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    See what Breanne’s reviewers are saying! 
 
      
 
    “Way better than most books in the class.” 
 
    “Best dark erotica yet!” 
 
    “I couldn’t stop reading.” 
 
    “Five stars.” 
 
    “Pain slut extraordinaire!” 
 
    “Finally. Something real and not just fluff.” 
 
    “Breanne is out of control.” 
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    Foreword – Julie Uterro 
 
      
 
    Hi. My name is Julie, and I happen to be Breanne’s mistress. There are a couple things I want to warn you about before you read her book. First of all, if you love BDSM, the serious, dark kind, then you’re in for a treat. If you’re looking for another shade of gray – you might not be ready for this. Sorry, but it’s the truth. No, I’m not talking blood or cutting or anything like that. Breanne would never go for something that disturbing, but she’s certainly a glutton for punishment.  
 
      
 
    The second thing you need to know is that you’re picking up this story in the middle. Or maybe near the end. It’s not necessary to read Breanne’s “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” Series, or her other novels, like The Society of the Golden Rose, or Coming of Age. But then again, maybe you should. Some people love Breanne’s work because of something called “depth of character”. Whatever the hell that means. In any event, if you haven’t read any of Bre’s other tales, you need to know that she calls herself a nympho humiliation pain slut. She craves sex, being embarrassed publicly makes her orgasms stronger, a little bit of acute discomfort cranks up the volume as well, and as a slut… well – that means those lucky enough to have her tied spread-eagled to their bed don’t have to pay for it. 
 
      
 
    Sorry that you do. But hey, it’s a book. Right? 
 
      
 
    The third thing I want to explain to you is where the idea for this came from. One of her online doms, the ones who send suggestions (she calls them “assignments”) to her, contacted me directly and asked for something simple. He wanted to hear about Breanne from someone other than herself. A sort of “quality review” of her cock-sucking skills. I figured, why stop there? So I wrote up an evaluation form, added some specifics about what I wanted tested (resulting in more torment for my favorite nympho humiliation pain slut), and collaborated with Kari (Bre’s other mistress and boss) on who to send her too. In fact, we basically put her on trial – to determine if she’d been living up to her “Rules of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.” 
 
      
 
    The results of this little “assignment” were fantastic, but I don’t want to spoil any surprises. So I’ll shut up now. Go on. Read. Enjoy. Quiver. Cum. Find out if Bre can keep the title of nympho humiliation pain slut at the very end. 
 
      
 
    Oh… and if YOU have a suggestion for our favorite little red headed NHPS… well… my email address is julieuterro.sgr@gmail.com. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    [image: ]Chapter One  
 
      
 
    I sat in the dark. Waiting. The minutes ticked by and I could hear the metallic sound of water dripping into the sink, an eerie pulse that seemed much slower than my own. The scent of old pizza and vinegar, no doubt left from someone’s half eaten salad, lingered in the air. I shifted my weight, uncomfortable and tense. The 60’s era, vinyl and aluminum chair that I was sitting in was a bit cold and I couldn’t keep from fidgeting. I tensed, squirmed around, testing the ropes, grunting softly as I did.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne,” came an admonishing voice. “Just sit still.” 
 
      
 
    I cocked my head toward the sound, unable to see thanks to the blindfold that was covering my eyes. The voice was from one of my Society sisters; Kylie, a cute brunette with a pixie cut and skin that felt like soft butter. She was the kind of friend who could understand what I was going through, even if she was currently being spared the same level of degradation and discomfort. I heard movement, the soft slap of bare feet on the tile floor as Kylie came over. A moment later her hand was on my naked shoulder, giving me an understanding squeeze. 
 
      
 
    I sighed dramatically. “You want to change places?” I asked wryly, even though I really didn’t mean it. My hips twerked back and forth and my pussy tightened in rhythmic spasm. It wasn’t by choice. It was a normal, involuntary, physical reaction to stimuli. 
 
      
 
    Kylie let out a light laugh. “Do you mean on the chair? Or for this entire review? What’s the matter? Can’t take the vibrations?” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help chuckling. “Either. Both.” 
 
      
 
    Kylie ran her hand down my back, more of a sympathetic rub than caress. It felt good and I sighed again. Then she slid her fingers around to my front. I wasn’t wearing a darn thing so her touch changed to something more sensual. I gasped a little as she found my right nipple and gently manipulated the gold padlock that hung from the piercing. That certainly didn’t help me to resist the sexual stimulation I was already getting from my lower half. The problem was that I was very receptive to that kind of meddling.  
 
      
 
    “Kylie!” I gasped, my pussy tightening on the massive vibrator that I was sitting on. “I’m not supposed to cum!” 
 
      
 
    She laughed softly. “Yeah. Right. You? That’s what you do best,” she retorted. “Hell, we’re all in awe of you.” She sighed, but moved her fingers back up to my neck and began massaging me. “Honestly? I’d accept your seat, except I’m not comfortable with vibrators that big. And besides, didn’t Julie and Kari lube it with that tingling stuff?” Kylie asked.  
 
