stripped naked.
 
   Twenty-three backed off several steps, then lurched forward.  His foot met the black and white ball and kicked it forward. I felt a mixture of terror and excitement burst through me.  He looked like he knew what he was doing.  The ball flew forward at a speed that was mind boggling and any thought on my part that these men might go easy on me was blown away with that first kick.  The ball wasn’t even close to me and I felt the air move as it whizzed by.  It slipped into the net, just an inch away from the side post of the goal and I wasn’t even close with my poor leap.  It suddenly dawned on me that these men were used to putting their balls exactly where they wanted, and get the score.  And not just with soccer.
 
   I stood there for a moment with an exasperated frown on my face as the group of soccer players looked at me expectantly.  For half a second I considered giving them something juicy to start off with, and remove my shirt, but then I realized that eventually I’d have to get my shoes and socks off anyway, and the tease in me wanted to delay their gratification. So I stupidly took off my shoes and tossed them aside.  I moved back into the center of the goal as Seventeen got ready for his kick.  The ball shot forward and that’s when I learned that AstroTurf and socks weren’t meant to go together. 
 
   I fell on my ass as the ball sailed into the goal way over my head.  I thumped my fist on the fake grass and stripped off my socks.  Barefoot, red toe nails glistening, I moved back into the center of the goal and readied myself, totally serious about stopping the ball.  Thirty-one was up next and the ball flew past me at Mach two.  I was shocked there wasn’t a smoking hole in the net behind me, not to mention a crater, or at least a dent in the wall.  Of course this meant my shirt had to go and I peeled it off nonchalantly, inwardly feeling the usual trepidation, knowing that I would very shortly be very naked and very much helpless in front of these strangers.  
 
   Eleven went next and I almost got that one. It was a near thing.  It actually grazed my fingers, though I can’t help wondering if Eleven did that on purpose to taunt me.  Or maybe he was distracted by my sports bra, which certainly emphasized my bust.  Whatever the reason I almost had him by a finger length, which means he is bad and easily distracted, or terribly good.  Your choice.  The other guys gave him a hard time about it too.  Some of their speech was in Spanish, but a lot was in English.
 
   I took a deep breath. It was time.  I grabbed hold of the sports bra and pulled, baring both creamy, white breasts in one fell swoop.  My right nipple was instantly popular due to the gold hoop piercing it and the small, golden padlock that hung from the pink tip.  Naked from the waist up and drawing a fair bit of attention, I moved back into the center of the goal and focused on Paulin.
 
   If I was going to stop a shot, this was the time to do it.  Paulin got into position and I bent over, hunkering down, my calves tight as I prepared to spring.  I blew a strand of hair out of my eyes as Paulin looked at me, staring at my breasts, which dangled down.  That’s when I realized I was being stupid.
 
   I had to masturbate with the Core Driller. That meant I had to take off my shorts anyway!  So what was the point of trying to stop the ball?  I wasn’t going to manage anyway, so why bother?  Why get frustrated.  What the hell was Kari thinking anyway?  Why not just tell me to fuck the entire team?  Paulin kicked and I straightened and didn’t even bother as it flew past my head.  Instead I turned around, stuck out my ass, and then peeled the black lycra shorts off like I was peeling a grape.  
 
   There wasn’t a sound as I did it either.  I did it all sexy too, with my hips shifting back and forth, up on tip toe, stretching myself upward, arms above my head.  Then I turned and they got to see things perfectly.  I saw the looks in their eyes and knew what was coming.
 
   “All right guys.  Slight change in plans,” I announced.  “I’ll do the Core Driller last as a sort of encore.  So get your balls ready.  Those first five shots were for show.  These are to score,” I said loudly, clapping my hands.  Again they lined up and I went through the pretense of “getting ready,” spreading my legs widely and half crouching in the middle of the goal.  The guys loved it and I made a lot of effort to LOOK like I was trying to catch their kicks, when in reality all I was doing was bouncing around, breasts bobbing deliciously, making sure they got an eyeful.  I didn’t even try to catch the ball.  Could you imagine being the poor schmuck who didn’t get to fuck the hot, little, naked, redhead goalie?  Exactly.  So don’t look at me that way.
 
   When we were done and the score was five to zip in their favor, I put my hands on my hips and told them to figure out who was going first.  They huddled with each other as I went for my purse and got out a fistful of condoms.  Then I moved back to the middle of the goal.  If I was going to fuck a soccer team (for the second time in my life) I wanted to do it on the field instead of in a men’s restroom.  Thirty-one came out of the huddle first and walked straight toward me.
 
   He was in his mid-twenties as well and had that maturity that I admire.  He was handsome, lean, with dusky skin and an olive complexion that could have been from a Middle Eastern country or anything south of the US border.  I didn’t care.  I went to my knees and reached up, yanking down on his shorts and then briefs, pulling them down to his ankles.  He stepped out of them easily and then my hands were touching his manhood and his testicles, rubbing and pulling even as my mouth opened.  I took that first taste and loved the scent of him.  In seconds I had him almost down my throat and I rubbed his scrotum lightly as I sucked.
 
   A few minutes later I tore open a condom package, his cock still buried in my esophagus.  I pulled back with a gasp and popped the condom into my mouth like a stick of chewing gum.  Thirty-one watched, intrigued, and then gasped as I began applying the condom with my mouth, pushing it down over his shaft with my lips.  As soon as he was fully covered, I pulled him down upon me, my back in the Astroturf, and let him pin me to the soccer field.  He came before I did, grunting and groaning as he emptied his load into the condom.  He rolled off me a moment later and I sort of flopped over in the fake grass and looked down the field.
 
   “NEXT!” I yelled.  The guys were sort of down on the far end.  I expected one of them to come toward me, but the entire group started walking over.  I waited for one to separate from the others, but then they were all peeling off their shorts and briefs and there was suddenly cock everywhere!  I no longer had numbers to identify anyone with and the only name I knew was Paulin.  One guy grabbed me by the hair, but gently and suddenly I was gagging on cock.  I felt hands on my hips and someone was sliding underneath me.  Fingers touched my breasts, kneading and four sets of hands were caressing me, squeezing and pinching and plucking and playing.  Someone thrust their fingers up between my legs and I spread my legs wide.  A touch at my bottom gave me just enough warning to brace myself and someone else’s finger went up my rear.  
 
   It became a whirlwind.  One cock was replaced with another and I was lifted up and set down, straddling one of the guys.  I saw the discarded condom wrappers lying around so I wasn’t worried, but even as I was bouncing on one guy, I had cock in both hands and one in my mouth.  It was crazy. I’ve been gang banged before, but never quite so vigorously.  This was wild.  The guy beneath me cried out as he came and then I was pulled off and thrown back down on the field and then another cock was shoved into me, my legs held wide apart at the ankle.  My head was turned to the side and Paulin pushed his shaft into my mouth and I sucked even as the waves of pleasure burned through me.  Someone pulled on the padlock attached to my right breast and little shards of pain hit me. I whimpered, crying out, bucking as my sex was pounded into the field.
 
   I came then, exploding wetly, but that did little to stem the force of the team.  Thirty-one jumped back in, his cock hardening and suddenly I was rubbing his cock, semi-rigid, while a wet and quite limp cock was pushed into my hand.  I lost track of whom I had done what too, and since they were all handsome Latinos, with pretty much the same haircut, how the hell was I supposed to keep it all straight?
 
   That fuckfest lasted an entire hour and when everyone was sated I stared up at the ceiling, a languid sense of total exhaustion overwhelming me. I’d cum like three or four times. I lost count.  I felt amazing.  There is nothing better than five guys, all in peak condition, trying very hard to screw your brains out.  I slowly propped myself up on my elbows and looked around.  Sated was definitely the word.  Not a hard cock around.  Even Paulin looked punked.  Heh heh… take that fútbol!  Clearly the more difficult game is Gangbang Bre.
 
   But there was still one more thing to do and despite wanting to curl up in a ball and sleep, I crawled my way over to the goal post and grabbed my Core Driller.  This was what it really was all about.  A single item, in a strange spot.  I moved back through the fallen bodies, most of whom were lucid and just watching.  I got to the very center of the goal and sat back.  I spread my legs, my open sex facing the center field.  I slipped the tip of the Core Driller through my wet petals, groaning lightly as I pushed.  The first few inches were easy, but as the Core Driller went deeper, and the width expanded, it became uncomfortable.
 
   I changed position, struggling up into a kneeling form with the dildo base underneath me.  This way I could control my depth and the penetration angle.  That helped a lot and I sank another four inches of thick rubber into my loins.  The guys were all watching now, totally enjoying the encore performance.  My hips went into overdrive as I thrust forward, one hand between my legs, trying to get the Core Driller in deeper, sinking down in a sort of Japanese kneeling position.  My fingertips kept grazing my clit and I found myself getting aroused again.  I didn’t think I would cum, but the impetus for continuing was there and I began bouncing, still unable to get more in me.  I glanced around.
 
                 “Paulin,” I said sharply.  “Ball.”  I pointed at the soccer ball nearby and he kicked it over.  I rose up, holding the Core Driller in as the ball rolled up between my outstretched thighs.  I lifted one leg up and pushed the ball between my legs, then began to sit on it, the base of the Core Driller pushed up against the hexagonal shapes.  Now I had the right angle and depth. I lowered myself down, sliding my knees forward, dropping inch by painful inch, letting the Core Driller impale me thanks to the soccer ball.  Finally I felt my petals spread wide, almost hurting, the soccer ball itself touching my thighs and groin.  Fully impaled.  And then I bounced.  I bounced and rubbed my clit, while the other hand did things to my breasts.  
 
   “Touch me?” I begged Paulin, who came over and began fondling my tits.  Soon another one of the guys did it too and I had two sets of hands rubbing me.  I no longer needed to touch my own clit.  Someone was doing that. 
 
   “Pinch my nipples!” I pleaded, throwing my head back.  Someone grabbed my wrists and someone suckled my breast while the other nipple was twisted sharply.  
 
   “Spank me?” I asked next and a hand slapped hard against my ass and I bounced and cried and came.
 
   I was just a bit out of it for the next half an hour.  Two of the guys decided to go for thirds, or was it fourths?  I have no idea.  No one was wearing their number either and I have no idea who was doing what to me.  Not that I cared either.
 
   Paulin walked me out to the truck and he presented me with a soccer ball.
 
   “What am I supposed to do with this?” I asked him. It was well after midnight and I was very tired.  
 
   He shrugged. “Remember us.  Play some fútbol sometime.”
 
   I couldn’t help smiling.  “The way you play it?”
 
   “You know where to find us senorita, if you ever want a rematch.”  His grin was huge.
 
   I sighed, quite satisfied for the moment.  “You know, if you really think about it, I won.”
 
   That made Paulin blink.  “You won?  How is that?”
 
   I gave him a wink as I climbed into my truck.  “I managed to score five times.  Each of you only got one.”
 
   Paulin laughed. “I suppose you are right.  Good game.”
 
   I waved and drove off into the night.  Good game.
 
   It’s the only kind I play.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: squash]Squash
 
    
 
   My reflection stared back at me with a dark and hungry look in her eye, and we both ran our hands simultaneously down the sides of our body.  Light fingers on dark material smoothed the twin-like tiny black dresses, the cut tight against our curves, with a collar so low that both our bosoms were practically spilling out, our nipples almost visible against the material.  The hemline stopped about a quarter inch above obscene and there were enough see through whorls and whirls scattered throughout the paisley like pattern of the cloth that it wasn’t so much a question about my apparent lack of bra or panties, but a verifiable fact.
 
   “It’s a little daring for a blind date, don’t you think?” Becca asked from behind me.  Her image appeared at my right shoulder, her arms crossed tightly, with a small frown upon her soft lips.  Her long hair was the color of winter wheat, dark golden and straight and those baby blue eyes of hers made me want to turn around and kiss her.  
 
   But I didn’t let on that I wanted Becca in my bed, preferably with a bottle of baby oil, some chocolate, surrounded by lit candles (out of reach,) scattered around the room.  It wasn’t that I was worried about rejection.  On the contrary, Becca is a sensual, vanilla-sex lesbian who had made it clear that I was her dream girl.  If I indicated interest, she’d have been shedding her clothing, pulling me toward the bedroom, the very blind date she herself had set up for me forgotten.
 
   “I like to think of it as provocative,” I said simply, eyeing the bulge at the front of my right breast.  The dress was daringly tight and clearly having issues with my nipple piercing as well as the small, charm-sized padlock that dangled from the tip of my breast.  Becca’s eyebrow went up and an expression of disbelief flashed across her face.
 
   “I’m telling you, it’s too much.  You’re going to overload him.  He’s sensitive, sweet, and distinctly virginal.  Gene is totally an idiot around women too.  Hell, I can’t have a non-work related conversation with him without him stammering like an imbecilic.  And he knows I’m a lesbian.”
 
   “Breanne fodder,” I replied smartly, my south Texas farm girl roots showing through the slutty, yet incredibly sexy girl standing in the mirror.
 
   Becca rolled her eyes.  “You’re going to psychologically damage him.”
 
   I sighed dramatically.  “Becca, he isn’t going to fall in love with me in a few short hours,” I protested.
 
   “Why?” she said darkly.  “I did.”  
 
   I didn’t reply.  Don’t get me wrong.  I love Becca.  She’s sweet, beautiful, soft and warm, totally self-sufficient, has all her shit together, smart in ways I’ll never be, and so totally unable to meet certain sexual needs I have.  Becca has never spanked me.  She’s never put a clamp on me, or humiliated me, or done any of the dark things to me that I crave.  She is so vanilla that you’d think chocolate didn’t exist.  Oh – and WOW on the vanilla though.  She is so sensual that even I can go vanilla – for a short time at least.  But we both know that I may be Miss Right for her, but she’s not what I need.  But Becca doesn’t hate me for it.  Instead she stays nearby, accepting the times I AM willing to be there for her.  And she’s always there for me when I need it soft and sweet.
 
   Damn. I think I’m going to cry.  I don’t deserve friends like her.
 
   “Remember, I’m going to have to work with Gene after this.  I don’t want him blaming me for whatever you do to him.  Don’t just use him and throw him away, breaking his heart, okay?”  The worried tone in Becca’s voice made it clear how she felt.
 
   I gave her a warm smile. “Would I do something like that?” I asked innocently.
 
   The glare she gave me in response made me wince.  She cocked her head at an angle.  The timbre and pitch of her voice rose just a bit, imitating mine, and her next words were spoken in a sort of sing song tone.  “Becca?  Are there any guys you know that you can set me up for a blind date with?  Dinner?  At a restaurant?  I’m looking for one of those ‘clueless about girls’ kind of guys,” Becca said with a cheap smile and a vapid look in her eyes.  Then the silly grin vanished.  “You’re planning something sinister.”
 
   My smile got a bit wooden and I tried really hard not to guiltily glance toward my large purse.  I didn’t want Becca rifling through it.  “I promise to show him a good time,” I said honestly.  And I meant it too.  The reality was that Gene was something of a prop though.  The fact that he would, in all probability, get laid multiple times later on that that evening was his reward for being used publicly as well as pubicly.  
 
   Yes. I know. I made up the word “pubicly.”  But it fits, doesn’t it?  I crack myself up sometimes.
 
   Becca didn’t say anything , but she did give me a kiss on the cheek as I left, careful not to smudge my makeup.  
 
   I arrived fashionably late, which meant I had left him sitting at the table for at least five minutes after the time I was supposed to meet him.  This was to increase his feelings of nervousness and general tension.  He’d be wondering if I was even going to show up, making him feel like a fool.  He would be shifting in his seat, wondering what I’d look like, what my personality might be, and whether he’d make himself look stupid by stuttering.  I already knew what he’d look like thanks to a cell phone picture Becca had taken of him when she arranged the date.
 
   My entrance into the restaurant didn’t exactly stop conversation, but there was a noticeable decrease in the general noise level as the men who had a good view of the entrance stopped talking and stared.  I looked around the restaurant, my purse hanging on my arm. I could feel the eyes on me, about two dozen brains all wondering if I really was as naked under that dress as I looked.  Were those see through cut outs really see through, or were they just flesh colored pieces of material.  I smiled.  Let them wonder.  
 
   I glanced around, looking for Gene.  He was tucked in a back corner booth, eyes wide in alarm, staring at me, clearly shocked.  His mouth had fallen open and he looked like a guppy.  I didn’t just walk over to him.  I sashayed.  Each foot, strapped delicately into four inch, open-toed high heels, crossed at the ankles with each step, forcing my hips to swing dramatically.  Men stared at me as I passed, creamy white thighs in plain sight. I moved toward Gene like a heat seeking missile.  There was going to be an explosion so the metaphor was apt.
 
   He had short, mousy brown hair, dimples, and glasses and was wearing a cheap polo shirt and khaki trousers.  If I was dressed to kill, he was dressed as an innocent bystanders.  His mouth hung open as I went straight for him and I half expected a line of drool to appear. Yet, that was a mean thought, and not worthy of me.  When I got to the table I took a deep enough breath to make the threat of having my breasts pop out of my dress a serious consideration, then stuck out my hand.
 
   “Hi Gene! I’m Breanne!” I said it brightly.  He looked up at me, obviously flabbergasted.  In seconds he was shaking my hand, stammering nonsensical apologies for imagined wrongs.  I didn’t even understand what he was saying.  He was speaking English of course, but it was like having a dyslexic read out loud to you.  Half the words weren’t in the right order.  I sat down across from him, still holding his hand.  Finally something intelligible came out of his mouth.
 
   “I’m Gene,” he said.
 
   I smiled, giving his palm a squeeze.  I settled in my seat, still holding his hand.  “I’m glad we’re both sure of that now,” I replied.
 
   Gene finally closed his mouth, then tried to say something else, got tongue-tied, and closed his mouth again.  He nervously pulled his hand out of mine and took a quick drink from his ice water.  I wasn’t positive, but it looked like he was actually shaking.
 
   Oh boy.  Can Becca pick em’ or what?
 
   I gave him a quirky look and picked up the menu, flipping it open. I guess the waitress had been by already, but he clearly hadn’t ordered.  As I scanned the items available I gave him a quick glance.  “Guess Becca didn’t tell you much about me?” I asked.
 
   His eye were still wide.  “S-s-she said you had red hair,” he replied clearly.  
 
   “Wow,” I said sympathetically. “Talk about blindsided!”  I said it, but I didn’t mean it.  I had wanted him kept in the dark.  He had probably expected some butt-ugly girl with warts or something, who dyed her hair as a sort of counterbalance to all the ugly.  After all, who would be interested in him?  “Hope I’m not a disappointment?”
 
   “Oh no! Not at all!” he managed to spit out.  Then he was saved by the waitress arriving, who took our drink orders.  He had a soda and I ordered a strawberry peach sangria.  Then we browsed our menus.  Ordering preoccupied us for the next few minutes and we were finally left staring at each other.  I waited for him to start the conversation, but clearly it was going to be up to me.  That was fine.  If I was running the show it meant I could get it to where I wanted it quicker, without sneaky manipulation.
 
   “Do you like games?” I asked suddenly, beaming one of my million watt smiles at him.
 
   “Huh? What?” he asked as if I’d just caught him like a deer in the headlights.  “Uh, yeah, I guess so.”
 
   My smile dropped slightly in intensity but I turned up the notch on warmth. I wanted him to relax.  At least a little.  I reached across the table again and took his hand.  It was cold and clammy.  The poor guy was frightened out of his wits.
 
   “Then let’s play a question game!  That way we get to know about each other.  I’ll ask you a personal question, you answer, and then you can ask me one!”  It all sounded so innocent, so perfectly normal.  It was hard not to laugh out loud.
 
   He was unused what to do about the hand holding, but nodded assent to my proposed icebreaker.  I kept a grip on him, not letting him pull his hand away this time.  “I’ll go first,” I declared.  “First question…”
 
   Wait. Hold up.  If you are sitting breathlessly at the front of your seat, actually expecting my first question to be “would you like to fuck my brains out and maybe spank me too?” then you will be sorely disappointed.  Gene was delicate. I knew I had to work my way up to that sort of thing.  That had to wait until at least question number five!
 
   “So, what do you like to do for fun?” I asked.
 
   Gene thought about it for a moment, then gave me an answer so boring most of it sort of slid in one ear, echoed around in my skull for a moment, killing brain cells, then whistled out the other ear.  It involved computers – I know that much – and chips and hell, maybe fish for all I know.  Then in a burst of stunning creativity, he asked me my own question.
 
   “Wow,” I said.  “Becca really didn’t tell you anything.” I paused, collecting my thoughts and phrasing them carefully.  “I’m a writer.  I like doing insane, crazy, and sensual things and then writing about them.”  There, that was sufficiently intriguing that it would make him ask questions about what kind of crazy, insane, sensual things I do.
 
   But he didn’t bite.  He didn’t ask and it was my turn to ask a question.  I leaned forward, giving him a sultry, hunger-filled look designed to melt steel and stiffen cock.
 
   “Do you like your treats sweet or spicy?” 
 
   As a reader, you are missing the body language, which to any normal, experienced male, screamed “holy shit she wants to fuck your brains out!”  Captain Oblivious sitting across from me missed the signal flare and instead pondered the question as if I’d asked him to multiply 634 and 12.  
 
   “Sweet?” he answered after a moment, not even sure of himself.  Nothing further was offered.  Lesson learned. Ask open ended questions.  Multiple choice is not a good thing for Gene.
 
   I nodded. Okay.  Clearly I needed to be a bit more obvious.  But it was his turn to ask a question.
 
   “And you? Sweet or spicy?” Gene asked.
 
   I burst out into a laugh.  “Oh, I am definitely one for spicy!” I exclaimed.  Just then our food arrived.  Gene put a forkful into his mouth when I asked my next question.
 
   “What do you like most about my dress?” I asked.
 
   He glanced up, his eyes going straight to my cleavage, which I admit was quite impressive.  The dress squeezed my breasts together, and since the collar dipped so low, the crevasse between my curves was deep, dark, and quite attractive.  Or maybe he was admiring the underside of my right breast, which was exposed almost to the nipple by one of those see through meshes.  Needless to say, I knew what the right answer was without him even opening his mouth.
 
   “It’s a nice color,” Gene said blushing.
 
   “It’s black,” I replied with a disbelieving frown. “I think you like the neckline, but don’t want to say it.”  My tone was playfully accusatory.
 
   Suddenly Gene smiled – the first real one of the evening, or at least the first one that wasn’t sourced in his fear of screwing things up with me.  “It’s an impressive neckline.”
 
   I sat back in my seat with a look of smug satisfaction.  “It is impressive,” I agreed with him. “Heck, if it were any lower you would be able to see my nipple piercing.”  I put my hand up to my right breast and rubbed the tip of my fingers across the obvious bulge.
 
   Gene’s eyes widened in shock and he turned his attention back to his food.  I did as well, but slipped my foot out of my shoe and found his shin with a light touch.  He jerked his leg away, clearly thinking he had invaded my personal space, but my foot stayed with him, making it clear that I was playing footsie.  He looked up in confusion as I ran my toes up and down his leg, from knee to ankle. I gave him another wicked smile.  I waited till he had swallowed the bite of steak he was chewing on to before I asked my next question.  
 
   “Want to see my piercing?” 
 
   He choked, so I guess I should have waited a moment longer.  Oops.  He coughed hard, then took a swig of his water, washing down his absolute shock at my brazen suggestion.  But then, I knew his answer was a definitive yes, because he didn’t look at me.  He looked at out at the dining area of the restaurant.  We were tucked in a corner and I wasn’t in plain view for most of the other guests.  He was sizing up the room though, trying to decide if there were too many people watching, or even around.  I didn’t want him getting too wrapped up in that, so I took control of things.
 
   “I’ll give you a quick peek, but then I get to ask you some highly personal, incredibly perverted questions,” I told him playfully.  I picked up my fork and ate another bite of my salad, still running my foot along his calf.
 
   I could see the wheels turning, his brain processing this very strange turn of events. I’m guessing he’d rarely been on a blind date before and was wondering if this was normal behavior for girls.  Gene was clearly uncomfortable around women.  He didn’t know how to talk to us, or even be at ease around us.  Becca had said he was personable whenever she needed to talk business with him, but put him in a situation like this and he was way out of his depth.  
 
   I brought my left hand up to my collar and ran my forefinger under the material along my right breast.  Gene’s eyes locked upon my bosom and for the fun of it, I slipped my finger deeper into my bodice, rubbing the tip of my right breast, hardening the nipple and making the piercing stand out even more.  The black material of the dress showed off the bulge and padlock very nicely.  My date was riveted.  
 
   “Okay,” he whispered, no longer concerned who might be watching.  I glanced around once.  It wouldn’t help to have the waitress stop by just then, but we were in the clear.  Looking right at him, I pulled slightly on my dress – and my entire right breast practically popped out.  Gene’s mouth fell open as he studied the turgid nipple, the gold hoop piercing it, and the gold and black padlock, emblazoned with the symbol of the Society of the Golden Rose.  Frankly, I think the whole ensemble begged to be tugged on.  But I think what really startled him was that I left my right breast hanging out in full view, instead of immediately tucking it back into my dress and concealing it from view.
 
   With his attention so firmly placed, I metaphorically went for his throat.  “So,” I asked him.  “What part of a girl do you like to suck on the most?” I asked.  My finger continued to tease my nipple making the padlock dangling from it dance.  His eyes finally snapped up to mine, which surprised the heck out of me.  Most men couldn’t manage to drag their eyes away from an exposed breast without having a knife at their throat.  
 
   “I’ll suck on any part you offer me,” Gene said clearly and totally willing.  I couldn’t resist.  I took my hand away from my nipple and held it out to him.  Without a word he leaned forward, opened his mouth, and suckled my finger.  I scooted forward.
 
   “Just wait till I can do that to your cock,” I said conspiratorially.  I pulled my finger out of his mouth and pulled the front of my dress back up, covering my nipple.  I picked up my fork and ate a bit more.
 
   “Aren’t you supposed to ask me more questions?” he asked.
 
   I swallowed the bite I was chewing on and smiled.  Guess Gene was getting a bit more comfortable with me. I gave him a penetrating look, wishing he was the one doing the penetrating.  “If you had to use every part of me, my mouth, my bottom and my…” I paused with a grin and an eyebrow wiggle.  “Which spot would you do first, and which one would you do last?”
 
   He opened his mouth but nothing came out.  Clearly I’d overloaded him again.  His brain was still processing the fact that he was now apparently going to get laid that evening, and there was even the possibility that he’d be getting a blow job as well as screwing my bottom.  Contemplating which hole to fuck me in first was beyond his capacity.  I slid a bit further down in my seat and ran my foot up between his legs, my questing toes going deeper.  I giggled as I finally found a bulge and he stiffened across from me.
 
   “Be daring,” I whispered, urging him on.  “Unzip your pants and let me touch you.  Keep your napkin in your lap, just in case the waitress comes back.”
 
   He nodded and I pulled my foot back just a bit. I felt his fingers flutter against my sole.  Then I felt something different, something warm and firm and soft, and both his hands were back on the table.  I’ve given footjobs before, but this was different.  This was a tease and I was loving it.  I rubbed him lightly, but from the look on his face you would have thought I had him bound to a bed, coated him with oil, and was rubbing him frantically while gyrating naked above his head.  I wasn’t even quite sure what I was doing, since I only had one foot up in his lap, was half slouched down in my seat to reach, and it was all happening under the table.    Just for fun though, I pulled down the collar of my dress again, giving him another glimpse of pierced nipple.  I felt his cock jerk, and then a look of humiliated anguish crossed his face.  To my shock, I felt something warm and wet hit my toes, seeping between the little digits.
 
   “Oh God! I’m sorry!” Gene blurted.  His hand shot downward, the napkin firmly gripped, and then I felt him wiping his cum off my toes frantically.  I didn’t move my leg, but instead gave him this huge smile.  I didn’t want him getting the wrong idea.  He might have run.
 
   “Well, that was a nice compliment,” I gushed warmly.  “If you like my toes that much, I wonder what will happen when you get to touch the rest of me?”
 
   Gene turned crimson and I felt him getting his manhood put away.  That disappointed me.  I frowned as I straightened up in my seat, my foot coming out from between his legs.  I did keep my sole against his shin though, rubbing him lightly along the leg.  I didn’t want him thinking I was no longer interested.
 
   “Well, if you’re going to get to have fun early, I want to have some as well!” I declared.  His blush had faded slightly and I grabbed my purse, opened it up, and stuck my hand in.  I pulled out my wallet and set it on the table.  Then I handed over the entire bag.  Gene accepted it, but was clearly baffled.
 
   “Look through it and pick out something you’d like me to play with,” I told him brightly, very pleased with myself. I had managed to manipulate the date right to where I needed it to be.  I wasn’t worried about what he’d pull out either, though there was one certain item I hoped would pique his interest.  The rest of the contents would only make things more difficult for me, not him.
 
   Gene opened the purse and gazed into it.  Just at that moment our waitress checked on us and Gene’s cheeks turned red. I assured the young lady we were fine and then told Gene to pick something.  He waited for the waitress to move away, then pulled an item from my purse.
 
   To be honest, I kind of wondered what he’d go for first.  But I have to admit that I was just a tad bit surprised when he pulled out the twelve inch long, silver chain, a set of metal toothed, alligator clamps hanging from each end.  The teeth on these particular clamps had been dulled slightly from the original manufacturer’s design, and the spring had been stressed so that the amount of pressure from the jaws was more like a solid squeeze, than a pinch.  But that didn’t change the fact that having them attached to your nipples hurt.
 
   I gave him a steady look and said, “Oh.  I thought you didn’t go for spicy.”  I reached out and plucked the clamps and chain from his fingers.
 
   “Well, I didn’t…” he started to stammer, totally unsure of himself.  Maybe he hadn’t realized what the alligator clamps were for.  But then he shut up as I pulled down the front of my dress, one breast at a time, and delicately attached first one, then the second metal toothed vice.  My chest heaved as the sharp discomfort rippled through me and I bit my lip as my body gyrated dealing with the exquisite sensation coming from the tips of my breasts.  Gene let out a gasp, trying to understand what the crazy slutty girl in front of him was doing.   I let both breasts bounce dutifully in front of him for a moment, then tucked both sets of clamped curves back into my bodice along with the chain.  It took a moment or two to get everything settled and you could actually see the bottom of the chain dangling from my well bitten nipple through some of the cutouts in the dress.  I thought it looked fetching.
 
   I gave Gene a very serious look.  “Is that all you expect me to play with?” I demanded.  “Pick something else, something that might make me cum!”  
 
   Gene looked back at my purse and stuck his hand into its depths, fisting it.  I felt a surge of jealousy for the purse, but held my breath until he pulled the next item out.  I was hoping…
 
   Damn.  I didn’t let my exasperation show when he pulled out the narrow anal plug.  The toy wasn’t one of my massive, conical plugs, rather a narrow glider that went in easily.  I plucked it out of Gene’s hand and pushed it under the edge of table, out of sight. 
 
   “That goes in my bottom,” I explained.  “Eventually.  I’ll have to lubricate if first.  You don’t mind, right?” I asked.
 
   Gene blinked. “What?”  
 
   I spread my legs wide, feeling the hemline of the dress go up even higher and I made an expressive face, enjoying the sensation as I worked the blue rubber tip in between the wet petals of my sex.  Despite the narrow gauge of the dildo, it still felt fantastic in my slit and I got the full four inches in quite deeply, pumping nicely a number of times.  
 
   “Is it,” Gene paused, searching for the right word. “In?”  I let out a wistful laugh.
 
   “Oh no.  At least not where it’s supposed to go.  I have to get it nice and wet, so I’m using it to warm up the soft, tight spot your cock will be in a bit later.”  I wriggled the anal plug, my juices flowing nicely.  I let out a soft moan and pulled it from my slit.  I rose up, half standing in my seat, and gave Gene a quick glimpse of it so he could see it glistening with my cream.  His eyes got big and I watched him swallow with tension.
 
   “Now it can go in my ass,” I said softly.    “At least until you fuck me there too.”   That comment almost did him in again and I thought for half a second he was going to bolt and leave me with the bill.  But evidently watching my expression while trying to conceal the fact I had a four inch rubber plug slowly sinking into my ass as I sat back down was sufficiently attractive to keep him in place.  
 
   It took some creative posturing to get the plug up under me and in me.  I used the sit down implantation method, placing the well lubricated tip against my bottom and using my own weight to seat it properly.  Since it was so narrow, it was relatively easy and I sank down with a gasp, feeling the normal tightness in my derriere as my back door accommodated the width and breadth of the plug. I shifted in my seat and took several deep breaths, ignoring my throbbing nipples.
 
   “But that isn’t going to make me cum!” I said hungrily a moment later.  And it was true.  I was now stuffed, but in the wrong place.  And while nipple clamps certainly add to the experience, it isn’t my clit.  Gene blinked and put his hand back in my bag.  He had a fifty-fifty chance of pulling out the item I actually wanted.  I almost held my breath, but my nipples ached too much and I let it out slowly.  Sure enough, Gene handed me the small, single rubber clamp, which had a small plastic vibrating egg attached to it.
 
   “This goes on my clit,” I explained delicately, my voice hushed but obviously stressed.  I turned on the vibrator before I even lowered the clamp out of sight and Gene watched with an awestruck expression as I lowered it under the edge of the table.  I managed to get it attached to my clit with little trouble, on the first time and the wave of pleasure hit me like a freight train.  My hips began pumping spasmodically and the vibrating egg fluttered against my labia, the vibrations translating through the clamp directly into my clitoris.  I knew I didn’t have much time.
 
   “Gene,” I pleaded desperately.  “I need something thick inside me.  Please? I want to cum like you,” I whispered.  He grabbed my bag and rummaged around in it.  I knew there was only one option left, but he ran his hand around the bottom as if it were empty.              
 
   “Gene!” I hissed.
 
   He gave me a terrified look.  “I’m sorry!  You don’t have anything else in here but a squash!”
 
   “Then I’ll fuck the squash!” I gasped.  Both of us turned and glanced out at the crowd, but my antics hadn’t drawn any serious attention and those that had looked at us had no idea I was about to have a genuine “When Harry Met Sally” moment in a minute or two.  Gene gave me a shocked look, but plucked the yellow squash from my bag and handed it to me.
 
   For the first time that night I didn’t care that there were other diners and that a studious observer might notice something peculiar going on in the booth with the slutty, redhead girl, in that highly revealing and somewhat indecent dress.  But I didn’t care by that point.  I didn’t care that my knees were wide apart or that my bottom kept reflexively tightening around the anal probe.  I pushed the wide end of the squash up against my labia and twisted it.  My petals parted and the thick bulge of the squash began to slip inside me.  I gasped and thrust myself forward.  Gene stared in open-mouthed astonishment as I let out a sex-starved groan and force jammed the squash as deeply as I could.
 
   Masturbating with a squash is a messy, laborious and noisy activity, since pulling it out means straining the same tissues you had to stretch to get it deep in the first place. You can’t just wiggle it around either.  That won’t set you off.  But having the added pressure of a thin butt plug in your ass, the harsh bite of a pair of alligator clamps chewing at the end of your breasts, along with an incessant vibration fluttering along your petals and into your clit is the sort of thing that makes pumping squash irrelevant.
 
   I let out a whimpering cry, both hands now on the table, leaning forward and shaking as if I were having a seizure.  I looked up at Gene who was halfway out of his seat in a state of alarmed panic and I said through clenched teeth as the orgasm began welling up, “have you ever seen the movie ‘When Harry Met Sally’?”  
 
   He looked at me like I was crazy. “No!” he blurted, totally lost.
 
   “Good,” I gasped.  Then I exploded.
 
   Conversation died in the restaurant as I let out a lusty wail, throwing back my head as the various sensations finally overcame what little willpower I had.  It all culminated in a mixture that no one would have been able to resist.  And unlike Sally, I wasn’t’ faking it. My orgasm was totally real.  Gene looked at me, then out at the diners who were staring at us, then back at me.  
 
   “What are you doing?” he demanded, hissing at me, but not in anger. Just in absolute shock.  His face was beet red, but I was still in the middle of a very intense orgasm that had me panting and moaning wildly.  
 
   Suddenly the restaurant manager was standing next to our table. I was coming down off my orgasmic high, chest still heaving, my nipples tingling from the clamps as my sex contracted spasmodically around the squash.  My face was flushed, my eyes bright, my mouth parted.  The man looked straight at me, but then turned toward Gene.
 
   “I don’t know what you’re playing at, but this kind of lewd behavior is un-appropriate,” the man said.
 
   I let out a bit of a hysterical giggle and the manager turned and glared at me.  “Inappropriate,” I corrected, still just a tad bit giddy.
 
   Gene stood up and tripped, only barely catching himself on the table.  “We were just leaving!  Can I get out check?” Gallantly, he moved between the manager and me, then pulled out his credit card and handed it to the manager.  Gene got a glare in return but the man nodded.
 
   “No more outbursts. I’ll bring your receipt.”  The manager turned and walked away, leaving us alone, but still under intense observation.  
 
   Gene put his head in his hands.   “Oh my God,” he said, multiple times.  Then he looked up at me.  “Quick! Before he comes back.  Take it out!”
 
   That seemed like a decent suggestion so I pulled the gooey squash out from between my legs, wincing and letting out a small groan.  Gene shielded me from view so no one could see what I was doing.  I felt extraordinarily empty as my sex collapsed back to its usual size and I dumped the phallic vegetable on my empty plate.  Let the busboy wonder, right?
 
   Then a fresh wave of pleasure hit me again, almost sending me back into orbit.  It was the vibrator clamp, once again bouncing and caressing my petals, the intensity of the heavy vibrations twisting my clit around like a flag in a storm.  I grabbed hold of Gene’s arm, fingers tight on his skin as I struggled to keep quiet.  I could see the manager approaching again.  My date signed the receipt, collected his credit card, and then took my elbow, helping me to my feet.  My bottom lip trembled as I took steady but small steps. As Gene led me out of the restaurant, even more eyes on my bottom then I’d dealt with coming in.  
 
   Out in the lot I leaned on Gene, gasping, another wave of orgasmic pleasure forcing itself through me.  He held me through the tremors until I finally looked up and kissed him passionately.  
 
   “Uh, maybe you should take it off?” he suggested, clearly meaning the vibrator clamp.
 
   I shook my head and rubbed the bulge of his cock, now once again thick underneath his pants.  “I’ll take off the alligator clamps when you’ve cum in my mouth,” I whispered into his ear.  “And I’ll take out the bottom plug when you’ve fucked my pussy.  The vibrator clamp doesn’t cum off until you’ve taken my bottom.  And you have to cum in each hole.” I kissed him again, clinging to his body.  “So take me home and fuck me. Please?”
 
   And he did.
 
   The anal plug came out first, followed by the alligator clamps.  The rest?  Well, you can figure it out.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: pillarcandle]Pillar Candle
 
   It was a cold and blustery December afternoon as we tramped through the fallen leaves.  The sky was gray and threatened rain, but it didn’t smell like it.  The scent of moldy leaves, wood smoke, and the early scent of snow permeated the air.  It wasn’t cold enough for snow though.  Mike the Hardware Guy trudged along beside me.  He was quiet and I felt a bit guilty even asking him to come along. We had tried the romance thing, instead of just the slam bam type of relationship I’m good at.  It hadn’t really worked and I was the problem.  That made things tense between us.  Mike hadn’t taken it well and vowed to remain my friend, regardless of whether or not we could make a romance work.
 
   Well, friends with benefits.
 
   We were both dressed for the cold, but I had been feeling a bit whimsical that morning and had also met Kari for lunch before finding Mike.  Instead of my normal attire of South Texas Farm girl, I was a lot more fashionable.    A calf length broomstick skirt, dark chocolate in color and quite warm, covered me from the waist down.  A pair of black leather boots that rose to meet the skirt graced my feet.  A stylish button-up white blouse lay under a black, bolero style sweater, open at the bodice so that the white shirt was visible, over which lay the coat that Kari had bought me.
 
   Both Mike and I had backpacks as well.  Mine looked overstuffed but light, while Mike’s bag looked heavy, but clearly had more room.  
 
   “How did you find this place?” Mike asked me.  “It’s a bit off the beaten trail.”
 
   “Becca and I found it last year while trying to do Master Dan’s Twelve Days of Christmas,” I told him.
 
   Mike frowned. “Did I miss that one?”
 
   I shrugged.  “I started writing it up, but the whole thing turned out so contrived and hokey that I didn’t even finish it. I’ve still got some of it, like the day I met David.”  It came out innocently, but the look on Mike’s face was enough to tell me I’d said another stupid thing.  Geesh.  I do that a lot, don’t I?
 
   “I don’t recall being busy last Christmas,” he said stoically, putting on a brave face while I felt like shit.  
 
   “Well, like I said, it was me and Becca,” I said.  “It was a ridiculous assignment with clamps, a butt plug, vibroballs, and laps around an empty field.”
 
   He chuckled, clearly the thought of me in such a situation appealing.  “Sounds like fun.”
 
   “For you maybe,” I said grumpily.  “Anyway, we spotted this old forgotten picnic table and I thought it would be perfect for this assignment.  It’s out of the way, no one is around, and we should be uninterrupted.
 
   “If it’s still there,” Mike amended.  
 
   I gave him an irritated glare.  “What part of ‘forgotten’ doesn’t compute with you?”
 
   Mike held up his hands in surrender.  Five more minutes of walking along a trail maintained only by the local fauna finally brought us to a tiny clearing.  Off to one side, under the spreading arms of a massive live oak that was at least as old as our state, was a dilapidated picnic table that looked like it had seen its glory days during the Korean War.  
 
   The frame of the table was made of galvanized steel pipe and was rusted in a variety of places.  Three planks of some unidentifiable wood lay warped across the top, bowed down in the center, forming a shallow concavity.  One bench was broken and only splinters remained.  The other, cracked and breaking.  
 
   “Wow, Breanne. You sure can pick em’,” Mike said, surveying the picnic table and trees.  He dropped his backpack on the ground and I heard a loud, metallic clank from the contents.  He walked over to the picnic table and put his hands down on the top, pressing hard.  It creaked, but held.  Mike then bent down underneath and looked at the underside.  Seemingly satisfied he stood up and nodded at me.
 
   Both of us went for our backpacks.  While Mike brought out an assortment of bundled ropes, metal clips, and a set of pulleys, I retrieved three beach towels from my bag.  The largest and fluffiest of the towels went over the picnic table top like a cloth cover. I set the other two towels at either end, rolled up.  Mike was busy getting his pulleys attached to a few overhanging branches nearby.
 
   “Up or out?” he asked suddenly.  “Bre?”
 
   I glanced up.  “Can’t we do both?”
 
   Mike gave me a hesitant look.  “The tree isn’t as cooperative as I would like…”
 
   I looked at the tree.  It didn’t seem to be resisting him too much.  “Can’t you just hang them higher?” I asked.
 
   Mike smiled patiently at me.  “Sure.  Let me get my ladder.”
 
   I blinked. “You brought a ladder?” 
 
   “Yeah, it’s here in my pocket.”
 
   I rolled my eyes as it dawned on me that he was being facetious.  I sighed noisily. “I suppose the angle is more important.”
 
   Mike nodded. “Can I make a suggestion?”
 
   “Is it perverted?” I asked, getting out a medium sized bottle of baby oil.  I hadn’t had time to put it in a smaller bottle.  I set it down on the table and it fell over, rolling into the center.
 
   “If we go with your knees, rather than your ankles, I think we can get both up and out.”
 
   I shrugged. “I’m game.  You’re the rigger, Mike.  I trust you.”
 
   Mike went about his business and it wasn’t long before two lengths of rope were stretched down to the table.  When it looked like he was ready, I pulled the last item out of my bag.  It was a candle, albeit one I doubt anyone would recognize.  It was scarlet, dyed crimson and began life as a two inch thick, nine inch tall, pillar candle.  An hour’s worth of work with a paring knife and a homemade double boiler had dramatically altered the shape of my latest dildo.  First I had trimmed the base into something resembling the tip of a man penis.  Then with just hot steam and some pressure, I had bent the entire length into a curve.
 
   “Okay, I’m ready,” Mike announced a moment later.  He came over to the table.  “Hope you brought a lighter.”
 
   I laughed and fished one out of my purse.  I handed it to him and the climbed up onto the table top.  Lying back, I put one of my extra towels under my head.  The other was for support later on.  With both hands I then began pulling up my skirt, tugging it out from under my bottom until it was scrunched up around my waist.  Mike moved down to the far end of the table, his eyes bright with excitement as he got a good look at me.
 
   I wasn’t wearing panties of course.  Cold air slipped against my skin but it wasn’t bad.  I was wet, which is hardly surprising. I usually am.  But today I was also stuffed with my ben wa balls.  I reached down between my legs and pulled the balls out by the string, groaning lightly as they popped free of my pussy. I bent my knees as I set the ben wa balls aside and spread my legs wider.  Then I nodded at Mike.
 
   One of many things I have to say about Mike is that the man is skilled when it comes to rope.  He knows his knots, his lengths, and his hemp like a cowboy.  I just had to lay there and occasionally straighten a leg in order for him to wrap twenty feet of soft nylon securely around my lower thighs, just above the knees.  He tied off the two strands of line that led to the pulleys, and then moved around the table, his fingers gliding along my body.
 
   “Here we go,” he said in warning.  I braced myself as he pulled on the rope.
 
   Immediately my knees were drawn both outward and upward.  My bottom came up off the table as my spine curved, effectively folding me in half and giving me a beautiful view of my own glistening slit.  I grunted from the stress of the position.  It was a bit intense.  Mike had outdone himself though.  I had only needed to be curved, especially after the modifications I made to the candle.  Having my thighs spread so widely apart was completely unnecessary, but definitely a turn on.  
 
   Mike tied off the rope and came back down to the business end of the table.  He took a look at my boots and then grabbed one.  “On or off?” he asked.
 
   I considered it for a moment.  There’s something erotic about a girl’s bare feet – or feet in heels.  It’s about the arch, the curve, and an offering.  But it was also cold out and I didn’t want my toes getting frozen.  I shook my head.  
 
   “No.  Not today.”  Then I plucked the bottle of oil from where it had rolled by my side and held it out to him.
 
   “Want to oil me?” I asked.
 
   He let go of my boot, grinned and popped the cap. Mike poured a liberal amount all over my exposed sex.  Oil coated my petals, but then he went to work, spreading the thick fluid around gently.  He didn’t just rub me either.  He massaged me, almost from my belly button down.  My skirts was bunched up nicely at the waist and in the small of my back.  Mike touched everything in between, his fingers probing, lubricating, penetrating.  He even thrust his pinkie into my bottom, making me gasp, while at the same time slipping two oiled fingers into my sex.  With my knees bound open and exposed, it was almost more than I could handle.
 
   Like I said, he took his time and enjoyed himself.  I actually had to stop him when things got a little more intense than I intended and I was only a few more seconds away from a powerful orgasm.
 
   “Might be fun, going at this cold,” he observed.
 
   “And I might end up scalded before I manage to cum,” I objected.
 
   “I think that might happen regardless.”
 
   “Well, I’d rather not start off handicapped,” I said.  I could tell Mike was disappointed.  He liked the idea of working me into an orgasm so that it would be harder for me to have another one.  Yes, I’m multi-orgasmic, but it still is an expenditure of energy, risking sensitivity.  The more orgasms anyone has, the more likely they will need extended recovery time.  It’s a fact of life.  He stood there, looking at my clit and I decided to head off mutiny by being decisive.  I grabbed the candle and without another word, jammed the first three inches firmly into my waiting, well-oiled slit.
 
   “Go ahead and light it,” I told Mike.   He took the cigarette lighter and a moment later the candle, curved so that the wick pointed upward and at an angle back toward my face, flickered.  The wick caught instantly, the flame casting a warm glow on my outstretched thighs.  With my hand still wrapped around the middle of the candle, I pushed it in a little deeper, feeling the folds of my insides part as the two inch thick pillar candle perforated me.  It felt good actually, especially after spending all day sexually frustrated with the ben wa balls.  I kept pushing and the candle slid in easily, all the way in until I almost burned my hand.  I pulled the candle out with a moan, then drove it in again hard.
 
   The first drop of hot wax landed on the back of my hand, scalding me.  Experienced wax players know that dyed candles, especially red ones, burn the hottest and that you really want to maximize the distance the melted paraffin falls in order to mitigate as much of the excess heat as possible.  I had patently ignored all that, opting instead for the worst possible combination of extremes.  I began thrusting the candle gingerly, trying to keep from flinging wax droplets all over the place.  It didn’t work that well.  While I did manage to plough a pretty serious furrow through my petals, more wax began to fall on my hand.  Then I felt a hot spot on my mons, an inch or two above my clit, which certainly got my attention.  Another splatter of boiling wax fell, this one even closer to my sex and I jammed the candle in as deep as I could.
 
   “Freeze,” Mike suddenly said, his voice urgent.  I froze as ordered, craning my neck and glancing around.
 
   “What?” I hissed, my heart pounding with adrenaline.
 
   Suddenly he smiled. “Nothing.  I just wanted more wax to melt.  Go ahead.”
 
   Had I not been tied up, with a God damned candle stuck in my cunt, I swear I would have killed him right then and there.  I gave him a screwy look instead and began to move the candle out of my depths, relishing the feel of it moving inside me.  As it came out, a long spill of wax flowed down off the candle and coated one of my petals almost completely.  I let out a loud sound, half groan and half cry.  It burned.
 
   “Nice.  Keep going, Breanne.”
 
   I tugged on the candle, breaking the melt.  Then I pushed it back down. Pleasure, punctuated with flame, burned through me and I picked up the pace.  The candle flame flickered as I moved the candle up and down, losing myself to the waves of sensation.  Wax began flying in all directions, hitting my hand, thighs, and loins as I masturbated wildly.
 
   Then a huge drop fell directly on my clit, searing me and making me come up off the table with a pain ridden gasp.  Suddenly the agony and the ecstasy didn’t seem so different.  I moved my wrist and this time deliberately set the candle so that more melted paraffin would fall on my self-destruct button. I wanted to explode and this seemed the easiest way.  In seconds my clit was fully coated, crimson paraffin encasing it beautifully.  I was crying out now, frantically thrusting the candle, fresh melts falling on my shaved petals, flowing down through the creases and crevasses of my body’s natural curves.  It burned my skin, inside and out as I rammed the candle in deeper.
 
   And then I was there, the heat of the burning wick and the cold of the air became one.  The thickness of the candle and the slick wetness of my own need a perfect machine, pumping, thrusting, working me into orgasm.  I arched my back, my mouth open, letting the power of my release escape in the only way I knew.  I let out a cry of sex soaked pleasure so loud and so strong that birds roosting took flight yards away.  Had anyone been close they would have come running just to witness the epiphany of sexual satisfaction I felt.  I sagged backward, relaxing on the table, my head pillowed by the towel.  The candle was still lit, still in me, and I reached down to pull it out. Assignment complete.  
 
   Mike grabbed my wrist.
 
   I looked up at him in shock as he snagged my other hand as well and pulled my arms above my head.  I felt new heat from the candle as fresh wax splattered down on my already coated labia, warming the melts already there.
 
   “What?” I stammered as a fresh strand of unused rope appeared.  Before I could even contemplate escape Mike had the hemp line wrapped around my wrists and then tucked between my hands, binding me completely.
 
   “Mike! What are you doing?” I demanded, the heat of the candle between my legs scolding hot, coating my mons with more and more wax.  He didn’t respond verbally, but instead tied my hands, still above my head and pulled tight against the picnic table, to the metal frame beneath the boards.  A fresh surge of heat slid through my crotch and I felt hot wax seep down through the crack of my ass.  
 
   “Mike!” I squealed.
 
   He bent over me, his fingers working at my shirt, unbuttoning it as more heat burned at me.  Then there was a flash of coolness over my bared breasts.
 
   “No bra, huh?  Guess I shouldn’t be surprised,” Mike muttered.
 
   “Mike! Please! The candle!” I almost screamed.
 
   He continued to ignore me and instead began rubbing my nipples, hardening them.  I jerked my head up, relieved to see the flame of the candle flickering two inches above my actual flesh.  I thought I was actually being burned the paraffin melts were so hot.  As it was, my entire slit was covered in a sweeping melt that conformed to the curves and folds of my flower.  A sharp pain in my right breast drew my attention back to Mike and away from the looming fire between my legs.  An adjustable pressure clamp had been attached behind my piercing.  I gasped as Mike flicked it with his finger, another sharp pain exploding through me.  He leaned across my body and did the same exact thing on the other side.  I gritted my teeth, arching my back and pulling on my bonds.
 
   Mike bent down and retrieved something from his bag, but I couldn’t see what it was until he moved down to the end of the table, right between my legs and above the flickering candle.  He let a few more drops fall on my clit as he tugged the candle free of my cooked slit.  That’s when I saw the sap.
 
   “This is simple, Bre.  I’m going to beat the wax off you and you’ll try to have another orgasm before I finish.  If you don’t manage to cum by the time I’m done, then we’ll light the candle, get you coated all over again, and go for round two.”
 
   I didn’t know what to say.  I just stared at him, too shocked to find the words.
 
   “Also, I’d avoid cumming during the hot waxing part, because if you explode then it won’t count,” Mike continued.  He blew out the candle, tossed it aside, and raised his arm.  The sap rose above my sex, held ready.  I looked at him, my chest heaving, eyes wide in disbelief, my entire body taut and tense.  And he swung.
 
   Those of you who know me, either personally or through my writing, can attest to the fact that my absolute favorite position to be bound in is on my back with my legs spread wide.  And the most favorite thing to have done to me is exactly what Mike was doing, sans hot wax and candle threats.  For some bizarre reason, having that flat piece of leather slamming hard against my clitoris and petals, mashing them flat with each stinging blow is the kind of thing that overloads my brain and turns my entire body to Jello.  The only thing I wasn’t prepared for, or wanted, was the wax.  And make no mistake – the wax was my enemy. As Mike’s sap bit into my flesh the wax snapped and cracked and chipped.  Shards flew like snow.  The oil Mike had worked into my sex prevented the wax from actually sticking to my skin.  It took less than twenty strokes to flick off every little splash and melt, leaving a pattern of lilies and roses across my mons, downward.
 
   I almost got there.  The clamps on my nipples, the sting of the sap that turned into heat, the slow burn of arousal that came from the circumstances of my predicament.  Despite having just cum minutes before, Mike’s incessant strokes to my sex were almost enough to drive me over the edge and satisfy his own requirement.
 
   But he stopped.
 
   “Awww,” he crooned mockingly, clearly not sorry.  “Looks like we’ll have to wax you again after all.  Remember, better not cum until I’m sapping you again.”
 
   My chest heaved as he put down the sap. I expected him to pick up the candle and lighter, but instead he had the bottle of oil in his hand.  He came around the table, took off the pressure clamps on my nipples, and drizzled some of the oil onto my chest.  Mike used both hands to rub me, working his palms in slow circles over my nipples as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips.  Then after I had let out an agonized sob, he began to lightly drag his fingers across my nipples, teasing and tantalizing me.  After the clamps it felt amazing and sent shivers through me.  Then he moved back between my legs, fresh oil making me reddened petals and clit slippery and shiny.  And he didn’t just work the oil in.  He rubbed me.  He massaged me, his fingers flitting across my clit, every touch like a bolt of lightning, forcing me to the metaphorical edge of orgasmic bliss.
 
   Again he stopped, right before I was ready to leap into the abyss, sensorial satisfaction sending ribbons of adrenaline and dopamine through me.  I was desperate, so close to popping that a single pinch of my clit would have sent me into orbit.  Instead of helping me along, he picked up the candle, lit it, and then held it an angle, just few inches above my clit.
 
   We were lucky that we were in the middle of an abandoned park, surrounded by acres of empty woods, because the scream that I let out would have brought the police, Amnesty International, and the entire Porn industry in a heartbeat.  Another drop of hot wax fell, completely coating my clit, scalding me deeply.  Mike didn’t stop though and continued to drip boiling hot paraffin between my legs, over my labia, despite the overly vocal orgasm.
 
   “Too bad that one didn’t count, right?” He teased me.  He coated everything, even letting flows of wax puddle and then slide over my perineum and down into the crack of my ass, all the way to the small of my back.  The heat had me bucking, twisting to the left and right as I involuntarily responded to his torment.  
 
   “Can’t have that!” he declared.  He hammed the candle back into my sex, driving it in deep and eliciting another gasp from me as I was suddenly deeply and thoroughly fucked.  I groaned as he grabbed another length of rope and I tried not to tighten up. I was worried I’d literally squeeze the candle out, letting it fall over and burn me, or worse landing on the towel and setting me and the table on fire.  Just as the candle was about to fall out though, Mike came back down to my loins, shoved it back in, and proceeded to securely wrap the strands of hemp line around my hips, right through my crotch, though he was careful not to cover up my sex.  I could feel the line run up my inner thigh and nothing I could do would allow me movement.
 
   I was about to lose my fight with the candle again and he pulled it out.  I expected him to extinguish it, to pick up the sap, but instead he brought it around to the other side of the table, right across from my bosom.  He held the candle above my left breast and let a single, heavy drop fall, splashing down upon the turgid nipple.  He coated my areola first, then worked outward in expanding circles until my entire breast was covered with hot wax.  Then he moved on to the other side and it felt as if someone had dipped my entire chest into molten lava.  He was slow, methodical and deliberate.
 
   I was already lost when the first blow of the sap hit my breast.  Mike didn’t pull his stroke either and the pain of having my bosom spanked, flattened even, just added fuel to the fire.  Wax chips, fresh ones, flew in every direction and my arms pulled hard on the rope holding my hands to the table as my body struggled with the impossible desire to protect the soft bits, to curl up and huddle.
 
   Then Mike went back to work on my sex.  My blood pounded in my ears as candle melt shattered, heat and pressure, pain and pleasure, all built up between my legs.  Mike was merciless, focusing more on getting rid of the crimson streaks of wax instead of aiming for my clit and just as before he managed to get the wax off before I managed to cum a third time.  I shuddered as he put down the sap, my mind trying to wrap itself around what was happening.
 
   Again he oiled me, working his fingers around and across my nipples and my breasts, then down my body, over my bunched up clothing, only to do delicious things to my nether regions again.  Suddenly he grabbed one of my boots and tugged it off my right foot.  Cool air swirled around my foot.
 
   “Hey! That’s cold!” I whispered, feeling just a bit worn out and tense, not to mention aroused again.  I groaned in pleasure as he poured oil right onto my toes and then rubbed my foot with light circular motions.  It almost tickled, which sent shivers of delight down through my body.
 
   “Don’t worry, it will be warm again soon enough,” he said, one hand rubbing the sole of my foot, the other fluttering at my sex.  In just a few minutes I was squirming, my hips rolling up, trying to get his butterfly touches to go in deeper.   He played me like a master musician plays his instrument, working me slowly and gently, over a twenty minute span, right back up to the point where I needed to cum.
 
   And yes, he began at my clit.
 
   The candle wax fell and it was the perfect counterpoint to his massage.  I was so ready, so hot and bothered, that when the flaming wax hit my clit it was like the most intense stimulation possible.  I had cooled down too, temperature wise, so it wasn’t like the heat was mitigated by already being hot.  No, all the heat was inside me, a raging tempest that demanded satisfaction.
 
   I tried. Really.  But it was a lost cause.  Mike had made sure of that.  I exploded as he coated my clit, my body straining upward, the keening cries of my panting need filling the tiny clearing.  Mike was patient with me, waiting until the orgasm was over, my pink breasts only lightly heaving, the toes on my right foot visibly uncurling, and then went right back to pouring hot wax on my skin.  Pain shot through me, the heat intense as he coated my labia and crotch for a third time.  I was starting to get really sensitive too.  Paraffin melts ran down the crack of my ass and once I was sporting a wax bikini bottom he went to my breasts and gave me the matching top.  It was torture, pure and simple, with an underlying sexual component that even three orgasms couldn’t quell.
 
   Then he did my foot and I practically lost it.  I’ve never had my FOOT waxed before. Have you?  Oh sure, my breasts, my sex, my bottom, even my back and stomach and some of my arms.  But to have those droplets land on the underside of my toes and drip down the arch toward my heel? Pure evil.  And what little energy I had left after the last orgasm pretty much went to maintaining consciousness and breathing.  Of course I twitched though since that part of me wasn’t tied and Mike had to grab my leg and literally hold me still as he put enough wax on my foot to make it look like I was wearing a ruby slipper.  
 
   Then the beatings commenced.  He started at my breasts, wax flakes flying in a flurry, landing everywhere.  I didn’t know it then, but I’d have to hand wash my sweater just to get all the pieces out.  My blouse would bear stains from red hot wax falling on it, they dye seeping into the material.  And my skin would need daily applications of lotion just to recover from the multiple cookings it had received, though admittedly that was sort of fun.
 
   After my bosom was bare again he moved to my foot, the sap lancing out and smacking my arch painfully.  I curled my toes up again and wax fell away, but Mike continued, even grabbing my big toe at one point and bending my foot outward so he could concentrate on the arch.  I’ve been caned on the soles before and frankly that hurt a lot more than the sap.  Mike’s leather paddle just couldn’t impart the same amount of concentrated force and the sting it left was minor.  The bad thing was that I wasn’t really feeling any arousal at all and Mike moved to my sex.
 
   The sap landed, just like it had before, impacting on the wax right above my clitoris and smashing my folds downward.  I bucked, letting out another cry that was more sob than anything else.  Mike kept at it though, whacking down with the paddle, flicking wax off here and there, melts flying and coating the table and ground around us.  My head rolled.  It was too much.  I was too tired. I wasn’t going to be cumming again, not in these circumstances.  And I think there was a cramp developing in one of my legs.  
 
   And Mike, to his credit, realized it.  The last few strokes were light, just kisses compared to what he’d already done to me.  And then he loosened the rope that held my hands above my head, though he didn’t free my wrists.  Then he pulled the hemp line that held my bottom to the table, throwing it aside.  Lastly he added some slack to the ropes strung through the pulleys and letting my legs down a bit so that my spine was no longer curved.  I made little whimpering sounds as he did all this.  Then he grabbed me by the legs and pulled me down to the end of the table, my legs hanging off out over air, my bottom literally four or five inches over the edge.
 
   I didn’t hear the sound of his zipper, but I felt the soft tip of his hard cock sliding into me.  There was no resistance.  There couldn’t be.  His shaft slid in like I was made for him.  His hands held onto my legs, still bound outward and up, the ropes taut again thanks to my new position.  But it felt amazing.  It was sex, but without the urgency of any kind of need on my part.  I was too exhausted, even with a thick cock sliding through me.  So I just laid there and enjoyed the pleasure, the softness, and even when Mike got to his own need and explosion, filling me completely with his cream, I was nothing more than a willing, totally open, receptacle.
 
   He let out a sigh as he finished, pulling out only after he had gone soft inside me.  He leaned down and planted a kiss on my bare instep.  His fingers began untying knots and I felt bits and pieces of me released and let loose, one at a time.  Finally he untied my hands, the last bit and I sat up, my elbows taking my weight.
 
   “You are an evil man,” I said with a small smile on my face. I felt… well, the first word that comes to mind is used.  Well used.  I know that sounds wrong, but it was like the feeling of being clean for the first time in days, or jumping in a cold pool in the middle of a hot summer.  It was like running a marathon and feeling the languid exhaustion that comes with collapse at the end.  Every part of me felt as if it had been fired in the crucible, worked like steel, and come out a forged sword.  
 
   Or um… a plow… or anything made of metal not vaguely phallic.
 
   Damn metaphors.
 
   I rolled off the table and was fortunate enough to have Mike catch me, because I realized suddenly that my legs didn’t seem to be working right.    He lowered me to the bench, my skirt falling back down around my legs.  I folded in half, putting my head down on the towel covered table as Mike began collecting the rope and metal attachments, putting it all away.  Finally he came over, sat down beside me, and ran his hand through my hair, rubbing my head.
 
   “You okay?”
 
   I nodded, my face still buried in the crook of arm. I wasn’t crying, and I wasn’t asleep.  The best way to describe it was that I was resting.  He knelt down next to me and gently put my boot back on my right foot.
 
   “That was pretty amazing,” he finally said.
 
   
  
 

I didn’t say anything.
 
   “Bre?”
 
   I finally lifted my head and looked at him.  
 
   “You okay?” he asked.
 
   I gave him a weak smile and nodded.  “Just – tired.”
 
   He stood, then packed my backpack, shaking off the thousands of flakes of red wax into the tall grass.  He stowed everything away easily while I just sat there, half awake, my entire body feeling like it had been pulled apart and only barely put back together.  Then suddenly he picked me up completely and sat me down on the hard edge of the table.  I didn’t know what was going on.  His hand pushed at my knee and I resisted, at least until he held up my ben wa balls, which I had completely forgotten about.
 
   “NHPS Rule #1, remember?” he said softly.  I whimpered in reply, but let him push my knees apart.
 
   Give the man credit, at least he was gentle and he used a bit of the leftover oil to lubricate the ben wa balls so that he didn’t have to stimulate me into arousal.  I let out a keening moan as the golf ball sized spheres were pushed in, my clit aching as did the rest of me.  When he was done he wiped his thumb off on his jeans and I closed my legs hard, the knees knocking together.  Having the ben wa balls back in was difficult, but I was used to it.  I grabbed hold of his arm and hopped down.
 
   And fell on my ass.
 
   I could have gotten up, maybe forced myself to stand.  It was just the shock you see. I’d been on my back for over an hour and a half, tortured half out of my mind.  Is it surprising that my first step sent me to the earth?
 
   But Mike reached down and scooped me up, cradling me in his arms.  He snagged the backpacks too and then suddenly he was walking, firm steady steps down the trail, back to the old parking lot where he had parked his truck.  I put my head on his shoulder, clinging to him as he carried me to safety, to home, to friendship.
 
   With benefits.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: babybottlebrush]Baby Bottle Brush
 
    
 
   There is a certain mental response to powerful orgasm that is tangible and pervasive.  It’s a result of your body’s naturally produced hormones affecting you.  You feel more relaxed, more confident, maybe even more or less focused than usual, depending on your nature.  Adrenaline sharpens your mind, preparing you for decision making.  Endorphins affect the pleasure centers of the brain, making you feel better and works similar to opium.  Dopamine is a neuro-transmiter and is poured into the prefrontal cortex when you give yourself good things; dessert, a new car, orgasm.  Me?  I tend toward blissful inattention, lost in those feelings.  It’s the best drug ever.  The hell with pot and methamphetamines.  I’m addicted to something organic, all natural, and difficult to OD on.  After an orgasm I feel languorous,  a sense of overwhelming rightness with the world.  Which is why I never see these things coming.
 
   “Excuse me, miss.”  The voice was hard and unyielding.  Even more important was the fact he had taken hold of my arm.  I’m perhaps more used to being “manhandled” than most girls and the difference in touch alone, between a man who wants to rip off your clothes, tie you down to a bed, and then jam himself in whatever available hole presents itself is quite different than a man who is expecting you to bolt.
 
   I stopped.  I’d been through this before.  What can I say?  I’m a suspicious person.  After all, didn’t you know that most shoplifters dye their hair fire-engine red so they can’t be spotted in a crowd?  Sarcasm aside, I slowly turned and took stock of the man who had detained me.  He was in his mid-twenties, just about my age actually, lean and sported a week’s worth of scruffy beard.  A silver badge hung from his belt and he looked like the kind of guy who loved the chase, along with the subsequent beat down at the end.
 
   Yum.
 
   But his expression wasn’t that appealing and I blamed my outfit for that.  Say what you will about skin-tight, highly revealing clothes – no one suspects you of shoplifting when you’re dressed like a nympho humiliation pain slut.  The problem was that I was wearing a knee length skirt with voluminous folds, a pair of boots, along with a loose blouse and my duster.  I hardly looked like your typical slut looking for a bang.  In fact, I had deliberately dressed this way to reduce my chances of being suspicious.
 
   Well, of ONE kind of crime.
 
   “You’ll need to come with me,” he said darkly.
 
   I sighed.  “Of course officer,” I said easily.  “But officer, I do want to say right now that I haven’t stolen anything and that you’re making a mistake.”
 
   He didn’t even pause.  “We can discuss it in my office, miss.”  He didn’t take his hand off my arm either and marched me down the front of the store and back behind the customer service area.  Finally he let me go and I was shown into a small room with two chairs and a small table.
 
   “Sit down,” he ordered me strongly.  I shifted uncomfortably.
 
   “I’d prefer to stand,” I said.  His mouth turned up at the corner.
 
   “I know,” he commented.
 
   Suddenly I didn’t feel so sure of myself.  I bit my lip and dumped my tiny purse on the table.  I turned to face the loss prevention officer.  I needed information.
 
   “So what’s the scoop?” I asked.
 
   He stayed by the door, guarding it, his body language very negative.  His arms were crossed and he looked as if I were made of raw sewage he had just stepped in.  I had been careful, at least so I thought.  I had wandered the store, somewhat aimlessly I admit, looking for the best spot.  I had been in one of the dry goods aisles, surrounded by boxed of cookies, far enough away from the black glass globe that had to have held a security camera.  Plus I had been facing the other way, so it wasn’t like they could have video showing anything.  As far as I knew, I’d broken no laws.  Sort of.  Well, okay – maybe.  But that one law would be hard to prove unless their security camera had the power to do extreme close-ups and look through the backsides of people. Probably.
 
   “So are we waiting for a manager?” I asked.  “Or police?”
 
   The loss prevention guy didn’t reply.  I made a rude noise.
 
   With my mouth.  I blew a raspberry.  
 
   “Oh for heaven’s sake,” I said in exasperation.  “At least tell me what you’ve detained me for.”
 
   See, that matters.  While some of you are well aware of my physical charms, many of you don’t know that I actually have a college degree.  And even more important is the fact that it is in criminal justice.  There was a time before I fucked up my entire life when I wanted to be a trial lawyer.  Yep, I actually planned on going to law school.  And that makes me dangerous in situations like this.
 
   My captor still didn’t say anything, which meant in all likelihood we were waiting for the police.  There were clearly two possibilities.  The first was that my wild gyrations had attracted attention and been recognized for what they were.  I’d been in the middle of an empty aisle, down at one end though, with nothing showing that the video camera could have seen.  Hell, I thought I was out of the damn thing’s range.  So while it was a possibility, I doubted that I was being detained for public lewdness.  Besides – public lewdness isn’t a breach of peace offense, meaning that private citizens can’t arrest you for it.  Loss prevention officers work under three forces of authority – breach of peace offenses – like public drunkenness, felonies, and theft.  Anyone can make an arrest for a breach of peace offense, or a felony, and anyone can stop a theft.  But there are caveats to make things right.  In all three of those crimes, the citizen arresting you has to have actually been present, or seen you do it.  So while sitting in a closed circuit television camera monitoring booth counts, you actually have had to SEE something.
 
   Since I was detained at the door upon leaving, it seemed most likely that genius at the door figured I was stealing something.  I hadn’t made a purchase and they must have thought my strange behavior meant I was a thief, instead of a nympho humiliation pain slut doing something typically slutty.  I let out another sigh of exasperation.  This would end up being embarrassing, but wouldn’t result in going to jail.  That is very important to me – not going to jail.  It’s not the body cavity search that would be the issue, it’s the fact that I would have to explain myself to Kari, or worse – my parents.  
 
   Feeling a bit more confident after logically making all these deductions, I decided to have a little fun at my captor’s expense.  The police would have to find and send a female officer, who would search me in private, find my dirty little secret, which was sick – yes, but hardly illegal, and then I’d be released and the loss prevention guy would get a frown and a slap on the hand.
 
   “Did you know your power to stop shoplifters comes from a right to prevent theft, and that in order to stop a thief you must have actually witnessed the theft?”
 
   No response.
 
   Another thought occurred to me.  “I hope you’re prepared to tell the police officer exactly what it was I supposedly stole, otherwise she won’t even bother to search me.”
 
   Ah ha!  A look of discomfort.  I was breaking him down. I shook my head.  “You don’t know what I stole, do you?  You just saw suspicious behavior, came to a conclusion, and stopped me. Didn’t you?”
 
   He was about to say something when there was a knock.  The loss prevention guy opened the door and a police officer came in holding a clipboard, police report already visible.  
 
   A big, burly, very masculine police man.
 
   I rolled my eyes dramatically.  “You morons didn’t even ask for a female cop?” I directed the question at the loss prevention guy with some serious disbelief.  “Idiots.”
 
   The cop ignored me, though he gave me a second glance, his eyes locked on my hair.  Then he turned to the loss prevention guy.  “What’s the deal?” he asked.
 
   My captor took a deep breath.  “We observed this girl wandering around the store, stopping in various aisles and at a number of displays.  Then she went into an aisle in the dry goods section and stuck something under her skirt.  When we stopped her and brought her in here, she refused to sit down and she’s walking funny.”  The loss prevention guy gave me a smirk, as if he knew everything and I was about to go to jail, not pass go, and not collect two hundred dollars.  The fool.
 
   The cop turned and looked directly at me.  In what is probably the most brilliant piece of investigative technique, he asked me, “whatcha steal?”  His tone was rough and no nonsense.
 
   I frowned. “I am not a thief and I have stole nothing.  The security guy has neither observed me stealing an item, nor been present at a theft.  This is a wrongful detention and possibly an illegal one.”  I stood my ground.
 
   The officer regarded me for a moment, then looked at my purse, which if you’ll remember I tossed on the table.  It was a small purse, holding just a few personal items.  
 
   “That your purse?” he asked me.
 
   “Yes, put you’ve got no probable cause to search it,” I replied.
 
   “Don’t you tell me the law, missy.  I’ve got plenty of probable cause.”
 
   “No, you have reasonable suspicion at best,” I snapped back.  I sighed. “Oh go ahead, open it. I don’t care,” I groused.
 
   The cop picked up my bag, unzipped it, and then dumped the contents out on the table as if he were shaking out his sock drawer for a reorganization.  My wallet fell out first, followed by my truck keys, a small make-up kit, my lipstick (vibrator.. heh heh, ahem) and of course half a dozen, individually wrapped, ribbed, pre-lubricated, flavored, condoms.
 
   “Party girl, huh?” the cop said with a sneer.  He opened my wallet and pulled out my driver’s license.  “Is this you?” he asked.
 
   Occasionally my mouth moves before my brain.  “No.  That belongs to a girl who just looks exactly like me, right down to the flaming red hair and blue eyes.”  And with that, any good will I was going to have with the cop was gone, right out the window.  But seriously – “is this you?”  What a dumb thing to ask!
 
   He gave me a blank stare, then used his radio to call his dispatch and ran my name and driver’s license number.  It took me a moment, but then I realized he was checking to see if I had a warrant out for my arrest.  If I did, this became a whole lot simpler.  He could just lock the handcuffs on my wrists, take me to jail, and let one of the female detention officers do the search.  If I had anything that might belong to the store he could add the charge and write up the report.  Simplicity in itself.  It actually made me respect the officer more, because it meant that even he thought searching me would be an issue.
 
   I snorted. “Good luck with that,” I said as we waited. “I don’t even having outstanding traffic tickets.” Sure enough I came back both clean and unwanted.  At least, unwanted by the law, present company excluded.
 
   The cop turned to the loss prevention guy.  “I’ll have to get a female officer out here,” he said.
 
   I snapped, my face flushed. “Jesus Christ, is this fucking Mayberry?” I demanded.  I yanked my duster off my shoulders and tossed it down on the chair behind me.  Both men turned to look at me in alarm, the cop’s hand going down to the butt of his weapon.  But before he could draw it or anything, I had the bottom of my shirt in both hands and had it up over my head.  I wasn’t wearing a bra either, so the law was suddenly presented with two beautiful, full bodied, luscious breasts, one pierced with a gold hoop and sporting a small padlock.
 
   No one said a word and I kept going.  I pushed my thumbs into the waistband of my skirt and shoved the material down my legs.  The cop suddenly began to protest, but his words were garbled and I think he was just as shocked as the loss prevention guy, just more able to deal with the sudden turn of events.  I wasn’t wearing any panties either and as the skirt puddled on the floor around my ankles, I reached down between my legs, grabbed the handle of the baby bottle brush, and yanked it wetly out of my sex.  A splattering of juice flew as the bristles snapped back outward after being smushed inside me, and I’m pleased to say that I splattered the cop’s shiny black boots with girl goo.  Of course I also got myself, but it was worth it.
 
   And that was what it was all about.  A stupid, two dollar brush, designed to clean the interior of baby bottles, or really perverted nympho humiliation pain sluts.  I had even bought it at another store and brought it with me.  My aimless wanderings had been about finding an appropriate spot without an audience where I could take the thing out of my duster pocket and then jam it upward into my sex.  I had then stayed there four or five minutes, jerking it in and out, working myself to a froth, cumming with a sigh of relief, just like the assignment had stated.  I had then decided to leave it in, figuring that pulling it out would be a gooey mess, and I didn’t want to stick it back in my coat pocket.  Or worse, leave it on the floor where some poor employee would be forced to clean it up.
 
   I tossed the brush on the table next to my stuff, leaving a huge wet smear on the faux wood.  Then I bent back down, grabbed my fallen skirt, and pulled it back up over my hips, covering my shaved, swollen, wet, and well brushed slit.  I crossed my arms under my breasts – the effects of exposure too delicious to want to hide them, and glared at my flabbergasted audience.
 
   “And that brush?  It’s mine. I bought it at another store!  You don’t even sell that brand!” I exclaimed.  Just for fun, I pointed at the brush too, which gave them both an even better view of my chest.
 
   Silence.  Stunned silence.  For shock, I put my hands on my hips and took a few very deep breaths.  It took the cop a few moments.  “Get dressed,” he finally said, then walked to the door.  He grabbed the flustered loss prevention guy’s arm and dragged him out, leaving me alone.
 
   My skirt was already on so I picked up my shirt and pulled it over my head.  Then I picked up the baby bottle brush.  It was still sort of gross, in a completely sexual and fun way, and I still didn’t want to put it in my pocket. I looked around for a trash can.  After all, it was cheap, but there wasn’t one anyway and so I put one booted foot up on a chair, flipped the front of my skirt up, and ran the spongy tip of the brush across my clit.  I twisted the brush sideways, letting the bristles caress my petals and a fresh surge, admittedly fuel more by my circumstances than the fact I was rubbing a scratchy brush across my sex, washed through me.  My other hand went down and started rubbing my clit as I pushed the tip back up into my body, groaning as it went in.  I began thrusting lightly, both hands working between my legs.  I hadn’t been able to be so – overt – before, so this was nice.  Very nice.
 
   I exploded wetly, juices leaking down my thighs as I shuddered, leaning against the table.  It was a good orgasm.  Very nice.  I let my skirt drop, then picked up my duster.  I was just putting it on when there was a hesitant knock on the door.
 
   “Come in,” I said loudly. “I’m decent.”  Then under my breath, “unfortunately.”  
 
   The loss prevention officer came in, his eyes going to my clothing.  I couldn’t tell if he was relieved or disappointed.  He was also very much alone.
 
   “Where’s your big brother?” I asked.
 
   The loss prevention guy cleared his throat.  “You are free to leave,” he said woodenly.
 
   My eyebrow went up and I picked up my purse and began stuffing everything back in.  Finally I headed to the door, but I paused right in front of my former captor.
 
   “Next time you want to see what’s up my skirt, just ask.  If you’ve’ got the right baton, I’d even let you do a full, body cavity search,” and I reached out and patted the thick bulge at the front of his trousers.  Yep.  Rock hard.  Brilliant.  He turned crimson.  I started down the hall.
 
   “Hey?  Where’s the brush?” he suddenly asked.  
 
   I gave him a wicked smile.  I turned to face him, then lifted up my skirt.  His eyes widened again when he saw the handle sticking out.  I reached down, grabbed it, and tugged it free, splattering the floor.  “Here, you can have it,” and I tossed it to him.  He caught it reflexively and I turned and left, not wanting him to realize that the state of his shirt was questionable.  He didn’t come after me.
 
   I was just getting into my truck when a police cruiser pulled up in front of my Ford F-150.  He got out of his car and I gave him a suspicious look as he came up to me.
 
   “You’re her, aren’t you?” he asked with a smile.  “You’re Breanne Erickson.”
 
   I gave him a sly smile.  “You saw my driver’s license, officer.  It had a different name on it.”
 
   He chuckled.  “Well, you’d be a fool to use your real name.  But I’ve heard about you, ever since Meyers found you in that bathroom at the sports complex.  Even read some of your tales.”
 
   I grimaced. “What gave me away?” I asked, my hand going up to my head.  “The hair?”
 
   He gave me an incredulous look.  “No.  It was having a bottle brush stuck up your cunt.”
 
   I couldn’t help laughing and he joined in.  But then he shook his head. 
 
   “We’ve got a bit of a problem now though,” he said.
 
   I nodded, seeing it.  “We both know the other’s secret identities.”
 
   He agreed with a shrug.  “Are you planning on writing this one up?” he asked.
 
   “I sorta half too.  It was an assignment.”
 
   He sighed.  “That’s what I figured.  Think I can persuade you not to use my name?  And maybe obscure things like what store you were at, or maybe even what city you’re in?”
 
   I gave him an intent look.  “You didn’t do anything wrong,” I told him.
 
   He nodded. “Yeah, but infernal affairs is not as understanding as you are.  I’d rather not be the subject of an internal investigation if you take my meaning.”
 
   I smiled. “Tell you what, officer.   If you keep my real name to yourself, I’ll make sure your name, and that of your little brother in the store, never gets published.”
 
   He sighed. “I’ve read your stuff and you’ve never really exposed anyone, so I’m willing to trust you.”
 
   I shrugged. “I’m not interested in hurting people.” I laughed. “In fact, I prefer to be the one hurting.”
 
   The officer gave me a speculative look.  “So do you really do all those things you write about?”
 
   “Mostly,” I admitted.  “Sometimes I alter the story to make things go smoother, or more logical, since real life is sometimes a little fucked up.  But yeah, I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”
 
   “Any guy?  Anywhere, huh?” he mused.
 
   I nodded slowly.
 
   His lips pressed tightly together.  “Any chance that…” he started to say, but I quickly pressed a forefinger to his lips.  “Not in uniform,” I told him.  “What time do you get off duty?” I asked him.
 
   He blinked, then told me.  
 
   “Good,” I said softly, eyes bright.  “And officer, make sure you bring your baton and handcuffs.  You’re going to need them.”
 
   He shook his head and grinned. “You are a pistol!”  He gave me a wink and went back to his car, getting in with a wave.  I took a deep breath and got into my truck, watching him drive off. I felt rather good too.  Satisfied even.  That evening would be fun. Handcuffs?  A baton?  Nude, body cavity searches?  That’s my kind of thing.
 
   Because you know what?  I fought the law…
 
   And if you had been there that night, you’d know that the law still won.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: Iceonabridge]Ice
 
   Zach sat behind the wheel of his Chevy Blazer, his right hand uncomfortably high on my leg.  It wasn’t that I objected to the fact that his palm was at the juncture of my upper thigh and torso, wedged in tight, nor was it the fact that his pinkie was literally resting on the petals of my sex, lightly rubbing.  No, it was the fact that he was flicking and tugging on the vibrator clamp that was attached to my clit, vibrating gently as the egg shaped device rested against the folds my slit.  My blue denim duster, which was all I was wearing besides a pair of nine inch tall, platform pumps known affectionately as my “please fuck me stupid shoes,” was currently pulled open, showing bare skin from my throat all the way down, with both breasts fully on display.  We’d already passed a few truckers who had flashed me a thumbs up sign, pleased with the explicit and clearly preferred view.  It had me on edge.
 