      
 
    I nodded, still trying to ignore the now faded, burning sensation that accompanied the rumbling earthquake between my legs. “Yes,” I admitted. “It’s mostly gone by now, but…” 
 
      
 
    “But you can’t sit still worth a damn. Yeah. I know. Savannah used some on me three weeks ago. Guess she’s been reading some of your ‘tales’ and thought I could do what you do.” Kylie sighed. “So much for that!” She gave my shoulders a quick, inspirational squeeze. “So, no thank you.” She massaged my muscles for a moment. “And as far as the review goes, I’m not the one being reviewed. Are you really going to accept their ruling?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I bit my bottom lip. Her question was serious. I wasn’t exactly sure. But surely this was just a formality. Right? I grunted, then found my hips shifting back and forth again. To be honest, it wasn’t the vibrator that was uncomfortable, or even the chemical torment my mistress, Julie Uterro, had used to lube it. It was the damn anal plug. I hate having things in my ass. “Consequences,” I muttered. “What can they do to me worse than this?” I asked. I’d have made some wild, inconsequential gestures, but with my hands bound behind my back, even that freedom was denied me. The blindfold itched too. 
 
      
 
    Kylie knelt down beside me. I could tell. “Breanne, I hope you’re taking this seriously. You could be in some real trouble. Mistress Lucille is here and I know she intends to work you over. You need to be on your best behavior and keep your sarcasm in check. The least little bit will get you punished. I know my mistress intends to keep an eye on you.” She said it with more than the usual reservations. 
 
      
 
    I frowned. “Savannah can take her riding crop and stick it up her own…” 
 
      
 
    A gasp interrupted me and I felt Kylie stiffen. I tilted my head to the side, a sudden sinking feeling seeping through my gut. I felt a new presence behind me and cursed my own stupid mouth. With my luck it would be… 
 
      
 
    “Hello Breanne. I’m sure my riding crop would be an interesting fuck, but I can guarantee that it will be you, not me, that gets to try out both ends today,” said Mistress Savannah. I was suddenly grateful for the blindfold. That way she couldn’t see me close my eyes, berating myself for stupidity. Great. I’d just earned a cropping. Wonderful. Brilliant Breanne. Way to go. And I had no trouble imagining just what parts of my anatomy Mistress Savannah would be focusing on. 
 
      
 
    “Free her,” ordered Savannah and I knew that she was talking to Kylie, rather than me. I felt Kylie bend down and the steel chain that connected the wrist cuffs to the chair frame were freed, leaving me still wearing the leather bondage gear, but at least enabling me to finally get up off the vibrator. I stood, my arms still bound behind my back. Between my legs, the slick sex toy slid out, my trembling, soaked pussy unable to hold it in. I half expected to hear it strike the ground, rattling. But someone must have caught it and turned it off.   
 
      
 
    “Bring her,” commanded Savannah. Kylie stood and pushed between my side and my right arm, just at the elbow, guiding me forward. I took a tender step even as I felt the familiar trickle of moisture running down the inside of my leg. I sighed, but this wasn’t that odd for a girl like me. In fact, it was sort of the norm. What did feel weird though was being empty. At least, having my sex empty. I would have appreciated having my ass vacated. Unfortunately, the Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating Anal Plug was one of Julie’s favorites to inflict upon me and it wriggled in my bottom, the vibrations set to low.  I felt the controller against my hip where the ring of gold-colored, steel circles made a belt around my waist.  
 
      
 
    Blindfolded, I shouldn’t have known where I was or where we were going, but we turned right at the door of the kitchen and despite the fact that I couldn’t see, I knew exactly where I was and where I was going. We were in the meeting rooms of the Society of the Golden Rose, a sorority of sort, though not the kind you would ever find recruiting in the student union of your local university.  
 
      
 
    The very premise of our organization was based upon something no college could ever openly accept: the intense and almost total subjugation of submissive women by dominant ones. To put it bluntly, the Society of the Golden Rose was a social sex club made up of influential and powerful lesbian (or at least bi) women, all with a perverted streak of sadism running through their veins. Me? I was one of the submissive members, the mark of the Society - that previously mentioned padlock - hanging from my right tit like some sort of tag. It was emblazoned with the gold rose itself.  
 
      
 
    All in all it wasn’t a bad thing and while my phrasing might have you envisioning some sort of enclave of women getting whipped bloody, you’d be wrong. I’d witnessed some very profound, loving relationships between Society mistresses and their submissives. They came in pairs and while the original version had been something evil and wrong, what it became was a social setting for some ladies with rather loose and deviant sexual proclivities. I’m something of a pervert myself, a sexual wunderkind with some serious masochism issues that I’ve been told require a doctor’s diagnosis, psychological counseling, and probably medication. In short, I crave sex. I love it. I want it. I’m addicted to the almighty orgasm - the best, all natural, totally legal drug ever produced. And half of me needed that high, pushed to even more intensity by the things most sexual masochists desire; humiliation, submission, and pain.  
 
      
 
    In legally acceptable amounts of course. 
 
      
 
    The other half of me is a Roman Catholic, South Texas farm girl, whose modesty and humility make me totally unsuited for anything remotely sexual. Which is why it’s such a war every time I’m subjected to one of these sexual escapades. I’m not at war with everyone else. I’m at war with me. Half of me wants it. Half of me hates it. 
 
      
 
    The Society meeting room is a converted warehouse. The rent was cheap and the air conditioner noisy enough to muffle the sounds of passionate screams. It also helped that our neighboring docks were vacant. Heavy, plush carpet had been installed and two accordion doors had been hung, able to bisect the massive single room into smaller areas. The one furthest from the door had become a sort of storage area, the kind the Marquis de Sade would have had in his castle. Wooden horses, stocks, platforms, pillars, bondage frames, crosses - whatever; it was probably sitting back there in the darkness, covered with a white sheet to keep it clean and dust free, mounted on wheels, waiting for some mistress to need it, and some submissive to endure it. 
 
      
 
    For normal gatherings, a number of sofas, couches, settees, and pads would be set out, along with tables, so that the socializing and sex could happen. The fact that many of these tables would be decorated with jars of clothespins, vibrators, dildos, and rope just was part of the fun.  
 
      
 
    But this was no normal gathering, and even had I been able to see, the blindfold magically whisked from my head, I doubted things would be arranged in such a familiar pattern. I could easily imagine a single light illuminating a small circle. But what kind of furniture would be waiting? Everything was malleable at the Society meeting rooms. Wooden ponies, stretching racks, X benches, crosses… there were so many possibilities. Then I wondered who beside Savannah would be there? I knew Julie would be present. She was my personal mistress, though I think I’d also count her as a close friend. She really cared about me, despite the fact that she was responsible for this whole “review” thing. It had been Julie who had stuffed me with the Titanmen Anal Plug, then jammed me down on a vibrator, blindfolded, burning from the cream, plugged, and stuffed, stewing in my own sexual purgatory, while everyone arrived. In short, there was going to be a shindig and I was the party favor of the evening. 
 
      
 
    A fresh set of hands grabbed my arm on the left side and Kylie’s fingers fell away. The new hands were firm, strong, and confident. They seemed to express a deep seated mastery of me and I was positioned, quite firmly, in a particular spot, then roughly turned around. A moment later, bright light hit my eyes as the blindfold was yanked off and I blinked rapidly, trying to see. Mostly I looked down, trying to get my vision to adjust. 
 
      
 
    The first thing I saw clearly was the sybian machine, sitting on the floor directly in front of me. This one belonged to the Society and was equipped with an actual phallus intended for complete penetration. I also couldn’t help noticing the clitoral pad was lined with about three dozen firm, rubber spikes, each one pointed enough to cause some intense sensations, but none long enough, or sharp enough, to penetrate skin. Yay. Wouldn’t that be fun to mash my clit against? 
 
      
 
    There was an audible whimper off to my side, drawing my attention and I looked that direction. A St. Andrew’s Cross stood upright nearby and it was occupied. The girl on the cross was blonde, but ridiculously short. I recognized her immediately as one of my fellow sisters of submission, her right breast glittering with the same gold padlock that hung from mine. Gwen was gagged, which was probably because she’d been making a lot of noise. Her body was covered with fresh marks, obviously left by a flogger, but I knew that Gwendolyn was one of those girls who enjoyed the sensation.  
 
      
 
    For a moment I wondered why she was making all the noise, but then I saw the toy, strapped to her loins; a Rotating Venus Penis. From the way her hips were rolling I suspected that both functions - the churning, corkscrew phallus and the vibration - were active. Her thighs glistened wetly and I wondered if she’d been secured there even before I’d arrived. I’ve never been able to withstand the RVP. It makes me cum. And since I’d been told not to cum, maybe my torment in the kitchen hadn’t been so bad.  
 
      
 
    Then came another whimper, but this one was off to the other side of me. I looked to my left. Straddling a wooden pony was Bethany, another one of my Society sisters. This was a touch surprising to me since Bethany was one of the old guard - a submissive from the early days of the Society, back when it was run by a rather cruel woman who didn’t understand the relationship of a submissive to a dominant. Mistress Ellen had encouraged mistreatment, angering quite a few people, most especially Kari, who’d been invited to join. Kari had brought me along - one requirement of the Society was that you had to have your very own submissive to share - not really knowing what we were getting into. It hadn’t taken long for Kari to rebel and take the entire damn thing away from Ellen.  
 
      
 
    But hey, I’ve told that story. You can read it if you’d like. So I’m not going to bore you with it now. Suffice to say, from Kari, the leadership eventually went to Mistress Isobel. Me? I was given to Julie. In the end I think it all worked out. Kari was still very much a part of my life, considering I worked for her. And Julie? Well, I adored her. 
 
      
 
    Like I said, Bethany was old guard, the submissive to a mistress named Lucille. I wasn’t fond of Mistress Lucille, and found her a little crueler than I cared for. What’s more, neither Julie nor Kari liked the woman either. Yet, Lucille obeyed the rules of the Society. Her submissive, Bethany, was cute, with shoulder length brown hair and was fighting the weight monster just like the rest of us. I tend to start thickening at the waist and thighs, but Beth’s excess weight had gone into her ass and breasts, making her look overly lush. She was barefoot and standing on tiptoe, her hips already rolling as she slid her shaved pussy along the sharp edge of the well-oiled wood. Both of her nipples were crushed between the pads of clover clamps and an iron weight had been hung between. She too was gagged, the red rubber ball wet as spittle dripped down from her chin, soaking her sternum. 
 