   “I thought we were going to the park,” I said, trying hard to ignore both the vibrations of the egg shaped vibrator and the tormenting movements of Zach’s hand.  I was aroused, almost painfully so, and Zach knew it.  He also knew that I was trying to hold off cumming for a damn good reason.  Exploding NOW, in the truck, was not a good idea considering what my assigned task required.
 
   “It’s just ahead.  I have to exit Holcombe though, so you won’t see the bridge. Probably,” Zach explained.
 
   That did not make me feel any easier about the whole situation.  I had been pretty specific about where I wanted to go, and what I wanted him to do, and frankly I was just a little unnerved that he had changed things up without even a by your leave.  But then again I was the submissive nympho humiliation pain slut in the car.  Who the hell was I to argue with him?  So while I didn’t know he planned on hijacking things, I really had no option but to go along with him.  After I had met him at the fraternity house where I had gotten changed - *ahem* well, stripped really, we had climbed into his Blazer and I was informed that he had found a better bridge. A more private bridge.
 
   “Trust me,” he had said.  “There is way less cross traffic on my bridge.”  I had shrugged.  More privacy, especially considering what I was going to be doing on said bridge, could only be a plus.  I looked down at the small, insulated cooler between my ankles, and not for the first time, wondered if I was crazy.
 
   “You know, I think you’re crazy,” Zach said conversationally.  
 
   I glared at him.  “Where the hell are we?” I demanded.  There were parked semi-trucks everywhere and I’m positive the area wasn’t zoned residential.  What bridge were we going to?  Why would there be a trail bridge out here?  Who the hell walks in a commercial warehouse district?
 
   “Dixie,” he said smartly.
 
   “As in whistling?” I retorted.
 
   He glanced over at me in surprise.  “Are you about to start your period or something?” He asked, pulling his hand out of my lap.  I scowled at him.  That isn’t the sort of thing you ask a lady.
 
   Or a slut.
 
   “Of course not. I’m just…” I paused, looking for the right word. “Disconcerted,” I said.  “This whole assignment stinks.”
 
   He twisted the wheel and we pulled into a small parking lot that was surrounded by a chain link fence and next to some sort of circular building.  Hell if I knew what it was.
 
   “I think it’s cool,” Zach said, emphasizing the last word.
 
   I flashed him another irritated look.  “Where the hell are we?” I demanded, and before he could answer, I also asked, “and do you think you’re funny?”
 
   “Me? Funny?  Of course.  And we are here,” he said brightly.  He patted my leg.  “Come on.”  Then he got out of the Blazer.  He came around to my side of the truck as I was buttoning up my duster, and then opened the door.  He grabbed the cooler from between my legs, flashing me a grin, then helped me stabilize as I climbed out.  Stupid shoes will do that to a girl, and it’s not like I’m on nine inch platform pumps all the time.  I grumbled but didn’t protest. He was just being a gentleman.  I looked around. There was no sign of a bridge.
 
   “So where is this bridge?  Is it imaginary?” I asked caustically.  He grimaced and glared at me.  Maybe I was starting to get on his nerves.  He shot me an exasperated frown next and grabbed my elbow, pushing me toward the street. I started walking, slowly of course, but walking.
 
   “Bre,” he said as if explaining arithmetic to a four year old.  “If we had gone where you suggested, we’d have had to park over half a mile away from the bridge you wanted to do this on, in one of Houston’s most popular parks for jogging, at two in the afternoon.”  He took a deep breath, as if trying to suppress the urge to throw me over his lap and spank the snarkiness out of me.  “Trust me, this bridge is better.  We won’t have anyone trying to cross, jogging somewhere.”
 
   He turned me left and we began walking along the street.  Drivers, what few there were, eyed me speculatively and I didn’t blame them.  I was dressed in a long coat, with “fuck me high heels.”  They rightly wondered what was under the coat.  All of them wished they were Zach.  Ah, jealousy.  It’s so weird, isn’t it?
 
   Suddenly there was a concrete path, yellow lines dividing it down the center.  Zach turned on to it and I went with him, glancing around.
 
   “Was this a railway once?” I asked.
 
   Zach nodded. “Colombia Tap.  Rails to Trails converted it a few years ago.”  We continued down the trail and I kept expecting it to turn to the left, but then I saw it actually crossed over the freeway.  On the other side of the roadway there seemed to be some sort of campus, with a tennis court and soccer field.  Except it had unusually high fences which seemed odd to me.  Zach moved ahead eagerly, as if we had already reached our destination.  Tall chain link fence, topped with barbed wire, funneled us toward the roadway.
 
   Then it dawned on me.  “Wait a moment!” I exclaimed, glancing down at the speeding cars of the freeway.  “This isn’t private!  There are like a zillion people who will be able to see me!”  Zach kept hold of my arm, pulling me forward as I tried to stumble to a stop.  Not wanting to knock me down, he halted and turned and looked at me, my eyes wide in fright.  Right in front of us, crossing the goddamned freeway, was a railway bridge.  It had been converted into a pedestrian crossing as part of the trail.
 
   “Look at the bridge, Bre!” he demanded, clearly frustrated with me.
 
   I swallowed my panic.  Okay. Look at the bridge.
 
   It was a bridge but it was also a railway bridge, and being a railway bridge the frame had been made of solid steel.  Now it was rusted, but it also wasn’t a trestle bridge. In the engineering business it is known as a beam bridge, albeit a pretty long one.  But the really nice thing about it was the siding.  It was solid.  At best anyone on the road would only be able to see my head, and that was only because I was wearing stupid shoes.  I could be standing there totally naked, getting fucked from behind, and unless someone showed up on the trail, I’d be absolutely fine.
 
   In other words, Zach had found me the perfect bridge.
 
   I burst into tears, relief flooding through me.  Okay, that might be a slight exaggeration, but the sentiment was certainly there.  I grabbed hold of Zach and hugged him hard.  
 
   “Now, will you please stop the acerbic commentary and get out on the bridge?”
 
   I nodded, wiping a tear from my eye.  “Okay, yes. I’m ready to do this.”
 
   He smiled and took my hand.  I kept an eye on the roadway as we approached the crossover, the trail straightening and rising slightly as we stepped onto the bridge.  Then I couldn’t see the road.  Even with an extra nine inches of height I couldn’t see over the top of the siding.  We were nominally alone, with hundreds of people driving beneath us, just a few feet away.  It was a bit disconcerting, but I’ve dealt with worse.
 
   I have a feeling that had the sides of the bridge been transparent, or just chain link, I would have been dragged out into the middle, but instead we stopped about a quarter of the way across.  As far as the assignment went, it would suffice.  I was already half mad with arousal, due to the vibrator clamp, but then Zach looked at me with a knowing smirk.
 
   “Let’s start by taking off your coat,” he said.
 
   That wasn’t exactly necessary as far as the assignment went, but I supposed I owed him a bit of leeway considering the bridge.  I licked my lips, then began unbuttoning it, giving him a wicked look of my own.  I teased him too, opening the button at my throat first, which only showed off some nice cleavage, then the one at my knees, which didn’t show anything.  Finally I had the duster open, shrugging out of it, letting it fall to the ground.
 
   The ambient air temperature wasn’t really a an issue, but the breeze was an immediate problem.  It was like sixty eight, maybe even sixty nine degrees out.  But the breeze was chilly, and from the north, and wind chill was something to consider.  My skin puckered instantly into goose bumps and I shivered.
 
   “Let’s warm you up,” Zach said.  “Turn around and put your hands on the wall.”
 
   I arched an eyebrow, but hurriedly twisted.  Whatever he was planning to do in order to warm me up, he’d better do it quickly.  I braced myself, spreading my legs apart, the vibrating egg dangling from my clit, pulling on it and sending all sorts of intense sensations right into my nervous system.  My eyes studied the rusted side panel of the bridge and then Zach hit me.
 
   And I don’t mean like a smack to the head either.  No, this was something much more delicate, and more in line with my sort of thing.  I was actually expecting it too.  When you’re ordered to put your hands on the wall, basically eliminating your entire front from acceptable targets, and the position sort of forces your butt to stick out, you can expect to get spanked.  Zach did it too, quick hard swats that had me squealing in no time.  I would have counted them but it was pointless.  He went too fast, slamming his open palm into my ass, switching from one buttock to the other, making my hips swing violently back and forth.  The sting switched to boiling heat as he blistered my bottom, but it wasn’t the spanking that did me in.
 
   It was the vibrator clamp.  By itself, it doesn’t weigh much, less than a pound, but still – it’s a noticeable weight.  And when it happens to be clamped to your clitoris, tugging on it, pulling it outward and downward, and you’re standing there arched over, your butt hanging out as a target, every impact of Zach’s hand knocked me forward, the intensity of the vibrating clamp triples.  If you are familiar with the works of Isaac Newton, then you know that every action has a reaction.  The force of Zach’s spank rocked me forward, slinging my hips toward the side of the bridge.  My hands took a lot of that, but enough kinetic energy traveled along my skeleton down to the clamp, then out to the vibrator, which swung forward, then back.  The whole thing did some pretty amazing things to my clit while on the rebound it actually smacked back into my sex.  I’m not sure Zach realized how delicious that would feel, but I was suddenly quite ready to explode.
 
   “Zach!  We need it!  Now!” I declared, pushing myself up from the side of the bridge, mid-swing.
 
   “What? Now?” he asked, his hand still raised.
 
   I turned around, both hands going to my crotch, holding the vibrator clamp in my hands, struggling to stay with it.  The arousal burned me, need and want and desire blasting through my veins.  My sex demanded something and I was entertaining thoughts of grabbing hold of Zach, forcing him to the concrete path, ripping open his clothes and raping him.
 
   He jerked away and fumbled at the cooler.  In seconds he had it opened and offered me an alternative to ravishing him on the bridge.  I plunged my hand into the open container and felt what I was looking for.  It was cold, but I expected that.  It was also slippery thanks to the coating of oil that had been applied to it before being put in the cooler.  But it was also thick, which meant I could get a pretty good grip on it.
 
   My coat was lying on the ground and I just sat down, planting my ass on it as I lifted the dildo out of the cooler and brought it down between my legs.  It was slightly yellow, the obvious stretched rubber of a condom wrapped around the dildo, tied at the base.  It reflected the light and I pushed the vibrating clamp to the side and pressed the tip of the frozen dildo to my sex, running it lightly up my petals to my clit.  Then I slid it in.
 
   My body responded just as you would expect, contracting and pulling away from the dildo.  I had made it a few days before, filling the condom with water, tying it off at the base, then freezing it.  The oil was designed to make things easier on me getting it in and it worked just like I expected.  If you’ve never had sex with ice before, there are a couple of physical reactions that happen regardless of whether you are horny.  The first is your body’s natural inclination to recoil.  Unless you are physically roasting, temperature up, having six inches of ice shoved up inside you feels about the same as having someone’s boot kicking you in the crotch.  Your entire lower half scrunches down, your muscles tighten, and your vaginal track tries it’s very best to squeeze the icy intruder out. 
 
   If you have the willpower, you can keep the ice dildo in, maybe even thrust it multiple times.  It’s still that first twenty seconds that are the worst.  If you can survive that, then your loins start to numb and you might, maybe, if you’re lucky, and extremely horny, build yourself back up to orgasm.  While the vibrating clamp had gotten me to the point where I’d probably have been willing to fuck a cactus, putting half a foot of ice in me managed to pretty much chill those fires.  I shook. I moaned.  Zach stood above me, technically helpless, since this was supposed to be me masturbating, not letting someone else object fuck me with an icicle.  But I caught a glimpse of his expression, even during my body’s violent response to the ice, and I knew he was LOVING the sight of me doing this to myself.
 
   Cold seeped through me as I pumped, one hand handling the ice dildo while the other tugged and pulled on the clit clamp vibrator.  All sorts of amazing sensations flooded through me as I got back up to the cliffs of orgasm with almost lightning speed, the cold a burning sensation that my body mistook for pleasure as I pumped my hips.  It helped that the ice dildo was also a little thick, easily two inches, almost three, in diameter.  I lay there, legs obscenely spread, knees pressed outward, the stupid heels touching, ramming an ice dildo into my red and swollen sex.  I shuddered, crying out as the orgasm finally arrived like a freight train on a bridge that hadn’t had one in years.
 
   I tossed the ice dildo away as I finished, crying out and then wrapping my arms around me. I was chilled to the bone now.  My coat had protected my skin from the cold of the concrete beneath me, but did nothing for the rest of me.  I was actually starting to shiver violently.  But then Zach fell on me, lifting his shirt up out of his jeans, unbuckling his belt and unzipping his fly.  His cock appeared and I thought for a moment he would make me suck on him, but then his hot body was pressed to mine and his ramrod hard dick slid into my frozen cooler.
 
   And warmed me.
 
   Heat, blessed heat, inside and out as his mouth found my breasts, sucking on each one in turn.  He fucked me silly, right there on the bridge, without a care in the world on who might find us.  It was fast, insane sex, and since I was already satisfied, he could take his pleasure without concern for me, though admittedly most men take their pleasure without concern for me.  That’s the point of being a nympo humiliation pain slut.  My needs are secondary, if they even count at all, and leaving me desperate and wanting is a good thing.
 
   I felt Zach jerk and then ribbons of white hot cream erupted from his cock and shot out across my stomach.  He fell back down, rubbing his discharge between or bodies, gasping in relief.  Finally he rolled off me, his limp member flopping.  I lifted my head and glanced down the bridge. No one. I have expected to find a bike rider stopped, watching.  I turned and looked at him.  Despite the fact that I was literally naked out in the cold, I felt warm.
 
   “Thank you,” I said simply.
 
   He laughed, his voice sounding tired.  No, not tired.  Satisfied.  He shook his head. “No. Thank YOU,” he replied.  I let out a tiny laugh and then began to pull myself up. I was a mess.  I was covered in semen from my belly button to my clit.  I reached down, intending on turning off the vibrator when Zach reached up and stopped me.
 
   “No. I like it on,” he said simply.  
 
   I could already feel the sensitivity building, and since I’d promised to go back to his fraternity house to change (and have sex with as many of Zach’s fraternity brothers that I could in the available time space I had) I took a deep breath and nodded.  I didn’t touch the vibrator.  Zach stood up and pushed his cock back into his boxers, then pulled up his jeans.  His shirt fell back down, covering up the thin and muscular torso as I picked up my coat.  
 
   “Ewww…” I said a moment later.  “I should have brought a towel.”
 
   Zach laughed, his eyes looking at my body.  “You are a little… um…”
 
   “Wet.”
 
   “Wet.  Yes.  Well, just don’t close your coat.”
 
   I gave him a crazy look.  “Zach, we have to walk along a road to get back to your Blazer.”
 
   He grinned.  “By the time the police show up, we’ll be long gone, trust me.”
 
   I frowned. “I hate you sometimes, but I really don’t want to get the inside of my duster all semen stained.”  I sighed.  “All right, come on.  At least there aren’t any hikers or bikers.”
 
   He took my hand after I shrugged into my duster, the front totally open, my breasts hanging out and the slick of cum drying on my tummy.  We walked hand in hand, my nervousness once more increasing as we started to get closer to the trailhead right along Dixie.  The weird cylinder building was on our right when suddenly a bike appeared and turned right onto the trail.
 
   There was nothing we could do but step aside and the look of shock and interest on the biker’s face was almost worth the exposure.  He even slowed down and looked back at us, which almost resulted in him driving off the concrete path and hitting the fence.   I looked at Zach, the awful realization that had one of us been later or earlier, that biker would have ridden across the bridge when I was laid out, a six inch long rod of ice being jammed rapidly in and out of my sex.
 
   Zach shrugged. “Wouldn’t that have been fun?  Maybe he would have been willing to warm you up too!”
 
   I glared at him but then took a deep breath.  “All right, let’s get back to your truck.”  I took his arm, the entire front of my body still visible through the open lapels of my coat, and walked.
 
   We got two honks and a wave, but then found ourselves in the safety of Zach’s blazer. The vibrator clamp slid down to rest against my petals as my clit buzzed from the sensation.  I leaned back, putting one high heel up on the dash, spreading my legs, my coat wide open.  My sex was a bit red, mostly from the cold and friction of sex, but I felt – well – amazing actually.  The humiliation, the sex, the ice.  All of it.  And I still had three hours before I had to head back to the house.  That meant I’d probably be able to bang fourteen or fifteen more guys, all who wanted to warm me up.
 
   Zach looked over at me as he put the Chevy Blazer in gear and pulled out of the lot.  “You know what?” he asked me.  “This really was cool.”
 
   Yes, Zach.  It was cool.  Real cool.
 
    
 
   [bookmark: banana]Banana
 
   They call it killing two birds with one stone and I realized I could make use of the fact that I was hungry. My stomach growled and I shifted uncomfortably in the seat of my truck as I pulled into a parking space across from one of my favorite fast food restaurants – the one with free bread sticks!  I sat there for a few moments though, mentally preparing for what was coming next, and I don’t mean figuring out what item on the menu I wanted.  It was something more physical, more penetrating.  All you do is endure it.  So I checked the straps on my high heels, smoothed down the blue flower print summer dress I was wearing, and got out of my truck.
 
   It wasn’t that cold actually.  Winter in South Texas is like bathing in tepid water. It’s not warm, but it’s not cold either.  The temperature was actually hovering just above seventy degrees and while my dress was probably more suited for the scorching hot Texas summers, if there wasn’t a north breeze blowing up through the bottom, I was fine.  I stood there next to my vehicle focusing hard and squeezing.
 
   I managed to hold things in for about five seconds before gravity and nature itself forced certain parts of my anatomy to compromise.  I felt the pressure slip, opening up inside me, only to stop a few inches further down, the bulge in my panties, the cotton straining, pressing against my thighs.  I took a single, hesitant step, a rippling pleasure slipping through my nether regions.  That sense of bliss faded into a half-empty longing, a need that I was forced to ignore, at least for the meantime, as I waddled awkwardly into the restaurant. It wasn’t crowded, but there was a line at the counter.  I moved in behind the last person, considering what I was going to get for lunch, when I became distracted.
 
   Normally I am the distraction and on those rare occasions when someone distracts me, it’s usually because I was supposed to be doing something like – oh – counting the number of spanks I was receiving, all while someone’s fingers or tongue are rubbing my clit.  I’m sure you can understand how that would be slightly distracting.  But the guy in front of me was holding a book, a real book, and even better – it was a book I had read and liked.  And it was the third in the series!  That meant he had liked the other two enough that he’d bought this one in HARDBACK.  That’s cool.
 
   “Are you enjoying it?” I asked politely, ignoring the urgency my lower half was repeatedly trying to shove into the forefront of my mind.  The man turned toward me and blinked, the book tucked under his arm.  He was a large guy, easily over two hundred and fifty pounds with thick, muscular arms and tree trunk like legs.  He wasn’t wearing a ring either, and yes – that is something a girl like me notices about most men.  It cuts down on the rejection rate.
 
   “What?” he asked surprised.  “Oh! Yes.  It’s been pretty good.”
 
   I grinned.  I had thought so too.  My next question was about a particular character and from there the conversation took off with a roar.  Sure he stopped to order, but he even continued talking to me about the book as I stood there ordering.  Then his food showed up, he took his tray, said goodbye to me, and went to the dining area.
 
   His book was open in front of him when I approached his table and I think he was surprised that I had even wanted to talk to him again.
 
   “Can I join you?” I asked, holding my tray in front of me, “or did you just want to read?”
 
   He looked at me in bewilderment.  “Yes, of course!” he stammered, flummoxed.  “I mean, to sitting down.  Not to reading.  But yes, I do like to read, but I don’t mean… uh… yes.  Please, sit.”  His words came out in a heated rush but what man tells a pretty redhead girl who wants to sit with him to go fuck off?  I thought his attitude was endearing.
 
   I smiled.  Then came the hard part, but I really wanted to talk to him about the books.  I moved into the bench seat across from him and slowly, gingerly, sat down.  I let out a short groan, tense across the shoulders until I was fully seated and he looked at me with concern.
 
   “Are you alright?” he asked politely.
 
   I nodded carefully, my body still adjusting to the sensation again.  “I’ve got a…” I paused, trying decide how to describe the situation. “A condition.  It makes getting up and down a bit uncomfortable.”
 
   He nodded sympathetically. “I know the feeling. I’ve got lumbago.”
 
   I blinked.  That’s the first time I’ve ever heard having a twelve inch rubber cock impaling you compared to lumbago. I didn’t go any further than that though.
 
   Evidently my explanation was all he needed.  Then we talked and it was beautiful.  We talked books, then television shows, then movies and I discovered my inner fangirl emerging as we both discovered our commonalities.  I know I don’t make a big deal about it, but I’m not just a slut with a penchant for whips and chains and sex in public places.  I have other interests, hobbies even, and I’m a big science fiction/fantasy fan.  Ask me who my favorite Doctor is and I’ll reply “four followed by ten.”  “Make it so,” falls off my lips as easily as “I have a bad feeling about this.”  I’d love to befuddle Sherlock and his sidekick Bilbo Baggins, and I think Sheldon is adorably cute.  All of which makes me hope you understand contemporary pop culture so you get the references here.  
 
   So yes, underneath the façade there is another part of me, a normal girl with normal interests, who loves robots and brain ships and space stations and unicorns and swords and knights and Browncoats and men with glowing power cells embedded I their chests.  And that person is under the more demanding aspects of my personality… or should I say more disturbing?
 
   Lunch had been over ages ago and my companion, whose name was Martin, politely ignored my fidgeting.  It’s tough to sit still when you’ve been impaled on twelve inches of solid black rubber and it’s rubbing uncomfortably against your cervix.  I really didn’t notice it, but after sitting there for so long, I was starting to bounce, my body wanting even a tiny bit of movement.  
 
   “Are you okay?” he asked me, concern etched across his face.
 
   I smiled and sighed. “Oh yes.  Thank you.  I’m fine.  Just – sitting for long periods of time sometimes makes me fidgety.”
 
   “Are your hips hurting?” he asked.
 
   Uh… “something like that,” I said.  “But I’m okay. Really.”
 
   Our conversation went back to books and I added a few more to my reading list, based upon Martin’s recommendations.  Then suddenly Martin asked me if he was keeping me from going back to work.
 
   I couldn’t help laughing.  “Not today,” I assured him.
 
   He gave me a peculiar look.  “So what do you do?”
 
   I hate this question.  How does one answer that?  Why is what we do for a living what defines us?  I shovel cow shit and harvest soybeans.  What does that say about me?  Or I guess I could always use my other occupation, the one that I don’t advertise at church picnics.  Time for Martin to endure the crucible.
 
   “I’m a confessional BDSM erotica writer,” I said sheepishly, waiting for the axe to fall. It usually does once someone dissects the title and figures out what it all means.  Martin looked at me blankly for a minute and I could hear the chirping of the crickets.  I actually winced.
 
   See confessional means you’re actually DOING what you’re talking about, then confessing it.  Most men know what BDSM stands for: bondage, discipline, sadism, and masochism.  Erotica provides the sexual connotation to it all, and writer?  Well.  I think that’s self-explanatory.
 
   “Erotica? You mean like Fifty Shades of Gray?”
 
   I resisted the urge to hurl.  Fifty Shades of Gray is a Stephenie Meyers’ Twilight rip off with some soft core porn and a few submissive gestures.  Comparing me to E.L. James is like having a candle and a search light and saying they are alike because they both provide illumination.  On the flip side, E.L James sells more books in one minute than I’ve sold in my entire life.  Someone explain to me how the hell THAT happens.
 
   I looked Martin in the eye.  “I’m a bit darker and more risqué than Fifty Shades of Gray.  That’s lightweight stuff,” I assured him.  “But yes.  Like Fifty Shades of Gray.”
 
   “Yeah?” He said, pulling out his phone.  “Give me some of the titles and I’ll check them out.”
 
   Uh… yeah. Okay.  “Well, there’s ‘The Society of the Golden Rose,’ and ‘Coming of Age,” I said lamely, not wanting to say “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” right in front of him like that.
 
   “Just two?”  He asked, not critically.  It seemed he wanted the exact list and meant to read it all.  And it wasn’t like he wouldn’t find the others.  I sort of deflated though and said the next title feeling just a bit wilted, totally embarrassed.
 
   “And… uh… Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” I muttered. “Volumes one through seven.”  I wasn’t going to mention volume eight, which wasn’t printed yet but mostly written.
 
   He looked up at me from where he was typing on his phones.  “Tales of a what?” he asked me again.  He had heard me.  He just wanted me to repeat it.  He didn’t believe his own ears.
 
   I took a deep breath and repeated myself.
 
   “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut?” he asked me, his eyes curious.
 
   I nodded, blushing prettily.
 
   “And what is ‘confessional’ erotica?” he asked, as if he hadn’t already figured it out.
 
   I took a deep breath.  “I’m given certain sexual tasks to complete, which I do, then write about my experience.”
 
   Martin blinked. “Wow.  Really?”
 
   I gave him a small smile.
 
   “Can you give me an example?” he asked.
 
   I swallowed.  Now things were turning more toward a different aspect of my personality.  I took a deep breath.
 
   “Well, I recently got an assignment that requires me to play with a twelve inch long dildo, holding it in only with my panties.  I’m then supposed to go to different locations for three hours and sit down in various spots and work myself into an orgasm, and I’m not allowed to use my hands.”
 
   Martin blinked. “That’s… amazing.  What did it feel like?” 
 
   I laughed.  “You’ll be able to read about it,” I told him.  “I have a blog I post on.  Then I take the posts, add a few unpublished ones to the mix, and make books.”
 
   He grinned in amazement. “That is wild.  I’m just trying to imagine what you’d be like stuffed with a monster dildo like that!”
 
   My eyebrow went up and I gave him that look.
 
   He got it then.  He really did.  His mouth fell open.  [bookmark: WheresBreanne]“Seriously?”  Then the realization hit.  “That’s why you’ve been so fidgety!  You really have it stuffed inside you? While we’ve talked?”
 
   I nodded.  “Yep.”  I took a sip of my almost depleted drink.
 
   Martin leaned back, his eyes now going to my body, at least what he could see of it.  “Aren’t you uncomfortable?”
 
   “Absolutely.  But I wanted to talk to you about the book and I’m used to stuff like this.”
 
   He motioned toward me. “But doesn’t it make you… you know… want…” his voice trailed off.
 
   I laughed, reached out, and took his hand, a glimmer of both amusement in my eye. “Yes. I’m constantly aroused, but that’s the point.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”
 
                 
 
   [bookmark: fanmail]Fan Mail
 
   Dear Breanne,
 
    
 
   I’ve been running into a little bit of a problem with my girlfriend and I know I should be grateful for her, even ecstatic, and that most men would gladly change places with me in a heartbeat, but I’m starting to get concerned.
 
    
 
   We met a little over a year ago at a club one night and immediately hit it off.  And by hit it off I mean we were rolling in my bed three hours after meeting.  She is beautiful, sexy, and very spirited and my willingness to try out practically every position from Karma Sutra made me someone she wanted to stay with.
 
    
 
   But not only was the sex great, so was the combination of our personalities.  We like the same music, the same television shows, the same food.  We’re even getting the same degrees in college and are taking some of the same classes!  She is my perfect soul mate and I love her very, very much.
 
    
 
   But there is just one slight concern.  She loves sex and frankly, I’m concerned about it.  The first thing I feel when I wake up in the morning is her hand or mouth on my cock.  The second I’m hard enough, she’s riding me.  And she cums fast too.  I’ve never ever met a woman who can cum as quickly as she can. It’s like I don’t even need to do any foreplay!  Sure, she loves me going down on her too, but I can literally lick her three or four times and then she’s squirting everywhere.  Multiple orgasms are the rule with her, rather than the exception.  
 
    
 
   And it’s not just the morning either.  If we meet for lunch she will usually pull me somewhere private for a quick screw.  I’ve had sex in empty classrooms, in bathrooms, in the park, behind bushes, in the car, on a bus.  She doesn’t even seem to care if we’re in private for God’s sake!  She’s not an exhibitionist though. She doesn’t want to be seen, or do public sex acts right there in front of anyone, but it’s like she’s desperate for sex and will take unusual risks to get it.  On a regular work/school day, I’ve usually screwed her two or three times by one o’clock.  
 
    
 
   The second we get back to the apartment after school she is ripping off my clothes and going down on me.  Every fucking day.  Granted, she makes things interesting – sometimes wearing slutty clothes or drizzling chocolate over her breasts. One day she came in from the kitchen wearing absolutely nothing but with both nipples capped with left over frosting from the cake we had baked the previous day.  And yes… we had sex while making the cake too.  Invariably we screw on the sofa and then start our homework.  Even that can be a problem, because if she’s done before I am, she will CRAWL across the floor, buck naked, her bottom wiggling in the air, go under the desk, and start sucking on me!  I’ll have two options at that point. Try to finish my homework with a raging hardon, or have sex with her again. It’s like her default position is with me inside her!
 
    
 
   The worst thing however is when we’re home alone.  She made it clear that she prefers me lounging around in my boxers, that way she can slip a hand into my shorts.  Or naked.  Naked happens a lot.  The moment we sit down on the couch together to watch a show, her hand slips down between my legs and begins fondling my cock!  How the hell can I watch a show with her rubbing and stroking me constantly?  Of course, if I do get hard, she usually slips down, sucks on me, and then during a commercial break we’re fucking like bunnies, but after we both cum, she again slips into the crook of my arm, puts her hands down between my thighs, and begins touching me!  Again!  There’s only so much a man can take!  Do you have any idea what it’s like having this gorgeous woman constantly playing with your cock, even when the last thing on your mind is sex?
 
    
 
   Then we shower before bed.  She insists that we shower together, which before hand I would have been very enthusiastic about.  She says it’s to “improve intimacy.”  Seriously?  Intimacy?  That is what we do all fucking day long!  And in the shower you know what she insists we do?  Wash each other!  And I’m fine with that, really.  It’s the HOW she washes me that is the problem.  She soaps my cock and balls and even my ass, actually sticking her finger up my rear end!  Then she gets on her knees and strokes my rod until I’m hard as a rock again.  If I’m having trouble getting it up, she’ll suck on me!  Then we have to fuck in the shower!  And she puts body wash gel on my cock and lifts one leg up in this incredibly sexy pose and has me screw her from behind!  Fortunately, she doesn’t make me cum since she knows I have trouble doing it standing up, but I still have to fuck her in both holes with fresh applications of body wash between impalements.  She can actually cum from getting fucked and soaped up the ass.
 
                 
 
   After the shower we dry off and go to bed.  We sleep naked, though that was an adjustment for me. I was a pajamas guy before, but I’ve acceded to her demands.  We slide into bed, I’m exhausted, and you know what she does?  Right. Her hands go all over my body, caressing me, rubbing me, rubbing my nipples, and eventually she gets down to my cock, holding it softly, squeezing it, caressing it, rubbing it up and down.  And she keeps doing this until I’m stiff, even if it takes an hour!  Rare is the night she falls asleep before getting me hard again and I’ve actually begun LONGING for those nights when she fades off to sleep before me.  But even if she does fall asleep, she’s got a hold of my cock and just won’t fucking let go!
 
    
 
   I’ve tried toys.  I bought her vibrators and dildos and vibroballs and ben wa balls. She loved them. She played with them.  She even fucked them right there in front of me.  But the moment she got close to cumming, she was back at my cock, sucking me into hardness.  She says she doesn’t want synthetic orgasm!  Arggghhh!
 
    
 
   A few months ago things got even worse.  She got online and since I had bought her toys, she’s bought some for me.  Frankly I was hoping for a chastity belt or something that would lock up my cock.  She got me masturbatory toys!  I have cock rings that vibrate now!  I’ve got suction pumps to make my cock bigger!  I’ve got a chest full of fake silicon pussies! Of different sizes!  And why on earth would I WANT those when all I have to do is walk through the damn apartment and she jumps me?
 
    
 
   So why am I writing you?  Because she bought your books and likes to read them to me while stroking me.  I don’t blame you and frankly, it has made things easier to get it up lately.  But still, you’ve got to help me.  What do I do?  
 
    
 
   Sincerely,
 
    
 
   Too Much Sex
 
    
 
   Dear Too Much,

 
 
   You're right.  There are approximately seven billion people on the planet, and we can generally say that half of them are male. That means that we can estimate that there are three billion, four hundred and ninety nine million, nine hundred and ninety nine thousand, nine hundred and ninety nine men who think you are nuts to be complaining and would gladly trade places with you.  But you know what?  I actually do understand.  It's simple biology. Men are not physically equipped for constant, long term sexual acts.  In fact, in nature, frequently the female accepts multiple mates in order for the most viable sperm to win the race to the egg.  I remember watching a nature show once and laughing when the skinny "nerd" lizard snuck into the "jock" lizard's den and did the nasty with the jock lizard's girlfriend.  It seemed familiar somehow.
 
    
 
   But let's get back to your problem.  First of all, you're going to need to TALK to your girlfriend, not just buy her sex toys.  You need to establish some common sense rules about when sexual contact is acceptable, and when it's not.  There need to be some legitimate boundaries.   That said, you also need to take her physical needs into consideration.  If she needs sex that much, then you both need to consider whether you can sufficiently provide it. Maybe ya'll need to bring a third lover into the mix.  That can overly complicate things, but it's either that or she takes her foot off the accelerator, especially if she isn't willing to go to the self-service aisle, which is still probably the best bet.  
 
    
 
   The next thing I recommend is try to set up scenarios where sex takes time.  Tell her if she wants to rub your cock, to get out the oil or something.  And you might also turn the tables.  If ya'll are cuddling on the sofa and her hand goes down between your legs, smile wickedly and push her back and tug down her panties and do a slow rub on her.  She'll purr, love it, and either cum or get so horny that she'll finally pounce like a kitten on a ball of yarn.  
 
    
 
   So good luck!  I hope you guys find a happy medium where you both get what you need!

- Breanne
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Where’s Breanne?
 
   By: Michael Alexander
 
    
 
   I've received some emails from fans as to where Breanne Erickson has gone.  Is she "tied up?"  Away on an extended slave session?  Obviously she hasn't been tweeting, nor has she been posting.  She hasn't been answering email either.  Three days ago I was finally able to get in touch with her by phone.
 
    
 
   First of all, she is alive.  So that's a relief.  However she has been ill - requiring a lengthy stay in a Houston hospital.  She is now home, recovering.  I don't have the details of her illness. I didn't press.
 
    
 
   Breanne has expressed an interest in taking a break from writing.  Afterall, she has produced ten novel length works in four years, which is more than most authors manage - including myself.  In addition I've already received the manuscript for the next volume of Tales, some of the content having never been seen by the public.  I'm in the middle of editing that right now.
 
    
 
   While all of us will miss Breanne's weekly, and in some cases daily, sexual escapades, we look forward to the day when she comes back to us, following NHPS Rule #1, enabling us to ask our favorite question:
 
    
 
   What's up, Bre?
 
    
 
   Hopefully the response will be thick, vibrating, and quite entertaining.

Yours Faithfully,
Michael Alexander
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: ataleoftwobreannes]A Tale of Two Breannes
 
   By: Michael Alexander
 
    
 
   In 2004 I wrote a short story entitled "The Museum of Inquisition," a cute little tale describing a certain lush, college aged red-head with a penchant for BDSM. She was an unwilling actor in the story, and I never intended to bring her back as a character, until a month or two later when a reader contacted me.  Full of praise for the story, the young lady who wrote me waxed philosophic on sex, making it clear that had she been the girl in my story, she would have volunteered, rather than been forced into the situation.  She loved the artistry of the story.  She loved the sex.  She loved how it made her feel, and most importantly, she loved that she had the same name as the main character.
 
    
 
   And that was how I met Breanne Erickson.  Admittedly, she was an unwholesome influence on me, as anyone reading my "Angie" stories can attest, since the relationship between Angie and Kat are practically replications of Breanne's relationship with Kari.  Completely with Breanne's permission and knowledge, I used some of her "tales" as fodder for my writing.
 
    
 
   But it wasn't enough.  Angie was sufficiently different from the real Breanne that I felt as if something was missing.  And it was.  And so I penned "The Silver Locke," a true Breanne story that encapsulated the real thing into a two dimensional, fictional character and set the facsimile on a different path.  The real Breanne remained in Katy, Texas, working her parent's farm, all while my fantasy began working at an imaginary, high-cost, BDSM themed whorehouse on some unnamed Indian Reservation.  The real Breanne thought my fantasy fantastic, and actually told me she was jealous.
 
    
 
   It was about this time that Breanne started showing me her own work, such as "The Computer," a piece she wrote ages ago.  It wasn't bad and as our online relationship matured, I invited her to post to my blog, hoping - somewhat selfishly - that her daily "toys" and assignments would be a draw for readers.
 
    
 
   I was right too.  Breanne's daily assignment postings became this massive thing and her writing improved in leaps and bounds.  Two or three paragraph postings became pages, then "parts" and finally  "chapters."  The lure?  Her amazing narratives, which brought not only a sense of realism to the sex, but a touch of humor and self-depreciation.  Breanne presented sex from not only an arousing perspective, but from a human one as well. 
 
    
 
   I fell in love with her just as any one else might, and like a writer of fan-fiction, I took my pen in hand and expanded the role of my fantasy version of the real thing.  Except now the character added dimensions of the real girl.  As I came to know Breanne Erickson, nympho humiliation pain slut, my fantasy fictional Breanne evolved to more closely resemble the flesh and bones girl.  I wrote Breanne's Three - Chicago BDSM as well as the short story "Heart of Ice" (included in "The Silver Locke").  Can you tell I was fixated?
 
    
 
   As the real Breanne's popularity surged I swore to stop writing Breanne stories, to go back to my "Angie" character, or perhaps work on Tami from Corporal Punishment, or maybe even finish writing my other Sigma Epsilon Chi tale, bringing Samantha Mayfield back to readers.  But as much as I love Tami's light brown hair swinging wildly as her cute little teenage bottom wriggles under the strap, or Samantha Mayfield's brunette locks bobbing as she struggles to sit quietly on the punishment phallus, there was something missing.  Something red.
 
    
 
   I'm just as much in love with my fantasy Breanne as I am with the real girl, just as many of you are.  And I guess what I'm trying to say, is that I miss her.  I miss the tweets.  I miss the silly commentary.  I miss the eye-widening, hilarity of her prose.  I miss her colloquialisms.  I miss visiting the blog, brightening my day to see a new post from her.  And while I'm still in touch with Breanne, and we're working on editing "Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Vol. 8," it still isn't the same.
 
    
 
   I miss you, Breanne.   - MA
 
    
 
   [bookmark: breannesride]Breanne’s Ride
 
   06/0914
 
    
 
   “You want me to what?” I said, my eyes narrowing as I looked at him sideways. We were sitting in the cab of my truck and I was driving, all while his hand was slinking farther up my skirt with each passing mile. I didn’t mind.  Not really.  The hand I mean.  His request was something else.
 
    
 
   “It’s a party.  Would you mind?” He asked honestly.  His fingers wriggled a little higher and grazed something sensitive, eliciting a little gasp from me as a shiver went up my spine.
 
    
 
   “Do you think of me like that? As an object only?” I asked, my fingers tightening on the steering wheel as I tried to focus.  I wasn’t wearing panties so I could feel the tip of his finger against my petals perfectly, stroking low to high and ending with a little rough flick at the top. I gasped again and took my foot off the accelerator.  Wrapping my truck around a fence post wasn’t as appealing as wrapping my legs around Nick.
 
    
 
   Nick paused thoughtfully, then grinned. “Yes. Absolutely.”
 
    
 
   I grunted, even as his finger slipped into my wetness.  “Good,” I replied saucily as I felt his digit slide deeper into me.  “Just making sure we were on the same page.”
 
    
 
   He laughed, turning his face to look out the windshield even though he kept his hand between my legs.  The cloth of my skirt had ridden up and I was just about to pick up speed again when he pushed two fingers into me with a solid thrust.  I shuddered and almost lost control of the truck.
 
    
 
   “Um…” I said, my voice trembling.  “If you want to survive you shouldn’t do that while I’m driving.”  I was beyond tense, reacting to the new swirling motion his fingers were completing inside me.  Curling, uncurling, and then plunging in and out, deep, his palm rubbing against my clit.  I was shocked I was still managing to stay on the road, if not the painted lines.
 
    
 
   “I like watching you squirm,” he said, shrugging, his hand still jammed up my skirt, my sex a finger puppet for his amusement. I struggled to master my arousal.  Granted, there was nothing but fields in every direction, but I didn’t want to bounce through a drainage ditch and into a barbed-wire fence either.
 
    
 
   “So how many at this party?” I asked through clenched teeth.  His hand hadn’t stopped the maddening caress and I let our speed drop even more.
 
    
 
   “Oh, just a few,” he replied. “Maybe ten.  No more than a dozen.  Probably.”
 
    
 
   “Meaning as soon as everyone hits social media there will be twenty,” I observed, admittedly just a bit distracted.
 
    
 
   He gave me a questioning look. “Like you haven’t gangbanged twenty guys before?” He pulled his fingers half-way out.
 
    
 
   My mouth curled up into a frown.  “That’s hardly the point,” I protested.  “It’s more that I’ll be the only…” I began to say, except my words were stolen from me as his fingers slid back in.   Five percent of my mental process struggled to keep the truck in a straight line while the other ninety-five decided to slide into sexual abandon.  My toes curled inside the fuck me high heel shoes I was wearing.
 
    
 
   “Girl?” he asked as he began pumping the fingers in and out of my sex. I could hear the wet, squishy sounds but for some reason my body wasn’t really responding to my brain any more.  There was something more prurient controlling things. I was so close to cumming that I didn’t even notice that I’d taken my foot off the pedal.  The truck coasted to a stop and I had just enough presence of mind to pull off onto the shoulder.  Nick reached over with his free hand and pushed up the gear shift, setting the truck into park.  Pleasure exploded through me and I lifted my right leg and put it into the right side footwell.  I swallowed hard, wallowing in the exquisite sensation of his touch.  Finally I found some strength and looked over at him, panting with need.
 
    
 
   “Will it hurt?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He half turned in his seat and looked at me with those intense blue eyes.  He said nothing, but I felt his hand move between my legs, his fingers slipping from my depths, causing me to moan.  Then he pinched my clit, hard.
 
    
 
   I cried out, stiffening in my seat, head thrown back, my fingers white knuckled on the wheel as my hips surged forward.  The pressure on my clitoris increased as he began twisting it back and forth, rubbing the sensitive nub between his thumb and forefinger.  My wetness mattered little and shards of pain exploded up through the pleasure, mixing and forming into a scythe that cut me like a sheaf of wheat.  I let go of the steering wheel and grabbed the bottom hem of my halter top, yanking it up and baring both breasts, my nipples hard and extended.  A gold ring pierced the tip of my right nipple and a small gold padlock dangled from the piercing.  His eyes sparkled in delight as I grabbed hold of my own breasts and began pinching and twisting my nipples cruelly, the pain matching what he was doing between my legs.  Pleasure exploded through me like a freight train going through a mountain tunnel, all vibration and sound and light and fury.  I felt the burgeoning need swell within me and my throaty cries filled the truck’s cabin like a siren.
 
    
 
   He pulled his hand out from under my skirt, away from my sex, with a swift motion that left me stunned for half a second, perched upon the edge of a cliff that demanded me to jump.  Instead I felt a flush of anger, of need, of desperation and I let go of my breasts and tried to grab his hand.  I turned and looked at him, glaring.  Then, seeing the stern look on his face, my eyes softened and I knew I had to beg.
 
    
 
   “Please?”
 
    
 
   Nicks eyes were hard. “Please what?”
 
    
 
   “Please can I cum?” I pleaded, my entire body still throbbing with need.  My legs were still wide open, my thighs stretched apart, and I squirmed, one hand going to my skirt to yank it back up and expose the hot, wet, slippery slit I wanted him to stuff.  He let me expose myself, but didn’t look down.  Instead he pulled my other hand away from my breast, his fingers finding the padlock.  He twisted it slowly, forty-five degrees, then ninety.  I began to whimper, my bottom coming up off the vinyl seat, my questing hips pumping with need.
 
    
 
   “Will you come to the party?” He asked intently, sliding his hand back across my exposed thigh, only to rest his fingers on my sex.  He didn’t penetrate. I groaned., nodding in eager acceptance.
 
    
 
   “And will you fuck and suck all ten of them, plus me?” His fingers spread and I felt my clitoris get caught up between his lower knuckles.  
 
    
 
   “Oh god, yes. Ten, twenty, however many there are!” I whimpered.  That pressure on my clit increased and I felt my sex swell.
 
    
 
   “In your ass?” His thumb rubbed the snagged head of my clitoris and I went rigid, unable to deal with the intense and direct stimulation.  My toes tightened in my shoes and had anyone been standing outside the truck they would have sworn I’d just been electrocuted.
 
    
 
   “”YES! ANYWHERE YOU WANT!” I gasped, my legs straightening as the pressure inside me doubled, then tripled.  He didn’t even stop but squeezed me tighter.
 
    
 
   “And if I want to tie you to the coffee table and use my belt on your little clitty?” The words were softly and darkly spoken, but it was the straw that broke the camel’s back, the mental image too much for me.  Sex is both a physical and mental game.  That’s why so many people like to play into fantasies.  And… well… you know what MINE are.  I cried out, my hands coming back up to my breasts, twisting and pinching my nipples as the orgasm blasted through me.  It was more than I could take, the idea of me being tormented at his stupid party, the sexual abuse I craved, objectified, a walking, talking fuck doll, good for nothing except providing the pleasure he and his guests craved – it coalesced in my mind, the most power aphrodisiac I could ever have inflicted upon me.  I screamed as pleasure and pain melted into a single flash of heat and light and then I lost track of things as I was launched into orbit, disconnected with anything but the primal instinctive forces of release.
 
    
 
   It was the sensation of emptiness, of loss, that brought me back to the present and I groaned as I felt his hand come out from under my skirt.  He brought his fingers up to my mouth and I dutifully opened up to suck the salty tang of my own release from his skin.
 
    
 
   “I’m glad you agree.  I’ll see you on Friday afternoon.  Party starts at 6pm but I want you there at four.  Got to get you prepped,” he said.  “Oh, and don’t plan on leaving until Saturday afternoon, presuming you can even walk.”  He pulled his finger out of my mouth and I turned and looked at him with glassy, dreamy, satisfied eyes.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I said in a small voice, still dazed.
 
    
 
   “Can you drive?” he asked.  I blinked, shook my head, and then tugged my halter top back up over my breasts.  I smoothed down my skirt, bringing my right foot back over onto my side of the cab.  Taking a deep breath I steeled myself and put the truck back in drive, pulling out onto the empty roadway.  We drove in silence for  half a mile and then I felt his hand slip under my skirt, sliding up my inner thigh.
 
    
 
   “Now that we’ve gotten this weekend’s plan out of the way, let’s discuss you coming over this afternoon.  I’d like to practice some of the tortures I’m going inflict upon you Friday night.”
 
    
 
   I glanced at him with narrowed eyes. “You want me to what?” I demanded.  His fingers wriggled a little higher and grazed something sensitive. Again. Eliciting a little gasp from me as a fresh shiver of pleasure lanced up my spine.
 
    
 
   “I want to practice.  Do you mind?”
 
    
 
   I swallowed.  “Do you think you can just whisk me off for a private torture session any time you want?” I asked, feeling the tip of his finger against my petals perfectly, stroking low to high and ending with a little flick at the top.  I gasped again and took my foot of the accelerator.
 
   He paused thoughtfully, then grinned.  “Yes, absolutely.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help grunting as his finger slipped in deep. I was still wet, still soaked, and despite having just cum, it felt amazing to have him in me again.  Except now I wanted cock.  “Good,” I replied. “Just making sure we were on the same page.”  My eyes sparkled as I said it.
 
    
 
   He laughed and began pumping his finger.  “Oh, I’m sure we are,” he said as his finger wriggled inside me. I shuddered.
 
    
 
   “Maybe I should pull over again?” I asked, my nerves afire.
 
    
 
   He leaned closer to me.  “If you’d rather me torture you here, on the side of the road, where anyone might drive by and see what I’m doing to you, that’s fine by me.  But I warn you, I’m going to use my belt.”  He pulled his finger out of me and once more snagged my folds between two fingers, squeezing me with his knuckles.
 
    
 
   I hit the brakes and jerked the wheel to the right, sliding through the gravel shoulder until we came to a quick stop.  I slammed the gear shift into park and once more spread my legs. 
 
    
 
    “Take me? Please?” I begged him, my hands finding the edge of the skirt and pulling it up.  He pulled his hand away, his fingers going to the buckle of his belt as I lifted my halter again, exposing my soft breasts.  I reached for his cock, which was straining against the material of his boxers, but he batted my hand away.
 
    
 
   “Grab your breasts again. I liked that.  Cup them, but keep your fingers away from your nipples.” He doubled the leather belt in his hand.
 
    
 
   Trembling, I cupped my breasts, hefting them up and arching my back.  I closed my eyes and braced myself, only to feel the first snap of the belt against my right breast.  It was powered by a flick of his wrist and only barely stung, but the next stroke was just a tad bit stronger, followed by a third that actually made me wince.  Back and forth he struck my nipples and soon my chest was heaving, my marble colored skin turning dark pink.  The heat was intense and just when I thought I would have to cover my breasts, he moved to my clit, snapping the belt hard against the tender and swollen nub between my legs.  His strokes became harder and stronger and I found myself keening in strained agony as he turned the flesh of my loins the same color as my scarlet bosom.  It was everything I could do to keep my legs open for him.
 
    
 
   Then he dropped the belt and grabbed me, hauling me into his lap.  I felt his shaft against my abused petals and I squirmed, twisting just once, letting him impale me.  The dashboard was against my ass but I didn’t care as I banged my head against the roof of the cab, gyrating and bouncing, letting his thickness fill me depths.  We moved violently and the cab rocked with our spasms until I finally pulled his head into my cleavage and he suckled the tip of my breast, sending me over the edge, just in time to match his own orgasm.
 
    
 
   I sat there in a daze, again, unable to focus until he softened and I felt him slip from my loins.  I groaned in disappointment but slid off him, my fluid soaked thighs leaving streaks on the vinyl seat. I shifted back behind the wheel as he leaned back, a stupid smile on his face.  I grabbed his belt and handed it back to him with a grin.  He took it, nodding pleasantly.
 
    
 
   “That was sweet,” he said as I tucked my beaten and sore breasts back into my halter top and then covered my wet thighs with the skirt.  
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I said simply, agreeing totally.  I put the truck back in gear and pulled onto the asphalt road.
 
    
 
   He pulled his boxers back up and spent a minute twisting in his seat, getting his belt back on.  Finally he looked over at me.
 
    
 
   “So, no doubts?”
 
    
 
   I blinked and glanced away from the road for a half second to give him a confused look.  “Doubts about what?”
 
    
 
   “How I think of you?”
 
    
 
   I snorted.  “I think I know what you think of me,” I said with satisfaction.  “You think I’m a masochistic fuck doll.”
 
    
 
   He shook his head, disagreeing with me and the words he spoke sent a shiver down my spine. “I think you’re a nympho humiliation pain slut.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed and stared ahead.  
 
    
 
   “You are, aren’t you?  Remember?  Assignments?  Toy of the day?  That kind of stuff?”  His voice was syrupy slick and he slid his hand up my thigh, back under my skirt.  My eyes widened as I felt his fingers stroking me. Again.  I slammed one hand down on his wrist just before he slipped himself back into my slit.
 
    
 
   “I’m… I’m not sure I can handle a third time,” I stammered, still floored at what was happening.
 
    
 
   He looked at me. “What’s Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut rule number one?” he asked.
 
    
 
   The answer was ingrained in me.  “That a NHPS must always have something inside her, so she’s always ready.”  It was a paraphrase, but I was distracted.
 
    
 
   “And rule number two?”  
 
    
 
   I let out the breath I was holding, and then let go of his hand.  He didn’t move until I said the words.  “A NHPS is not allowed to refuse any torment or action that is within her prescribed limits.”  As soon as the words were out of my mouth, I knew I was back.  The rules. The assignments.  The torment.  All of it.
 
    
 
   And he pushed his fingers deep into my sensitive, swollen, wet, and slippery sex.
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: blindfold]Blindfold
 
    
 
   [bookmark: switchingbackandforth]I paused for a moment before getting out of my truck to take stock of the situation.  Environment is always important and I believe strongly in being prepared for just about anything. Admittedly it was just a little before nine in the morning and the parking lot of Julie’s apartment complex was deserted, but I’ve always felt it warranted special consideration.  First of all it’s nothing but a series of potholes loosely connected with gravel.  The landscaping was a mixture of dead and Texas natural and whatever had survived years of drought and mismanagement was now unruly and wild.  The sidewalks were a dried slurry of mud washed across the concrete during the occasional rain, leaving a morass of treacherous footing.  The vehicles surrounding mine were either all ancient or what I liked to call “drug dealer new,” a description that went beyond make, model, and color.  Not a crowd I run with mind you, but I have to admit their cars are pretty.
 
    
 
   Like I said, I was prepared.  With the exception of a tiny purse containing my identification, cell phone, and some particular jewelry that Julie had asked me to bring, I had nothing on me that would attract criminal interest.  My attire, which no doubt was appealing, wouldn’t have raised an eyebrow out in more mundane surroundings.  Blue jean shorts combined with a button up shirt and flip flops wasn’t the kind of attractant wearing a short mini-skirt and halter top. I suppose the curious might have been wondering about the small, rectangular control box and battery pack that was stuck in my back pocket, or where the small wire that led from it went after it disappeared into my waistband, but that wasn’t something I could really control.  So after checking to make sure no one was lurking about, I got out of my truck and visually navigated the potholes and dried mud slurries to Julie’s apartment. I knocked and the door opened half a minute later.
 
    
 
   “You’re early,” Julie said to me.  She was dressed in a slinky, little black dress and looked like she was getting ready to go out of cocktails. Her makeup wasn’t done though, but it was apparent she had actually taken the time to curl her hair. She turned and left me standing the foyer as I shut the door.
 
    
 
   Julie had changed a lot in the six months I’d been incommunicado, going from Goth Punk Rocker to this respectable, elegant brunette.  It was vaguely disturbing.  Gone was the particolored hair dyes and ripped, black lingerie and skirts and mesh shirts.  Her image was a complete reversal and I found it odd.  But I suppose we all have to grow up sometime.
 
    
 
   Her apartment reeked of pot though and I wrinkled my nose as I moved into the living room.  A massive flat-screen television and a very expensive Playstation game console sat against one wall while opposite stood an old leather sofa.  There was an easy chair and a scarred and battered coffee table that looked as if someone had actually driven wood screws into the surface (*ahem*). And lying across that wooden table top was the blindfold.
 
    
 
   I picked it up.  It was solid black and made of silk, cut and stitched.  There was some kind of padding in between the layers and I experimentally put it over my eyes.  Tied properly I wouldn’t be able to see diddly-squat.  The material blocked all light and except for a sliver by the edges of my nose, I was encased in darkness. I put the blindfold down.
 
    
 
   It took Julie ten more minutes and then she emerged looking fantastic.  She had begun going for a more natural look, eschewing the dark eyeliner and purple shaded eye-shadow for something more mature.  It made her look suave and ladylike, and except for her still undersized bust she was extremely hot.  Hell, I wanted her.
 
    
 
   “Stand up,” she said curtly, half bending to pick up the blindfold I’d dropped back down on the coffee table.  I did as ordered and she pushed on my shoulder to physically turn me around.  I let myself be spun until my back was to her .  Then she slipped the silk over my eyes and my world descended into darkness.  I’ve been told that losing one of your five senses can be a traumatic experience.  I can attest to that. Losing my sight, even for just a Saturday, was disturbing on multiple levels, immediately disorienting, and made me understand just how dependent on visual cues I really am.  Even more strange was how my sight-starved brain focused on my other senses, as if they could fill in the shortfall of information my lack of sight had caused.
 
    
 
   The first thing to go was spatial awareness. I knew what Julie’s living room looked like and I knew that her couch was on my left, while the coffee table was on my right.  I felt absurdly confidant that I could navigate around without bruising my shins too badly, but then as Julie turned me again to face her, I lost my fixed point. I tried to keep the mental image in my head, but distances between objects became oddly skewed.  
 
    
 
   “Hands behind your head,” Julie said, her voice flat.  “Did you bring them?” She asked me as I lifted my arms and interlaced my fingers, clasping the back of my neck.
 
    
 
   “I felt a shiver of fear as I nodded, wondering if the punishment Julie had promised me earlier in the week was about to start.  To be honest, this whole escapade was the brainchild of three different dominants.  It was Master Dan who had suggested that I be denied the privilege of seeing.  Kari kindly gave both Master Dan’s suggestion and her own right to torment me to Julie, and now Julie herself, who had me in her clutches.  My stomach tightened as I felt Julie’s fingers at my throat.  Slowly she worked her way down my chest, between my breasts, and I felt the buttons of my shirt open, loosening.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t wearing a bra and as soon as Julie had opened my shirt she spread the material and I felt the cool air caress my bare breasts.  My nipples hardened in anticipation, my imagination clearly visualizing the toothed metal clamps that Julie had been inquiring about closing down on the pink tips.  She touched me gently instead and I practically jumped in shock.  Both hands, fingertips around the outside edges of each curve, moved inward as she brought her fingers together in a soft, sensual stroke that ended with my nipples both caught in the folded pads of her fingertips. It was erotic and delicious. I couldn’t help moaning.
 
    
 
   The tension drained out of me and I relaxed as she repeated the motion, playing with my nipple piercing and padlock jewelry.  It felt so sweet that just that simple caress made me surge with wetness.  I let out a lusty sigh designed to let her know just how much I was liking what she was doing.
 
    
 
   When people say they never saw it coming, they’re usually speaking figuratively.  Me? I never saw it coming literally.  I was blindfolded.  So when Julie switched from soft pleasure to something more intense it came as a complete shock.  Her open hand struck my right breast so hard that I both yelled and turned away, twisting from the pain of it.  It was only because I had a tight grip on my fingers that I was able to keep my hands from coming immediately down and covering my boobs.
 
    
 
   “Get back in position,” Julie said, her voice still emotionless, as if causing me pain and pleasure meant nothing.
 
    
 
   The sting was still there, only gradually being replaced by heat, but I straightened up and again turned to face her.  I tightened my grip on my own neck as I braced myself. I expected another vicious slap and instead the caress began again.  She teased me, softly and incessantly.  At first I stayed braced, expecting her to hit me.  But she continued the mind-blowing flutter of her fingers against my flesh, minute by minute until I had again completely relaxed, lulled into complacency by the pleasure.  Again it came as a surprise, even if it wasn’t unexpected, when her hand slammed into my left breast and I reeled from the blow.
 
    
 
   She hit me again, driving my body back the other way, beginning a cadence of spanks that left me breathless.  There was a burning sting followed by a surging heat as Julie hit me back and forth.  I sucked in air, totally unable to anticipate the strikes thanks to the blindfold.  She didn’t get into a rhythm either, making it even more difficult to anticipate the blows.  Not being able to see her, to adjust myself, even to turn slightly to change or mitigate the angle of impact, was absolutely awful.
 
    
 
   Julie didn’t let up till I let out a pain-wracked sob.  I couldn’t see them, but I was positive my boobs were both a dark pink.  It felt as if flames were racing from one nipple to the other, the heat a sensory perception that my lack of sight seemed to emphasize.  
 
    
 
   “Cup your breasts,” Julie ordered and I brought both my hands down and forward, clutching my burning curves, trying to massage some of the pain away.  Still unable to see, I felt her hand at my waist, only to feel the slight pressure of her removing the remote control from my back pocket. A second later the two vibroballs, both about the shape and size of quail eggs, rumbled to life, nestled in the soft and wet depths between my legs.  I let out a startled gasp as everything changed, the heat and pain washed away by the fresh sexual stimulation.  I felt a surge of moisture as I pressed my thighs together, clenching, and I couldn’t help pinching my own tender nipples between thumb and forefinger as the first waves of sexual urgency swept me away.
 
    
 
   Julie returned the controller to my pocket and left me standing there, tenderized and now marinating in my own juices.  I heard her puttering around, the jingle of car keys, and then she took my arm and led me forward toward the front door.  When it open I froze, a flash of terror flying through me.
 
    
 
   “Julie?” I asked timidly.  “My shirt?”
 
    
 
   There was a moment of silence and then I heard her shrug.  The rustle of cloth was unmistakable.  “So what? Keep your hands there.”  Then she pushed me out of the apartment and onto the concrete, mud-covered sidewalk.
 
    
 
   I was frightened. I couldn’t see. I could smell Julie, the sweet scents of coconuts and vanilla.  There was the rich smell of morning sunlight on live oak.  I could smell car exhaust, and someone making pancakes.  I could smell dust.  And still, I was scared.  Not of a neighbor seeing me, or even of me being dragged off behind the complex and screwed stupid.  Willingly or not.  No.  It was not knowing.  I couldn’t SEE.  I may be submissive but the reality is that I’m never out of control. Not really.  Submissives are the ones in control.  We can always say no.
 
    
 
   And I couldn’t see.  I had to place all of my trust in Julie.  There were no other options.  She locked the door, the sound of the deadbolt engaging solid, loud, and final.  She took my arm, my shirt flapping in the morning breeze, my hands cupping my tits like some sort of weird bra.  I expected a wolf whistle or a comment, but I heard nothing.  She led me through the parking lot, weaving me through the potholes until she opened a car door.  I got in, sitting carefully, hands still cupping my bosom while she moved around to the other side.  As the car engine roared to life and the scents of leather and soap and more marijuana hit me, Julie patted my knee.  
 
    
 
   “Buckle up, Bre.  We’re going on a trip.  Time to show the world those perky tits of yours.”
 
    
 
   And I let go, and even though I couldn’t see, I buckled up.
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
   Eventually I got tired.  You try holding your hands over your chest non-stop for an extended period of time and see how easy it is.  Crossing my arms only changed the position and made it easier to endure, not the effort or stress.  Julie’s car bumped and chugged along but I had no idea where we were or where we were going. The best I could do was a general indication of speed and as far as that went, I could only tell you that we weren’t on the freeway.  
 
    
 
   “Can I put my hands down?” I asked cautiously.
 
    
 
   There was a momentary pause. “Why would you not be able to put your hands down?” Julie asked.
 
    
 
   “Cause you told me to put them on my tits?” I replied.
 
    
 
   She laughed. “No, I suggested that you cover up. I don’t care whether you flash everyone.  Go ahead and drop your hands.  I’m sure that someone will appreciate it beside me.”
 
    
 
   I froze. Was someone else in the car with us? It was possible that someone had gotten in the car before I was led up to it.  I hadn’t felt anyone’s presence, but would I? I half imagined an unknown hand creeping over the seat to touch my shoulder, sliding down to my breast, fingers kneading and squeezing me, finding my nipple and delicately twisting.  The very thought of it made another electrifying surge of arousal shoot up from between my legs and up my spine until it seeped into my brain.  
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. Julie probably meant other drivers, passersby.  That sort of thing.  Regardless I kept my hands firmly cupping both breasts out of a sense of decorum.  Without being able to see the dash clock I had no idea how long we drove but it felt like twenty or so minutes.  I also had urges - non-sexual ones.  They all involved me ripping off the blindfold, restoring my sight. I began longing for it like a thirsty man needs water. The car ride was bad. Except for the buzzing between my legs I had nothing to distract me.  Is it so odd that I would surreptitiously begin pinching and twisting the tips of my own breasts?
 
    
 
   The sound of the tires changed as I felt the car slow and turn.  The recognizable crunch of gravel under the rubber filled my ears as Julie turned the car again and I felt a number of bumps.  Clearly we were not on asphalt.  We kept moving a bit more and then the car lurched to a stop.  Julie turned off the engine as my heart fluttered in half-terrified anticipation.
 
    
 
   “Get out,” she said heartlessly.  “Put your hands down and get out of the car.”
 
    
 
   I let go of my breasts, hoping there wasn’t a cop standing right outside my window.  “Where are we?” I asked, hoping to fill in some of the blanks in my narrative.  Despite the gravel my brain was picturing a busy parking lot.
 
    
 
   “That’s not important,” Julie replied.
 
    
 
   “The hell it isn’t,” I shot back. “Remember one of my limits is not going to jail.
 
    
 
   Julie let out an exasperated sigh.  “Breanne, I’m only going to say this once more.  Get out of the fucking car.  Question me further or protest and I’ll start hurting you.”
 
    
 
   Sometimes my mouth moves before consulting my brain. “So where are we?” I asked again.
 
    
 
   Suddenly there was a sharp explosion of pain at my left nipple and I gasped as I realized that Julie had just flicked a finger against the tip of my breast.  It hurt like hell but the pain did do one important thing; it made me want to open the door and shut the heck up.  My fingers scrambled at the handle and finally managed to get the door swinging.  I climbed out of my seat, my shirt still hanging open, my bare breasts on perfect display, my nipple still tingling from Julie’s flick, while my nether regions were slowly vibrated into sexual ripeness.  A flood of new scents hit me; dust and dew and summer grass.  I shut the car door behind me and instantly regretted it.  With the blindfold on I’d have to scramble to find the handle if I needed.  I heard another car door shut and then there were footsteps.  I stiffened until I heard Julie’s voice by my ear.
 
    
 
   “Now take off all your clothes.   Leave nothing on but your shoes.”
 
    
 
   My mind raced, trying to figure out where I was, if someone other than Julie might be there.  I realized I heard no cars, only the lonely drone of a faraway airplane.  That made some sense and the tension I was feeling began to drain away.  So I started with my shirt, slipping it from my shoulders and letting it fall down to my wrists. I hesitated for a moment, wondering if Julie wanted my clothing on the ground.  But when I didn’t feel her take it away from me I dropped it.
 
    
 
   “Stretch before you take off your shorts,” she told me.
 
    
 
   I paused but then nodded. “Okay,” I replied. I lifted my arms up and over my head, working through a few yoga poses Georgia had taught me. I tried to make them sexual, slow and sensuous, which wasn’t that had considering the vibroballs were both still purring in my wet well.  I wasn’t on the verge of cumming but I was quite aroused.
 
    
 
   Once I finished posing for Julie’s pleasure I unsnapped the button of my shorts and began working them down.,  The pink lace panties I was wearing hugged my hips tightly and I swiveled, guessing where Julie was standing so she’d get a nice view of my ass.  Then I did this cute little wiggle, making my butt jiggle back and forth.  She let out a little giggle in response, sounding like a cute little girl and I couldn’t help grinning. My shorts dropped and I felt the awkward pull off the vibroballs’ wire stretching from the ground back up to the inside of my panties.
 
    
 
   “Keep going,” Julie ordered.  I tried very hard to ignore the fact that I was already mostly naked, outside, in parts unknown, exposed and vulnerable, unable to see. Some part of me didn’t like it, terrified of the consequences, the humiliation of it all.  What the heck was a country cornhole farm girl like me doing out there?  It was that part of me that rebelled so strenuously, that wanted me dressed head to toe, quiet, safe, and unstressed.  But the other part of me loved it.  The exposure, the risk, the burning questions, the insatiable need.  I knew that my release would be ten, no twenty times the intensity than a quiet orgasm in the privacy of my bedroom.  All of it left me gush, a total rush that left me dripping wet and so aroused that the tiny voice of the other Breanne could only barely be heard, whimpering in the background.
 
    
 
   I pushed my panties down.
 
    
 
   The morning breeze caressed me like a lover’s hand and I reveled in it.  The only thing tethering me to the ground was the thin pink wire that emerged from between my glistening petals and trailed downward to my fallen shorts. My hips churned as sexual cravings seemed emphasized with my lack of sight.  I slipped my foot out of my flip flop and kicked off one side of my panties.  I must have looked silly, trying to maintain my balance on one foot, but I did it a second time, finally standing there totally nude, wearing nothing but the sandals, the sex toy buried inside me.  
 
    
 
   Julie moved closer. I could tell because I could smell the coconut and vanilla soap she used.  She stood in front of me and then I felt her hands come up to my neck.  The scent of leather filled my nose and then she was buckling a collar around my throat.  It wasn’t terribly tight but it was secure, a fitting reminder that I was nothing more than a sexualized object.  I could feel the cool steel ring that dangled from the front.  Then Julie’s hands continued to move, fingertips tracing down my arm to my hand. More leather appeared, wrapping around my wrist, the faint tinkle sound making it just as clear that bondage cuffs were going on.
 
    
 
   In short order my left wrist was cuffed as well and then she was on her knees.  I tried to arch the sole of my foot as she put on the first ankle cuff, but she pushed me off balance.  I could only imagine what I looked like.  Hot, sexy redhead, buck naked in the middle of god knows what, wearing nothing but bondage gear and flip flops.  How often does that happen?  Then Julie was back at my throat, clipping what had to be a leash to my collar.  She pulled me forward with a sharp jerk and I stumbled.  The vibroball remote clattered across the gravel between my legs.
 
    
 
   “Stop,” Julie said suddenly, then came closer. I heard her bend down in front of me, a breath of movement felt against my skin.  I felt the tension on the wire that emerged from my sex lighten and then there was a tearing sound that made me jump.  It was only duct tape and Julie held the vibroballs remote against my hip and taped it directly to my skin.  I wasn’t looking forward to when she ripped the tape off though. Julie stepped back and shook out the leash, once more tugging softly.
 
    
 
   “Walk forward.  The ground is clear.”
 
    
 
   I took hesitant, cautious steps. To her credit she didn’t lead me into any bogs or mud holes and except for the gravel the path she chose for me was navigable.  We took small steps and eventually I felt as if she were leading me in a wide circle, heading back to the car.  That’s when I smelled the aftershave.
 
    
 
   “What’s that?” I asked, stopping in mid stride. Julie’s tug meant nothing as I sucked in another lungful of air through my nose.  Yes.  There it was.  Definitely Gillette. The scent was unmistakable.  I stiffened, fright making my stress come back immediately.  
 
    
 
   “Who's here?” I squeaked.  The tension on my leash fell and suddenly Julie’s open palm slammed into my left breast.  It was a shock and I squealed, my hands coming up to cover my bosom once again.  As I gasped through the metamorphosis between sting and heat, I heard Julie’s forceful whisper in my ear.
 
    
 
   “It doesn’t matter if there are a hundred, or whether you know each of their names.  Now that earned you an extra twenty strokes. Keep your mouth shut,” she warned me.  Then she reached up and gave my right nipple both a vicious, tear wringing pinch, followed by a twist, using my piercing and the padlock charm as leverage. That elicited another anguished cry from my lips and when Julie yanked on the leash the aftershave was forgotten and I shambled forward.  A flurry of thoughts flashed through my mind.  Who was wearing the aftershave?  Were there a hundred people here, silently watching me parade naked across the gravel?  Did I know their names?  Would I even recognize them?  Why were they quiet?  And what did Julie mean an additional twenty strokes?  Was I about to get whipped?  Spanked?  Julie continued to force me to walk until I stepped right into the front of her car.
 
    
 
   “Oww!” I declared as my shins found her bumper.
 
    
 
   “Lie face down on the hood, arms above your head and spread wide,” Julie told me.
 
    
 
   I resisted the urge to say something nasty about my shins getting more abuse than my pussy, but decided that egging her on was probably not in my best interest.  I put my hands down on the hood, feeling the uncomfortable heat of the engine through the thin metal.  I lowered myself down carefully until my hips, stomach and breasts were all pressed up against the engine compartment. Almost instantly the heat felt as if I were being pan-fried and all that was really needed was some olive oil and a bat of butter on my ass.  I pushed my arms upward toward the windshield.  I expected her to grab my wrists, binding them behind my back, but instead felt her foot against my instep, kicking my legs wide apart.  I spread my thighs open even farther, my ankles wide until my sex was practically touching the hood as well.  I could even feel the heat of the ticking engine on my clit I was so close.   Something touched my ankle and I realized Julie had attached some sort of restraint to the bondage cuff.  There was tension and then my right foot was pulled even farther out, a bungee cord or rope securing me to the wheel well or hubcap.  She moved to my left side and repeated the process leaving me helplessly spread, with my ass sticking up in the air, back arched slightly.  Even had I wanted to close my legs it wasn’t going to happen without outside help.  The reality of my new predicament created a fresh surge of moisture between my legs and it dripped down wetly onto the hood beneath me.
 
    
 
   Julie grabbed my right wrist and my arm was pulled up to the driver’s side mirror. It took her a moment of creativity to get her bungee cord wrapped around the mirror and connected to my wrist cuff, but she managed after messing around with it for a minute or two.  She did the same for my left side, stretching me out.  I felt tension in all my limbs, along my spine, and even in the arches of my feet as the position literally forced me up onto my toes.  I can only imagine how I looked, draped over her car, bound and exposed, my dripping slit fully exposed.  
 
    
 
   Julie then moved away from the car a few steps, as if studying me intently, my backside the obvious focus of her attention.  I squirmed, feeling as if something was about to hit me, when suddenly she said something strange.
 
    
 
   “Okay. Now it’s time.”
 
    
 
   The sound of footsteps crunching on the gravel came from immediate behind me and the nervousness I’d been holding at bay exploded through me.  I tried to guess how many there were from the sound, but I couldn’t differentiate between the footfalls.  At least four, as many as a dozen.  I tightened up, clenching around the vibroballs humming inside me.  My chest, mashed against the car hood, heaved and I was close to panic.  Then the sounds ended and all I could hear was my own rasping breath.  
 
    
 
   Someone approached and I felt a light touch. I think it was Julie but I’m not sure.  They fiddled with the virboballs remote taped to my waist and I gasped as the two ovoid vibrators rattled and clattered inside me at full power.  Pressure waves built up within me, exacerbated by the fact that I was bound helpless, naked and exposed, with my rear and sex accessible and ready for use.
 
    
 
   And I couldn’t see.
 
    
 
   Had I not been tied down the feather light touch between my legs would have had me leaping off the damn car.  Someone, probably Julie considering the delicate caress it was, placed their finger just barely between my petals and began rubbing up and down.  She didn’t penetrate me, much to my consternation, and instead focused on driving me absolutely crazy. I gasped, then moaned, eyes closed, not carrying about my baking breasts or the group of people behind me.  This went on for a full minute or so, then the finger disappeared.  I heard the crunch of gravel but paid it no mind.  I was still swaddled in pleasure.  I was intensely aroused, bound in place, naked, vibrated internally and then pleasured.  How could anything matter at that point?
 
    
 
   There was nothing to warn me, not a whistle of air, not a cry, not even a grunt.  Something hard and flat and fast caught me right across the rump and had I not been bound to the hood of the car would have no doubt bowled me over the whole damn vehicle.  Suddenly the temperature of my ass went up by double digits and I let loose with a scream that could be heard for miles.  Holy fucking God that first spank hurt!
 
    
 
   I would have been kicking had the bungee cord on my ankle not held me tight against the grill and so the only thing I could do was bounce, mashing my breasts against the hot hood as I yelled and yelped and generally carried on.  None of this seemed to matter and evidently wherever we were my screams were not going to attract the attention of police. Whoever hit me that first time hit me again, scorching my bottom and turning my world into a scarlet haze as blistering pain blasted through me.  When the third stroke landed I couldn’t hold back the tears.  Forget arousal. Forget the nakedness. Forget the fucking vibroballs.  All I felt was the burning heat of that paddle smacking me across the buttocks.
 
    
 
   I received a full five strokes and I was sobbing when I felt the finger again.  Slowly, gently it was worked into my slit, never deeper than that first knuckle, swirling and spinning and stroking.  At first it did little to overcome the sensation of fire that set my nerves aflame, but after a moment I felt the first speck of need seep through the pain and then my sex reacted predictably, taking some of the discomfort of the paddling and transforming into something more carnal, more definitive.  Another minute of soft, sweet caress left me gasping, my hips jerking wildly as I tried, unsuccessfully, to get the swirling finger deeper into my sex. Instead it just focused on my clit, lightly rubbing. Vibroballs be damned I so wanted that single digit inside me.  Just as I was about to cum it disappeared, leaving me desperate and off balance.  I drove my loins up against the car, trying to fuck it, when the paddle made its ugly reappearance.  
 
    
 
   It wasn’t like I could see it coming either.  My bottom had just gotten to a point where it was throbbing with a dark heat when the next set of five strokes landed, quick and hard against my butt.  They weren’t quite as bad as the first handful had blistered my backside but I was still letting out wild yells of agony after each stroke finished turning my rear end into a morass of hot lava.I couldn’t stop clenching and rolling my hips, the vibration of the little toys inside me lost in the heat of the moment.  I was breathless, totally unable to catch my breath as the pain seemed to sparkle in my backside and then spread slowly throughout my body.  It didn’t help that immediately afterward the finger was back, teasing me, pleasuring me, tantalizing my flesh with slow strokes that only made me want to jerk backward, driving it deeper.  In seconds the pain of the second spanking faded and was replaced by a need so intense that I almost risked whatever punishment Julie would have inflicted upon me by asking someone, anyone, to fuck me.
 
    
 
   As it was, not earning extra punishment was probably a good thing because the moment I was close to cumming the finger was withdrawn again and batter number three stepped up to the plate, took hold of the paddle, and attempted to get a home run by slamming my clenched bottom into the bleachers.  My world went red, then white, then black and any other sensation I was feeling blurred into meaningless smoke as I tried to deal with the fact that someone had just metaphorically given my ass a thousand paper cuts, poured alcohol on me, and then just to be cruel, set it alight with a match.
 
    
 
   I blubbered through the next four strokes, just a tad bit distracted by the agony in my derriere.  Tears soaked the blindfold and then the finger was once again probing at my sex, working its way down and up and over my clitoris, rubbing me gently with soft strokes.  It took much, much longer to get me past the pain and back to cloud nine, my sobs turning into hiccups that left me feeling ridiculous as well as brutally abused.
 
    
 
   Finally Julie’s soft caresses got me back to the verge of orgasm and I was thrusting my hips back and forth, looking for all the world like I was fucking the hell out of the car rather than the buzzing vibroballs and Julie’s digit. I didn’t know what was coming next but a small part of hoped beyond hope that it wasn’t another spanking.  Julie had promised an additional twenty and since I’d only endured fifteen the very thought of what might be aimed at my bottom next scared the hell out of me.  As my clit rose to the constant attention my petals flared and wetness gushed from my depths.  Then the finger disappeared and the paddle landed violently across my buttocks.
 
    
 
   I know I wasn’t struck any more than five times, but I don’t think a spanking ever took longer than those final five blows.  My head rolled, my body tensed and relaxed and tensed again and pain and scorching heat and violent sobs made me shake.  My knuckles and toes were white from the stress and my red hair spooled out like blood from my head.  When it was over I lay there sobbing, wondering if I’d ever feel my ass again.
 
    
 
   There was whispering behind me, then more scuffling in the gravel and had I the energy to deal with it I would have tensed in expectation.  Instead the finger reappeared, stroking me, this time dipping deeper into my well.  I felt a tug on the wire that connected the vibroballs to the remote and I couldn’t help groaning as they were pulled out of my sodden depths only to be held tightly to my clitoris.  A fresh sensation surged through me as the fire in my bottom was partially quenched with immediate need.  I trembled with the residual agony of the spanking, only to have it mixed with the pleasure.  Then the vibroballs were pulled away and a finger near my waist turned them off.  The tape holding the controller to my hip was ripped away and then I was left naked and exposed.
 
    
 
   I expected another spanking, but it didn’t materialize.  Instead I felt pressure. Someone was standing behind me.  There was some laughter, soft words spoken, and then I felt it.  Cock.  It probed gently along my butt crack, seeking something and then I felt the penetration as it began slipping into my sex, spreading my swollen petals and sinking easily to the hilt.  I felt his hips against my inflamed bottom as he slowly thrust himself in and out, making love to me easily before picking up the pace.  My body responded predictably, the pleasure of his shaft and the pain of his body on my bottom, and in seconds I couldn’t control myself as the orgasm that had been kept so deftly out of reach finally came within my grasp.  I cried out again with all the passion and wantonness imaginable, my head thrown back as he put his hands down by my sides and leaned into it.  The car began rocking back and forth, taking me with it as he pounded himself into my depths with a brutal need. Finally I felt him stiffen as he grunted, driving as deep as possible before he froze with his cock inside me.
 
    
 
   I lay there half dazed, parts of me hurting, parts of me in a state of bliss.  My brain was only partially functioning, aware of only the most basic things, like the emptiness I felt when he got up.  But it didn’t matter.  Within five seconds my last lover’s cock was replaced by a freshly stiffened one that slipped into my sex with the same ease.  I bore it well.  I was already satisfied and while my bottom still ached abominably, it just made it easy to make the appropriate whimpering sounds I know men like to hear when they’re taking a woman.  It took another five minutes of butt chafing, but eventually the second guy exploded as well.
 
    
 
   There was no rest period for me between fucks.  Guy number three took his position and except for a difference in size and how long it took him to get off, there wasn’t much to delineate him from the others.  But by guy number four I was starting to get my energy back, and the repeated impalements were doing me a world of good in the arousal area.  As number four slowly worked his way through my well used hole, I began moaning, my bottom clenching, my hips beginning to rock.  I think everyone noticed it, especially number four, who came a few moments later.  That brought us to number five, who stepped up and slipped his cock into me immediately.  I reveled in it, clearly wanting at that point, which is why I think he pulled out.  His hand grabbed his shaft, moved it up two inches, and then drove the point of his spear into my already beaten, chaffed, burning, hurting ass.
 
    
 
   I am not a fan of anal sex.  The anus is an exit, not entrance, and it shouldn’t be used for sexual practices.  That said I’m an open minded girl and while I find it uncomfortable and sexually unappetizing, I tolerate it because so many people like inflicting it on me.  Of course, once so many people know I don’t care for it, fucking Breanne’s butt has seem to become a national pastime.  Plugs, cucumber, cocks, beads, balls, and whatever else people seem to think need to go up in there have made their way into my ass repeatedly.  I actually get up every morning and use a little mineral oil to lube my ASS, just because I’m worried someone will want to stick something in there.  How fucked up is that?
 
   
  
 

 
 
   I would have been fine if I hadn’t just spent an hour having the outside of my butt hammered and flattened into a bruised pancake.  Having someone thrust a large, rapidly pumping pole through there just made everything hurt more.  I screamed, yes - screamed, because it hurt. A lot.  But did anyone do anything about it?  Nope.  Instead the guy just picked up the pace, forcing himself as deep as possible.  Gone was the arousal.  Everything was about my sphincter being ripped wide open.  I sobbed. I cried. I whimpered.  It wasn’t until he too unloaded that I felt him pull free, leaving me aching in ways that really can’t be sympathized with unless you too have had something up your ass that was too big.
 
    
 
   I felt a hand on my back, running down my spine, softly caressing me, only to feel another cock against my rear.  I bit back a sob as I felt the head of his cock slip into the still gaping hole of my rear, but he only went in a half inch before pulling back out.  Then to my utter relief, he repositioned himself lower, his cock driving into my wet slit easily.  Both of us sighed and I arched my back as my internal organs, were put back into their proper place.  I deliberately lost myself in the pleasure of it, trying to ignore the hurt and it partially worked.  I earned back the arousal I had felt and was halfway to an actual orgasm when he finished, turning to granite inside me, his cock throbbing.
 
    
 
   There was no guy number six.  Instead I heard the low murmur of commentary and then Julie put a hand on me.  I could tell because it was her voice at my side.
 
    
 
   “Alright, let’s get her untied, except turn her around and lay her back on the hood of the car,” she said, obviously not to me.
 
    
 
   With five guys helping my wrists and ankles were freed in five seconds flat.  I felt myself pulled upright and fortunately they supported me because I wasn’t sure my legs were going to work.  They turned me around, my flip flops dragging in the dust, only to lay me back down.
 