      
 
    I felt sorry for her. God, I hate gags. And to suffer the weights and clover clamps at the same time you’re riding the wooden pony? Brutal. I just hoped she hadn’t been on it long. She was still on tiptoe, so that was a good sign. 
 
      
 
    Then my eyes adjusted even more. A few feet further out, almost to the edge of the circle of torment around me, were two tables, placed at a slight angle to each other. Black tablecloths covered them and behind each table sat three women. The tables were stacked with papers, notepads, pens, and to my increasing concern; a violet wand, a crop, and a mobile TENS Unit.  
 
      
 
    At the far right sat Lucille McGivens, Bethany’s mistress. Dark eyed with a penchant for wanting lots of oral sex, she was known among the other submissives for being hard to please. I’d suffered under her hand a number of times during swaps and while she’d never done anything to me I couldn’t handle, she wasn’t the kind of mistress that made sure her submissives were as satisfied as she was. She was very much about her own kind of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    My eyes brightened as I saw who sat next to Lucille. It was Kari, the girl I’d first everythinged. We’d met in middle school and over the space of two decades bonded in ways that can’t even be described. She was my first kiss, my first lover, my first mistress, and now that I think about it, my first real employer. She’d been the one to care for me during my many depressions, and she’d been the one to not only accept the dark, perverted beast inside my soul, but nurture it, letting it gain in strength and power so that the decent, innocent side of me couldn’t keep it at bay.  
 
      
 
    Wow. Phrased like that she comes out looking kind of dark. Very Queen Mab, yes?  
 
      
 
    Next to my former mistress sat my current one. Julie Uterro was six years my junior and took an open delight in sexually tormenting me whenever, and wherever possible. Her cherub like face was expressive, bright, and clearly excited and she was wearing this blood red lipstick that went well with her “sexy vampire meets motorcycle gang” attire. A black leather corset brought her unimpressive cleavage together into something more visually appealing and the tight, ebony colored, leather pants did nothing but create some very interesting curves. Say what you will about her immaterial weight and slight frame, I woke up every morning with an intense desire to find her straddling me, preferably with a strap-on dildo wrapped around her waist and a whip in her hand. 
 
      
 
    Seated at the next table was Isobel, the Society’s matron, but she was close enough to Julie that they could easily chat. Mistress Isobel looks very Mediterranean and has the chocolate colored hair and olive skin that matches it. I’ve compared her to Sophie Marceau before, but to be honest, she looks more like another Bond girl; Carolyn Munro from “The Spy Who Loved Me”. She is exotic and smells of sweet spices like cinnamon and nutmeg and clove, with a touch of cardamom. She’s very no-nonsense and I had to admit that when Kari abdicated her post as Matron of the Society, Isobel was the perfect fit. I didn’t see her submissive Madeline, our little French maid, but I had no doubt that Maddie was around somewhere, probably making espressos or coffee for the mistresses.  
 
    
Next to Isobel sat the gorgeous, blonde Southern Bell, Savannah. I didn’t see her crop but I knew that it was probably close by. I could see Kylie kneeling behind her, head down, no doubt waiting for her mistress’ next command. Savannah was someone I had a lot of respect for. She was sweet, but firm, and Kylie was an absolute kitten. Julie and I frequently went out with them on social excursions that almost always turned into sexual events. What can I say? I like how Savannah tastes and it’s even better when it’s mixed with Kylie’s flavor. If Blue Bell had an ice cream entitled Kylie & Savannah Swirl I’d eat it every day.  
 
      
 
    Lastly, at the far end, sat our newest mistress, a woman named Amanda. She was Gwendolyn’s mistress and I’d only had a few encounters with the woman and her sub. I had to admit that I wondered why Gwendolyn and Bethany had been singled out to get punished with me. Not that I’d been punished - yet. But I figured that was just a matter of time. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne,” said Julie. “Take a seat.” She gestured at the sybian. I looked up at her with a raised eyebrow. Take a seat? Was she kidding me? Then Julie gave me a cross look and with a sigh I stepped over the half barrel like object and sank down, kneeling on the soft leather pads positioned to either side. I didn’t need to be told to rub my already well sauced pussy along the phallus and I was surprised to find it already oiled, or lubed, because it slid into me quickly. Maybe one of the other girls had been on it recently. I spread my legs further apart and made myself as comfortable as I could, what with my pudenda resting on plastic spikes while an overly large synthetic dick impaled me firmly. Never mind the still lightly vibrating anal plug in my ass. But at least they didn’t turn on the sybian. I shifted left and right, wincing as one of the spikes found my clit, poking it roughly. 
 