    
 
   “Do you want her tied again?” someone asked Julie. I didn’t immediately recognize the voice, but it sounded familiar.  I would have tried to concentrate on it, except the contact of my ass with the hood of the car felt awful.  I hissed and tried to lift up.
 
    
 
   “No talking.  And no.  Just hold her down.  You two get her legs and open her wide,” Julie said.
 
    
 
   Suddenly my arms were pulled outward, tight hands holding the wrists, followed by my legs.  I was forced spread-eagled across Julie’s vehicle, open and exposed and vulnerable.  
 
    
 
   “Hey!” a man’s voice protested, followed by Julie’s “ssssshhh.”
 
    
 
   “I need your belt,” she said.
 
    
 
   I admit my blood turned cold.  I actually began pulling on the guys holding me, my body trying to close even before I knew what was going to happen.  I heard the sound of the belt being pulled free.  Then nothing.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, I told you I was going to punish you extra for opening your big mouth.  Twenty extra strokes.  So I hope you learn your lesson from this,” she said.  “This is going to hurt you way more than me.”
 
    
 
   What a stupid thing to say.  She was about to hit me with a fucking belt and she had to warn me it was going to hurt me more than her?  Can we please avoid the sorry, sad clichés next time?  As a “rule of thumb” maybe?
 
    
 
   What followed was a fast flurry of strokes straight to my clitoris and sex, the thick leather of the belt impacting heavily, stinging the top of my slit and then frying the petals.  I jerked wildly, actually getting one leg free before being grabbed again.  I opened my mouth and let out a yell that should have woken the dead, but I’m pretty sure we weren’t in a cemetery. The blows rained down on me, the most vicious of strokes I’d felt all morning, and half aroused as I was, the position of being held open, with my legs spread wide, my exposure to five sated guys, outdoors, God knows only where, my ass still on fire and aching, the whipping of my pussy did the opposite of what Julie may have wanted.
 
    
 
   It turned me on.
 
    
 
   My head rocked back and forth as my butt bounced on the hood of the car, my hips thrusting up to meet the belt.  The slaps to my sex were sounding wetter and wetter and my cries had turned from “oh God it hurts” to “Holy shit yes!”  They all could tell and I imagine there were wide eyes and silly grins.
 
    
 
   Twenty strokes?  Try more like forty, or fifty.  Each was a stinging wrist snap, slamming into my softness like a cardboard boxed flattened by a truck.  My thighs trembled as Julie lay into me and it was only when I screamed again, this time in frothing orgasm, sexually catapulted to heights I’ve rarely explored, did she stop.  My nervous system was short circuiting and I felt her lay across me, her mouth near my slit and then her tongue darted out, licking my clit.  A second wave of orgasmic pleasure burst like a secondary explosion and my world went dark as my brain failed to deal with the flurry of sensation.  There is just so much a person could handle.  I went limp and while I don’t think I passed out, it’s possible.  
 
    
 
   When I came out of my daze no one was holding me. I was still draped across Julie’s car, but sort of on my side, curled up into a fetal position.  Julie was holding me and I sucked in a choked sob as my brain rebooted and my body was finally able to send a damage report to the bridge.  The worst was my bottom, which still felt like someone had peeled the skin off and replaced it with a heating blanket set to high.  My anal sphincter felt… well… exactly like you’d imagine, while my pussy didn’t hurt at all.  It was just tender.  But there were other issues.  My arms and legs felt strained, as if I’d been running a race.  I had aches practically everywhere.  I let out an audible groan.
 
    
 
   “You’re back,” Julie said simply.
 
    
 
   “Oww,” I said softly.
 
    
 
   “Do you think you can stand?” She asked me.
 
    
 
   I considered it for a moment.  “Stand?” I asked stupidly.
 
    
 
   She slid off the hood and grabbed my arm.  “We’re not late, but this took a bit more time than I had figured.  We’ve got to get going.”
 
    
 
   I groaned again and let her pull me from the hood.  I took stock of the fact I was still naked.  The ankle and wrist cuffs were still on, as was the collar.  The leash dangled from it down between my breasts. 
 
    
 
   “Oh.  Sorry. I forgot.  Wait a moment,” Julie said.  There was brief, plastic-like clatter and then something touched my clit.  I pressed my thighs together instinctively.
 
    
 
   “It’s just your vibroballs, Bre.  Open up,” she told me.  I had trouble doing it, my body resisting what my mind told it to do.  Finally I spread my legs again, letting her run the first thick bead through my swollen petals, followed by the second.  They went inside me and I let out another whimper as she turned the controller up.  They were set to low, but I was totally unprepared for the sudden surge of renewed arousal the two vibrators caused inside me.  
 
    
 
   “Here, hold this,” she told me, shoving the controller into my hand.  She left me leaning against the side of the car as she opened the door.  “I’m going to put you in the back seat, lying face down. I’m pretty sure you don’t want to sit, right?”
 
    
 
   I nodded stupidly, wishing I could see her.  Was she actually being nice to me?  After all that?  “Right,” I muttered.  She took my elbow and walked me to the back door of her car.  Were the guys watching still?  Were they even there?  I felt Julie’s hand on the top of my head, pushing me down and in and I crawled, still naked into the back seat.  I curled up and felt Julie toss a blanket over me.  I closed my eyes, not that it meant a thing, since I couldn’t see, but it felt peaceful and right.  The vibroballs felt amazing and as Julie shut the door, I thumbed the controller to a higher level, up and up, until the two little balls were roaring inside me, swirling and clattering softly.  Julie got in the driver’s seat and started the engine, unaware of my buzzing fun.
 
    
 
   “Rest, Breanne.  It’s going to be a long day.”
 
    
 
   Part Three
 
    
 
   The drive gave me time not only to rest, but to think, something that a blindfold by happenstance sort of forces on you.  Without visual stimulation, something to look at, your brain can take a few extraneous turns quite on its own.  Most of my thoughts were focused on my physical condition, but as the heat continued to dissipate away from my rear end I began to realize the spanking I had gotten hadn’t really been as bad as I had thought.  In hindsight I understood what had happened. I was paddled, not caned or whipped, which meant that most of the damage inflicted upon my rear was only skin deep.  A gentle probing with my fingers revealed no welts and just sensitive, tender skin. I sighed. I’d literally be okay in two or three hours.
 
    
 
   Julie’s car bumped and jiggled along with me in the back seat, totally naked and trying, quite deliberately, to stay as low and out of sight as possible.  I felt exposed and awkward with my rump in the air like that, especially since I imagined it a nice rose color thanks to the paddling and sex.  My sight starved brain started imagining Julie zipping down the freeway, pacing other drivers, even waving to attract their attention before pointing to my exposed body in the backseat.  My rational brain chalked that one up to my over-active imagination, but it didn’t do anything to help my sexual predicament.  The vibroballs were buzzing at full blast between my legs and the idea of people looking at me was almost enough to push me over the edge. Again.
 
    
 
   We were on the road for no longer than twenty minutes and I never felt the typical acceleration needed to get on the freeway. That meant that wherever we were headed was still relatively in town.  I shifted, ostensibly to get in a better position but it also meant the vibroballs shifted inside me and more of my front was exposed.  The vinyl of Julie’s cheap backseat felt good on my butt and I made a conscious effort to resist the urge to put my hands down between my legs and see just how slippery and wet I really was.
 
    
 
   I felt the car turning and Julie began winding her way through what could only be a housing development, with curving streets and frequent stops.  Eventually I felt the bump that meant we had turned into a driveway or an alley and then Julie made another sharp turn and the car tilted backward as if pulling up on an incline.
 
    
 
   “We’re here. Open up,” Julie said.
 
    
 
   I hesitated a moment, trying to figure out what she meant.  “Do you mean sit up?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Not you, Breanne. I’m on the phone.”
 
    
 
   “Oh.”  Then I heard the muted sound of a garage door opening and Julie put the car in park.  I sat up gingerly.
 
    
 
   “Where are we?” I asked, my mouth moving before my brain kicked in.
 
    
 
   Julie let out a sigh.  “Breanne, that’s another punishment.  Are you trying to make this more difficult?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. I didn’t know what to say and instead began to straighten in my seat.
 
    
 
   “Give it a moment, Bre.  We’re out in public technically and I want the door opened before you get out of the car.”
 
    
 
   I nodded and waited patiently. A moment later Julie got out of the car and after she closed the door I could hear some muffled voices.  Then my door opened and Julie laid a single hand on my shoulder.  I crawled out, very aware that someone else besides Julie was standing there, even if they were quiet, and that I was literally naked except for bondage cuffs and collar.  I held the vibroballs remote in one hand and climbed to my feet.  Julie then manhandled me forward, up the slope of what was obviously a driveway, and into the garage.  The temperature was much warmer than it had been and the garage wasn’t much better. I heard the motor and then the clatter of the door closing and I stood there nervously until I heard Julie’s voice beside me.
 
    
 
   “I’m still here,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Thanks. I was wondering.”
 
    
 
   “You’re about to get tied up though,” she said to me.
 
    
 
   I digested that for just a moment. “Okay,” I said.  Tied up was good.  Right.
 
    
 
   Someone, and I knew it wasn’t Julie, touched my right wrist and pulled it forward until it was directly in front of me.  Then my left hand was brought forward and the two bondage cuffs were clipped together.  I was pulled forward, a man’s strength assuredly, and I felt his body as I bumped against him, stumbling toward whatever goal he intended.  Suddenly I smelled aftershave, this time Old Spice and I got immediately suspicious.  A garage, the aftershave lotion, combined with the scents of sawdust, machine oil, along with the sound of a fan all gave me sufficient evidence to make a pretty good guess who had me in his clutches.
 
    
 
   “Mike?” I said suddenly.
 
    
 
   There was a long pause and then he laughed.  “See? I told you she would guess.” Mike the Hardware Guy said.  
 
    
 
   “You still aren’t supposed to speak,” Julie said sharply.
 
    
 
   “The hell with that,” he retorted, then turned to me.  “Hello, Bre. It’s good to see you. I’ve missed you more than you could possibly imagine.”  Then I felt the pressure of his lips against my mouth as he kissed me.  I kissed him back.  Mike and I had actually been dating before Christmas, though I had sort of ended it right before the holiday.  Mike was a widower who had encountered me accidentally one day and become smitten. For a while we both thought that our relationship could remain a purely physical one, but he shocked me one day by saying that he wanted it to become romantic.
 
    
 
   I’m… well… to put it bluntly, I’m not that kind of girl.  I have issues, deep seated ones that make me uniquely unsuited to be someone’s spouse, or mate, or hell… even girlfriend for that matter. I’m emotionally unstable, a sexual addict, and don’t exactly respond well to a relationship of equals.  Hell, I don’t even respond well to a relationship based upon respect.  And yes, I know I have a relationship with Kari, and even with Julie, but the first defies all logic while the second is exactly what I’m capable of having - a sexually charged, dominant/submissive arrangement filled with mind-blowing orgasms and lots of pain.  
 
    
 
   Mike hadn’t handled it well when I “broke up” with him.  What kind of girl says she doesn’t want to date you, but has no problem coming over, stripping naked on the front stoop followed by allowing you to whip, spank, and fuck her, right after she gives you a blowjob?  See, to a guy, that sort of sends mixed signals.  But to be honest, Mike got too soft on me.  He cared too much.  Sure, he still hurt me, but I could tell. I was a person to him and that was the problem.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut, not a person. I’m an object and Mike couldn’t bring himself to treat me like that.
 
    
 
   In fact, he was still doing it as he gently led me to whatever god awful contraption he’d devised lately.  He lifted my arms above my head and my bound wrists were hooked to some sort of winch because a moment later there was a ratcheting sound and I was drawn upward, stretched out until I stood on tiptoe.  Mike took the vibroballs controller out of my hand and either hung it or set in something nearby because I didn’t feel as if the wire were under tension.  
 
    
 
   “How long is this going to take?” Julie suddenly asked, her voice a lot closer than I expected.
 
    
 
   I knew from the sound of Mike’s voice that he had given a shrug to accompany his answer. “Not sure. Probably about an hour, hour and a half tops.  Why?  You have to be somewhere?”
 
    
 
   Julie snorted. “We have another stop to make. You didn’t think you were the only one going to get a go at her, did you?”
 
    
 
   Mike reached out and touched me, running his fingers from just under my arms, down my ribs and along my hip, slipping his hand down toward my sex.  I gasped and the squealed. It tickled and he knew it. I squirmed away but couldn’t get very far since I was almost literally dangling from whatever was holding my hands in place.  
 
    
 
   “I know I’m not the only one,” Mike said sadly, his fingers still twirling in certain spots that left me breathless.  “But I am going to have my fun with her first.”
 
    
 
   “Then you better get to it,” Julie said succinctly.
 
    
 
   A single thick finger suddenly dipped into my sex, ramming the vibroballs deeper. I let out an explosive yelp and concentrated on re-oxygenating my body. For a moment I twisted, impaled and spinning on his hand until I was trembling with need.  Then he moved away and then there were all sorts of strange sounds emanating from around me.  I heard the metallic clank of a folding chair being opened and put on the concrete.  I heard the wet splatter of the garage sink faucet being turned on, and the drum like splash of a bucket being filled.  I heard tearing cloth.  I heard someone mixing mud.  And through it all I heard Mike humming away as if her were fixing his car or something.  Finally I sensed him near me and braced myself for the first agonizing welt, or spank, or pinch, or whatever, when instead I should have been bracing myself for cold.
 
    
 
   “Ahahhhh!” I gasped as something wet, cold, and a little slimy was carefully draped over my chest, just under my right collar bone and down over my breast.  It covered my nipple and I felt little trickles of water slip down my skin, slide under my bosom and then slip down toward my navel.  Mike didn’t stop there either. A second strip, then a third was placed upon my skin and I quickly realized he was coating me.  It only took him about fifteen minutes, but eventually I was wearing some sort of sleeveless shirt that covered my breasts, had a high collar and conformed to the actual shape of my body. It wrapped around my sides and across my back. He even made sure that the stuff he put on me stuck to the undersides of my breasts, matching my contour perfectly.  And my nipples were hard from the cold.
 
    
 
   But after a few minutes I felt the edges of the stuff start stiffen.  Breathing became a bit more difficult, if not hard and I heard Mike washing his hands in the garage sink.  When he came back over he slipped his hand down between my legs and found my slipper clit.  For him my wetness meant little and he pinched it between the fleshy pads of his fingers, twisting it lightly back and forth.  I couldn’t help it and I thrust my hips forward, practically begging for it.  Remember, the vibroballs were still purring and no one had turned them down.  Just that little bit of outside intervention, some attention to my clit, was just enough to push me right to the edge.
 
    
 
   “You want it Bre?” Mike whispered in my ear.  I couldn’t see him but I nodded, hoping he’d let me cum.  
 
    
 
   “You’re just a horny, little slut, aren’t you?” he asked, punctuating his commentary with tugs on my clit.  I almost swooned, nodding emphatically.
 
    
 
   “Maybe we need to clamp that little clity?” He asked, pinching just a bit harder.  Then he let go and violently rubbing it, fast and direct, and I found myself dangling from my wrists as my legs buckled.  Waves of pleasure blasted through me and my blood pressure spiked.
 
    
 
   “Hey! What are you doing?” demanded Julie. “You know the rules! No orgasms without punishment!”  I ignored her.  There was just too much going on between my legs.
 
    
 
   Mike laughed.  “I froze her tits and pinched her clit.  Isn’t that enough?”  Little sparks of absolute pleasure were shooting up from my clit like fireworks.  I let out a small whimper.
 
    
 
   “No. No it’s not. She cut us all off for five months.”  The seconds passed and all I could feel was the building explosion.  The pressure waves made my hips jerk against Mike’s hand.
 
    
 
   Mike shrugged. I could tell.  “It’s Breanne.  She’s a different breed.”  I shuddered, unable to keep myself back any more. I wanted it. I needed it.  
 
    
 
   “That doesn’t excuse her behavior,” declared Julie.  Please, let me cum...
 
    
 
   “Good Lord, Julie.  What do you want from her?  She’s already been caned, bastinadoed, rode that damn wooden horse, and from the state of her ass, been paddled.  What more can you ask?”  Mike clearly had been reading the blog since he’d just repeated a litany of punishments I’d recently had inflicted upon me.
 
    
 
   There was a long pause and then Julie spoke just one sentence that would have made my heart melt if I wasn’t in the process of approaching my climax. I bit down on my lip, my chest heaving, my body swaying as the adrenaline rushed through me.
 
    
 
   “I want her never to do it again.”
 
    
 
   And then I popped.
 
    
 
   Fifteen minutes later Mike took a pair of shears to my back, slicing through the now hardened shell of his makeshift shirt.  It was a distinctly odd feeling to have it come off me, like emerging from a cocoon. It actually had stuck to my breasts and there was an uncomfortable moment when I realized that my nipples were actually stuck in their own little hardened pockets, and my piercing and the padlock had to be manually removed from the shell.  Still, it didn’t take that long.  Finally I was lowered from the overhead bindings and allowed to give my toes a rest.  Mike puttered around for a few minutes.
 
    
 
   “How much time do I still have?”
 
    
 
   There was another pause.  “You’ve got about twenty minutes before we have to go,” Julie told him.
 
    
 
   Mike grinned.  “Twenty minutes is fine.  Care to join us?”
 
    
 
   I was pushed forward and led by hand toward the side door of the garage.  I was familiar with Mike’s house and even blindfolded I knew to lift my foot up to navigate the concrete lip between his garage and the porch.  I shuffled along with Mike’s hand on one arm and Julie’s on the other and then I heard the sliding door that led onto his porch open.  A blast of cold air hit me which actually felt good and then we were into the living room.  I knew the kitchen was immediately to my right, the dining room ahead of us, and that an old leather sofa would be to my left.  Evidently that wasn’t our destination because Mike led me through the house and back to the master bedroom, another room I was quite familiar with. 
 
    
 
   If nothing had changed in the last five months I knew that a queen sized bed would be sitting against the back wall, probably unmade with the sheets rumpled.  A handcrafted quilt would be bunched up against the footboard, which was actually a series of metal rungs.  I’d been handcuffed to them often enough to know they were sturdy.  The artwork in Mike’s master bedroom leaned toward sailboats, even though I knew he didn’t have a boat.  
 
    
 
   I was pushed down onto the bed by one of them, I don’t know which one and then flipped onto my back. I felt the blindfold slide a little, but it still didn’t let in more than a sliver of light.  Then rough hands grabbed my ankles and yanked me open even as more weight came down on the bed.  I heard cloth whisper against skin and the sound of a zipper followed by the rattle of a belt buckle. Female fingers swirled suddenly against my petals and I groaned as the vibroballs, still vibrating wildly, were pulled from my depth to clatter in the air.  The motors silenced a moment later as someone must have used the remote to turn them off.  I felt something hard touch my lips and realized that the vibroballs were dangling above my mouth.
 
    
 
   I opened up, tongue extended, tasting my own ripeness, and arched my back as a mouth came down on my clit.  I gasped, clenching my fists as Mike’s rough tongue swirled over and around the tiny nub at the top of my slit and I knew that things were going to go fast.  I was already wet and needy, despite the orgasms I’d already endured, and I made a soft whimpering noise to indicate how much I wanted him. But even as I felt the bed rock and the weight of him settle down between my legs, the vibroballs disappeared from above me, only to be replaced by Julie’s open thighs.  She mashed my head down into the pills, grinding her own soaked slit into my mouth.  I immediately stuck my tongue into her depths even as I felt Mike slip himself into me.  Sometimes there is nothing like a little threesome to make things go easier.
 
    
 
   I focused on Julie’s clit as much as I could but I admit I was distracted.  Mike is not huge, but he’s skilled and he knows not to just pump willy-nilly until he comes.  Instead he varied the speed, the angles, and the depth of his various penetrations, keeping me guessing and never letting me settle into a rhythm that allowed for the buildup of pressure.  Each thrust was a fresh surprise and while I know it was certainly what Mike needed, I was left in a sort of sexual limbo, aroused, wanting, but unable to achieve anything close to what was required.
 
    
 
   Julie on the other hand, was getting treated like royalty.  I’m very, very good at oral sex and it doesn’t matter if it’s a guy or a girl. In fact, I was eating pussy long before I was sucking cock if you really want to know.  And Julie was getting the best out of the deal.  It wasn’t longer than ten minutes before she was gasping, panting for breath, her hips jerking back and forth as I gave her a clitoral orgasm that I culminated with a deep thrust of my tongue.  I wanted to stick my fingers in her too, but she wouldn’t give me the access I needed.
 
    
 
   Mike came a few moments later and I felt him harden inside me even as Julie continued to use my face as a pony saddle.  By this point I was trembling with need and wanted a thorough fucking, but my groan of disappointment was swallowed up by Julie’s bald sex.  Mike grunted and pulled away from me, leaving my thighs glistening and my slit tingling.  Oh God I was horny.
 
    
 
   With everyone satisfied but me, I was left on the bed alone and I immediately put my hands down between my legs, fully intending to give myself satisfaction.  Except that clearly didn’t sit well with my captors.  Denying me sight wasn’t enough.  They also wanted to deny me orgasm, at least this orgasm.  Suddenly my hands were yanked upward and the bondage cuffs clipped together, except threaded through the steel bars of the headboard.  I whimpered and made a few other sad sounding noises as my recent lovers got dressed again.
 
    
 
   Soft fingers grabbed my right ankle and pulled it outward and half a second later my foot was bound to the bedframe.  Evidently Mike had left the necessary attachments on the bed, expecting me.  Then my left ankle was tugged wide, spreading me on the mattress in an inverted “Y” position.  Someone sat down on the bed next to me.  
 
    
 
   “Remember when I said you’d earned another punishment?” Julie asked softly.
 
    
 
   I stiffened.  I had asked where we were when we pulled up.  What was she going to do to me?
 
    
 
   “That will be twenty strokes,” Julie said softly.  Before I could even respond, or tense up, the sap slapped downward with a flick of her wrist, flattening my moist and wanton petals, stinging my clit, and setting every nerve between my legs afire.  Sexual need exploded inside me, the usual response to a sapping taking my breath away, forcing my back into an arch, setting my toes to curl, and leaving me a sopping pile of girl goo.
 
    
 
   She hit me again. The blows came fast and furious, setting me alight and for a moment I saw flashes of light, blinding stars exploding in the darkness of my blindness.  I couldn’t move. I couldn’t close myself.  I was spread taut, not even able to twist sufficiently to protect my delicate parts.  And then it all washed together; the pain, the pleasure, the sting, the heat, the wetness, the wanton desire.  And somewhere between perhaps the tenth and the fifteenth rapid impact of the small leather rectangle against my sex, I exploded with a teeth grinding cry.
 
    
 
   I barely remember the last few strokes, much less my tormentors letting my hands and feet go.  Still wearing the collar and the bondage cuffs I was picked up and carried, cradled in the arms of Mike the Hardware Guy, back into the garage, only to be set down on my feet and lowered into one of those metal folding chairs.  Dazed and smiling stupidly, I struggled to find coherent thought through the eddies of adrenaline and dopamine my brain had caustically dumped into my bloodstream.  Who needs drugs when there’s sex?
 
    
 
   It was Mike who lifted me up and I heard the tearing sounds of cloth ripping, but then realized I’d misidentified the sound the second something sticky was pressed to my left breast.  It was only about three inches long and positioned horizontally.  It stuck tightly and then a second piece of tape was torn.  I felt Julie press it against my right nipple, pinching it down around both my piercing and the small padlock that dangled downward.  There were more tearing sounds.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs wide,” Julie said perfunctorily.
 
    
 
   I did as ordered.  I wasn’t expecting any more sap strikes. I was pretty well sauced though.  I felt a strand of tape placed against my belly, just below my navel and then Julie pushed it downward.  It covered my sex, the adhesive sticking to the sides of my slit as Julie then brought the tape up behind me.  She tugged, giving me the duct tape equivalent of a wedgie and the tape began to fold, digging tightly into my slit.  Then I felt it go up between my buttocks as well and she brought it tightly up to the small of my back.  Another strand went around my waist like a makeshift elastic band, except it clung to my flesh.  
 
    
 
   “There.  Semi-decent,” Julie said.
 
    
 
   Mike laughed. “Hold on, I want to take a picture.”
 
    
 
   I stiffened. “No pictures!” I declared.  “You know the rules!”
 
    
 
   I heard a click and then Mike chuckled.  “I promise, no one will see it, sweetie.”
 
    
 
   I made a sharp frown but the effect of my glare was hampered by the blindfold.  “If I see that on the internet I will personally teepee your house, Mike.”
 
    
 
   Julie clucked her tongue.  “Come on, Bre.  We’ve got places to be.  Let’s get a move on,” She grabbed the leash and pulled me forward. I heard the sound of the garage door opening and a moment later felt the sun on my skin.  She walked me to the car and opened the door as Mike assisted me into the passenger seat.  The vinyl was hot and stuck to my skin as Julie started the car and we rolled backward, my blindfolded eyes unable to see where we were headed.
 
    
 
   Part Four
 
    
 
   Using Mike the Hardware Guy’s house as a starting point I had a pretty good idea which way we were heading and I tensed as I felt Julie speed up.  I may not have been able to see anything, but I knew it when we got on the freeway.  I-10 has this feel and from the way Julie sped up and slowed down, I knew she was trying to minimize the amount of exposure I was getting.  I wasn’t stupid. I knew that it had nothing to do with protecting my modesty or wanting to make things easier on me.  It was the fact that I was barely wearing anything and the sight of a bondage cuffed, blindfolded, mostly naked woman would attract attention and possibly a phone call to the police.  I winced as a thought occurred to me.
 
    
 
   “Julie?  What color is the tape?” I asked.  I could still feel the two strips that had been placed across my nipples, not to mention the folded and rolling strand that had been jerked up into my crotch.
 
    
 
   “Why?  Does it matter?” she asked curiously.
 
    
 
   I winced.  “It’s black, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed.  “You’re blindfolded. It can be any color you want it to be.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lower lip. “It’s black. I look like I’ve been censored,” I muttered.
 
    
 
   I felt her hand on my bare thigh sliding all the way up to where my leg met my torso.  It felt good.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, don’t worry about the tape.  It’s orange. Bright orange.”  She slid her hand farther down and I felt one of her fingers dig into my abdomen, slipping under the rolled strand of tape.  That tightened the whole strip, making it fold even more and dig into my slit. I groaned as she pulled a number of time, obviously trying to apply pressure to my clit.  Admittedly it did drive the idea of my censured exposure out of my mind as my body demanded I pay more attention to it.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure where Julie exited, but it wasn’t the Beltway or the Loop.  She took a back road and I can only guess that we were on Westheimer when she finally turned back west.  I had no idea where we were and only the occasional honk and laughter from Julie kept me aware of the fact that there were other cars around us.  Finally she made a sharp turn and I felt the wheels bump up, hit the pavement of a parking lot.  Julie swung wide and then a moment later parked.  She turned off the engine and got out without a word. I presumed she’d tell me what to do, but I was terrified of the idea that I was about to get out of the car on what I presumed was a busy street in the heart of west Houston.  My door opened.
 
    
 
   “Here, put these on,” Julie said.  “Your shoes aren’t appropriate for this venue.”
 
    
 
   I barked out a laugh. I was still wearing flip flops, but saying they weren’t appropriate for this venue while my attire, or lack thereof, was appropriate was hilarious.  Yet I lifted my hands and found myself clutching a pair of high heels.
 
   
Very high heels.  I slipped my flip flops off and left them in on the floor.  I couldn’t tell much about the new shoes.  I had no idea if they were black or orange, or whether or not they matched my bondage cuffs and collar.  All I knew is that they were stripper shoes, strapless, with open toes.  I got them on and then Julie helped me out of the car.
 
    
 
   I was taller, much taller.  Like nine inches taller.   Fortunately I’ve had a lot of experience walking in footwear like this.  Back in college I spent a number of afternoons learning to walk in extreme heels, motivated by a blond, sadistic dominatrix with a fucking paddle.  Trust me, when your butt is being blistered there is plenty of reason to learn balance and grace when walking in stupidly high heels.
 
    
 
   Still, I was glad Julie kept a supporting hand on my arm.  Walking in high heels can be a trial.  Doing it while blindfolded?  That’s lunacy.  Julie warned me before we got to the sidewalk and I still felt ungainly and off-balance.  We stopped while she opened a door and I almost tripped on the threshold.  I sensed darkness in the building we had entered and the air was cooler than outside, but not as cool as I expected.  Usually buildings in Houston are kept at a nipple puckering seventy two.  I’d have been surprised if the temp was lower than seventy four.
 
    
 
   The first thing I noticed was the smell.  It was good.  Food.  My stomach rumbled.  Something was cooking.  The floor I was standing on was tile and Julie paused as the door behind us closed.  I was just about to say something when someone spoke.
 
    
 
   “Hi!  You must be Julie and Breanne.”
 
    
 
   Oh great.  My reputation precedes me.
 
    
 
   “Yep,” Julie replied. I said nothing.  Generally the girl wearing the dog collar, bondage cuffs on ankles and wrists, who is leashed, and only saved from blatant nudity by a couple of questionable strips of black duct tape, doesn’t say anything.
 
    
 
   And despite what Julie had said, the duct tape was black. It had to be.
 
    
 
   The girl’s voice was high pitched and cute.  I wished I could see her. “Follow me please. I’ll show you to your table.”
 
    
 
   My stomach did flips. Were we at a restaurant?  I tried to match what I knew so far to the few restaurants that Kari had taken me to that might have tolerated my attire.  But the moment Julie led me down a few short steps and the thumping music hit me I knew that there was no way in hell that we were at a restaurant.  At least not one I’d been too.  I had no clue where we were.  
 
    
 
   We took a circuitous route, obviously moving around tables that I fervently hoped were empty. I didn’t hear any voices, nor did anyone reach out to accidentally grope me, so that was a good sign.  Finally Julie pulled up to a stop and I stood there waiting.  
 
    
 
   “Here you go.  Andrea will be your server and she’ll be by in just a moment.”
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” another voice said.  It was rich and mature and I froze, trying to place it.
 
    
 
   I felt Julie touch me. “Turn toward me, Bre.”  
 
    
 
   I twisted to my left and faced Julie.  She reached up, nails pulling at the edges of the duct tape along my left breast.  I braced myself, knowing what was about to come and sure enough she ripped the adhesive backed strip right off my tit.  It felt like she pulled off the nipple with it, but other than clenching my teeth I kept quiet.  Then she started in on my right and I almost actually thanked her when she decided to free the tape from my piercing and the padlock by hand, rather than just rip it off.  Next Julie pulled loose the strap that went around my waist.  The strip of rolled up and folded tape that had been wedged up between my legs stayed right where it was until Julie told me to spread myself and her questing fingers pulled it free, leaving me naked except for the cuffs, collar, and shoes.
 
    
 
   “Kneel,” Julie commanded and I sank down to the floor.  The carpet was plush and wasn’t too hard on the knees, but then that other voice, the silky mature sound, which was very, very familiar, came.  
 
    
 
   “Greet her, darling.”
 
    
 
   I sensed her before anything else, and I knew that someone was kneeling in front of me. Suddenly there were lips on my mouth, soft and pleasant and feminine and tasting of strawberries.  She touched me then, a hand coming up between my legs, fingers slipping into my wetness, touching me softly.  No one had stuck the vibroballs back in me after Mike’s place so I was empty and I really noticed it for the first time as I was suddenly filled.  I groaned as the kiss went from lips to tongue and I brought my hand down to the girl kneeling with me.  She was petite and dressed, but I slid my hand down to her skirt and lifted it. It was certainly short enough and when I reached beneath she wasn’t wearing panties.  My hand found her wetness and I pushed my own middle finger into her slit, eliciting a warm groan from her.
 
    
 
   Alissa. It had to be.  She favored strawberry lip-gloss.  Alissa was a girl I had met when Kari and I joined the Society of the Golden Rose.  She had been under the thumb of an abusive woman who didn’t understand the basic concept of what it meant to be a dominatrix, much less a submissive and Alissa’s story was sad.  Kari had been offended and taken drastic, and not quite legal action to get Alissa out.  We’d taken her to a close friend of Kari’s named Sara, a litigation lawyer who ran a successful practice up in the Woodlands.  Sara was a hardcore lesbian and once Kari had staged a successful coup of the Society, had willingly joined.  Alissa became her guest, then submissive, and I suspect partner by this point.  Alissa worked as a saleswoman at a department store and was working on getting her paralegal certification.  It was one of those rare times when things just worked out really well.
 
    
 
   It also explained the rich, mature voice I’d heard.  Sara must be there.  Instantly I felt a peculiar itch cross my bosom and I knew exactly where that had come from.  Sara had an unusual fondness for two things: canes and boobs.  I knew that had I slid my hands under Alissa’s blouse I’d have felt the welts crisscrossing her own chest.  Nothing dangerous mind you. Sara understood limits and safety.  But still, she’d take things right to the edge if you let her. I’d been on the receiving end of Sara’s attentions before and it was not an easy thing to bear.
 
    
 
   Alissa broke the kiss and pulled her hand away and I knew that she was bringing her slick fingers up to her mouth. I followed suit and tasted something both salty and fruity, resisting the urge to tackle her to the ground and go down for seconds.  Julie tugged on my leash and I stood.  She pushed me and a moment later I felt the table against my hips and then her hands guided me into a chair.
 
    
 
   It was comfortable, I grant you that, even on my recently paddled behind.  I put my hands on the table and I felt someone next to me take my hand.  
 
    
 
   “It is so good to see you again, Bre.” It was Sara and she squeezed my hand. “Obviously Kari kept us in the loop, but both Alissa and I are hoping you’ll be coming back to SGR meetings as soon as you can.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed.  Going back to the SGR meetings meant subjecting myself to some pretty intense sexual torments, but in retrospect, how could it be any worse than what I’d already endured at the hands of both Kari and Julie?  
 
    
 
   “Thank you Mistress Sara,” I said politely.
 
    
 
   There was a light thump on the table in front of me. “Alissa and I got you something to celebrate your return,” Sara said.
 
    
 
   I closed my hands and found a package with a bow stuck on top.  Opening a present blindfold is a whole new experience and I found trying to feel seems and tape to be frustrating.  After a few minutes of fumbling I managed to get the paper off. The box was already opened and I felt tissue paper and something hard. Pulling it out instantly told me that the object weighed a good three or four pounds and within seconds I knew it was a vibrator of some kind.  But it was unusual. First of all it was insanely large, like almost as big as my Core Driller dildo, which is twelve inches long.  It was thick too, as thick as a cucumber or my wrist.  Lastly it had ridges.  Not sharp ones, but it wasn’t just a straight cylinder.  This thing was knobby.  Suddenly I realized that not putting the vibroballs back inside me at Mike’s place was probably done on purpose.
 
    
 
   “See how it fits,” Sara urged me.
 
    
 
   Right.  I was already naked in a restaurant.  Why not stand up and shove a twelve inch long vibrator up inside me too?  I stood and was just spreading my legs when a new voice brightly interrupted.
 
    
 
   “Hi! I’m Cindy and I’m your waitress.  Can I get drinks for everyone?”
 
    
 
   Julie grabbed my arm and squeezed lightly. “Don’t stop,” she hissed in my ear.
 
    
 
   Trembling, I picked up the vibrator and brought it down between my legs.  The tip pressed against my clit and I pushed it lower, coating it in some of the juice that was still leaking from my slit.  I let out my breath, unaware I had been holding it, as Sara, Alissa, and then another voice gave their orders.  I stiffened in alarm, my head cocking sideways until I realized that Isobel and Madeline must be there too.
 
    
 
   Isobel was another friend of Kari’s who was introduced to the SGR a few months after I had met her at one of Kari’s parties.  Madeline however was the former maid of the SGR’s matron, a bitch of a woman who had ruled the society with an iron fist and something that bordered on blackmail.  What none of us had realized was that Madeline was a closet masochist and hadn’t wanted to be just an employee.  One night she had showed up at one of Kari’s suborned meetings and spoken quietly with my best friend.  At the next meeting Madeline had crawled in ahead of Isobel.  Another match that seemed to work well.
 
    
 
   “Hello Mistress Isobel,” I said softly.  “Hi, Madeline.”   
 
    
 
   “Breanne.  It’s good to have you back.” Isobel said. “Madeline isn’t here. She had to work and couldn’t get off.”  
 
    
 
   That was new. Last time I heard Madeline had been working directly for Isobel as a real maid servant.  I guess I’ve been out of the loop longer than I thought.
 
    
 
   “And what would you like to drink?” Asked Cindy the waitress.
 
    
 
   I paused, not sure if she was talking to me.  Julie gave my arm another squeeze.
 
    
 
   “Diet Coke?” I asked plaintively.
 
    
 
   “Very good,” Cindy said brightly.  “Is this a birthday party?” she asked.  Well duh, obviously.  At least one of us was wearing just our birthday suit.  
 
    
 
   Sara spoke up.   “Not exactly. It’s more of a welcome back party.  Breanne was ill and wasn’t able to indulge our tastes.  Now she’s back.”
 
    
 
   Cindy made a knowing grunt.  “I suppose that explains the collection on the next table,” she observed wryly.
 
    
 
   Collection?  Collection of what?
 
    
 
   “Bre?  The vibrator?” Julie reminded me.
 
    
 
   I jerked, realizing I still had the tip of the damn vibrator pressed to my clit.  It wasn’t on or anything, but I was beginning to get seriously wet.  Ignoring Cindy’s presence I began pushing the tip of the monster sized sex toy into my hole. It spread me open, just like the Core Driller does and as more and more went in the more uncomfortable it got.  Finally I had as much as I thought I could handle, with at least an inch or two sticking out past my petals.  
 
    
 
   “Sit down,” Julie ordered as the other women discussed menu options.  Gingerly I took my seat, trying to make sure that my weight was appropriately located on my buttocks and not where my own body could drive the vibrator deeper in.  It was still very much silent inside me and I was actually grateful.  I could just imagine how big a motor, or motors for that matter, that could be fit inside that massive tube.
 
    
 
   Julie then turned my attention to the menu, which seemed pretty limited actually.  Finally I couldn’t stand it any longer. I dipped my head toward Julie.
 
    
 
   “Where are we?” I asked. “This isn’t a normal restaurant.”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “You aren’t supposed to ask. You know that”
 
    
 
   I bit my bottom lip. “But it’s driving me crazy!” I told her. “I’m the one sitting here naked!”
 
    
 
   “Well, I’ll tell you, but it’s already earned you another punishment.”
 
    
 
   I groaned. “Really? Please? Come on, Julie!”
 
    
 
   “Twenty strokes.  Are you going to do this on every stop?”
 
    
 
   Had I not been blindfolded I would have glared at her.  Strike that. I did glare at her.  She just didn’t see it.  But then finally she told me.  “We’re at a strip club.”
 
    
 
   “What?” I blurted out.
 
    
 
   Julie laughed again. “A strip club.  Someone knows someone.  Place is practically empty.  There are two guys here, on the far side of the room, along with two or three dancers who are just as naked as you are.  Admittedly they’re staring more at you than the girls. I think it’s the cuffs.  They’re quite fetching.”
 
    
 
   I digested all of that for a moment.  “Thank you?” 
 
    
 
   She patted my hand.  “What do you want to eat?”
 
    
 
   The next few minutes were occupied by all of deciding what we wanted for lunch.  Julie read me the menu and I ended up deciding on a grilled chicken salad for the expedient reason that wherever I stabbed the fork would be permissible.  Cindy delivered our drinks and left with our orders and just as I was about to take a sip of my diet cola, the vibrator I was sitting on suddenly roared to life.
 
    
 
   Please make note that I am not using the word “roared” lightly.  Think “surged,” or “revved,” or “burst”.  Any of those would work interchangeably.  All I knew was that I’d gone from the sexual equivalent of about three miles an hour to about ninety.  Gasping, I spilled my drink, splashing diet Coke down my front, which had probably been the point.  I groped for a napkin while trying to reconcile the fact that I was now ostensibly mounted on something thick, long, knobby, and violently shaking.  As I found my napkin roll and opened it up, all I could think about was the setting.  Was this thing set to high, and if not, would it shake the fillings right out of mouth later?
 
    
 
   “Bluetooth.  All you need is the code and the application,” Sara said to the others.  They all made appropriate cooing sounds as I struggled to keep from moaning, all while dabbing the napkin against my skin.  
 
    
 
   Twenty seconds later I was flushed and about ready to cum.  I tried to make it clear to the others without being to obvious about it, but since we were at a strip club I knew I could get away with a “When Harry Met Sally” type moment pretty easily.  Sure enough the soft-throated moans made Sara pull her smart phone back out and the rumbling intensity between my legs subsided into something that only had me heading toward the cliffs of orgasm at a fast walk, instead of an adrenaline laced sprint.  My hips were already jerking when Cindy’s voice accompanied the scents of our lunch.
 
    
 
   To give Sara credit she turned off the massive vibrator while we were eating.  I suppose running the risk of me choking was not worth the fun of watching me twitch through a vaginal orgasm.  The conversation was mostly gossip about other members of the Society.  Brooke had bought a new car and “baptized it” by sapping Lynda in the back seat while the poor girl was under orders to masturbate.  Mistress Margaret had gotten stopped by the police for having Lisa, her petgirl, on a leash at a dog park.  Lisa had been dressed, somewhat, but Margaret had gotten a ticket.  Georgia had been approached about her own yoga video. Stuff like that.  I ate and shifted back and forth, the width and girth of the vibrator more than enough to keep me uncomfortably aroused despite the motors being off.
 
    
 
   Of course the real oddity in this whole meeting was Julie.  She wasn’t a member of the Society of the Golden Rose.  She wasn’t really the type, at least she wasn’t six months ago.  The dominatrixes of the Society were all upper class types, lesbian women got their jollies being powerful and setting the rules.  Almost invariably they were older than their submissives though there were a few exceptions, and all of them were financially well off. There were dues that each member had to pay, just so they could all afford the meeting rooms, which were located in a business district in south Houston near Rice University.  Julie couldn’t have afforded the dues, not on a manager’s salary at a small time junk jewelry store, even if it was a national chain.  And then there was the fact that dominatrixes with the society had to have one other thing.
 
    
 
   A submissive.  I might have been serving Julie that Saturday, but no one questioned the fact that I was Kari Ander’s slave girl, not Julie’s.  But as I chewed my chicken and tried to ignore the thick plastic rod that I was impaled upon I tried to be more open minded.  Julie was clearly engineering some sort of change.  She’d started associating with Kari last year, surprising me when she’d invited Kari over for an Abuse Breanne party of sorts.  Kari was terribly out of place in Julie’s apartment, just as Julie had been at Kari’s place the previous summer.  So what had motivated Julie to go brunette, ditching her peroxide blond and sky blue doo?  Where did the punk rock vixen go?  The old Julie would have been wearing combat boots with orange neon laces with that little black dress, and probably crimson lace undies.  But she’d put on heels.  Respectable, sexy ones.  Was Julie trying to grow up?  
 
    
 
   I chewed my food and resisted the urge to bounce up and down.  Actually, if Julie was ambitious, then making friends with the Society was a major league no-brainer.  Hell, I’d been offered jobs by some of Kari’s friends, politely turning them down because had I left the farm no one would have been able to run things for my parents.  They’d have had to sell.  Sara had once tried to set me up as a legal secretary for a criminal defense attorney she knew.  It would have been a great job for me, especially since I had wanted to go to law school myself, but again - family issues had prevented me from accepting it.
 
    
 
   I ate slowly, mulling it over in my mind.  But it all came to an end because the moment it looked like I was chewing on the last bite of my grilled chicken salad the vibrator turned back on.  This time the vibrations weren’t quite so intense and I realized that Sara must have blasted me for shock effect the first time.  With my sex clamping tightly around the monster vibrator I slowly rode my way back up the elevator toward climax.  I was getting close, bouncing involuntarily and letting out little whimpers when Sara announced that it was time.
 
    
 
   “Stand up, Breanne and keep your legs together.   And no cumming either,” Sara warned.
 
    
 
   I stood up, but the vibrator wasn’t making it any easier to follow directions.  It immediately tried to slip out. “I’ll try Mistress, but frankly this vibrator is making things difficult.”
 
    
 
   “Alissa, help Breanne keep her vibrator in,” Sara told my fellow submissive.  Suddenly I no longer had to press my thighs together to keep the massive toy buried between my legs.  Alissa was kneeling in front of me, her lips kissing my bare thigh, he hand pressed upward against the base of the vibrator. 
 
    
 
   “Good.  Now spread your legs and lean back against the table.  Arch your spine and push your breasts forward,” Sara said to me.  I moved my feet apart and felt Alissa get a better grip on the base of the vibrator. The little minx actually let it slip maybe a full five or six inches before gently pushing it back in.  Talk about intensity.
 
    
 
   I let out a tiny whimper as I realized what was coming.  With my weight on my hands behind me, leaning against the table, and my breasts now presented, I figured whatever collection our waitress had referenced earlier was about to get used.  I couldn’t see so I didn’t know if anyone had moved to watch, or if we’d garnered extra attention, but my over active imagination pictured the other guests of the strip club changing their tables to get a better view, while the few dancers sat in their laps with hostile glares. Nothing pisses off a professional more than slutty poachers.  Trust me.
 
    
 
   But none of it was my fault, or even in my control.  I stood their braced, breathing through my nose and trying to think non-arousing thoughts, which was becoming increasingly difficult thanks to Alissa’s in and out comprehension of the world “hold”.  I found myself thrusting my hips forward, rocking in time to the penetration when suddenly something thin, sharp, and whippy drew a line of fire across my bosom.
 
    
 
   I cried out and almost fell since my body’s first instinct was to grab my boobs and protect them from further assault.  That didn’t work out so well for me though and I ended up twisting and rocking, my teeth clenched together as I let a high pitched whine escape through my lips.  Just as I felt like I’d gained a measure of control the thin wooden branch was again whipped across my chest and felt like a hot brand drawn across bare skin.  The targets of choice were quite obviously my nipples and blindfolded I was absolutely sure that not only had I been cut open, but that someone had coated the cane with lemon juice.
 
    
 
   Someone, or perhaps two someones, grabbed hold of my wrists and a flurry of fast strokes landed across my bosom, each blow leaving a stripe of red, inflamed skin that I could only sense through tactile sensation.  The pain of a hundred bee stings seemed to enfold my bosom, only to be replaced by the combined heat of a thousand hot pads, scorching firebreaks along the front of my body.  What I wouldn’t have given to have Julie press my glass of diet Coke against my breasts, one at a time.  Five strokes landed with force, each punctuated with a full length thrust, a unasked for gift from Alissa who thought that she might be able to mitigate some of what was coming by making sure I was on the verge of sexual epiphany.  
 
    
 
   My chest heaved when something new hit me.  The angle was different but I recognized the impact and sound of one of those rubber floggers, the kind that had about a hundred different little strands.  It made a walloping sound and stung like the dickens, but didn’t actually hurt, which was a nice change from the cane I’d just previously been marked with.  That didn’t change Alissa’s response.  She still thoroughly and purposefully ran the full length of my new plastic toy through my nether regions, pulling it almost completely out before seeing if she could actually bury a foot’s worth of plastic wrapped mechanics in my guts. I rose up on tip toe, changing the angle of Alissa’s thrusts and dramatically altering my physical response to the vibrator.
 
    
 
   The flogger hit me five times across the chest and I heard Isobel grunt in satisfaction.  My breast stung but it wasn’t bad.  Only the welts seemed to hurt deeper.  I felt Julie loosening her grip on me and then I was pushed upright, no longer leaning backward on the table.  She then brought my wrists together behind my back and clipped the bondage cuffs to each other, leaving me bound.  I heard her step away but I was slightly distracted since I had neither closed my legs nor had Alissa stopped “holding” in the dildo.  Methodically and rhythmically she continued to thrust the vibrator into me, its sheath trembling in her hand.   At some point it increased in tempo and I knew that Sara must have been jacking with the controls.  I quivered as any last objection my rational brain had at public exposure was lost in a sea of desperate sexual need.  Had I not been blindfolded I would have closed my eyes in rapture.
 
    
 
   Of course the blindfold is also why I didn’t see the next stroke coming.  Something flat and solid, like a ping pong paddle maybe, hit my breast.  I felt Julie behind me, reaching around my body, smacking my right side with gusto.  Heat blossomed and I cried out, rising up on tip toe even as Alissa began ramming the vibrator in.  Five strokes went by fast and Julie switched sides and laid into my other breast, leaving me hot and breathless with my bosom throbbing before she was done.
 
    
 
   I exploded too.  It was quiet, and contained, and quite powerful, but Alissa knew and she held the vibrator in, pushing it as deep as it would go while her thumb dug into my clit and rubbed.  It was just the combination of stresses.  Is it any surprise I’d pop like that?  Under those circumstances?  Fluids streamed down my thighs and I sagged slightly.  But did that stop Aliss or make Sara turn down the vibrator?  Hardly.
 
    
 
   “That was… incredible,” Cindy’s voice came from nearby.  I was only barely cognizant of what was going on. I just knew that I didn’t want Alissa to stop. Ever.  
 
    
 
   “She still has her punishment coming,” Julie said but I wasn’t sure who she was talking to. I doubted it was Cindy though.
 
    
 
   “Put her on that little stage there,” Sara said.
 
    
 
   Julie reached around me and her hand intercepted Alissa’s, pulling the vibrator completely from my sex and getting a groan out of me that made it clear just how much I liked the buzzing monstrosity.  It almost didn’t vibrate, but thud.  Talk about intense.  
 
    
 
   “Here, hold onto this,” Julie said to Alissa and I suspect Julie handed the massive vibrator to the petite brunette opposite me.  But it was Sara who spoke next.  
 
    
 
   “Alissa, put that somewhere tight and keep it safe for Breanne.”
 
    
 
   Since the vibrator was still buzzing I could hear it.  Then that buzzing was distinctly muted and the accompanying gasp from Alissa made it pretty clear where she was “holding” my new vibrator. I wished her luck, especially since Sara hadn’t turned the setting down.
 
    
 
   “Oh my God,” Alissa said in surprise, her voice tight and stressed.  I couldn’t help letting out a chuckle.  No one matches me on endurance. No one.
 
    
 
   I felt Julie’s hands on my wrists and the bondage cuffs came loose from each other. I still felt the leather wrapped around each limb, but the metal clips connecting them had come loose.  I moved my arms and rubbed the sore muscles gently.  Then Julie pushed me forward about a dozen steps and then spun me.  I almost broke an ankle in the high heels and instead opted for falling over, which was totally okay because as I cried out a waist high wooden platform interrupted my fall.  I let out a gasp as my still aching bottom landed first, followed by hip and shoulder, but then Julie was grabbing my legs and I had no option but to scoot backwards or have the skin on my ass ripped off my body.
 
    
 
   Things were still a whirlwind for me and it wasn’t until Julie began positioning my legs that I suddenly understood what was happening.  She bent my knees and then pushed outward, setting me in a sort of loose butterfly position.  Alissa must have been pressed to come over and hold one knee because I heard my new vibrator coming closer and then there were hands on my left knee.  Someone else grabbed my right side, though I’m not sure who.  I was pretty sure however, that it was Julie who wielded the leather sap that struck me between the legs a moment later.
 
    
 
   I’m a masochist, more specifically a sexual masochist.  Which basically means that if the pain applied to me has a sexual quotient I’m a billion times more susceptible to it.  Breaking my arm, or pushing pins under my fingernails is not the kind of thing that gets me hot and wet.  I’ve endured all kinds of sexualized torment before too.  Clamps, objects, ice, heated dildos, pins, wax, and half a dozen other things.  But nothing, and I mean nothing, does to me what a wet, slow, hard sapping to my sex can do.
 
    
 
   I know. I’m sick.  Messed up.  But you have to understand that it all starts with this amazing stretch of your inner thighs.  That is a signal that something is about to happen down there and always arouses me.  Then comes the first stroke.  Soft or hard, it doesn’t matter.  The rectangle of leather comes down and bites first into my clit, flattening it, the shockwave exploding outward, making my skin ripple as my loins tighten in response.  It’s a sharp “crack” which is then accompanied by this amazing sting that makes my clitoris swell and burns down along my labia.  In seconds there is this surge of moisture as my sex contracts as if it were already wrapped around a cock, and that’s when the next blow lands, reigniting the sting as if I had a fresh paper cut and a bit of lemon juice was just poured on it.  Except now I’m already wet and ready and wanting. That sting goes from my clit to my petals, making them swell as well and in seconds I’m bucking, thrusting upward as the sting fades into this amazing, deep penetrating heat that nothing but a scorching bottom spanking can match.  By the third stroke the impact of the sap sounds wet, as if someone were hitting a mud hole with a belt, and I’m gushing, eyes tightly closed, toes curling, so desperate that I can feel the orgasm building inside me.  Don’t stop.  Keep hitting me.  Hold my legs open. Spread me wider.  Push down on my knees.  Make it hurt.  Hold my wrists!  Thrusting upward, meeting the sap as it comes down, feeling it curl around my mons and over my sex.  The petals smashed open, burning, stinging, swelling, wet need and oh God… please… more… right…  *gasp*  there….
 
    
 
   Julie tossed the sap away and bent down, her mouth locking over my swollen clit as I trembled and shivered through the orgasm.  From the sound of things Alissa was getting close to her own release but it meant little to me. I was still lost in the exquisite waves of agony and ecstasy inflicted upon me and I’m pretty sure my eyes weren’t even working correctly since they were rolling around with little direction.  It took me a minute or two even to realize that my toes were still curled up tightly in the high heels and my fingers were closed into tight little fists.  I relaxed, opening up as much as I could and took a deep, shuddering breath.
 
    
 
   “Alissa dear, please give Breanne her vibrator back.  She’ll need it when she opens her next present.”
 
    
 
   Alissa didn’t say anything, which was right and proper, but I could tell, I could feel her disappointment.  The muted sound of the massive vibrator changed as she drew it out of her pussy and then I realized what was about to happen. I half sat up, pushing my hand down between my legs to cover my sex, but Julie caught my wrist.  Before I could do anything else I felt the tip of the vibrator against my clit.  It’s difficult for me to describe the sensation. I was already sensitive, tender, and swollen.  All women can experience over-sensitivity to their private parts, it’s how each of us deal with that makes us who we are.  Kari for example, who is beautiful, smart, sexy beyond belief, and dangerously creative, can’t handle stimulation after orgasm at all.  It’s agony for her.  She will literally go crazy, violently crazy, if you even LICK her clit after she’s cum.  Trust me.  I got kicked once in the face and that was enough for me to learn my lesson.  
 
    
 
   Julie is another interesting example.  She’s mid-range.  She can handle multiple orgasms, even if they’re clitoral, but after the third she says that any further stimulation hurts unless it’s something really soft, like my tongue.  And even then she arches her back and tenses like she’s lying on a bed of nails.  And then, then there’s me.  Oh don’t get me wrong. I get sensitive too.  Just like Julie.  There’s just one sick, psychotic difference.  It hurts and that turns me on.  The arousal increases my ability to tolerate the pain and it makes me want MORE stimulation.  Which is why I can handle hours of the sap stinging me between the legs, or even that massive vibrator.  It still hurt, but it also just made me want more.
 
    
 
   Alissa didn’t just put it in me.  That would have been a blessing.  No, she rubbed the tip up and down my clit, working me forward into what was obviously another orgasm in the making.  She kept one arm on my knee while Julie held my wrists and someone else took my other calf.  I cried out, twisting and fighting it, but there was little I could as the three women holding me down and torturing me worked. Suddenly my right nipple was being twisted, the little padlock used as a lever and more pain shot through me.  The orgasm from the sapping had already been enough to get me in the mountain range and I found myself right back where I had been just a few minutes before, standing on the edge of a massive explosion, all clitoral.  
 
    
 
   Alissa reads me well and just as I tensed and began to pop, she shoved the vibrator deep into my sex.  That changed the clitoral orgasm into something much deeper and visceral.  I cried out, arching my back and just letting go wildly.  I felt a mouth on my left nipple and Alissa was pumping the vibrator in and out.  Ripples of wild energy blasted through me.  Hands touched me everywhere and as my brain began to shut down, flooded from the hormonal mixture of absolute and uncontrollable sexual release, my vision, which had been dark from the blindfold, exploded with lights.  Little fireflies danced across my vision and then… then they went away.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure how long I was out, but I was still lying on the stage.  My legs were pressed together, the vibrator was in me, but off, and I seemed to be resting comfortably. I let out a groan and started to sit up, only to find that both Alissa and Julie were right there next to me, putting out hands.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” Julie asked with concern.  
 
    
 
   I nodded, my mouth dry. “Water?”  A moment later a glass was held to my lips and I gulped greedily.  The cold liquid cleared my sex-soaked brain of some of the afterglow and I groaned as my legs reported some unique aches along my inner thighs.  I was too scared to move and touch my clit, to check how bad the damage was, but I knew I needed to get to my feet.
 
    
 
   “Whoa… wait a moment girl.  Take it easy.  You blacked out.”
 
    
 
   I made a dismissive grunting noise. It wasn’t the first time I’ve passed out after orgasm. It just doesn’t happen very often. In fact, if I were counting, I’d say this was the third time ever.  And it usually happened after unusually intense sexual stimulation.
 
    
 
   “I’m okay,” I said, though my voice sounded far away.  I put my feet down on the ground and let them help me sit up.  I felt the massive vibrator dig into the stage I was sitting on and I clamped my thighs tightly as I did a half hop downward, wobbling only momentarily before I was able to take a little baby half step forward.  Then I realized I had no idea where our table was. I was wearing a blindfold.  How could I be that stupid?
 
    
 
   Julie took my arm.  “Here,” she said and guided me forward. She led me to my seat and I sat down, feeling the twelve inch long vibrator jam itself back into my depths. I groaned and leaned forward, putting my head on my forearms, which I crossed and set on the table.
 
    
 
   “That was remarkable,” Isobel said to me.  “I’m glad you’re back, Breanne. I’m looking forward to the next society meeting. I presume you’ll be up for punishment for leaving your mistress without a slave for so long.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t reply.  The words “slave” and “submissive” are frequently and improperly used by some within the BDSM community.  Usually those who don’t know much about too.  To put it bluntly, slaves have no rights.  They cannot refuse anything their master or mistress tells them to do. There are no limits, no boundaries.  It requires there to be either total trust between slave and Master or for there to be no trust whatsoever, with some other coercive force at work.  Submissives on the other hand are the power behind the D/s relationship.  Everyone thinks the dominant partner is in control.  That’s cockswaddle.  It’s the submissive who is actually in control.  She can always say “stop.”  Or worse… “no.”  
 
    
 
   Unfortunately there is a false, mythical “romance” component to the word “slave” that many in the Society have adopted, indicating total obeisance on the part of the submissive.  Kari’s been trying to change the language use without much success, so while I internally bristled at the thought of being anyone’s “slave,” I knew arguing semantics with Mistress Isobel would be pointless.
 
    
 
   That said, she did bring up a major consideration.  At each Society meeting, which occurred once a month on differing weekends, mistresses could put their submissive up for punishment.  It frequently became a monitored roundtable of various torments applied by whatever interested mistress wanted to help.  I was a popular subbie at the Society because my tastes were wide and I could handle more than practically any other girl except Alissa, who could pace me for tolerance if not endurance.  Kari had occasionally loaned me out as well, which I found interesting, but those are stories for another day, or perhaps another novel.  A Bouquet of Golden Roses perhaps?
 
    
 
   Julie tapped me as a small hollow clatter landed directly in front of my arms.  “Open your other presents, Bre.”
 
    
 
   I lifted my head. I was tired. I wanted to sleep actually. I was done.  Finished. Caput.  But I reached out with exhausted hands and took hold of the box.   It wasn’t wrapped and instead I just managed to open the cardboard top, my fingers exploring gingerly.  To be honest, I was scared of what might be in the box.  I already had a new monster vibrator, twelve inches long and three inches thick inside me.  What if there was a butt plug in there?
 
    
 
   I should have realized that the box was too flat for something like that though.  It was a standard clothing box, the kind you get from department stores everywhere.  And when my questing fingers finally made it inside I touched clothing, material.  Carefully I tried to make out what I was holding.  At first I thought it was a skirt. It was light cotton, slightly rough, and the top was so wide that I thought it was supposed to go around my hips, except ride stupidly low.  But it just didn’t feel right to be a skirt.  It was too short, unless that was the point, and I set it aside in confusion as my hand found a second item in the box.
 
    
 
   Now I was even more confused.  This was obviously the skirt. It had pleats, a tight waistband, though it was clear it too was meant to be worn down low, under the hips.  But it was long enough to be respectable, which surprised me.  The only oddity was a series of buttons along the front, a few of which were open down low, that became a slit, just one that if it kept going would show all the way up my inner thigh.  Talk about sexy.  Wow.
 
    
 
   “Put them on, Bre.  Let’s see how you look,” Sara said, her voice making it clear how much she wanted to see me in the new clothes.  
 
    
 
   I shook out what I now knew was the top. “Do I have it facing right?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “It’s a peasant blouse, Bre.  As long as you don’t try to put it on upside down you’ll be in good shape.”
 
    
 
   So I lifted the material over my head and pulled it down.  I managed to find the arm holes and then the thing settled down.  I could feel the edge of collar against the top of my forearm, just below my shoulders and the material continued across my chest at just enough height to keep my cleavage from showing.  I know some of you are already letting out a sigh of exasperation, as if a cleavage you can ski down, showing spectacularly, is the only way a girl can be sexy or something.  Trust me, you wouldn’t have been disappointed.  Why?  Because the blouse was only like five or six inches long.  The material flared out over my breasts like a curtain or table cloth and the thin material just sort of draped over them.  The lack of length made it quite obvious that the bottom half of each breast was overtly and clearly exposed.  It was the sort of shirt that made people want to reach out and cup me, to fondle, to slip their hands underneath and caress me.
 
    
 
   “Very nice,” Isobel observed.
 
    
 
   I wondered how just nice it was because I could feel the breeze swirling around my bosom.  Everything from my nipples down seemed to be exposed to air, if not plain sight.  I’d worn blouses like this before, but never one quite so… exposing.  Had I skipped around the table each jump would have exposed my entire bosom.
 
    
 
   “Put on the skirt,” Alissa said brightly.
 
    
 
   I lifted out the skirt, though it took a moment for my grasping hands to find the bloody thing on the table.  I started to stand and felt the vibrator slipping.
 
    
 
   “Ummm, I’m not sure I can do this.  The vibrator wants to come out.”
 
    
 
   There was a little titter of laughter.  “The vibrator wants to come, or do you?”  Sara asked, the innuendo rich in her voice.
 
    
 
   I blushed crimson, which probably couldn’t be seen in what I know accounts for lighting in a strip club, even one barely open.  
 
    
 
   “She’s got a point,” Julie interrupted.  “And that’s my present.”  Another box was shoved into my hands. This one was wrapped, with a small bow and despite the blindfold I made short work of it.  Inside was a pair of panties, the lace kind that left absolutely nothing to the imagination and were scratchy and uncomfortable if worn longer than five minutes before a lover rips them off.
 
    
 
   “That should hold in the vibrator, right?” Isobel asked.
 
    
 
   “Only one way to tell,” Julie said nonchalantly.  So I slipped my feet out of the stupid stilts… oops… I mean high heels… I was wearing and worked my toes into the new bottoms.  The panties didn’t feel good going up my legs either and when I pulled them tight they snuggly fit around my waist and legs, tightly keeping the base of the vibrator firmly buried in my slit.  I was about to reach for the skirt when the vibrator came back on, though at what must have been its lowest setting.  I gasped and fell forward, catching myself before making an attempt to crack the table with my forehead.  I was still sensitive, painfully so, and despite the vibrations being internal instead of applied to my clit, in seconds I was once again desperately wet.  But I’ve been wet many times.  I steeled myself, took a deep breath, and straightened.
 
    
 
   The skirt slid up my legs as I concentrated on ignoring the vibrator.  Julie amused herself by downloading the application that controlled the vibrator to her smart phone while I managed to get the skirt on with Alissa’s help.  It really did sit nicely and once it was settled I could imagine what it looked like. 
 
    
 
   Alissa slipped her lips near my ear.  “It is earth brown and straight,” she whispered. That helped.  I knew it was riding under my hips, so I had to be careful about how I moved or the whole thing could just slip down more.  Fortunately my butt was in the way so I figured I’d be okay, especially with the heels on.  What concerned me though was the buttoned slit, which hadn’t been closed.  I took an experimental step and felt most of my right leg emerge from the slit and a waft of cool air brush my thigh and my lace covered petals.  I turned and faced Alissa.
 
    
 
   “Am I flashing?” I asked, not caring if everyone heard me, or the answer.
 
    
 
   Alissa giggled.  “You’re wearing black lace panties with paisley swirls on them,” she said simply.  “And I know that because I can see them, not because I saw them.”
 
    
 
   I sighed.  “One button? Please?” I begged.  There were three dominatrixes there and any one of them could have granted my request. 
 
    
 
   “Put your shoes back on, Breanne.”  Julie’s voice was clearly amused.  “We’ve got another appointment and I don’t want to be late.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t say anything as I swung my foot around, looking for my shoes.  My toes finally found the high heels and I slipped them on, but inside I was trembling.  I wasn’t sure I could handle more.  Another appointment?  How much more could I possibly take?  The vibrator suddenly went into overdrive and I gasped, almost toppling.  If Julie hadn’t taken my arm I would have fallen.
 
    
 
   “Just till you’re on your way,” Sara said playfully.
 
    
 
   There were a few kisses goodbye, all of which were accompanied by a hand stuck up my blouse to caress, squeeze, or pinch.  By the time we were done and I was being led away from the table my hips were swinging again and I was having difficulty concentrating.  Cindy said goodbye to us on the way out and then so did the cute sounding greeter. I felt the sun on my face as we emerged out into the parking lot.  Taking a deep breath I let Julie lead me to her car.  She took a moment with her purse and I felt the Vibrator slow and then go silent.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” I gasped, sighing in relief.
 
    
 
   Julie snorted.  “Don’t thank me. I’ll turn it back on eventually, but you’re leaking and I don’t want you ruining that skirt.  It’s really nice.”
 
    
 
   I grimaced. “It’s not my fault.”
 
    
 
   Julie unlocked the door.  “Yes it is.  If this sort of shit didn’t arouse you there wouldn’t be a puddle forming between your heels.
 
    
 
   I glanced down, totally forgetting I couldn’t see.  Then my mouth puckered in defiance. “I am NOT puddling.”
 
    
 
   “Get in the car, Bre.”
 
    
 
   And I did.  A moment later we were heading down the road, heading west, toward our next appointment.
 
    
 
   Part Five
 
    
 
   It took about thirty five minutes to get where we were going and all I could tell was that we were heading back toward Katy.  I know because we got back on I-10 and I could feel the sun on my face and knew we were going west.  Julie was quiet and despite the fact that I was still had the vibrator impaled quietly between my legs I was feeling better than I had on any of the other drives we’d been on.  First of all was the fact I was dressed.  The skirt came down almost to my knee and while the unbuttoned slit showed practically everything, it would take a sharp eye to be able to see my black lace panties much less the round protuberance I could feel against my thighs were the base of the vibrator was sticking out. It was also nice to have my breasts covered in something more tangible than duct tape.  Sure, I could tell that the material was thin, probably translucent in the correct light, and that it was mere drapery for my boobs, loose cloth that only barely covered them.  But at least they WERE covered.  In retrospect I know that the peasant blouse was even MORE erotic and sensual than the duct tape, hiding just so much and making those who were looking at me want a better glimpse, knowing I probably wouldn’t mind.
 
    
 
   Clothes make the woman, you know that right?
 
    
 
   I had no idea where we were when Julie pulled off the freeway and drove us through a series of back roads that finally led us to another parking lot.  Not being able to see was driving me nuts.  The urge to reach up and rip off the blindfold was slowly becoming tangible and my brain was craving sensory stimulation that didn’t involve large, twelve inch long, three inch thick, vibrating plastic posts.  
 
    
 
   I said it before even thinking.  “Where are we?” I asked as Julie stopped the car. I regretted a half second later and actually clapped my hand over my mouth.
 
    
 
   “You don’t fucking learn, do you?” Julie said in exasperation.  “This one is going to be worse now too.”
 
    
 
   “Worse?” I asked, dropping my hands, a quivering sensation in my stomach.   
 
    
 
   “Yes, worse. Now stop asking questions before you earn an additional twenty strokes on the ones you’ve already won.”
 
    
 
   I wanted to ask for clarification on whether I’d earned any just then, but decided keeping my mouth shut was the better option.  Julie got out of the car and walked around to my side, opening the door and helping me out.  The bondage cuffs on my wrists and ankles tinkled slightly as the metal clips rattled with my pitiful attempts at standing up.  The high heels I was wearing still made it awkward to get out of Julie’s low slung car.  As I stood a gust of wind hit me and the entire peasant blouse I was wearing swept up, exposing my front.  I cried out and brought my arms up to cover myself, snagging the material and pulling it back down in fright.
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “Well if everyone wasn’t already looking at you because you’ve got red hair, wearing bondage cuffs and collar, along with a slutty outfit, certainly are looking at you now!”
 
    
 
   I felt a flush of heat hit my face as I imagined a crowd staring at me.  With one hand firmly braced across the front of my shirt, I squirmed a little as I Julie pulled out her cell phone. I know because a moment later the vibrator started up, and on a setting higher than low and not quite as mind-blowing as what she and the other SGR mistresses had inflicted upon me earlier. I let out a gasp, pressing my thighs together, my hips jerking just a bit as my sex tightened spasmodically around the massive, shaking toy.
 
    
 
   “There now,” Julie said satisfactorily.  “That should keep your mind in the right place.”  Then she took my arm and began leading me away from the car.
 
    
 
   Admittedly I was just a tad bit distracted.  Between making sure that the wind didn’t handle flashing my boobs and the vibrator I had little mental power to pay attention to the curb, much less the concrete, outdoor stairs Julie led me to.  Had I been a little more with it, I might have recognized the place right away.  Instead I suffered through a small orgasmic wave before Julie stopped me and then wrapped on what was obviously a door just a few inches away from my nose.  It opened quietly, but I could hear the air seal popping and then I was pushed forward.  
 
    
 
   Whoever had let us in didn’t speak but I immediately caught the scent of vanilla and strawberries.  I got the impression we were in an apartment, which was reinforced a moment later when I was moved into a new room and then pushed down on a mattress.  I still had no idea where I was, or who I was with, but I knew Julie was there so I kept my mouth shut and let them move me like a puppet. Fingers deftly dealt with the skirt and a moment later I discovered that it opened all the way, like a wrap, exposing my panties, which they took off.  The vibrator slid off and I heard Julie turning it off as it was laid aside. They left my blouse on, except lying down made the material spill upward toward my throat.  I could tell both breasts were fully exposed.  My heels were gently removed and my legs bent at the knee.  A leather strap was placed on my thigh, high up, and my foot brought close, the ankle cuff connecting to the strap easily.  They ran nylon rope through the backs of both knees and spread me open like a butterfly, all before binding my wrists together and to the top of the bed. In a lot of ways, it was very similar to what Julie and Mike the Hardware Guy had done to me.
 
    
 
   Except what happened next was NOT similar.  I felt the brush of long, long hair on my body and then the person who was not Julie put her mouth down upon my clit. It was definitely a woman. I gasped and arched my back, a feeling of utter pleasure sliding through me.  She ran her hands up my body, using just her nails, but not scratching or digging in, just touching, until she got to my nipples and flicked them lightly.  I about blew it right then as the pleasure mounted and the first waves of orgasm hit me like a MacTruck.  Suddenly I knew who was touching me, licking me, loving me.
 
    
 
   “Becca!” I gasped, tensing as the explosion tightened inside me.  She let out a slight laugh and then two fingers were slipped into my well, doubling up the intensity and kicking my ass right back out over the chasm of orgasmic delight.  This went on for some time and Becca’s mouth found all the right spots as she pleasured me in mind-blowing, fully lesbian ways.
 
    
 
   Becca is one of my weirder friends.  Or at least, weird in the sense that she among all of my lovers is the only plain vanilla girl.  She’s got long, long brown hair, the color of freshly turned soil, with little streaks of natural blond flowing through it.  She is taller than me, but not much, with full lips, gorgeous eyes, and this delicate, soft demeanor that makes you think of cotton, or pillows.  Physically she’s enough to make men’s mouths water, but she is dedicated to the feminine way of things and she knows how to pleasure a woman.
 
    
 
   She also does not like BDSM.  She isn’t into power games, or dominance and submission.  She believes in total equality between lovers.  She is not a sadist either, taking no pleasure in causing or giving pain.  Nor is she a masochist.  Hurt her, she hurts and thats it.  She doesn’t understand my penchants or interests and if she had her way, would take me from them and wrap me in soft quilting for the rest of my sexual life.  
 
    
 
   Which is why I generally don’t let her have her way that often.  I’m all for sweet sugar, but I like my spice too.
 
    
 
   But tied down?  At her whims?  At her mercy?  Her delving fingers and tongue and body wrapped around mine and made me sing.  She did things to me that had me quivering, my fingers clenched into tight fists, all with just the questing bliss of her tongue and fingers.  She swirled and dipped, tasted and rubbed, flicked and teased, playing me perfectly, all with one obvious goal; having orgasms.
 
    
 
   I think I had three; one big one and two more soft little waves that still counted, before there was some sort of chiming sound that came from the side table.  I heard Becca let out a sigh of disappointment, and despite having her tongue against my clit at that particular moment, with me heading toward orgasm number four, she pulled away and left me on the bed by myself.
 
    
 
   “Don’t hurt her too much,” I heard her say wistfully.  Then I felt a new weight on the bed, and different fingers.  Something was laid against my spread open legs, but also touched the soles of my feet and all I could tell was that it was circular, with my wet petals somewhere in the center.  Then I felt a sharp pinch along my right labia, followed by another lower down as someone, I suspected Julie, began attaching a series of light but strong plastic clamps to my folds.  A moment later both sides of my slit were sporting four clamps each and then my pussy was pulled open, the clamps drawn outward toward the ring.  
 
    
 
   Okay, I recognized what Julie was using on me.  It was one of those circular wooden rings with holes drilled for the strings and little pressure clamps that enabled Julie to draw the clamps out toward the edge of the ring.  The final clamp went on my clitoral hood and pulled it upward.  I’d never actually been subjected to this kind of torment before and found it distinctly uncomfortable, if not intriguing as well.  I felt open in ways I’d never before dealt with. Julie then took a narrow tipped vibrator and set it against the string that led to the clamp on my clit and held it in place.
 
    
 
   I had been smothered in sweetness.  Now it was time for the spicy.  Oh my GOD.  I went rigid on the bed, thinking it couldn’t get any better when suddenly I felt the pins of a Wartenberg wheel being run up my thigh.  Julie pushed it lightly against my flesh, right into the clamped petals of my sex, sending little sparks of pain rushing through me.  It rolled upward, pricking my outstretched folds, all the way up till she got to my clitoris.  Then she went back and forth until I was strained to the point of breaking.  The vibrator moved down and pressed against my clit directly and Julie moved, running the pinwheel up my body to my breasts.  There she dug in deep, running the spiked wheel over my nipples and perforating my epidermis as I squealed and squirmed beneath her.  This went on for seemingly forever and every time I felt like I was close to cumming she moved on, leaving me desperate and wanting.
 
    
 
   Then came that same chiming noise and Julie pulled the vibrator and pinwheel away from my body.  Then she loosened the clamps, freeing my well-spread and sauced sex from the… uh… whatever the wooden ring thing is called.  I felt her rise off the bed and then sit back down.  Except it wasn’t Julie.  Again soft hands touched me, caressing my stretched thighs, the soft arches of my feet.  I swooned in pleasure as Becca once again rubbed me.  It was like getting a drink of water in a dry desert. I wanted her, needed her so badly.  And when her mouth latched down on my abused clit it was all I could think of.  A moment later I was cumming hard, bucking up into her.
 
    
 
   She swung a leg over my body and the scent of her arousal was more than enough to guide my mouth. I couldn’t touch her, or even reach her, but she knew how to move and a moment later the soft petals of her own sweet slit came within licking distance of my mouth and I lifted my head and took my first sip.  I suddenly wished she’d untie me. I wanted to wrap my arms around her legs and hold her to me. I wanted to feel her body tremble against mine as I made her cum. Instead I had no control whatsoever.  She held herself against me, then pulled away, controlling how much I could do.  I whimpered because she didn’t stop what she was doing to me and the overload of orgasmic pleasure I was feeling demanded reciprocation.  You just do that to someone without letting them do it back to you!
 
    
 
   I realized that Becca was actually trying to get me to cum again, as if she were on some sort of clock, but despite being multi-orgasmic, I’d been cumming all morning and half the afternoon. As amazing a mouth as Becca had, it wasn’t enough to push me back over the edge before the chiming bell sounded again and she disentangled herself from my body with a final long lick that left me trembling.
 
    
 
   I waited, not sure what to expect, but when it did come it was a total surprise.  Suddenly something extremely hot splashed down upon my left breast, covering the nipple, only to leave a trail of fire right down my body, over my navel, and coating my clit and petals that only a moment ago had been in another woman’s mouth.  I didn’t scream per se, but I sure as hell cried out and bucked.  Evidently that didn’t matter because a second stream of hot wax spilled down and coated my other breast and flowed down to my nether regions.  I twitched violently as some of the paraffin coated the soles of my feet, bent up just underneath my groin.  It was searing hot and my swollen and open petals had allowed quite a bit into my inner slit.  
 
    
 
   Julie let me and the wax cool down a bit before she struck.  I’m not sure what it was that she hit me with, but it was hard and narrow and she started at my breasts and made short little strikes downward until she got to my mons.  Then she seemed to focus on cracking and flaking every little flow of wax melt until my slit was stinging and my clit felt three times bigger.  I was jerking and crying with each strike and then Julie grabbed that little, narrow tipped vibrator again and held it to my clit as she pinched and pulled on my folds.  I went nuts, twisting and begging as she changed hands and then began flicking my nipples, twisting the hard nubs until I couldn’t take it any longer.  I cried out in another explosion that left me sagging, limp putty in her Julie’s hands.
 
    
 
   And she didn’t stop.   She kept right on vibrating my clit, ignoring the copious discharge and the mess of wax chips.  I realized I was over-sensitized, and the burning I was feeling wasn’t residual heat from the hot waxing.  I began bucking, my body a wild thing on the bed and Julie through herself across my leg, holding me down and making sure that I had no recourse but to endure the touch of her powerful vibrator against my clitoris.  
 
    
 
   “Please Julie! It hurts!” I begged her through clenched teeth, my hips jerking wildly.  
 
    
 
   “I know, Bre. I want it to hurt!” Julie replied, her body weight holding me spread and down.  I began blubbering as my overloaded nerves revolted against what was being done to them, refusing to send the right signals.  I thrust up and the vibe rammed hard against my clit, as if I’d been kicked between the legs.  Julie didn’t seem to like it and began slapping my breasts back and forth with hard, short spanks that left me breathless.  My world spun and went red and most of the pain was centered on that one delicate spot between my legs.  I had no sense of time, just of waves of pleasure and pain, mixing and combining, separating and tearing at me, until if you had asked my name I would have merely mewed in confusion, all while offering myself up for whatever abuses you wished to heap on me.
 
    
 
   And then the timer chimed again.  The vibration stopped.  The spanking ended. The weight left the bed.  I let out a choked sob and then well-oiled hands rubbed my thighs, stroking upward.  But rather than going to my sex, the fingers slid by the gooey tortured center of my body and went up over my belly.  More oil was spilled onto my skin, coating my sides and then shoulders and then up my arms.  I felt a body straddle mine, naked and just as slick as I was, hips churning as Becca used her actual sex to caress my leg.  My breathing calmed and I crooned as the over-sensitivity seemed to disappear.  She brought her fingers up to my breasts, cupping them gently, using her palms on my sore nipples.  Oil slick movements made us slide against each other and she used her breasts and legs and sex and hands to touch every part of me.  
 
    
 
   In automotive terms for you guys, I slipped a gear and went into neutral.  The tension drained out of me and as my breathing calmed as pleasure washed over me.  I didn’t fall asleep, but it came close and only the eventual caress of Becca’s hands on breasts, then lower as she took single folds of my petals and rubbed them so gently that you would have thought I were made of glass kept me awake. It was just enough to keep the motor running and prevent me from stalling out.
 
    
 
   I was still floating on the metaphorical sexual equivalent of cloud nine when I realized that eventually the timer would chime once more.  Becca would be gone and I’d have to deal with Julie again. And what would she do to me?  That thought, in and of itself, was enough to recreate half the tension Becca had massaged out of me.  I felt running, except I was bound to the bed, spread open.  Even Becca’s fingers on the soles of my feet, on my petals, and eventually my clit itself, was insufficient to get me ready for what Julie would do to me.
 
    
 
   When the chime sounded I let out a soft sob and felt the weight of Becca rise.  She kissed me gently on the lips, one hand cupping my sex, her finger slipping through my oiled folds until she was deep. I moaned as she left me, leaving me in the hands of Julie.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to have to give you the earned punishment before I do the last torment,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   Blindfolded, I could see nothing. I didn’t know what their last torment was, but I knew what the earned punishment would be.  I tensed, expecting the sap.  Instead the massive vibrator I’d been gifted was brutally rammed into my depths, forcing its way inward at Julie’s hand.  It began vibrating violently, clearly at full power, as Julie jammed the blunt end of the massive plastic dildo against the soles of my feet.  I gasped as waves of sexual tension burst through me, only to be punctuated with the sharp crack of the sap against my oiled, swollen, and well sauced petals.  I started counting, but the vibrator made it difficult to focus.  Five, then ten, strokes landing against my sex, heat and pain and the bright sting of it all making me swoon.  She focused on my clit especially, catching it with each and every stroke until I was crying out, back arched, trying to wriggle away from the incoming blows.
 
    
 
   And in the background came Becca’s voice, the tone almost so soft I didn’t hear it over the sound of my flesh getting beaten.  “I forgive you. I love you. I’m sorry…”
 
    
 
   When Julie stopped my chest was heaving and it felt as if my loins were on fire.  The vibrator rumbled inside me, thick and hard and unyielding, buried deep and she freed it from its hold, only to begin a steady pumping motion, thrusting it in and pulling it wetly out, repeating the pattern over and over until I was moaning, clearly in the throes of sexual arousal.  I wasn’t capable of handling it.  My brain was mush, my body merely responding to the stimuli applied.  And then Julie proved just how well she knew me.  She added the spice to Becca’s sweetness.
 
    
 
   Pain exploded between my legs, right on my clit and my startled mind realized in a heartbeat that something metal and sharp was dangling from my clit.  I lifted my head but couldn’t see.  The blindfold was in the way.  I felt Julie grab hold of my left breast, tweaking and twisting the nipple until it hardened.  Then she attached the smaller version of the clamp on my clit, the steel teeth of the alligator clamp totally recognizable without my vision.  Agony burst from my breast and then she moved to the other side, pinching and squeezing me until I could do nothing but gasp, accepting the pincers, the teeth, the marks and the pain that came with it.  My nipples and clit throbbed in time with my heartbeat and the pain radiated out from each point with disturbing consequences.  I felt… like cumming.
 
    
 
   Julie turned off the vibrator and pulled it from between my legs, eliciting a cry of disappointed anguish from me.  My hands were loosed from over my head and even before the cuffs were unlinked from each other I brought them down to my breasts. I knew better than to pinch open the alligator clamps, but I pressed my arms to myself, making the clamps hurt more, like pushing your tongue up against a canker sore.  Then my thighs were unstrapped from my heels and I spread my legs for the first time in well over two hours.  I groaned.
 