      
 
    Then I felt a cold tingle and groaned. Lubricant my ass. More of the chemical stimulant had been used. It made my pussy contract tightly and a second later I was rhythmically fucking the phallus because my slit was starting to heat up. I could just imagine how it looked. Here was this cute redhead, known for her obscene sexual appetites, grinding away frantically on a sybian - and the damn thing wasn’t even on. What a slut! The prickling of my clit just added to the pressure and I wondered if the assembled mistresses were trying to make me explode before we even started. If so, they were doing a pretty damn good job. My pussy heated up exponentially until it felt like someone had lit my clit on fire. I twisted, my wrists still bound behind my back. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne,” Julie said dramatically, ignoring my obvious discomfort. “This board of review is convened to evaluate your sexual performance over the last few weeks; to verify that you have been following your ‘NHPS Rules’ at all times, and finally, to determine whether or not you still have the right to claim the title of nympho humiliation pain slut.”  She picked up a few papers and began leafing through them. “There are over thirty reviews which we must go through. Some are simple and for services rendered. Others are evaluations of your physique, attitude, and general fuckability. All of them judge your compliance with the NHPS Rules.” 
 
      
 
    I froze in shock, which is a pretty neat trick when you’ve got five inches of rubber cock buried in your pussy, coated with a substance designed to make it feel like you just had sex with a hot curling iron. I just stared at her. I hadn’t quite expected… I mean… yes… reviews… but… her tone! This sounded a hell of a lot more serious than I’d expected. This was supposed to be a joke! It was just a silly “assignment” thought up by one of my online doms - Master Matt. He wanted to hear some feedback on my actual performance. That was all! What the hell was Julie doing? Compliance with the NHPS Rules? The right to call myself a nympho humiliation pain slut? What the fuck? 
 
      
 
    “Mistress Lucille will handle the first review,” Julie announced smugly. 
 
      
 
    With a feeling of sudden apprehension, I turned my head to the right and looked at Mistress Lucille. She gave me a wicked smile, as if she were contemplating having me spitted, basted, and then slow roasted over a bed of hot coals. “Breanne, thank you for joining us. I’m sure this afternoon will be quite enlightening. We’ve all been forced to endure your patronizing tales and sarcastic, demeaning attitude. Now we’ll see if the reality stacks up to the hype.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked at that. Everyone in the Society knew that I wrote out my “tales”, at least the more interesting tidbits of what happens to me, and I knew that most of the submissives and not a few of the Society’s mistresses read my work. But Lucille? 
 
      
 
    “You’re buying my books?” I said in surprise. “I didn’t know you could read.”  
 
      
 
    Lucille’s eyes went wide and Julie groaned loudly, putting her head down in her hands. Isobel frowned. Savannah grinned but shook her head, giving me a look. It was Isobel who spoke first. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne! That is unacceptable behavior! Mistress Lucille is a member of this society and you will show her the proper respect!” Isobel said sternly. “Even if she is being insulting.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille spluttered a little bit, but then seemed to back off. 
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress Isobel,” I replied solemnly. Then I looked back at Lucille, who was seething. “I apologize for my tone, Mistress. And thank you for buying my books. I can use the money.” Then I rolled my hips provocatively. More because I needed to, than because I was trying to be a good girl.  
 
      
 
    Lucille sneered, but didn’t reply. I’m guessing she didn’t want to admit that she was just as interested in what I was writing about her as anyone else. She held up two pieces of paper stapled together. “I have here, a review from your friend Zack at the fraternity and the torments he inflicted upon your nipples.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded politely. I remembered the situation in perfect detail. Zack had been an absolute monster, but I’d cum and cum and cum, so I’d forgiven him a few days later, after the swelling had gone down. “Yes Mistress Lucille. I had bruises and intense sensitivity for several days,” I admitted honestly.  
 
      
 
    “You will not speak unless answering a question. If you do, you will be severely punished.” She gave me a wicked smile, as if I were bent over a desk and she was about to ram something, long, hard, and very thick up my ass. That made me tighten up around the still thrusting and vibrating anal plug. I felt a little quiver of fear as she grinned. “And after reading Zack’s review, I certainly have some questions. Some very important questions.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. It had been three weeks ago. I remembered it clearly. And Zack… Zack had been very, very thorough. Just thinking about it made my nipples tingle. Along with a bunch of other parts. I drew in a shuddering breath as my pussy convulsed at the memory. 
 
      
 
    Or maybe they just turned on the sybian. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two  
 
      
 
    Three weeks earlier... 
 
      
 
    I set the bag down on the desk with a resolute thump and turned to face him. He was tall, gangly, and just a touch nerdy, despite the four or five days growth of beard on his chin. His hair was slightly tousled, as if I’d just run my fingers through it and he leaned against the door frame with a quirky smile on his face.  
 
      
 
    “Did you just clean in here?” I asked, glancing around. The place smelled like lemons. Zack let out a laugh and gave me a light kiss on the cheek. Then he stepped back. 
 
      
 
    “Looking forward to this?” He asked, crossing his arms over his chest, his eyes lingering on my body. I wasn’t sure, but he might have been staring at my breasts, both of which were mostly visible through the white gauze of my shirt. Glints of gold glittered beneath the material since I’d eschewed the bra, the gold padlock and double piercings serving as engaging accessories for the pink tips of each curve.  
 
      
 
    “No,” I replied, slightly surly.  
 
      
 
    Zack’s eyebrow went up and he hesitated only momentarily. “I sort of doubt the problem is what I’m about to do to you, so what’s your beef?” He asked, uncrossing his arms and taking a step closer as I turned my back on him and started to unbutton the shirt. I could feel my nipples tightening already, but I didn’t want him to see my frown. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t like the idea of being reviewed,” I said honestly as the front of my blouse parted to reveal cream colored skin from my throat down to the waistband of the black mini skirt. I tugged the shirttails out and let them dangle. But then I felt his hands on my shoulders and he was drawing the shirt off me. I let him, resisting the urge to shiver as his fingertips slid down my arms, taking the blouse with them. I heard a soft chuckle escape his lips and as the material fell to the floor, his strong hands turned me around. Our eyes met and he held my arms down by my sides, stretching out his thumbs so that they touched the pink tips of my breasts. I gasped, eyes widening. 
 
      
 
    “You shouldn’t look at it like that,” he said softly. His thumbs moved in tight little circles and I can’t even begin to tell you what that felt like. It was hard enough not to let my knees buckle and to remain standing. 
 
      
 
    “Oh?” I said breathlessly, resisting the urge to moan. “And how am I supposed to look at it?” 
 
      
 
    Zack grinned. “Think of it as quality assurance.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “You’re testing the quality of my nipples?” I asked, still tingling from his caress. His thumbs began moving in wider circles, the gold padlock on my right breast jiggling. Now I did moan, trembling in his grasp.  
 
      
 
    “Quality, resiliency, sensitivity, perkiness,” he informed me. “And of course, your ability to accept pain.” He let go of my arms and before I could even blink he pinched the tips of both of my breasts, giving the sensitive points hard twists. 
 
      
 
    I cried out, my moan turning to a wail and I grabbed his wrists as my knees did buckle. He held onto me for a moment before letting go and I stood there, half bent over, holding his arms, my fingers white with pressure. I panted for a moment before straightening up. 
 
      
 
    “That,” I said strongly, with just a touch of anger, “was mean.” 
 
      
 
    Zack shook his head. “No. It was appropriate. Now, do you have the Rotating Venus Penis in already, or do I get the pleasure of stuffing your pussy too?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed and shook my head. “It’s in and ready. You just have to turn it on,” I muttered, but then I gave him a serious look. “But I hope that you have every intention of stuffing my pussy this afternoon, and with something more personal than a sex toy.” The smoldering look of desire in my eye must have been evident because his grin broadened. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to fuck you too? Even knowing what I’m about to do to your breasts?” He asked, just a little surprised. 
 
      
 
    “Nipples,” I replied firmly. “You are torturing just my nipples.” 
 
      
 
    Zack shrugged. “Nipples. Tits. What’s the difference?” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “A lot from my perspective. You can’t use a cane or a flogger on just my nipples.” 
 
      
 
    He considered that. “Well, that is true I suppose. Sort of,” he amended. “But hey, I’m a creative guy.” He stepped back from me and gestured at my skirt. “Well, you can take that off too. Just leave the heels on. I like the look of them.”  
 
      
 
    I pushed the miniskirt down and it fell to the floor around the black stilettoes I was wearing. It was easy enough to step out of and that left me dressed in nothing but a purple butterfly. I know… odd description right? But the Rotating Venus Penis was shaped like a plastic bug, colored violet and strapped to my pussy with elastic and Velcro straps. It was very sexy look, not the least because a casual observer couldn’t see the four-inch-long plastic and rubber cock that protruded from the backside of the bug and was currently jammed into my slit.  
 
      
 
    A wire led from butterfly itself to a small control box containing a pair of very fresh triple A batteries and this was tucked into one of the straps. Zack reached down for it, and without pulling it out from where it was held against my hip, slid the two slider controls up, just a fraction of an inch.  
 
      
 
    The only visual sign of something different might have been a slight widening of my eyes, or maybe an almost non-existent gasp. I couldn’t even hear the dual motors working. But I sure as hell could feel them. The first was causing the entire butterfly to shake, sending tremors along my pussy from my clitoris to the perineum, while the phallus inside me did a similar dance. The second motor however was tasked to spin the little probe. Since it was offset, the damn thing corkscrewed around my insides like a spoon wielded by a mad cook stirring a bowl full of pork and beans.  
 
      
 
    “Seriously?” I complained. “On low?”  
 
      
 
    Zack nodded. “I know that any higher and you can’t handle it. You’ll pop before I’m done.” He gestured at my loins. “This way I’ve at least got a chance.” He put his hands on my bare shoulders and gave me a little squeeze. “And arousal means you’ll be able to take more anyway.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed just a touch of trepidation. He wasn’t wrong. I just didn’t want to think about that. In essence, he was pleasuring me so he could hurt me more. I nodded. “Okay,” I whispered.  
 
      
 
    Zack smiled again and this time he pointed at the chair in front of the desk. It was an expensive office type, with black leather and large plastic armrests. “So, go ahead and sit down in the chair,” he said. “And I’d like your legs spread to the sides.” 
 
      
 
    I looked down at the chair, seeing the problem immediately. “The armrests are in the way,” I pointed out.  
 
      
 
    He peered down at the seat. “They’re two big empty holes. Stick your legs through them.”  
 