    
 
   “Come on, Breanne.” It was Becca, her voice soft and caring.  I felt an arm wrap around me as I was hauled into a sitting position.  The clamps burned, but that didn’t seem to matter to either Julie or Becca.  They slipped the high heels back over my feet even as my slip of a blouse fell back down to cover my oiled, welted, red blotched, and clamped breasts.
 
    
 
   “Can you stand up?” Becca asked patiently. I did, getting to my feet and feeling another wave of agony come from between my legs. But the second that discomfort hit my gut it changed, morphing into something more feral and sexual. I wished someone would stick the vibrator back inside me.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs,” Julie told me and I swallowed, wondering if I were about to get my wish. I felt so charged. Exhausted? Yes. Used? Totally.  Crazy with need? Absolutely.  But to my disappointment the vibroballs went back up inside me and then Julie was wrapping my skirt back around my waist, setting it low so that it would draw the eye to the dimples at the base of my spine.  She turned the remote up, making me gasp as a fresh surge of motorized stimulation excoriated my already frayed nerves.  Julie tucked the remote into my waistband and then stood, kissing me gently.
 
    
 
   
  
 

“You’re ready,” she whispered.  Then I felt Becca’s hand on me.  I turned toward her, the blindfold soaking away my tears. 
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry,” I whispered to her.  
 
    
 
   I felt her squeeze. “I love you. When you’re ready, come to me and I’ll make the pain go away.”
 
    
 
   Julie’s hand must have been near the chain connecting the two alligator clamps chewing on my nipples, because right after Becca’s comment she pulled hard and I cried out and clasped my hands to my breasts, making the material of my blouse flutter.  Julie pulled me from the bathroom and then from the apartment, dragging me outside by the tip of my tits.  I was panting before we’d even made it down the stairs.  I stumbled forward, my body reeling from one side to the other, trembling so much that when the wind once more blew my top up, exposing my breasts, I didn’t even care.  Down we went, then across the parking lot.  Finally Julie pushed me into her car and I fell into the seat, still trying to form coherent thoughts that didn’t involve the words “fuck me now”.  The vibroballs spun inside me and I couldn’t help it. I pushed against the jumbo alligator clamp.
 
    
 
   “Touch those again and I’ll lock your hands to your collar,” Julie said.  I twitched, somewhat violently and she snarled something and then dragged my right arm up.  In seconds my bondage cuff was clipped to the back of my neck, the steel ring on the collar holding it in place.  Then my left hand followed, leaving me helpless.  She buckled me up, the seat belt squishing my blouse and leaving half of my right breast exposed.  Evidently Julie didn’t care because she slammed the door shut and then stalked around to the other side.  I heard her get in, but I was still too lost to say anything.  She started the car and kicked it into gear as I moaned.
 
    
 
   “Please?” I begged.
 
    
 
   I could feel her stare.  “Jesus Christ, Breanne.  You are such a slut!”
 
    
 
   Part Six
 
    
 
   The car turned toward the west and once more I felt us zip up to speed as my guide took the I-10 corridor back toward Houston.  We drove too long to have taken the Beltway when Julie angled off to the south and so it wasn’t hard for me to figure out that we were on the loop.  We continued south and then turned back west, past the Stadium and the bare lot where Astroworld used to be.  I had a lot of fun at Astroworld when I was a kid, including a couple of sexual adventures that…
 
    
 
   Oh. I forgot. I promised never to tell THAT story.
 
    
 
   Heh. Well, maybe someday!
 
    
 
   We turned north again and Julie exited the freeway and that’s where I lost my sense of direction.  She took too many back roads and extra turns.  A number of locations were in this general area though.  Like Kari’s condo, a few restaurants we liked to eat at (my stomach was grumbling already,) Kari’s office, and of course the Society’s meeting rooms, which were based in one of those large industrial office buildings with no windows.  But regardless, I wasn’t sure where we were going and knew better than to ask.
 
    
 
   Keeping track of where we were was just about the only thing keeping me from going bonkers. All three of the alligator clamps were throbbing in time with my heartbeat, a base pain that radiated discomfort combined with the sexual urgency of need.  It was not easy to endure. Half of me wanted the pain to stop.  The other half wanted someone to fuck me stupid while twisting the clamps.  That’s just psychotic if you ask me.  The vibroballs roaring inside me were also adding their own little coup de grace to to the mix.  In fact I suspect it was those two little vibrators clattering and rattling inside me that was keeping me soaked.  
 
    
 
   I heard a horn honk and cringed because I knew it wasn’t done in protest, but in approval.  With my hands still clipped to the back of my neck via the collar and wrist cuffs, I knew that my exposed bosom was definitely eye candy and hoped that I didn’t accidentally kill anyone paying more attention to my boobs than the road.  So it was with a sigh of relief that I felt the familiar bump of the car entering a parking lot.  Julie coasted to a stop and put the car into park.  
 
    
 
   “Wow.  I didn’t expect this many,” she said simply.
 
    
 
   I had no idea what she was referring to, but instantly I felt nervous. “This many” what?   In fact, I was so worried about it, that the words sprang out of my mouth before I could stop them.
 
    
 
   There was a small chuckle from Julie. “I thought I told you no questions, Bre.  That’s earned you another punishment. Twenty more strokes.”
 
    
 
   Instantly my thighs pressed tightly together and my clit tingled, even though it was firmly crushed between the metal toothed jaws of the jumbo alligator clamp.  Julie got out of the car and a moment later my door opened.  She unbuckled me and then helped me up out of the seat, holding on to me since I was still wearing the stupid high heels.  I could feel the breeze through the opening on the skirt and I trembled as the vibroballs shifted inside me.  I wasn’t quite standing on the edge of orgasm, but I was close. Imagining the many whatevers that had prompted Julie to comment wasn’t helping.  
 
    
 
   Half a second later we were weaving through parked cars and that did not help me at all.  My heart started thumping painful with anxiety, which of course made my nipples and clit hurt just a bit more.  Julie was kind and kept a hand on me, giving a small warning when we reached the steps.  I was just a little distracted to count them, but there were only a few and suddenly I had my suspicions about where we were.  Kari’s office didn’t have steps, at least not to get in.  But the Society meeting rooms did.  
 
    
 
   A door opened in front of me and Julie pushed me in. I was met with a cool blast of air from an air conditioner and the scent of lavender hit me like a brick.  I smiled in relief. I knew exactly where we were and I’d been right.  We were at the society meeting rooms, an industrial warehouse too small to be useful to a real group and rented out by Kari’s club.  Gone was the concrete flooring, covered with thick, shag carpet.  There was still a tiny lobby with a perfunctory desk, then a kitchenette and bathroom, followed by the main room, a massive hall a hundred feet long and thirty feet wide.  A folding accordion door was mounted in the middle so they could separate the hall into two rooms.  
 
    
 
   Of course I couldn’t see any of this.  I was still wearing the damned blindfold.  But as soon as the realization hit me that we were at the meeting hall, I also realized that a plethora of cars in the lot could only mean one thing.  And sure enough there was noise, lots of it, though mixed.  I couldn’t tell who was speaking, just that there were a lot of them.  Like a party.  
 
    
 
   Julie pulled me up short so that we stood momentarily in the lobby.  Then to my continuing discomfort, the sounds of the party suddenly stopped.  Someone was speaking, low and urgent, but I couldn’t make out the words.  Then even that stopped and Julie pushed me forward.  I took a few steps and felt the shag carpet under my heels.  My chest heaved with tension.  Who was here? The whole Society?  And what was going to happen?  My loins tightened even more around the vibroballs, still going at full power.  My nipples hurt.  And my clit?  Oh my God…
 
    
 
   While we waited she reached down between my legs and grasped the wire that led to the vibroballs.  Through the slit in the skirt she tugged the golf ball sized spheres from my swollen and abused slit, turning them off and setting them on the wooden receptionist’s desk to our side.
 
    
 
   “You won’t be needing those,” she sneered.  Julie then maneuvered me forward, out of the lobby and down the hall past the kitchen and bathroom. The voices I’d heard earlier were still quiet.   Finally she forced me to stop and I could feel the eyes on me.  Lots of them.  Julie stood behind me, reached both hands around my body, and then flipped up the silly curtain I was using as a blouse.  I stiffened, gasping as she cupped my breasts, then reached up and pinched open the alligator clamps.  Blood rushed back into the crushed nubs and I cried out, buckling slightly as the wave of pain made it feel like someone had stuck hot lances through the tips of both breasts.  But that was nothing as a moment later she removed the alligator clamp on my clit, pushing my ankles apart with her feet.  
 
    
 
   Even as I reeled from that, her hand came up and spanked my breasts a bit even as she whispered in my ear.
 
    
 
   “You are such a slut, such a bad little fucking slut!” Julie said viciously.  “You left all of us in the dark, without a word and you deserve to be used and fucked and punished and hurt. You should be crying and on your knees begging our forgiveness!”
 
    
 
   Tears sprang to my eyes, and not just from the pain of Julie’s palm against my breasts, but her words as well.  I started to do just as she said, but she kept me from going to my knees and instead pushed me forward again.  My leg ran into something.
 
    
 
   “Sit on it.  Sit on it fast and hard and take it,” Julie commanded. 
 
    
 
   I couldn’t see whatever it was that I was supposed to sit upon. I used my thigh to get a general idea and let Julie position me over the seat.  I expected the phallus and when it touched my slit I merely wriggled my ass slightly and got myself in the correct spot. I had no idea how big it was though.  I began to sit, feeling the massive cock shaped rod slip deeply into my wetness.  I let out a soft moan and kept going, and going, and still going, until I gasped at the massive girth and length of the phallus.  I must have had a full foot inside me, possibly more, and it felt amazing.  I wanted to start bouncing but was afraid I’d earn another punishment from it.
 
    
 
   Julie knelt down and the ankle cuffs on my legs were suddenly attached to the stool or chair I was sitting on.  It spread my legs a bit and I felt the skirt part even more. I could tell the slit was right at the front and on the off chance anyone was sitting opposite me, I was absolutely sure they could see the phallus pressing apart my petals.  Julie left then stood, leaving my hands still connected to the back of my collar.  I fidgeted, which is impressive considering I was impaled on a massive, unmoving synthetic cock.  No one said anything.  It was unnerving.  Then Julie took half a step forward and I heard a soft clink of metal against china.  
 
    
 
   “Open your mouth,” Julie said.  I did, wide.  I expected cock, or a gag to be honest.  But instead a rush of soft sugar hit my tongue, cream cheese frosting with a hint of vanilla.  It tasted amazing and my stomach, which had been just a little pissed at being placed in the rear of the line on “notifications to the brain,” far behind my breasts and sex, finally got to roar.  Oh wow… cake!
 
    
 
   I savored the flavors, swallowing slowly.  I smacked my lips.  And then, then Julie’s hands were working behind my head.  But instead of freeing my wrists, as I expected, she slipped the knot on the blindfold.  The black silk fell from my face and light instantly blinded me, with tears forming in my eyes.  But that was nothing compared to the sudden onslaught of cheering.
 
    
 
   The wall of sound was almost physical and I blinked, trying to clear my vision.  The first thing I saw was a U shaped table, loaded with food, all catered from one of Kari’s favorite restaurants.  A massive cake stood in the center of the table, one small corner already cut, with the words, “Welcome Back, Breanne” in scarlet on the top, along with a rather disturbing set of figures underneath.  One was a redhead girl, on her knees, rump in the air, with obvious welts across her derriere.  The other figure was that of a blond woman wearing a leather corset and panties, holding a whip. 
 
    
 
   I looked up. Immediately across from me sat Kari Anders, my best friend, my lover, and my mistress. She was wearing her black leather vest and pants and looked every inch the dominatrix. Next to her was Robert, her boy toy and again, a close friend, wearing a deep russet polo shirt and slacks.  And then I looked down the table.  Familiar friends, all sat, clapping and cheering for… for me.
 
    
 
   Sorry.  I’m crying as I write this.  It was emotional then and you can only imagine how I feel now as I take in the whole thing. I hurt them when I pulled back, but instead of blaming me, of being angry with me, they all forgave me.  The love… it was… and is… intense.  To Kari’s other side was Brooke and her submissive Kaitlin.  Then came Mistres Lisa and Georgia, the yoga girl.  Margaret sat down on the end while Lisa Davis knelt on the floor, two metal bowls positioned in front of her naked body, a thick furry tail wagging back and forth above her bottom.  Down the other side sat Zach, who winked at me, along with several of his fraternity buddies.  Mike the Hardware Guy waved at me next, then I got a knowing nod from David from the mall.  Interspersed were more Society members; Charlotte and Kylie and Bethany, along with Mistress Tiffany, Haley, and Jillian.  And at the far end sat Becca who looked at me with a sad smile.
 
    
 
   I burst into tears and it had absolutely nothing to do with pain or discomfort.  All these people had missed me, or at least missed my body, but not for a second do I believe that.  Everyone sitting at the table I could count as a friend, and not just because we’d swapped bodily fluids.  The sex was something to do together, but they liked me for who I was and they’d honestly missed me.  Julie hugged me and then she released my hands.
 
    
 
   Dinner followed and they heaped my plate full with all sorts of delicious things.  A second seat was pulled up next to me and despite sitting right across from Kari, one by one my friends each came up and spent a few minutes with me, telling me how special I was to them and they were glad I was better and they missed me.  Each brought a small wrapped present and by the time we’d made it to the dessert course I had a small pile of new sex toys, clamps, and jewelry stacked in front of me.
 
    
 
   What did I get, beside that massive new 12inch dildo?  Well… you’ll find out eventually.
 
    
 
   Finally it was Kari’s turn.  She sat down next to me. “See? You are loved,” she said simply. I nodded, my mouth full of cake. I swallowed and then smiled at her.  
 
    
 
   “I was being stupid, wasn’t I?”
 
    
 
   Kari hugged me.  “You don’t have to be alone when you get down, Bre.  I know you like to suffer alone and in silence, but you have real friends, even ones who don’t care one whit about whether you’re naked or not.”
 
    
 
   I snorted. “But they’d prefer me naked.”
 
    
 
   Kari smiled. “Of course they would.  And screaming, and hurting, and cumming.”  She reached down under the stool I was sitting on and suddenly the thick phallus I was impaled upon began both vibrating, and rotating.  I gasped, my eyes widening.  Kari leaned in again.  Around me the party was still going on.  Some of the society girls were naked and begin enthusiastically screwed or whipped.  Some folks were eating, and it wasn’t just food!  Robert was enthusiastically banging Megan and Zach had his face buried in Wendy’s slit. David was playing fetch with Lisa, rewarding her with a finger fucking every time she brought the rubber dildo back to him.  All in all, good people.
 
    
 
   “What are you?” Kari asked me softly, eyes bright.
 
    
 
   “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I whispered, a slight whimper coming from my throat as the flush of sexual needed thundered through me once more.
 
    
 
   “And what is your purpose?” 
 
    
 
   I moaned. “To please my betters,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “How?”
 
    
 
   “To hurt for them, to pleasure them, to cum for them.”
 
    
 
   Kari leaned back, a self-satisfied smirk on her face.  “Welcome back, Bre.  Welcome back.” She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.   “Now cum for me.”  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Switching Back and Forth
 
    
 
   “Well, go pick one out,” she said with a shrug, pointing at the bushes nearby.  It was around eight in the evening and I was standing in Kari’s back yard, studying the flora.  The fact that I was naked was making about a million of Houston’s mosquitoes very, very happy, so I hurried my bare little ass across the grass and over to some of the more promising shrubbery, a pair of small lawn clippers in my hand.  There were a number of options.  Do I go for the white oleander bush or for the Mexican sage?  Does the yapon holly work better?  And where’s a willow when you need one?
 
    
 
   I ended up slapping my own ass as I felt the light sting of a skeeter try to give me West Nile virus, the bug escaping my piss poor attempt at swatting myself.  And that was the crux of the problem. I suck at swatting myself.  I quickly cut a strand of the yapon holly and began stripping the leaves off the long switch as I hurried back to the patio.  Kari was waiting for me, dressed in a tight fitting tee shirt along with gym shorts.  There wasn’t a mosquito anywhere near her, with all of them focused on me.  It’s always been like.  Evidently there is something about my body that just makes me desirable.
 
    
 
   “Hold still,” Kari suddenly said.  I froze and she slapped her hand sharply against my left breast.  I cried out, totally unprepared for the blow, my nipple still stinging.  I crossed my arms across my chest.
 
    
 
   “Ow!  I said a switching! Not a fucking tit spanking!” I protested.
 
    
 
   Kari blinked at me, then held out her hand.  There was a small black smear on her palm, tinged with red.  Dead mosquito.
 
    
 
   “Oh.  Oops.  Sorry,” I mumbled.
 
    
 
   Kari sighed. “Get inside before you’re eaten alive,” she told me.
 
    
 
   The blast of cold air from her air conditioned condo caused goose bumps but it was a welcome relief to the sweltering humidity of Houston summer.  And there weren’t any mosquitoes either, though I wasn’t so naive to know that I wasn’t going to get bit.  I turned left and marched down the hallway of Kari’s home and then walked into the first room on the left.  Branded as “Breanne’s Bedroom,” it was decorated in a style that I could only quantify as Holy Inquisition meets Art Deco.  A number of various bondage and restraint devices were scattered around the room, with enough paddles, whips, clamps, syringes, and other objects to keep anyone busy.  I’d spent hours, if not days, in this room and I stopped in the center, waiting for her, one hand filled with small leaves from the holly branch I still clutched.
 
    
 
   “Drop them on the floor. You’ll clean them up afterward,” Kari told me briskly, marching into the room behind me.  She went straight to the closet as I opened my hand, a flurry of leaves falling like snow to the carpet.  I watched as she came back to me with a skein of nylon rope and a thick dowel no longer than my shoulders.  
 
    
 
   “Put your feet together,” she said.  I did as ordered, feeling the nervousness creep on me.  When I had asked her for help, it was nothing more than a simple switching - a present from an online friend who decided that I needed to be punished for six months of silence.  One switch for each month - on the soles of my feet.  But the reason I was nervous was because I knew Kari.  Oh sure, my feet would definitely get switched.  And I’d at least get six slices.  But I knew that she wouldn’t leave it at that.  If I was only going to get my feet switched, she could have done that to me at the mall, instead of making me strip, take the vibroballs out, and making me march naked out into the backyard.
 
    
 
   Hmmmm…. well… another time maybe.
 
    
 
   She knelt down in front of me and placed the wooden dowel on the tops of my feet, right up next to my ankles.  Her knot work was excellent and she wrapped the nylon rope around my legs, tying them both together, and to the wooden dowel in two or three minutes flat.  I found myself completely hobbled, unable to take a step and swaying precariously as I concentrated on keeping my balance and not falling on my face.
 
    
 
   Kari stood up.  “Robert!” She called out.  A moment later a tall, sandy blond hunk stepped into the room.  He was buck naked, his cock locked in some sort of silver cage, the tip of his shaft actually catheterized.  It looked uncomfortable.  But he was still a hunk.  
 
    
 
   “Yes, Kari?” he asked softly, with a smile at the blond woman who stood next to me.
 
    
 
   “Can you please lift her up and put her on the horse?” Kari asked.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “The horse?  Wait a moment!  This was supposed to be just a switching!” I exclaimed.
 
    
 
   Kari looked at me with a grin.   “And I will switch you.  On the horse.”
 
    
 
   I didn’t have time for any other objections at that point, since Michael just up and grabbed me.  Next thing I knew he was spreading my knees with his hand and settling me down on the edge of a triangular prism made of oak, oiled and slippery from a number of similar rides.  The spine of the wood bit into my sex and I groaned as my weight went down on the wood.  My hands went forward, pushing down on the horse as I tried to get my sex off the ridge.  The dowel on my ankles literally forced me forward, making my clit the point of pressure as my hips began thrusting.  That’s when Kari snapped a pair of real handcuffs on my wrists, then used an extra length of rope to secure them over my head.  Suddenly my sex was on fire, hurting from the pressure of my weight on the ridge, my wrists unable to take any weight thanks to the metal cuffs.  The bottoms of my feet were facing straight up, only inches away from my bottom.  
 
    
 
   With me now the way she wanted, Kari picked up my switch, which I’d dropped on the floor when Robert picked me up.  He’d also left, leaving me with the sadistic witch who stalked over to me and lifted the thin, supple cane up above her head.  I bit my lip, thought better of it, then clenched my teeth.
 
    
 
   The only warning I had was the swish of the cane and then a line of fire crossed the arches of both feet as if someone had drawn a burning brand across the soles.  I bucked, which didn’t help my situation with the horse any. When I came down I did it on my abused sex, my folds spreading to the sides.  Pain radiated up from my feet, only to join with the bruising ache between my legs.  Kari took a step back and brandished the switch in front of my face.
 
    
 
   “Now it’s time to switch,” she announced.  I was still just a bit dazed with the pain of what was going on, when she suddenly snapped the thin branch against my breasts.  A white line of pain shot through my bosom and then a red line appeared in the same spot.  I gasped, twitching in agony as my hips rocked, grinding my clit against the biting spine of the horse.  I could feel my pussy ripening, slick wetness making me slide against the horse’s back. Then Kari announced another “switch” and I felt a brutal sting against my buttocks.  Again I rocked, waves of pleasure/pain bursting up through my sex as my bottom clenched.
 
    
 
   Then it was again time for my feet.  She swung again, this time laying a perfect line across the balls, just an inch away from my toes.  I screamed, not caring that I was bruising my wrists as my entire body lifted off the horse.  I shook wildly and then came down, ramming myself onto the back of the horse accidentally.  Kari reached around and stuck her finger down between my legs.  As I rolled my hips and exposed my clit, she rubbed it manically back and forth.  In seconds I was panting, sexual need flooding through me.
 
    
 
   Then it was time for another stroke to my breasts.  Again she aimed for the nipples, the line slightly offset so that it looked like I was wearing a big red “X” across my chest.  It stung like the dickens and I was crying out even as I wriggled like mad, rubbing my clitoris against the wooden spine of the horse.  Kari moved the switch back to my bottom and swung, furthering my grinding motion and making damned sure that my clit was crushed between the wood and my pelvic bone.
 
    
 
   She aimed for the arches again and my toes curled into hard knots as I strangled the scream that threatened to emerge from my throat.  Kari was going all out on the soles of my feet and tears sprang to my eyes, then spilled down my cheeks.  Pain radiated from practically every point on my body’s compass and then she brought the switch back to my breasts, leaving a third welt that crossed my bosom and left me breathless.
 
    
 
   Anticipation made me clench my buttocks, which just made the stroke she left there hurt more and then she slammed the switch back down onto my feet, right near the heel but still technically part of my arch.  My entire body shook as if I’d stuck a screwdriver into a wall socket and I let out a pain-wracked sob that would have broken hearts at Amnesty International if they didn’t know that I’d CHOSEN to let her do this to me.  Then the switch once more crossed my breasts, leaving a burning heat that made it feel as if she were trying to blowtorch my nipples into a molten mass.
 
    
 
   My clit throbbed with need and pain as I rocked wildly, trying to escape Kari’s blows.  Another stroke to my bottom made me rock forward, dragging my sex along the slick wood, unable to find any point that kept the pressure off my sex.  The awkward angle of my legs, the fact my arms were bound above my head, all of it contributed to a breathtaking agony that had me humping the wood like a dog in heat.  Except while sexual need was an aspect, so much more of it was just plain pain, hurting and desperate to find relief.
 
    
 
   Kari’s fifth stroke to my soles was on the heel itself and I knew I’d carry a bruise.  I can’t even describe how much that one hurt, mostly because by the time my brain had processed the blow, Kari was swinging the switch at my scarlet tinged breasts.  This time she caught the underside of both mounds and I threw my head back and cried out in agony.  It stung so bad! My entire body jerked wildly and then I felt another burn across my bottom.  I braced myself, expecting the last stroke to the soles of my feet, but nothing came.  Slowly I caught my breath, the burning sting and heat becoming less intense as I pulled myself together.  My body stopped shaking and then merely rocked as I involuntarily ground my clit against the wood.
 
    
 
   Kari still held the switch, but now she had a vibrator too, and she pushed the tip of the vibe against my clit, the plastic rattling against the wood.  The overload of sensation was too much and I groaned, eyes bulging as I struggled against my bonds.  I didn’t know what else to do.  And then, just as I was about to explode, the vibrator was pulled away and before I could moan or plead or even cry, she whipped the switch downward, cutting the thin branch into the soft, delicate flesh of my feet.  Even as I cried out, she pushed the vibrator back against my clit.  It was too much.  I could see the metaphorical “cliffs of orgasm” and I was rushing toward them.  Then she pulled the vibe away again and slammed the switch across my breasts.  
 
    
 
   Again, red haze filled my vision and it was only her pressing the vibrator against my clit that kept me from screaming.  She switched hands again and this time, left the vibrator against my clit as she snapped the switch against my bottom.  Not once, but over and over, sharp strokes as I began to climax, cumming with a gut wrenching cry that expressed the pain, the pleasure, the utter abandon I felt.  And when it was done she dropped the switch and uncuffed me.  She pulled me from the horse herself and set me on the ground.  I twitched and cried and shuddered, even as she untied my feet, finally covering me with a soft chenille blanket as I recovered.
 
    
 
   Twenty minutes later I lifted my head.  Kari wasn’t there but I could hear Robert groaning in the master bedroom and I suspected that he was having his turn.   I tried to sit up, but it hurt and so I opted to roll onto my knees.  My eyes went down to my breasts.  Red welt lines marked them, across both nipples, sharp and scarlet.  My fingers could feel the raised marks of the switch against my buttocks, more than six, deep and bruising.  And then I looked at my feet.  From heel to toe I was dark pink, with shades of blue developing in the arch and along the heels.  She’d done a good job switching me, that’s for sure.  Keeping the blanket wrapped around my shoulders I tried to get to my feet.  I had to grab hold of the wooden horse to do it, the ache in my arches so bad that I almost fell.  I took a tentative step, then another, toward the door, only to see my fuck me high heels, the stupid platform shoes with the nine inch heel, standing there in the doorway.  
 
    
 
   With a sigh I lifted my right foot and slid it into the shoe.  Distinct pain lanced up from my toes all the way to my heel.  I put weight on it, lifting myself up.  Owww….  Then I put on the other shoe.  Walking hurt, but I managed it.  I stepped into the hall.  The master bedroom door was open and I could see Robert, spread-eagled and bound, his face a mask of pain, with Kari naked and riding him, a pair of clover clamps attached to his nipples and gripped tightly in her hand.  Slowly I walked that way, to stand in the doorway, watching.  She noticed almost immediately.
 
    
 
   “Do you hurt?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.  
 
    
 
   “Are you back?”
 
    
 
   Again I nodded.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled.  “Good.  Then go get your vibroballs, put them in, turn them to high.  And come back here.”
 
    
 
   I nodded obediently.  A nympho humiliation pain slut has to follow orders unless it directly violates her limits.  Kari hadn’t violated mine.  I turned around and headed for the living room where my vibroballs were.  I wondered how they would feel inside me, turned on to full power.  And as I left the room I heard Kari’s voice.
 
    
 
   “Oh, and Breanne - bring the switch with you when you come back.  I’m not done hitting you with it yet.”
 
    
 
   Vibroballs and holly switch.  Check.
 
   
 
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: flattire]Flat Tire
 
   06/11/14
 
    
 
   Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 is simple.  It states that any NHPS (which would be me) MUST be ready for sex at all times, so she will keep either cock or some other sexually stimulating object stuffed up inside her.  During my five month sabbatical, I sort of stopped following this rule, so yesterday was just a bit of a trial for me as I began the second day of my “cum back” by stuffing a nine inch long, two and a half inch wide, synthetic dildo up my slit at five in the morning.  It didn’t vibrate, or move much, but it certainly filled up a space that had tightened quite a bit during my convalescence and I admit that the tight jeans I was wearing, along with the light blue, bikini cut panties I was wearing did little to help.  Stuffed to the brim, the dildo had nowhere to go and it drove me crazy.  Things weren’t any easier when I’d get the occasional text message from Kari, instructing me to find a quiet spot, tug down my jeans, expose my sex, and pump ten, and only ten, deliciously wicked thrusts.  That’s the kind of thing that can leave a girl desperate and tender, especially when she isn’t used to taking something that big.
 
    
 
   After a day of frustratingly deep penetrations, none of which satisfied me, I’d gone to Kari’s place, hoping she’d be in a mood and things would get out of hand.  I’d even dressed up for it.  I’d replaced my jeans with a short blue denim skirt.  I kept the panties, but my usual tee shirt had been replaced with a white, button down blouse. I looked like a school girl.  I even put on high heels, though with more sensible soles than my stripper shoes.  The enticing attire did NOTHING to encourage her, and to my disappointment, she felt that continuing my torment meant not touching me, but instead occasionally giving me orders to again pump the Husky Dildo.  Is it any surprise I left just after eight?  She wasn’t going to do anything else to me.  Why stay?  So with the Husky dildo still held in place by my panties, my bottom barely covered by the skirt, and my bra-less breasts somewhat visible through the translucent shirt, I stormed out of Kari’s place desperately horny, obnoxiously irritated, and quite physically uncomfortable.  I hopped up into my truck and sat down, groaning as the thick rod of rubber drove in another two inches.  
 
    
 
   It is quite difficult to describe to a man what it feels like to have cock inside you.  Sure, I can describe the pleasure, the parting, the full feeling I get, but you guys can’t really understand it.  Well, maybe you can if you do anal, but seriously – it’s different than getting it in the ass.  Trust me, I know.  There is just no equivalent for having nine inches of cock stuffed up between your legs.  So I’m not even going to try, but if you can, I do want you to picture something.  Imagine getting stuffed at five in the morning, tormented horribly for the entire day, and try to imagine having to function with that thick, nine-inch monstrosity impeding your every step.  I’m sure everyone who saw me walking figured I was a cowgirl who rode horses, just from the way I waddled.  Imagine how they would have reacted if they’d know that it was just the fact that I had a massive synthetic dildo stuffed up inside me?
 
    
 
   I tried not to bounce in my seat but it was tough.  I focused on turning on the engine and driving, my hips grinding and shifting as I involuntarily struggled to make the dildo move in and out, despite the fact that I was impaled on it thoroughly.  Things were going rather well, and I was wet and slippery and very hot, driving on the farm to market road leading up to my farm, when my distraction made things worse.
 
    
 
   The sound of my tire exploding, followed by the fap fap fap sound of shredded rubber slapping the pavement drove every sexual thought out of my mind as I hit the brake and pulled the truck over onto the side of the road.  I cursed, loudly, Texas style, which would no doubt have had me laid across a lap for a brutal spanking had I been in polite company.  I hopped down from my seat, the Husky dildo sliding an inch or two out of my sex as the panties gave way slightly.  I had to put a hand on the side of the truck just to keep from swooning.  Then, in my stupid high heels, I marched around the tail and examined the back right tire.  
 
    
 
   I have no idea what I had hit, but it had literally destroyed the sidewall.  Forget a patch, I needed a new tire.  With a groan I went to the passenger door so I could get the jack and the wrench out from behind the seat.  Except the door was locked, which meant that I had to walk through the gravel – again on high heels – to the driver’s door, all still stuffed with a wiggling monster cock, barely held in by my panties.  Fuming, I grabbed the jack and the metal rods and the lug wrench and carried it all back to the rear of the truck.  Bending over to push the jack under the carriage, I felt the Husky dildo shift inside me.  I closed my eyes, silently whispering to myself “concentrate Breanne.  Change the tire.”  Once I had the jack in place, I cranked it up just enough to make sure it wouldn’t slip.  Then I put the lug wrench on the first nut and pushed.
 
    
 
   Nothing happened.  
 
    
 
   I’m not exactly a weakling either.  I lift hay bales and manhandle… well… men.  I mean irrigation pipes.  I ride horses.  I can FIX TRACTORS.  I know how to change the oil in my car.  I’m a do it for yourself girl.  But those nuts had been tightened with an impact wrench and my arms were not strong enough to undo it.  So I repositioned the lug wrench, stepped up onto it in my heels, and with the entire thing supporting my weight, my hands gripping the bed of the truck, I began bouncing, trying to use my entire one hundred and seventeen pounds to force the nut to turn.
 
    
 
   And that’s when I heard my phone beep.  Text message.  With a groan I stepped down, which of course made the Husky dildo swirl and move inside me.  I again traversed the gravel shoulder (high heels?) and grabbed my phone.  The screen lit up and I read Kari’s communication with a growing sense of fury.
 
    
 
   “Breanne – pull over. Ten thrusts. No arguments. Don’t care where you are.”
 
    
 
   I threw the phone back into the cab.  Despite the fact that I was literally five minutes from home there was no one to call.  Mike the Hardware Guy was working.  My dad has a bum leg, and the fact that I was dressed like a schoolgirl slut precluded getting help from my mother.  Kari and Robert were forty-five minutes away.  I took a deep breath and tried to get a grip on things.  Ten strokes.  Then change the tire.  I could do that. I walked back around to the back of the truck, then to the other side, a look of determination on my stressed face.  
 
    
 
   With the lug wrench on the ground near my foot I lifted my skirt and pulled down my panties, catching the Husky Dildo as it tried to slither out from my depths.  I groaned, every part of me wanting release.  My irritation translated into masturbation and I jammed the Husky dildo back up with a groan, enjoying the discomfort of its thickness and length.  It hit my cervix and I winced, but then I let it slide out slowly, only to do it again.  My world narrowed to the exquisite pleasure and I took my time, trying to get every last sensation out of each thrust.  I knew that when I finished I’d have to text Kari back, letting her know I was done, but I didn’t care if it took me five minutes instead of fifty seconds.  I got my seventh thrust, shaking with need, braced against the bed of the truck and was just then letting the dildo slide back out, my panties around my knees, when the lights came over the hill behind me.
 
    
 
   The farm to market road by my farm is just hilly enough to be bothersome, and now that some builder had quadrupled the number of suburban homes four or five miles further down the road, traffic had increased enough to make me have second thoughts about my former stripping spot.  But it was almost nine in the evening, so I had presumed things would be quieter.  In fact, I hadn’t seen any other cars for fifteen minutes.  With a gasp of chagrin, I scrambled to shove the dildo back in and pull up my panties.  The dance I was doing couldn’t have helped attracting attention and the car coming up slowed down and then stopped right behind my truck, fully illuminating me.  I turned to face it, my face crimson, though I figure that wasn’t noticeable in the glare of the headlights.  The car door opened and a nice looking man in his mid-forties, dressed in dark slacks and a polo shirt stepped out.
 
    
 
   “Hi! Need some help?” he asked brightly.  He came around the front of his car, eyes curious and evidently caught clear sight of me.  Long red hair, white see-through blouse, gold piercing and jewelry on right breast, blue denim skirt, inappropriate but sexy footwear; I suddenly felt a surge of embarrassment and my arousal level skyrocketed.  I smoothed down the front of my skirt and motioned at the tire.
 
    
 
   “Oh yes, please.  The guys at the tire shop used an impact wrench on the lugs and I can’t get them off in these heels,” I begged him.  I glanced back and saw that his eyes had widened into saucer plates.  I blinked.  What had I done?
 
    
 
   His eyes met mine and he cleared his throat.  “You’re um… you’re skirt is caught in your panties, miss.”
 
    
 
   I paused, then slowly reached behind me.  Sure enough, in my haste, the hem of my skirt had gotten caught in my panties, showing my pale blue bikini briefs clearly, not to mention the massive round imprint of the base of the Husky Dildo.  If I had blushed before that moment, I certainly did then.  I tugged the denim out of my panties and bit my lip.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” I whispered, trying to become as small and as inconspicuous as possible.  
 
    
 
   He nodded, his eyes now really taking in my attire.  But despite the fact that I was dressed like a whore, he shrugged his shoulders and stepped up.  In seconds he was kicking at the lug wrench and his sensible loafers made quick work of the first lug.  He was halfway through the second when my phone buzzed, indicating another text message.  He looked up at me curiously.
 
    
 
   “Um… be right back,” I said with a sheepish smile and then waddled my way back around to the cab of the truck.  I had to climb in because my phone had fallen to the floor on the passenger side.  I grabbed it and glanced at the screen.
 
    
 
   “Are you done yet?” Kari’s text demanded.
 
    
 
   I grimaced and while still stretched out across the seat, typed “Flat tire.  Guy is helping me change it.  And no – not done yet.”  Just as I pushed send, there was a cough behind me.  I twisted in my seat and sure enough there was the guy, staring at my ass, which thanks to my position was fully exposed.  We froze, staring at each other.
 
    
 
   “I uh… I need the spare release key,” he said and I knew his eyes were focused on the base of the Husky Dildo.  I nodded and slowly crawled out, which made my skirt go up even more.  Finally I was able to get out of the truck and I found solid pavement.  I smoothed down my skirt and then folded the seat forward.  I pulled out the spare tire key – a long thin metal bar that allowed the spare tire to be dropped from under the bed of the truck.  I handed it to him, the phone still in my other hand.  It beeped and we both glanced down at the text message.
 
    
 
   “So? Finish masturbating. Immediately.”
 
    
 
   His head was cocked and I knew with a sudden cold shiver that went up my spine that he had read the text.  We stared at each other in silence for about ten seconds and then he took the key from my hand and went to the tail of the truck.  He stuck the key in and began cranking, letting my spare tire descend.  I followed, mostly out of courtesy, but also because I was trying to figure out how to finish the last three thrusts Kari had demanded of me.  As my good Samaritan yanked the spare out from under the truck, my phone buzzed again and we both looked at it.  
 
    
 
   “And start over.  A full ten thrusts.”
 
    
 
   He gave me a look.  “Have I – interrupted something?” He asked curiously.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  “Yeah, sort of.  But it’s not a big deal,” I replied, still trembling.
 
    
 
   “Then why are you shaking?” he asked as he rolled the tire over to my back wheel well.  He began jacking up the truck again, his arm moving up and down as the truck went skyward.  Finally the rear tire was off the ground and he pulled it loose and dumped it on the gravel near my exposed toes.  I stood there, trying to reconcile it all; Kari’s demands, the good Samaritan, the Husky Dildo, all of it.  Finally it was too much.  As he manhandled the spare tire into place and put on the first nut, I lifted the front of my skirt, tucked the hem into my waistband, and yanked down my panties.
 
    
 
   Suddenly changing my tire was no longer a priority.  His mouth fell open as the Husky dildo slipped out from between my legs, illuminated quite well by his car’s headlights.  I pushed my bikini cut panties down to my knees and then spread my legs, showing him my swollen and incredibly wet slit.  Then, with my eyes locked on his face, I pushed the Husky back up, masturbating with slow and steady strokes, faster than before, but with the same depth and penetration I’d almost brought myself to orgasm with before.  By the fifth stroke I was panting.  I reached up and cupped a breast, my fingers struggling with the buttons of my shirt.  He was frozen in place, watching the show with bright and wanting eyes.  I pumped again, my entire body thrumming at the full penetration.  I got my shirt partially open, enough to expose a breast, and then his eyes began jumping between the gold padlock dangling from my nipple, which I was twisting, and the thick massive dildo between my legs.  By my eighth stroke I was on edge.  I did the last two pumps quickly, wildly, desperately and then groaned as I got to ten, just a stroke or two shy of orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Why are you stopping?” he asked urgently as I held the dildo in place and it became clear I was coming down unsatisfied.
 
    
 
   “I’m not allowed to pump more,” I told him, my voice thick and desperate.
 
    
 
   And then his hands came up.  One cupped my bottom, the other the slippery base of my dildo.  I gasped as he drew it almost all the way out, his eyes widening as he saw the true length and breadth of the phallus.  Then he forced it back up into me with wild thrusts.  I didn’t count. I couldn’t.  They were rapid, hammer blows between my legs, way more than ten, or twenty, or even thirty.  I put my hands on his head, his shoulder, bracing myself as my toes curled and the orgasm that I had been sitting on all day finally came up like a whale breaching.  My juices exploded and splattered across his face and shirt and I let out a cry that would have been loud and attention grabbing had we not been surrounded by soybean fields.  Then he came up off his knees and his lips found mine and he was crushing me against him.  I let him take me, his mouth on mine, his hands at my shirt, popping buttons, grabbing hold of my body.  I reached down and felt the thickness of his cock, massaging it through his pants.  My fingers found his zipper and in seconds he was exposed.  I paused things long enough to get a condom from the truck as he stood there with my slick Husky dildo in one hand and when I came back I slid it over his shaft while our eyes met.  Then I turned around, flipped up my skirt, and bent over, hands on the spare tire.  He moved behind me and slid himself in with one thrust, jacking back and forth with deep grunts.  I began speaking, small phrases like “Oh God yes, fuck me,” and “that feels so good!  Harder! Do me harder!”  Things like that.  I must have been really good because he came in that position, standing behind me, his shaft buried in my sex.
 
    
 
   When he pulled out I turned around and reached up, taking my Husky dildo back from him.  His sex-dazed eyes blinked and he smiled at me happily.  I looked at the dildo, then brought it down between my legs as his eyes focused and widened.  I shoved the synthetic cock back up inside me and then pulled my panties back into position.  I made it clear that it was uncomfortable as I smoothed down my skirt and began buttoning up my shirt.
 
    
 
   “Uh… I guess…” he began to say, but I reached out and took his hand, squeezing it.
 
    
 
   “Thanks for changing my tire,” I said softly.
 
    
 
   He blinked and glanced down at my spare.  He nodded and then bent over to pick up the lug wrench.  In moments the tire was tight, the jack lowered, and all of it tossed into the bed of my truck.  He wiped his hands on his trousers and looked at me as I smiled.
 
    
 
   “Will I see you again?”
 
    
 
   I paused.  I strip on this road all the time, but did I really want to risk it?  I grinned and went to the cabin, got a pen and an old receipt that had fallen on the floor. I wrote a few numbers down, then handed it to him.  He swallowed and nodded as I climbed back into my truck.  I sat down, feeling the thickness of the Husky Dildo ram back up into my well-used well.   I gave him a little wave and he shut my door for me.  I started the truck, put it into gear, and drove for home.  Just as I pulled up, my phone hummed.  I’d received a text message but it wasn’t from Kari.  It was from a number I’d never seen.
 
    
 
   “Start over. Ten full thrusts please.  And a date next Friday?”
 
    
 
   I laughed, pulled up my skirt, lifted my ass off the seat and yanked down my panties.  Slouching, I reached down between my legs and pulled the Husky dildo almost completely out.  And at that moment, as I spread my legs wide, I wasn’t sure what I was looking forward to the most – ten more thrusts, or Friday.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: slipperywhenwet]Slippery When Wet
 
   06/12/14
 
    
 
   The looks we were getting were actually kind of nice and I couldn’t help grinning as Kari and I walked into the mall together for one of her usual mind-blowing shopping trips.  For a girl who makes six figures each year, window shopping with Kari is sort pointless, since when she sees something she likes in a window, she immediately wants to go try it on, and if it works, she buys it.  On the flip side this is usually how I replenish certain parts of my own wardrobe, since I can’t afford ninety percent of the stuff she buys me anyway.  I’m the kind of girl who, by economic circumstances, would buy my panties in a pack at Wal-Mart.  Kari on the other hand makes sure I’ve always got Victoria’s Secret.  It makes a girl feel kind of special, ya know?
 
    
 
   When I arrived at Kari’s place that afternoon I was dressed in my usual attire; blue jeans, tee shirt, and boots, not to mention a pair of bra and panties that had been purchased at Wal-Mart.  What?  I’m a working girl!  A farm – not a street!  Have you ever tried BLEACHING a pair of Victoria’s Secret panties?  And let me tell you spending the entire morning dealing with cows, a rogue emu, and several horses, along with a pair of ben wa balls stuffed inside me making every step a sexual event – well, I’m not sure fancy panties would have survived.
 
    
 
   Kari had stripped me, bustled me into the shower, and when I emerged clean and sweet smelling thanks to the hundred bottles of whatever body lotions, salts, washes, exfoliants, and God knows what else is sitting in her shower stall, I found a summer dress waiting for me on the bed that made me smile.  I like summer dresses.  They match my style.  So after I blow dried my hair and fought a war with it using only a brush, I slipped into the dress and then buckled a pair of white leather strap high heels on.  I looked stylish for a change, rather than slutty.  The hem came down mid-thigh, the collar was low but not overly revealing, and the white material of the dress wasn’t actually see-through.  Sure, it was tight enough across the bosom that you could see the bumps of my nipples, and that made the right breast very intriguing thanks to the padlock that was dangling from my piercing, but all in all I was more than happy about going out wearing that dress.
 
    
 
   Kari didn’t dress up for our outing, which meant she was wearing a four hundred dollar outfit that hugged her curves, didn’t reveal a damn thing, but would excite the imagination of every male, and quite a few females, within a hundred feet.  It was red. It was slinky.  It was very Kari.  She wore black heels with it and looked very confident, dominant, and powerful.  That’s when I realized that my attire was more a statement of demeanor than even wearing bondage cuffs would be.  When people would see us together, they’d see her first, tall, blond, dominant in every way, wearing power colors.  Me?  I would be cute and beautiful, but wearing something that said “innocence” and “sweet and good,” even though technically I’m not sure I qualify.  Everyone would know I was the submissive within four seconds of looking at us.
 
    
 
   Okay, I didn’t mind. Not really.  And I enjoyed the looks we got as we entered the mall.  Kari hadn’t taken out the ben wa balls, leaving them to roll inside me with every step.  To be honest, I’d already cum several times that day from the stimulation and questing fingers, so I wasn’t terribly desperate, but I suspected that it wouldn’t be long before I had another burst of sensation coming up from between my legs.
 
    
 
   “Ann Taylor first,” Kari said briskly and then we were off.  I hurried after her, both of us chatting amicably though I was positive the quick pace she set was designed to get me wet even faster.  It took about five minutes or so to get to the clothing store and then she ran me through a whirlwind as we tried on a number of outfits, both of us in the same changing stall.  Finally Kari had selected two blouses after getting my opinion in the privacy of our little cubicle, when she suddenly put her hand under my dress and slipped her fingers up between my legs.  She hadn’t included any panties with my outfit, so I was al natural underneath.  I gasped as she worked her finger through my petals and up to my clit.
 
    
 
   “Slippery when wet,” she whispered.  “Are you horny?”
 
    
 
   I nodded stupidly, like I usually do when someone has got their hand down there.  
 
    
 
   “Good.  Our next stop is on the other side of the mall. I expect you to orgasm before we get there or you’ll have to endure the consequences.”
 
    
 
   That made me blink.  Sure, thanks to a five and a half month long vacation from keeping toys inside me, ben wa balls had the ability to force me to orgasm, but it wasn’t easy. I’d had maybe three all day.  A brisk walk, even after her fingers had slipped through my slit, wouldn’t easily push me into orgasm.  
 
    
 
   But hey, I like to rise to a challenge! I nodded, not bothering to ask what the consequences were.  This was Kari. I trusted her.  I knew her.  So once she pulled her finger clear of my wetness, and sucked the juices off her own finger, I followed her out of the stall, over to the register, and eventually across the mall.  I tried to emphasize my steps, and to take little ones, motions intended to make the ben wa balls roll more.  It worked to an extent. I was certainly horny as heck and I could feel the wetness between my legs, threatening to burst like a squeezed grape, but I was just shy of what she wanted when we stopped at the new store.
 
    
 
   Again we went through the process of shopping and again Kari found something she wanted.  And again we had to both go into the dressing room.  After trying on the skirt, one that would match both of the new blouses she had purchased, she looked at me with intense eyes.
 
    
 
   “You didn’t cum,” she said.  It was a statement, not a question, though how she would have been able to tell if I’d had a little one I have no idea.  She opened her purse and my eyes widened when she brought out the clamp.  It was a duck-billed kind, with soft rubber tips, which I was immensely grateful for, but what concerned me the most was the fact that there was a round, plastic, egg shaped object hanging from the clamp.  A small switch at the bottom made it clear that the vibrator, which was the size of my thumb, was going to be intense.
 
    
 
   Kari sank to her knees and pushed me up against the wall of the changing room as I lifted the hem of my skirt and spread my legs.  I was wet alright.  There was a sheen on both my inner thighs.  Kari didn’t waste time either.  She flicked my clit twice with her finger (which almost made me cum right then and there) and then carefully clamped my clitoral hood, attaching the vibrator clamp to my sex with deft hands.  I groaned, my knees twitching and then she turned on the vibrator, stood up, and put her hands on my shoulders.
 
    
 
   “We’re heading to another store.  You are NOT to cum.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “What?” I gasped, my hips already twitching madly.  The ben wa balls had made me wet.  The vibrator was like a heavy rain up river, causing a flood.  Eventually the dam was going to burst.  Soon.
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “Kari, I’m not sure I can handle this,” I whispered, the tension in my voice quite apparent.  I could feel the orgasm building. It was coming.  And it would be a doozy.
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged nonchalantly.  “If you cum before we get to the next store, there will be consequences for disobeying me.”
 
    
 
   I stared at her, then nodded.  Okay.  So if that’s how she wanted to play it.  I know when I’m being set up.  She wanted me to cum.  That’s why I was being given a difficult task that she knew I wouldn’t be able to handle.  I was being played.  So I only made a token effort to not orgasm.  I followed her out of the changing room, back up to the register so she could pay for the skirt, and then out into the mall.  We’d only made it half-way to our next destination when I couldn’t take it anymore.  I stumbled to a halt, gasping, my hips twitching madly, my teeth clenched shut as I endured the orgasmic bliss as quietly as possible.  Even then I drew attention. I probably looked like I was having a seizure or something.  Kari waited patiently for me to finish, eyes bright, and then she took my arm and helped me stumble along in a sexual daze, the vibrator still buzzing along at full power.
 
    
 
   In the next dressing room Kari turned to me and pulled the summer dress down off my shoulders, exposing my breasts.  A small pair of those elastic nipplebands emerged from her purse and after tweaking the tips of both breasts for thirty or so seconds, she slipped them on me.  Talk about an intensifier.  Thanks to the vibrator still swinging from my clit I was already on edge, even after the first orgasm.  The little elastic clamps did two things.  One, it made more of my body respond to the sexual impulses going on between my legs, and second, after my dress was pulled back up, emphasized the hard bumps.  Sexy and stylish was starting to look just a little sluttier.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t cum,” was all she said to me.
 
    
 
   Again we walked, though now I was admittedly having problems.  Kari was having me hold half her bags, which I used to sort of conceal the involuntary thrusts of my hips as my lower half tried to fuck the combination of ben wa balls and clitoral vibrator.  My nipples didn’t throb. They tingled.  And considering the intensity of that sensation you can probably imagine that my thighs were becoming slippery under my skirt.  Sure enough, I didn’t make it and once more I stumbled to a halt, eyes closed, mouth opened in a quiet moan, my hips jerking.  I was making a scene and Kari just stood there in satisfaction, watching my body twitch in prurient fascination.
 
    
 
   When I was done I could feel the juice running down my leg.  Kari pushed me along and a few moments later we were again selecting clothing to try on.  This time in the changing room she pulled out a pair of white stockings, each capped with elastic, handing them to me without comment.  I stared at her, then sat down to unbuckle my heels.  My nether region was a riot of sensation, since the vibrator was still rumbling, the clamp was still chewing at my clit, and the ben wa balls were still swirling inside me.  I got my shoes off, then brought up a leg to put on the stocking.  The sheer hose went up, over my ankle, then my knee, and then ended abruptly only an inch higher.  I blinked in surprise.  Kari merely smiled at me.  I pulled on the other stocking, my fingers trembling with both fear and sexual need, and after I fumbled at the straps of my high heels, I stood and took stock of what she’d done to me.
 
    
 
   Cute, fashionable, and sexy redhead in a summer dress was replaced by cute, sexy, redheaded slut.  The stockings, which left a two inch gap of bare flesh between the hem of my dress and the hose now made me look like the slut I am.  Worse, as I stood, some of my fluids dripped down and began soaking the inside top of the each stocking, making my arousal obvious to anyone looking.  Kari grinned manically, reached up and cupped my breasts through the dress, pinching my nipples and eliciting a sexual groan from me.
 
    
 
   “Don’t cum,” she whispered.
 
    
 
   And then we were off again.  Walking was a challenge now.  People were staring at me.  Each step was like someone had their fingers inside me.  The vibrator was doing crazy things to my clit.  My nipples tingled and I thought I could feel my own pulse at the tips of my breasts.  Despite already cumming it was too much and I grabbed Kari’s arm as my world started to explode again.  She moved me toward an alcove where I hunched over, eyes closed, mouth open in a soundless cry of release as my entire body trembled toward climax.  My knees were pressed tightly together, the wet pulse between my legs a tsunami of sensation as my overstimulated sex was once more forced into orgasmic release.  When I finally came to my senses Kari was there, eyes concerned, but clearly quite pleased with herself.  She took my elbow and helped me walk.  I glanced down.  My new stockings were soaked from the tops to just below the knee, all on the inside of my legs.  I looked like I’d had an accident, except no one would think I pissed myself.  They’d look at my outfit, the way I was walking, the hard tips of my breasts, and come to only one conclusion.
 
    
 
   We got looks at the next store and Kari ushered me into the changing stall without much in the way of shopping first.  I was already on edge, the stimulation more than I could handle.  I kept pressing my hands to my sex and wet spots were starting to appear on the front of my dress.  Without a word Kari grabbed my arms and turned me around so that I was facing the mirror.  Then she pushed my head downward, bending me over as she flipped the dress up.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got a bad wet spot here too,” she said matter of factly as she dug in her purse.  The vibrator swung on its little chain, tugging on my clit and I bit my lip, trying to hold off.  I didn’t see what Kari brought out next, but I felt it.  Smooth rubber, and she slid it through my soaked petals.  For a moment my head swam, but then her fingers were touching my bottom and I felt whatever she had in her hand press up against my back entrance.  I gasped in alarm as the first bead went in, my bottom tightening.
 
    
 
   “Relax,” Kari said soothingly.  “I want at least six of these in you.”
 
    
 
   And so I tried.  I relaxed and groaned and shook as she steadily began pushing the every widening beads into my bottom.  They were on a solid strand, flexible and coated with soft rubber, but still it hurt taking more than four of them in.  Remember, I hadn’t had anything up my ass in five months.  This… this was terrible.  Finally my whimpers and the squirming frustrated Kari and she stepped back.  
 
    
 
   “Fine, I guess we can handle five,” she said. “Let’s go.”
 
    
 
   I had no idea where we going. All I knew was that I was in a state of hyper-sexuality, my pussy primed for another orgasm, the tips of my breasts throbbing, my ass clenched tightly around the filling beads, dressed like a nympho humiliation pain slut in the process of being, well… me.
 
    
 
   It took me a few minutes to realize we were headed for Kari’s car.  I didn’t make it, having another mind-blowing orgasm right there in the mall.  Again I attracted attention, trembling and shaking, the wet spots on my dress, the soaked stockings making my predicament obvious.  Men stared.  Women scowled, and me… well I dripped, exploding with my legs spread wide, a wet splatter of juice falling to the tile floor.
 
    
 
   Kari grinned.  “Be careful,” she said loudly, making sure the crowd around me could hear.  “Some things get slippery when wet.”
 
    
 
   *** 
 
    
 
   I came again in Kari’s car, which was fine because she had thoughtfully put a waterproof blanket down on the expensive leather seat.  The hem of my dress was up around my waist, my legs spread widely while Kari’s hand switched back and forth between her gear shift and my sex.  She removed the vibrator clamp and was tweaking, pinching, and rubbing my clit as I struggled to keep my legs open.  The collar of my dress was pulled down, the material off my shoulders, both breasts exposed to the open air, not to mention any attentive drivers on the road next to us.  The nipplebands were still on, but they’d been joined by another pair of clamps, steel chain swinging between them, tightly chewing on the tips of my breasts.  The seat was tilted back quite a bit and my hands were actually handcuffed to the headrest.  My world was a blur as Kari’s fingers sent me into another tizzy, slipping through my wetness.  I was actually vocal this time, my cries of need filling the car.  Kari, the ultimate multi-tasker, kept one eye on the road, the other on me, forcing me toward another orgasm.  But just as I was about to cum she pinched my clit and her words were like stones, hard and irresistible.
 
    
 
   “Don’t cum.”
 
    
 
   But we both knew I would. Some things get slippery when wet.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: suddendrops]Sudden Drops
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   I glanced around nervously.  I didn’t see anyone looking at me, or hiding in the bushes, but that didn’t mean much, not here.  The jogging path was notoriously twisty and an errant runner could come out of nowhere in seconds flat, leaving me in quite a predicament.  Unfortunately I really didn’t have a choice.  I knew it was a ploy, one that left me with only one option, but the assignment was legitimate, and after Master Brandon had found out that it had been over five months since I’d had my Core Driller dildo impaled inside me, he’d immediately emailed me.
 
    
 
   With my heart thudding nervously and my tummy hosting swarms of butterflies, I again looked left and right.  The path was still empty and so I moved right in front of the bench and opened my canvas bag.  Inside was the monster dildo, twelve inches of graded rubber, black in color, with little bumps just to keep the texture interesting.  I reached into the bag, and again making sure no one was looking, pulled the massive rubber rod out and set it down on the bench.  
 
    
 
   Next I pulled a small bottle out of the bag.  Master Brandon had given me two options on lubrication.  I could use my own, or I could bring some with me.  Was I wet?  Sure I was.  But let’s be honest.  Twelve inches is a lot of rubber to thoroughly lubricate.  And since I was going to have to impale myself fast, I didn’t want to get stuck and have to pump.  I was on a fucking jogging path, mid-morning.  The last thing I needed was some guy or gal coming up while I was half bent over trying to get a foot long synthetic cock stuck up inside me.
 
    
 
   Which meant lubrication.  Unfortunately, that also meant a particular kind of lubrication – another five month first.  I bit my lip as I opened the cap of the bottle and began pouring the oil over the tip of the Core Driller Dildo, making the black rubber shine.  The scent of cinnamon hit me first, but then my fingertip began to tingle, a cool chemical type of sensation reminiscent of Icy Hot.  But then after twenty or so seconds, the cool tingle turned hot, almost burning as I used a bit more oil to fully cover the foot long pillar.
 
    
 
   My finger felt like I’d dipped it in scalding water and as soon as the entire dildo was ready I reached up with my free hand and pulled down the front of my pink halter top.  Master Brandon had told me to wipe any excess oil across a nipple so I did, transferring sufficient lubricant to immediately start the chemical-to-skin reaction.  I felt a cool tingle on the left side of my chest that was quickly replaced by the sensation of someone holding a hot iron to the tip of my breast.  Gasping, I tugged my halter top back up and then reached down between my legs.
 
    
 
   I was wearing a short little mini skirt that couldn’t have been considered decent unless it was being worn by a stripper about to take it off while swinging around a pole.  It was plaid and the distance between the hem and the elastic waistline was about eight inches.   I strongly suspected that my ass was hanging out.  There was also the fact that I wasn’t wearing panties of any kind, which did make it that much easier to slide my still stinging finger through my petals to snag the small thread that was extruding from my sex.  I had to push aside the clothespin that was dangling from my clit, which merely made me gasp.  I tugged free the ben wa balls, biting my lower lip as the sensation of being empty did not go down well.  Now that I was following NHPS Rule #1 again, I was so sensitive to the toys.  It made things very, very difficult.
 
    
 
   I brought the ben wa balls to my mouth and immediately began licking them, which must have been quite a sight, except no one was there to see it.  I didn’t pop them in and suck on them like a lozenge, but I think I did a sufficient job.  I put them in my canvas bag and then focused on the next part.  Master Brandon had given me the option of leaving on the clothespin on my clit, supposedly making it easier for me to avoid notice.  I choose to take that option, since the alternative was to again expose a nipple and clip the clothespin there.  So with my clit still clamped and my pussy open, wet, and ready, I made sure the Core Driller Dildo was sitting upright on the bench, that no one was approaching, and that I was ready.  I moved over it, squatted down slightly, felt the tip touch my petals, transferring the Stinging O oil to my sex, and began the process of lowering myself gently.
 
    
 
   And of course, just at that moment, is when fate decided to send the jogger.  Why couldn’t he have come two minutes earlier?  Why would he have to come just then, when I had only a single inch of black rubber dildo inside me.  He was still a good hundred feet away. I had to make a decision. Up or down?  Stand up and leave my dildo sitting there?  In plain sight?  With me dressed like a two-bit whore getting ready to impale herself?  Or should I sit all the way down, leaving me still dressed like a two-bit whore, dealing with the physical ramifications of having eleven more inches of thick rubber rammed violently into her nether regions?
 
    
 
   For a moment, time slowed.  My heartbeat labored as a blink took an eternity.  I could feel my clit burning now, the Stinging O oil cool then hot.  The folds of my slit were on fire and the jogger’s eyes were on me.  I struggled, even with the extra time, trying to deal with the decision, his footsteps loud drum beats pounding on my psyche. I panicked, not sure where to go, or what to do, and finally as he took the last few steps toward me I let my legs go, my entire weight forcing me downward, the thick twelve inch dildo spearing up into my body as if I’d been a captured slave being impaled by Vlad himself.
 
    
 
   The pain of it made the time bubble burst and the jogger’s eyes widened as I cried out.  He came to a lurching stop as I hunched over, my hands pressing down on the front of my skirt as I reeled from the pressure wave I’d just created inside my own body, not to mention the more mundane and burning heat of the Stinging O transferred to both my labia and the insides of my sex.  I trembled violently.
 
    
 
   “Are you alright?” he asked, panting.  
 
    
 
   I nodded stupidly, clearly not alright.  Five months of no sex had seriously diminished both my pain threshold and the elasticity of my insides.  Twelve inches no longer fit as easily and adding in the Stinging O was the icing on the cake.  Agony blew through me as my body and brain tried desperately to deal with the massive, burning intruder between my legs.
 
    
 
   “You don’t look alright,” the jogger observed.
 
    
 
   I looked blinking back tears.  “No,” I gasped. “I’m f-f-fine,” I stammered.  His eyebrow went up and he looked at me unbelievingly.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded again, wondering what I’d need to do to prove I was okay.  Would I be sucking this man’s cock in a moment, safely hidden behind some bushes?  Would he be demanding the right to stick his dick up my ass, seeing just how much cock, synthetic or otherwise I could take?  Would he be slapping my exposed breasts back and forth, leaving them red and swollen before grasping my nipples and twisting them to a new station?
 
    
 
   He shrugged.  “Alright.  Have a good day,” he said, turning away from me and breaking out into a run.  Before I could even say “hey wait! Can I suck your cock?” he was forty feet away and accelerating.  I struggled to call out to him, to call him back, to beg for his help, his attention, but it came out as a wheezing gasp.  
 
    
 
   And then I was alone.  The jogger disappeared around the bend of the trail.  I stayed seated another three or four minutes, my body adjusting to the foot long spear of rubber thrust up through my loins.  Finally I rose, my sex clamping tight around the Core Driller.  Without panties, keeping that monster in was even harder than sitting on it in one full bodied thrust. I had to walk with my thighs pressed together, waddling stupidly.  A full quarter of a mile back to my car took fifteen minutes, but no one else passed me.  Finally, with one hand between my legs holding the Core Driller in, I climbed into the truck and felt the seat press the massive dildo deeper. I moaned and put my forehead down on the steering wheel with a sigh of relief, closing my eyes.  My God it felt good to be sitting, to be stuffed again, to be burning.  I was… I mean… I AM a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I could take it.  Bring it on, Master Brandon.  Hurt me.  Humiliate me. Punish me.  Make me cum for your pleasure.  Make me cum for mine…  but still there was something missing.
 
    
 
   The knock on my window surprised me. My eyes snapped open and I turned my head to look.  There was another jogger, his face concerned. I rolled down my window.
 
    
 
   “Sorry. I saw you slumped over and I wanted to make sure you were alright,” he said apologetically.  This time I grinned.  Would I be sucking this man’s cock in a moment?  Would I be begging for him to stick his dick up my ass, just to see how much cock, synthetic or otherwise I could get in there?  Would he be slapping my breasts back and forth while I gave him a handjob?
 
    
 
   “No.  No I’m not alright.  There’s something I need,” I said, feeling my sex contact tightly around the Core Driller dildo.
 
    
 
   And this time, the jogger didn’t get away.
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   Social media can be a bitch, especially when it’s linked to certain physical requirements.  Imagine you’re sitting at work one day and your boss comes in and tells you that every time you get an email, or a text message, you must immediately drop to the floor and do ten crunches.  It wouldn’t be long before you were contemplating murder, or at least quitting.  Now imagine your boss ALSO makes you send out an email to EVERYONE telling them that every email you get in response earns those crunches?
 
    
 
   Some of you already know that yesterday morning I did almost exactly that.  Except instead of questions, my boss - one Kari Anders - specified a full five minutes enduring my Rotating Venus Penis - a diabolical sex toy I happened to be wearing under my jeans, snug up against my clit, and wedged tightly into my sex.  The RVP consisted of a four inch plastic cock that not only vibrated, but spun as well, along with a large base that curves along my entire sex, sending rumbling vibrations into my clit.  On low I can handle fifteen, twenty minutes at best. At higher levels I’m gelatin.  Thank God Kari left the level to me.
 
    
 
   But that didn’t help me yesterday morning as I tucked my smart phone into my pocket and headed down to the barn. Within seconds of letting everyone know what Kari had in mind for me I was getting tweets and emails back.  Five, ten, fifteen, twenty minutes worth of low level but intense sexual torment was served up in about a minute and a half.  And so before I even managed to feed the goats I was on cloud nine, wobbling from one part of our barn to another, trying to focus on something other than the pleasure bubbling up from between my legs. It wasn’t easy either. I came that first half hour, my phone beeping with each new tweet or email, and being dumb enough to get into an actual back and forth conversation didn’t make things easier.  By seven in the morning I had already built up ninety minutes of dealing with the RVP and endured two orgasms.  Then one of my followers suggested I was being just a little dense.
 
    
 
   Don’t read the tweets or emails until I’ve had a chance to recover.
 
    
 
   Yes.  Well, that’s all well and good until you go back and check eventually and find that after dealing with ninety minutes of sexual stimulation, resulting in three orgasms and an intensely sensitive clit, you’ve got another two hours and ten worth of email and tweet time coming.  
 
    
 
   And that was at three o’clock.
 
    
 
   One of the emails was intriguing.  It was from Master Brandon, one of my more sadistic online doms, who gave me an out, provided Kari approved.  I sent her the email, and she replied, which of course earned me an additional five minutes of time.  And so I had a horrible decision to make.  I could hang out there, at the farm, probably out in the barn or out in a field somewhere, trembling and cumming and aching for hours and hours, with more tweets piling up, or I could follow just a few simple instructions and cut my time completely in half.  I hate hard choices but as the tweets continued to roll in it wasn’t like I had a choice.  I’d have been buzzing and spinning my way to bed and halfway through the night.
 
    
 
   I tucked my outfit into a spare canvas bag and explained to my parents that I had some errands to run.  My dad lifted an eyebrow, well aware that my errand in all likelihood consisted of some sexual act.  My mother was oblivious and told me to drive safe.  And so I climbed into my truck and drove out to the farm to market road that runs by the border of our property.  Since it was the middle of the afternoon I didn’t feel to self-conscious about pulling over onto the shoulder, and for the first time in several months, climbed out of my truck, moved to the grill, and slowly, steadily, stripped naked.
 
    
 
   I actually like being naked outside. I’d become a nudist except they discourage sexual issues from being the predominant result of being naked.  For me, being naked MEANS sexual issues. So even had I NOT been stuffed with a four inch long, buzzing, spinning, plastic cock, I’d have been wet in seconds, just from taking off my tee shirt, bra, blue jeans, and panties.  I even waited for a moment, with just the RVP strapped to my loins, sort of hoping and dreading that a car would come over the hill behind me, or maybe from around the curve in the other direction, but no one came and I was eventually forced to slip a short blue denim skirt up over my ass.  Panties? Please… like I ever where them on assignments.  My bra was rolled up and discarded with my other outfit and I pulled a tight fitting tube top down over my head.  This was a new purchase for me, a gift from Kari, and just a tad bit disturbing since the tube was only about seven inches from top to bottom.  Breast band might be a better description of the narrow strip of material that left way too much of my cleavage and the tops of my breasts exposed.  Know what a nipple slip is?  That’s why Kari bought this top.  The first time I wore it I had like ten slips at the mall, with people staring at me.
 
    
 
   Dressed appropriately according to Master Brandon’s requirements left me with the next point of contention: location.  Brandon had specified that I select a public place for my marathon endurance race, even going so far as to list some possibilities. He suggested the train, the library, and a restaurant.  None of those really appealed to me.  A train limited my options for leaving and there were cops just walking up and down from one end of the train to the other.  A restaurant would kick me out before I was finished with my time, even if it was cut in half, and a library would ask me to leave in case I got vocal, which was a likelihood considering that the last requirement Brandon pushed upon me was turning the RVP up to full power. None of that low level stuff.  If I was going to take it, I was going to take all of it. As Brandon put it, “if it leaves you screaming and breathless, rolling on the ground with your hands between your knees, then that’s fine.”
 
    
 
   So where does a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut with a penchant for public displays of sexual insanity go when she knows things are going to be difficult?
 
    
 
   She goes shopping.
 
    
 
   I pulled up at the mall with more than a simple feeling of dread.  I’d sort of been avoiding two specific people over the last few months, despite several emails to the contrary and even a phone call or two. And here I was, in all my Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut glory, about to do something very me.  I bit my lip as I took a deep breath, noticing how clearly my tube top stretched and rose with that breath.  The imprint of my nipple piercing, not to mention the small padlock dangling from my nipple was very, very apparent under the white elastic material, leaving little but color to the imagination.  I got out of the truck and slipped on my high heels.  Yes - the stripper heels. What did you expect?  Brandon said he wanted me dressed appropriately.
 
    
 
   I went in through the sporting goods store, just like usual, and like usual I was instant eye-candy, with every male in the entire place being drawn in like moths to a flame.  I’m not sure what was more intriguing for them; the stupid band across my chest only barely hiding my breasts, or the fact that there was a bright pink wire coming out from under my skirt and trailing up to what was obviously a little remote control tucked into my waistband, contrasting nicely with the pale flesh of my belly.
 
    
 
   I could have turned the other way, walking the long way to the food court, or half a dozen other possible places to sit, but reparations had to be made.  So I went left instead of right and in a few short minutes I stood outside Julie’s little jewelry store.
 
    
 
   Julie was in the middle of helping a customer so I studied her.  She was looking good.  She’d either dyed her hair a dark brunette and let it grow out to just past her ears with these incredibly cute bangs or it was her natural color.  Either way it was the first time I hadn’t seen her head looking like a bag of Skittles.  It sort of shocked me.  Julie was… pretty.
 
    
 
   Very pretty.
 
    
 
   She also wasn’t wearing that much makeup, another big change.  Gone was the goth punker chick and in her place was this mature looking, gorgeous girl.  Granted, some things hadn’t changed.  She still had no boobs to speak of and she was dangerously narrow.  Kari is thin.  Julie is anorexic.  That said the easy smile on her face made me let out a little sigh of longing and I patiently waited outside the store until she was finished and the customer left.
 
    
 
   Her eyes widened immediately when she saw me and the smile faded from her lips to be replaced by a thin tight line and glaring, narrowed eyes.  I almost withered right then and there, but then found my courage and actually stepped into the store.  She didn’t approach me and instead crossed her arms and tilted her body to the side as if daring me to come closer. I did until I finally stood in front of her.
 
    
 
   She didn’t say anything until I was about to open my mouth and apologize and even then it came out with a hiss.
 
    
 
   “Five months.  I haven’t seen you in almost a half a year.  You wouldn’t answer emails, or the phone.  If Kari hadn’t explained what was going on I wouldn’t know NOW,” Julie spat.  “I would have come and visited you in the hospital.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath.  “I’m not sure getting my breasts slapped would have helped my pneumonia, Julie.”
 
    
 
   She actually teared up.  “Is that what you think I would have done?” She demanded angrily.  “You think bitch slapping you is the only reason I like you?  You arrogant little cunt,” she said, turning away from me.  She took a few steps toward the back of the store. “You are more than just a toy, Breanne Erickson. I thought you were my friend.”
 
    
 
   I stood there feeling as if my world had just crumbled into ashes.  I matched Julie’s tears and came close to letting out a sob.  I hadn’t realized just how bad my silence might have hurt people, people I was close to.  I’d basically cut everyone off.  I hadn’t spoken to or returned Mike the Hardware Guy’s calls.  I’d avoided Julie.  I hadn’t even wanted to speak to Michael Alexander.  I’d basically cut all my friends out of my life except for Kari, and by association, her boytoy Robert.  With Julie, all I had thought about was that I wasn’t up for being hurt and used at that particular moment.  In never, ever occurred to me that she’d be worried about me as a friend, and not just missing a pleasant diversion to play with.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry?” I asked, wondering if anything I could say would fix it.  
 
    
 
   “Sorry?” she snarled. “You waltz in here, dressed like that, as if nothing had happened, and expect things to just be solved with a ‘sorry’?”
 
    
 
   I’m not sure the crestfallen expression on my face helped but I raised my hands, palms up. “Julie, I was broken. I’m better now. I’m sorry. It’s all I can say.  What else do you want from me?”
 
    
 
   Julie turned back to look at me.”I want you to suffer,” she said.
 
    
 
   I set my hips. “Well here I am.  I’m stuffed with the RVP and you can do whatever you want to me.”
 
    
 
   Julie looked up. “I’m not sure just physically hurting you is going to be sufficient,” she said quietly.  “And me slapping the shit out of you isn’t going to come close to giving you what you deserve.”
 
    
 
   That made me hesitate, but then I looked at her resolutely.  “Then it can be just the start,” I said, offering all I had.
 
    
 
   She bowed her head, clearly trying to make a decision. “Fine.  I get you this Saturday.  All day, starting at eight am and ending at midnight.”
 
    
 
   I paused.  It wasn’t like I had anything planned. I didn’t.  But still… that much time with Julie meant some serious shit was going to happen. I mused it over for about half a second and then bowed my head, accepting it.
 
    
 
   “Get in the back room,” she said in response to my obvious acquiescence.  I moved steadily forward and then entered the small stock room at the back of the store.  Julie looked around steadily and then followed.   
 
    
 
   The backroom of Julie’s store consists of a few small shelves stacked with boxes floor to ceiling, an electrical panel with lots of yellow and black tape around it, a small wooden desk with a computer, and a wooden swivel chair that looks like it was stolen from a 1940’s office supply store.  As soon as I got in I turned back toward the door and braced myself.  Julie moved closer, both hands coming up.  I took a deep breath as her fingers grazed my nipples right through the material of the tube top, the tips of my breasts obvious and quite apparent.  Carefully, gently even, she peeled the elastic cloth down, baring my chest.  I expect a spanking across my bosom, but instead she leaned forward, putting her lips over my left nipple.  She sucked in the little pink tip, running her tongue in wet circles around the areola.  It left me gasping and my hand went down to the RVP controller and turned it on.  I don’t know what setting it was at but it sure felt strong.  Julie’s other hand came up to the piercing and toyed with it, bouncing the padlock that dangled from my right nipple back and forth like a kitten playing with a cricket.
 
    
 
   She suckled. She licked.  She pinched me so lightly and gently that it didn’t even hurt.  She came up only to glance out the little window of the backdoor, just to make sure she didn’t have any customers waiting on her.  My world went white as the pleasure between my legs combined sweetly with what she was doing to my breasts.  It was too much.  With a soft moan I leaned back, bracing myself against the desk, one leg propped up on the chair, my skirt flared, my sex convulsing around the spinning, rumbling phallus, all while Julie did sweet things to my breasts.  I exploded wetly and sincerely.  It was only then that Julie pulled her mouth away from my bosom and gave me a wicked smile as I sat there half dazed.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Where is Julie and what have you done with her?” I whispered dreamily, obviously sated.  And that is when she hit me.
 
    
 
   Her hand flew like lightning and smashed into my right breast, half knocking me over as I let out a yelp.  A bright sting started on the right side of my chest, but even as it began to fade, only to be replaced by a scorching heat, there came another stroke on the opposite side of my tits that stung just as badly.  I cried out and brought my hands up to cover my breasts.  Fury flashed through Julie’s eyes and she lifted her hand threateningly.
 
    
 
   “Get your hands down or I swear to God what I do to you Saturday will make angels weep,” she hissed.
 
    
 
   I moved my hands immediately.  Julie glanced out the window once more, then refocused on me, and pulled her hand back.  I flinched, but it didn’t matter.  Her hand began going back and forth, using my breasts as the equivalent of a boxer’s punching bag, except every impact was delivered with her open hand.  In ten strokes my breasts were bright pink. At fifteen I couldn’t stand up straight.  I’m not sure when she stopped by the tears were pouring down my cheeks.
 
    
 
   “Do you have your alligator clamps with you?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  I hadn’t brought them.  I didn’t think I would need them.  Clearly that made her unhappy and her hands came back up, snagging just the tips of my breasts in sharp, pinching twists.  That made my knees buckle and the only thing that prevented me from becoming a puddle of girl goo on the floor was the fact that I was literally being held up by my nipples.  Finally she let go and I fell to the ground, sobbing.
 
    
 
   “Don’t cover up yet. I’m not done,” Julie declared and then walked out of the back room.  I sat there on the floor trying to recover, but my chest felt like I’d been kicked and then walked on by a herd of horses.  Ten minutes later I was able to stand and examine my bosom.  It looked red and raw, but most of the hurt had faded. I glanced out the window.  Julie was helping a customer.  I fished my phone out of my purse.  Two more emails.  Good lord….
 
    
 
   It took another five minutes but Julie came back in, this time clutching two small hair clips, each about the size of my thumb.  I stood up and bit my bottom lip as she lifted the two plastic clamps up to my breasts.  Carefully she squeezed them wide open and then set them so that the toothed edges would bite into the pink tip of my nipple.  I gasped as they tightened down.  There wasn’t pain exactly, it was more like Julie was standing there, permanently squeezing and pinching the tips of my breasts.  Distracting as hell and it certainly combined with the vibrations and spinning sensation of the RVP. I took a deep breath and tried to steady myself.
 
    
 
   “Why are you really here?” Julie asked, stepping back and once more glancing through the window.
 
    
 
   “Cutting my punishment time in half,” I explained, going into the details with a blush.
 
    
 
   Julie’s eyebrow went up.  Without another word, she twisted round, dug into the purse on her desk, and pulled out her phone.  Still quiet, she began typing something into phone and half a moment later my phone chirped.  I’d gotten another email.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” I protested, glaring at her.
 
    
 
   She smiled wickedly.  “Better go start before I send another email.”  She began typing again.
 
    
 
   I snarled something better left unsaid and tugged my top up over both the little hair clamps and my breasts.  I looked ridiculous, the clamps making my nipples twice as obvious and even more sensitive. I pushed through the back door as my phone indicated the arrival of another email and I hurried out of the store and into the mall corridor.  The second I was there I grabbed the RVP controller from my waistband and pushed both sliders all the way up.
 
    
 
   The first five seconds weren’t the worst.  They were the easiest I think.  That said I froze in place, my entire body rigid as my libido reacted in the worst possible way to the increase in tempo.  I felt like a dust devil turned into a tornado and I was worried about tripping over my own feet as the orgasm hit me like a freight train.  Fortunately there was a bench right there in near the front of Julie’s store and I gripped it tightly.  Julie came out to the edge of her domain, looked at me shaking, smiled, and then waved her phone at me again.  A moment later my phone chirped again.  Another email.
 
    
 
   I stumbled into the bench itself, only to stand back up immediately as the RVP began loudly clattering against the wood.  It’s one thing to draw attention to yourself visually.  It’s another to set off an auditory signal that sounds like an earthquake rattling a teacup.  I again looked over at Julie, who was clearly laughing at my distress.  My phone chirped again.  Crossing my arms across my chest I quickly hurried away as fast as my high heels and the spinning, churning, vibrations in my loins would allow.
 
    
 
   I’m pretty familiar with this particular mall so I knew where I was heading, I just had to get there.  The last two orgasms had given me just a bit of an edge in dealing with the stimulation I was feeling but it still wasn’t easy.  Most women get sensitive after having a clitoral orgasm. I’m no different.  I get sensitive. It’s just that after I get sensitive, the feeling of sandpaper dragging across my clit actually arouses me more.  It becomes a vicious cycle of pain and discomfort and cumming.  Have I hit my limit?  Sure.  But yesterday I wasn’t anywhere close to that.  
 
    
 
   The alcove I was thinking of was a little side shoot filled with plants and a nice straight bench that I could sit on the edge of.  It was still out in public, completely exposed, except you had to WANT to sit in that alcove and there was nothing else worth doing in there.  So I sat down, my thighs and knees pressed together, with only the bony part of my ass on the seat to prevent my pussy from tapping out Morse code to casual passersby, trying to breathe steadily and sedately, all while a tempest seethed between my legs.
 
    
 
   My phone chirped again and I grabbed it.  Julie had sent me another email.  I didn’t even open it.  Instead I checked my twitter account.  No further tweets thank God, but my email was chock full.  I glanced at my watch as I squirmed, my body trying to subconsciously escape, or possibly embrace the full roar of what the RVP was doing.
 
    
 
   Time slowed to a crawl as I struggled to sit still and ignore the elephant in the room.  My pulse quickened, my chest rose and fell, and it felt like I had a pair of electrodes inside me since certain parts of my anatomy were pulsing without my conscious decision to actually flex.  My bottom lip was practically caught between my teeth as every fiber of my being focused on cumming quietly.
 
    
 
   In all honesty, I did a pretty good job. I didn’t scream, or carry on, or collapse in a fit of paroxysms that made my sexual climax obvious.  I wrapped my arms around me and shook as if I’d french kissed a light socket, eyes closed, and overwhelming need dispersing what little coherent thought I had.  And after that orgasm I let out a whimper and pressed my hand back to my skirt, hoping the pressure would alleviate the tension.  It didn’t. In fact, it made things worse as my clit began chaffing and it became difficult just to breathe.  My sex was beginning to ache I’d tightened it so much and so frequently, and the vibration was wearing me down even as the spinning jacked me up.
 
    
 
   I was twenty seconds away from another orgasm when David sat down across from me.  I stiffened in surprise, totally shocked.  I hadn’t called him.  I hadn’t even spoken with him in four months.  Our trip to New York had been great, but like Julie, I’d sort of locked him out of my life while I was sick.
 
    
 
   He crossed his arms and stared at me while I rattled.  Finally I closed my eyes, let out a whimper, and came again.  He watched as I brought my feet up, trying to curl into a fetal position as my body tried to come to terms with the torments being inflicted upon me.  I wanted the buzzing, spinning torture to stop.  I couldn’t take it any longer.  I glanced down at my watch.  Another twenty minutes to go.
 
    
 
   “You were supposed to call,” he said sternly.  
 
    
 
   I looked up at him, my brain still wrung out and slowly being twisted a fifth time into a sexual knot.  “How did you know I was here?” I asked him.
 
    
 
   He didn’t reply.  “Four months.  You could have at least called to let me know you were okay.”
 
    
 
   I looked down, suddenly embarrassed.  “I wasn’t okay.  That was the point,” I replied.
 
    
 
   “And now you are?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “I suppose.”
 
    
 
   “Come here again on assignment and I expect a call.  And understand you’ll pay double next time for today’s escapade.  I’m busy today, but before the end of the week. Understand?”  He stood up, not even waiting for me to agree. I blinked in shock.  What the hell was I getting into?
 
    
 
   “Um.  Yeah. Okay.  Maybe Thursday evening?” I asked.  “Dinner?”
 
    
 
   His eyes focused on me.  “Does it sound like I want to take you to dinner?” he asked me.
 