      
 
    I frowned. He wanted to use the chair as a restraint. “You do realize that you’re supposed to be tormenting my nipples, not my pussy,” I said as I climbed up into the chair, squatting on the seat as I stuck one of my stupid high heels through the right side armrest.  
 
      
 
    “Of course I do,” he said as he grabbed my arm, helping me keep my balance as I contorted myself into a pretzel and managed to get my other foot sticking out the opposite side. “But I want access and this will make things easier for me.” I slid downward, my legs opening wide as I was forced into the splits. I groaned, the chair spreading me open. Zack went over to his bed, the small dorm room serving as both office and living space. He grabbed the pillow and came back over to me. 
 
      
 
    “Lean forward,” he said, jamming the pillow down behind me, pushing it until I had no choice but to try to scoot forward. This created even more strain on my thighs and I whimpered slightly as I realized that he’d managed to position me in a way that gave him almost total access to both my slit and my breasts. “Perfect,” he muttered. “Now lean back and give me your wrists.” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my arms, but he clicked his tongue. “No, not above. Behind.” He drew my left arm back behind the chair, but not very far because my arms don’t bend like that. At least, not when there’s a pillow jammed into the small of my back. I felt some soft, nylon rope go around my wrist and then he drew my right hand back as well. A moment later I was tied tightly, unable to free myself, straighten up, or close my legs. 
 
      
 
    And then… then he tilted the whole damn thing backward and locked it in place. 
 
      
 
    “Zack!” I cried out as I felt the falling sensation. But then the chair caught and held me as if I were reclining instead of bound spread-open. 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “Perfect. Now, let’s get your boobs ready!” He said, drawing out a roll of black electrical tape.  
 
      
 
    “What’s that for?” I asked, my voice a little higher pitched than before. I realized that I was nervous. Very, very nervous. Zack pulled at the roll and then without tearing any off, placed the end right at the base of my left breast.  
 
      
 
    “I want to bind your tits for this,” he explained. “Not too much obviously, since I need a certain amount of softness. But a loop or two will work just fine.” He swung the loop beneath my breast and a moment later completed the circle. It wasn’t the tightest binding I’ve ever endured, but it did firm up my grapefruit sized boob. He crossed over my chest with the tape, not bothering to tear it apart, and then wrapped the other side with similar tightness. This left both of my breasts pushed together, the tips hard and pointed right at him. He used a small penknife to cut the tape and smoothed the loose end down. “Very nice,” he complimented himself.  
 
      
 
    I licked my lips nervously as he reached for my bag. “So,” I asked apprehensively. “What’s first?”  
 
      
 
    Zack chuckled. “First, I set out all the tools. I presume you brought everything?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “Everything Julie told me to bring.” 
 
      
 
    Zack began emptying my bag. There were a number of implements, tools, and even ointments and it took him more than a few minutes to get it all laid out. He left me sitting there, laid back, my pussy buzzing and churning, bound and breathless, waiting for him to hurt my nipples. I closed my eyes, trying to think about other things. Finally he was ready and he stood over me, holding a clipboard and pen. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, I think we’re ready!” He declared. His eyes went down the page in front of him and he nodded. Then he put it all down and stood right in front of me. “The first thing I’m supposed to check is your skin turgor.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Skin what?”  
 
      
 
    “Turgor,” he replied. Then he reached down, grasped both of my nipples, pinched them tight between thumb and forefinger, and then pulled straight up. 
 
      
 
    Pain shot out from my breasts and I yelped, my teeth coming together with a startling clack. Zack twisted the tips of my tits back and forth for a moment and then let go with no warning. I let out a choked sob. 
 
      
 
    “Turgor. It’s a sign of dehydration,” Zack said easily. “I’m supposed to make a tent of your skin and see if it snaps back quickly.” He bent over and studied my breast. Both nipples seemed just as hard as before, if a little pinker. He nodded with satisfaction. “Clearly your tits are well hydrated.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at him, just a touch of anger in my eyes. “Well that’s a relief,” I muttered. “I’d hate to think my tits were dehydrated.” Zack ignored me. He picked up his clipboard and noted something down, eyeing me with a frown.   
 
      
 
    “Well, usually skin turgor is measured on the arm or stomach. But this is you we’re talking about,” he said, his mouth curling up to a grin. Then he put the clipboard down again. “Now it’s time to check your nipple sensitivity.” 
 
      
 
    “They’re very, very sensitive,” I immediately assured him. He ignored my quip and picked up the spiked Wartenberg pinwheel I’d brought. The sharpened steel spikes stuck out from the single wheel and he lowered it down to my chest. I was already breathing fast but as he rolled it up over my left nipple I gasped, letting out a sharp whine. I’d experienced this particular torment before, but this time Zack was digging it in. Hard. I could feel the pins going into my flesh and as he wheeled the damn thing over the tip of my nipple he pushed, perforating me hard. Pain flashed up from my abused tit and then it faded as he lightened up and took the wheel down the side of my breast and across to the other bound boob. I looked down. Small, red dots had appeared over and around my nipple. One began well up with blood. That pissed me off. 
 