    
 
   “It sounds like you want to have me for dinner actually,” I drawled.  
 
    
 
   That made him smile.  “I’ll have to tenderize you first.  My office. Six o’clock.  Dress slutty,” he said, then walked away.
 
    
 
   “As if there is any other outfit ever,” I muttered, knowing he wouldn’t hear me.  One final orgasm fifteen minutes later and then I was done.  I turned off the RVP, sighing in relief as the earthquake between my legs stilled.  Slowly I climbed to my feet, noticing the dripping wet spot on the bench.  I ignored it and instead slowly shuffled my way back toward Julie’s shop.  To my surprise, she was waiting outside, leaning up against the wall while one of her employees ran the shop.  Her phone was in her hand.  She glanced up and saw me, smiling big.
 
    
 
   “I was waiting for you,” she said.  “I’ll walk you out.  How do you feel?”
 
    
 
   I paused.  “Tender actually, like I’m biscuit dough.  Beaten, mixed, and stirred.”
 
    
 
   She nodded. “Got all your time out of the way?” she asked.
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Yes, for now. I’m guessing a few more emails or tweets will come in though.”
 
    
 
   “Full power?” Julie asked as we started toward the entrance.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “No, low now.  It was the amount of time that was the issue though.”
 
    
 
   “So you can take it at full, right?”
 
    
 
   I let out a slightly hysterical laugh.  “Hardly. I’m so sensitive right now that my clit feels like it’s swollen to four times its regular size.”
 
    
 
   “Want me to check?” she offered mischievously.
 
    
 
   I gave her a hard look. “What will that entail?” I asked.
 
    
 
   She shrugged.  “Oh, you lifting your skirt, removing the RVP for a bit, followed by my tongue on your clit.”
 
    
 
   “I’m tender and you want to lick me?” I demanded.
 
    
 
   She grinned. “Hell yes.”
 
    
 
   I let out a sigh.  “Okay.  Your place?”
 
    
 
   “I’ll ride with you,” she said with a wink, then pushed a few buttons on her phone and put it away.  A half second later my phone chirped.  
 
    
 
   “Is that an email?” Julie asked good-naturedly.
 
    
 
   I gave her a naughty glare and she gave me this innocent smile.  “Don’t you have to turn on the RVP?” she asked.
 
    
 
   “Are you trying to kill me?” I asked as I fished the controller out of my waistband and slipped it on.  Julie grabbed it from me and slid the controls even higher as I trembled and seemed to fold in half, my pussy on fire with sexual stimulation.
 
    
 
   “No,” Julie whispered. “Just making sure you suffer for five months of absence.  It’s going to hurt, Bre.  I’ll make sure of it.”  She tucked the controller back into my belt. “Come on. You can hang at my place and I’ll make sure that you get your time for every email you get.  We’ll even send out emails for fun!  I’ll get all my friends to email and text you!  Social media is fun!”
 
    
 
   Buzzing and swirling, social media.
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   I sat there with my jeans and panties around my ankles, knees spread wide, my hand trembling softly.  Part of it was because I’d already gone through most of the process twice, once at five thirty and then again an hour later.  Both times had been relatively strenuous, the ben wa balls rolling around inside me, arousing me with every step, but it was the butterfly clitoral vibrator that really did it.  Ten minutes, even at the lowest setting had me moaning, legs splayed wide, my hand pressing the little plastic rumbling toy harder against my clit, right on the edge.  I was breathless.  Is it any surprise?  But I didn’t cum.  I wasn’t allowed too.
 
    
 
   But at seven-thirty things were a little different.  Master Dan had emailed me and suggested, with Kari’s approval, that every other hour I add a clamp to my clit UNDERNEATH the butterfly.  So I had pushed my jeans and panties down, exposing the pink plastic bug clinging to the front of my loins in preparation for a different sort of torment. The butterfly was off since I only had to have it on for ten minutes, the last time an hour before.  I pulled it out away from the already tingling nub of my clitoris and I held up the steel clover clamp.
 
    
 
   What had started off as a factory model Japanese Clover Clamp had been slightly altered by a mechanically minded sadist of my acquaintance.  In place of the smooth jaws that normally are in evidence, he had filed a series of rough and quite edged ridges, changing the clamps into de facto pliers.  Slippage was a thing of the past, even when whatever the clover was gripping was wet and slippery.  I pinched the thing open, ignoring the half pound weight that dangled from the end of it and placed it over my clit.  Slowly I let it bite down and gasped as my already well sauced clit was delicately crushed.  A raw surge of lust washed through me as my confused psyche once more misunderstood certain impulses and translated pain into something that wasn’t quite pleasure, but not quite agony.  I let the Butterfly resettle on top of the clover clamp and turned it on.
 
    
 
   Oh My Fucking God.  I so needed to cum!  It was a near thing!  Ten minutes at the lowest setting practically blew my mind and only through sheer will power and terror at what Kari might demand next kept me from reaching down and jiggling things for just a few precious seconds.  Ten minutes seemed to last forever and when the timer on my phone beeped I could barely turn off the butterfly. Adrenaline and need still surged through my brains and had someone been there to help me I would have gladly fucked just about anyone.  Shaking, I pulled my panties and jeans up, completely forgetting I still had the clamp attached to my clit.  I actually left it on for about twenty minutes before I realized I could have taken it off.  So I tugged my pants back down, gingerly removed the clover clamp, which reignited certain longings, and then suffered through more chores, desperate for orgasm.
 
    
 
   Eight-thirty was bad, but without a clamp chewing on my clit, the ten minutes was more a lesson in frustration than another escapade of skirting with the “edge”.  I didn’t even pull down my jeans.  But by the time I was done I knew I wasn’t going to last another round, especially considering that at nine-thirty I would need to use a slightly different clamp.  Fortunately Kari had provided me an out, a way to cum.  It just wasn’t one I liked.
 
    
 
   An hour later my jeans were gone, as were my panties, and the blue denim skirt I was wearing was rolled up around my waist.  I was on my hands and knees, my face flushed and I looked back over my shoulder, trying to focus through both the pain and the vibrations.  A binder clip, a small one, was cruelly clamped around my clit while the butterfly clitoral vibrator was shaking it like a five month old with a baby rattle.  My sex constantly tightened around the ben wa balls inside me, which had been rolling with every step since five that morning.
 
    
 
   But more importantly, there was Jake.  He was also kneeling, except immediately behind me, and the slick sheen on his condom clad cock that I had just deposited there with my mouth made it clear where things were headed.  I also had taken the time to properly lube up before changing into the skirt back at home, so technically we were both ready.
 
   
  
 

 
 
   “Please,” I begged, my throat tight. I was getting close.  “Please. Now.”
 
    
 
   Nothing makes a man harder and readier than a woman begging and Jake didn’t disappoint me.  He was a tall man, in his early twenties, just a bit bandy legged from riding horse and smelled of leather and livestock.  He’d been easy to find since I’d stopped at the feed store and in short order we were parked in a field where he’d laid out a blanket on the other side of a hay roll.  I’d done the mouth magic and then we were ready.  The tip of his cock rubbed at my backdoor and despite the fact that I had absolutely no desire to get buttfucked, I knew that it was necessary if I was going to avoid punishment from the rest of it.  I turned on the butterfly, feeling it vibrate the clamp and then Jake slid in.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t that easy.  “He slid in.”  I mean he forced his way in as I tried to relax, fighting my normal reluctance to take anything up the ass.  But between my spit and the two teaspoons of grapeseed oil I’d squirted up in there earlier it wasn’t as bad as it could have been. Even as he sawed himself through my rear entrance I felt the burgeoning need and explosion surge up from my clit and in seconds I lifted one hand and was twisting my nipple piercing, sending even more sparks of painful stimulation through my body. I cried out in orgasmic ecstasy just minutes in, a major mistake, since I’d made sure Jake understood that I couldn’t take off the clamp or turn off the butterfly for a full ten minutes.
 
    
 
   It felt like the longest ten minutes of my life.  Jake held me, his hands clutching my wrists after he drove me to the ground, mashing my sex, the clamp, and the butterfly against the blanket.  It was like getting fucked from both directions and as his cock slipped through my innards it actually made the ben wa balls move too.  Talk about overload.  I felt him harden inside me and realized I was actually horny, wanting another orgasm!  I bucked, trying to get myself there, but instead it was Jake who exploded wetly.  He softened before I had a chance to get there and then he pulled out just as I was clenching. His hand found the controller to the butterfly as my timer beeped and that was that.  Pure hell.  I was now terribly aroused, wanting, and desperate.  Right back where I’d been just two hours before!  ARrrgggghhhh!
 
    
 
   Ten-thirty left me perspiring and I’d been forced to sit on my hands during the entire ten minutes, knees knocking together as the vibrations sent me spiraling back upward toward a release I wasn’t allowed to have.  I didn’t have a choice. I had to hold it together.  I did. Barely.  But I knew I wasn’t going to survive the next ten minute torment, especially with another clamp.
 
    
 
   At eleven-thirty I was at John’s house and once again kneeling on all fours.  The jumbo alligator clamp, a cruel toothed machine was chewing on my clit, sending sparks of agony through my loins, which were only magnified by the horrible vibrations of the butterfly.  John had only agreed to help me if he could spank me as well, so I’d submitted to an across the lap, bare breasted, hand crafted blistering and then greedily sucked his cock into butt ready hardness.  Since I was on his coffee table, he stood up behind me and worked his manhood into my rear, even as I began the orgasmic process once again, gasping, moaning, and generally carrying on. You would have been proud of me.  This time I held off for almost the entire ten minutes, exploding only at the last few seconds.  John still hadn’t cum though and when I reached for the butterfly controller he swatted at my hand.  I grit my teeth as he continued to thrust his shaft into my rear, the butterfly buzzing, the jumbo alligator clamp chewing on my clit, and the ben wa balls swirling with everybody rocking penetration.  When John finally came I’d been clamped and buzzing for close to twenty minutes and my brain was just about fried.
 
    
 
   Which is why at twelve thirty I’d found myself a quiet shoe store clerk who had no problem with getting a blowjob in preparation for a full throttle exploration of my back door.  As I stood in his back room, one leg propped up on a chair and both hands on his desk, bent over, I trembled as the butterfly, now directly against my clit, began an earthquake induced explosion that sent me skyward in bliss.  I knew I needed it. I knew I wanted it.  And we both came.
 
    
 
   My twelve-thirty orgasm was probably the catalyst which caused further problems, since I was feeling relatively satisfied. After all I’d had sex three times in almost as many hours, cuming, clamped and impaled.  How could anything satisfy me after that?  But I underestimated the vibroballs and the butterfly, and having that little monster pressed to my swollen little clit, buzzing away like mad, sent me into orbit despite my best efforts to the contrary.  Embarrassed, flushed, and just a little punch-drunk on endorphins, I called Kari to explain how bad I’d been.
 
    
 
   “You came without cock in your ass?” She asked before I’d even had a chance to say “hi, this is Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard, feeling the ben wa balls roll. “Ummm… yes?”
 
    
 
   “Fine.  Same rules apply.  If you want to cum, you’ve got to have cock in your ass.  Except now you will apply the clamps Master Dan requested every hour, instead of every other hour.”  Then Kari hung up, not even giving me the chance to protest.  I spent the next forty minutes dreading one-thirty and when it came I sat down in my room and tried to make the best of it.  The binder clip went over my folds, crushing my clitoris and petals at the same time and when the butterfly was applied it made everything shake in ways nature never intended, but should have. I was so wet, so horny, so needy.  I clenched my fists and bit my knuckles, my hips involuntarily jerking downward into the bed sheets as I humped my pillow, not wanting to cum but getting dangerously close.  I punctuated each second on my clock with another thrust of my loins, agony and ecstasy washing together in waves that threatened not just to rock my boat, but swamp me thoroughly.  I was so close, so ready, so there… when the timer beeped and I thumbed off the butterfly. I pushed my hand beneath me, ignoring the wetness, the burning ache and fumbled for the binder clip.  I found the metal pivots and pinched, letting the pressure off my snagged labia and clitoris, letting a rush of blood surge back into my abused sex.
 
    
 
   And I popped.  Again.
 
    
 
   With tears in my eyes, legs spread wide, blasted and hurting, I called Kari again.
 
    
 
   “Christ, Breanne. It hasn’t even been an hour!” She said angrily.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Kari.”  I was blubbering.  “It was an accident.”
 
    
 
   She grunted. “Fine.  Nothing’s changed.  If you want to cum, you MUST have cock in your ass.  You do understand that, right?”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I muttered, feeling a corresponding itch in my backside.
 
    
 
   Kari continued. “And as punishment for violating my rules, you will continue to use Master Dan’s clamps every hour, but you will also up the time you are being vibrated to fifteen minutes.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, startled.  Fifteen minutes? I was having trouble handing ten!  
 
    
 
   At two-thirty I was in the bathroom of one of our local bars while the barkeeper’s cock was in my mouth.  Trembling, but still focused on what I was doing with my tongue, I lifted my skirt up and pulled the butterfly away from my clit.  I had the clamp in my fingers and when I felt him tremble I pulled my head back.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready?” I panted.  
 
    
 
   “Hell yes, whore.”
 
    
 
   “Slut,” I reprimanded him primly. Hey. I have standards.  Whores get PAID.
 
    
 
   “Whatever.  Do it and turn around.”
 
    
 
   So I looked down and set the jumbo alligator clamp against my clit and pinched it open.  A slight movement brought the tender, swollen, and quite red nub between the open jaws and I clenched my jaw as I let the damn thing bite, stifling my scream since I didn’t want additional companions coming into the restroom.  Shaking, I let the butterfly, already doing it’s sinful dance, come in contact with the alligator clamp even as the barkeeper’s cock began pushing through the tiny opening between my buttocks. I groaned, feeling his thick cock spear me, but was too involved with the pain and arousal of the butterfly, the jaws nibbling on my clit, and the ben wa balls still rolling around inside me.  My phone was nearby on the floor, the timer application counting down until I was done.  
 
    
 
   I made it halfway before cumming, relieved that except for the torment I was currently enduring nothing else was going to happen to me.  The bartender came a moment later and I felt him slap my ass with his open palm.  It made me clench, sending shooting sparks through my loins.  With six minutes left to go he pulled out as I rolled onto my side, the cold tile against my skin.
 
    
 
   “So you’re just going to lay there?” the barkeep demanded.
 
    
 
   I nodded, barely in control of myself.  All sorts of bad and wonderful things were still happening between my legs and I curled up into a ball and twitched.  The bartender stared at me for a moment and then reached down and picked up the controller to the butterfly.  Since Kari had never specified what setting I was to have the butterfly on, I’d always left it on low.  In a flash that changed and I stiffened as the aftershock set my strings tingling.  I gasped as my engine revved again and the world blurred as another orgasm, a heady conglomeration of the fresh abuses combined with the perineal arousal I’d been in all day and I felt myself about to cum again.
 
    
 
   “Please! Fuck my ass again?” I begged, realizing that I had about a minute wide window before I had an orgasm.  
 
    
 
   The bartender blinked.  “What? I just fucking came in your ass and you want me to do it again? I can’t get hard that fast!”
 
    
 
   I climbed to my knees, wave after waves of mind-numbing pleasure washing through me, all tinged with this red haze of agony.  “Then find someone! Please?”
 
    
 
   He let out a bark of a laugh. “You want me to just throw open the door and say, ‘who wants to fuck this chick in the ass’?”
 
    
 
   I started to reply, but then… it was too late.  Twenty minutes later I called Kari.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me,” she said in greeting.
 
    
 
   I was sitting in my truck.  Lots of me hurt.  And frankly, lots of me felt good.  I’d been cumming practically all day.  But three-thirty was only forty minutes away.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry, Kari.  I tried, but he came before I did and pulled out,” I said.  No need to tell her I’d been on my second orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Oh,” Kari replied.  “Well, that’s hardly your fault now, is it?” 
 
    
 
   I sighed in relief.  
 
    
 
   “Of course, if you weren’t such a good fuck, he wouldn’t have cum so quick now, would he?” Kari then asked.
 
    
 
   My sex tightened around the ben wa balls as my stomach tied itself into knots.  I put one hand out and gripped the steering wheel, my knuckles white.
 
    
 
   “So you can add matching clamps to your nipples,” Kari continued.  
 
    
 
   I swallowed hard. “Matching?”
 
    
 
   “Of course, sweetie. Clovers on the chain, more binder clamps, and your smaller alligator nipple clamps.”
 
    
 
   “I… I don’t have those all with me,” I stammered.
 
    
 
   “Better get them before three-thirty then, because if you don’t that’s a violation in and of itself,” Kari stated, then hung up the phone.
 
    
 
   I put the truck in gear and tore out of the parking lot, heading back for the farm.  I made it record time, getting there just a minute before my required time started and I sprinted past my dad, heading upstairs.  He called out to me and I almost tripped over my own feet as I came to a halt.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Bre.  Your mom and Rachel are out and about.  Is everything okay?”
 
    
 
   I nodded stupidly. “Yes,” I said, trying to make it obvious I was in a hurry.”
 
    
 
   He eyed me with a grin.  “Complications with your stipulations?” 
 
    
 
   I groaned.  My dad was a fan and kept track of my twitter account and was a regular blog reader.  That always made things… disturbing.
 
    
 
   “Guess it’s that time?”
 
    
 
   “I’ve got to get some things from upstairs,” I blurted, then took the stairs two or three at a time.
 
    
 
   “Come back down when you’ve got them,” he shouted.
 
    
 
   In my room I grabbed my second set of clover clamps, also sporting the same ridges that Mike the Hardware guy had put on the one I’d been setting on my clit.  I also got two more black metal binder clamps, and then the set of alligators connected with a chain.  All of it I took downstairs.
 
    
 
   I was barefoot, having kicked off my shoes at the door, so all I was wearing was my tee shirt and skirt.  As usual I was braless and I moved into the middle of the living room with my mind made up. I sat down Indian style, knowing that I was already giving the man sitting in the easy chair a show, though all he could see was the butterfly nestled over my slit.
 
    
 
   Slowly I laid back and pulled up my shirt, exposing both breasts even as my skirt rode up.  There was silence from the audience, not that I expected anything else, and I took the clover clamps that were connected on the chain and quickly placed them on my hardened nipples.  I tightened them down slightly with a sharp tug and then pushed aside the butterfly, my wet and aching slit gaping open and clearly wanting. The third clover clamp slipped through my fingers and fell coldly against my petals and I picked it back up and set it in position over my clit.  Closing it was a challenge, but I managed and then set the plastic butterfly vibrator back over my clamps nodule.  I started it up with the controller set to low and the butterfly began rattling against the steel clamp.
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes and tried to calm myself, but it was very difficult with the fresh torrent of sensation coming up from between my legs.  I struggled to focus on blue, then green, then aquamarine, peaceful colors.  I took slow, deep breaths, which usually calm me, but the addition of the clover clamps on my nipples made it practically impossible to focus.  Four or five minutes in and my loins began tightening and loosening around the ben wa balls, an involuntary and instinctive response to the clitoral stimulation I was enduring.  Suddenly I couldn’t take it anymore.  A glance at the clock showed I still had three more minutes of my fifteen to take and I shoved my hands under my bottom even as my hips began jerking. My body was clearly trying to fuck something insubstantial, nebulous and I just had to get through a couple more minutes.  Just a few…
 
    
 
   I glanced over. His cock was out, hard and ready.  My breath came hard and heavy and waves of need and pressure crashed down on me.  I stared at the cock as the coming orgasm built and built. I sat up, moving toward him, crawling on my hands and knees, eyes focused…
 
    
 
   And my timer dinged.  It drew my attention and I rolled to the side and turned off the butterfly.  Blessed stillness encompassed me even though the pressure hadn’t.  I sat there, breathing heavy, just trying to come to terms with what was happening to me and what I had just been contemplating.
 
    
 
   “Turn it back on,” he said roughly.  I glanced up at him, eyes wide.
 
    
 
   “What?  No. I only have to have it on for fifteen minutes,” I said, my heart still throbbing in time with my nipples and clit.
 
    
 
   “NHPS Rule #2. Do it,” he said, stroking his shaft.
 
    
 
   I stared.  NHPS Rule #2 stated that a nympho humiliation pain slut had to obey any order given to her, by anyone, provided it didn’t violate her limits.  Turning the butterfly on certainly didn’t violate my limits, and unless I had a medical reason, there was no viable reason to refuse.
 
    
 
   “Stand up.  Spread your legs. And get the butterfly turned back on.”
 
    
 
   Slowly I got to my feet.  I spread my legs.  My fingers fluttered with the wire until I felt the controller in my hand.  I turned it on and my sex tightened around the vibroballs as the rattling began again. 
 
    
 
   “Higher. Turn it all the way up,” he ordered.
 
    
 
   My thumb twitched and the noise of the butterfly vibe against the clover clamp hanging on my clit increased dramatically.
 
    
 
   “Now lube me.  With your mouth.”
 
    
 
   I stumbled forward and went to my knees, knowing that a new clock was ticking.  How long could I hold off?  My head dipped down and then his shaft was against my lips, slipping in as I bobbed my head.  Tremors began between my legs and rushed up my spine as his free hand snagged the chain hanging between my clamped breasts and tugged.  The ben wa balls shifted inside me, rolling and swirling and my body tightened spasmodically.  I swallowed as much of his cock as I could, deep throating him, hoping I could make him cum in my mouth. But the look of determination in his eyes made it clear after a few minutes that this was a contest of wills, and that one of us was going to lose.  I redoubled my efforts, my hand stroking his scrotum as I swallowed and sucked and blew and caressed and pumped.  My internal timer was getting short and finally I knew I’d lost.  I couldn’t take it anymore.  I pulled my mouth off him and stood up, making a pirouette and then planting my bottom down in his lap. I reached between my legs and grabbed hold of him, positioning him properly as I sank down slowly, his masthead plunging deep.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure which of us came first.  Does it matter? I was way beyond my time anyway.  I felt the cream oozing out of my bottom as I lifted up, my hands finding the butterfly controls and turning off the man-made, localized earthquake.  I almost fell, my legs feeling like jelly.  I plucked the clover clamp from my clit as I pushed the butterfly out of the way.  
 
    
 
   “Turn around,” he said softly and I did.  He reached up and gently removed the clover clamps from the tips of my breasts, handing them to me as I whimpered.  He spent a moment using some tissue to clean up and then tucked himself away as I turned and headed for the stairs.  I climbed it slowly. I felt tired and wrung out and on the verge of crying.  I got to my room and threw the clamps down on the desk as I flung myself across the bed.  I stayed like that, resting, recuperating, staying still so that even the ben wa balls didn’t move inside me.
 
    
 
   Finally I took a deep breath.  Everything ached, from my nipples down to my clit, even my bottom hurt.  I was worn out, physically and mentally.  I took a deep breath, my sluggish brain working through things.  I’d just done the clover clamps, which meant the next set would be the binder clamps.  I sighed and rolled onto my back, throwing my arm over my eyes.  I wasn’t sure I could take it.  And how soon?
 
    
 
   I twisted and glanced at the small digital clock that sat on the nightstand next to my bed and felt my heart jerk.
 
    
 
   Now.  No time to think.  Too late to refuse.  Binder clamps…
 
    
 
   *** 
 
    
 
   “You lasted longer than I expected,” Kari said softly, wiping a sweat soaked strand of my hair out of my eyes as I laid near catatonia on the living room rug of her condo.  I was naked, gloriously naked, and Robert lay next to me, a healthy satisfied look on his face.  Carefully Kari reached up to my bosom, her light touch releasing the cruel bite of the alligator clamps from where they were locked on my nipples, dark red marks of the tiny teeth marring my skin.  I shivered, too lost in the inner turmoil of my own release to react with more than a whimper.  I heard the Velcro straps tearing and the butterfly, which was still buzzing, was pulled away from where it nestled against my sex, rubbing the jumbo alligator clamp in ways that made things seems as if the teeth of band saw were being slowly drawn across my skin.  Then that pressure was withdrawn as well and I curled up into a ball, pain driving the last vestiges of orgasmic pleasure away.  My bottom ached, still open from where Robert had plugged me.  The ben wa balls were still in me, but my lack of movement had quieted them.
 
    
 
   She kissed me on the forehead.  “Rest, Bre.  You did good.  I don’t think you’ve ever had stipulations this stringent, or this complicated.”  
 
    
 
   There’s a new toy of the day. And of course that means new stipulations.  But are those stipulations complicated?
 
    
 
   I’m a NHPS.  Of course they are.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: ouch]Ouch
 
    
 
   It was too late to do anything about it on Sunday.  By the time I got the email it was around two or three in the afternoon and it made things moot. Honestly, I wasn’t upset. What Master Dan had suggested was beyond the pale and frankly I’m not sure I would have been able to handle it.  And of course there is the question of which clamps are my worst.  See, that’s up for some debate.  What qualifies as “worst”?  Is it a crushing sensation?  How much weight can be applied?  Pulling my nipples together in sort of a devil’s bra?  Having the tips of my breasts bitten between metal toothed jaws?  Having them hard and wrapped in elastic while wearing a thin shirt so that everyone can see exactly how “aroused” I am?  What is the worst?
 
    
 
   And does it depend on how I’m feeling? If I’m craving a little pain, is it better to give it to me or deny it to me.
 
    
 
   So many qualifiers. Sigh.
 
    
 
   I sent Dan’s email to Kari of course and she too agreed that it was too late to make any changes at that point, though in retrospect it might have been smarter for me.  Instead I put Master Dan’s email out of my mind and marched along on my merry way, stuffed with two golf ball sized spheres rolling with every step and a prohibition on cumming.  It wasn’t that terrible, after all I’d managed to sneak in an orgasm before reading Kari’s early morning email specifying my “toy of the day,” so I was home free.
 
    
 
   Or I suppose I should say, I merely managed to put off what was coming to me.  Like Master Dan, Kari was not happy that I’d snuck in a little playtime before changing out my toy.  But come on! I’d been stuffed all of Saturday with that stupid double dildo, the one with two cocks stuck together?  And I wasn’t allowed to cum unless I bought the orgasm with a clothespin! I spent half the day with a wooden peg dangling from my clit!  So is it any surprise that I needed a deft touch on Sunday morning?
 
    
 
   But then came Monday morning.  I woke up, wet and aroused, still being used as a serving bowl for the ben wa balls when I slipped into the chair in front of my computer.  I always love this “first thing in the morning” assignment kind of thing.  How will today go?  What will I wear? Will I be cumming constantly or going out of my mind wanting to find someone to screw my brains out?  Will I need to wear panties? Will I need to restock the condoms in my purse?  So many toys, so many stipulations!
 
    
 
   So I signed on and checked my email.
 
    
 
   Breanne - Since you were naughty, today you will wear your vibroballs, set to low, non-stop.  You many purchase an orgasm by wearing your worst clamps on both your nipples and clit for one hour BEFORE you cum, or should you be foolish enough to cum either before your hour of clamping is done, or without paying at all, you will put on your worst clamps for three hours with the vibroballs off.  After the three hours you will turn the vibroballs back on, but set to full power for the remainder of the day. Normal exceptions apply. - Kari
 
    
 
   Too long for a tweet but I did my best and I reached between my legs, soaked now as I pulled out the ben wa balls.  My toy box came down from the upper shelf of my closet and I quickly cleaned my former toy and got out the two pink egg-shaped vibrators and began rubbing them against my wet slit.  In seconds they were both buried deep and I turned them on using the controller.  A soft purr came up from between my legs and you should have seen me fall back on the bed, naked and bare, eyes closed, wishing that I could get away with just a single finger against my clit.
 
    
 
   But I’m a naughty girl, not a disobedient one, at least when it doesn’t suit me.  So I took a deep breath, pulled out socks, panties, blue jeans and a tee shirt and did what I do every morning: chores.  And you know what? It wasn’t that bad.  I’ve dealt with the vibroballs on for hours at a time and this wasn’t to difficult. Sure I wanted to cum, but on low I could go hours, even after my five month break.  Or so I thought.  I finished my chores and was able to turn off the vibroballs long enough to have breakfast with my family, but then I headed back out to check on agricultural things, the balls once more rumbling between my legs.  Perhaps I shouldn’t have ridden Star out there, the full gallop of my horse did not combine well with the vibroballs and by the time I realized that I was dangerously aroused it was just a little too late.  I shuddered through the explosion, my sex throttling the two vibrating bullets inside me, my clit wishing for some attention. I fished the alligator clamps out of my jeans pocket and slid from Star’s back, unbuckling my jeans right there in the middle of a soybean field.  I shoved my panties down and pushed the wire going to the vibroballs over to the side.  I had three clamps, all of which sported cruel looking metal toothed jaws, blunted assuredly, but still vicious.  Perhaps not as crushing as the clover clamps, or as humiliating as the elastic nipple bands, nor as twistable as the clothespins or duckbilled clamps, the alligators were, for me, right then, the worst possible clamps to put on myself.
 
    
 
   The jumbo alligator clamp, the one meant for my clit, is as big as my forefinger and covered with a rubber sheath.  I pinched it open and let it bite down on my tenderest point, crying out loud in pain as the first ice shard of agony went through my sex and up my spine.  I trembled for a moment, a redhead nympho humiliation pain slut, standing there in the field with her jeans and panties down around her knees, rocking in severe discomfort but so wet I could hardly take it.  I tugged up my shirt and bra, exposing both breasts as well and moments later I snapped the two smaller alligator clamps to my nipples, the steel chain swinging between them.
 
    
 
   It seemed foolish to pull my bra back down over that so instead I pulled off both bra and shirt and went bare breasted. Well, bare except for the clamps. I checked my watch to mark the time and then after stuffing my clothes in Star’s saddle back, I climbed back up into the saddle.  I couldn’t afford to just sit around and moan about my need, could I?
 
    
 
   That was the worst possible decision I could have made, because now instead of just dealing with Star’s vibroball jouncing pace, and the vibrations of the balls themselves, I now also had three more points of exquisite pain/pleasure sensation bursting through me.  And I was already too close. I popped right around the twenty minute mark, almost falling from Star’s back as I jerked my hips and came with a loud cry.
 
    
 
   I love cumming outside.
 
    
 
   But cumming like that also meant that I’d broken the rules.  Naughty, remember?  So as soon as my heart rate had come down and my mind wasn’t swimming with endorphins, I reached down to my jean pocket and turned off the vibroballs.  That left those “worst” clamps on my delicate parts while I tried to function.
 
    
 
   For three hours.
 
    
 
   How to describe those three hours?  Oh my God.  Oddly enough, I was constantly aroused.  Not to cumming levels of course, but the pressure and tension on my clit, forced upon me by the clamp and my jeans was more than enough to set me to simmer and maybe even get me to a slow boil on occasion.  Of course this was both tempered and exacerbated by the steel jaws chewing on my nipples.  It wasn’t so bad when I could go topless, but once back at the house for lunch I had to put on both my bra and my shirt.  Do you have any idea how hard it is to eat food with your family while your nipples and clit are being slowly chewed up into gristle? I couldn’t stretch for fear of sending tear starting shards of pain through my breasts and getting up and down was a trial.
 
    
 
   During the last ten minutes of my three hour suffering I escaped to my room and stripped naked, stretching out on the bed trying to deal with the pain, not to mention the seeping wetness of my sex.  I cupped my breasts, squeezing them in order to distract me from the evil little clamps on my tits.  That didn’t work and made things worse - I was even more aroused.  So I just tried to lay there, except my hips kept thrusting.  My sex tightened spasmodically around the silent vibroballs.  I bit my lip… just a few more minutes.
 
    
 
   My phone’s alarm beeped and I knew it was time. I reached down between my legs and removed the alligator clamp from my clit first.  Like I expected, it hurt badly, the blood rushing back into my crushed clitoris and feeling like someone had taken a hammer and smashed the little nub repeatedly.  I curled up into a ball, my knees coming up as the pain rocked me.  Finally I was able to reach up and repeat the process twice more at my nipples, almost crying as the sensation returned to the tips of my breasts, banishing the slightly numbed sensation.  Red tooth marks ran along the sides of each nipple, dark crimson reminders of my suffering.
 
    
 
   And then I turned on the vibroballs.  And as Kari had instructed, I spun the selector dial on the controller all the way up up to full power.  The two little vibrators swirling inside me ramped up to full blast and with wide eyes and a gasp I realized someone had miscalculated terribly.  Three hours of just the clamps had me so horny that there was no way in hell I was going to be able to handle the vibrations.  I was going to cum, and soon, like in minutes.  I didn’t have an hour to clamp myself to buy another orgasm!  As my sex-soaked brain figured all this out, even as my hand moved down between my legs to *ahem* massage some feeling back into my clit, I tried to answer the question now posed.
 
    
 
   What would be the worst clamps for me right now?  
 
    
 
   I suppose it won’t surprise you that I hadn’t actually answered that question before I exploded wildly, the residual ache at the tips of my breasts and at my clit providing a sweet counterpoint to the wild earthquake trembling inside me.  As I gingerly thumbed the vibroballs down, turning them off again, I closed my eyes, feeling the sweet bliss and afterglow flow through me. I felt alive. I felt destressed. I felt loose.  I felt amazing.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and glanced at the clock.  Two-thirty.  I’d have to wear the next set of clamps all the way until five-thirty, all without the vibroballs on.  I contemplated it, my mind working and spinning, seeking a way out, when finally it dawned on me.  I practically jumped up from the bed and grabbed my toybox.  It took only a minute or two of patient  manipulation to get it done.  Finally I was ready and I stood in front of the door length mirror at the back of my closet. I was naked and ready, a wicked gleam in my eye.
 
    
 
   I lifted the alligator clamp to my nipple and let it bite down, eliciting a strangled gasp from me.  It was heavier than usual, the extra weight making the steel jaws pull harder at my tit.  I set the other one in place and felt the shuddering of my chest, pain lancing through my breasts.  Then I reached down and using the mirror, closed the jumbo alligator clamp back upon on my clit.  It was then that I flipped the small switch that started the vibrating weights shaking. The first sensation went to my clit and I gasped as waves of pleasure went through me.  Hands trembling, I brought them up to my breasts and activated those two vibrators as well and the soft purr of the rumbling sent me spiraling up into orgasmic overload.  Within a minute I was cumming, wearing exactly what Kari had told me to wear: the worst clamps.  I’d taken the vibrators off my vibrator clamps and put them on the alligator clamps.  And the best part?  I’d be cumming for the next THREE hours.  Practically non-stop, the result of the worst clamps ever.
 
    
 
   What?  I said I was naughty.  Didn’t you believe it?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: threetwoone]Three Two One
 
    
 
   Part One
 
    
 
   I sat on the love seat trembling.  Perry stood over me, a thirty-something man with gray hair and thick glasses, a look of delighted astonishment on his face.  He was dressed in cool brown slacks and a polo shirt, perfect for the furniture salesman he was.  We were in the very back of his store, in the rejects section, and fortunately there wasn’t anyone else there.  He’d even locked the front door and placed one of those “be back in a few” signs on the glass.  In his hand he held my leather sap, a thick rectangular paddle that I knew would leave a brutal sting and then a generous heat.
 
    
 
   My feet were up on the couch cushions, which of course meant my legs were both bent at the knees.  I had them splayed outward, held in place by my shaking hands.  I was buck naked, my clothing dumped on the floor nearby.  I opened my thighs even more, exposing my soaked slit and the large, metal toothed clamp that dangled from my clit.  At my ankle, the small chain with a number of slave bells rang softly.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip timidly, knowing what was coming.  Perry leaned down, his fingers touching the alligator clamp, squeezing it open.  Blood rushed back into my clitoris and I actually let out a loud whine as the pain hit me violently.  The clamp in his fingers matched the ones chewing on the tips of my breasts, both viciously marked with a multitude of cane cuts and raised welts that crossed my chest like a map of the US highway system.  Evidently most of the roads in our country intersected a nipple, which made the alligator clamps hurt all the more.
 
    
 
   Had I not been sitting on it, a careful observer might have noticed similar red marks on my bottom, though those had been caused by repeated spankings with a paddle, rather than a  caning.  My eyes were glazed and the controller to the vibroballs lay next to me, the setting cranked up to high as Perry prepared himself.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure about this?” he asked again.
 
    
 
   I was getting close to cumming so I needed him to hurry.  “Do it,” I whispered. “Hit me.  Spank my pussy as many times as you want. It needs to be red and hot before you stick your cock in me,” I said sincerely and seductively, lowering my voice. Sultry I can do, though I’m well aware that men find a high pitched woman sexier.  Did you know that a recent study showed that when a woman lowers her voice it acts as a signal to men that she’s turned on?  Weird huh?
 
    
 
   Oh. Right. So I had my legs spread, my hips slung forward, my back curved, presenting my open sex to Perry.  He lifted the sap and brought it down on my clit with a sharp crack that elicited a cry from me that filled the showroom floor.  My knees jerked, trying to close, but I managed to keep my legs open.  The bells on my ankle rang with my movement and I closed my eyes, trying to concentrate.  The vibroballs rolled and buzzed inside me and I almost lost it again.  Perry looked at me for confirmation and I nodded in desperation.
 
    
 
   “Please?  Spank my clit?” I begged him.  “I need it to hurt.  Smash my clitty into paste please!” 
 
    
 
   Well what man needs more encouragement than that?  The sap impacted again against my sex and I cried out and arched my back as the burning sting flowed into me, mixing with the rumble of the vibroballs.  My pussy tightened and Perry took my intense reaction as sufficient reason to hit me again.  And again.  It didn’t take long before I was near senseless, my body flinching and cringing at the strikes of the wet sap against my soaked slit.  I could barely keep myself open and he took advantage of me in ways that are almost unimaginable.  The bells rang with every stroke, a simple music that only emphasized the pain.  My clit felt as if he’d ripped it off, or maybe crushed it between two heavy stones.  I burned with a heat that made the vibroballs thirty times more intense, or at least feeling that way. My real problem was that I had to cum, and before he stopped hitting me.  At least I was close.
 
    
 
   “Please Perry! Make me cum with the sap!” I begged of him, thrusting my hips forward lewdly.  Perry grinned maniacally and laid to with the sap with strong blows as I reached up with one hand, grabbed the chain connecting the two alligator clamps chewing on my nipples, and pulled.  I felt myself tighten, muscles contracting, hormonal releases flowing into my bloodstream and then my vision narrowed and went red.  I needed it. I wanted it.  Had to have it.  The vibroballs seemed to be roaring and I heard a strange groan in my ears. Sharp pain exploded between my legs, followed by a blast that seemed strangely liquid and flowed through every pore of my body in one long burst that left me senseless.
 
    
 
   Perry noticed and he tossed away the sap, my steaming sex ready and waiting.  He fumbled with his trousers and the condom I’d given him and while he rolled it down over his cock I reached down between my legs and started to pull out the vibroballs.  I turned them off as they left a wet smear on the couch and then Perry was pushing forward, the tip of his shaft plunging into my cooked folds.  I gasped and wrapped my legs around him as he tipped me sideways onto the couch and pinned me to the cheap seat cushions.  His weight pressed into me and then his hands were on my tits, groping and squeezing, the alligator clamps mere curiosities to flick and squeeze while I whimpered.  The afterglow of orgasm was replaced by the steady thrusting of his cock and I’d hoped he was sufficiently aroused to cum before I managed to get needy again.  That was the whole point. I wasn’t allowed to orgasm while he was fucking me. Just when he was whipping me.  And I couldn’t do this again.  Not again.  Oh God no…
 
    
 
   Eleven hours earlier
 
    
 
   “Hi! I’m Breanne,” I said with a grin.  The young man in front of me gave me a startled look but then grinned, taking a long moment to study my appearance.  I cocked my hip and lifted one foot up to tiptoe, the flip-flop style sandals I was wearing making the arch of my foot look pretty damn good.  His eyes went up my leg and took stock of the anklet I was wearing.  It was silver and elegant, but mostly it made noise.  Each step added this tiny ringing of bells and I used it shamelessly, attracting attention downward to my feet and legs with the slightest twitch.  Why?  Because the only way to go from there was up.  Which meant that he’d notice the cute blue skirt I was wearing. It had a ruffle around the hem and rode low, leaving my hips exposed as well as a bit of bikini line.  Had I sported a landing strip instead of shaving myself bare, it’s quite possible he’d have seen something interesting at THAT point.  He might also have noticed the wire that led from a battery pack/controller that was tucked in my waistband and then disappeared up under the hem of my skirt.  That had to be a curiosity, right?  Of course he continued up, eyes lingering on my bared midriff.  I was wearing a blue colored tee shirt, but one that didn’t go down to my waist.  Instead it covered my breasts and shoulders, but not much more than that.  My hair, usually loose and looking more my age, was pulled back in a fun and flirty ponytail. I looked like a college co-ed; sexy,horny, and wanting something thick and hard.
 
    
 
   “Uh.  Wow,” he responded intelligently.
 
    
 
   I’d have grinned had I not already been smiling.  I hitched my canvas bag back over my shoulder and increased the wattage on my million watt “fuck me” smile.  I liked his response. “Wow” certainly is the kind of thing that a girl likes to hear about herself.  It’s sort of affirming to get that immediate reaction.  And understand I’m not porn pretty. I’m girl next door cute.  I’d never win a contract for modeling. I’m too thin in some spots, too thick in others and what stands out about me is my hair.  Fire engine red isn’t all that common and screams “attention whore.”.
 
    
 
   I reached out and touched his arm.  “Wow. I like that!” I said enthusiastically.  “Where are you headed?”  It was early afternoon and I’d been sitting in the parking lot of the apartment complex almost thirty minutes, the vibroballs inside me purring incessantly.  I was very, very wet.  
 
    
 
   “Uh. My place,” he replied. “Got to change for work.”
 
    
 
   I’d deliberately picked the apartments near the community college, figuring I’d get lucky.  I gave Mr. Wow a pouty look. “When do you have to leave for work?” I asked. “Got thirty minutes to kill doing something fun?”
 
    
 
   Now the surprise flickered across his face. “Thirty minutes?  Sure,” he agreed quickly.  He probably thought I wanted him to look at my car or something. Or something...
 
    
 
   “What’s your name, Mr. Wow?” I asked, slipping my arm into his and pushing him into motion, heading in the direction he’d been going at the beginning.  He walked and unconsciously began directing me toward his front door.
 
    
 
   “Andrew. Andrew Brice,” he told me warmly.  His eyes flickered to a nearby door and we approached it.
 
    
 
   “Nice to meet you, Andrew. I have a really big favor to ask of you,” I said, matching his tone but adding just a hint of sultry sexuality to it.
 
    
 
   “What do you need me to do?” he asked, pulling his keys out of his pocket.
 
    
 
   I faced him directly and took a big breath. His eyes went to my breasts, tracing the outline of the piercing and padlock that were quite visible beneath the cotton.  “I want you to spank me with a paddle ten times and for that, I’ll give you the blowjob of a lifetime.”
 
    
 
   His keys hit the ground.
 
    
 
   Ten minutes later I was bent over the end of his couch and he held my paddle gingerly.   His eyes were locked on my rump, fully exposed and bare, with my skirt rolled up around my waist.  He could see the wire to my vibroballs, which were now rumbling at full power thanks to the stipulations of the assignment Master Brandon had sent me on, and I braced myself in expectation.
 
    
 
   “Now, they’ve got to be serious spanks, okay?” I told him, glancing back.  His eyes were a little wild and he was biting his lip.  “You’ve got to actually turn my ass red.”
 
    
 
   He nodded and moved closer, bracing himself for the swing.  I looked away and set my jaw.  I didn’t want to bite my tongue if he walloped me.  The vibroballs were doing wonderful things and as my sex tightened around them in expectation, the sensation sent me spiraling upward toward climax in a rush.
 
    
 
   The first smack landed and it was laughable.  It stung only a bit and that faded away in a second and left no heat.  Worse, I didn’t even hear a bell ring, meaning that I hadn’t even twitched.  I twisted my head and looked at him.  “I hope that was a practice run because that didn’t even hurt,” I badgered him.  He blinked in shock.
 
    
 
   “Oh. I’m sorry,” he stammered.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t apologize. Try again.  And this time pretend you’re hitting a baseball out of the park,” I teased, wiggling my bare bottom at him.  Understand that part of my issue was the fact that I hadn’t cum all morning, and those damn vibroballs had been on for most of it.  I’d only been allowed to turn them off if I got close to the edge.  And now, bent over that sofa, with my ass in the air, getting my butt blistered, was the first time I’d been authorized to cum all day.
 
    
 
   Andrew took another swing and that second stroke was actually pretty decent.  I gasped as the sharp sting of the wooden paddle radiated out through my entire derriere, then switched into this glowing heat that had me bucking, ostensibly rubbing my clit against the arm of Andrew’s sofa.  There was a soft jingle from the slave bells on my ankle.  The vibroballs swirled and I made a soft, welcoming noise.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, sir.  Please give me another spank?” I said with need.  I needed to cum, not get spanked, but one was synonymous with the other in my case.  Andrew pulled back and slammed the paddle against my ass again and the loud crack of wood meeting flesh filled the tiny living room.  My fingers curled down into white knuckles as the flames encased my bottom and had I not been stretched out, my toes bent to support my weight, with the soles of my feet arched upward and exposed, I think my toes would have curled as well.
 
    
 
   “Thank you!  Please?  Please hit me again?” I begged, my voice tight with arousal.
 
    
 
   Andrew eagerly complied, whacking at my bum and with each repeated request the pain came just a little sharper.  On the eighth blow my tormented vagina couldn’t take it and I cried out in orgasmic release, totally confusing Andrew, who wasn’t prepared for a woman who could cum during a spanking.  As the waves of pleasure washed over me, I pleaded with him to do the last two, fast.
 
    
 
   “Please!  Please! Give me the last two spanks fast!” 
 
    
 
   He nodded and slapped me hard, though not as strong as before.  But to me it didn’t matter.  My bottom felt hot and heavy, though that was somewhat mitigated by the fact that I was still in a sexually induced daze as a result of exploding like a vial of shaken nitroglycerin.  As soon as the last stroke fell Andrew was touching my scorched butt and rubbing me with both hands. I groaned.  Then his fingers found my slit and he pushed a digit in, hitting one of the vibroballs and causing a chain reaction that left me breathless.
 
    
 
   My hand scrambled for the controller and I turned off the vibrations as I focused on breathing.  Another orgasm, meaning an unauthorized orgasm, would be a bad thing.  The repercussions Master Brandon, the originator of this little assignment, had set were pretty extreme.  Alligator clamps, restarting the assignment, that sort of thing.  So I moved, jerking away from Andrew’s playful hand and went to my knees.  The slave bells on my ankle rung lightly, a soft counterpoint jingle to my desperation.  I grabbed his wrist and sucked my own cum off his fingers, much to his surprise.  Then I flashed him another smile, even as my skirt fell back down over my quite pink and still simmering buttocks.  I took hold of his belt and slung him around in a circle so that an easy push put him on the sofa and that’s when I bent down and unzipped, unbuckled, and freed his throbbing cock.
 
    
 
   The blowjob I gave him was pretty intense. I’m good at sucking cock.  By the time he was spurting white cream into my mouth my tee shirt was pulled up, his fingers were playing with my piercing, and his pants and boxers were around his ankles.  I loved every second of it.  I licked the last bit of cream from the tip of his shaft and held him in my mouth until he softened, still gently sucking on him as he relaxed in bliss.  Finally I let him go, relishing the look of satisfaction on his face.  I picked up my fallen paddle and stuffed it back into my bag.  Then I covered my chest back up and leaned over, kissing Andrew gently on the cheek.
 
    
 
   “Thanks, Andrew.  That was fun,” I said, then turned, heading for the door.
 
    
 
   “What?  Wait!” he exclaimed, standing up, only to fall again as he realized that he was hobbled by his own clothes.  I stopped and looked back with a grin.
 
    
 
   “What?”
 
    
 
   “I...I… just… I mean… that’s it?” He stammered.
 
    
 
   I nodded and flashed him my teeth. “That’s it,” I assured him.
 
    
 
   “But… but what if I want to see you again?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “Email me.  Perhaps it will happen!” I said brightly, then went to the door, the bells on my anklet ringing lightly.  I hurried through and closed it behind me.  I knew Andrew was struggling to get his clothes back together.  I practically ran to my truck and had it in gear and was pulling out by the time that Andrew made it out of the apartment.  I waved as I sped off, looking for my next spanking.
 
    
 
   Part Two
 
    
 
   The next two spankings went off smoothly enough, the vibroballs keeping me close to orgasm and I even came on the third paddling.  Each man had cum in my mouth, my lips tight around the tips of their manhood, my tongue swirling over their glans.  I’d taken one cowboy out in the fields, a quarter of a mile away from I-10, bent over a white painted metal fence while the other had gladly spanked me in the back room of his shop.  Me? I was hurting, my bottom hot and red and very tender to the touch.  Which is why I was sort of half glad that I got to put away the paddle.  I set the vibroballs to low and went looking for Mr. Right Now, someone who could wield the next instrument of my torture with style and grace.
 
    
 
   That led me to Collin, who I approached in the parking lot of an inn on Highway 6.  He was alone and obviously traveling on business.  I moved up for the kill, my bag over my shoulder, a freshly cut switch in my other hand, my anklet’s slave bells tinkling, and the vibroballs buzzing on low between my petals.
 
    
 
   “Hi, I’m Breanne!” I said as he pulled out his key. He took one look at me and then shook his head.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, not buying tonight.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “I’m not a prostitute,” I said simply.  That startled him. He looked at me again, this time even more seriously.  I could see him taking stock of my attire, the wire disappearing under my skirt, and the pose I’d unconsciously adopted while approaching him.  Oops.
 
    
 
   “I’m a girl with a problem,” I said more seriously.  Collin’s eyes narrowed.  
 
    
 
   “What sort of problem?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I held up the switch.  “I need someone to use this on my breasts, five strokes. Hard enough to leave welts.  And I’m not a prostitute. I’m a slut.  That means you don’t have to pay for it.”
 
    
 
   “You want me to cane your tits?” he asked incredulously.
 
    
 
   I nodded eagerly. “And in exchange I’ll give you a blowjob and/or you can fuck me up the ass.”
 
    
 
   That gave him even more reason to pause.  “And/or?”
 
    
 
   “Well, you can have both, or either,” I said in a sort of sing song voice, holding up my hands.
 
    
 
   “What’s the catch?” he asked suspiciously. I sighed and put one hand on my hip, just a tad bit frustrated.  I realize that I’m something of an anomaly, but please… 
 
    
 
   “Look, I’m not soliciting.  If you want to fuck me up the ass, or have me give you a blowjob, or both, all you have to give me is five whacks with this stick,” I shook the thin willow switch, “across my breasts.  If you aren’t interested tell me, and I’ll find someone else to handle my punishment.”  I gave him about three seconds and then turned.  He caught my wrist.
 
    
 
   “Wait.  You’re serious, aren’t you?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, my bottom lip caught between my teeth. 
 
    
 
   “This isn’t some sort of set up? You aren’t a cop?” 
 
    
 
   I sighed again, a touch of incredulous sarcasm flavoring my retort.  “And how is two consenting adults doing something that isn’t even illegal going to interest the police?”
 
    
 
   He blinked.  “You really aren’t a hooker, are you?”
 
    
 
   I smiled wanly. “Right. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  The slut part means that you don’t have to pay for it.”
 
    
 
   “Right.  Well, come in then.”  He carded open his door and lugged his luggage through while I followed behind.
 
    
 
   The room was typical.  Queen sized bed, old television, scared wooden table by the window, two uncomfortable chairs, and an air conditioner unit that sort of hissed and fizzled while trickling cool air into the room.  As soon as the door closed behind me, I turned and looked at Collin, then held out my right hand.
 
    
 
   “I’m Breanne,” I said again.
 
    
 
   He blinked. “Yes. You said that earlier.” He didn’t take my hand.
 
    
 
   “And what should I call you?”
 
    
 
   “Master would be fine,” he replied succinctly, but jokingly as well.  I stared at him until he shrugged. “Collin.”
 
    
 
   “Alright Master Collin, are you ready?” I asked primly, tossing the switch on the bed and grabbing hold of the bottom of my shirt.  I started to pull upward, but he grabbed my wrist, stopping me.
 
    
 
   “Wait.  That’s it?  Just a quick ‘are you ready’ and then you take off your top?” He demanded.
 
    
 
   I gave him a confused look.  “Well, what else is there?  I don’t have a lot of time.”  
 
    
 
   He took a deep breath.  “Well, if I’m going to get a blowjob and fuck your ass too, then I want to see all of you first.  Which means we find some music and you do a little dance for me.  I want a strip tease and a lap dance and then we can see about marking your titties.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  I wasn’t running late or anything.  It was still early enough in the afternoon, but finally I shrugged.  He was in charge.  That’s the point.  Besides, Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #2 says that a NHPS has to follow orders given to her that don’t violate her limits.  A strip tease and a lap dance hardly qualify as a violation of my limits.
 
    
 
   “I’m going to freshen up a bit and you can find some music to dance too,” he said, then went into the restroom and shut the door.
 
    
 
   I went to the alarm clock radio and quickly found a station playing something I could swish to. I’m not sure what it was, but the beat was heavy and I thought it worked.  Then I went and pulled the covers of the bed back, neatly of course, and tugged one of the chairs out and away from the table.  Last but not least I fished another condom from my purse and left it strategically placed on the night stand. It pays to be prepared.  And then I waited.  The vibroballs were still buzzing away on low and I took advantage of the mirror to check my bottom. It was pretty red, with nice neat blotches of blood blisters in a few spots where it was obvious that fresh bruises were forming.  I winced and hissed as my fingers traced the lines of where the paddle had struck me, the memory of that cowboy walloping away at my ass while bent over the fence, speeding cars zipping by a half mile away making me wet.
 
    
 
   Collin emerged a few moments later bright eyed and his eyebrow went up at the thumping base of the music.  With a warm smile I took his hand and led him to the chair, running my hands over his shoulders and down his chest to linger just momentarily on the bulge of his cock.  Then I backed off and began to dance.
 
    
 
   I’m not a dancer, not in the technical sense of the word.  I can’t salsa, tango, or mambo.  Ball room dancing is beyond me. But a strip tease?  Every woman in the world can do that. It’s instinctive. We KNOW what will turn on a man.  I’m a teaser and I take it slow. No butt grinds or jiggling for me. I’m lyrical.  And so I twisted and swayed, pirouetted and flexed.  The slavebells on my ankle rang and tinkled enticingly.  I flashed bits of myself, lifting up my skirt to show a bit of inner thigh, a tug on my collar to show a bit of breast.  And then finally I turned and showed my back to him, pulling my tee shirt up and over my head while I swayed my skirt clad bum back and forth.  Swishing.
 
    
 
   I tossed the shirt backward over my head, aiming for him and he caught it deftly, then held it to his nose.  I turned back around, my arms crossed over my chest and moved closer until I was practically in his lap.  I put one knee on the chair seat and crawled up on top of him, letting my arms drop as I pushed my boobs into his face.
 
    
 
   Collin let out a groan and wrapped his arms around me. I moved side to side, twisting and rubbing my breasts back and forth across his face until he suddenly held tight, clenching his hand over my buttocks.  I whimpered, the pain of my spanking suddenly coming back to haunt me even as his mouth opened and he began sucking on my left nipple. The draw of his mouth became more intense and then his hands let go of my ass and began working on my skirt.
 
    
 
   I pulled back with a naughty flick of my finger and danced just out of reach.  I was just about to start the process of pushing down my skirt when the music ended and a commercial began.
 
    
 
   We both froze for half a moment, the mood totally destroyed and then both of us burst out laughing. I stood there with my thumbs hooked in the waistband of my skirt and he waved.
 
    
 
   “Just take them off. I want to see you,” Collin said.
 
    
 
   I did just that, sliding the material down and catching the vibroballs controller deftly with one hand.  Collin’s eyes widened as he realized what the controller might go to.  I winked at him as I kicked the skirt off my feet. I left the sandals on, since they had enough of a heel to be attractive, if only in a cutesy way.  Then I turned around.
 
    
 
   Collin gasped. “Holy shit! What happened to your ass?” He demanded, half coming out of his chair. I twisted my head around and glanced back at him.
 
    
 
   “Hopefully what’s about to happen to my breasts,” I said seriously.
 
    
 
   He blinked. “I thought you were joking!” he replied.  
 
    
 
   I gave him a curiously look. “I show up with a switch and you think I don’t mean you to use it?”
 
    
 
   He held out his hands. “Well, yeah, but more like love taps.  Whoever did your ass left bruises!”
 
    
 
   I grinned. “I know.”
 
    
 
   “You really want me to leave welts on your tits?  But they’re so nice!”
 
    
 
   I turned back around and once more climbed up on his lap, the bells on my ankle still ringing lightly with every move. “Thank you,” I whispered.  “But yet.  I want you to leave red lines across my chest.  Five of them. Hard ones.”  His hands had come up to cup my bosom and he pinched my nipples lightly.  I swallowed hard.  That, combined with the situation, and the vibroballs, had just set my bar a little higher.  I didn’t want to cum accidentally.  That would be bad.
 
    
 
   “Please,” I whispered.  “I’m so bothered.  If I’m going to cum it has to be while you’re caning me.”
 
    
 
   “Why?” he asked, eyes intent, still rubbing my nipples between thumb and forefinger. I could feel his cock hard beneath me, pressing upward.  
 
    
 
   “Because that’s the rules,” I said.
 
    
 
   “And what happens if you break the rules?”
 
    
 
   “I get a worse punishment than having my tits welted,” I said to him, my voice low. “Please?”
 
    
 
   “I want to fuck you,” he said.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “I told you that you could have my ass.”
 
    
 
   He shook his head.  “No. I want your cunt.”
 
    
 
   I hesitated.  Master Brandon hadn’t said anything about NOT having regular sex.  And he HAD given the choice of blowjob and/OR anal sex.  So I could always give Collin the blowjob, then screw his brains out.  There was just one problem.  I couldn’t cum during the regular sex, and that kind of contact would definitely arouse me.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, then nodded. “Blowjob first, but when I say you need to cane me, you’ve got to do it right then, okay?” I told him earnestly.  He nodded in agreement and I slid down off his lap to the floor.  The carpet felt rough against my knees but the sensation was lost amidst the intrepid buzzing of the vibroballs.  My fingers worked at his pants, managing to get them down and off as I pushed his loafers aside.  Then his boxers came off and I had his cock in hand, rubbing it lightly before bending down to take the entire thing as deeply, as wetly, as thoroughly as possible, into my mouth.
 
    
 
   There is an art to blowing cock and oddly enough, it has little to do with blowing.  Really, they should be called suck or lick jobs, since you actually do more of that than blowing.  Sure, you can blow a little air around the cock, but it makes little difference. I think they call them blowjobs because it sort of looks like the girl is blowing up a balloon or something.  You know… puffy cheeks and wide eyes and heaving tits?  Personally, I think a holistic approach is the way to go.  Yes, you use your mouth, but your hands should be involved as well.  Wrap one hand around the base while the other caresses his scrotum lightly, almost tickling it.  Then you go down as deeply as possibly, deep throating him if you can, while sliding your hand down his shaft and then pressing around the base.  Squeeze him lightly just there where his cock connects to the torso.  Then as you come back up, change your grip to a circle, like you’re making an “okay” sign and make it tight.  Go all the way to the top with your hand following your mouth.  Be careful around the edge of his tip.  He’s highly sensitive there, so lighten the pressure as you follow your lips.  Then push back down with your whole hand encasing him and start swirling with your tongue, round and round and round the tip, using your hand to stimulate the length of him.  Only your tongue should touch that sensitive edge with any frequency and eventually, I guarantee, he will cumming in your hand, or mouth, or wherever you’d like him to put it.
 
    
 
   My problem was that Collin got there even quicker than I did.  Suddenly he was spurting white cream down my throat while his fingers held my head in place.  It was highly erotic, charged and volatile, but it still surprised the fuck out of me. I wasn’t happy about it either.  I had envisioned me straddling him, bouncing up and down while he caned my breasts, but that wouldn’t be happening if he was as limp as a tapeworm!  Finally he let me up as I gagged on the discharge and I coughed up a little in my hand as I got a breath of air down into my lungs.  God I was so horny!  I licked up the little puddle of goo out of my palm and then wiped my hand on the rug as I bent my head back down to his shaft and took it back into my mouth.  Part of every good blowjob (suckjob?) is to finish properly.  
 
    
 
   Collin was moaning and starting to get rigid again when I finally couldn’t take it anymore. I could feel the orgasm inside me, waiting just beneath the surface.  I pulled back and swallowed, our eyes meeting.
 
    
 
   “It’s time.  Cane me?” I begged him.
 
    
 
   He was still somewhat fogged from my ministrations, but he stood and picked up the cane.  I grabbed the vibroballs controler from the floor where it had been resting while I was on my knees and thumbed it to full power as I turned and faced him.
 
    
 
   “Cupped or free?” I asked.
 
    
 
   He blinked. “Is there a difference?”  The vibrations inside me were making it tough to think.
 
    
 
   I shrugged, then put my hands behind my head, bracing myself.  “I want to cum,” I said bleakly.
 
    
 
   Collin looked at me intently, then pulled the willow switch back like a major league hitter.  I closed my eyes and heard the swish.
 
    
 
   It’s difficult to describe the pain that I felt at that moment.  Metaphors can be tiresome and similes are impossible if you have no common frame of reference. For example, I’d like to say that being struck by that impossibly thin, overly flexible branch of willow was similar to having someone take a hot piece of glass and slashing it across my chest.  But I’ve never HAD someone take a hot piece of glass and slash my tits with it.  But hell, it sure felt like that had happened!
 
    
 
   I cried out and grabbed my breasts with both hands as I literally fell over, the slavebells signaling my movement.  Pain radiated out from my bosom and Collin looked on in shock as I rolled and sobbed.  Tears flooded my eyes and it took me almost a full minute before I was able to pull my hands away and look at my boobs.
 
    
 
   Wow.  Say hello to the red line.
 
    
 
   Collin had left a raised welt that ran directly across both nipples, in a perfectly straight line, that the length and breadth of the welt clearly defined the strength of the impact.  As I straightened, his thumb came up and pressed hard into my nipples and that’s when I lost it.  I fell back against the bed, the explosion inside my sex too much.  One hand went down to my clit, pressing and pinching while the other grabbed Collin’s wrist.  He’d followed me down onto the bed, both hands doing things to my caned breasts that I can’t even describe. As soon as I was laid out on the bed he put one finger inside me, touching the vibroballs as he picked up the cane once more. My vision was blurred but I was coherent enough to cup my breasts, squeezing them upward so that they were full and ready.  He brought the cane down fast and again I cried out through clenched teeth as a line of fire was drawn a second time across my bosom. I was over the hump of the orgasm, but his thumb then dug into my clit and I bucked again.  The slavebells rang repeatedly, matching his movements and my trembling body.  He finger fucked me, tapping the vibroballs at the same time and right after he landed a third stroke across my chest I felt another orgasm burst inside me, sending little surges of pleasure out through every limb.
 
    
 
   I was lost in the moment, too far gone in orgasmic bliss to notice that he was tearing open the condom packet and yanking the vibroballs from me.  They clattered to the floor and then he was inside me, pressing and spearing me, ramming himself deeply as my head rolled from side to side.  There was just too much going on and I was just a little out of it.  Then, as he seemed to reach a plateau he rolled me over so that I was straddling him.  The sudden change in position made the blood rush to my head and I blinked at him in astonishment.  I began bouncing wildly, working myself up and down upon his shaft with little regard for my assignment or what was allowed.  All I knew was that I had cum twice and that meant I was primed for a third, and possibly a fourth.  
 
    
 
   I was making all sorts of noise now and then when I cupped my breasts again, hoping to entice his teasing fingers to tweak my sore and tender nipples, he shocked me with another fast strike across my bosom. The willow switch was clutched in his right hand and he grinned at me as I cried out. This one wasn’t quite on the mark and left the line at an angle, from my bottom left side, across my cleavage and up the right.  Neither hit the nipple but it still stung like the dickens.  I whimpered and shook and he must have liked what it was doing to his pole because he struck me again, the fifth time, from almost the same angle on the opposite side.  
 
    
 
   I bucked and trembled, bouncing ridiculously on his cock, working myself toward orgasm number three when he threw the willow switch away from the bed, once again grabbed me, and then rolled, pinning me to the mattress. His head came down to my abused breasts and suckled a nipple, sending sparks of both pain and pleasure through me.  
 
    
 
   I was about to cum again, but he beat me to it, groaning as he unloaded a second time. He pulled free just before I was able to achieve satisfaction and I let out a half sob of frustration as he rolled away, chest heaving from the exertion.  Oh God I so wanted to cum….
 
    
 
   But it was good he didn’t let me.  That would have been bad.  It would have meant putting on the alligator clamps and the three spankings I’d already received to my ass, plus the caning I’d just gotten to my tits, wouldn’t count and I’d have to do them all over again.  And wouldn’t THAT suck?
 
    
 
   I laid there for about five minutes, trying to slow my heartbeat and get things under control.  Collin laid beside me, one hand on my bare hip, his fingers tracing wet and lazy circles on my flesh.  Finally he rolled toward me, swinging one leg over mine, propping his head up on his hand.  Finger swirled up my body until they found my breasts and he made me wince as he ran a fingertip down one red line.
 
    
 
   “Doesn’t that hurt?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “I think that’s the point,” I assured him softly, still tense with the pain of it.
 
    
 
   His hand came up and lightly touched my shoulder, moving down my side.  “Why?” 
 
    
 
   “Why is that the point?” 
 
    
 
   He shook his head.  “Why do you like it?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  “Because it intensifies the orgasm,” I explained.
 
    
 
   That seemed to satisfy him.  “So what now?” He asked.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath. “Well, I get dressed and leave.,”
 
    
 
   “That’s it?” he demanded.
 
    
 
   “Um… yeah?” I replied, getting out of the bed.  Once more the light ringing of the slave bells filled the air. It took me only a half a second to find my skirt.  When you leave your clothes in a pile on the floor finding them again is simple. I put my feet into my skirt and pulled upward.
 
    
 
   He gave me a queer look.  “What are you?”
 
    
 
   I raised one eyebrow and gave him something of an incredulous look as I hunted for my tee shirt. I found it under the bed.  
 
    
 
   “I told you already,” I said as I pulled the shirt over my welted breasts. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”
 
    
 
   “Is this really what gets you off?” he asked as I finished dressing. It took a moment, but I found the vibroballs too.  He watched as I put one bare foot up on the bed, the anklet with the slave bells in clear view, and slipped the small, golf-ball sized spheres through my slit. I let out a soft moan, the sensation of pushing the vibroballs back into my sex almost enough to drive me right over the edge again.  I took a deep breath and put my leg down.  Then I slipped my feet back into the sandals.  I turned and gave him a direct look.
 
    
 
   “Yes.”  I said and picked up my bag and the willow switch, but before I could head for the door he was there, blocking my way.
 
    
 
   “You can’t just leave me like this,” he protested. 
 
    
 
   I cocked my head at an angle. “Um… yes I can.  This was an arrangement between two adults.  You didn’t hire me. I can leave whenever I want.”  I tapped the thin stick against my leg in agitation.
 
    
 
   Collin flinched. “Well, yes. I didn’t mean that I wanted to kidnap you or anything,” he protested.
 
    
 
   I sighed dramatically. “Well that’s disappointing.  I was hoping someone would.  Preferably with intense sexual use and torture involved.”  That threw him for another loop.  I lifted the vibroballs remote and thumbed the wheel upward.  Immediately fresh surges of need blossomed between my legs.  I took a sharp breath and focused.  I’d be able to turn the damn things off in just a moment anyway.
 
    
 
   “Look.  I’m just saying that we were intimate and that I’d like to see you again,” he explained, putting a hand on my arm.
 
    
 
   “How often are you in Houston?” I fired back, my hips shifting as the vibroballs purred.  That made him blink.  
 
    
 
   “Uh… every couple of weeks I guess.”
 
    
 
   I shrugged.  “Email me and we can try to arrange something.” I pushed past him, heading toward the door.
 
    
 
   “I was thinking of tonight,” he replied more forcefully, once again blocking my passage.
 
    
 
   “Busy,” I said.  The vibroballs were on low and I could feel them, making my loins tighten up.  I needed to get a move on.
 
    
 
   “Tomorrow then,” he insisted.
 
    
 
   I hesitated and he saw that momentary flash of weakness.
 
    
 
   “I’ll cane you again,” he offered, as if that would make me change my mind.  Finally I let out another sigh. 
 
    
 
   “I’m not sure what I’ll be doing, but call me.  If I’m available, I’ll meet you, but you have to buy me dinner.”
 
    
 
   His grin said it all. “Sure. Okay. Fine.”  I gave him my phone number and he finally let me go to the door.  “Where are you going now?” he asked me.
 
    
 
   I opened the door and stepped halfway out.  Then I turned back and grinned. “To find another guy to cane my tits.  See ya!”  The bells rang again. Then I closed the door.
 
    
 
   I know. I’m cruel.
 
    
 
   Part Three
 
    
 
   My second breast caning couldn’t have been more different. I’d approached this really good looking delivery truck driver whose name tag read “Dareese” and he was a hunk of a guy with dark skin and huge brown eyes.  He was just heading back to his truck when I walked up and said hi.
 
    
 
   “Hi yourself, hot stuff.”
 
    
 
   I grinned.  “I was wondering if you’d be willing to cane my tits in exchange for a blowjob and/or fucking me up the ass,” I said.
 
    
 
   His eyes widened. “You shittin’ me?”
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “Nope.  Just you and me.  Five strokes with this switch,” I held up the thin willow branch, “and I’ll be on my knees with either your cock in my mouth or in my bottom.”
 
    
 
   He pulled back, suspicious.  “There a camera or something?”  He looked around wildly.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “Nope.  And I’ll prove it,” I lifted the front of my shirt, despite the fact we were in a parking lot.  It was just a quick flash, but it was more than enough for him to see the previous marks Collin had left on my bosom.
 
    
 
   “Girl, what the hell you done to your tits?” he demanded.
 
    
 
   “I’m just kinky,” I replied.  “You going to help me?”
 
    
 
   He grinned, his white teeth showing brightly. “Fuck yeah, girl.  Back of da bus!”
 
    
 
   So I followed him around to the rear of his truck and when he helped me up he put a hand on my ass. I didn’t mind.  Sure I was still just a tad bit tender, but my last spanking was HOURS before.  I was ready.  Inside the truck there were still some boxes and he pushed a few out of the way.  Then he took my hand and led me toward the very front of the truck.  
 
    
 
   Things went fast.  He began unbuttoning his shorts and we played a game of see who can strip faster.  I won. I wasn’t wearing anything UNDER my skirt or shirt.
 
    
 
   “Shit girl! What da fuck happened to you?” Dareese asked me.
 
    
 
   I leaned back against the wall.  “I earned these.  You want my mouth on your cock and then the right to put it in my ass, you got to leave five stripes on my tits too.”
 
    
 
   Dareese took one look at the switch and shook his head in disbelief, but then he snapped his finger. “Give it here, bitch.”
 
    
 
   I handed him the switch and held my hands up above my head, still leaning against the side of the truck.  The controller to the vibroballs was on the floor, but I’d already turned it up when I pushed my skirt down. I was trembling, ready for it, wishing it were my clit getting hit and not my tits.  But I was almost done.  Just one last caning, and then the sapping.  A possible two more orgasms if I could manage it.  The vibroballs were making it easy and I’d spent the last thirty minutes after my time with Collin both resting and letting the little sex toy do it’s dirty work.  
 
    
 
   Dareese hit me, just as hard as Collin had and I cried out and pumped my hips lewdly, wanting the full force of the orgasm that was coming.  I could feel it.  But unlike Collin, who took his time between each stroke. Dareese just whipped the cane back down upon my chest without even giving me time to absorb the pressure wave of the previous stroke.  I gasped, my body tightening up as pain blasted through me.  Again the cane landed and in less that four or five seconds Dareese was finished, five new red lines etched upon my flesh from one side of my bosom to the other.  I cried out, crossing my arms across my chest as I sank down, tears flooding my eyes.  Worse I hadn’t cum.  My hand searched for the controller and I found it, turning off the vibroballs completely before I blew it and had to start all over.  Three spankings, two canings, and the sapping. Three. Two. One.
 
    
 
   I felt a cock bump against my cheek and I turned toward it, opening my mouth.  Dareese tasted sour, but in seconds he was hard enough and I tried to swallow as much of him as I could.  Unfortunately he was also pretty big in the cock size department.  He grabbed my head and skull fucked me a bit before suddenly pulling out, picking me up, and laying me down on my stomach across some boxed. My feet didn’t even hit the floor but I felt his saliva slick cock probing at my ass.
 
    
 
   “CONDOM!” I yelled.  “My bag!” 
 
    
 
   He said a naughty word, slapped my ass a few times, then dug in my bag for the condom.  He tore the small package open and then rolled the prophylactic onto his massive dick.  Next thing I know he was probing at my back door, the head of his cock slipping frequently into my pussy until he reached down with his hand and aimed himself a little more accurately.  I concentrated on relaxing, only to realize that the vibroballs were back on high and he was about to fuck me in the rear.  Dareese had turned the evil little vibrators back on! I was horny.  Too horny. Oh my God.  I hadn’t cum during the caning!
 
    
 
   “Wait,” I said, reaching down for the remote but I couldn’t reach it.  Then Dareese’s cock was thrust unceremoniously deep into my anal tract and I felt like I’d been torn in half and put back together with lemon juice and duct tape.  He pumped violently, one hand reaching around to my breast while the other landed slap after slap to my bottom.  I groaned as he buttfucked me, the vibroballs rolling and clattering against each other as the heavy pounding set my body reeling.
 
    
 
   I grit my teeth and tried hard to endure.  Don’t cum.  Think of gross stuff.  Anything.  It didn’t really help.  I felt the build-up, the pressure and all I could hope was that I could outlast Dareese.  I closed my eyes and focused on the pain of getting stuck up the ass by an eight inch long cock.  But then Dareese reached down around my hip, his fingers probing and the second he grazed my clit it was over.  I cried out at the pinnacle of my release, exploding like a pent-up volcano as my body jerked against his.  I reached up and pinched my own nipples, intensifying the sensations inside me as I blew a fuse and exploded.  If Dareese’s balls weren’t soaked when we were done I’d have been shocked.
 
    
 
   My orgasm subsided even as Dareese’s finally came. He let out a grunt and I felt him shudder as his cock began spasming inside me.  I was still too stunned, blown away, whatever to really comprehend what had happened and what it all meant, even as his cock went deep and unloaded it’s full load.  Dareese pulled out with a groan and gave me a half hearted spank in thanks.
 
    
 
   “That was one fine fuck, bitch.  You need more?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I pushed myself up, the realization setting in.  I felt wrung out, used, and I bit my lip as the tears sprang to my eyes.  I wasn’t supposed to cum.  Not like this. I was doing so good.  How could I have done it?  I stood, one hand against the side of the truck.
 
    
 
   “No,” I said softly, my voice weak.  I picked up my skirt and slipped my feet back into it, then turned off the vibroballs and tucked the controller away.  My ass ached horribly.  Dareese pulled his shorts back on as I pushed my tired arms through the sleeves of my shirt.  I left the switch there and stumbled toward the back of the truck.  I started to climb down but was having trouble and Dareese hopped down and took my waist and literally picked me up and set me down.
 
    
 
   “You sure we’re square?” he asked me. I nodded again and faked a smile.
 
    
 
   “Yeah. I’m good. Thanks,” I said and turned away.  He watched as I walked to my truck, though it felt more like a limp.  I seemed to have trouble getting my key in the door and when I finally managed it I needed to cry.  I climbed in, started the engine and drove for ten minutes in absolute silence.  Finally I pulled over and put my head on the steering wheel and let out a quiet sob.  As I cried my right hand dug into the canvas bag and I fished out the little metal clamps. There were three of them and I knew they were going to hurt.  And then… then I’d need the paddle again. And a fresh willow switch.
 
    
 
   Five hours later
 
    
 
   I sat on the love seat trembling.  Perry stood over me, holding the black leather sap in his hand, staring at my naked body.  I was slouched on the leather couch at the rear of the furniture store, my clothing a messy pile beside me and I could tell that Perry was just a tad bit concerned.  The welts across my breasts were dark red and the livid bruising on both my buttocks and bosom would have been enough to prompt an emergency room nurse to call the police.  The only spot that showed no abuse was where he was about to use the sap, and there I was soaked and ready, sporting only the cruel, metal toothed “jumbo alligator clamp” that was dangling from my clitoris.  
 
    
 
   I brought my bare feet up, wedging them onto the couch cushions, which of course meant  bending my knees outward, exposing my soaked and desperate sex even more clearly.  I grabbed hold of my thighs and with shaking hands pulled my legs even further apart.  The little slave bell anklet rang with these cute little notes.   I looked at him a bit apprehensively. I knew what was coming.  Perry leaned over and then reached down, his fingers touching the alligator clamp that hung from my clit.  He pinched it open and blood rushed back into the crushed nub as I let out a loud whine.  My entire body shook, the ringing of the slave bells seemingly loud in my ears.  Perry tossed aside the clamp and then knelt down between my legs.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure about this?” he asked again.  The vibroballs roared inside me, the remote jammed between my hip and the couch seat cushion.
 
    
 
   I was getting close to cumming so I needed him to hurry.  “Do it,” I whispered. “Hit me.  Spank my pussy as many times as you want. It needs to be red and hot before you stick your cock in me,” I pleaded.
 
    
 
   He lifted the sap and brought it down on my clit with a sharp crack that elicited a cry from me that filled the showroom floor.  My knees jerked, trying to close, but I managed to keep my legs open.  The bells on the ankle rang with my movement and I closed my eyes and tried to concentrate.  The vibroballs rolled and buzzed inside me and I almost lost it again.  Perry looked at me for confirmation and I nodded in desperation.
 
    
 
   “Please?  Spank my clit?” I begged him.  “I need it to hurt.  Smash my clitty into paste please!” 
 
    
 
   The sap impacted again against my sex and I cried out and arched my back as the burning sting flowed into me, mixing with the rumble of the vibroballs.  My pussy tightened and Perry hit me again.  It didn’t take long before I was near senseless, my body flinching and cringing at the strikes of the wet sap against my soaked slit.  The bells on my ankle rang nonstop, signaling loudly that my body was nothing but an object to be used.  I could barely keep myself open as the sap licked at my clit.  I burned with a heat that made the vibroballs thirty times more intense.
 
    
 
   “Please Perry! Make me cum with the sap!” I begged of him, thrusting my hips forward lewdly.  Perry grinned maniacally and laid to with the sap with strong blows as I reached up with one hand, grabbed the chain connecting the two alligator clamps chewing on my nipples, and pulled.  I felt myself tighten, muscles contracting, hormonal releases flowing into my bloodstream and then my vision narrowed and went red.  I needed it. I wanted it.  Had to have it.  The vibroballs seemed to be roaring and I heard a strange groan in my ears. Sharp pain exploded between my legs, followed by a blast that seemed strangely liquid and flowed through every pore of my body in one long burst that left me senseless.
 
    
 
   Perry noticed and he tossed away the sap, my steaming sex ready and waiting.  He fumbled with his trousers and the condom I’d given him and while he rolled it down over his cock I reached down between my legs and pulled out the vibroballs.  I turned them off as they left a wet smear on the couch and then Perry was pushing me backward, the tip of his shaft plunging into my cooked folds.  I gasped and wrapped my legs around him as he rocked me sideways onto the couch and pinned me to the cheap seat cushions.  The bells on my ankle rang as he pressed into me and then his hands were on my tits, groping and squeezing, the alligator clamps mere curiosities to flick and squeeze while I whimpered.  The afterglow of orgasm was replaced by the steady thrusting of his cock and I’d hoped he was sufficiently aroused to cum before I got to the same point myself. As it was the bells rang in my head and on my ankle and I knew it would take long for me to explode mindlessly.
 
    
 
   “Cum for me, Perry,” I whispered, my body burning and aching in ways I hadn’t thought possible.  My bottom burned even on the leather sofa, my blistered backside blotched and red and bruised from the sixty spanks I’d received.  My breasts, which Perry was kneading, were ridged from the twenty cane strokes crisscrossing the soft flesh, many of the welts almost deep enough to have bled.  It would be days before I could wear a bra comfortably again.  I wrapped my legs around him and the slave bells rang.
 
    
 
   He grunted mindless a moment later and I felt him  groan as the shaking of my body translated to his and then he was lost in the experience, head thrown back, the orgasm blasting through his body like a tsunami hitting the side of a cruise ship.  His manhood jerked wildly inside me, filling the condom tip reservoir with enough cream to fill a donut, or a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I cried out with him, my body tense, my toes curling as I burned with need, so close to the end myself.  I grit my teeth.  I wasn’t allowed to cum unless I was being spanked, caned, or sapped. That was the rule.  And when Perry pulled out tears sprang to my eyes as I wrapped my arms around myself, so close to popping, yet knowing I couldn’t.
 
    
 
   “What’s… what’s wrong?” Perry asked.  His chest was heaving and beads of perspiration dotted his forehead. I could tell he was honestly, eagerly concerned.  
 
    
 
   “I’m so close!” I whispered, tense and strained.  
 
    
 
   “Then cum!” he urged me.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “Lose it all.  Have to start over!  Only cum when spanked, caned, or sapped!” I hissed through clenched teeth.  Perry nodded. I had told him something about it earlier when I entered the store.  He bit his lip and looked at me delicately.
 
    
 
   “Breanne, spread your legs,” he told me.  My eyes widened and I stared at him. His hand went to my thigh and pushed slightly. “Spread your legs, Breanne.  Right now. Spread them wide. I want to see your pussy.”
 
    
 
   Gingerly I opened up like an oyster on a plate.  My petals were bright red and there were little darker red lines meeting at ninety degree angles in a few spots on my mons.  And I was wet.  So wet that the couch beneath me was soaked.  The slave bells on my ankle rang as I spread my legs.
 
    
 
   Perry ran a finger through my folds and I gasped, arching my back. I almost lost it right there, my fingers tightening into fists. I almost closed my legs too, but then I saw what he was holding.  
 
    
 
   “Cum for me, Breanne.  Cum now. Three, two, one.”  And then Perry tapped the sap against my soaked petals.  It didn’t hurt. It didn’t burn.  But it was more than enough to shove me right back to the edge again.  I cried out, my body tensing and he struck once more, just enough to elicit another scream from me, a thrust of my loins upward and forward.  It was too much and the orgasm started, and he brought the sap back down, stronger now, faster, stroke after stroke beating between my legs, my entire body jerking, the bells ringing wildly, until finally I rolled, my thighs closing involuntarily, breaking off from torment I could no longer handle.  Waves of orgasmic pleasure and pain crashed against my heart, the roaring in my ears offset by the tinkle of bells from my ankle.   
 
    
 
   And I was done. Three. Two. One.
 
    
 
   Breanne - First of all, welcome back.  I’m well aware that you have started your TOTM, but this assignment is for the first day back to your regular NHPS schedule.  Let’s start with your toy of the day.  For your first day back you will put in your vibroballs.  These will be set to their lowest setting unless you feel as if you are approaching orgasm.  Please understand that this is NOT an edging exercise.  Don’t cum until you are actually completing the assignment.  You cannot have the vibroballs off longer than twenty minutes though.
 
    
 
   For the assignment you will dress like a cute, but slutty, college co-ed.  Rather than high heels of any kind, please wear your flip-flop sandals.  A short, but easily lifted skirt should cover (or should I say barely cover?) your bottom.  No bra or panties of course, and for a shirt you can wear anything that covers your breasts but keeps your midriff bare.  No halter tops though.  I want sleeves of some kind. Put your hair up in a ponytail.  And you know what?  Just for giggles, wear that new slave bell ankle bracelet you got at your “Welcome Back, Bre!” party.
 
    
 
   Once you are appropriately attired, you will take just a few items with you.  The first is a paddle.  Make sure it’s one that hurts.  Second, you will need a cane or switch.  Third you will need your sap.  Lastly, bring you alligator nipple clamps - hopefully you won’t need them.
 
    
 
   Dressed and ready for action, you will go out on the town.  Your assignment is to find three men, all strangers, and ask them to give your ass ten swats each in exchange for a blowjob.  During the spanking you will turn the vibroballs to their maximum setting and you may cum.  But during the blowjob you must go back to the low setting, unless you are close to orgasm in which case you are not to cum and you will turn off the vibroballs for no longer than twenty minutes.
 
    
 
   Once your bottom has been nicely cooked, you will then find two men, both strangers, and ask them to deliver five strokes each to your breasts in exchange for blowjobs and/or anal sex.  They are the ones that get to decide.  Again you will turn up the vibroballs for the actual strokes of the cane, but you must turn them back down for the blowjob and anal sex.  You are allowed to cum during the caning, but not the blowjob or anal sex.
 
    
 
   Once your tits have been nicely welted you will find one man, a stranger, and ask him to sap your cunt.  You are to emphasize that he can hit you as many times as he wants with the sap and that when he feels you have been sufficiently punished he can fuck your brains out.  During the sapping you are to have the vibroballs on high.  
 
    
 
   Should you be dumb enough to allow yourself to cum at any point during this exercise, except during the authorized moments, you will put the alligator clamps on and the entire assignment is reset and you must start over.  I recommend against it, but it’s up to you. - Brandon
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   “I thought this thing didn’t have an off/on switch,” Zach said thoughtfully, holding up my new Monster vibrator, a twelve inch long, wi-fi enabled, sex toy - controllable only through a smartphone application and a password.  He was standing next to his desk where my large purse lay half open, the contents obviously rifled through. My eyes narrowed darkly as I finished zipping up my jeans, letting the tight denim close around my freshly spanked bottom quite nicely.
 
    
 
   “It’s not nice to go through my things,” I replied haughtily as I bent down and began looking for my boots, which I found under his bed.  “And that button just activates the receiver.”
 
    
 
   Zach studied the dildo.  “How does it get permission from public hot spots?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I gave him a quizzical look. “How the hell should I know?  Do I look like a IT person?  Internet technology is not my thing. You know that.”
 
    
 
   Zach barked out a laugh. “Yeah, I know what your ‘thing’ is,” he said, wiggling the massive phallus back and forth.  “Sure you wouldn’t rather have this up in there instead of the ben wa balls?”
 
    
 
   I cast another one of “those” looks at him and then tugged on my boot.  “Not now. I’m sated.  I just had two orgasms, both with your cock in my mouth, and now I’m feeling satisfied. I don’t need that in there.”
 
    
 
   He put the vibrator down. “So you’re satisfied with the ben wa balls?” he asked, crossing his arms and leaning backward against his desk, his inquisitive eyes staring at me.  I felt a shiver, as if he were mentally undressing me with nefarious intentions, despite the fact that he too had cum, dumping about two teaspoons worth of white cream down my throat as I quivered on my knees in front of him.  I knew what he was talking about too.  Underneath both my jeans and the white cotton panties I was wearing were two small, golf-ball sized spheres, made of plastic and coated with soft rubber, which contained two tiny marbles, offset and loose, causing them to roll around inside the larger globes.  This of course made the two ben wa balls roll, swirl, and change their general position with every step or shift in my balance.  Stuffed up between my petals and buried inside me, they were like someone’s soft fingers delicately caressing me almost every second, or at least every step.
 
    
 
   And yes, I was satisfied.  They were my “toy of the day,” the constant daily requirement that I stay stuffed, all with the intention of making me perpetually ready for sex.  Do you have any idea what that’s like?  I’m wet ALWAYS.  Always turned on. Always ready to open my legs, have a cock positioned right there and shoved in without any foreplay.  A sheath for his sword.  Honestly though, I don’t think Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 is about keeping me constantly ready.  It’s actually about reinforcing my perception that I am an object, rather than a person.  If I’m always ready for sex, with no needs of my own, then what am I?  I’m there for someone else’s personal gratification, a plaything, an object.  So NHPS Rule #1 is about demeaning me, making me less than a person and more of an ambulatory, responsive, fun-to-play-with sex doll.
 
    
 
   I nodded at Zach.  “Yes. I am.  Now what I’m not satisfied with is the state of my stomach. I’m hungry.”
 
    
 
   He nodded at me and then smiled.  “Absolutely, but I wanted to ask if you were free this evening.  For a date,” he said.  It came across casually, but it made me freeze.  I looked up at Zach in alarm.  He laughed at my expression and waved his hand at me. “No, I’m not looking to become romantically entangled with you, Bre. I’m not stupid.  While I would gladly keep you by my side for the rest of our natural lives, you’d be on your knees for most of it, or tied up tightly.”
 
    
 
   I relaxed. “I could handle that,” I said nonchalantly, but then I gave him a curious look.  “So the date?”
 
    
 
   Zach shrugged. “A friend of mine and his girlfriend have been wanting to meet you and have been pestering me about it.  I let Bobby know you were coming over this afternoon,” he said pausing on the word coming as I snorted at the innuendo, “and he said to bring you by afterwards for dinner.  Holly wants to meet you too.  She’s even read a couple of your books.”
 
    
 
   I shifted uncomfortably.  “Uh… a fan?” I asked, just a little hesitant.  I’ve had some bad experiences with fans before.  For the most part they’re wonderful people who I love talking to; except the ones that I’ve actually met in person, who have managed to hunt me down or just encountered me through dumb luck. They tend to think that they can do practically anything they want to me, regardless of the circumstances.  It can make for some tough love, especially since the real me doesn’t always measure up to expectations.  The reality is that when I’m writing I smooth out events, sort of the same way an editor makes tying up a girl in a bondage movie go a lot quicker on film than it does in reality, in order to keep up the tension and not leave the audience bored.  I do the same thing to my assignments, changing the names of the innocent (and the guilty), places, circumstances, and I usually leave out the horribly boring parts like me saying “stop! Get a condom out of my purse before you stick that in me!”  
 
    
 
   Zach gave me a disappointed look.  “You’ll be with me and I won’t let anything happen to you.  Besides, this isn’t about sex.  It’s about dinner.  Bobby is a monster when it comes to the grill.  We’ll sit around the table, chit chat, maybe play a game, eat some food, drink some beer, and then I’ll drive you back here to pick up your truck.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and let it out, considering my options. I really wasn’t needed anywhere and it was still early, only a little after five in the afternoon.  And the flip side was that if I got horny again, Zach would be right there and all I needed to do was beg to suck him and I could masturbate to orgasm again.  I nodded my acceptance and Zach grinned, shoving my Monster Vibrator back into my purse, pushing aside the assorted clamps, clothespins, and other sundry item that a proper nympho humiliation pain slut carries around with her everyday.  He tugged out his phone and a moment later was texting away.  I finished putting on my boots and by the time I was done, Zach was finished as well.  He reached out for my hand and took it, pulling me to him and kissing me gently upon the lips.  As I closed my eyes I felt one of his hands slide down to my bottom, squeezing my buttock through the denim, while the other hand went to my breast and lightly pinched my nipple through the tee shirt.  I let out a soft moan and when our kiss broke I tilted my head back and looked at him with hungry eyes.
 
    
 
   “Is this how the rest of the evening is going to be?” I asked, just a tad bit breathless.
 
    
 
   Zach’s eyes sparkled. “I should be so lucky,” he replied and then led me from the room.  
 
    
 
   Twenty minutes later we pulled up in front of a relatively nice apartment complex that was close enough to the university to be called “student housing” and yet nice enough that not everyone who lived there actually went to the school.  In fact, I didn’t tell Zach this at the time, but I remembered this apartment complex.  I’d once gone to a party here that had involved some rather raunchy sex, multiple partners, enough alcohol to drown in, and was the first time I’d ever had a beer bottle shoved up inside me.  Kari had been wielding it, so it hadn’t exactly been unpleasant, but it had definitely been intense enough to create a lasting impression on an evening I barely remembered except for hearsay accounts of a drunken redhead sex goddess who had been willing to fuck just about anything that moved, or offered her a drink.
 
    
 
   I have no idea who that might have been. *ahem*
 
    
 
   I don’t remember the apartment number of that original party (much less most of that evening), but I’m pretty sure Holly and Bobby were not living in the same space.  I followed Zach, our fingers entwined, through the complex until he knocked on a door that was painted dark green.  He knocked again and then the door opened to reveal a stunning, short little blond girl who wasn’t so much pretty, but adorably cute, knocking the cuteness scale topper off the damn charts.  Holly sported huge breasts and wide hips and was obviously made for bearing children.  She had an infectious smile and seemed sweet and just a tad bit wholesome, which made me wonder why she was reading my books.
 
    
 
   “Oh! Hi Zach! And you must be Breanne!” she gushed, reaching out and taking my hand to pull me into the apartment.  “Bobby’s been reading your work to me and it’s very,” she paused as if searching for the right word.  “Interesting.”
 
    
 
   I smiled woodenly as the realization struck.  I’ve had my work described in many ways.  Seductive, sultry, dark, erotic, amazing, or even in negative terms like arrogant and haughty.  But interesting?  That was a polite way of saying that she was kind of turned on by it, but horrified all the same.  Either that or she thought I was making it all up.  
 
    
 
   And I can understand that.  The art of storytelling is a tough one and as my writing mentor taught me, sometimes we have to change things, especially when the tension of a narrative is in danger.  I can’t tell you the number of times I’ve heard “no woman can actually withstand something like that!” and all I can say in my defense is that when you’re sitting on a chair, recounting something that happened days before, usually while distracted with something thick, hard and vibrating, while you’re trying to type, with memory your only source, getting things like how hard a particular whipping actually was can be a little difficult. What’s the difference between blistering and maddening?  Or between welted and seared?  There isn’t a numerical value associated with these words you know.
 
    
 
   “Thank you,” I said politely to Holly, more than well aware that it was her boyfriend who was the fan. “I’m glad you like it.”  White lies are so easy and they smooth things over nicely.  Holly blinked at that and I realized that once again the reality was not meeting up to the expectation.
 
    
 
   “I uh… I kind of expected… well, I mean…” she stammered, looking down at my clothing.
 
    
 
   I was dressed respectably.  Except for the fact that I wasn’t wearing a bra and if you looked closely you could see the outline of my piercing and the padlock that dangled from my right nipple, but other than that, I was in a tee shirt and blue jeans.  Add a cowboy hat and I could have marched into any country western bar on the planet.  She’d expected me to show up wearing something suitably slutty.  Ha ha… the jokes on her!  I’m actually a normal girl most of the time, with only a sick, twisted psychosis when it comes to sex.
 
    
 
   There was a moment of uncomfortable silence and then Zach saved us both from embarrassment. “Where’s Bobby?  Is he already cooking?”
 
    
 
   Holly blushed and latched on to Zach’s lifeline.  “He’s on the balcony grilling,” she said simply.  She turned to me and smiled again, this time a little more genuinely. “I hope you like burgers! We've got all the fixings too!”  She pointed us toward the patio door and then disappeared into the kitchen. I watched her go, admiring her bottom.  
 
    
 
   I grinned and nodded at Zach, still feeling just a bit out of place.  He dragged me further into the apartment and we crossed the living space.  Zach slid the glass patio door out of the way and we stepped out onto a slightly smoky balcony where Bobby was laboring over a large gas grill.
 
    
 
   “Isn’t that against your landlord’s lease requirements?” Zach asked in lieu of a hello.  The man standing at the grill turned and smiled.
 
    
 
   Bobby grinned.  “I pay her an extra fifty each month to ignore it.”  He was a tall man, with sandy blond hair and a much thicker torso than Zach, who was something of a nerdy bean pole with a rogue’s face.  Bobby was tan, muscular, and looked quite butch, just the kind of guy who would find a girl like Holly and try to mold her into a girl like me.
 
    
 
   Zach’s eyebrow went up. “Is the grill worth it?”
 
    
 
   Bobby looked around as if making sure we were all alone on the balcony and the door was shut.  “It is if I don’t want to eat Holly’s cooking,” he assured us.  I couldn’t help giggling.
 
    
 
   Bobby shut the cover on the grill and set down his scepter.  I mean his spatula.  Sorry.  Some men just are kings of the barbie.  Bobby was one of those men and I recognized it right off the bat.  When Zach introduced me I actually had to resist the urge to curtsey.  
 
    
 
   “So, the infamous Breanne Erickson.  I’ve been reading your books for years now.”
 
    
 
   I smiled as he reached out to take my hand.  “I’ve got to ask you,” he said, leaning forward.  “Are all the tales of you and Zach true?”  I could have sworn his finger caressed my palm.
 
    
 
   I glanced at Zach who was leaning against the rail of the balcony, a haughty expression of satisfaction on his face.  I could tell.  He was lording up his relationship with me!  I leaned in toward Bobby with a conspiratorial glance at Zach.
 
    
 
   “I only exaggerate things that seem to small to believe, like Zach’s cock.”
 
    
 
   It was a mean thing to say, but it got a laugh from Bobby, if not Zach, whose eyes narrowed and glared at me.  
 
    
 
   “You’ll pay for that later,” he assured me, being a good sport.
 
    
 
   I grinned wickedly.  “I’m sure.”
 
    
 
   Bobby laughed and turned back to his burgers.  True to his word he began levering the seared ground beef patties out of the heat and onto a nearby plate.  We followed him inside and met back up with Holly, who laid out platters of different cheeses, tomatoes, pickles, and romaine lettuce, even sauteed onions and french fried ones!  There was ketchup and three different kinds of mustard, along with mayo, herbed mayo, Thousand Island dressing (for you Big Mac fans!) and barbecue sauce.  Know what sucked?  The burgers were amazing and big enough that you could only really eat one. I sat back afterward with a satisfied look on my face.
 
    
 
   “You ought to make sliders, Bobby,” I said to him with pleasure, using the napkin to get a little grease off my lips.  I was feeling much more relaxed, probably as a result of the three beers I’d had to drink, along with the sensation of being full of good food.  And ben wa balls. Can’t forget those.
 
    
 
   He sat back in his chair, also slightly buzzed and he was clearly pleased.  “Glad you liked the burger, but why sliders?”
 
    
 
   I pointed to all the different condiments. “So you can try different flavors,” I told him. “I’d have loved to have a rodeo burger to try, but I’m full now.”
 
    
 
   “Are you full?” Holly suddenly asked.  Out of all of us, she’d had the most to drink and her face was flushed and quite ruddy.  I think she meant it innocuously, but I couldn’t resist the urge to yank her chain.
 
    
 
   “Ben wa balls,” I said with a grin. “And they’re keeping me nice and wet.” I wiggled my eyebrows for emphasis.  The boys both laughed, but Holly blushed even more and eventually looked away.
 
    
 
   “How about a game?” Bobby suddenly asked, more to cover-up his girlfriend’s discomfiture.
 
    
 
   Zach shrugged and grinned. “Strip poker?”
 
    
 
   I snorted as Bobby laughed but then shook his head.  “Holly doesn’t know how to play poker.”
 
    
 
   “Good,” I said, just a bit tipsy. “That means she’ll be naked first.”
 
    
 
   Holly’s eyes widened.  Then she stood up, her face scarlet, and began to clear the table.  I did the same, grabbing plates as the menfolk began discussing available options and I followed Holly into the kitchen.
 
    
 
   “Sorry if I embarrassed you back there,” I apologized as I set the dishes down on the counter next to the sink.  Holly gave me a sideways glance. 
 
    
 
   “He wants me to be like you,” she said softly, her hands going to the faucet and turning it on.  Water streamed down over her fingers and she picked up a plate and began rinsing it.  “I’m just not sure how to be like you.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and opened the dishwasher, waiting for her to hand me the rinsed flatware.   “Holly,” I said softly, not wanting the guys to hear.  “You can’t be like me.  You have to be yourself. If he can’t accept you that way then he isn’t right for you.”
 
    
 
   Holly pressed her lips together, clearly not happy with that. “You don’t understand.  Every man wants you Breanne.  I’m…” she gestured at herself.  “Dumpy and fat.”
 
    
 
   I cocked an eyebrow up.  Sure she was a thick bodied woman, but her stomach wasn’t sticking out.  She was just… big.. in the areas that counted: hips, tits, and ass.  Add that to the child’s size body and it was just… cute.  I gave her a crazy look.
 
    
 
   “How can you say that?  You are so cute!  And those breasts!  My God!  They’re amazing!” I said.  Holly was wearing a solid tee shirt and bra, but it was pretty clear that her chest was definitely one of her best assets.  I took a step back and did a more thorough examination with my eyes, mentally undressing her.  “And your bottom is to die for.”
 
    
 
   She blinked.  “Do you think so?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “I’d have to see you undressed of course, but yes… I think so.”
 
    
 
   Holly turned back to the sink and finished the plate she was washing.  She was oddly quiet and looked like she was in the middle of some serious thinking.  She handed me the plate and began washing another one.  We worked on in silence for a while until we came to the last plate.  She handed it to me for drying.  The moment I took it from her she reached down to the khaki shorts she was wearing, and pushed them and her panties down to the ground.
 
    
 
   Yes. It shocked me too.  I was so totally not expecting it.  The boys couldn’t see, they were sitting in the dining area which was just around the corner.  Holly wasn’t shaved, but she was trimmed, and her sex looked thick and delicious.  Even more surprising was the scent of arousal I picked up from her and I carefully finished drying the plate she’d handed me. I set it down as she turned around and leaned back against the counter.  It was obviously an invitation and our eyes met.  I sensed that spark and I reached out, putting my hand between her legs, feeling her wetness. Instantly she groaned as I found her clit.  She took a step, but only to widen her stance and I tilted my head down and kissed her, passionately.  Everything she’d said became clear to me and when I broke the kiss her eyes were wide and her face was flushed with need.  I brought both hands up to her chest and pulled up her shirt and bra, exposing those amazingly soft and massive breasts. I gathered them up in my hands and brought my mouth down upon her nipple, suckling and licking first one, then the other.
 
    
 
   “Hey Breanne! Do you play Scrabble?” Zach shouted at me.  I pulled my head back, Holly’s nipple popping out of my mouth.
 
    
 
   “Yeah!” I replied, then had a great idea. “Scrabble is great.  Get the game set up while Holly and I finish in here!”
 
    
 
   Her eyes gave me a quizzical look and I gave her another soft kiss. “Thank you for explaining,” I said.  “I’m going to show you how to be more like yourself,” I assured her.  Then I put my foot on her panties and shorts, which were between her ankles.  “You won’t need these for the rest of the evening.”
 
    
 
   Holly swallowed and then nodded at me.  “Yes Mistress,” she whispered, but I shook my head.  “No. I’m not a mistresses.  Not like that.  I’m a sister.  Our masters are out there,” I said, pointing toward the dining room.  “And here is what we’re going to do,” I said, leaning down to her ear and whispering.
 
    
 
   “We’re ready!” Zach said about a few minutes later.  I glanced at Holly, who was standing next to me, her arms crossing over her exposed slit.  We were a matched pair since my boots, socks, jeans, shirt and panties were in a pile next to her clothing.  I gave her a reassuring smile and took her hand, and then both of us turned the corner and walked into the dining room buck naked.
 
    
 
   “Holy shit!” Bobby exclaimed, looking at us in shock.  Zach just grinned in appreciation, his eyes obviously enjoying seeing Holly in such circumstances.  As Holly and I had discussed, we moved to the table and sat down across from each other, with Zach to my right and Bobby to my left.  I gave her a wink and then set both my breasts and my hands on the table.
 
    
 
   “Gentlemen, Holly and I have a proposition,” I explained. “You will both remove your pants and boxers.  During your turn the person with the most points can do anything they want to you, under the table.”
 
    
 
   Zach blinked. “Uh… what if it’s my turn and Bobby scored the most points during the previous turn.
 
    
 
   I gave him a queer look. “Are you homophobic?” I asked with just a touch of sarcasm.  “That seems a little hypocritical in a guy who likes seeing me have sex with other women.”
 
    
 
   Bobby came to Zach’s defense. “Well, it’s not like that.  See Penthouse and Playboy have been conditioning men to like girl on girl sex for decades.  It’s a cultural thing.  Lesbian sex is way more acceptable than guy on guy.”
 
    
 
   Zach nodded seriously. “It’s a feminist thing.”
 
    
 
   Even Holly blinked at that and both of us stared at him in disbelief.
 
    
 
   “Bro,” Bobby said, his face stony.  He shook his head, warning Zach.
 
    
 
   I gave Zach a dark look.  “In deference to Holly and my position here, we accept the fact that you guys won’t give us the satisfaction of guy on guy, so we both volunteer to substitute for you if requested.” I glanced back over at Holly with a wink as both Bobby and Zach relaxed.
 
    
 
   Zach looked at Bobby. “You okay with this?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Bobby shrugged.  “Seems kind of wrong to let the person with the most points do what they want to the other three.  Shouldn’t it be reversed?”
 
    
 
   I lifted my eyebrow. “Uh…”
 
    
 
   Zach laughed. “Yeah. Now THERE’S an idea. The person with the most points has things done to them by the other three.”
 
    
 
   I glanced at Holly who shrugged.
 
    
 
   “Okay,” I agreed.  “Do we need time limits?”
 
    
 
   Zach shook his head. “No.  As soon as the play is made we move on. That simple.”  He looked at Bobby.  “Cool?”
 
    
 
   Bobby grinned. “Don’t argue with naked ladies sitting at the table,” he said.  “Who goes first?”
 
    
 
   I gave Bobby a crazy look.  “Pick a tile big boy.  Closest to A is numero uno.”  I grabbed the russet colored bag and drew out a tile. I got a T. I put it down on the board and grimaced.  Everyone else plucked a tile out of the bag and a moment later it was Bobby’s turn, leaving me for last.  He grinned as we all turned our tiles back in and then he selected six letters, putting them in his little stand.
 
    
 
   We went around the board and in short order I had my letters.  Nothing good, but nothing bad either and as the last to play I’d have more opportunity than anyone..  Bobby studied his tiles for about four minutes and then quickly put out the word “proof.”  Holly followed with “size” and Zach put down “robot.” I did pretty good with “stove”, but after the first round Bobby had the top score.  I gave him a wicked look.
 
    
 
   “Strip. Waist down,” I said to him, then looked over at Holly who was just a bit wild-eyed.  
 
    
 
   He grinned as he stood and started unbuckling his pants.  I watched with genuine interest.  Sure I’d been sated, but sitting there naked, across from a very attractive blond and next to a pair of men I hoped I’d shortly be fucking silly, you could hardly expect me to keep from getting aroused.  Finally Bobby’s cock was bouncing a couple of inches away and he sat back down with an obnoxious arrogance that I found deeply irritating. I looked at Holly and grinned.
 
    
 
   “Get him, girl.”  
 
    
 
   Holly smiled at me and then slid out of her chair and onto the floor. I turned and watched Bobby’s expression as he started shuffling his tiles.  He’d already had most of the last turn to get new tiles and find a word, so it didn’t take him that long.  Or perhaps he was deliberately stalling because I could hear the wet, slurping noises coming from under the table.  
 
    
 
   Suddenly I put my hand down on the table. “Minus fifty points for anyone who orgasms,” I declared.  Bobby half jumped, a guilty look on his face and he suddenly started playing tiles.  The word “soaker” came out and Holly emerged out from under the table with a guilty look on her face, lips wet.  I gave her a smirk and she blushed again.  I looked at Zach.
 
    
 
   “I presume you’d like me to handle your turn at Bobby?” I asked him.
 
    
 
   Zach nodded. “But who will handle him during your turn?” He asked. I grinned and pointed at Holly.  Zach shrugged.  “Whatever.”
 
    
 
   Bobby watched me as I slid beneath the table.  It certainly was a different view and I crawled over toward Bobby’s legs and pushed his knees wide apart.  His cock was hard as a rock and standing turgid, the tip swollen and purple with need, quite wet from Holly’s mouth.  For half a second I thought about going down on him, but then decided that was mean.  I’d make him pop in about twenty seconds and that ought to be Holly’s victory, not mine.  So instead I put my hands on hips and drew him forward.
 
    
 
   “What the hell is she doing to you?” I heard Zach say suspiciously a half moment later as Bobby let out a soft moan.
 
    
 
   “Dude, she’s…” he let out another gasp, “sucking my balls!”
 
    
 
   I heard a startled choke from Holly but I reached out with my fist and thumped her on the shin.  She let out a little cry and then stuck her head under the table.
 
    
 
   “What was that for?” she demanded.  I pulled my head out from between her boyfriend’s legs and gave her a glare.
 
    
 
   “Play! So you can be the one to make him cum!” I whispered.  
 
    
 
   She blinked. “Oh!”  Then her head disappeared and she sat back upright.  I went back to tonguing Bobby’s scrotum, only to hear her placing tiles down. Holly bent back down under the table a moment later.
 
    
 
   “My turn!” she said eagerly.  I shook my head. 
 
    
 
   “I have to do it through two turns,” I said. “Then when it’s my turn you’re back down here!”
 
    
 
   Holly looked confused but then nodded and once again I was left under the table alone.  I reached up and tweaked the tip of Bobby’s cock, getting him gasping again.
 
    
 
   “I’m trying to decide how long to take,” Zach said with a laugh.
 
    
 
   “Dude, that’s just wrong,” Bobby said, his voice strained.  I emphasized that with a light kick to Zach’s shins.  He grunted in response.
 
    
 
   “Maybe we should change the rules,” Holly said. “Maybe it’s whoever is in the lead.”  There was a momentary pause as everyone but me, and possibly Bobby, thought about that. I was a little busy doing just enough to Bobby’s cock to keep him rock hard but not popping.
 
    
 
   Zach nodded. “I think that’s actually smart.”  
 
    
 
   I heard a clatter of tiles.  “Locate. Twenty-six points.”  At that point I let go of Bobby and crawled out from under the table.  Holly was already gone from the opposite side and I watched as Bobby suddenly stiffened, his fingers clenching the table.
 
    
 
   I took a look at my tiles.  Not much that worked.  One word jumped out at me instantly and I decided to go with it.  “Vibe,” I said. “Eighteen points.”  I had done it so quick that Holly hadn’t had the time to make Bobby cum.  Which was what I wanted.  
 
    
 
   Zach looked at me with a grin. “Vibe?  Is that a plea for help?” He asked.  I just stuck my tongue out at him and he did the math.  “Bobby is still in the lead with forty-four points.  Then me, Holly, and finally - Breanne.”  Zach turned toward me. “Should the lowest player get punished?” he asked me with a grin.
 
    
 
   I gave him a snarky look and stuck out my tongue.  “You can play with anything in my bag if you’d like, but only if I’m in the lead.”
 
    
 
   Holly peeked out from under the table.  “So what do I do?”  
 
    
 
   I stared at her in disbelief.  “Bobby is still in the lead and it’s his turn. Make him cum!” I told her earnestly.  Then I turned toward Zach.  “The better rule is that the girl that manages to make someone else cum gets punished.”
 
    
 
   Zach gave me a knowing glance. “That’s because you like the idea.  Here’s a better one.  How about we just punish you every time someone cums at all.”
 
    
 
   Bobby nodded. “There’s an idea,” he agreed eagerly, his face flushed.
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes. “Only if Holly agrees to it.”
 
    
 
   Her voice was muted and it sounded like her mouth is full, but I distinctly heard “I’m okay with it!”
 
    
 
   Well.  Shit.
 
    
 
   Bobby’s fingers trembled and he was clearly having a hard time.  He was still shuffling his tiles when suddenly he groaned and there was a startled gasp from under the table.  I felt something wet on my foot and when I glanced underneath the table, Holly was trying desperately to figure out what to do with Bobby’s spurting dick.  Thick globs had already landed on her breasts and were flying everywhere.
 
    
 
   “Put your mouth on it!” I said out loud and her eyes widened.  Her head came down and caught the next spurt perfectly. She gagged a little but started swallowing, sucking Bobby hard until the man’s prick was nothing but a soft noodle between her lips. 
 
    
 
   “Oh my God,” Bobby groaned, eyes closed. I kept my head down and watched as Holly started to pull back, taking her mouth of her boyfriend.  I tapped her on the shoulder.
 
    
 
   “It’s still his turn.  Keep sucking until it’s your turn to play!” I urged her. “And never leave a blowjob with a flaccid dick. You want him coming back for more.”
 
    
 
   Holly’s eyes widened and I have to admit, she looked incredibly fetching under the table like that, soaked with cum.  She nodded and then put her mouth back down on Bobby’s cock.  I came back up with a simple smile and both men stared at me, though admittedly Bobby looked a little blasted.
 
    
 
   “Can I get you gentlemen more to drink?” I asked.
 
    
 
   Well that prompted another round of beers and when I got back from the kitchen Bobby had played his word.  He managed “twirl” on a triple word tile and got twenty-four points. 
 
    
 
   Zach laughed. “Well after we subtract the fifty points for cumming, you now have 18 points.”
 
    
 
   Bobby pointed a finger at Zach. “Your time is coming buddy.  Just wait.”
 
    
 
   Zach shrugged. “I still think I’ll handle it better than you.”
 
    
 
   Bobby shrugged. “Maybe.  Hey… isn’t Breanne supposed to be punished now that I’ve cum?” he asked.
 
    
 
   My partner laughed. “Absolutely.  What do you think Bre?  Something nice for your nipples?”
 
    
 
   I sighed.  “If that’s what you’d like.”  
 
    
 
   “Clovers then.  For fun.”
 
    
 
   I nodded and stood up.  My bag was in the living room and I know both men stared at my ass as I walked away.  A moment later I was bringing the whole purse back to the table and I set it on the floor as I extracted the silver metal clamps.  I handed them to Zach who took great pleasure in pinching both sets of clamps open and then setting them on my nipples. I gasped as they tightened and then sat back down, a heavy tingling at the tips of both breasts.
 
    
 
   Holly came up a moment later because it was her turn, but as I slid from the table, Bobby put his hand on my shoulder.  “Hey- I’m no longer in the lead.  So shouldn’t Breanne suck on someone else?”  
 
    
 
   Zach blinked and Holly nodded.  I shrugged.  I was fine with rotating things.  I gave Zach a big smile and he sighed. He was now in the lead as far as points went.  Standing up he stripped out of his blue jeans, his long legs thin and wiry.  As Holly began messing with her tiles I went under the table and immediately began doing my absolute best to make Zach explode.
 
    
 
   I was getting close when Holly played her tiles.  “Call,” she said. “Twelve points.”  I didn’t pay it much attention until Zach tapped me.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne, it’s Holly’s turn.”
 
    
 
   I blinked and came up off his cock. “Uh…” I said intelligently. I don’t think anyone heard me, since I was still under the table.
 
    
 
   “It’s only fair.  Bre did do me,” Bobby said.
 
    
 
   A moment later Holly slithered from her seat, her eyes just a tad bit frightened.  I gripped her hand. 
 
    
 
   “You can do this,” I whispered in her ear.
 
    
 
   “Do you want me to go light so you can make him cum?” she asked, hoping I’d say yes.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “Hell no! If you can make Zach pop do it!” I looked at her body.  Some of the cum that had struck her torso had dried and I reached out and tweaked her nipple, making her gasp. “I’d love to see you covered with more cum!”  Then I came out from under the table and looked at Zach.
 
    
 
   Holly must have been using only her hands because Zach clearly was handling things okay.  Then it was my turn after he played “yule” and got another triple word score.  I played “tough” for thirteen points, leaving me in last place.  As the turn went to Bobby, Holly came out from under the table with a strange expression.  She swallowed and glanced at me, then smiled.  I shrugged and then went under the table to do my share of the cock sucking.
 
    
 
   This time I went to town and Zach was clearly having trouble.  It didn’t take Bobby too long to play, dropping a “Y” on the end of my “tough” and spelling “handy” at the same time.  Since he hit a double word score, he got right back up there into the fifties.  Then it was Holly’s turn and I stayed down between Zach’s legs.  She was having trouble and I took shameless advantage of the fact to bring Zach right to the edge and then push him over like he’d done to me so many times.  Unlike Holly though I drank down every last drop of cream that oozed from Zach’s prick, though I’ll admit I’d already drained him just a few hours earlier in almost exactly the same way.
 
    
 
   Zach groaned as Bobby cheered. “That’s fifty points from you, buddy!” he crowed.  I stayed down there until Holly played “rex” and catapulted herself into the lead.  Then it was Zach’s turn and he looked at me with a grin as I peeked out from under the table.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne, currently Holly is in the lead.  Would you mind doing something pleasant about that?” Zach asked me.
 
    
 
   I glanced across the table top to see Holly freeze, her eyes widening.  I grinned. “I’d be delighted, Zach.”  Then I sank back down below the surface like a shark.  I crawled across the floor under the table and when I got to Holly I pushed at her knees.  She resisted, but then finally allowed me to start nibbling my way up her thighs, soft little kisses meant to wear away her resistance.  Finally I managed to get where I was going and I lapped at her clit with tiny licks that had her squirming and gasping in short order.  I brought one hand up to her sex and slipped first one, then a second finger into Holly’s sex, feeling the wetness.  She clearly wasn’t used to that sort of thing because she was on edge in seconds and a moment later she was popping violently, her own hands clutching her breasts.
 
    
 
   “Geeze, I didn’t even get a chance!” Zach said in surprise as Holly slumped in her chair, her chest heaving.  
 
    
 
   Even Bobby looked a bit chagrined.  “Holly is at fourteen points now,” he said simply.  “You want to play now?” He challenged Zach.  Zach shrugged and put out his word.  “Dinge” was added to the board and it was my turn, except I still wasn’t in the lead.  That honor had gone back to Bobby.
 
    
 
   “Fifty-five to forty-three, Breanne. Sorry” he said to me as I came out from under the table.  I laughed and looked at Holly who suddenly smiled at my look and slid out of sight again.  
 
   I left the table and went to the living room and snatched one of the throw pillows off the sofa and then returned to my seat, handing it to Holly who accepted it gratefully.
 
    
 
   “I don’t mind,” I said magnanimously.  
 
    
 
   Bobby eyed me. “Hey, aren’t you supposed to get punished for orgasms?  That was two.”  He looked at Zach with a knowing frown.
 
    
 
   Zach held up his hands.  “Good point.  Punishment is in order.”  He bent down and rifled through my bag.  I watched and then groaned as he pulled out my vibrating anal beads.”
 
    
 
   “I think this is suitable,” he said.
 
    
 
   “For one,” observed Bobby. “There were two orgasms.”
 
    
 
   Zach handed the beads to me and then grinned, going fishing a second time.  He came out with a clothespin and seemed satisfied.  Handing me the anal beads and the clothespin, he shrugged. “Sorry Bre. It’s just the way it is.”
 
    
 
   I glared at Bobby.  “You do realize that this will make me take longer, which means that Holly will have that much more time to get you hard and empty?”
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “It will take me a while to recharge,” he assured me.
 
    
 
   I pushed my chair back far enough to see what Holly was doing and then stood up.  The first thing I did was thoroughly and completely rub each and every one of those anal beads up through my slit first, sitting wide open with my legs spread.  I’m sure it was quite a sight, but it accomplished something important: lubrication. Plus the show had the added benefit of hopefully turning the guys back on.  So when I stood up and turned around, presenting my butt to the audience and began pushing bead after bead into my rump, things went easier than it could have.  I turned around and put one leg up on my chair.  With my entire crotch on display, I took the clothespin and clamped it delicately but firmly to my clitoris.
 
    
 
   Everyone including Holly, who was still under the table, stared at me as I scooted back up to the game and began shuffling tiles.  I saw Bobby stiffen slightly and I suspected that Holly had once more begun sucking on him.  I concentrated on the letters, rather than my clamped nipples, or my stuffed bottom, or my throbbing clit.  Everything was going really well until Zach leaned over, picked up the remote for the anal beads, and cranked it up all the way.
 
    
 
   “ARrgggghhh” I cried out, half folding in my chair.  That rumbling was very deep and very strong and quite discomforting.  
 
    
 
   “Oh, sorry,” Zach replied nonchalantly.  I grit my teeth and glared at him.
 
    
 
   “No you’re not,” I retorted sharply.
 
    
 
   “You’re right. I’m not.  Do you have a word or not?” he teased.
 
    
 
   I glared at him and then put out just two letters, “J” and “N” spelling “jin.”  Zach laughed but was interrupted by his smart phone beeping at him.  He plucked it out of his pocket and began tapping on the screen with a smile, clearly mocking me, as he typed in a text message.
 
    
 
   Bobby whistled. “Double word score, too.  She’s taken the lead.”  
 
    
 
   My eyes narrowed and I smirked at Zach as Holly came out from under the table.  Zach put away his phone and looked at me darkly.
 
    
 
   “It’s Bobby’s turn to play.  And my turn to tease.”  And for the first time, one of the men went under the table.  My breath caught in my throat as I felt Zach’s hands on my knees, pushing my legs apart and I cooperated, eagerly even, as he spread me open.  I felt his fingers begin to caress my slit and then he began wiggling the clothespin back and forth, sending waves of both pain and pleasure through me.  His fingertips found the ben wa balls still buried inside me and he grabbed hold of the small string that connected them together and yanked in short little jerks, fucking me from the inside out.  I gasped and shivered, Holly staring at me while Bobby struggled to stay focused.  For me it was tough.  I was wet, horny, ready, and wanting and you know how clamps turn me on.  Zach knew it too and was pushing me quite seriously toward orgasm.  But I was saved by Bobby’s timely play.
 
    
 
   “Vat,” he exclaimed, putting out the tiles.  “Twelve points with ‘an’ attached.”  There was a pause as the movement between my legs stopped and then Zach let go of the clothespin and came out from under the table.  Bobby checked the score and grinned. “I’m in the lead again, and it’s Breanne’s turn to suck cock. It’s Holly’s play.”
 
    
 
   Zach moved back into his seat as Holly gave me a stricken look but I smiled.  “Play fast hon,” I said.  Holly only had fourteen points so I knew that no matter what she played she wouldn’t be in the lead.  And once she played, it would be her turn to have a go at Bobby again.  That meant that I needed to get him rock hard and close to popping before she managed a word because he was already too far ahead.  I sank to the floor quickly and went between Bobby’s thighs, taking his semi-hard cock in my mouth.  I worked fast and thoroughly, twisting my head and swirling my tongue as I went up and down, deep-throating him repeatedly as Holly agonized over the right word to play.  Bobby held off for a bit, but then I could feel him tensing, the constant suction finally having the effect I wanted.  Clearly I was actually managing to suck something out of his balls.  He started jerking in my mouth and I pulled back long enough to say “play something! Anything!”
 
    
 
   Holly did, using up a triple word score with a three point word, “ruin” one letter of which had been a blank.  It didn’t matter. She slid to the ground and took my place as I climbed back out and into my chair, the clothespin on my clit sending waves of pleasure through me.  Zach began shuffling his letters and then Bobby cried out again, groaning.  I ducked my head under the table to see Holly sucking on her boyfriend like a straw, this time taking whatever he was giving easily.  Maybe it was the reduction in cream, or maybe she was learning something. I don’t know, but in a flash, I did know one thing.
 
    
 
   I was in the lead again.
 
    
 
   Zach laughed at Bobby. “Sorry buddy,” he said.  Then Zach looked under the table too.  “Holly, Breanne’s in the lead and I’m still playing.  Get to it.”
 
    
 
   I blinked, wondering if she’d actually have the guts to touch me, let alone do something that involved the voluntary swapping of bodily fluids.  But to my shock I felt her hands on my knees, then my thighs.  Then came this delicious swirl of a tongue on my flesh, moving inward, closing on my folds.  Suddenly she suckled my entire pussy, except for my clothespin clamped clit into her mouth.  It felt insanely good and I trembled as Zach looked over, clearly taking his time.  The anal beads were still buzzing in my bottom and frankly, the second Holly’s nose began rubbing against the clothespin it was over for me.  I cried out, exploding wetly, soaking Holly’s face and chin and even dripping plenty of my own lubrication down her front.  
 
    
 
   “And that’s that for Breanne,” Zach said with a grin, setting out the word “card” and racking in twenty one points, while subtracting fifty points from my score..
 
    
 
   Buddy looked across at him.  “It’s Breanne’s turn, and since you can’t tease yourself, and your girl is playing, and I don’t want to touch you, Holly can have a go at your cock.”
 
    
 
   So Holly, who had been licking and sucking on me, moved over to Zach and began trying to make his dick hard.  He’d already cum twice if you counted the blowjob I’d given him before even coming over to Bobby’s place, so I knew that she’d have a hard time getting anything out of him.  I shuddered.  The anal beads were still blasting and I felt weak and thin.  I studied my options and suddenly saw a word I could use.  Without giving Holly more than a minute to suck on Zach’s cock, I plunked out “waits” adding the “S” to “can.”  
 
    
 
   “That’s thirty points,” I said smugly to Bobby, whose eyes were a little big.  Holly’s head popped out from under the table and looked at the board.
 
    
 
   Bobby’s voice got quiet.  “Zach’s in the lead with forty-seven, followed by Breanne with forty-three.  Holly’s got twenty-three and I’ve got seventeen, which should be a hundred and seventeen.”  Clearly Bobby was a little grumpy.
 
    
 
   “Orgasm comes at a price,” I said simply.  “And we’ve all paid it.”
 
    
 
   “Not twice,” he replied just a little sourly. 
 
    
 
   “Are you complaining?” I demanded. What man bitches and whines when they’ve been sucked into two separate orgasms?
 
    
 
   Bobby scowled.  “Hey.  Aren’t you supposed to be punished again?  Didn’t you orgasm?”
 
    
 
   I waved a hand.  “That was for other people’s orgasms,” I said.
 
    
 
   Zach coughed. “Well, not actually. I think it’s a good point.  You should be punished again, for lip if nothing else.”
 
    
 
   I glared at Zach. “I’m stuffed with ben wa balls, and eight vibrating anal beads, which by the way are on full power, my nipples are sporting clover clamps and my clit is caught between in a clothespin.  What more can you do to me?”
 
    
 
   See, I’d been thinking in terms of the toys I’d brought.  Most of them were home.  In fact, the only thing I had left was the Monster Dildo, and none of them had the application that went with it.  Useless to all of us.  
 
    
 
   Zach stood up, which startled me.  “You’re right Bre,” he said, going over to his fallen jeans.  I watched as he picked them up and stripped the large leather belt out of the loops.  He doubled it up and swung in menacingly.  “What do you think, Bobby?  Her tits? Her ass? Or her pussy?”
 
    
 
   Bobby snorted and started going through his tiles.  “Hell, do all three,” he muttered.  My eyes widened as I looked at Zach just a little timidly.
 
    
 
   Zach grinned.  “Ten strokes to each then,” he said smartly.  Where do you want the first blow?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip, realizing that maybe my snarky attitude wasn’t a wise decision.  Holly looked at me with a frightened, but amazed expression, as if she were wanting, but not wanting it all to happen.  I looked down and then took a deep breath.  
 
    
 
   “Start with my breasts, then my bottom please, and do my pussy last,” I said softly.  I stood up and moved around to the back of the chair and gripped it with both hands.  That got everyone’s attention and I arched my back lightly.  Zach didn’t bother to remove the clover clamps and just swung his belt hard.
 
    
 
   I won’t lie. It hurt.  Very unpleasant, or it would have been had I not been so aroused.  Really I wished that Monster Dildo had been in me and going a zillion miles a minute.  I would have gladly accepted another round of belt inflicted punishment in exchange for another orgasm.  Zack swung his makeshift sap at my breasts a few more times while Bobby and Holly looked on in startled amazement.  Holly was breathing hard, practically wincing every time the belt smacked me across the chest.  And really, Zach wasn’t hitting that hard.  Sure, my breasts were becoming a nice rosy color, but he wasn’t leaving welts or anything serious.  It was almost… sweet.
 
    
 
   I played it up too, hissing and grunting and thrusting my loins forward, but not because I was writhing in agony.  It was because I was so ready to fuck someone that I could taste it.  And after ten strokes Zach ordered me to bend over the table.  So I planted my elbows on the table and stared at Holly as if daring her to join me.  Her nipples were hard and pointed and the flush of her skin had gone all the way down to her breasts.  The rise and fall of her bosom was almost mesmerizing and the only thing that distracted me was the sudden impact of Zach’s belt against my rump.  
 
    
 
   Zach hit me just a bit harder on the bottom than he had my breasts and the sting was impressive. I didn’t even have to exaggerate things as the light burn turned into a flowing heat.  I spent the next nine blows seeing if I could actually squeeze juice out of my ben wa balls.  Part of that was because every time Zach hit my bum, my hips slung forward and I might, just maybe, have possibly discovered that when that happened, the edge of table sort of hit the clothespin dangling from my clit.  And that was the sort of thing that has adverse effects on my endurance.
 
    
 
   So when Zach finished working on my ass and ordered me to remove the clothespin and sit back down on my chair with my bare feet up on the table and my legs spread, I was gushing, my clit was swollen, and what I really wanted was what he was about to do to me, plus maybe cock.  Holly had actually stood up to get a better view and I could see her sex. It too was red and there was moisture dripping down her thighs.  Zach saw the intensity of my gaze and turned and looked at Holly.  He got a huge smile on his face.  Instead of hitting me though, he went back around the table and grabbed Holly by the arm.
 
    
 
   Bobby’s eyes followed Zach as he maneuvered her around the table and then shoved her down between my legs.  Holly glanced up at him, shocked.  Bobby still hadn’t said anything, watching intently.
 
    
 
   “I’ll give you the chance to make this hurt just a little less,” Zach said forcefully.  “You can lick her clit between strokes.”
 
    
 
   Holly glanced at Bobby who grinned and nodded.  And that was all it took.  Suddenly her face was buried between my legs and she was sucking on my clit like it was a straw.  I looked up at Zach in shock.  This was going to make my torment that much more difficult and he knew it!  He let Holly do her thing until I was thrusting back involuntarily, my chest heaving as my fingers gripped the edge of the seat.  Then he tapped Holly on the head and she pulled back, her cheeks wet with my juice.  Zach didn’t hesitate.  As soon as Holly was clear he flicked his wrist and sent about eight inches of black leather swinging.  Most of it impacted directly on my sex, imparting enough kinetic energy to my loins that much of it turned to heat.
 
    
 
   I gasped.  That stung.  My knees twitched and I think my heels even thumped once on the table top.  But then, before Zach had even recovered from his stroke, Holly’s mouth was once more locked on my flesh and she was swirling her tongue in large circles around my clitoris.  I about died and went to heaven and whatever momentum of arousal I’d lost to the sting was not just instantly recovered, but doubled.  I let go of the chair and instead ran my fingers through the cute blonde's hair as I swung my hips in a grinding motion.  
 
    
 
   Zach wasn’t having it though.  A half second later he again tapped Holly’s head and as soon as she pulled back he nailed me between the legs with another scorcher.  I cried out, throwing my head back and this time my knees did close, but only for a second or two.  Then Holly was there again, slurping away and doing things to my pussy that sent me spiraling into low earth orbit.  Zach reached down and grabbed the chain hanging between the clover clamps and drew it upward, setting it into my mouth. I bit down on the steel, feeling the sharp pull and knowing that another toss of my head would add even more pain to the mix.  I waited, chest heaving, my nipples throbbing, my ass still vibrating violently, all while this massive heat and pulsing wetness burned between my legs.
 
    
 
   Zach tapped Holly again and I braced myself, closing my eyes against the impending stroke.  But it didn’t come.  Shocked I opened my eyes.  That was when Zach swung and it caught me by surprise, which was what he wanted.  I couldn’t help jerking from that and my knees actually knocked together as I accidentally tried to see if I could rip my nipples off my chest with the clover clamps.  And then Holly went back down on me and that was that.  I cried out, trembling madly and none of them had any doubts what was happening.  I was cumming, and cumming hard, my toes curling on the tabletop as Holly tried to dig a hole through my clit and out my back with her tongue.  
 
    
 
   “Wow,” was all Bobby would say, his eyes wide as he watched me, half slumped in the chair, twitching wildly as if every nerve in my body had been short circuited.  Finally even Holly’s mouth was too much for me and I pushed her away, curling up into a fetal ball and bringing my feet up to the chair.  I struggled to get control.
 
    
 
   Zach laid a hand on my head. “That was a very nice explosion, Bre.  But we only did five strokes to your pussy.  You’ve got five more coming.”
 
    
 
   I nodded, though they could only see my red hair bouncing.  I didn’t want those last five strokes, but I knew I deserved them. And besides, it was tradition.  Just because I’d cum didn’t mean that I got a break or anything.
 
    
 
   “Can I… uh,” whispered Holly, “um… take them for her?” 
 
    
 
   No one spoke for a few moments and then Bobby got up from his chair and actually knelt by his girlfriend’s side.  
 
    
 
   “Honey, are you sure?” he asked seriously.
 
    
 
   I peeked out from between the locks of my hair.  Holly looked terrified. 
 
    
 
   “No, yes.  I don’t know.  But I know she can’t take anymore!”
 
    
 
   That wasn’t technically true.  With just a little bit of rejuvenation to my arousal levels, I could take a lot more, tons more actually.  And my pussy was only lightly reddened.  I’d received worse just a week before.  But I sensed that this was a breakout moment for Holly.
 
    
 
   Zach looked at her and nodded.  He held out the belt to Bobby, who stood and took it.
 
    
 
   There was a moment’s hesitation and then Zach touched my shoulder.  “Breanne, you will do for Holly what she was doing for you.”  
 
    
 
   I looked up and nodded. “Yes sir,” I whispered.  Then I slid gingerly from the seat onto the floor next to Holly.  Slowly she climbed up into the chair and took my place.  She was dripping wet, obviously aroused beyond belief, and she put her legs up on the edge of the table, her toes gripping the edge.  She bent her knees outward and I rose up on my knees.  I looked up at Bobby who nodded at me, so I moved closer and put my mouth on Holly’s clit.  She moaned, thrusting deeply against my mouth. I drew her folds between my lips and then Bobby tapped my head and I let her go.
 
    
 
   Holly looked down at me, eyes wide in expectation. I saw her tense but then the end of Zach’s belt smacked her wetly between the legs, her boyfriend wielding the leather with ease.  I knew instantly that I would have laughed off the blow Bobby gave to Holly, but I’m a masochist with years of experience. Holly on the other hand had probably never been struck between the legs before.  I’d have gone easy on her too.
 
    
 
   I should have given her more credit though.  She winced a bit and I saw her petals flutter, but that was the only response she gave.  I immediately darted forward, my tongue stabbing at her clit, but Bobby evidently wanted something more serious inflicted upon her and tapped me again, indicating his desire to get me out of the way.  I backed off, a pouty expression on my face and Holly’s eyes were glazed with dark pleasure.  Bobby flicked the end of the belt again and this time when it slapped into her soaked folds, it elicited the kind of cry that sounded more like me.  Immediately her legs snapped together and she let go of the chair.  Clearly it had hurt and I moved forward, my hands on her thighs, trying to push her open, to let me in.  She did after a moment and I tried to ease her suffering with my tongue.  It worked too because in less than ten seconds she was moaning and bucking against my face.
 
    
 
   Bobby didn’t wait for her to get close but instead tapped me again.  The leather belt snaked out and landed wetly on Holly’s slit, flattening the folds and bringing a soft cry to her pretty mouth.  I moved closer as soon as the belt was out of the way and I sucked Holly’s hot moistness into my mouth and focused on seeing how many licks it took to get to the center of her tootsie roll pop.
 
    
 
   The fourth stroke landed a minute later after I’d made her clit once more peek out from under its hood.  Tears sprang to her eyes and her legs folded again and I had to pry her knees apart to get to her.  Her sex was bright red and I’m still pretty sure that Bobby hadn’t hit her that hard. It was just she’d never been struck there before, or possibly, never been struck at all!  I drove my tongue against her clit while I slipped two fingers into her wet depths and I began fucking her fast.  That changed everything for her.  She gasped, eyes wide, her hand coming down to my head as I used my tongue, lips, nose, and even teeth to do things to her that no man can even contemplate.  It’s a bond only another woman can understand. I knew in my heart what she needed, and I almost had her there when Bobby pulled me back and nailed her with the hardest stroke he’d given her.
 
    
 
   Holly cried out and stiffened and then Bobby dropped the belt and literally picked her up in his arms.  He carried her about eight feet to the living room and then laid her down quickly on the living room rug.  His cock was hard, bobbing like crazy and he fell on her, his mouth crushing her lips desperately.  He wrapped himself around her and then I watched as his shaft slid into her hot wetness, burying itself to the hilt.  I looked on in amazement as they screwed like bunnies.
 
    
 
   I stared at the commotion, half in jealousy, half in awe.  Don’t get me wrong, there was nothing unusual about their love making, or extraordinary.  But it was done with such passion that I was just a little taken aback.  Holly wasn’t an object to this man.  Bobby made love to her like… like Kari makes love to me.  Like Julie makes love to me. Like Mike had made love to me. Like Becca makes love to me.  Like… Zach had done that afternoon.  Tears sprang to my eyes as the realization hit me and Zach gave my arm a little squeeze.  He nodded to me with a smile and then cocked his head to the side.
 
    
 
   “What are you waiting for?  Get in there!” he urged me.
 
    
 
   I didn’t wait for a second invitation. I reached between my legs and yanked out the vibroballs and then hissed as I tossed the clothespin aside. Then I pulled the anal beads out and turned them off, leaving them lying on the floor next to the table. I left the clover clamps on my nipples.  Then I moved up to them and in a moment where Bobby came up from Holly’s breasts for air, I went down and latched my mouth on her nipple.  Holly gasped and Bobby was able to get a better angle, driving his hips into hers.  I moved over Holly’s face, my belly against her nose until her arms came up and wrapped around me, pulling me lower.  Bobby straightened up as my head got near his loins and then I too sat upright, facing Bobby, my spread legs over his girlfriend’s face.  I began rocking my hips, grinding myself down on her mouth as all three of us pumped.  I leaned forward and kissed Bobby wetly and he grabbed hold of the chain between my clamped nipples. He tugged hard and I groaned, reaching down to snag Holly’s breasts with my fingers.  Bobby thrust into Holly, who bucked, loins thrusting as her tongue darted like mad against my clit.  That made me grind down, twisting, which only emphasized the rhythmic pull of Bobby’s hands on my nipple clamps, which of course made me tweak, pinch, and pull on Holly’s breasts.
 
    
 
   She came first, crying out into my folds, her body stiffening between us.  As she exploded Bobby followed, his face dark with pressure and contorted with that mix of pleasure/pain that comes as orgasm takes us to primeval places.  As they collapsed to the side I whimpered as Holly pushed me off, gasping for air.  I fell over to the side, totally tense and so desperate that I’d have screwed just about anything at that point. Dogs, chair legs, frozen popsicles, cactus; I really didn’t care.  I closed my eyes, trying to get a grip, when suddenly I felt something penetrate me between the legs.
 
    
 
   I gasped and looked down.  Zach was kneeling between my thighs, my monster vibrator slipping deeply into my folds.  His phone was in the other hand and his eyes were bright as he hit this virtual button and spun it with his thumb.  The vibrator roared to life inside me and then he pumped, hard and fast, his fingers slapping against my clit until I reached out, my fingers tightening on his shoulder, crying out as the explosion rocked through me.  When I was done he pulled the massive toy out of my sex and I smiled wearily up at him.  Zach kissed me gently.
 
    
 
   “I can’t ask you, you know that,” he said gently.  I looked at him in confusion. I had no idea what he was talking about.  
 
    
 
   “Ask me what?” I said sleepily.  
 
    
 
   “To stay with me.  You’ll say no. Maybe not right away, but that will be the eventual answer.”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  Zach wanted… I looked away, tears in my eyes.
 
    
 
   He reached out and cupped my breast, gently pinching open the clover clamps, releasing the pressure on my nipples. “It’s okay,” he said. “I can wait.  “Eventually you won’t be tied down with the farm, with Rachel, and I can ask again, for real.”
 
    
 
   “Zach,” I said sadly and he put his finger on my lips.
 
    
 
   “Don’t.  Don’t take it away from me.  Until I can ask it and you can turn me down for other reasons.  Until then I know what you are, and what you need.”
 
    
 
   I nodded and he took his finger away from my mouth.  “And what am I?” I asked quietly.
 
    
 
   “A nympho humiliation pain slut who has to finish a game of Scrabble.”
 
    
 
   I giggled and looked over at Holly and Bobby.  “I think they’re done.”  Then I glanced back at him and picked up the monster vibrator.  “Where did you get the application to operate this thing?” I asked, suspicious.
 
    
 
   “Are you kidding me? I emailed Kari about it before we left the frat house. She finally got back to me during the game. And it’s blue tooth, not wi-fi by the way.”
 
    
 
   I rolled my eyes and climbed to my feet. He helped me as we walked back to the table.  I rested my hands on the top and studied the board.  Zach stood by me and I gave him a naughty smile. 
 
    
 
   “You know, you’re in the lead. It means that as the only other player available, I should be sexually tormenting you,” I said.
 
    
 
   “You’re right.  But there were also three more orgasms since your last punishment.  That means…” his voice trailed off meaningfully.
 
    
 
   I tilted my head. “You wouldn’t.”  
 
    
 
   He laughed.  “Tell you what, let’s just play it out.  But you still have to follow NHPS Rule #1,” he said, holding up my monster vibrator.  Twelve very long inches of wet, hard plastic. I took it gently and stared at it.
 
    
 
   “You do know what it’s like having to sit on this right?” I demanded.
 
    
 
   Zach studied me for a moment.  Then he smiled.  “I’ll turn it on,” he offered.
 
    
 
   I pursed my lips and then stared at the monster vibrator. Slowly I brought it down between my legs and then pushed it gingerly up into my wet slit. I groaned as the full twelve inches went in deep and then I sat down.  I looked at Zach with a smile.
 
    
 
   “It your turn,” I said as he lifted his phone.  He pressed the screen a few times and then the toy inside me began to buzz, but on its lowest setting.  I moaned, my sex tightening around the thick rod, my hips already swinging as my rolling movements drove the thing deeper.  As Zach put out his tiles, Bobby and Holly came back to the table, holding hands.  They sat down across from us, silly grins on their faces.  For a second Holly looked at me, then gave me a quizzical look.
 
    
 
   “Didn’t you just cum?” she asked. I nodded stupidly.
 
    
 
   “This is what it means to be a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I said simply.  Holly stared at me for half a moment, then rose without a word and walked away, disappearing into the back room. I went back to my tiles, trying to eek out a word, but she returned a moment later, clutching a six inch vibrator with a curved tip.  She stood opposite me and turned it on, slipping it gingerly up into her own sex.  Then she sat down, the look of pleasurable discomfort on her face quite fetching.
 
    
 
   Bobby reached out and took her hand. “Holly? Are you sure?”
 
    
 
   Holly gave him a warm look.  “This is what you wanted, right?”  Holly squeezed his hand.  “Then it’s what I want too.”  She turned and gave me a warm smile. “Thank you,” she said sincerely.
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “It’s all you, Holly.”
 
    
 
   But she shook her head. “I had a good teacher,” she replied, then reached out and took Bobby’s hand. “I think you’ll need to read me ‘Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volume 3” now.
 
    
 
   Zach snorted. “Hell, you’ll be in Volume 9 at this rate.”  Then he put out a handful of tiles.  “Regime” he announced.  He gave me a snarky look.  “And if you don’t play something that gets more points I’m going to turn your vibrator up.”  He wiggled his eyebrows comically.
 
    
 
   I grinned.  “You should do it anyway, regardless of how many points I get.  Want to know why?”
 
    
 
   “Because I can?” Zach guessed. I laughed and put out a couple of tiles.  Everyone blinked.  I’d nailed a triple and double letter score and even Bobby’s eyes widened as he counted up the points. 
 
    
 
   “Because I wasn’t allowed to cum today unless I had cock in my mouth. I’ve had a couple this evening in direct violation of that stipulation.” I said.  Zach made an agreeing grunt.
 
    
 
   “That’s true,” he observed.  And you know what else?”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “What else?”
 
    
 
   “I can do it because I want to.  You’re an object. A toy to be played with,” he said simply.  “A fancy fuck doll to screw with. You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut.”  He said it as a declaration. I stared at him frozen and he reached out and picked up his phone. A second later the vibrator went to high.
 
    
 
   I gasped, my entire body trembling and Zach reached out and tweaked my nose to get my attention. I glanced at him, trying to deal with the sudden acceleration of my libido, the vibrations between my legs, my swollen clit, the circumstances, and most of all his acknowledgement of who and what I was.  But his face held a smile that could have melted icy hearts.
 
    
 
   “You’re all those things and I love you. We all do.”
 
    
 
   And the vibrator roared.
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   I cocked my head and stared at the dress hanging in my closet.  It was one of the outfits Kari had bought me the previous summer, but I’d barely worn it thanks to the fact that I thought the choker tie was a little too much.  Frankly, it looked cheap (as in sixteen bucks) and dirty (as in sexually,) the little floral print dress from DHStyles resembled something a stripper would wear up onto the stage, instead of something a wholesome, loveable, cowgirl like me would wear around town.  I let out a sigh as I plucked it from the hanger.  It wasn’t like I had a choice. I had a number of summer dress, some of which were actually more revealing thanks to translucent material or daring cuts.  But this was the only summer dress I had that buttoned up the front.  At least it had a built in belt, which in hindsight was pretty damn lucky.  I held it up against my body and looked at myself in the mirror.
 
    
 
   The previous day I’d spent nine hours having orgasm after orgasm whacked out of me.  And I mean that.  Whacked.  As in whacked with a paddle, cane, and sap.  Multiple times each. Half that time I’d also endured the sharp little teeth of my alligator clamps trio, all chewing on my more delicate parts.  Add in my set of vibroballs, rumbling incessantly and you can probably imagine what kind of day I’d had. Or hell, you can read about it.  In any case I’d rolled back up to the house around ten o’clock, everyone was in bed, and my breasts and bottom looked like I’d been caught in a grain thresher.  The raised welts across my bosom, a full twenty lines of dark scarlet, were surrounded by blue and green bruises.  My bottom, once a very pretty white marble, was now blotchy with blood bruises, mottled purple and red.  Sitting was a trial.  And then… then there was my sex.  It had received only two sappings; hard strokes of my small, rectangular leather paddle, applied directly to my clit and petals.  Oddly enough, it was my sex that was in the best shape.  Still, I hadn’t wanted anything too strenuous for my toy of the day.  Kari and I had talked late that evening and in the morning, when I’d opened up my email, I sighed in relief.  Ben wa balls.  Two golf ball sized spheres, nestled softly - and relatively quietly - in my warm, damp nest.  All I really had to do was avoid walking too much.  No buzzing, thrusting, spinning, rotating or crazy stimulation.  Clearly I could write as much as my bum could handle it.
 
    
 
   I’d tweeted my circumstances that morning, just like I try to do every day.  Evidently some of my fans like to know “what’s up” with Breanne each day.  I guess the knowledge that somewhere I’m being sexually stimulated constantly just makes everyone, including me, happier.  
 
    
 
   Around nine that morning though came the email from Master Brandon.  He’d seen my tweet. 
 
    
 
   Breanne - I saw your tweet this morning.  “The only part of me not welted are my feet.”  If that wasn’t a cry for help, I don’t know what is.  
 
    
 
   My heart sank when I saw the rest of his email, but I admit that my sex tightened disturbingly around the ben wa balls.  There was a fresh wetness between my legs and I winced, knowing I was going to need a fresh pair of panties.  At least until I read, “For today’s assignment you will wear a button up the front sun dress, sans panties or bra.”  Of course.  
 
    
 
   I still had a little bit to do before setting out that morning and so I managed to clear my plate before heading back up to my closet and getting out all the things I’d need.  The sundress went into my canvas bag, along with the only pair of shoes that would match Master Brandon’s requirements.  Lastly I opened my toy box and extracted two more items, both of which went into the bag as well.
 
    
 
   I left around ten thirty and stopped along the gravel shoulder of our farm to market road, the one that borders my parent’s property.  Once I would have said it was rarely traveled and you could have stood hitching hiking naked for an hour and not had a single car pass, much less stop to kidnap, ravish, and dump you in front of a grocery store four hours later.  Now you’re lucky if you spent thirty minutes waiting.  We’d gone from “rarely” to “infrequently” and if the new subdivision going up got any bigger, infrequently might go to regular.  
 
    
 
   So I hurried. I climbed out of my truck, moved the front of my grill, and proceeded to take off my boots, my socks, my blue jeans, my tee shirt, bra and panties, only to stand there buck naked, folding each article of clothing and setting it back down on the hood before finally pulling my summer dress out of the canvas bag.  I had to unbutton and open the belt, but it wasn’t hard.  In short order it was covering up my damaged rump and I began buttoning the front.  The first button was at the collar, which I though looked ridiculous actually.  The collar was this sort of… tie. Like a man’s tie.  A thin one.  On a summer dress.  Oh sure, it was connected to the dress, going down the front, reminiscent of a dog leash, but I still thought it looked odd.  Then there were four more buttons right down the front of the dress to where it ended, mid-thigh.  The belt, which was the same color as the tie thingy had a small metal buckle that went high around my waist.  The good news was that it wasn’t see through, so even though I was braless, you couldn’t really see anything, even the outlines of my piercing and padlock.  Not the perfect attire, but I’ve worn worse.
 
    
 
   I reached into the canvas bag again and pulled out one of the items from my toybox.  It was nothing more than a butterfly shaped, plastic vibrator, with straps to go around my waist and thighs.  I flipped up the bottom of my dress, which was disturbingly easy, and quickly stepped into the harness, tightening it up once it was wrapped around me.  The little butterfly sat directly atop my clitoris and I resisted the urge to go ahead and turn it on.  Instead I dug in my bag a second time and got out my fuck me heels.
 
    
 
   Master Brandon had specified that I needed to wear the highest heeled shoes I owned, but that were also slip ons.  He should have just said “wear your stripper shoes.”  He knows damn well that they were the kind you just slipped your feet into. No straps. So there I was, standing nine inches taller, in gravel, with one hand braced against the hood of the truck to stay balanced. Gingerly I gathered up all my clothes into a pile and made my way back to the cabin.  Fifteen minutes later I was pulling up to the mall.
 
    
 
   Master Brandon had ordered me to find two people at the mall who would be willing to spank both of my feet.  He hadn’t specified strangers, which was good, nor had he limited my ability to bargain for assistance.  He had specified which mall though, and that was the problem.  He knew that going to Julie’s mall that I’d have little option.  I almost called to see if Julie would be there, but I knew she would.  She was a store manager.  And I knew David would likely be there as well.
 
    
 
   I flipped up the hem of my dress and touched the small button that turned on the butterfly.  There were technically only three settings; off, low and high.  Master Brandon had said to turn the butterfly vibrator to high so I flipped the little switch upward and gasped as a violent shudder began above my clit and translated downward into my body in ways that can only be described using sexually charged anatomical terms like “penetration” and “lubricated.”  
 
    
 
   You might be wondering about orgasms too. I hadn’t had any yet that morning, which is a rarity for me, but I’d had plenty the previous day so I wasn’t as desperate and needy as usual.  But having done my chores and now confronted with the buzzing pleasure of the Butterfly vibrator, I knew that at least one, and probably more orgasms, were on their way. But the kicker was that me exploding at the mall had no bearing on my assignment. I still had to find two people to take my leather sap to the soles of my feet.  Oh no, exploding in sexual bliss only had one repercussion as far as Master Brandon was concerned.  And that involved those damn buttons.
 
    
 
   
  
 

Trembling, I walked into the mall and tried to figure out a way to get around what was coming next. Besides myself I mean.  Admittedly I could avoid Julie’s store, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to do that.  If she found out I’d been at the mall and not come by, she’d be angry, and an angry Julie was not a good thing, trust me.  On the other hand, Julie’s usual method of saying hello involved me standing in the privacy of her store’s back room, with my breasts exposed, while she slapped my bosom back and forth hard enough to draw tears.  And to be honest, my chest wasn’t in any condition to bear that kind of thing. 
 
    
 
   And then it occurred to me.  Maybe Julie would be willing to do my feet!  Master Brandon never said it had to be a stranger.  Perhaps this could go so quickly that I’d never even have a chance to cum!  Ha! Take that Master Brandon! I’d walk out of this place with my dress still buttoned up to the collar!
 
    
 
   I squared my shoulders and forced myself to ignore the quickly building sexual fire smoldering between my legs and headed straight for Julie’s store.  It was a small jewelry retailer, specializing in the junk stuff teenage girls wear.  As I expected her store was empty that early in the morning on a weekday and I stepped in, face flushed, bosom heaving, and eyes wide with need.
 
    
 
   Julie caught sight of me from where she was doing some restocking and she rose to her feet.  Dressed in black slacks and a black sequined shirt, she looked… respectable.  It still floored me.  Six months ago she would have been sporting purple locks and heavy eye-shadow that matched a rainbow colored blouse and a russet skirt, with torn fishnet stockings and black combat boots with neon yellow shoe laces.  Now she was this elegant and stunning brunette who was still sexy as hell, but had this sort of maturity that spoke volumes.
 
    
 
   I’ve had my suspicions, but neither Kari nor Julie will confirm them.  I suspect that Julie is trying to get into the Society of the Golden Rose.  Granted, I’m not positive.  But I think that’s where this is going.  In any event she rose from where she was kneeling on the floor and came up to me.
 
    
 
   “Hi. Is it one of those days?” she asked with a wicked smile on her face.
 
    
 
   I nodded, just a touch breathless.
 
    
 
   “I thought you were just doing ben wa balls today?” Evidently Julie is also a follower on Twitter.
 
    
 
   I swallowed, still trying to deal with the buzz between my legs. I’d underestimated my ability to handle the butterfly on high.  I was four, maybe five minutes away from a clitoral orgasm.  “Brandon thought my tweet was a cry for help.”
 
    
 
   Julie laughed. “Vibrator?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Butterfly.  And the ben wa balls.”
 
    
 
   “Are you allowed to cum?”
 
    
 
   Again I nodded. “Yes, but it costs me a button.”
 
    
 
   She grinned. “Mmmm. I like the dress. It makes you look slutty!”  She reached up and took hold of the “tie” part of my dress and tugged.  Since it was all attached I had nowhere to go but closer and I took another step, feeling the ben wa balls swirl around inside me, sending pressure waves of ecstasy through my loins.
 
    
 
   “Back room, now.”
 
    
 
   I hesitated.  “Julie?  He wants my feet sapped,” I said quietly, my voice tight with need.
 
    
 
   She paused. “I thought he wanted you cumming?”
 
    
 
   I twisted uncomfortably. “Yes?”
 
    
 
   “Ahhh. I get it.  You have to find someone to sap your feet while walking the mall.  The buttons are motivation for you not to cum. The cumming is motivation for you to find someone to do the soles of your feet.”  Julie said wickedly.
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Right.  So can you?”
 
    
 
   “First things first.  Back room. Bare your breasts.”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip. “That might be a problem,” I said hesitantly.
 
    
 
   Julie’s eyes narrowed. “How is that a problem?”
 
    
 
   I glanced around. No one was in the store and we were far enough back. I reached up and unbuttoned one spot on the front of my dress and pulled the material apart.
 
    
 
   “Wow.  How the hell did that happen?” Julie gasped, her eyes following the red welts.  She lifted a hand and actually traced one across my left breast.  I sucked in a breath as her finger found my nipple and wiggled it back and forth.  “Never mind, I suspect I’ll read all about it, won’t I?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “It will be called ‘Three, Two, One’.”  I told her.
 
    
 
   She laughed. “You got a lot more than that.” She took a deep breath.  “Okay, you’ve got an option.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. I hate options.  
 
    
 
   “You can come into the back room and I’ll spank your tits only five times and then do your feet, or you do a lap around the mall and come back for the foot sapping.”
 
    
 
   You should have seen me wilt.  “Julie?”
 
    
 
   She shrugged. “Choose.”
 
    
 
   There was no way I could handle even five spanks to my breasts. I’d break down and sob.  They were still incredibly sore and hurting and the last thing I wanted was the deep ache that came with Julie’s usual “hello” smacking.  And I knew what she was doing. She wanted me to walk the mall. She wanted me to cum. She wanted the buttons undone.
 
    
 
   I let my shoulders sag as I turned around and made my way out of the store, my fingers securing the one button I’d already opened in order to show Julie my breasts.  Again, each step made the ben wa balls roll through my insides like a lover’s fingers and I turned left and began the torturous trip.  Had I been standing still I would have only added another three or four minutes to my fuse, but as it was, between the humiliation of my predicament, the butterfly madly caressing my clit, and the soft swirl of the ben wa balls, I made it only six stores down from Julie’s place before I couldn’t take it, face flushed with the orgasmic wave that threatened to swamp me.  I put one hand on the wall, closing my eyes and started taking short breaths.  It didn’t really matter. I could feel the juices dripping down my thighs.  Fortunately the mall wasn’t busy and while a few of the other customers eyed me curiously, no one approached.  
 
    
 
   A minute or two later I took a deep breath and squared my shoulders.  I looked around and saw that I was near a clothing store, so I went in.  Dressed semi-respectably, at least in terms of what was showing, no one bothered me and I found a mirror against one wall and positioned myself across from it.  The butterfly was still rumbling against my clit but there was little I could do about that.  My real problem were the buttons.  Which one do I open?  The safest was obviously the collar, but having it open would make the dress look absolutely ridiculous, calling attention to me in ways that I wasn’t terribly comfortable with.  That left four other buttons.  The one I’d opened for Julie, the one across my bosom, wasn’t a good option. It was too revealing, though I suppose I could have gotten away with it.  The two in the middle were no good either.  But the one at the hem, that had possibilities.
 
    
 
   I reached down and thumbed the little fastener open and took a moment to study my reflection.  There was a disturbing amount of inner thigh now showing, slick and glistening, but at least you couldn’t see anything serious, like the butterfly or my dripping petals.  Not unless I did gymnastics or something stupid.  So I nodded at myself curtly and then proceeded to go back out into the mall for my lap.  
 
    
 
   It was a long walk.  Under normal circumstances I can do a full lap in about fifteen to twenty minutes.  Stuffed with ben wa balls, with my clit being maniacally rubbed, while wearing a revealing dress, and tottering around in high heels that had ambitions to eventually evolve into stilts?  Try thirty-eight minutes and a second orgasm.  By the time I made it back to Julie’s store the top and bottom buttons of my dress were hanging open and my clit felt as if someone was dragging sandpaper over it, then giving it a little shock with a violet wand.  And yes, that was only making me hornier.  The ben wa balls were driving me crazy and what I really wanted was cock.
 
    
 
   Julie had a customer when I arrived so I just sort of loitered in a back corner, trying to keep out of sight and prevent any disturbances.  Finally Julie ushered her guest out and came back to me. Her eyes traced the centerline of my dress from hem to collar.
 
    
 
   “Two orgasms?  How close are you to a third?” she asked politely.
 
    
 
   I swallowed. “Close enough,” I admitted, on edge.
 
    
 
   “Back room,” she said, jerking her head toward the door.  I shambled forward, my entire body stressed and tingly.  My clit was the central focus of it all, hot and stinging.  I pushed open the door to the back room of the shop and found myself in a semi-dark, closet sized storeroom.  Boxes were stacked on some shelving that was wedged between a bathroom and an electrical panel.  On the left was a tiny, student sized desk with an ancient computer and a wooden office chair with wheels.  
 
    
 
   I put my canvas bag down on the chair and fished out the leather sap. It was a cruel looking implement, with a wide handle and a palm sized rectangle of leather perfect for landing blows on anything delicate and sensitive. As I slipped off my high heels, I realized I was starting to hyperventilate and I concentrated on slowing my breathing.  I laid the sap down on the desk and set my mind to relaxing.
 
    
 
   Mediation is a wonderful way of getting un-stressed, but it’s also generally hard to clear the mind when you’ve got a vibrator strapped to your clit and you know you’re about to have the bottoms of your feet spanked.  Mediation requires peace and calm, not sexual arousal and expectation of both pain and accompanying pleasure.  As it was, when Julie came in I was even closer to cumming than I’d been just minutes before.  She pursed her lips and pushed me up against the chair. 
 
    
 
   “Bend over and grab your ankle,” Julie said, reaching over and picking up the sap.  I took a deep breath, my nerves a flutter, and I reached down and grabbed my ankle.  Bending over I braced myself against the table, the back of the chair digging into my midriff.  The ben wa balls shifted again and the butterfly ignored it all, still shaking against my clitoris.
 
    
 
   “How many?” Julie asked, grabbing my big toe with her fingers.
 
    
 
   “How many what?” I asked stupidly, mind mind focused more between my legs than on what was about to happen.
 
    
 
   “Spanks stupid. To your feet?”  
 
    
 
   I blinked.  “Oh. Twenty five. To each sole.”
 
    
 
   Julie snorted. “Damn.  I’m glad I’m not the one having to walk out of here in those shoes.”  Then she lifted the sap and slammed it down into the sole of my left foot. 
 
    
 
   If no one has ever told you, the soles of the feet are almost as sensitive as your sexual parts, and that goes for both men and women.  Sure we get callouses on the balls, toes, and heels, but women in general take care of that with frequent scrubbings and pedicures and I’m no exception. Admittedly it would be a once a year thing for me if it wasn’t something that Kari scheduled for the two of us once a month.  But let me be honest for a moment. Spending an afternoon getting a spa treatment, with massages, facials, manicures and pedicures, along with lunch, is something not even a dedicated farm girl like me will say no to.  No chance in hell.  So my feet are actually pretty soft, very delicate, and the arch… well that’s the sweet spot.  And it was exactly where Julie hit me.
 
    
 
   “Owww!” I squealed, cringing and kicking.  “Fuck!” I blurted out.
 
    
 
   Julie hadn’t let go of my toe and just held on tighter.  She didn’t say anything either, but brought the sap back down, this time closer to the balls of my feet.  A sharp stinging exploded across my foot and I hissed, my toes curling up tight.  Again she spanked me, letting the heat simmer and then let loose with a flurry of strokes that upped the ante and left me gasping as she delivered all twenty-five strokes in the space of a minute.  
 
    
 
   I was absolutely positive that I’d just stepped barefoot on glass covered hot asphalt, baked in one hundred and five degree heat.  As the sting was replaced with burning, which slowly faded into this horrible ache Julie let go of my foot and lifted the back of my dress up.
 
    
 
   “Oh, you poor baby.  Have you seen your bottom?” she asked me, running her hand across my bruised rear.
 
    
 
   I’d caught a glimpse of it in the mirror at home, but I was too busy to respond to her query.  My entire mind was locked on not crying.  Instead I holding my foot, squeezing it painfully in an attempt to mitigate some of the hurt she’d caused me.  This was going very well until I felt her finger slip through the hot petals of my sex and I jerked upright, knocking her hand out from under my dress.
 
    
 
   A spark of anger flashed across her eyes as our gaze met and I cringed again.  Slowly I moved back into position, bent over the back of her wooden chair. I felt the air stir as she lifted my dress again.  Then her nail touched me, just above the small button of my bottom.  I jumped slightly and she began sliding her finger down.  For half a second I thought she was going to push her way into my anus but after teasing me for a moment, she went deeper and slid a finger into my pulsing sex.  I was all aflutter from the butterfly vibrator and when her nail met the ben wa balls I gasped as a fresh surge of utter and absolute sexual need hit me like a freight train.  She teased me, pushing and moving her finger through my slippery folds until I was right on the edge.  Then she pulled her hand out from between my legs, ignoring the groan of disappointment that emerged from my throat.
 
    
 
   “Other foot, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I lifted my right foot and caught it by the ankle, bracing myself for the spanking.  Suddenly my toes curled in tight and the muscles in my foot contracted, fear overriding my conscious thoughts.  Julie grabbed my toes and instead of hitting me with the sap, began lightly stroking her fingers along my arch, swirling them in light circles.  To some, this would have been tickle torture, but Julie knew that I could tolerate the slow caress.  Even better, she knew I’d relax.  The moment my foot released, the toes uncurling and my sole and arch opening up, she slammed the sap into the center and then even before I could adjust, twisted my toes out and began beating the bottom of my foot.
 
    
 
   I let out a sob about halfway through and as Julie finished I realized that both of my feet were throbbing and burning.  Evidently being forced to stand on a foot that had just been strapped was almost as bad as getting the strapping in the first place.  Thank God Master Brandon had said the leather sap, and had not asked for the cane. I’m not sure if there was a wheelchair available.
 
    
 
   Julie let go of my foot and put her hand on the back of my neck, keeping me down as tears seeped from my eyes and landed on her wooden desk.  Then I felt her hand under my dress again and then waves of exquisite pleasure burst through me, washing away the burn of the strapping and sending me into a spiral orbit that left me breathless.  Her finger twisted inside me as her thumb pressed against the butterfly.  My brain began shutting down from the extremes, but that didn’t surprise me.  It’s why I am the way I am.  Sure, I love orgasms.  What woman doesn’t?  But my orgasms are so much more powerful, so much more intense, when combined with something deviant, dark, and painful.  It’s what being a masochist means, though I’m only one in a limited sense.  I don’t get aroused by pain.  Pain makes my arousal twenty times more powerful.
 
    
 
   When Julie let me I actually pulled the chair out and flopped down into it.  She left me alone, heading back out into the store as I struggled to pull myself together.  My feet were the worst.  Both hurt like hell, as if I’d been standing on them for hours and a quick glance revealed that my soles looked as if I’d been standing in red paint.  The skin was inflamed and hot to the touch and the thought of putting my feet back in the fuck me heels I’d been wearing was almost enough to make me cry again.  
 
    
 
   But on the flip side, other parts of me felt fantastic, specifically the parts between my legs.  The butterfly was still going, and in short order would have me wincing, over-sensitive to the constant high level stimulation, but that was a problem that was at least five minutes in the future.  The ben wa balls still swirled and moved inside me with every shift of my hips and all in all, I felt… normal.  Sexual excited and hurting, all at the same time.
 
    
 
   The next issue was the button. I’d had a third orgasm which mean that one of the last three buttons now had to come open.  The one centered directly above my clit was out, since I could hardly go around flashing my butterfly at people.  That left my midriff and the one keeping the material closed across my boobs.  With a deep breath and a cringe, I unbuttoned the middle one. A flash of my white belly emerged and I could only hope that standing straight and taking it easy would keep things from showing.  
 
    
 
   I stood up and felt the pain in my soles triple.  I bit my lip and then slowly pushed my toes into the first shoe.  That did not make things easier and as my foot was forced into the normal arch, I felt my skin stretch and burn even more.  Gingerly I took a step, then another.  I could walk, which was good, but I wouldn’t be moving fast at all.  And it hurt.  And the butterfly vibrator buzzed against my clit.  Slowly I waddled out of the back room and found Julie staring at me with a self-satisfied smirk.
 
    
 
   “Well, it will take you a good fifteen minutes to get out to your car like that I think,” she said. “That’s probably enough time to have another orgasm.”
 
    
 
   I looked at her in confusion.  “What?”
 
    
 
   She gave me an exasperated shrug.  “You’ve had your sapping.  I wanted you to have to walk out with that dress open, but you managed to hold off.  That was pretty good.  So now go.  I’ve got work to do.”
 
    
 
   I blinked. Sudden realization flooded me. I never told her.
 
    
 
   “I can’t.  I have to get a second sapping,” I said quietly.
 
    
 
   Julie’s eyes widened.  “What? You can’t.  You can barely walk!” she objected.
 
    
 
   I pulled out my phone and loaded Master Brandon’s email.  She read it quietly and then glared at me. “Why didn’t you tell me this earlier?” she demanded.
 
    
 
   I trembled a bit under her displeasure. “I didn’t think about …” I started to say.
 
    
 
   I could see she was angry and she interrupted me. “Breanne, damn it.  Don’t you fucking know what your limits are?  You’re going to call David, aren’t you?”
 
    
 
   I bit my lip and nodded. 
 
    
 
   Julie threw up her hands. “You are a fucking idiot.  Fine.  Go on.  Walk away. Go walk the mall. Cum a couple more times for all I care.”  She turned away from me and went to her cash register and began messing with things there.  
 
    
 
   I didn’t know what to say.  Would an apology be appropriate?  But why apologize for… well… for being me?  Should I apologize for Master Brandon?  Why? He wasn’t the one who agreed to the assignment.  I stood there for a moment and then turned.
 
    
 
   “Breanne.  If you end up not having any buttons secure when you leave, make sure you walk by the store,” Julie said quietly.
 
    
 
   I glanced over my shoulder.  She was staring at me, a smoldering expression in her eyes.  I recognized it. Need.
 
    
 
   I gave her a smile.  “Yes, Mistress. I will.”
 
    
 
   A few moments later I was sitting on a bench just a few stores down from Julie’s shop and I was calling David.  
 
    
 
   “Please tell me you’re here,” he said simply.  I laughed.
 
    
 
   “Yes I am, but I’m on assignment,” I explained.
 
    
 
   There was a grunt of amusement. “I can work with that, but I need relief myself.  Where are you?”  He asked.  I was about to tell him when he suddenly spoke again. “No. Wait.  What’s the assignment?”
 
    
 
   I reached down and rubbed the sole of my left foot, letting the high heel dangle from my toes for a moment. “I need both of my feet strapped with my sap, twenty-five strokes each,” I explained.
 
    
 
   “That’s all?” he asked suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “Well, I’m also wearing a sun dress, my ben wa balls, and the butterfly on high and every orgasm costs me a button.”
 
    
 
   He chuckled. “That’s better. I was worried someone was being soft on you. Brandon, right?” he said, trying to guess which of my doms or dommes had set me the assignment.
 
    
 
   “Yes sir,” I said simply.
 
    
 
   “Okay, I suppose you are probably near Julie’s shop, so you can march all the way across the mall.”  Then he explained where he wanted me to go.
 
    
 
   Hanging up I sighed dramatically.  My feet hurt, but there really wasn’t anything I could do about it.  I had to walk across the entire facility.  So step by slow step I shuffled forward, wincing every few meters as one incautious step made things so much worse.  And of course through it all the ben wa balls and butterfly continued to stimulate my sex, setting ripples of orgasmic need flooding through me with regular attention.  Worse the Butterfly had caused me to sensitize. I’d had it on for over an hour already and my clit was starting to chafe a bit.  To another woman this would have been a signal to stop, but I’m a sexual masochist and to me, that was a sign that things were about to get interesting.  Sure enough, right after I passed the food court I felt the telltale signs of an impending orgasm.  I tried to make it a bit farther, but only managed another twenty feet before my loins tightened around the ben wa balls and my hand went down to the front of my dress, pressing the butterfly tightly against my swollen clit.  
 
    
 
   The orgasm was intense and left me shaking, which drew looks.  Still, the advantage of the dress I was wearing meant that unless I was facing them, no one really wanted to check on me.  Once more I ducked into a store and found an out of the way corner as I tried to recover from the orgasm, deal with the steadily increasing burn at my clit, and decide which of the last two buttons I’d open.
 
    
 
   My fingers fluttered at my bosom and I opened the button there, pulling apart the material until a long strip of skin from my neck down to just below my belly button was showing.  The front opened up even more, showing off some of the red welts marking my breasts but there was little I could do about that.  I just made sure that the nipples weren’t showing and then I left the store.
 
    
 
   Before I hadn’t gotten any more looks that a reasonable person would expect seeing a pretty redhead dressed in a skimpy but respectable sun dress, wearing fuck me heels.  Now however, now I was eye-candy.  I crossed one arm across my chest and continued on, every step a sensorial overload as the ben wa balls rolled, the vibrator rubbed my clit, and my dress threatened to open the rest of the way, exposing my abused boobs to everyone.
 
    
 
   It took another ten minutes but I finally made it to where David had asked me to meet him and I opened the single door that led to an interior corridor.  Still trembling I marched down the corridor and found the back entrance he had told me about. It was partially open and I pulled on it, looking into the darkness. I wasn’t scared. Not really.  I stepped inside and closed the door behind me.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t see him and when his hands touched me, grabbing my breasts and squeezing, I let out a squeal of both pain and surprise.  His fingers tugged the dress apart and slipped against the skin.
 
    
 
   “Are these welts?” he demanded, his fingertips tracing the lines crossing my bosom.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yes, sir.” It came out as a throaty whisper.
 
    
 
   “I like them.  You should be like this all the time. Are they red?”
 
    
 
   “Would you like to see them?” I asked.
 
    
 
   “Hell yes, but in a moment.  First things first. I want your mouth on my cock.”
 
    
 
   He turned me around and I dropped down, going to my knees in front of the man.  I reached up and realized that just getting off my feet had dramatically improved things for me.  The sense of relief was intense and I grinned in the darkness, slowing down as I unbuckled his trousers. I wanted this to take a while.
 
    
 
   David however had other plans.  His fingers slipped into my hair and he grasped me firmly.  Before I could even get a decent breath he forced his solid prick into my mouth. I swallowed him, trying to do a decent job, but I’ll be the first girl to tell you that getting skull-fucked is NOT the same as giving a blowjob. If you just want a wet hole to put it in, you might as well buy a watermelon and cut yourself an opening for all the good it will do you. But if you want sensational pleasure, you need to let us work at it, damn it!
 
    
 
   My paramour realized this a moment later when it became apparent that forcing me onto his cock orally wasn’t going to result in anything spectacular.  So he let go and I got down to business, ignoring my own needs, the stinging of my clit, and the now constant squeezing of the ben wa balls inside me as I slurped and sucked.  This went on just long enough for my knees to start aching on the thin, almost non-existent carpet when suddenly he pulled out of my mouth and threw me down.  Even in the dark he was able to flip my skirt up and he spread my legs and grabbed me around the thighs, hauling me half way up to his shaft.  His hand pawed at my crotch, ignoring the buzzing butterfly but he did snag the small twine that led to the ben wa balls, pulling them free and tossing them aside.  He messed around with his pants then and a moment later I heard a tearing sound.  Relieved that I wouldn’t have to insist on a condom, he stuck the tip of his covered shaft against my wet and swollen slit and pushed in.
 
    
 
   Evidently the butterfly made things even more fun for both of us because it didn’t take David long to cum and I was only a few heartbeats behind him, exploding with a cry, my fingers wrapped in his hair, clutching him tightly to my body.  Our hearts thudded together and I felt his lips crush mine. Then he softened and pulled away, leaving me breathless and aching.  David stood up and pulled his pants back into place, tucking his shaft away and leaving the condom on the dark floor.
 
    
 
   I looked up at him.  “Satisfied?”
 
    
 
   He glanced down at me. “Not really.  I’d prefer you bound into an uncomfortable position so that I could use your various holes at my leisure.”
 
    
 
   I laughed. “We can discuss that if you’d like.”
 
    
 
   He shook his head. “I don’t have a lot of time today.”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Will you have time to…” My sentence broke off. He knew what I needed.
 
    
 
   “I can. Roll over. But first open that dress all the way.  You had another orgasm. I know so don’t deny it. That means no buttons.”
 
    
 
   I reached down and quickly unfastened the last button and tugged the material of my dress wide apart. Now only the belt held the material against my body and my entire front was exposed.  I knew he could barely see me in the darkness and I rolled over onto my stomach, the rough carpet scratching my welted boobs and the rest of my torso.  The dress covered my ass and I lifted my feet after kicking off the heels.  David found my bag and went through it, finding my leather sap.
 
    
 
   “The butterfly is still on?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded, bracing myself.
 
    
 
   “Try not to cry out too much,” he said, grabbing hold of my right foot.  I took a deep breath and clenched my teeth.
 
    
 
   The blows that came were quick and David varied the aim just as Julie had.  It started with a sharp sting that became a hot flame and then morphed into this pain that was part burn and part blunt force trauma.  I twisted my ankle in his grasp, tears coming to my eyes as he hit me and it wasn’t until he let go that I finally couldn’t take it anymore and cried out.  It was a thin wail and as my foot fell to the floor I buried my face in my arms, letting out a few sobs.
 
    
 
   David didn’t bother to wait.  He reached down and grabbed my other foot, yanking my leg upward in a curt gesture that would have slammed my face down on the floor had my arms not been in the way.  He ran his finger along my instep, making me shiver once as my other foot throbbed on the floor. Then he lifted the leather sap and swung it at my arch.  
 
    
 
   I opened my mouth and bit down on my arm as my foot was dipped in molten lead and then beaten repeatedly with a baseball bat.  Or at least that what I thought was happening to it.  I had that image firmly in mind; my naked body hanging from a rope, covered in whip marks and cane welts, my nipples painfully clamped, a ginger root shoved up my rear end, my pussy stuffed with some massive wooden cock, lovingly hand carved with wooden ridges, tied in place with a crotch rope, one leg bound up and behind while the other dangled down toward the crucible of liquid metal.  
 
    
 
   Okay, my imagination might be a little out of control.  Hell, maybe one of these days I’ll just switch to fiction and you guys can read some really wild shit!
 
    
 
   David let me go and my leg fell to the floor as I lay there, twitching with the pain of it.  Both feet felt awful and I wondered if I’d even be able to stand.  The carpet had also scratched at the cane cuts on my breasts, awakening the day old injuries.  I rolled onto my side and David held out his hand to help me up. I wanted to refuse. I wanted to stay there, off my feet, but I could hardly refuse him and there was also the renewed urgency of wanting to get the butterfly vibrator turned off.  I grasped his hand and he pulled me upright.  Fresh agony burst up from the soles of my feet and my knees buckled, causing David to grab me and hold me against his chest.
 
    
 
   Gingerly I put more weight on my right foot and found myself able to tolerate the pain.  A moment later I could do the same on the other side and David let go.
 
    
 
   “Stable?” he asked
 
    
 
   I nodded. “I think so.”
 
    
 
   “Okay. I’ve got to get going. Got a meeting in about fifteen minutes.”
 
    
 
   I sucked in a big breath. “Okay. I can handle it. Go on.”
 
    
 
   He nodded this time. “Just shut the door behind you.  I’ll call you.”  Then he whirled and a solid square of white opened up about twenty feet away where he went back into the back hallway.  I groped around for a moment and found the empty register desk. I braced myself up against it and straightened my dress.  I wasn’t allowed to button it back up, but I closed the material as much as I could, leaving only a tiny slit of visible flesh running from my neck down.  For the first time I was pleased I was wearing the butterfly since it kept my clitoris from showing.  I tightened the belt as much as I could and then, feeling terrified and aroused and hurting, all at the same time, went toward the light.
 
    
 
   I swung by Julie’s store and her eyes widened as she saw me.  I could tell that my dress was not staying as closed as I wanted and I grinned.  I’d been taking small steps, mostly because my feet hurt, but also because the butterfly vibrator was really taking it’s toll. Three hours?  On high?  Not many women could handle that and eventually my clit was actually beginning to get overloaded beyond my capacity.  I gave her a little wave and marched on, making my way gingerly out of the mall, away from the stares and gasps, the wild-eyed looks, until I made it back to my truck.  I climbed in, fumbling with the key, and got the engine started.  Only then did I turn off the butterfly, gasping into the silence and stillness.  It felt so good!  I reached down and slipped off my shoes, flexing my feet.  They still pulsed from the heat and damage inflicted upon them, but barefoot, I could drive.  I put my truck in gear and headed for home.
 
    
 
   ***
 
   “You’re kidding me.  You are a fucking nympho humiliation pain slut,” he said, just a tad bit exasperated as I laid back on the comforter of his hotel bed.  His eyes went up and down my naked body and he even reached out and took hold of one bondage cuffed ankle.  The sole was still quite red and while my breasts and butt still ached, it was the sapping of my feet that had really beaten me down.
 
    
 
   “Roll over,” he told me darkly.  I complied, showing him my bare and spanked bottom, the day old marks already starting to fade.  He grabbed both ankles and pulled me to the end of the bed so that my feet were hanging off the edge.  Then I felt something cold and gel-like on my feet.  I hissed, jerking my feet upward as he began rubbing the lotion in.
 
    
 
   “That’s… that’s not really…” I began to say, protesting.  But then I felt something different on the bottoms of my feet.  He pressed my toes together, turning the soles against each other, something hard and long between the balls of my feet, slipping toward the middle. The lotion was the lubrication and he began pumping his cock through the soft and tormented arches of my feet.
 
    
 
   “You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut, Bre. And I think we’ll start tonight with a footjob., then maybe head out for some dancing.  I’d like to see you whirling around a pole, naked.”  
 
    
 
   I let out a soft moan, gritting my teeth and Colin smiled.  “Don’t worry, Bre. I’ll be the sole of discretion.”
 
    
 
   Breanne - I saw your tweet this morning.  “The only part of me not welted are my feet.”  If that wasn’t a cry for help, I don’t know what is.  For today’s assignment you will wear a button up the front sun dress, sans panties or bra.  If you don’t have one, buy one at the mall - Julie’s mall please.  I’d try to avoid that considering what you’ll have to endure at the mall, but it is YOUR choice. Regardless, you will still go to Julie’s mall wearing the highest heeled SLIP ON shoes you have, as well as your butterfly clitoral stimulator.  You also need to bring your leather sap.  
 
    
 
   Once you arrive at the mall you will turn on the butterfly to high.  In order to complete the assignment you must find two different people to sap both your feet, with twenty five strokes each.  The soles should be as red as your breasts from yesterday’s assignment.  Once each foot has gotten it’s fifty strokes, you may turn off your butterfly and leave.
 
    
 
   Oh yes… orgasms.  What if you have some?  Each orgasm you have has one repercussion: a button on the front of your dress.  Enjoy.  - Brandon
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   [bookmark: thevibratorthatroared]The Vibrator That Roared
 
    
 
   07/17/14
 
    
 
   Let’s set the scene. It’s just after lunch, right around twelve-fifteen or so, and she’s standing in the middle of the produce section at the grocery store.  The girl is dressed in flip flops, her bare feet cute and tiny, the toenails lightly painted in a delightful pink.  She’s sporting a faded red tee shirt bearing a cougar logo, no doubt her alma mater.  Just a bit of bare midriff is showing and it’s clear she’s got something of a farmer’s tan, her legs and arms dark brown with a smattering of freckles, while her belly is creamy white.  A careful look would also reveal she isn’t wearing a bra, the material of the shirt tight against her full breasts.  There’s a curious outline in the material, at her right nipple.  Is it a piercing?  And is something actually hanging from it? She’s wearing a thick leather belt with silver rivets wrapped around her waist, holding up a pair of blue denim shorts that look like they’ve practically been painted on.  The material is so tight that on most women you’d be able to see the actual shape of her sex beneath the cloth, yet with her, there is something strange.  An odd circle has formed in the crotch of her shorts, as if something cylindrical is occupying the same space she is and the material has darkened slightly.  The geometry is intriguing and makes you want a better look. Her age is somewhat indeterminate, though she looks like she can’t be much older than twenty.
 
    
 
   She’s staring at her phone, her face stricken, though it’s not with a look of fear, or anger, or even excitement. It’s a mixture of those things. It’s trepidation.  Something is bothering her.  A small grocery basket hangs from her arm, a few miscellaneous and now forgotten fruit at the bottom. She looks around, eyes darting back and forth, as if she’s worried she is being observed.  Does anyone notice her distress?  She puts down the basket and walks away, leaving her fruit behind. Slowly and just a bit cautiously she heads toward the back of the store, her destination the semi-privacy of the restrooms.  She enters the women’s facilities and moves to one of the stalls, grateful she is alone.  No one else is in the bathroom and she closes the stall door with a sigh of relief. It is clear that part of her terror is the possibility she will be discovered, her secret revealed publicly.  She has no need to use the facilities and the moment the door is shut she unbuckles her belt and opens the front of her shorts.  There is a noise, a low mechanical hum.  It sounds… wet… which is the only way it can be described, as if whatever is making the noise has been half-buried in mud.  And that noise? It’s coming from between her legs.
 
    
 
   Some might be surprised that she’s wearing panties, but it’s a matter of comfort for her.  What isn’t a surprise is that the thin, light blue cotton is wet, practically soaked, which explains the darkness of the denim of her shorts.  She reaches down between her legs, feeling the thick end of the vibrator, a six inch long sex toy, embedded in her slit.  Trembling slightly, already aroused and tender, she clearly doesn’t want to do whatever it is she’s been ordered to do.  Disobedience crosses her mind for just a moment.  Would he know?  But it is against her nature to refuse and besides, there is a rule that she has agreed to follow; that she be constantly ready, willing, and obedient to orders of this nature.  She knows it does not violate her pre-established limits, and so she twists the base of the vibrator, changing the soft purr into a full throated roar.  Her sex clenches tightly around the phallic toy, the shaking violence of its movement translating from motor to plastic and from plastic to flesh.  It sinks into her and due to it’s nature and location makes her gasp, her fingers tightening into fists.  She is unused to the setting, the higher level more difficult to tolerate.  And she is already on edge.
 
    
 
   She’s trying not to cum as she buttons up her shorts, her fingers trembling from the waves of demanding pleasure.  It screams at her to break, to given in, but she knows that she cannot, should not.  She’s already been spanked, the stinging swats of a bare hand against her buttocks leaving her sore and tender and she knows she can’t take anymore. She secures the belt back across her waist, but it’s difficult.  She’s used to vibrators, but she’s been trying to keep from cumming for hours and having to endure the toy at its highest levels is more than she can be expected to handle. Part of her knows this, that no matter what she does the expectation is that she will cum.  It’s a setup. She knows it.  But still, she tries. She doesn’t know why. Perhaps it is her rebellious spirit that makes her fight it, to try to win regardless of what her master wants.  And inside there is a part of her screaming, horrified at what she has become: a sex object, with no value except for the entertainment of others, her body a pliant plaything for sexual gratification.  But there is also another part, a section of her psyche that loves it, and craves what the humiliation, the pain, the incessant pushing does to her.  It’s like a drug and she, the addict.
 
    
 
   Now she can hear the vibrator, even through her shorts and panties and the vibrations reach her hips, a tingling that is so deep and so powerful that the epicenter of the earthquake begins a chain reaction she is powerless to hold back.  She stops in front of the counter full of sinks, standing there in the bathroom, her haunted eyes locked on her own image reflected in the mirror.  Long red hair, tied back in a loose ponytail, some dark eyeliner and just a touch of eye shadow give her a slightly exotic look. Her cheeks are rounded, making her adorably cute rather than pretty, and she has laugh lines - a girl that cries and grins often.  Yet it is the gentle movement of her waist, the steady and involuntary thrusting of her loins that draws the eye.  
 
    
 
   She wonders if she can even manage to finish her grocery shopping.  How much time does she have before her assaulted nerves give in, exploding with sexual force, releasing the mixture of hormonal nirvana into her bloodstream and leaving her wet and wrung-out? Can she manage to get what she needs, stand in line, and make it back to her truck before she pops like a fire-cracker, albeit a very wet and aroused one?  Or is what she needs truly the sexual epiphany or climax, the muscle tightening explosion that might, or might not, relieve the pressure waves building up between her legs. She swallows hard and closes her eyes, breathing deeply as if that might help her deal with the incessant buzz.  It does not.
 
    
 
   She looks toward the door, but then she as her answer, the philosophy of her existence flashing before her eyes like fireworks.  Before she can take a single step her body tightens again and the involuntary thrusting becomes more violent, more insistent.  She gasps, hands going down to her loins, pressing against her flesh, not that it helps. She folds as the vibrator buried inside her roars. It is too strong, too powerful, too pressing.  She feels the wetness between her legs, the explosion of fluids soaking her panties, the shorts, even her thighs.  She is no longer thinking of grocery shopping as she falls backward, leaning against the wall, eyes closed, mouth open, cumming.  And when it stops there are tears in her eyes.  She has failed him, cumming without permission, knowing the cost.  And the cost scares her.  She doesn’t even have what she needs for the coming punishment.  Her eyes stare at the redhead, nympho humiliation pain slut in the mirror and they lock on the answer, the thick leather, the silver rivets, all while the vibrator sends it’s prurient manipulation through her loins, sending her right back into orbit a second time.  She can’t help it.  It’s too strong.
 
    
 
   And she cums again.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The lights above her are bright, leaving spots in her vision as she sits on a box, part of a collection of containers that rests on a pallet.  She is in a stockroom and she leans back on her elbows, mouth open. She is no longer cumming, but she’s close to another orgasm. She can feel it, the pressing urgency of need, the epicenter of desperation. Not that it matters.  The vibrator is pulled from her wet slit by a man’s fingers, her shorts and panties having been tossed aside along with her shirt. Her legs are spread wide apart and her sex is sopping wet, the petals swollen and bright red, as if they’d been struck, beaten into a fleshy, hot pulp that only barely resembled pussy.  The man holds her belt, the last few inches in his hand as he tosses the vibrator aside.
 
    
 
   He is focused even as her hips thrust up and the scent of her arousal permeates the air like thick syrup.  Her chest heaves as well, the bright red marks he has just left upon her breasts combining with the previous welts and bruises. He knows she is well-used and craves it.  Still, it is somewhat disturbing to see the damage that has been done to her flesh.  He wants her though, and knows that he must punish her first, for cumming.  He swings the end of the belt, silver rivets flashing, against her clit and folds, mashing the soft, soaked lips into red hot heat.  Her knees buckle and she almost closes her legs as her head is thrown back and she cries out.  Pain explodes up through her cunt, lightning flashes of agony that fly up to her breasts and then her brain.  She clenches tight, the pain flooding through her.  It is more than she can stand and her body begins to fold in on itself.
 
    
 
   But there are others there, and they step in to help the man, holding her legs open with strong hands.  She bucks, but a second stroke of her own belt, smashing down upon her open sex, the wet leather cracking against her flesh ominously, the petals bright red, forces her to fight those holding her. She loses and a third stroke of her own belt lands in the hot wetness of her desperation.  Tight fingers encircle her ankles and wrists and more hands touch her, fingers exploring her bare breasts.  There is a piercing, a simple gold hoop, no bigger than a nickel, going through her right nipple.  Attached to the gold hoop is a padlock, too delicate and small to be anything other than symbolic, a black enameled rose emblazoned upon its side.  One set of fingers take the padlock and twists, sending a searing burn down through her breasts, which only combines with the heat of the leather belt.   Small circles appear along the folds of her sex, matching the ones on her breasts and bottom, the open rivets of her belt leaving an intriguing pattern of torment etched into her skin.
 
    
 
   More strokes land, three, then four, then five, and he tosses away her belt, letting one of the other men catch it midair as he yanks down his trousers, fumbling with a condom, and grabs her hips.  He knows only her name as he pushes his own trembling shaft into her abused sex, feeling the residual heat as she clamps down upon him, crying out.  He is not gentle with her, pounding away with little concern for her well-being, or even her needs.  He understands her.  He knows her without even being able to tell someone her name. She is a slut, perfect for only one thing - satisfying him.  Her body is nothing more than a toy to be played with, broken and shaken and forced to amuse him.  And as he pummels away, one of the other men lifts the belt and brings it slashing down upon her upturned breasts.
 
    
 
   She throws her head back with a cry as the belt leaves two red lines, only a few inches apart, straight across her already well-marked bosom.  More small circles appear and her swollen nipples rise toward the sky as she sucks in a hard breath.  He pumps wildly, the image of her getting whipped, her breasts sore and red and swollen, so arousing that it almost hurts.  He groans, his face contorted as he lets loose, his throbbing member spurting cream into the condom’s reservoir, filling it completely, her intoxicating flesh sucking every last drop from his depths.
 
    
 
   He pulls free and the man with the belt takes his place, putting a fresh condom on before dipping his wick into the girl’s used well.  She lies there, almost catatonic as she is fucked, pulled apart and used without mercy, without care.  And the most horrible thing is that it makes the sexual pressure inside her build to almost nuclear proportions.  Every touch is light lightning, every thrust a pulverizing motion that leaves her only one direction to go.  Her body doesn’t even belong to her.  She is merely along for the ride others wish to take, using her, pressing her, fucking her.  A hand grabs her hair, twisting her face and then cock is pushed between her lips.  She sucks, craving the taste and feel of it, knowing that she is doing what she was meant to be doing.  And inside her there is a little girl crying piteously, aghast and repelled by what the other half of her wants and needs.
 
    
 
   It finally ends.  The orgasms, the non-stop fucking. The men are all sated.  She is dripping in cum. It coats her breasts and loins, even down to her toes where one of them men made sure to cum on her feet.  They let her go, allowing her to sit up and she is handed her shirt.  She puts it on, exhausted, trying to think beyond the mixture of sexual juices running through her veins.  Cum spots the material, the scent of spunk thick.  She doesn’t care. She can’t.  It is all too much.  She hurts everywhere, but mostly between her legs, where the worst of the whipping fell.
 
    
 
   One of the men helps her to put her feet into the shorts.  Her panties are gone.  She slides from the box and almost falls and they hold her up, hands tugging her shorts into place, the rough denim against her mangled petals.  She whimpers uncontrollably, clutching to his arm as tears spring to her eyes.  They put her flip flops on her feet, the cum squishing wetly between her toes.  The front of her shorts are still open and as she straightens, he steps back up to her.  He is holding the vibrator.
 
    
 
   “Uh, are you still sure about this?  I know you said ‘no matter what’ and ‘in any condition’, but frankly I’m not sure you knew this would be how it ended.” 
 
    
 
   She stares at him and he shifts uncomfortably.  Does she understand?  Finally he shrugs. He kneels down and begins working at her shorts.
 
    
 
   “Dude, what are you doing?” one of the other men ask. “She can’t handle that!”
 
    
 
   He looks up.  “She said that no matter what, she has to leave here with the vibrator buried in her cunt, on full power.”  He presses the tip against her flesh and she lets out a sharp cry as it goes in.  He pushes it deep, and then twists the base.  Her arms jerk but they are holding her.  He seals up her panties and then begins threading the very belt they used upon her bottom, her breasts, and her sex through the loops.  She trembles violently.  When he is done he gives her a soft pat on the bottom.  From the way she jerks, he knows it must hurt.
 
    
 
   “I put fresh batteries in there, just for you,” he whispers, pushing her toward the double doors.  She stumbles forward, arm outstretched to catch herself, but she ends up against the door, falling through.  Suddenly she is there, in public, people staring at her.  She knows what she looks like.  She can feel it.  The steady thrum of the motor, revolving at speed, shaking the shaft of plastic, translating the concussions of vibration through her loins and into her heart.  She can feel her sex contracting around the vibrator, the sound of it in her ears and in her mind.  She takes a step, slipping in her shoe, the viscous glob of cum make her toes slip.  She shambles forward, her every part aching.  People are staring, some with wide eyes and one woman forces her child to look elsewhere.  
 
    
 
   She leaves, knowing there is no hope for her to get her groceries.  She’ll have to clean up, to stop, to try another time.  And despite the orgasms, despite the crash of her belt against her soft flesh, she knows she is still in trouble, still subject to the whims and forces that hold her in such contempt.  There is no surcease from it, no peace and before she even makes it to the parking lot she knows that she’ll be in more trouble soon enough. It’s too strong, too salient, too powerful, and she’ll have to accept the punishment again. All because of the vibrator that roared.
 
    
 
    
 
   
[bookmark: fronttoback]Front To Back
 
    
 
   07/24/14
 
    
 
   It was a decidedly odd feeling, though admittedly I’d felt them up front before.  I was standing in my bedroom and it was just a little after five thirty in the morning.  Kari’s email, outlining exactly what my toy of the day would be was open on the computer screen and my toybox was on the bed behind me.  I personally was naked, standing there in my birthday suit, looking at the long length of flexible, rubber coated beads,each of which contained a small motor.  To be honest, I’d never considered doing what I was about to do.  They were anal beads after all, advertised for the express purpose of being stuck up your butt to vibrate away.
 
    
 
   But Kari had been specific.  I was to stuff them somewhere else and frankly I liked the idea.  I’m not a big fan of anal sex. I remember coming across this list of rules in high school, belonging to one of the boys that I had frequently and thoroughly fucked and sucked.  The list had one rule that has always struck me as uniquely appropriate.  “The anus is an exit, not an entrance.”  The rule then explains that human beings and “slogarian sludge worms” have a nasty habit of wanting to put their gonads into any available, tight, warm, and moist spot they can find.  Disgusting habit.  And while I realized at the time that the explanation was meant for the male reader, I resonated with the description. Just because my ass was a tight, warm, and moist spot did not mean that every guy I knew should try to stick their dick in there.
 
    
 
   Over the years, I’ve known hundreds of violators of the rule, and in some ways I’ve aided and abetted them.  I have a collection of anal toys that I’ve been pushed to use, despite my predilection toward declining the entrance of anything in my bottom.  That said, I usually don’t have much of a choice and I’ve created certain procedures to limit the damage done to my anal sphincter.  For example, getting ready in the morning is not just getting my teeth brushed and my hair combed and my makeup pretty.  I also take about a half teaspoons’ worth of grapeseed oil, and using a plastic applicator, squirt it into my ass.  Every morning.  No it isn’t pleasant, and most days I don’t need it.  But on those days when someone find my tight, warm, moist spot and decides to ram either themselves or one of those other objects up my rear end, that oil is a lifesaver.  It also makes it easier to stay clean and I rarely get stretched or torn.  Very nice.
 
    
 
   But back to my vibrating anal beads.  One at a time I began slipping the vibrating anal beads into my sex, feeling the thick stem they were threaded on bend as I pushed them deeper and deeper.  It was a strange feeling.  The beads were intended for a narrow cavity that extends high into the body.  A woman’s sex is just a little differently shaped and the beads were forced to bend and double up, filling me completely and in such an unusual way that even off I was feeling all sorts of intriguing sensations.  
 
    
 
   Kari had been generous and told me to wear my blue jeans, and so I tugged on my pants and socks and got ready for the day.  Then I turned the vibrating anal beads, which were currently stuffed in my tightening pussy, on to their lowest setting.  I turned and walked four steps, realizing immediately that I had a problem.
 
    
 
   I was going to cum. And cum soon.  The beads were just too weird.  It felt so different than anything else I’d ever had stuck up in there and I bit my lip.  Even on low the beads were rolling around inside me like a mad pair of vibroballs.  I think I could get used to the vibrating anal beads, but right then, there was no way I was going to be able to tolerate them.  I went back to the computer and reread Kari’s email.
 
    
 
   “If you cum wearing the vibrating anal beads in your pussy, you will remove them immediately, regardless of your surroundings, and put them in your ass.  Turn the vibrations to their highest setting. You will then put your vibrating anal plug in your pussy and set it to low.  Don’t cum again, or you’ll be replacing the vibrating anal plug with that new toy you got from Brooke at the party.”
 
    
 
   I knew the toy Kari was talking about.  Mistress Brooke had bought me a “Titanmen Vibrating Inflatable Wonder,” a monstrous looking plug that started at six inches but included a pump that allowed it to inflate out to a few sizes larger.  Plus it vibrated at various speeds.  I hadn’t even opened the package yet.  I was scared to try it.  But now… what would it feel like in my pussy?
 
    
 
   That thought wasn’t helping and I grabbed my vibrating anal plug and jammed it into a canvas bag as I headed toward the door.  My thought process was to try to get as much of my chores done as possible before the beads in my pussy made me explode wetly, thus requiring me to move the vibrating anal beads from my front door to the back.  I put my feet into my boots and walked across the yard.  Just as I was opening the barn door however my loins reported that they were finished, and yes… thank you, they’d like another orgasm please.
 
    
 
   I collapsed on a hay bale and just lay there twitching as the beads continued to dance inside me.  It was an amazing feeling and when I finally had the presence of mind to pluck the controller from my pocket and turn off the beads, I’d already soaked my panties and dampened my jeans.  I worked the denim down and then did the same to my bikini cut panties, ignoring the scent of my own arousal.  I reached down between my legs and gingerly began to pull the vibrating anal beads out of my sex.  They were soaked and my fingers became slippery with girl goo as I moved the beads around to my bottom.  Bending over slightly, I began working them in one at a time.  Both the teaspoon of grapeseed oil I’d squirted into my ass and my generous lubrication made them slide in easily, even when I got to the big one at the end.  Thus fully stuffed in the back, I turned the remote up to full power and groaned as my bottom rumbled with the eight tiny motors spinning inside me.
 
    
 
   And that left my pussy. I opened the canvas sack nearby and plucked the vibrating anal plug out of it.  Formed of black rubber, the plug wasn’t really that big of a deal.  It was only five inches long and while thick at the base, not too difficult to bear.  Of course, I’d never had it stuck up inside the front side of my body.  Gingerly I took it in my hand and began rubbing the tapered tip against my clit, then slid it through my wet and turned out folds.  I let out a soft moan as I began to push and was surprised how it felt as the thickness filled me.  The sudden girth of the thing was the big issue, and once I had it as deep as it would go, I realized it was also torture me, since it wasn’t deep enough to really satisfy.  I pulled up my panties and jeans and as the vibrating anal beads roared in my ass, I turned on the plug in my pussy and groaned.  Even on low the plug was jerking inside me and the fact that it wasn’t long enough didn’t mean that I could tolerate more.  It meant that I could handle less. It meant that despite the recent orgasm, I was going to WANT a thorough fucking and that anal plug wasn’t meant to satisfy a woman in the way I was using it!  
 
    
 
   I stood up and went about my chores, my hips churning and my thrusts involuntarily working the plug through my depths with little movements that matched the vibrations.  It drove me bonkers actually, and by the time I was finished I was so close to having another orgasm that I decided to just go ahead and get it done and over with before I tried to go inside.  So I peeled off my jeans and yanked my panties down to my knees.  With my thumb on my clit I half drew the vibrating plug out of my sex, still frustrated with the lack of depth to go with that width, and pumped maybe four or five times before I let out a cry of release and shuddered as I fell back against the barn wall.
 
    
 
   Trembling from the flood of adrenaline, dopamine, and oxytocin that had just been dumped into my bloodstream and felt better than designer drugs, I reached behind and began drawing the vibrating anal beads from my backside. Admittedly it felt awesome to get them out, but I hadn’t realized how much they had contributed to the orgasm.  I turned them off and dumped them in the hay as I reached back around to my front and withdrew the vibrating anal plug.  It too was covered with a creamy goo that spoke volumes about how much I’d enjoyed the previous orgasm and I bent over and gently placed the tip of the plug against my back door.  Slowly I began to push the plug in.  It was much wider than the beads and I felt it, groaning as the thick rubber expanded my sphincter.  There was a moment of acute discomfort, followed by a bone thudding pop as the back of the plug allowed my bottom to close around it.  All that was left was a tiny wire that led to the battery pack. I flicked the controls up to full power and felt the rumble in my butt begin. It was a very different sensation than the one created by the beads, which went incredibly deep.  This set up a pressure wave that seemed to make me constantly clench, almost like forced kegal exercises.  
 
    
 
   Just a touch breathless and quite uncomfortable from having five inches or so of thick rubber up my butt, I reached back into my canvas bag and pulled out the unopened Titanmen.  It was disturbing to look at.  It had ridges and was six inches long, with a hose and hand pump at the other end.  I put the tapered tip against my petals and within seconds had the thing buried between my nether lips.  I started to pump it up and gasped as it expanded inside me.  I’m not sure how big it got, but it felt amazing and I turned on the vibration.
 
    
 
   Nothing happened.  Damn. I forgot the batteries.  With a sigh of exasperation I hauled myself up from the haybale, grabbed my jeans and got everything buttoned and buckled, then collected my vibrating anal beads.  I rinsed them off in the back yard and then dropped them in my canvas bag as well.  I headed back inside, my bottom feeling like someone had just driven a motorcycle up in there with the throttle all the way open.  Worse, the Titanmen buried up front was so thick and so long that I actually waddled a bit as I went back up into the house.  My mother was cooking breakfast in the kitchen and gave me a smile as I went in.
 
    
 
   “Morning, dearheart.  How are you feeling today?” she asked.
 
    
 
   For half a second I contemplated answering with the truth, but then my snarky side kicked in and saved myself from five hours of cumbersome and embarrassing revelations.  “Peachy keen, mother.”  Then I was past her and into the living room, where I ran into parent number two and a fresh kind of gauntlet.
 
    
 
   “Front to rear, huh?” My father asked quietly, clearly not wanting my mother to hear.  My dad is quite aware of my proclivities and not only is an avid reader of my blog, but a twitter follower as well.  I think he’s even purchased my books, which is a scary thing when you think about it. He’s a closet pervert and apparently we have the same tastes when it comes to sex.
 
    
 
   I blushed crimson and tried to keep going, but then he asked how the vibrating anal beads felt in my ass.  I came to a halt, put one hand on my hip and cocked my leg in what I was hoping was a provocative and sassy posture.
 
    
 
   “I don’t have vibrating anal beads in my ass, thank you very much,” I told him primly.  Then without waiting for a response, I climbed the stairs. I meant to go fast, but when you’ve got four inches of vibrating rubber in your ass, and a massively thick, air inflated dildo up front, climbing stairs becomes more of an adventure than a routine activity.  My dad watched as I took a minute to disappear, a look of contemplative appreciation on his face.
 
    
 
   Up in my room I got out the batteries and a moment later I discovered just how much worse things could get for me when I turned on the Titanmen Inflatable Wonder.  I set it to the lowest settings and let the vibrations work their way through my pussy and then dealt with the internal conflict as the vibrations from the plug met those from the Titanmen.  It was quite intense and I began to realize this wasn’t going to work.  There was just too much going on.  I bit my lip as the waves of pleasure rolled through me and with a determined look on my face and not sure where things were going to go from here, I grabbed my purse and keys and ran downstairs.
 
    
 
   Ohh… FINE.  I waddled down the stairs.  Sure!  Give me that look! You try RUNNING anywhere with a foot long inflatable cock shoved up YOUR front end!
 
    
 
   “Honey, breakfast is…” my mother said as I rushed through the kitchen, leaving my father’s grunt of amused surprise behind me.  
 
    
 
   “Got to run! Got some stuff to do!” I said as I hopped, skipped, and jumped out the kitchen door.  My mother’s eyes widened in surprise and then I was out in the yard and climbing into the truck. I got there just in time because I was about this close to cumming right then and there, the buzzing of both toys, one in front and one in back, were driving me absolutely nuts.  I shoved my keys into the ignition and turned on the truck, which by longstanding tradition, allowed me to turn OFF the vibrators.
 
    
 
   I sagged with relief as silence reigned in my ass and my sex merely felt like I’d rammed a salami in there instead of an entire Hitachi magic wand.  I put the truck into gear and peeled out and headed toward Houston.
 
    
 
   There was really only one place I could go and I pulled up in front of Kari’s office just a little after nine in the morning.  Kari is religious about going to work and even if she’s scheduled to go out to a client location, it’s a good chance she’ll be at her office until at least nine.  I also got lucky since her candy apple red convertible was still sitting out front.  So I pulled my dirty white Ford F-150 into the space next to her shiny, just washed convertible and climbed out of the cab, still moving awkwardly thanks to the inflatable plug stuffed up my front.  With a resigned sigh I turned on the vibrators. There was no way I was going in there with them off.  My ass tightened hard around the plug forced up my sphincter while my pussy began squeezing the inflatable repeatedly, the vibrator buried inside it just adding icing to the cake of orgasmic ecstasy that was flowing into my nervous system.
 
    
 
   I stumbled forward in my boots and hurried into the office, knowing that I had less than fifteen minutes before I’d be panting and squirming from the waves of pleasure overloading me.  I had to get to Kari and ask her to lighten the load or it would be a long day.  Besides, once I moved the Titanmen dildo into my ass what would I put up front?  The only thing I had was the vibrating anal beads in my canvas bag.
 
    
 
   The lobby of Kari’s building resembles a mix of 1980’s architecture and Kari’s colorful splash of Latin American influence and just a touch of Houston’s lush, jungle like flora.  There is a creek flowing through the lobby, an actual trench in the floor which is in essence more of a really impressive fountain, since the water bubbles out of a waterfall at one end and cascades through a rock lined gully before hitting a drain at the other side, only to be piped back up to the waterfall.  It’s very pretty and the bridge across is even wheelchair accessible.  Kari’s office door is to the right though and once I crossed the bridge I moved straight to the glass door that led to Kari’s sanctuary.
 
    
 
   The first room is barely the size of a closet, with a small receptionist’s desk, empty of course, and three comfortable chairs.  The lighting is indirect and the room is very artistic.  This leads to a hallway and the very first door is Kari’s primary office.  She can actually see who comes in just by leaning a little and her mouth broke into a wide smile as she waved me inward.  She was on the phone and talking rapidly when I moved into her office, sitting gingerly in one of the chairs, trying very hard to ignore the rapidly increasing arousal caused by the vibrating anal toys tormenting both sides of me.
 
    
 
   “Yes.  That will be just fine.  No. I’ll look for it then.  That’s good.  Yes. Thank you,” she finished and set the phone down with a grin.  She looked up at me and took stock of my predicament. “You look tense,” she observed.
 
    
 
   “I’m right on the edge,” I admitted.  “I hadn’t expected these things to make me feel this way.”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed. “Having fun?”
 
    
 
   I giggled. I couldn’t help it.  “I’ve got the Titanmen Wonder in me already.”
 
    
 
   That made Kari blink. “Is it in your ass?” she demanded, obviously a little upset that I was so far along.  I shook my head.
 
    
 
   “No, the vibrating plug is in the back.  The Titan is up front,” I said, pointing to my crotch.  Her eyes went down to my jeans and then back up.
 
    
 
   “Aahhhh,” she exclaimed. “I understand now.  You’re wondering what happens next.  How close are you?” She asked.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath. “Close enough that if you’ve got something special in mind we’re going to need it quick.”
 
    
 
   Kari frowned. “Well that’s no good,” she said, drumming her fingers on the desk.  “All right.  Turn off the Titanmen.”  I nodded and reached down, slipping the controller for the inflatable plug out of my pocket.  In seconds the rumble tormenting my sex had quieted, while the plug in my ass just kept right on vibrating.  Kari stood and grabbed her purse.  “Come on.  We’re going.”
 
    
 
   Without the immediate shaking in my pussy I could tolerate the pressure of the inflatable, and the buzzing of the anal plug.  It wasn’t comfortable, in fact it was still arousing, being that full and all, but I no longer was seconds away from popping like a water balloon in a cactus garden.  I followed Kari down the hall and out into the lobby, where she turned and quickly locked her office door.  Kari sees clients by appointment mostly and while it’s easy to catch her at her office, it’s not a guaranteed thing.  I waddled after her, my bottom still feeling like it was a seismograph situated directly above the San Andreas Fault while my pussy continued to attempt to asphyxiate the Titanmen Inflatable Wonder through strangulation.
 
    
 
   I climbed into Kari’s convertible and actually felt pretty good.  Don’t get me wrong - I would have preferred nothing stuffed up my bottom.  But I was going for a ride with my best friend and I was DRESSED.  Do you have any idea of how awesome that was? I mean I was wearing a tee shirt, a flannel over shirt, blue jeans, and boots!  Sure, I might have been channeling that inner nympho humiliation pain slut underneath, but on the outside, I looked like Breanne Erickson, cowgirl extraordinaire!  
 
    
 
   Kari peeled out of the parking lot and in moments the wind was whipping through my hair and we were speeding down the pavement.  She headed south first and we got on the loop, only to head west and north again.  Twenty minutes later Kari was pulling up in front of a sex and novelty shop that I’d been in a few times.  I bit my lip as we both got out of the car and glanced at Kari.  She had run her fingers through her long blond locks and despite the breeze her hair was just as straight and tangle free as if she’d just run a comb through it.  My red curls however were so tangled I’d need to fight a battle, using a brush, just to get them loose.  I sighed and followed her into the shop.
 
    
 
   I like sex shops.  They’re easy to understand and practically everyone inside knows what everyone else wants.  I’ve had some serious fun hanging out in places like that, especially if they’ve got private “viewing” rooms in the back, or glory holes.  But Kari was clearly shopping for toys and I followed along like a little puppy dog hoping for a Scooby Snack.  Kari went straight for the anal toys, bypassing the BDSM cuffs and whips section and I bit my lips as her hand went out to a massive, pear shaped plug with a dangerous looking point.
 
    
 
   “What do you think of this, Bre?  Would you like this up your ass?” She asked in a sufficiently loud voice that the one or two men shopping nearby turned and looked.  I blushed crimson and looked down submissively.  Good Lord, did she have to humiliate me too?
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mistress.”  I rarely call Kari “mistress” but I know that since Kari doesn’t require it, I can use it as a small way of showing my displeasure at whatever she’s making me do.  Hey.  Rebellion, in any small form, is my right as a submissive.  Remember that.
 
    
 
   Kari’s eyebrow arched up and I was absolutely positive that both of the other men in the store came a bit closer.
 
    
 
   “And how would you lubricate it?” She asked earnestly, still more than loud enough to let the entire damn store hear her.
 
    
 
   I shifted uncomfortably, knowing the answer she wanted.  “My pussy, Mistress.”  It came out as a whimper, or a whisper, or something too soft because Kari glared at me and snapped.
 
    
 
   “Louder, Breanne. How would you lubricate this?” She demanded.
 
    
 
   “With my pussy, Mistress.”  This time I was certainly loud enough.  Hell, my voice practically echoed in the room.
 
    
 
   Kari nodded, pleased with my volume. “Except you can’t, can you?  Your pussy is already stuffed, isn’t it?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, hoping she wouldn’t require me to do anything more.  And she didn’t.  Instead she plucked the vibrator control to the Titanmen Inflatable Wonder out of my hip pocket and jacked the wheel upward.
 
    
 
   Now remember I was only supposed to have the vibrator in my pussy on low.  You could barely hear the one in my ass and it was on high.  But Kari sped past the low setting without even a blink and then blew past medium.  Supposedly the Titanmen Inflatable Wonder has ten different speeds of vibration. I wouldn’t know because we only used the slowest and fastest.  Suddenly I felt like someone had parked a formula one racer in my garage and left it idling.  Or maybe the driver was in the seat, revving the damn engine.  Needless to say I began having immediate problems.  The pressure waves of the vibrating anal plug, which was also set to high, combining with the Titanmen Inflatable Wonder was just too much.  I gasped and began to hunch over, my thighs tight as my innards seemed to jump around like a frog on a hotplate.  This exposed the inflatable pump which was sticking out of the waistband of my jeans.
 
    
 
   “Are you sure that thing is big enough” Kari asked and grabbed the pumper.
 
    
 
   I’d inflated the Titanmen plug personally and got it to a size that I felt was comfortably uncomfortable before even getting to Kari’s office.  Kari took it way past that uncomfortably uncomfortable point, and as the size grew inside me, pushing at my sex and stretching me, I knew that was it. There wasn’t any more resistance left. I was going to cum.  Noisily and forcefully.  And so I let loose.  A true “When Harry Met Sally” Moment, right there in the sex novelty shop.  I shook and cried out, my hands crossed across my torso, one over my crotch, pressing and pushing on the denim of my jeans, the other across my chest, pinching at my nipple right through both the cotton of my shirt and my bra.  I wasn’t that effective, but it looked good for the audience and the orgasm was still incredibly powerful.  The only thing missing was me being naked.
 
    
 
   Kari ignored me. She actually ignored me.  Instead, while I was doing my little “let me try to embarrass her” thing, she’d gone back to the racks and selected another toy.  She passed me with a box clutched in her hand; the pear shaped “Colt Big Boy Plus” she’d asked me how to lubricate. She marched up to the counter and quickly paid for it, speaking quietly to the female clerk.  They both glanced back at me and then Kari opened her purse and handed some cash across the glass.  And instead of bagging the items, the clerk pulled out a pair of scissors and began opening the box going to the Colt Big Boy Plus.
 
    
 
   Kari waited patiently as I struggled to regain some control over my body.  The Titanmen Inflatable Wonder Plug was still at its full 7.8 inch length and it felt like it was the width of my forearm.  Orgasm for me is like hiking up a large mountain and then jumping off a cliff.  And if the stimulation that pushed me up that hill in the first place is still there, still pushing, then next time I get to start off halfway UP the mountain, instead of the bottom, and it takes a lot less time to get me to the cliff.
 
    
 
   So when the clerk handed Kari the Colt Big Boy plug I was already close to cumming again.  I watched in trepidation as Kari came right up to me.  
 
    
 
   “Pull your pants down, Bre.  You need to swap out the toys.  Front to back.”
 
    
 
   I glanced around, more than a little frightened.  Both of the men, and the clerk, had come closer, and were standing in a circle around me.  
 
    
 
   “Kari!” I hissed, still half bent over from the throbbing oscillation of both vibrators going at full power.  “Not here!” I insisted.
 
    
 
   Kari gave me a haughty look. “Well, that just earned you a punishment as well.  So remove your jeans immediately or I will ask these gentlemen to give you some assistance in getting undressed.”
 
    
 
   I glanced up at her. She wouldn’t!  But then I saw the gleam in her eye and I looked over at the clerk.  The woman was grinning, obviously pleased with my discomfiture.  Then I looked at the guys.  They were obviously eager to help.
 
    
 
   I gave Kari a desperate look. “Please Kari!” I begged.
 
    
 
   Kari looked at the two men and nodded. “Gentlemen. Would you mind removing Breanne’s clothing?  Gently please.”
 
    
 
   And that was all it took.  Suddenly their hands were on me.  I didn’t fight.  I didn’t even resist.  I let them yank my flannel shirt, then the tee, followed by my bra. I clamped my arms across my breasts instantly.  One of them went down on one knee and lifted my right leg, yanking off my boot and then my sock, tossing the footwear away before going to the other side.  Then one of them grabbed me around the waist while the other began unbuckling and unzipping my jeans.  I was literally lifted up off the ground and the guy at my feet yanked.  My jeans slid down and the vibrating anal plug controller, as well as the pump/controller of the Titanmen Vibrating Wonder fell downward.  No one seemed to care, especially since it had just gotten very noisy.  I don’t make a very soundproof container.
 
    
 
   I was set back down on my bare feet and I stood there, one hand across my loins, the other clutching my side with my arm stretched across my boobs.  Oddly enough the humiliation I was feeling before was gone.  It had been replaced by the serious need to cum and I groaned as my hips began thrusting forward.  I dropped my arm and instead pinched my nipple, lost in the overwhelming desire to explode.  Let’s face it - the fuse was lit, the explosives were present, and all I needed was just that tiny bit of friction - which was handily provided by the vibrators quivering inside me.
 
    
 
   I sort of accidentally squirted a bit of juice on the floor as I detonated, crying out lustily as my hips were slung back and forth.  Kari took a judicious step to keep my effluvium from landing on her shoes, but then moved closer to my side and leveled a stinging slap, a la Julie style, right across my breasts, leaving me gasping as the orgasm subsided.  Everyone but me seemed to like it.
 
    
 
   “Now Breanne,” she said simply. “You will remove the vibrating anal plug and relocate your Titanmen plug.”
 
    
 
   Whimpering and still going crazy from the continued vibrations of both toys, I reached behind me and snagged the controller for the classic plug stuck up my ass.  I turned off the vibrating function, which was something of a relief since it felt like my butt was going numb just from the oscillations of the motors, and then drew the thick plug out.
 
    
 
   I can’t even describe the sound it made as I tugged it free, sort of like pulling a tree branch out of wet mud.  But I held out the offending plug and glanced at Kari.
 
    
 
   “Make her lick it clean,” one of the men suggested, but it came out as more of a command, which is something that Kari doesn’t respond well too.  Besides, that is one of my firm limits.
 
    
 
   “Just put it down, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I put the anal plug down on the ground and then straightened back up. I took a single step to widen my stance and then I snagged the air pump/controller of the Titanmen Wonder.  I twisted the quick release valve and the air hissed out of the toy, which created a very odd sensation inside me as the dildo like toy shrank back to the smallish six inch, not so wondrous size.  I also turned off the vibrator, figuring it would be easier to get where it was going if it wasn’t jerking around looking for a girl to torment.
 
    
 
   Everyone watched as I pulled it out of my sex, fluids smearing on my thighs and dripping on the industrial carpet beneath me.  I trembled slightly as I reached behind myself, aiming the tip  for my bottom.  But evidently Kari had other ideas because she quickly grabbed hold of the Titanmen Wonder and wielded it herself, pushing my head downward.  I admit it’s easier to take something up the ass when someone else is handling the impalement.  All I had to do was relax a bit and then groan.  Kari set the tip against my anus and began jerking her hand back and forth.  The Titanmen was well lubricated after having sat in my pussy for the driver to the novelty shop and the gooey tip slid in with little resistance.  Then things got more complicated as Kari pushed and wiggled the rest of the thick dildo like plug into my rear.  
 
    
 
   Once it was set I let out a terrible whimper, which quickly turned into a cry of acute discomfort as she activated not only the vibration function (again at full power) but began pumping the little billows attached to the end of the toy.  In seconds I felt constipated and stretched, my body aching as the thick sausage up my ass did bad things to my insides.  Bad as in, good sexually, but bad as in I was in a sex store, being watched by strangers, technically getting fucked up the ass.  It’s a disconcertingly bad thing when that happens.  Unless that sort of thing turns you on.
 
    
 
   “Here,” Kari said a moment later as I was adjusting to the monster cock in my rear end.  I looked up and she was holding out that Colt Big Boy plug.  To call it an anal plug is sort of like calling a monster truck a pickup.  The thing was massive.  It was at least two and a quarter inches wide at the base and looked like a water droplet frozen in black rubber.  Hell, maybe that’s how they were made.  Instead of liquid rubber, heated to the extremes being injected into a mold, maybe Colt just opens the spigot slowly and as the droplet of liquid rubber comes out they cool it and snip the end before sticking it up some poor redhead’s ass.
 
    
 
   Well at least I was getting to put it somewhere else first.  I took it gingerly from Kari and brought it up between my legs.  The tapered tip widened unusually fast as I began to push and frankly, despite the fact that I’m experienced in taking thick cocks in practically every orifice of my body, I had trouble getting this one in.
 
    
 
   “She clearly needs help.  Would anyone mind?”
 
    
 
   Before either of the men stepped forward the clerk moved up next to me.  She pushed me back against the wall and my back pressed against boxes and other miscellaneous items for sale and began pushing.  I groaned as the Colt Big Boy spread my sex open wider and wider and I went up on tip toe, my back against the row of crap on the wall, my hips tilted upward.  It was a very odd sensation having such a short, but broad length being forced into my well, but I took it with a gasp, my fingers tightening on the shelves beside me.  The clerk continued to push and then it was all the way in, or at least as deep as I was going to get it.  It couldn’t have been deeper than three and a half inches and that was driving me absolutely nuts.
 
    
 
   The clerk stood and her hands were glistening with moisture and she wiped them off on my breasts.  I glanced down.  My sex was distended slightly, looking very odd with a massive butt plug sticking out of the wrong hole.  I straightened up and noticed Kari was in the process of walking back to where the rest of us were standing.  I hadn’t realized she’d gone shopping while I was getting stuffed.  In her hand was one of those rubber floggers and she whirled it around a few times before coming to stop in front of me.
 
    
 
   “Punishment time, Bre.  Tits or ass first?”
 
    
 
   I blinked.  She was really hamming this up.  And she was dressed in a business suit no less.  Taking a deep breath I brought both my hands up to my breasts and cupped them.  I arched my back and braced myself.  Kari smiled and swung the flogger.
 
    
 
   Don’t get me wrong, you can make a flogger hurt, but regardless of how hard you swing the sound of it striking flesh is always worse than the bite.  Kari hit me hard enough to make me hiss and wince a little, and set my nipples tingling, but that was just about it. She swung the whip in a whirl around her head and let just the ends of the rubber strands strike me. To be honest, my nipples took the brunt of it, the light sting making my sex tighten spasmodically around the Colt Big Boy Plug.  And don’t forget the Titanmen Inflatable Wonder Plug, which was not only stretching my ass but shaking it at the same time.  It’s tough to stay sane with all that happening to your body.
 
    
 
   “Put your hands behind your head,” Kari ordered and I stopped cupping my breasts and laced my fingers at the back of my neck.  The flogger hit more solidly and my raised arms lifted my boobs nicely.  They jiggled from the force of the whip hitting them and I was starting to get a little tense.  My chest began rising and falling with deep breaths as Kari picked up the pace, trading hard hits for fast ones.  She got closer and my skin began to take on a healthy pink glow.  Soon I was trembling, and not just from the buzzing going on in my ass.  Kari noticed and just when I was about to lose it and cover my own tits, she stopped and told me to turn around.
 
    
 
   I did as asked and this time put my hands on the wall, to either side of  a metal hanger that sported a box with a scary looking anal plug called the Thrusting Anal Vibe.  As the flogger cut into my bottom I got to stare at a sex toy that had been modeled after the genitals of a xenomorph, the creature from the movie “Aliens.”  It looked like it had plated ridges along the tip and the box said that it had seven variable vibration speeds as well as three levels of up and down thrusting.  As if vibrating wasn’t enough, this thing actually fucked you AFTER you put it in.  And what was most frightening was the idea that someone actually wanted this thing in their ass.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip as the sting of the whip increased, with Kari getting all sorts of encouragement from the clerk and the two men watching.  I wiggled my ass appreciatively, the bulb/controller of the Titanmen Wonder swinging from my ass like a tail.  To be honest I appreciated it since it blocked the whip from taking bites out of my upper thighs.  Which is why Kari mostly concentrated on my actual bottom, hitting hard enough to force me to pump back and forth.  So as the flogger bit into my bottom my hips thrust in lewd and provocative movements, which then caused both the Titanmen Inflatable Wonder and the Colt Big Boy Plug to slip and slide in their respective wet boxes.  While neither were going to fall out on their own, between my hip slinging dance, the vibration, and the flogger, there really wasn’t anywhere for that energy to go except into arousal.  Kari knew it too and she picked up the pace as I got closer and closer, my pelvis no longer jerking in time to her strokes, but at some internal tempo that matched my pulse.
 
    
 
   I exploded a moment later, my bottom a nettled rose color and I trembled wildly, my pussy clenched tightly around the Big Boy, dripping with juice as I gasped and put my head down on the alien anal plug box.  Kari stopped the whipping and they all sort of stared at me for a moment as I struggled to exert control over my body, which wasn’t responding to anything I was telling it.  For example, I told it to close my legs, grab my clothes, and run for it.  Instead it remained right where it was, legs wide apart, on full display.  I told my arms to stop supporting me and instead to stand up straight.  Nothing happened. I wanted my breasts covered and my hands didn’t even move.  Instead I just felt this languorous feeling of utter bliss.
 
    
 
   Kari’s lips were right by my left ear.  “Oh… too bad.  You came.  Front to back, Bre.”
 
    
 
   I blinked and tried to comply, really.  But come on.  I’d just had two orgasms, on top of the ones I’d already had, and I was feeling just a bit shaky.  The human body just isn’t designed to be subjected to that kind of repeated sexual exploitation.  We need down time.  Just because I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut doesn’t mean I have the capacity of recovering from sexual torment any quicker than anyone else. It just means I can take more than everyone else.
 
    
 
   And, I admit it. I didn’t want the Titanmen Inflatable Wonder out of my ass.  Oh… not because the Titanmen is this amazing anal plug that everyone should have shoved up their ass.  It’s because I was scared of what the Colt Big Boy Butt Plug would feel like in its place.  I hate having things up my bottom.  It doesn’t matter what it is, the anus is an exit, not an entrance.
 
    
 
   “Looks like she’ll need help,” Kari said matter-of-factly.  This time one of the men jumped forward before the clerk could move more than a step and he reached around me to start working the release valve on the Titanmen Inflatable.  Air hissed out of my ass and I groaned as the plug in my butt shrank.  Then he was able to work it out with a firm pull, leaving my rear end gaping like a tunnel opening, begging for something else to go in there.  He tossed the inflatable on the floor and then snaked his arm across my hip.  He grasped the base of the Colt Big Boy, his fingers digging deliberately into my petals.  He twisted it, as if that would make it come out any easier  Surprisingly it did come out relatively easy and my pussy let me know that it didn’t appreciate all of the exceedingly wide toys being shoved into its depths.  There was this dull ache and then he pushed at my shoulder and I once again found myself facing the alien cock in a box while someone shoved something else up my ass.
 
    
 
   “Cindy? Would you mind grabbing the other item I purchased?” Kari asked the clerk. “I think we’ll need it in a moment.”
 
    
 
   The clerk grinned widely and disappeared from my view while I braced myself for the Colt Big Boy. I felt it touch my bottom and then the guy behind me was gently, but firmly pushing the massive plug inward. Thank God it hadn’t been the first toy of the day.  I’d already been opened fairly wide with the Titanmen Wonder Plug, but I won’t mince words. It hurt.  Mostly from the abrupt change in width, but good Lord my bottom was being stretched!  When there was the slightest bit of resistance, the pushing became much stronger and then to seat the damn thing the guy behind me smacked me hard across the ass.  I’ve never minded spankings before, but when the blow is used not just to add a little heat, but to firmly implant a three and a half inch long, two and a half inch wide bulb in your ass, it’s not really something you can appreciate.
 
    
 
   I groaned as the ache in my bottom filled my sexual horizon from one end to the other, only to gasp as he reached around me, his fingers finding my clitoris, slipping through the wet folds of my sex as he began thrusting two fingers into my wet slit.  My groan changed tone, which is only to be expected since waves of fresh pleasure were bursting between my legs.  And he wasn’t being easy about it either.  This wasn’t just a light fingering.  He began slapping his hand against my fold, the two digits inside me straight and hard.  I began gasping and shaking as his actions forced me up the metaphorical mountain straight toward the cliffs of orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Now, now,” Kari said lightly, touching the man on the shoulder. “If she cums, she’s required to take whatever’s in her pussy and put it in her ass.  Are you willing to do that with your fingers?”
 
    
 
   The guy looked up, his hand slowing, much to my consternation.  “Fuck yea,” he replied, grinning.  “And she can take my cock if she wants.”
 
    
 
   Kari laughed.  “I’ll let her make that decision,” she acceded.  And that was that!  I couldn’t believe it!  She was going to let him do it?
 
    
 
   The wet slapping sound of his hand against my sex filled my ears with a dull roar and I moaned, rising up on the balls of my feet as the force of his repeated thrusts lifted me up, spreading me open and making my clit tingle.  It was like I was getting fucked and pussy spanked, all at the same time and it was a delicious feeling.  Oddly enough, even having my back door blocked and wedged open at the same time made the hand fucking that much more intense. Or maybe it was the audience.  Or hell, it could have been because a strange man had his hand inside me like I was a sock puppet. It only took about five or six minutes before I was on the verge of popping.
 
    
 
   “Are you absolutely sure you want to stick your hand in her ass?” Kari said near my ear, but obviously not to me.  I was lost in the throes of orgasmic bliss as the orgasm started.
 
    
 
   “I want her on my cock,” he said, still slapping my sex with his hand.  
 
    
 
   “I might allow that, but you’ll have to do her bottom first,” she said.
 
    
 
   “Fine, whatever.”
 
    
 
   But to be honest, the decision wasn’t his at that point, because I was exploding wetly, shaking like a gelatin sculpture being carried out to the table.  My eyes locked onto the alien dildo in the box, only vaguely aware of the advertised “three speeds of up and down thrusting” or the “separate control for 7 functions of vibration, pulsation, and escalation!”  My vision sort of went into tunnel mode and as my body’s natural response to the orgasmic climax slowed, he withdrew his hand from my sex.  
 
    
 
   I slumped against the wall, my legs wobbling.  I’d had four orgasms and I was punked.  I took deep, slow breaths as I felt fingers pulling at the Colt Big Boy and I groaned loudly as it was pulled from my behind with little regard for my comfort.  I put my head up against the alien cock box and closed my eyes as his fingers slid into my ass and began fucking me all over again, slick with my cum.  It felt strangely anti-climactic.  Maybe if he’d tried to get his whole hand in there I’d have been impressed, but as it was two fingers, hell - even three - wouldn’t have done much to me.
 
    
 
   “Spread your legs, Breanne.”  It was Kari’s voice and it was sweet in my ear.  I took a big breath and widened my stance even more.  I didn't’ really want anything in my pussy. I was tuckered out and the idea of another orgasm was not that appealing.  At least right then with my brain half fried.  But then I realized that I’d be condemning the guy with his hand up my ass to perpetual slavery as he’d be forced to walk around with me for the rest of the day with his fingers stuck up my rear.  So I spread my legs, my eyes looking downward at my dripping sex, my open legs, and my bare feet.
 
    
 
   Kari moved a new sex toy in between my legs and suddenly a fresh surge of adrenaline rushed through me.  It wasn’t the good kind either.  It was fright or flight kind. In her hand was this massively thick, scary looking dildo with fucking ridge plates.  My head snapped up and looked at the box in front of me sporting the alien looking “Thrusting Anal Vibe” and then back down.
 
    
 
   “Kari! Wait! I’m not sure I want that…” I began to say, but then she pushed the first inch into my body.  My words were bit off as the 1 and ½ inch wide plug slid in, coated with my juices, going in deep enough to be seriously uncomfortable.  It was too firm to be like a regular dildo and it didn’t really bend.  I was gasping as I adjusted, fingers still sliding in and out of my butt when suddenly I understood what the box meant about “up and down thrusting”.  I’d never felt anything like it before, and short of being fucked by a Transformer or a cyborg, I doubt I ever will again, unless I use that thing more than once.  The top inch or two actually thrusted deeper into my body and I was literally fucked with a fully implanted rubber and plastic cock.  Then the vibrations started and Kari stood there next to me, screwing with the controller, watching the waves of intense discomfort and pleasure roll over me with deleterious effect.  
 
    
 
   I’m not sure who she was trying to be nice to, me or the guy with half his hand up my ass, but she didn’t just set the TAV (Thrusting Anal Vibe) on low and leave me to it.  She jacked with the controls, changing the speed, intensity, pulsation - you name it.  If she could spin a wheel or press a button she did and it had the same sort of effect on me as you would expect such behavior to affect a finely tuned machine.  My pussy couldn’t handle the variations and as my body tried to respond it sort of flipped out, ramping up and slowing down in pressure waves that combined with the still thrusting and curling fingers and the wet sounds of my brutal, against-the-wall fucking filled the sex shop.  
 
    
 
   Had I not been exhausted and already well sauced, I’d have popped in minutes.  Seriously, this thing is intense. I’m looking at it here on the desk while I’m writing this up.  You should SEE what this thing can do.  As it was though, even with Kari manually working the controls, it still took almost fifteen minutes to get me back into shape orgasmically.  The guy behind me had actually sat down and had changed hands, driving three fingers into my well-greased bottom.  All in all it was a terrible way to cum, leaning up against the wall, staring at the very same boxed product I was testing between my legs.
 
    
 
   And then to my shock, I popped.  It wasn’t that impressive of an orgasm, not like the pussy slapping one had been.  In fact, I was kind of disappointed in my xenomorph cock.  It should have been the highlight, and because I was so blown away all it did was give me a little rush and a tiny spurt of wetness.  What a bummer.  Right?
 
    
 
   “I think might be a good time to move to a private room,” Kari observed as the guy behind me pulled his fingers out of my ass.  The clerk handed him a paper towel as I began sagging and turned to Kari.
 
    
 
   “You don’t have to,” she said quietly, intensely.  I felt another wave of strength sapping weariness flow through me and the other guy stepped forward, catching me and helping me to stand as I shook, my veins flooded with all sorts of mind altering hormones.  Everyone watched and then Kari shrugged.  
 
    
 
   “You said you wanted her on your cock. I suggest you get it out and lie down,” Kari suggested, handing the man a condom. It looked like the kind I routinely carried in my purse.
 
    
 
   In seconds the man’s prick was exposed and he was lying down.  I was positioned by well-meaning hands and I sank down gratefully, glad to be off my feet.  Of course that meant that rock hard cock slid into my wet hole, but I didn’t mind and I sort of toppled forward as he wrapped his arms around me and grabbed my buttocks.
 
    
 
   Would you believe I’d forgotten what had to happen next?  Kari knelt down next to us and as I was gently fucked by the man beneath me, who was happy to hold my bottom open for Kari, the head of the pussy slicked, alien looking, thrusting anal vibe, was placed at the widened entrance of my backside and then viciously inserted up to it’s full six inch depth.  I cried out and bucked, but was held in place by two pairs of hands, one set of which had ahold of my boobs, twisting the padlock and piercing on my right nipple.  I felt the damn thing in my ass begin to not only rumble and vibrate, but thrust as well and the guy I was fucking let out a wild groan, his eyes wide in shock.  Evidently it was doing something for him as well. He sort of lost it there for a moment, bucking and screwing me, and then suddenly I was being rolled to the side, the scratchy industrial carpet beneath me.  The thrusting anal vibrator was pushed just a little deeper and then he was pounding into me, working himself into a froth.
 
    
 
   I’d like to say I matched him, but there was just no way.  I was too tired and frankly, after having alien cock in me, the real thing kind of paled.  So I wriggled a bit as he bent down to take my nipples into his mouth, one at a time and then his eyes locked on my breasts and he pounded a few more times, grunting until I saw the look of exquisite release on his face.  He gasped, then sighed, and he pulled out a moment later with a flaccid cock and a used condom full of white cream.
 
    
 
   Kari deftly helped him up and pulled the condom off his cock, making sure the contents didn’t drip anywhere.  I was about to get up, but then guy number two, his pants already off, his cock hard and sporting a condom, fell on me like a starving lion.  His shaft speared me, pinning my loins to the carpet beneath my stuff buttocks, the thrusting anal vibe doing its own primitive dance inside my drain pipe.  We found a simple rhythm that incorporated the seven speeds of vibration, pulsation, and escalation as well as the three rates of thrusting, and I clung to him as my body finally tightened again, more from the combination of sexual activity front and back, then merely his thrusting need.  
 
    
 
   Kari was once again playing with the controls and it had a strange effect on both of us. I finally felt the surge of need again and began working with a little more effort at the thick, full length, real cock inside me, while the alien xenomorph continued to implant its embryos in my back door.  I was just about ready to cum when the guy above me couldn’t take it anymore and let loose, filling the condom reservoir completely.  He pulled out and I moaned in frustration.  
 
    
 
   “My goodness,” Kari observed.  “It looks like we’ll need another anal toy to stick in your cunt, Bre.”  She turned and picked up the flogger, which had been discarded on the floor nearby.  Then she looked at the clerk. “Would you mind picking out something for Breanne?  I’ll pay for it of course.  Please make sure it’s something that vibrates and is intended for her bottom.”
 
    
 
   I was about to get up but then Kari stepped over my body and I was looking up her skirt.  Talk about an appealing sight!  Kari was wet!  I could smell her arousal!  And her panties!  My God she was wearing this thin, little white thong, and the front was so wet that I could literally see her petals right through the translucent material.  I lifted my hand, willing her to kneel, to straddle my face and let me take her to the same heights she had pushed me to.  But I should have known better.  Instead Kari stared down at me, lifting the flogger.  My eyes widened as I realized what was coming, but I opened my legs anyway.  
 
    
 
   The whip came down between my legs with a crack and immediately the sting and heat of having my petals struck made me cry out.  Even the clerk, who was busy perusing the wall, turned to see my response and my body trembled violently as Kari whipped me.  
 
    
 
   “Count them, Breanne. Out loud and make sure you thank me and beg for another,” Kari said, her voice firm.
 
    
 
   “One!” I gasped. “Thank you, mistress! Can I please have another?” The words came out in a sort of high pitched, sing song voice, tense and stressed and obviously horny.  Even now, I’m kind of shocked by my behavior.  What the hell is wrong with me?  How on earth could I DO something like that?  How could I LIKE it?
 
    
 
   Kari obliged my forced request by swinging the whip a second time, again letting the little rubber strands part my petals, stinging the insides of my sex as well as my entire crotch.  I rose up, the thrusting anal vibe still going strong in my ass, the strange sensations of its movement combining with the pain and heat of the whipping.  
 
    
 
   “Two,” I whimpered. “Thank you, mistress. Can you please give me another one?” I begged.
 
    
 
   Kari smiled down at me, her eyes bright.  I could see the moisture beginning to seep through her thong and onto her thigh.  My God did I want her!
 
    
 
   Kari hit me a third time, the impact of the flogger actually so strong that I couldn’t keep my legs open and they snapped shut for a second before my rational brain overcame the instinctive need to protect itself.  I tried to compensate for my failure by spreading my legs even farther apart, but Kari’s eyes flashed with anger.
 
    
 
   “Did I say you could close your legs, slut?”  
 
    
 
   “No mistress!” I replied, trembling.  The flogger swung, but this time it flicked my breasts, causing my hands to pop up and cover them.  Kari’s eyes widened even more and I struggled to pull my hands away.  I put my palms down on the carpet and held them there, bracing myself.
 
    
 
   “That’s earned you another punishment, Breanne.  Now hold still while I whip your tits before going back to your sorry cunt.”  She lifted the flogger and proceeded to slash at my breasts with rapid, brutal blows that had my entire bosom shifting from one side to the other.  It hurt worse than the first flogging had because I was on my back, with my legs spread, and my breasts were sort of flattened against my chest.  So I grit my teeth and bore it as best I could.  She must have hit me about ten or fifteen times before landing another brutal slash across my wet slit.
 
    
 
   “Three!” I shouted, tears in my eyes. “Thank you, mistress! Can I have another?” I said.
 
    
 
   Kari swung the whip again, hard and I bucked, my loins thrusting up as the heat and sting seared me.  
 
    
 
   “That was four, you dumb slut,” Kari said harshly, undoubtedly for the audience. She lifted the whip and brought it crashing back down on the red and swollen spot between my legs. I lifted my hips and whined.  
 
    
 
   The flogger hit me again, almost immediately. “You’re supposed to count and thank me!” Kari hissed.
 
    
 
   “Four!” I stammered, my loins still smarting horribly.  “Thank you, mistress. Can I have another one?”
 
    
 
   Kari obliged and brought the whip back down between my legs.  I bit my lip, my back arching.  “Five,” I whispered, brimming with heat and pain and need. “Thank you, mistress.  Can I please have another?”
 
    
 
   Kari was just about to give me another blistering stroke on my petals when the clerk came up holding a new box.  I looked up at it and almost laughed, my mouth curling up into an idiotic grin.  
 
    
 
   “These should drive her nuts!” the clerk exclaimed happily.  Kari didn’t say anything, but nodded and the clerk hurried away, no doubt to open the stupid box and put batteries in the controller.  I looked up at Kari for a moment as her eyes followed the clerk, but then she looked back down at me and raised the flogger.
 
    
 
   This time the whip caught me across the tips of my breasts and I cried out and almost lost control of my arms.  My toes curled, tugging at the industrial carpet and my knees bounced as I struggled to maintain position.
 
    
 
   “Six,” I gasped a moment later. “Thank you, mistress. Can I please have another?”
 
    
 
   
  
 

Kari nodded, her eyes containing a strange light in them.  Slowly she sank down and to my absolute shock, she straddled my head and lifted her skirt until she could spread her legs properly.  She still wasn’t really flashing anyone, but it didn’t matter to me. I lifted my arms, wrapped them around her legs, and my tongue flashed up.  Her thong was still in the way but I worked at it, managing to get it pulled out slightly and exposing her clit.  Kari moaned and the whip flicked out and landed on my own sex, but it was just a light stroke.  And it wasn’t like I could thank her verbally for the blow.  So I thanked orally!  In seconds Kari was trembling, her body shaking like she was the one with the alien anal plug shoved up her ass, instead of me.
 
    
 
   Then I felt something else between my legs.  There were soft fingers, then something roundish being pushed into me.  One bead, then a second, then a third, along the line, filling up my pussy, swirling inside me, until all eight, black rubber coated, motorized, vibrating beads were fully embedded inside me.  The clerk picked up the familiar looking controller and turned the new toy on.  Fresh vibrations, this time closer to my clit, swelled into existence and I let out a soft moan. The clerk pinched my clit, rubbing it, clearly trying to get me to cum.  My thighs rippled with stress and I lifted my stuffed rear off the floor.  Kari let out a sudden cry and tried to pull away from me, but I had my arms wrapped around her legs and wouldn’t let go.  You have to understand that Kari has sensitivity issues, and my tongue darting against her clit probably felt like sandpaper at that point.  But she was flooding my mouth with her juices and as my own body began to crest and cum, the clerk still flicking, pinching, and twisting my clit, I couldn’t stop it.  It was just too much stimulation.  And the positive effect of having Kari cumming in my mouth was just too good. I felt the thrill explode through me, followed by the actual orgasm detonation.
 
    
 
   Kari cried out, and it was not a good cry, a moment later.  She reached down and pinched my nipple so hard that I had no choice but to let go over her legs and she fell off me to the side and backpedaled away, her eyes wide, her chest heaving, and her skirt sliding back down to cover the sex and saliva soaked thong she was wearing.  I twisted my head to see her fold, her boobs rising and falling with deep breaths as she struggled to gain mastery of her own body again.  I’m no psychologist, but one of the reasons I think Kari avoids orgasm is because it puts her in a position where she has no mental control over what is happening to her body.  It’s all response.  
 
    
 
   I on the other hand, love having no control.  Except as the wave of exquisite pleasure subsided, I had to close my legs, the rather un-tender ministrations of the clerk now setting me on an edge that did not feel good.  I rolled away, much to the clerk’s shocked expression.  The vibrations inside me still went at full blast and I groaned as my body tried to reconcile sexual satisfaction with the incessant buzz between my legs.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take Kari long to pull herself together and she accepted the hand of one of the guys pulling her to her feet.  She ran her fingers over her outfit once and then looked down at me, half curled into a fetal ball an inch away from her expensive, designer shoes, twitching as the earthshaking quake continued unabated inside me, front and back.
 
    
 
   Kari bent over halfway and stared down at me. “You came again, you naughty slut.  You know what that means?”
 
    
 
   I nodded, barely capable of answering.  
 
    
 
   “Front to back. Again.  And now we’ll need something else to stuff up your hungry pussy.”  She clucked her tongue and turned toward the man standing next to her.  “Can you please get the one out of her ass and put the vibrating beads in there?”
 
    
 
   “Sure,” he agreed instantly, kneeling down by me as Kari walked away, her eyes on the wall of sex toys.  I felt fingers along my buttocks and then there was this ache as he pulled the thrusting anal vibe, still going I might add, out of my ass with a solid pull.  He tossed it away and the clerk grabbed the control, turning it off before putting it with my collection of used anal plugs which were sitting in a pile nearby.  Then he rolled me over and pried my thighs open, pulling the vibrating anal beads out of my sopping wet slit and once more flipped me so that my bottom was facing up.  The clerk moved in to help, her hands grabbing my buttocks and holding me open a bit as I arched my back and tried to relax.  It really wasn’t needed. I was already so wide open, so stretched, that all eight of those beads went in with little to know problem.  And then the clerk cranked up the juice and I felt the more serious rumble of the vibrating anal beads tormenting my bottom in an entirely different way.
 
    
 
   Kari came back from her browsing empty handed and instead she stepped over to my pile of used sex toys.  She even upended my canvas bag, dumping the morning’s vibrating anal plug and the first set of vibrating anal beads, which I now had a duplicate of buzzing in my ass.  She used the sole of her shoe to move the entire collection into one long line and I twisted to look over.  Vibrating anal beads started the collection, with my regular, standard vibrating anal plug next to it.  Then came the Titanmen Inflatable Wonder, followed by the massive Colt Big Boy Plug. The alien looking “Thrusting Anal Vibe” sat at the far end.  Five toys.
 
    
 
   “Let’s take a vote.  Which one should Breanne be forced to take again?” Kari announced suddenly.
 
    
 
   One of the men grinned. “The thrusting one,” he said, pointing at the alien cock.  I cringed as the other guy laughed and clearly agreed. “Hell yeah, make her take that one.”
 
    
 
   The clerk looked up at Kari. “I think the inflatable one is better.”
 
    
 
   Kari took it all in, then looked at me.  “And you Breanne? Which one did you like the least?”
 
    
 
   I was about to answer that I wanted the vibrating anal beads, until my brain processed what she’d asked.  I blinked and stammered for a moment.
 
    
 
   “Um… the alien cock,” I finally replied, knowing the inevitability of what was coming.
 
    
 
   Kari nodded.  “I see.  Well that settles it,” she said.  She pointed at the collection of toys.  “Now get up and go wash all of those. I want them clean enough that if I decide to put one in your mouth you won’t gag unless I ram it in deep.”
 
    
 
   I got on my hands and knees, the controller of the vibrating anal beads trailing between my legs like a puppy dog’s tail.  I crawled over to the collection and began gathering them all up by the controllers and their wires. And I got my back. I started to stand up, but suddenly the flogger snapped across my ass.
 
    
 
   “Don’t you dare stand. You crawl, with that ass in the air, over to the bathroom.”
 
    
 
   I did as I was told and it wasn’t easy. I only had one hand and I had to drag the toys with my right as I crawled, humiliated and still buzzing, my pussy dripping, exhausted and just a little strained back toward the front of the building.  Then I turned right at the restroom sign and only stood when I was in front of the sink.  The door to bathroom was held open and the audience had followed while Kari stood there with the whip in hand.  
 
    
 
   Slowly I washed each and every toy, taking special care with the alien thrusting anal probe because of the strange ridges. But eventually I was finished and when I turned back, I noticed that one of the men had left.  
 
    
 
   “Now Breanne,” Kari said softly.  You know where that needs to go, don’t you?” 
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and put the tip of the strange looking plug against my clit and began rubbing it up and down.  I was still wet, even if I was feeling sated.  I slid the weird cock in, groaning and making faces as the stiff, slick rubber pushed and prodded in strange spots.  And once it was fully embedded I pulled the controller up and set the thrusting and vibrations to low.  It moved inside me, alien and odd and I looked up with a determined look in my face. I did not want this thing back in my ass.
 
    
 
   Kari watched until I was done and then she turned and walked away. I exited the bathroom quickly, following her while she went to the counter. More money exchanged hands and I waited quietly, or as quietly as I possibly could considering the amount of noise the vibrating anal beads and the thrusting anal plug were making.  
 
    
 
   “Go get dressed, slut.”  
 
    
 
   I bowed to Kari. “Yes, mistress. Thank you, mistress.” And I hurried back to my pile of stuff, the blue jeans, my panties, my tee shirt and bra, even my boots and socks. Dressing was a bit of a challenge what with being stuffed like I was, but it was a relief as well, my natural modesty kicking in the moment I was no longer super-aroused.  I pulled on my panties, then did my bra and shirt, followed by the blue jeans, and I sat down on the floor to do my socks and boots.  That was… uncomfortable.
 
    
 
   Finally Kari was done and she snapped her finger at me, indicating I was to follow her.  We left the store and made our way back to her convertible.  I climbed in, sitting down with a grimace.
 
    
 
   “How does it feel?” she asked, her demeanor best friend and lover, rather than irritated mistress.
 
    
 
   “Like the creature from aliens is fucking me,” I answered honestly.  Kari laughed.
 
    
 
   “Good. I liked that movie.”
 
    
 
   I snorted, the buzzing driving me nuts, but not enough to set me on the path to another orgasmic climax.  At least, not yet.  That would take at least another thirty minutes or so.
 
    
 
   “I’m not Sigourney Weaver.”
 
    
 
   Kari grinned. “No, you’ll do porn.”
 
    
 
   I crossed my arms across my chest and sulked a little.  “Kari?  What happens when I cum again?” I asked, the vibrating beads buzzing in my bottom, the thrusting anal vibe doing its very best to see how long it would take before I couldn’t handle the stimulation.
 
    
 
   Kari looked over at me. We were just minutes from her office. “Well Breanne, there’s a reason I had you wash all the toys,” she said simply.  “You start over again.  Front to back.”
 
    
 
   I sighed.  I knew how I’d be spending the rest of the day.  Tired, buzzing, and cumming.
 
    
 
   Front to back.
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   I pulled back, spluttering as the fresh geyser of white cream exploded out of thick rod of flesh which was poking out of a four inch hole in the wall. It caught me by surprise since I thought he was already done, the first spurt going down my throat easily, and when I had swallowed and gone for my post orgasmic suck, an official Breanne trademark, the second blast had caught me during a breath. Now I was covered with spunk and it was dripping off my chin, down my chest and into my cleavage, already permanently staining both my halter top and the khaki shorts I was wearing. I sighed in exasperation, but there wasn’t much I could do about it.
 
    
 
   The cock in front of me was already disappearing back into the hole it had emerged from ten minutes before and I came up off my knees, aching just a little from having been down there for so long. Admittedly, I was still tense, and with one cock left to go before I was able to leave, the variety of particular sensations I was feeling was tangible. To start off with, I wasn’t feeling that good. It was my time of the month (TOTM) and I was enduring the standard cramping that went along with Eve’s curse. And that just made the pressure more difficult to bear, because thanks to some poorly worded taunting that morning, I had my vibrator clamp attached to my clit, the actual motor casing wedged between my panties and the maxipad I was wearing. I don’t want to get into the yuckier aspects of my TOTM, so let’s just leave it at that, shall we? I wasn’t following NHPS Rule #1, since I never do during my TOTM, and it was bad enough dealing with the low level buzz of the vibrator clamp chewing on my clitoris.
 
    
 
   I sat down on the floor across from the glory hole and waited, my mouth turned down in a grimace as I looked down at my clothing. My halter top was quite misshapen, the result of one nipple being pierced with a gold hoop, through which a small golden padlock hung, the outline quite visible, while the other nipple sported a standard wooden clothespin under the cloth. The clothespin was quite uncomfortable and was serving as a reminder that some other people needed to get their asses in gear. Why I was the one getting punished for it, I can only say that I understood it. I took a deep breath and winced. I was getting pretty close to another clitoral orgasm, my fifth since I’d first put on the vibrator clamp, the little duck bill mouth catching hold of my clit. All in all, it sent a plethora of vibrations up through my delicate folds, doing all sorts of things that didn’t seem to mix well with the fact that I was cramped, cranky, sarcastic and just a little irritable.
 
    
 
   I grabbed a bit of tissue and attempted to mitigate some of the sloppy damage to my halter, but it was a lost cause and there was enough spilled cum on me that I was going to need a hosing, or at least a long, hot shower, just to get it all off. Closing my eyes I tilted my head back, praying that things would move along quicker. The small bathroom I was in was a single, private stall, one of those out-of-the-way spots that very few people know about. It’s technically in an antique mall in west Houston, out on I-10 just west of the Tollway. There’s this metal plate with loose screws that generally cover the hole, with a trash can on the men’s side. So if you are an opportunist like me, you go in the restroom, unscrew the plate, put it aside, and then push the trashcan out of the way. This tells the guys that you’re available. And sure enough, a line of needy men, each willing to stick his cock through the hole, not knowing what was on the other side, appeared.
 
    
 
   I also felt a bit bad about taking their money. It was standard practice to offer a twenty dollar bill per blowjob and since the protocol is simple, I didn’t want to screw with things too much. So I was already two hundred bucks richer, which was good, because I was going to need new shorts and a new shirt. Sigh… I should really remember to strip naked for these kinds of things.
 
    
 
   I heard the door of the men’s room open and saw the light flick on through the hole. There was a pair of pants in there and then movement. Crawling forward, ignoring the impending need in my loins, I approached the hole and stuck my fingers through, scratching the wall slightly with my nails. It drew the appropriate attention and a moment later I felt something papery in my hand. I pulled my fingers back through the hole and sure enough, another twenty dollar bill appeared before my eyes. I put it aside with the others and got ready.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long, maybe ten seconds, before another large and quite thick cock emerged through the hole. I started off with a moist towellette, wiping him down and making sure I didn’t see anything disturbing like genital warts or herpes or something like that. Then, assured he was relatively clean and healthy, I gingerly licked the tip of his cock, my fingers wrapped around the base, as close to the wall as possible. Since the partition between the restrooms was practically a single sheet of drywall, I had a lot of freedom and in seconds I was bobbing my head back and forth on his shaft, my knees once more planted firmly on my little foam pad.
 
    
 
   What can I say? I cum prepared.
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long, but I’m not sure if it’s just that I’m a good cocksucker or whether he was just really horny. I managed to catch most of his cream, swallowing like a good little nympho humiliation pain slut, and when he pulled back I moved backward, unable to deal with the vibrations between my legs any more. I shuddered as a sixth clitoral orgasm hit me, my clit feeling like it was caught between a grinder and a piece of sandstone. I still exploded, shivering, with one hand pressed between my legs, trying to mitigate the chaffing and incessant rub of the vibrator clamp.
 
    
 
   Fortunately there hadn’t been any new clients come in while I was doing my impersonation of a bowl of gelatin. With another shudder I climbed to my feet and gathered up my earnings and my foam pad and quietly exited the restroom, leaving the door opened like I found it. A guy was just about to go into men’s restroom and he gave me an astonished look, followed by a disappointed smile. I gave him a wink and then headed to my truck as fast as my cute little legs could carry me. The vibration between my legs was laced with some serious discomfort and it was making me horny again, which wasn’t a good thing, especially when combined with the cramps.
 
    
 
   In the truck I was able to silence the vibrator clamp and I put my forehead on the steering wheel. Finally steady enough to drive, I pulled out my cell phone and placed a call as I pulled out onto the frontage road.
 
    
 
   “Hello?” My dad’s voice said into my ear.
 
    
 
   “Hey, Dad!” I said with false cheer. “How’s it going?”
 
    
 
   There was a momentary pause and then he replied. “Not bad, I suppose. How are you feeling?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged and got on the freeway. “I’m okay, but I was wondering if you would be willing to come to the hardware store with me?” It wasn’t that odd of a request. I’d done it before and my dad loved getting out of the house whenever he could. But it took a lot of effort on his escort’s part, and it generally meant using the truck so we could throw his walker in the back. My dad isn’t old, but he was nailed by a drunk driver who practically crushed his leg. It didn’t break him emotionally, but it meant his days as a farmer were over. I’d stepped in to help him and my mom, but it’s been hard. On all of us.
 
    
 
   “Sure. I’d love to get out. When you coming to get me?”
 
    
 
   I glanced at my watch. “I’ll be there in about twenty. Can you be ready?”
 
    
 
   “Sure thing.” Then he hung up on me. So I headed home.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   The redhead who pulled up in front of the farmhouse smiled as the man with the walker shambled out to meet her. He wasn’t old, merely infirm, his leg a withered husk that could barely support his weight. Elsewhere he was still strong and powerful, his thick arms easily enough to lift and push himself forward. He would balance on his one good leg, lift the walker and move it forward, then lever himself in the same direction. He wasn’t fast, but he was able.
 
    
 
   The truck came to a stop right by him and he opened the passenger door, hopping up into the cab even as he tossed his walker into the bed of the truck. As he settled in the seat, he looked over at the pretty redhead behind the wheel. She was wearing a pair of short shorts that showed off her long legs, as well as a revealing halter top that seemed to emphasize her quite interesting décolletage. She had breasts any man could gladly get lost between and she knew it.
 
    
 
   On the other hand, her shirt and shorts were a mess, splattered and stained as if she’d been eating a hamburger and a packet of mayonnaise had exploded in her hand. Dried fluids caked her cleavage and her clothes were in all likelihood ruined.
 
    
 
   “Been busy?” He asked with a lifted eyebrow. She grinned, putting the truck into gear and turning the wheel sharply. Gravel shot out from beneath her tires as she spun around the courtyard in a circle and then headed back out toward the Farm to Market Road at the edge of the property.
 
    
 
   They didn’t say anything. They didn’t have to. She turned left instead of right and ten minutes later they passed the fresh sprawl of suburbia leaking out into the south Texas farm country. But beyond that they saw more undeveloped land, still used for ranching, as well as a few plowed fields.
 
    
 
   She turned sharply at one dirt road. It led into a field, toward a dilapidated, pint sized barn and she was able to pull up to it. He gave her a somewhat satisfied smirk and climbed out of the truck, grabbing his walker at the same time. He moved into the shade of the barn as she closed the driver door. She waited for him to disappear into the darkness. Then she took off her shirt. She tossed it over the side of the truck bed, her luscious boobs bouncing deliciously, the tiny gold hoop piercing flashing in the sun. A small gold padlock hung from the nipple, embossed with a black rose. She stuck her hand down the front of her shorts, forced to unsnap the button in order to get at the small, vibrating clamp that was attached to her clit. When it was buzzing delightedly, she took a deep breath and then opened her purse to get one more little item. With the chain in hand, she rounded the truck and went into the barn.
 
    
 
   He was waiting for her, his jeans and boxers lying next to him on an ancient bale of hay. His cock was already rock hard, sticking up and throbbing with need. His eyes locked onto her chest, enjoying the sight of her bare breasts as she approached. She closed the distance and held out her hand. In the palm was a set of clover clamps, the steel chain between them coiled loosely. He grinned and took them, manipulating the steel pincers and lifting each one to her delicate nipples.
 
    
 
   In seconds she gasped as the metal jaws locked upon her tender nubs, one behind her piercing, the other merely snagging the unadorned tip. He pulled hard, just to check the set, but the clamps had been filed so that ridges increased their gripping strength. Both stayed on as the clover clamps, as was their nature, tightened even more. She hissed with the pain blossoming in her tits, but allowed him to tug and twist, pulling on her, moving her left and right by her breasts. Finally he seemed ready and dropped the chain and with her body still trembling from the vibrator that clung to her clit, and the agony in her breasts, she went to her knees.
 
    
 
   Her lips opened as her right hand surrounded the base of his cock. With a teasing lick she began at the tip, worshiping the rod of flesh. Her other hand came up to caress his scrotum, gently making circles with each fingertip, sometimes just using her nails. It made him groan and when his hips rocked forward she let his cock drive deeper into her mouth as she began sucking. To increase the pleasure she began bobbing her head, taking him deeper and deeper as her hand pulsed around the base of his pillar.
 
    
 
   He let out a moan, his hand coming up, snagging the chain once more, and he began tugging on it indelicately, sending shards of agony through her as she began deep-throating him, taking his length all the way to the back. Her body trembled and she realized she was losing control. Her loins had tightened, despite cramps and pain, her clitoris swelling with need and readiness. The pain at the tip of each breast was nothing more than catalyst, icing on the cake that sent her upward into spirals of clitoral orgasmic pleasure. She closed her eyes, trying to focus on the task at hand, which was not her own pleasure, but his. She knew he would be displeased if she came before he did.
 
    
 
   But it was too late. Her body was keyed up, the sensation of cock in her mouth, with the torments of vibrator and clamps too much for her fragile psyche to cope with. She let out a loud gasp, only partially muffled by the cock in her mouth, as the orgasm rocked through her. It lasted only seconds, and she didn’t even come back all the way down, but he noticed, the cessation, even if temporary, of her mouth working his cock was signal enough. He pulled her up and off his shaft using the clamp chain and he yanked her down across his lap, his hands going to her shorts.
 
    
 
   “No! Please! It’s my time of the month!” she gasped, her mouth now free of cock.
 
    
 
   He snorted. “Panties then,” he said, and yanked down her shorts. Her panties came with the denim material, though he didn’t pull them down any farther than necessary to expose her buttocks. His cock dug into her stomach as his hand flashed down, slapping her bare bottom hard. Pain blossomed in her rump, her breasts dangling down on the other side of his legs, almost touching the bale of hay. Her body trembled, the vibrator mashed between her clit and the thigh of his good leg. He began bouncing it, which didn’t help her, sending fresh surges of sexual stimulation through her. The spanks continued, landing with heat until finally she sobbed, one hand coming back to involuntarily cover her bottom. He caught it, then delivered a flurry of quick strokes as she kicked, her bare feet high in the air, her flip flops flying off. Then, seemingly satisfied, he pushed her off his lap.
 
    
 
   “Try again,” he ordered.
 
    
 
   She sniffed and nodded, straightening. Her bottom hurt abominably, the sting and heat seeping deep into her loins. Her hips thrust with the vibrating need clinging to her clitoris and her nipples throbbed in agony, crushed between the metal clamps, her heart laboring to force blood into the pinched tips of her breasts. She ignored it all and grabbed hold of his cock once more. She opened her mouth and took him in, bobbing her head, trying to focus on making him cum.
 
    
 
   This time she was successful, long before her body was forced into orgasm a second time, his shaft spurting white cream into her mouth. She struggled to swallow it, sucking the last drop from his shaft. As he turned flaccid, she continued to pleasure him with her mouth and tongue, twitching as the vibrator sent fresh waves of sexual pressure through her loins. Her breath quickened, her chest heaving, and her hips churned as another orgasm approached. She was just moments away when he pushed her head off his manhood, and pulled her to her feet.
 
    
 
   His fingers went to the front of her shorts and she froze, momentarily frightened of what he intended. The orgasm approached light a thundering freight train and she suddenly realized it didn’t matter what he wanted to do to her. She needed to cum. She wanted to cum! Never mind that it was her time of the month! His fingers dug into the front of her panties as she trembled and then, to her horror, he turned off the clamp vibrator and yanked it off her clit. Her body snapped and she recoiled, folding as the pain hit her. But it wasn’t enough to push her over the edge. The orgasm fizzled and she groaned as he snagged the clamp chain connecting her nipples, dragging her back toward him. Once more he laid her across his lap, his hand delivering a series of mostly half-hearted blows to her bare rump, only sufficient to heat her back up.
 
    
 
   Finished, he pushed her off his lap again. “Get your clothes together,” he ordered her. She sniffed and nodded. Her trembling fingers tugged her panties and shorts back into position and she snapped them closed. He was already putting on his boxers and jeans and she knelt to help him with his boots. Finally he stood and with his walker, headed back to the truck. She followed, a strange sort of anemic need echoing in her blood. Her body still craved the orgasm and after helping him into the cab, she moved around to the other side of the truck, the clitoral vibrator in her hand. For half a second, she considered putting it back on, giving herself the last orgasm.
 
    
 
   “Let’s go. Your mother will wonder if we take too long,” he said, patting the driver’s seat.
 
    
 
   She nodded and grabbed her halter top. She reached up to take off the clover clamps, but he stopped her.
 
    
 
   “No. Leave those on till we’re home. I like to see your boobs like that.”
 
    
 
   She nodded and tossed the shirt into the truck and climbed in, her bare breasts on display and still horribly clamped. She started the engine and headed for home.
 
    
 
   *** 
 
   I pulled up in front of the house with a warm smile and I looked over at my dad. He seemed pretty pleased himself and he climbed out of the truck with relative ease, grabbing the walker out of the back and getting himself moving toward the house. I got out myself, smoothing down the clean tee shirt I was wearing. I paused for a moment though, and reached behind the driver’s seat, pulling out the pink shaded bundle of cum splattered shirt, rolled tightly around a quiet vibrator clamp, and a steel chain, capped with clovers.
 
    
 
   

[bookmark: Loveorhate]Love or Hate?
 
    
 
   8/8/14
 
    
 
   I was just a little nervous and I think it’s understandable.  The fluttering sensation in my stomach was in all likelihood caused by the fact that I was dressed like a prostitute, complete with short skirt and slutty halter top that didn’t quite leave enough to the imagination.  I was tramping around in my fuck me heels, looking like a stripper out for a morning stroll and I was getting a lot of looks as I marched down the sidewalk of the strip mall, my eyes searching for just the right person to approach.  Of course some of those looks might also have been caused by the fair amount of glistening moisture on my inner thighs, the slick shine easily visible thanks to the fact that the skirt I was wearing barely covered my bottom, much less the cute little spot between my legs.  Or perhaps it was the noise, that intriguing buzzing getting louder the closer they got, only to fade as the passed me, craning their neck back to get a glimpse of my butt.  That buzz came from my Butterfly - a clitoral vibrator in the shape of nature’s loveliest bug, which was strapped to my clit, torturing me with exquisite delight.
 
    
 
   I’d already had one orgasm that morning, just forty minutes before arriving at the strip mall, sitting on a park bench, scared out of my wits that someone would come around the bend, all while I coated just my clit with Stinging O.  Following the limited application to a very small part of my sex, I’d pressed the tip of a standard vibrator, set to high, against the little nub and went from moaning to gritting my teeth relatively quickly.  The coolness turned to heat fast and my clitoris shriveled under the chemical stimulation, then swelled from the intense stimulation of the rubbing vibrator tip, all which sent me into sexual nirvana.  It was nerve wracking, but also amazing and I loved every panic ridden second of it.  Fortunately no one had come up the trail, discovering a scantily clad redhead with her skirt hiked up around her waist and her legs spread delightfully wide, masturbating like mad with a small vibrator clutched in her fist, rubbing only her clitoris.
 
    
 
   The park was a full hour behind me and I had moved on to the next location on the list given to me by Master Sadistic.  My newest online dom was just a little intense and focused, and his very assignment had both intrigued and frightened me.  In the end though I’d agreed to do everything he had proposed, which was why there was a clothespin in my hand and I was walking around looking like a hooker.  The Butterfly Clitoral Vibrator was massaging my already swollen clit with a steady rhythm, making my throat tighten almost as much as my empty pussy.  And that was a big part of my problem. I had nothing inside me, not a damn thing. No vibroballs, no dildoes, no vibrators, no ben wa balls, nothing.  And my ass was just as empty.  It felt weird not following NHPS Rule #1, but as we all know, any of the rules can be set aside when a master feels the need to subject his submissive to something a little more outside the box than usual.
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath, glancing around at the various stores.  There weren’t that many and some of them were just opening.  It was only ten in the morning and the strip mall wasn’t very populous.  So I started walking.  A few passersby who I immediately deemed unapproachable for various reasons stared at me, wondering what strip club I’d escaped from.  Or perhaps it was because the butterfly was driving me nuts and my usual hip swinging walk was being rudely interrupted by involuntary and quite lewd coital thrusting.
 
    
 
   It was also a bad idea to cum from just the butterfly.  It was there to motivate me, to push me into situations that I would otherwise try to avoid, spending the time to find the right person at the right time in the right place.  Knowing that punishment was right around the corner, it forced me to do the unthinkable.  Because it would be much, much better to cum during the assigned task, no matter how painful and awful and intense it would be, than go through it all again.  There’s nothing like a timer moving you forward, right? For me, the words prudent and prurient seem to be interchangeable.
 
    
 
   I turned left and opened the door into one of the store.  It looked promising. It was a wireless phone place, one of those knock-off accessory shops that you could find all over the place, selling twenty dollar iPhone covers they picked up off a Chinese ship for pennies.  And stupid Americans BUY those things! All the time!
 
    
 
   The good news was that Raul, the clerk manning the store, was not only there by himself, but wide-eyed with astonishment when I walked in. The fact that I was slightly flushed, panting, and desperate were fairly obvious.  I walked right up to him, looked him straight in the eye, and then explained what I needed.  Shocked doesn’t begin to describe the expression on his face.
 
    
 
   “Hi. I’m Breanne and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  Would you be willing to put a clothespin on my clit and flick it till I cum in exchange for a blowjob?” I asked, just a tad bit breathless and right on the edge.  Admittedly, it might have come out just a bit fast, but he heard the appropriate parts.  His response was funny. He blinked and asked, “is this real?”
 
    
 
   I responded by lifting the front of my skirt and holding out the clothespin. “Got a chair I can sit in?” I begged.  His eyes went straight down to the butterfly, which covered my clit, but did little to hide the fact that I wasn’t wearing panties, and still left a good portion of my petals exposed.  His eyes tracked down to the butterfly and if it was possible for Raul to become more shocked, he did it.  “What’s that?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I touched the butterfly. “It’s a vibrator and please, we need to hurry. I don’t want to cum wearing this thing. It’s got to be you flicking the clothespin!  Chair? Please?”  My voice was tense and tight and I dropped the hem of my skirt.  I tried to convey the seriousness of my request, that absolute urgency I was feeling.
 
    
 
   Raul blinked but then took my hand and led me to the back of the store.  There was a small door there and it led to a storeroom that was massive - clearly a misuse of space.  There was a chair too and I hurried over to it and sat down, lifting my skirt and ripping off the Velcro straps that secured the butterfly over my clit.  I sighed in relief as I thumbed the switch off and then I tossed it on the ground, spreading my legs wide and looking at Raul with hungry eyes.  I held out the clothespin again and motioned him closer.
 
    
 
   “You want that on your clit?” he asked, reaching out for the little wooden pincer.  I nodded eagerly, handing it to him.
 
    
 
   “Yes.  Just clamp it right on and then flick it with your hand so it wiggles back and forth or up and down or twist it even,” I said heatedly. I put my hands on my hips, holding my skirt out of the way even as I stretched myself wide apart. I have to admit, I was pretty sexy at that point.  Well, maybe not sexy, but certainly slutty.
 
    
 
   Raul took the clothespin and pinched it open.  I was slouched in the chair, my slit wide open, my clit wet and swollen and clearly ready.  I was presenting for God’s sake. That’s when Raul asked the twenty thousand dollar question.
 
    
 
   “Where do I put it?”
 
    
 
   Where do I put it? Seriously? Okay, granted it could have been worse had we been about to have sex.  But still, come on.  The guy was at least twenty and he didn’t know where a girl’s clitoris is?  Christ!  Don’t they teach that stuff in school?  I mean hell, I had a sex education class and we discussed MALE anatomy.  Didn’t someone go over the parts of a woman with the guys?  Or did they just focus on fallopian tubes and ovaries?  Idiots.  I should be allowed to teach sex education classes.  Trust me.  By the time I’m done with them not only will they know all the important parts (which isn’t the fallopian tubes by the way,) they’ll know where to put their tongues, how to give pleasure, and when and where to put their cocks.  Hell, I might even take a volunteer to show the class exactly how the copulation process occurs.  Then… then I’d probably go to jail for having sex with a student. Sigh… SEE?  This is why I work on a farm.  I don’t go too far awry with things and if I do then the chickens don’t complain.
 
    
 
   No. I’ve not had sex with a chicken. Nor do I plan on it either.
 
    
 
   Anyway I reached out and took Raul’s hand, guiding him down to my slit and showing him the swollen little nub at the very top.  He set the clothespin in place and I pushed his hand so that it bit a little farther back than most masters would have allowed.  For me that was good, since it gave me a lot of wiggle room and wasn’t so painful that I was gasping for air.  Instead it aroused me back up to the point where I was about to cum.
 
    
 
   “Now wiggle it. Twist it.  Flick it back and…. aaahhhhhhhh!” I gasped as he went right to it, slapping the clothespin back and forth with his fingers.  Pain lanced up through me, as if I’d just had my clitoris ripped off.  My hips jerked and then he began rolling the clothespin through his fingers, twisting my sensitive nub around in circles, back and forth.  Tears sprang to my eyes and my bottom slapped the chair seat multiple times as the sensation blew through me like a freight train going into a tunnel.   
 
    
 
   And there it was.  The orgasm.  I cried out, arching my back, pushing my hips upward, letting Raul’s fingers do awful, terrible, horrible magic things to my clit with that clothespin.  I bucked, my bottom coming up off the chair and then I squirted wetly, crying out as the orgasm rocked me to the core.  I slumped down and when Raul tried to continue I closed my legs and stopped him, grabbing his hand.  I used my fingers to open the clothespin and I plucked it from my abused and reddening flesh.  Raul watched with interest.  Finally I twisted in my seat and reached down for the clothespin, plucking it from my clitoris.  That made me whimper and Raul stepped back and began unzipping his pants. Slowly I stood and then reached for him, swinging him around so that he was sitting in the chair I’d just left damp.
 
    
 
   “My turn,” I said, sinking to my knees as I pulled out his shaft.  I went to work, taking my time and doing a damn good job on him.  Ten minutes later I had him popping in my mouth, swallowing every last drop of his cream, as my fingers belted the butterfly vibrator back over my clit.  I flipped it on to medium.  And as Raul slumped backward in his seat, clearly satisfied, I knew it was time to move on.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Forty-five minutes later I was just as desperate as I’d been before letting Raul clothespin my clit, twisting and flicking it until I was speechless with need and ready to cum.  The butterfly, which I’d obediently put back over my clit after sucking Raul into sexual epiphany had sent me spinning toward my own exotic destination.  I had needs that good girls haven’t ever heard of and bad girls are scared to experience.  I on the other hand, was sitting on the end of Marcus’ bed, naked from the waist down, spreading my legs wide while he wrapped the rope around each ankle.  
 
    
 
   “Make sure you get it nice and tight,” I told him, wiggling my cute toes as he tied the knot.  “And make sure you pull the rope taut, because if I lose it, I can’t be thrashing around like a landed fish.”  The butterfly rumbled against my clit and I was just a tad bit sensitive.  Like electric sander sensitive.  
 
    
 
   “Are you sure you need to be tied for this?” he asked seriously, his fingers working at the knot that went around my ankle.  I nodded, teeth clenched against the waves of pain laced pleasure coming from between my legs.  The butterfly was still resting upon my flower and the things it was doing to my clitoris would make a maiden weep.  
 
    
 
   Or scream for joy. Depends on the maiden I suppose.
 
    
 
   “Absolutely!” I assured him, trembling slightly.  “When the wax lands I’m going to jerk and my knees are going to try to bend.  Don’t worry,” I said “The rope is just there to keep me open.”  And that was exactly the case.  Each ankle was secured to the corner posts, holding my legs wide apart and spreading even my petals as my loins tried to deal with the extreme stretch of my thighs.  I glanced over at the nightstand.  There were four candles guttering there, lit the moment I got into Marcus’ bedroom.  Each of them was a different color, but all of them were a shade of red.  Next to the candles lay a plastic school type ruler, the kind you could pick up just about anywhere, at any time.
 
    
 
   Why red you might ask?  Good question.  See, to get different colors, candle makers add dye to their paraffin.  These dyes usually raise the melting temperature of the wax itself, thus meaning that it has to get much hotter depending on what dye they’ve used. White candles have no dye, so they melt at the lowest temperature, so if you see a girl getting waxed with a white candle it’s because she can’t handle the higher temperature burns.  And just in case you were wondering, the worst can burn you.  And red is the worst. It hurts more.  
 
    
 
   He finished tying me open and I could feel the tension in my legs.  I love that feeling, of being held apart, almost in the splits, my inner petals exposed like that.  I lifted myself up on my elbows and glanced down.  My clit was bright pink and actually engorged slightly, rising up like a little hill for the butterfly to rest upon.  Marcus looked at me seriously, his grin bright, and he reached down and began removing the butterfly from my sex.
 
    
 
   Part of me sighed in relief when the buzzing plastic bug was pulled away from my slit, but another part of me knew what was coming. Marcus rubbed a bit of the baby oil into my folds and over my clit and I almost came right then and there.  My chest heaved, my shirt pulled up to my chin, exposing my breasts.  That was more for Marcus’ sake than mine, but still, it felt nice.  Trembling with the stress of expectation, of insane arousal, of being right on the edge, I braced myself and clenched my teeth.
 
    
 
   Marcus picked up the first candle and brought it right down to the end of the bed.  We’d put a few towels under me and I could feel the rough terry cloth beneath my buttocks.  I began to wonder just how much Marcus was enjoying the sights of...
 
    
 
   Oh my God.
 
    
 
   I jerked half upright and my legs tried to close violently as the burning heat struck my clit and poured down over my petals.  My hands flew toward my crotch but there was another thin line of rope around my wrists that kept them from going any farther than my breasts.  I twisted with a cry as more melted wax fell on my most delicate parts and my bottom came up off the bed as I burned.  I made some blubbering noises and then Marcus put the candle back on the nightstand.  I was shaking now, the heat so overwhelming that my clit felt as if it had been fried.  Marcus stood there, waiting for about thirty seconds before picking up the plastic ruler that sat next to the candles.  
 
    
 
   He moved directly between my legs and as I concentrated on breathing and not on the fiery pain between my legs, he laid the ruler directly atop the melt coating my clit.  It was thick and bubbly and only just losing that soft feel, hardening as the wax cooled.  He waited a bit longer until the wax had stiffened, then lifted the ruler about a foot and a half away from my loins, and swung hard.
 
    
 
   I cried out, but more from the shock than the actual blow.  Wax chipped and shattered, exposing my pudendum and petals, red tinged and hot pink, soaked with my arousal and need.  But the exposure of my abused flower meant nothing to Marcus, who proceeded to whack at my flesh again, divesting my labia and clit of every little last flake of wax, leaving me breathless and my cheeks tear streaked as my toes clenched against the pain of the beating.  I glanced down at my own sex.  Rose had been replaced with a nice, angry looking crimson, blotchy and heated.  I was just lying back down again when Marcus picked up the second candle, a darker shade of scarlet than the first, and brought it back down to my oil slick sex.
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes as the first droplets fell and again Marcus’ aim was perfect. My clit, already engorged and sensitive was immediately encased in the superheated hotness that was so close to burning that I felt as if my skin were being scalded.  My hips bucked again as more wax fell, pouring downward over and through my open slit, coating my petals and then even getting on my thighs.  I didn’t realize how bad that would be. I was so totally focused on the fact that I was positive I’d just dipped my pussy in molten lava that the fresh source of pain surprised me.  I cried out, again lifting up on the bed, yanking on the rope, my toes curling tightly as the pain washed over me.  Marcus coated my entire sex, then set the candle back down, only to grab hold of the ruler once more.
 
    
 
   He started on my thighs this time, flicking the pelts of cooled wax from my skin with harsh blows that had me crying out within seconds.  When he moved to my petals, he smashed the folds downward, wax chips flying everywhere, only to curve upward and smack my clitoris with the same harsh slaps that sent me spinning painfully into orbit.  As the paraffin broke and shattered like my body, I suddenly felt that same surge of pain-induced lust that usually happens when someone hurts a sexual part of me.  The sting of the ruler, the heat of the wax, the tingle of my body, all of it suddenly morphed into something that psychologists label deviant, or profoundly disturbed.  My hips rose up, seeking another stroke, questing hungrily.  I moaned, my teeth clenched, eyes shut, hands above my head, desperate and wanting.  Marcus laid a few more slaps of the ruler on my sex, setting me up and pushing me so close to orgasm that I had to clench my teeth to keep from begging him to fuck me.
 
    
 
   Then he got the third candle, the darkest yet, and he poured it across my body, starting on my left breast, leaving a swath down across my torso, finishing up in the crease of my thigh, completely covering my clitoris with the single cup’s worth of melted wax.
 
    
 
   I screamed. There wasn’t anything else I could do. I had no control over it.  I jerked upright, bringing my hands down as far as the rope would let me.  I mashed my arm down through the pour of melted paraffin, but there was little I could do by that point and I just succeeded in smearing hot wax across my chest.  I felt like I’d been sunburned and then barbecued, or perhaps just covered with alcohol Jello shots and set on fire.  Marcus put the candle down and he started at my left nipple, smacking the ruler into my bosom as he held my hands and arms out of the way.  By this time I was sobbing hysterically, but the heat that suffused my breasts and loins had burned even deeper and as Marcus whacked away at my body, I couldn’t help it as my bottom came up off the towel and I rose up to meet the ruler.  Each stroke was beyond imagining and it all merged. Again. Heat and pain and pleasure and need and I when I cried out again, this time I exploded wetly.  
 
    
 
   It surprised Marcus and he was clearly disappointed, obviously wanting to use the last candle on me.  But I’d been very clear.  Once I exploded he was to get his blowjob.  All he had to do was untie my hands and legs first.  I sucked in another breath as he undid his pants and exposed his rock hard shaft.  He moved between my legs, putting a condom on himself as I gasped.
 
    
 
   “Marcus! No!” I hissed, still feeling the combination of orgasmic afterglow and the residual burn of the clitoral torment I’d undergone.  He looked up at me. 
 
    
 
   “Come on, Breanne. I want your pussy! Not just a blowjob!” he protested.
 
    
 
   I gave him a sad, puppy dog look. “Marcus. I can’t. Not right now.  If you fuck me then I not only have to do this all over again, the hot wax and whipping and all of it, but I have to go back and redo the Stinging O and vibrator.  Please!  I can’t take that!” I begged him.
 
    
 
   I know that half of you are quietly, or perhaps silently, chanting, in the back of your minds, fuck her, fuck her, fuck her, fuck her.  I saw it in his eyes.  I was a nympho humiliation pain slut, an object to be used anyway he wanted.  Why should he accede to my demands?  Why not fuck me?  Who would really care if I had to get waxed all over again?  Or more appropriately, who would really object?
 
    
 
   Marcus sighed. “All right, but I get a private date with you next week, and I’m going to wax you again and after whipping it off your tits and cunt, I’m going to fuck every single hole you’ve got,” he assured me, peeling off the condom.
 
    
 
   I nodded stupidly. “Yes! Thank you!” I gushed in relief.  I settled back on the bed and Marcus climbed up and knelt next to my head.  I turned to the right and took his cock into my mouth, sucking on him as best I could considering my position and the fact that my hands were still tied.  Marcus got a little more involved and began thrusting and frankly, even hobbled as I was, I’m still a great little cock-sucker.  Five minutes later he was spurting white cream down my throat. I swallowed as much as I could, but he must have been loaded because I couldn’t get it all down before having to turn my head.  A secondary spurt caught me across the face.  Marcus sighed and pulled away as I struggled to lick and gag my way through his spunk and was just making headway when Marcus lifted the last candle.
 
    
 
   I blinked. “Marcus, no.  That wasn’t part of the deal,” I whispered, the taste of his seed still on my lips.  My body tightened in fright. It was the last candle, the hottest one.  I was still a dark shade of pink everywhere he’d poured the melts of the first three candles on me and my clit was still a puckered nodule of abuse that I wasn’t quite prepared to push out there again.  Marcus held the candle above my pussy anyway and teased me, tipping the candle one way or the other, threatening to spill the hot wax on my clit.  My breathing increased in tempo as I stared at him. Then his little movements increased and a single long drip of paraffin spilled from the candle’s reservoir and cascaded down to splash and splatter on my clitoris.
 
    
 
   I cried out, bucking again, arching my back as the fresh heat and pain hit me.  I expected him to pour again, to cover my petals too, or even my left breast, but instead he grabbed the ruler and smacked just my clit with a flurry of hard little blows that seared the image of his irritated face into my vision.  
 
    
 
   “Next time I want to fuck you, you better say yes,” he whispered as the ruler slapped into my clit and my vision went as red as my clit.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   I was sitting in the cab of my truck, the air conditioner blasting away, a soft drink in the cup holder, and the remains of my lunch in the seat beside me.  It was a beautiful day outside, hot of course - it was the middle of summer - but still a nice day.  There were huge black clouds in the sky, threatening an afternoon thunderstorm, but it would be a short one, and localized, and it didn’t even look like it would get me anyway.  Houston is like that. But I will admit that it was an impressive view out my front window.
 
    
 
   You would think I’d have been feeling better than I was. Full belly, comfortable temperature, alone in my truck, with a nice satisfying drink nearby to wet my whistle, but the truth was that I was having trouble.  Plenty of it.  My truck was parked against the side wall of a parking lot, the tailgate up against a row of trees, which allowed me to keep an eye on anyone approaching.  This of course was due to my natural skittishness about being observed doing something sexual, and since my skirt was again rolled up around my waist and a pair of chopsticks had been rather crudely and cruelly placed on both sides of my clit, with rubber bands tightening the two pieces of wood, you can probably understand why I didn’t want an audience.  
 
    
 
   It wasn’t just the chopstick clamp either.  The butterfly clitoral vibrator was sitting on top of my clit, which was sticking out from between the chopsticks like a bug on a branch, vibrating away at the highest setting.  I was clenching my fingers around the steering wheel while my ass repeatedly came up off the seat.  I was absolutely positive that the vibrator had been replaced with an emery board, or possibly an electric sander, because I was beyond sexual stimulation and well into the range of “oh my God that is chaffing me!”
 
    
 
   Every girl has her limits and some women are so sensitive that a single orgasm is all it takes to make them untouchable.  Then there are some of us who can tolerate all sorts of abuse.  And there are also fruit loops like me, actual masochists who like it hurting.  I was beyond delicate. I was sore. I was tender. I was on extreme edge.  My clit had been compressed into a tiny little ridge that was both crushed and exposed, pressed up against the underside of the butterfly vibrator.  All in all it was enough to send me through the roof.  I couldn’t hold still, my hips churning as I let out a series of strained whimpers, my body bucking as the vibrations carried me beyond rationality and into sexual nirvana.  It was perhaps the easiest of all my orgasms and my trembling fingers fumbled with the switch that turned off the vibrator.  Finally I managed, shards of agony spearing my clitoris as I struggled with the chopsticks, trying to remove the rubber bands and free myself from the crushing burn of the wood. 
 
    
 
   You should have seen me slump down in relief as I tossed the chopsticks aside.  A glance down at my slit was enough to make me wince.  My clitoris was about three sizes bigger than normal, almost resembling a little penis, and the folds of my labia were engorged and clearly sporting bruises and marks that looked unnatural, if intriguing.  Most of the wax was gone though there was still a heavy flush everywhere I’d been coated or where Marcus’ ruler had smacked me. Most of the damage was on my folds, with fresh blood blisters here and there and enough purpling to make it obvious I’d be sporting some impressive bruises.  My clit was so sensitive that even laying a finger on it was like grinding glass shards into my skin and doing the mambo.
 
    
 
   I was glad I was in the truck.  There has been a long standing rule that I didn’t have to suffer through vibrations or other sexual torment if I was driving.  That just makes sense. Call it a limit, or a rule.  Stimulating or torturing me while I’m behind the wheel of a car is just stupid.  At least if the car is moving.  And so I started up the engine and pulled out of the lot without tightening the straps that would have returned the butterfly to my clit, or even without turning it on.    
 
    
 
   I drove and I’m not ashamed to admit that I might have possibly driven farther and longer than I really should have.  But you have to understand that I knew that the moment I stopped I’d have to turn the butterfly back on and that my next task involved my spread legs and ice.  I don’t have much tolerance for that sort of thing so I wanted to give my poor little clitty a bit of a break.  So it was a full forty minutes later before I pulled up in front of John’s place.
 
    
 
   John and I go way back, all the way to that first spring when he encountered me stripping at Thomas Park.  He’s retired, unmarried, and generally home when I need him.  I got out of my truck and smoothed down my skirt, taking a deep breath as I restarted the butterfly.  Despite the break I was still quite tender and the buzzing instantly created a fresh pressure wave inside me, threatening to build and burst in orgasm.  I marched up to the door in my fuck me shoes, still wearing the short skirt and halter top, and half a minute later I was in John’s living room.
 
    
 
   He’d invested in a set of bondage cuffs awhile back and I can only presume it was because of me.  He took great pleasure in divesting me of my clothing, only to spend a moment putting the ankle and wrist cuffs on the appropriate limbs before laying me down on my back.  Next he clipped my wrists to my ankles, then brought out a thick wooden dowel, like a broom stick, out from under his couch.  This was connected with silver clips to my cuffs, stretching me apart and literally forcing my bent legs to widen over my torso.  And that made my sex, the most delicate part of me, present perfectly for him as he sat on the couch, staring down at the butterfly resting atop my flower.
 
    
 
   He left me lying there, the buzzing driving me crazy as he went to the kitchen and filled up a glass with ice.  Each one was a cube, most with sharp edges waiting to be melted against hot skin.  I bit my lip in terrible expectation as John sat down, but it came as a relief when he finally turned off the butterfly and pulled it away from my clit.  I’d only been subjected to about ten minutes worth of it, at least since I’d parked my truck, but my clit was just still to sore and tender.  
 
    
 
   “You’re clit looks sunburned,” John commented as he plucked one of the cubes out of the glass, folding it in a washcloth to protect his own skin.
 
    
 
   “Nope,” I said, shaking my head. “I’ve done just about everything else to my clit though.”  John grinned and pressed the edge of the cube against my clit, lightly rubbing.  I gasped, the cold feeling almost as intense as the hot wax had.  I bucked, twitching as John slid the rapidly melting cube along my clitoris. I was surprised there wasn’t steam, I had thought my clit was so hot.  But in short order the edge of the ice cube melted away and icy water ran down across my petals, trickling down to my buttocks before sliding to the small of my back to be absorbed by the towel under me.  John held that first cube against my flesh until he was having trouble holding on to the sliver of ice left and he solved that problem by shoving the remnants of the cube into my pussy, driving it deep.
 
    
 
   Well I sure as hell felt THAT.  Don’t get me wrong, I’ve been ice fucked before.  It’s an intense experience.  But my issue was that I wasn’t expecting it and I couldn’t help gasping and twisting as John plucked cube number two from the glass and once more began rubbing the sharp edge against my clit.  Soon the numbness deepened into something more visceral, going deeper and my clit began aching.  The cold spread and with each fresh cube, the previous half melted version being unceremoniously deposited in my now chilly slit, my clit began to feel the pain.  
 
    
 
   John was in his element too.  He had a beautiful, naked girl in front of him, tied up and practically helpless, her wet (and quite cold) cunt available for his whims.  And she’d volunteered for this!  Worse, while one hand was always occupied with ice, the other did all sorts of evil things.  Like stroke the arch of my foot.  He’d taken off my shoes and would lightly tickle  my soles.  Or he’d apply the leftover ice to my nipple before slipping it deeply into my well.  Once or twice he folded ice slivers over into my labia, always making sure that my clit was still bearing the brunt of the direct contact. It was maddening. 
 
    
 
   I started shivering, and it wasn’t just from the over-sensitization of my clitoris.  I was actually starting to get cold.  John noticed right away and put the ice he’d been holding to my slit back in the glass.  He cupped my sex and his hand felt so hot I gasped.  Slowly he began to massage my folds, running his fingers through my pussy and pushing me right back toward that brink of orgasmic ecstasy that I’d broached so many times already.  He stayed away from my clit for a moment before suddenly jamming his thumb against the little nub.  But it was still a far cry from the torment I’d been forced to endure up to that point. Besides, I had no way to stop him. I’d explained the stakes and all I could hope for was that he wouldn’t abuse me and force me to repeat both the ice and the chopsticks tasks a second time.  
 
    
 
   John stood up and I watched with growing trepidation as he took off his shorts and boxers, exposing a stiffening prick.  I almost opened my mouth to beg him not to fuck me, but he moved around to my head and then knelt down.  He slid forward, his knees to either side of my face, and then his balls were resting against my nose.  
 
    
 
   “Lick Breanne, while I warm up your cunt so that I can put more ice on it,” he said.
 
    
 
   I stuck out my tongue and did my very best to lick his scrotum, ignoring the tickle of his hair.  I felt him bend over me and suddenly his cock was against my face, rather than his balls and I began licking along the length of him.  John groaned and I felt him reach down between his legs and suddenly his shaft was being jammed into my throat.  He supported himself on one hand, and with me gagged to the brink with his cock, he began slapping my pussy, aiming for my clit.
 
    
 
   I would have gone nuts, except I was pretty much immobilized. I had seven or so inches of hard cock trying very hard to make it past my tonsils, pushing my head back and down, while my wrists were locked to my ankles, a wooden dowel forcing my legs upward outward.  What the heck could I do except take it?  In hindsight, I don’t think the pussy spanking was that hard.  No man is dumb enough to really hurt a woman who has their cock in her mouth.  Who wants to risk her clamping down accidentally and biting off his dick?
 
    
 
   John began pumping his hips up and down and I basically did the best I could to provide a soft, wet opening sufficient to satisfy his needs while desperately hoping his other arm would get tired of supporting his weight and he’d stop spanking me.  I was only partially lucky, since he merely switched his supporting hand and began slapping my clit with the other.  Finally I think both of us could feel the heat and he dug for an ice cube. With his cock buried in my throat there was little I could do but squeal as he once again began rubbing the edge of the cube against my clitty.
 
    
 
   This time waves of pleasure washed over me, mixed with the heat of the spanking and the cold of the ice.  John rotated the cube as meltwater spilled down my flesh and rubbed the fresh edge along my swollen nub.  I cried out around his cock and then I felt him explode, spurting loads of cream into me.
 
    
 
   I choked and sputtered, a rather undignified end of a good cock sucking and everything sort of went on pause as John got off me.  I did my best to get as much of his spunk down, but it kinda went everywhere and was dripping down the side of my face.  John rolled off me and on to his side, but even as I struggled to get a breath past the gobs of sperm he’d deposited in my mouth, I felt a fresh sensation against my clit and jerked as he ran another cube of ice across my clit.
 
    
 
   My toes curled tightly and I bucked.  This time though he did more than just let the sharp edge of the cube drag along that little nub. He pressed.  He pushed.  He hit me with the ice cube, banging it onto my clit and then mashing it down.  And that, that was all I needed. I threw my head back and cried out in ecstasy as my body tightened and then popped in what probably looked like one of the smallest orgasms in history, but went so deep that my heart fluttered.  John dealt with the ice cube expediently by stuffing it in my pussy and as I laid there, ankles and wrists cuffed, my legs and feet up in the air, he climbed to his feet and left the room.
 
    
 
   I didn’t mind.  I was still lost in the sexual daze of euphoria, the soft, languorous pleasure you feel when you’ve just had a mind blowing fuck.  I took deep breaths, my heart hammering underneath my ribs, trying to slow after the injection of natural adrenaline, dopamine, and oxytocin my pleasure and pain soaked brain had just dumped into my bloodstream.  John returned a few moments later with a drink and he sat down on the couch with me at his feet.  He looked down at my naked body in satisfaction and then stuck his foot out.  His toes were closest to my bottom and he positioned himself to actually slide the tips of toes through my petals. I gasped as he touched me, playing footsie with my slit.  I wriggled a bit as he tried to push his big toe into my pussy, but my movements were mostly motivated by Master Sadistic’s order that I was not to be stimulated by anything other than clitoral torment.  The last thing I needed was to have to go through both the ice and the chopsticks tasks a second time because John was dipping his toe in the waters.
 
    
 
   But I could hardly stop him and after getting most of his largest digit in there and wiggling it playfully, he pulled back out of my sopping wet and quite chilly slit and then I felt his toes surround my sore clit.  He began squeezing and toying with the little nub and I squealed as fresh sparks of both discomfort and pleasure erupted between my legs and shot up my spine to spin inside my sex numbed brain.  He kept it up, alternating between soft and hard, tugging and pushing and just generally doing things to my clit that you’d have to have been there, watching, experiencing, or doing to really appreciate it.  There aren’t really descriptive words that convey the intensity and lightness of his actions.  Footsie?  Toe fucking?  Clitoral foot massage?  I mean, seriously, there is just no way for you to understand that he spent ten minutes with his foot planted between my legs, his toes wriggling around, over, and on my clit, rubbing, pinching, squeezing, mashing, flicking, and kneading until I was rolling my hips, trying to get more out of his damn foot!
 
    
 
   And that’s when he stopped.  I was soaked, and not just from the ice cubes he’d stuck inside me. I was soaked and desperate and wanting to cum. Again!  My god! I’m such a fucking slut!  Even now I’m having trouble believing what a wanton cum slut I am.  And…
 
    
 
   Shit. I’m soaked writing about this. Hold on… be back in a moment.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   John’s dog is named Max and he’s an old, but very nice German Shepherd with a heart of gold and grizzled muzzle.  He trotted patiently by our sides as we moved slowly down the trail in the afternoon heat, panting and looking back at John as if to say, “I know you like her, and she’s pretty and everything, and also a slut in heat, but seriously?  Don’t you know how hot it is?”
 
    
 
   Admittedly it was pretty hot, but it had been John’s idea in the first place so I didn’t feel too bad about it, and walking the circular and rarely traveled trail of Thomas Park, especially during the hottest part of the day, seemed like a much better idea to me than heading up to the mall.  I was already perspiring, but the majority of the moisture my body was producing was between my legs.  I took another step, agony lancing up from my clitoris as the combination of jumbo alligator clamp, elastic, and the half pound weight hanging between my knees did some bad things to me.
 
    
 
   “How does it feel?” John asked.
 
    
 
   I glanced at him, trying to keep from panting like Max.  “It hurts,” I whined.
 
    
 
   John smiled. “I like that.”  
 
    
 
   I didn’t respond.  John had kept me on the floor of his den for almost an hour, working me with his feet until I was just at the cusp of orgasm, only to completely stop and let me settle back down before starting up again.  He must have edged me four times before finally releasing my wrists and ankles and letting me stand up.  Of course while I was lying down he’d grilled me on everything Master Sadistic had assigned to me, each and every task.  So when he released me the last time he was ready with my halter top, skirt, high heels, as well as the jumbo alligator clamp and weight he’d extracted from my bag.  The elastic was only six inches long but it had extended out to almost a foot once I’d tied the weight to it.  John had hauled me to my feet, ordered me to dress, and then with almost casual nonchalance, set the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit.
 
    
 
   That first rush of pain had almost dropped me.  Oh my God it hurt, and worse - it shouldn’t have.  I’ve endured the jumbo alligator clamp hundreds of times before.  It isn’t that tight.  Sure, it squeezes you a bit, the metal teeth dig into your clit.  But it isn’t supposed to feel as if you’ve been bitten and the damn thing is chewing on you.  This time though it felt exactly like that and I clung to John, crying as my shudders translated down the elastic and caused the stupid weight to bounce.  This made things worse, which made my shaking become even more pronounced.  Orgasm was pretty far from my mind.
 
    
 
   We began the walk slowly, with small, hesitant steps because each time my hips swung, either voluntarily or as I took that body shifting stride, the weight would swing and bounce, which placed stress on the jumbo alligator clamp, which pulled, twisted, and continued to masticate my clit with insensitive intensity.  There seems to be a fine line between sexual masochism and the definition of “that just plain fucking hurts,” and I was dancing right at the edge.  In fact, if it hadn’t been for the fact that I’d just spent an hour in sexual desperation, wanting and needing to be sent spiraling upward in orgasmic bliss, I’m not sure I could have handled the torment had I not already been insanely aroused.
 
    
 
   And what kept going through my brain was wishing that there was cock inside me.
 
    
 
   That was the real torment. I didn’t even realize it till I was almost done with the assignment.  Clitoral orgasms are all well and good, but after half a dozen of them you begin to long for something more fulfilling, more complete.  Man and Woman, Alpha and Omega, In and Out, Ying and Yank, Tabs and Slots.  Flowers and Bees. Whatever.  You get the idea, right?  I WANTED to get FUCKED.
 
    
 
   John was a gentleman though and kept his arm in mine, helping me to keep my balance and actually prevent me from stopping, because that’s what I would have done if he hadn’t been slowly moving me forward.  Step by step, each movement pain and pressure building up inside me.  But I think he also realized that I needed more, and being the brilliant man he is, he knew exactly how to apply that pressure.
 
    
 
   “I’m thinking I’d like to have you over for a weekend,” John said casually.  I glanced up at him, my face flushed, my chest practically heaving in response to the waves of pain I was dealing with.  “Maybe start late Friday night with sex, a pussy whipping, and then having you give me one of those oriental massages.”
 
    
 
   His words immediately made my sex tighten - around nothing - and don’t think I didn’t notice that horrible emptiness inside me.  But I didn’t say anything back and just concentrated on not screaming during the next step.
 
    
 
   “I’m thinking breakfast in bed.  You can cook it naked of course. I like the idea of bacon grease splattering those amazing breasts of yours.  And then while I’m eating you can crawl under the sheets and give me a blowjob.  Then we’ll have ourselves a little bondage and punishment session.  It’s been a while since I sanded your pussy and I think you being all raw and tender for the rest of the weekend would go with my plans.”
 
    
 
   My breathing quickened and now my pussy was pulsing, practically in time with the little jerks of the weight on the end of the elastic.
 
    
 
   “We’ll go out for lunch, you wearing something tastefully slutty and revealing, almost indecent, while passersby stare at you, wondering if those nipple clamps hurt.  Then we’ll head back to the house where you will prepare a man’s dinner, since I’ll be having a few friends over for poker.  And yes, you’ll be serving them naked, as well as providing sexual services.  Or better yet, I’ll let you play a few hands, except instead of cash you’ll be betting with coupons.  That would mean placing a value on certain activities.  A blowjob would be worth a single dollar, while getting fucked in the ass might be valued at five.  What do you think?”
 
    
 
   I whimpered loudly.  I hadn’t realized it until just that moment, but my hips were rolling in response to the mental image of me sitting at a poker table, buck naked, probably impaled with something long, hard, and thick, trying to concentrate on a hand of Texas Hold ‘Em, betting with scripts bearing words like “pussy whipping - $20 dollars” and “clover clamps on nipples - $10 dollars”.  Each twitch of my pelvis set the weight bouncing, tugging viciously on my clitoris.  I panted, my breasts heaving, nipples tingling even as my clit throbbed painfully.  I couldn’t believe I was close to cumming!
 
    
 
   “Will I get to keep the money?” I asked, clearly stressed.
 
    
 
   That set John laughing.  “Of course, though you will also be the final pot.  Whoever wins gets an hour alone with you in the guest room,” he said.  Suddenly he stopped, pulling me up tight against him.
 
    
 
   “You like that,” he whispered in my ear. “Don’t you?  The idea of being used like that, a toy, a plaything?  It’s what you’ve been writing about.  It’s been a repetitive theme in all your latest blog posts.  It’s all about value right now, and the price you’re setting for yourself is cheap, isn’t it?  You want to be used.  Even your own pleasure is of no importance, is it?” His voice was stern and demanding. I nodded enthusiastically, but it might have been because his leg was digging into my crotch and I was practically humping him.  His knees was grinding the jumbo alligator clamp into my clit and that was exactly what I needed.  I gripped him hard and the orgasm started, exploding wetly through me and leaving me breathless and in a lot of pain.  
 
    
 
   When I was done I felt exhausted and wrung out and John actually knelt down and lifted the front of my skirt.  Gingerly he unclamped my clit, bearing my weight as I pressed down on his shoulders and made a sound that resembled a kicked dog who just wanted the beatings to end.  My clit sent a few signals to my brain that were garbled and got translated into flashes of “help, I’m on fire,” and “please take the red hot needle out.”  But then as the blood finished flowing back into the crushed little nub the pain slowed to a hard ache, then subsided even more.
 
    
 
   John stood back up, holding the clamp and the weight, his hand bobbing up and down so that the steel lug at the end bounced happily.  I stared at it, my mind only barely comprehending that I’d walked a quarter of a mile with that thing hanging off my clit - on a clamp with fucking teeth. I looked down and lifted my skirt, not caring I was in a public park. No one was around anyway.  
 
    
 
   My clit looked like raw meet, and when I say that I’m talking like hamburger. Not steak.  There were red indentations from the alligator clamp’s teeth.  And those little bite marks were dark red, which was in contrast with the rest of my clit and the clitoral hood, all of which were a slightly different shade of vermilion.  Cataloguing what my little nub had been through was like listing violations on an Amnesty International report.  I’d been subjected to chemical burns, beatings, rubbed raw, publicly humiliated, scorched with wax, iced, spanked, whipped, crushed, and mangled. My clit was three sizes bigger than normal and it ached horribly.  I sighed, wincing as I lowered my skirt and John turned us around. We headed back toward his house, Max leading the way and clearly happy to be heading back toward air conditioning.
 
    
 
   We made it alive, though it was a close thing and Max went straight to his water bowl as John poured me an ice water.  I sat down at the table, my skirt sliding up, my bare bottom on the wooden seat.
 
    
 
   “So what now?” John asked.  I drank a huge gulp and looked at him darkly.  
 
    
 
   “I put the butterfly back on and then head to my next task,” I said wearily.  He nodded in sympathy.
 
    
 
   “Are you going to turn it on?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I cocked my head to the right. “The butterfly? I have to.  That’s the rule.  Except when I’m driving,” I amended.  “That might be a bit longer than realistically needed.”
 
    
 
   John laughed, but then he got serious.  “And what comes after that?”
 
    
 
   I shrugged. “More torment.”
 
    
 
   He pursed his lips. “I’m not sure you can take much more.”
 
    
 
   “That’s the point isn’t it?  Much more.”
 
    
 
   John blinked. “You mean you know when you’ve reached your limits and you’re not there yet?”
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Exactly.  And with forty minutes worth of down time, I’ll be able to endure even more.”  I drank down the rest of my water and gave him a smile.  “Butterfly time,” I said, starting to stand.  John quickly rose to his feet and grabbed my hand. 
 
    
 
   “Rest,” he said softly. “I’ll get it.  I want to see you walk out of here with it buzzing on your clit.”  And with that he turned and walked away to get my butterfly.
 
    
 
   ***
 
    
 
   Zach looked down at me from where he was sitting.  I was spread eagled on a bed meant for one, a single twin style mattress that allowed my legs to hang over the sides, stretched wide apart.  This was a good thing because both of my ankles were wrapped with rope, stretching underneath the frame and keeping me taut.  My hands were also bound together, above my head and flush with the metal framework of the headboard. I tilted my head and looked up at the metal framework.
 
    
 
   “Is that headboard new?” I asked suspiciously.  Zach shrugged.  
 
    
 
   “We noticed that it was difficult to tie girls to the bed without a headboard.”  He fiddled with the rubber band, stretching it across his thumb and forefinger.  “Are you sure about this?” He asked hesitatingly.  “Your clit looks like it’s had a tough day.”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath and nodded.  “Please?”  I begged softly.  Zach took a deep breath and shook his head.  
 
    
 
   “You’re a fruit loop, Bre.  No one should suffer this kind of abuse. Not even you.”  But as he said it he pulled the thin band of rubber back three or four inches and then let it go.  Immediately I felt a sharp sting cross my sex, the center positioned right along my clit.  Had I not been tied down I’d have gone nuts, crying out and curling into a tight little ball with every intention of never unfolding again. Instead I had zero options except to vocalize my body’s reaction to the sting and so I let loose with a howl as my back arched tightly and Zach stared with wide eyes. It took me a minute to recover, my toes curled tightly down by the frame board and I tested the rope holding my feet down by the bottom of the bed by trying to see if I could rip it up through the mattress.
 
    
 
   Zach gave me a moment longer but then repeated the little strike of the rubber band, leaving another agonizing line of smarting flesh that seemed to begin and end right on my clitoris.  I concentrated on breathing through it while the rest of me tried to see if I could tighten every single muscle - just for fun.
 
    
 
   “You know,” Zach said, reaching back down to my slit and placing the rubber band once more against my clitoris. “It seems that maybe it shouldn’t just be snaps.”  Suddenly his hand moved, dragging the elastic downward, rolling it over my clit.  It felt… strange, but definitely better than getting the snap itself.
 
    
 
   “See, you need to be teased,” he said, repositioning the rubber band above my slit and then sliding it down once more.  It snagged on my swollen nub, tingling as the rubber band rolled and pulled.  It didn’t quite hurt, and the strange sensation suddenly reignited the fires I’d been feeling earlier.  I let out a colossal moan, the very unique and unexpected feeling of the rubber band rolling along my clit sending all sorts of nerve impulses up to my brain where whatever is broken inside of me continued to short circuit.  I gasped, my hips thrusting upward, trying to get more as something other than my rational brain took over my motor control systems and made it apparent that my sex was now in control, rather than my will.  
 
    
 
   Zach liked it though and continued teasing me with the rubber band until I was gasping and pumping like an athelete on steroids.  I bit my lips, whimpering as an unwholesome need flooded through me and I begged him to answer it, to solve every single one of my problems in the most expedient way he knew how.  So Zach stopped rolling the rubber band and instead snapped it against my clit with a blistering cut that seemed to slice through the haze of need.  Pain lanced through me and I cried out, my fingers clenching tight.  Again I bucked and as I rose to the pinnacle of my allowed height, enforced by the bindings that kept me spread-eagled upon the bed, Zach nailed me again with the rubber band.  
 
    
 
   I plateaued, which is not a good thing when it comes to sex.  It means I found myself on a metaphorical flat plain, neither getting closer or farther away from orgasm, stuck in a sort of perpetual circle as my nerves fired and the rubber band snapped over and over again against my clitoris.  I got tense, like so tense you could have shattered me with a well-placed blow and my world sort of darkened as my sight became tunnel vision.  Everything was about that repeated snap, the sting of the elastic striking my clit over and over, not even hard, but just incessant elasticized blows that frayed my nerves and left me feeling like I’d been flayed and stretched out in the sun to dry.
 
    
 
   And then Zach wrapped the rubber band around his fingers, once, twice, then a third time until it formed a tight little circle.  He literally pinched my clit and with a single gesture, slid the rubber band down his hand and right onto my swollen, abused, raw, extended clitoris.  The elastic tightened and it was like I’d stepped on a landmine.  Except you know, with my pussy.  I was blasted upward and into a zillion pieces, though in reality it was just the total loss of anything even remotely resembling sanity as I orgasmed so long and so powerfully that you’d have thought I’d gotten a new car and was eating chocolate at the same time I was having sex.
 
    
 
   When I came back down to earth I was still bound spread-eagled on the bed and my clit was both throbbing and vibrating.  I lifted my head wearily and saw that damn butterfly, sitting atop my little swollen and rubber band wrapped nodule, shaking as if someone had put fresh batteries in the thing.  I gasped.  It hurt.  But it felt good too.  God I’m fucked up.
 
    
 
   I was starting to shake as Zach hurriedly untied me and when he pulled me upright it was a fight for him to keep me from reaching down and pulling the vibrating butterfly away from my loins.  I heard him yell out something and another one of the frat guys came into the room, grabbing my hands and holding them out as Zach shoved first one, then the other arm into my halter top.  I was crying by this point and Zach bent down and helped me get my bare feet into my skirt. 
 
    
 
   Zach left the room for a moment, leaving me restrained in the hands of the other guy, only to return with a pair of actual handcuffs, the kind the police use.  I was flipped face down onto the bed, the butterfly still rubbing my chaffed and hurting clit while I was unceremoniously cuffed behind the back.  I began to blubber but Zach hauled me to my feet, snagged my heels with his free hand, and marched me out of the room and down the stairs to the front door.
 
    
 
   For a second I thought we were heading to my truck but Zach detoured and made a beeline for his own car.
 
    
 
   “No!” I sobbed. “If I’m driving I can turn it off!” I begged him.
 
    
 
   Zach halted for half a second. “Can you even function?”
 
    
 
   Tears streamed down my cheeks. “Please! It hurts so much!” I pleaded.
 
    
 
   I could see the indecision in his eyes.  “Fine, but I’m coming with you. I’m scared you’re going to wreck or something.” He turned us back toward my truck.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t about to argue.  He opened my little purse and got out my keys.  Then he fished his own key ring out of his pocket.  He had the handcuff key there on the ring and a moment later I was grabbing my own keys and stumbling toward the truck.  Zach jumped closer and held me steady as I shook, barely able to open the door.  Finally I was able to climb in and the moment I was in the driver’s seat I reached down between my legs and turned off the butterfly.
 
    
 
   I sagged forward, putting my head on the steering wheel.  I’m used to all sorts of aches and pains as part of being both a farm girl and being a nympho humiliation pain slut.  But this, this insanely intense focus on just one little nerve bundle, a portion of my anatomy that wasn’t even wider than an inch, suffering from repeated abuse and torment, all designed to either make me cum or scream, or both, was just terrible.  My clit throbbed madly, still wrapped in the tight embrace of the rubber band but at least the abrading movement of the butterfly was off.
 
    
 
   “You okay?” Zach asked, clearly concerned. I pulled my forehead off the steering wheel and the laugh that came out was as close to hysterical as you can get without actually frothing at the mouth.  Of course I was still frothing elsewhere, but that’s beside the point.
 
    
 
   “No. No I’m not okay,” I said, my words sound like I’d just inhaled enough helium to float me to the moon.  “Just give me a second.”
 
    
 
   Zach nodded and sat there patiently.  I must have been a sight too.  Pretty redhead girl, tear streaked and stressed, her skirt too short and showing her slit, thighs soaked, all with her clit swollen and red and wrapped with a fucking rubber band.  In retrospect it’s damned lucky I didn’t get pulled over by a cop.
 
    
 
   It took me about five minutes to get enough control over my short-circuited nervous system to actually have the mental capacity to start the engine.  I managed that and slowly pulled out from the parking lot of the frat house and got on the road.  Zach watched me carefully, always seemingly ready to grab the wheel or something.  Admittedly I drove slowly, cautiously even, wanting not only to increase the time I was on the road, but because my clit still felt like some giant was trying to squeeze all the excess moisture out of it. Fortunately, we didn’t have far to go.  And I was almost done.
 
    
 
   “Where are we going?” Zach asked, looking around.  It was dusk but I knew I was heading in the right direction.
 
    
 
   “Kari’s,” I said simply.  There was only one more task to accomplish and while I was toying with the idea of calling for a medical out, I wanted Kari to be there when I did it.  It would make things so much easier if I didn’t have to justify bailing on an assignment with just my word for it.  If Kari agreed then that would be that. Sure, I’d still get punished for it later, but at least my clit would be spared anything more.
 
    
 
   Zach nodded. He’d been to Kari’s once or twice before but I knew my dominatrix best friend made Zach uncomfortable.  That didn’t surprise me either.  Kari is rather intense and I would imagine that being a man in her presence is a lot like being a deer caught in headlights.  I know that’s how I feel when I’m around her!
 
    
 
   What should have been a twenty minute drive took almost forty and when I pulled up in front of her door I was almost feeling normal.  At least… normal for a girl like me who is used to having her privates used for a variety of sadistic practices that border on criminal.  I was still sore, tender, throbbing and the rubber band was not doing nice things to me.  But I was coherent, which was a plus, and I was mobile (as well as nubile) and I was able to climb out of the truck easily enough.  Zach followed sedately behind me as I marched up to Kari’s door and began stripping.
 
    
 
   When we were in college we lived together for two years.  During that time I spent practically every hour in our apartment (which Kari’s dad paid for) naked.  It was one of Kari’s rules, a holdover from my visiting days when we lived with her parents.  To be honest, I found it liberating.  Kari liked the temperature a little warm so I was rarely cold and having me sexually available at all times meant that Kari played with me a lot.  Of course she’s also an obsessive compulsive who is a neat freak beyond all rationality and so I got spanked, whipped, caned, and clamped at frequent intervals for things like leaving a dirty glass in the sink.  
 
    
 
   Nowadays when I go to Kari’s condo I strip buck naked before even ringing the doorbell.  She’s got this massive oleander bush in front of the porch anyway, so it’s not like I’m visible to the entire neighborhood.  Zach watched with appreciation as I took it all off and then rang the small bell. It took maybe ten seconds before the door opened and Robert, Kari’s boy toy and live in everything stood there.  He looked at me for half a moment, but then he caught sight of Zach and his eyes widened.  I think the problem was that Robert was just as naked as I was, his cock locked in this horribly tight looking restraint, hardened and purple and obviously pulsing with need.  
 
    
 
   “Just a moment, please.”  Then he shut the door, leaving me naked on the stoop and Zach shifting back and forth uncomfortably.
 
    
 
   We waited maybe two minutes, with me shifting back and forth.  Zach had left my heels in the car so I was barefoot and he put a comforting hand on my back and started rubbing up and down, all the way down even, trying to relieve some of my tension.
 
    
 
   Suddenly the door opened again.  Robert was still standing there, but now he was dressed in a polo shirt and a pair of khaki shorts.  The bulge made it clear that he was still locked into the penis restraint.
 
    
 
   “Please come in,” he said politely.  I smiled at him and walked in, followed closely by Zach.  Kari’s place wasn’t any different from the last time I’d been there, but it was just as insanely clean and exquisitely decorated as before.  She’d added some more art, but it was small and blended well with her current style.  I glanced around and noticed something missing.  Kari herself.
 
    
 
   “Where is she?” I asked Robert.
 
    
 
   “She’s freshening up.  She asked me to take you to your bedroom and get you situated.”  He said it almost apologetically.
 
    
 
   I fidgeted.  “I want to take a medical out,” I said simply.
 
    
 
   Robert’s eyebrows went up in surprise.  “Really?”
 
    
 
   I nodded.  “Yeah. I think I’m justified.” I pointed to my crotch and spread my legs a bit.  The butterfly was in the way, but from the side you could see my swollen clit.  Robert winced, just a bit.
 
    
 
   “I still have to get you on the iBench,” he said.
 
    
 
   I sighed. “Okay.  I’ll talk to her when I see her.”
 
    
 
   Robert nodded. “Once I get you down I’ll let her know,” he said.
 
    
 
   So I followed Robert to what is affectionately known as “Breanne’s Bedroom” but should actually be called “the dungeon”.  It’s a fairly good-sized room.  When you walk in the first thing you notice is that the floor is wood, with only a few throw rugs down in certain spaces.  A St. Andrew’s Cross dominates the back right hand corner, and there is a metal rolling cart with an actual TENS unit sitting on the top.  A number of electrical probes, clamps, and instruments, all sporting plug-in wires, lie ready on the lower shelf of the cart.  Then a little farther down the wall is the iBench, a metal frame that looks like a capital letter “I” with a padded bench in the center and enough cables, cuffs, and pulleys to keep anyone spread in practically any position imaginable.  In the center of the room was a stool without a seat, a set of double dildos attached to a motor waiting for the stupid or helpless to sit on it.  I call it the Full Bore Seat.  And then to the right of the door was the icon piece, Kari’s wooden horse.  It was made of solid oak, hand crafted and the center of the saddle had not only been slightly worn but glistened with oil and other juices that had been forced into the wood.  I’d ridden that damn thing so many times that I was positive it knew my name.  I’d actually had to oil it with my boobs.  
 
    
 
   Robert went straight to the iBench and I followed along obediently.  Lying down, I scooted up to the top and closed my eyes as Robert lifted each foot delicately and strapped a leather cuff around my ankles.  Then my wrists followed suite and Zach, who had been watching, stepped up to help Robert with the cranks.  I felt my legs split, widening as the cables pulled my feet outward toward the ends of the iBench.  My thighs rippled and I felt this strange pulse inside me as I was forcibly opened.  My arms were winched outward as well and in the space of seconds I’d gone from being naked and free to being naked and so totally restrained that I couldn’t even twist off the bench.  There was just no play.  And then Robert actually put on the waist strap, a Velcro belt that tightened diabolically just above my hips.  Movement was totally forgotten.
 
    
 
   “Isn’t this supposed to be on?” Robert asked, pointing at my Butterfly.  Oops.  I had forgotten to turn it back on when I’d gotten out of the truck.  I gave him a blank stare. 
 
    
 
   “Medical out?” I repeated.  Robert nodded sympathetically and began removing the butterfly clitoral vibrator.  The straps came off and then I sighed as it was pulled away from my clitoris.  Robert put it on the little cart holding the TENS unit and then came back.
 
    
 
   “Is that a rubber band on your clit?” he asked.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Please? Take it off?” I begged.
 
    
 
   Robert nodded and bent down.  His fingers were soft and delicate and he tried his best to get the rubber band off without hurting me.  But as the rubber band came loose, I realized that the pain of it wasn’t the problem.  It was the wetness.  I was soaked.  And that was a bad thing.
 
    
 
   “Hello Zach. How are you?” I heard Kari ask from the doorway.  My head twisted to the right and I looked at her.  She was shaking Zach’s hand and his eyes were just a little wide.  She was wearing a black leather corset that left both of her breasts exposed, the nipples two hard little points that caught the eye.  Covering her loins she had on a pair of panties that matched the corset, except there was a gold metal zipper running up through the crotch, obvious and just a little over the top.  Her feet were encased in a pair of thigh high black (leather of course) boots that just emphasized the smooth narrowness of her thighs.  And in her left hand she carried both a leather sap and a strap on dildo with a black synthetic cock that looked just a little too big to be comfortable - for anyone.  Or maybe it was just the angle I was looking at it.
 
    
 
   “Are you here for a milking?” Kari asked with a smile.
 
    
 
   I didn’t think it was possible for Zach’s eyes to get bigger, but they did and he suddenly looked nervous.
 
    
 
   Well… more nervous.
 
    
 
   “No ma’am,” he said politely. “I was worried about Breanne so I accompanied her.  She’s hoping for a medical out.”
 
    
 
   Kari didn’t smile, but at least she didn’t frown.  Instead she turned and looked at me and let go of Zach’s hand.  She moved over to me and glanced down at me.
 
    
 
   “You want a medical out?” she demanded.  “Why?”
 
    
 
   I took a deep breath. “Because I can’t take anymore, Kari.  My clit hurts!” I said, probably a bit more forcefully than I should have.
 
    
 
   Kari put her hand on my thigh, just below the belt strap and ran her hand down my loin until I felt her touch my petals.  She ran a fingertip through the wetness, rolling it around the opening of my vagina until I gasped, twitching.  
 
    
 
   “You seem to be wanting,” she said sardonically, bringing her gooey finger up to her mouth and licking my juice off the tip.  “Are you really that sensitive?”  She reached back down and this time she actually touched my swollen clit.  I gasped, my back arching and was surprised as my pussy gushed even more.
 
    
 
   “If you take the medical out you’ll have to spend a day at the kennel,” she said quietly.
 
    
 
   This time it was my eyes widening. “What?  Are you kidding me?” I demanded, which didn’t come off the way I wanted it because I was bound spread-eagled on the stupid iBench.
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged. “Margaret and Lisa asked.  I’ve just been ignoring the request because I know how you feel about it.”
 
    
 
   If you don’t know what she’s talking about, then you should know that in the past I’ve been subjected to some rather humiliating and quite disgusting things that I didn’t like.  And I mean that I REALLY didn’t like these things.  Okay, I hated it.  Absolutely and with a passion.  There was just one problem.  The three times it’s been done to me the orgasms I had were like the most powerful I’ve ever experienced.  I guess it was the humiliation factor that did it.  But I’ve sworn up and down that I won’t do that again.  Except, I’ve never added it to my limitations.  Intellectually I know that the reason I haven’t said “never” is because while my brain doesn’t want to do it, there is this little tiny part of me, that I’ve buried deep and ignore completely, that wants it again.  I don’t listen to that part.
 
    
 
   I shook my head. “No.  No Kari.  I don’t want to go to the kennel.”  My bottom lip trembled.
 
    
 
   Kari shrugged. “I know.  But I need to know how bad you want this medical out.  We both know what I have to do to you in order to finish this assignment.  So is saving your clit now worth what you’ll go through at the kennel?”
 
    
 
   I closed my eyes.  Choices choices.  Agony, pain, and another orgasm, or the utter disgusting humiliation of being a pet girl at the kennel and the discomfort and disgust of being bred?  Ah, the life of a nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   I bit my lip.  Finally I whispered my choice.
 
    
 
   Kari nodded and straightened up.  Robert quietly left the room, his eyes sad, while Zach looked on in both amazement and worry.  Kari moved over to the TENS unit and rolled the cart over to the end of the iBench.  
 
    
 
   “Can you please plug it in, Zach?”
 
    
 
   Zach nodded and moved over, unwrapping the extension cord from the back and quickly got the device plugged into the wall socket.  While he was doing that, Kari reached into the second shelf and pulled out a single forceps clamp.  Black and red wires led to the plates at the end, both of which were capped with rubber, then had copper tabs glued to the rubber jaws.  Kari brought the scissor-like clamp forward and with deft movements centered it over my inflamed clitoris and then squeezed.
 
    
 
   I yelped.  It hurt. Not bad. She didn’t try to crush me.  That wasn’t the point. She just wanted to make sure that if I bucked the clamp wouldn’t go flying.  And once that was done she took the wires and plugged them into the TENS unit.  TENS stands for transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator and Kari turned it on and set two dials, one which handled the intensity and the other the pulse duration.  Then she flicked a little red lit switch and my clit was instantly electrified.
 
    
 
   Getting shocked by the TENS unit can vary between total agony and warm pleasure.  Everything depends on the intensity of the voltage.  Whatever setting Kari had put me on, it was low and so instead of this scream inducing shock, my clit was subjected to a low pulse that was a cross between a gentle suckle and being tickled with a feather.  It was maddening, and because I was already so sore and so swollen, it felt like a rough tongue being dragged against super-sensitive skin.  And it did exactly what both Kari and I were hoping for, which was push my arousal levels upward.  
 
    
 
   Kari turned to Zach. “If you’re going to stay you will remove your pants and allow me to bind you to the St. Andrew’s Cross.”
 
    
 
   Zach’s eyes narrowed. “I’m not a submissive Ms. Kari.”
 
    
 
   She smiled as my hips began to roll, bucking slightly as the electricity fucked me.  “Every man is my submissive,” she said wickedly.  Zach raised his hands as if he were worried she’d attack him.
 
    
 
   “Look, I’m just here for Breanne.  To make sure she’s all right.”
 
    
 
   Kari grin broadened. “If you want to know what happens to her then you’ll need to stay.”
 
    
 
   “Or I could just read about it on the blog in a few days,” Zach muttered in response.
 
    
 
   Kari actually laughed at that. “You’re free to stay or go, Zach.  But if you stay it will be at my pleasure.  You will cum, more than once.  But it will also hurt. Choose.”
 
    
 
   Zach stared at her for just a moment, then stepped over to the iBench. He bent down and kissed me passionately on the lips, his hand on my breast, tweaking my nipple between thumb and forefinger.
 
    
 
   “See you later, Breanne.  I’ll get one of the guys to come and pick me up.”
 
    
 
   And he turned and fucking left.  I didn’t even have the words for that, except possibly that Zach is one of the smartest men I’ve ever known.
 
    
 
   Kari walked him out, leaving me alone to suffer the nonstop pulses of electrical energy that were flowing into one side of my clit, making the whole thing twitch violently, to slip out the other.  Negative to positive and with each passing second I was getting more and more aroused, wetter and wetter and I could feel the moisture dripping from my sex.  It was wrong.  After all I’d endured, to have this done to me was just plain wrong.
 
    
 
   Kari didn’t come back either, leaving me in the semi-darkness of the dungeon, my clit clamped and pulsing and I slipped into this sort of fugue state where my brain seemed to become disconnected from my body and was only tethered to reality by the single nerve path that led from my clit to the pleasure centers of my brain.  
 
    
 
   I know Kari checked on me, because I remember the single thrusts of her finger through my folds, avoiding my clit.  And each time she pulled out and I was wetter and hornier than before, she turned up the dial on the TENS unit, pouring just a touch more electricity into my worn clitoris. It built me up and so when she came in the fourth time to check on me, a puddle had formed on the bench and floor beneath me.  Each shock that hit me was accompanied by my back arching, my toes curling, and my entire body shaking - and I hadn’t even realized it.  My clit tingled and throbbed and all I knew, the only thing I cared about, was that she’d allow me to cum soon.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready, sweetheart?” Kari asked me gently, her fingers touching the forceps clamp and twisting it slightly. That sent a fresh surge through me and I gasped, nodding.  Kari smiled and opened the clamp.  She set the clamp down and turned off the TENS unit, and with swift movements picked up the leather sap, a flexible paddle with a rectangular head, made of supple leather.
 
    
 
   Kari hit me.  Right between the legs.  The blows started off firm but light, and as my hips bucked and the intensity and sensation sent me into orbit, her strokes increased in strength and speed.  I cried out, my entire body trembling and shaking as she whacked at my loins, my clit the brunt of her ministrations.  Pain exploded between my legs, mixing with the pleasure, the need I’d endured for the last hour and it became confused and all mixed up and my fried and tired brain couldn’t make head or tails of what my body was reporting and that’s when it happened.  Somewhere between Kari’s twentieth and fortieth stroke I exploded with heat and light and barely hung on to consciousness as everything went white and that damaged part of me, that fucked up, crazy, insane, masochistic sense that labels me clearly as a deviant degenerate, quietly and completely said “Oh God… YES!”
 
    
 
   I don’t remember Kari stopping. And I don’t remember Robert coming in and loosening me from the iBench.  I do remember lying face down on Kari’s bed, Robert’s naked body straddling mine, his cock sliding through my buttocks as he rubbed mineral oil across my back.  He didn’t fuck me, but he still came, erupting in the small of my back and rubbing his cream into my skin with the oil.  Then he did my legs, the bottoms of my feet, and eventually he rolled me over and rubbed my arms and fingers and breasts.  The only part he didn’t dare touch was my sex, including my clit, and I thanked him for it when he was done.
 
    
 
   Kari came in and kissed me, then removed all of her clothes and cuddled me. It was wonderful and she held me as I fell asleep, warm and comfortable, soft and used, and very much loved.
 
    
 
   As for Master Sadistic and his love/hate relationship with my clitoris?  Well, we’ll see what his next few assignments looks like.  This one is done.
 
    
 
   Breanne - This will be a lengthy assignment and I suggest that you abstain from any kind of sexual activity that subjects your clitoris to stimulation of any kind for a day or two prior to completing this assignment.  Of course, I’d like nothing better than for you to start this assignment already chapped, sore, and tender, but I’m not heartless - just sadistic.
 
    
 
   For this assignment your toy of the day will be your butterfly clitoral vibrator.  That’s it.  No dildos, vibroballs, or anything else stuck up your twat.  You will dress in a short skirt and no panties. I don’t care what you wear for a shirt or shoes.  Your choice.  
 
    
 
   You will complete eight tasks, all of which will require a clitoral orgasm to finish.  You are not allowed to have anything stuck up your sex or ass, nor are you allowed to have anything clamped to your tits.  Violation of this requirement will mean repeating the previous task as well as the current one.  The only other sexual act you are permitted besides the assigned tasks will be oral sex.  You can give as many blowjobs and/or cunnlingus as necessary or desired.  You must do the tasks in order.  Once you’ve cum for that particular task you will put the butterfly over your clit and turn it on to low until you start the next task.  Should you have an orgasm from just the butterfly you will have to go back and repeat the previous task.  Here are the tasks:
 
    
 
   ●                  Lube clit with Stinging O, then place vibrator against clit , on highest level, while sitting in a public place.
 
   ●                  Have someone attach a clothespin to your clit and flick it until you’ve cum.
 
   ●                  Invite someone to pour hot candle wax on your clit, followed by spanking the cooling wax off with a ruler until you’ve cum.
 
   ●                  Clamp your clit with a pair of chopsticks and rubber bands. Put your butterfly back over it until you’ve cum.
 
   ●                  Have someone rub your clit with ice until you’ve cum.
 
   ●                  Attach your alligator clamp to your clit and tie a piece of elastic to the end.  Attach a ½ lbs weight to the elastic and bounce it until you’ve cum.
 
   ●                  Have someone snap a thin rubber band against your clit until you’ve cum.
 
   ●                  Invite someone to sap your clit until you’ve cum.
 
    
 
    
 
   About the Author:
 
   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.
 
   Breanne is the author of two novels and her popular “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” series, along with a number of minor works, most of which are available at her website: www.michaelalexanderstories.com.  
 
   Breanne is a bit willowy, and approximately five foot four (and a quarter as she likes to remind everyone). She is naturally a brunette, but dyes her hair auburn.  Breanne is rather curvy with an infectious smile, bright eyes, and laughs easily. Breanne sticks mostly to the general BDSM/Realism genre, but has dabbled in both horror and fiction erotica.
 
   She currently lives with her parents in Katy, Texas, helping out at the family farm between sexual escapades.
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