      
 
    “Damn it Zach!” I protested. “No blood!” I hissed as the needle like barbs dug into my right nipple. Zack ignored my protests as he circumnavigated my areola, puncturing more capillaries with a disturbing indifference. I wasn’t really bleeding, but a few more tiny dots of blood had appeared. I let out a whimpering mewl as Zack dug the wheel in, running lines of tiny punctures up and over the turgid tip of my breast.  
 
      
 
    Zack lifted the pinwheel and put it back on my left nipple. “Sorry, Bre. But this is supposed to be a thorough review. So far, I know that you keep your tits well hydrated, but I need to know if they’re properly sensitive.” The needles on the wheel pushed in deeper. I gasped, eyes widening from the hurt. 
 
      
 
    “They’re sensitive! They’re sensitive!” I cried out, pain blasting out from my boob. 
 
      
 
    Zack laughed as he rolled the wheel around the pink areola. “Oh, I’m sorry. I thought you knew. This isn’t the test. This is just the preparation.” He lifted his hand away, taking the steel pinwheel with it. He set it down with a click. “This is,” he said shortly. I lifted my head and looked at him in confusion, only noticing a second too late that he was holding something yellow. And round. It smelled like... 
 
      
 
    “Wait! No! Zack! Please!” I managed to squeal as I pulled hard on the rope holding my wrists, trying to free myself. I then tried desperately to break the plastic armrests of his chair with my legs. Neither worked. He laid the lemon slices atop each nipple and grabbed my tits, his palms pressing the citrus into my honeycombed, punctured, and pierced tips. The overpowering scent of lemon juice hit my nose and then fire exploded along each areola. The citric and malic acids seeped into each little hole left from the pinwheel and set my nerves on fire, scalding my flesh with chemical intensity. I shook violently in the chair, my bound boobs jiggling as my feet kicked. Zack was smart and made sure he wasn’t in direct danger of a flying foot. Instead he stepped back and for about a minute watched my suffering. It felt like my nipples had been sliced, diced, dipped in butter and lemon, and then tossed into a frying pan for a nice sear.  
 
      
 
    I was just beginning to settle down, the stinging burn at each breast mulling, when he plucked the lemon slices off my chest and tossed them in the trash. Fresh air did absolutely nothing to help me and I sat there trembling violently as he picked up the clipboard again, his pen scratching. 
 
      
 
    “How does your pussy feel?” He asked me offhandedly. 
 
      
 
    I looked up at him, my labored breathing still predominate. “What?” I gasped, totally bewildered. My entire focus suddenly shifted and I realized that my pussy was pulsing hard around the Rotating Venus Penis. I was wet. Very, very wet. Desire, fresh desire mind you, flooded through me, muting the pain at the tips of my breasts a bit more.  
 
      
 
    “Your pussy,” Zack said again. “How does it feel?” 
 
      
 
    It took a moment for my mind to process the sensations coming from between my legs. “Wet,” I replied, my voice still strained.  
 
      
 
    Zack smiled. “Good. That’s supposed to be your default position you know.” 
 
      
 
    I tried nodding, but the position I was in made it too strenuous. So I opted for putting my head back and staring up at the ceiling. Zack made another notation on his chart. I closed my eyes and heard the sound of the clipboard being set down on the table. It would have made my heart race if it wasn’t for the fact that I was already on edge, half way between utter panic and total trepidation. My eyes snapped open even as Zack was bending over me, a pair of wooden clothespins pinched open in both hands. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered, eyes widening. Zack didn’t wait. He came in straight on and let the pegs close on the tips of both breasts. 
 
      
 
    Pain flooded through my chest again, a very different kind of pain than that caused by either the pinwheel or the lemon juice. It was like I’d been knuckle punched in each tit, the agony going deep into my chest to wrap around my heart. Zack had at least been conscientious enough to set the clothespins far back, getting a great deal of meat between the business ends of each peg, but it still throbbed horribly and I concentrated on breathing while Zack fiddled with a white string, tying a loop into the end. I didn’t even realize what he was doing until he threaded the loop over one back end of the peg on my right tit, leaving the string draped downward across my body. I could feel it lying on my thigh. 
 
      
 
    “W-w-what are you d-d-doing?” I managed to say. He smiled and held up another string. “Elasticity test. I’m going to stretch your nipples until the clothespins snap off.”  He quickly tied the second string to the other clothespin. I blinked, waves of pain coming up from my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “I’m… I’m… not sure I like this t-t-test.” I told him, my chest heaving, making the clothespins dance. They stuck straight out from my throbbing boobs. 
 
      
 
    “Well, of course you don’t. I mean, after all, this is torture. I’m hurting you,” he replied easily. “But I notice you are literally leaking pussy juice all over my leather chair, which means that somewhere, perhaps on a subconscious level, you are absolutely loving this.” He ran his hands down the strings, lifting them both up off my body even as he took a step back. “Now, brace yourself Breanne. This is really going to hurt.”  
 
      
 
    “Wait!” I gasped. “Please don … arrggghhh!”  
 
      
 
    Zack pulled on the string. Not hard. This was no yank. A yank I could have handled. No, he pulled until the strings were taut. Then he pulled some more. Not enough to tug the clothespins off my nipples. But enough to pull my breasts outward, away from my body. My breasts stretched, the tips tugged away from my chest. I began hyperventilating as layers of pain rushed through me. My entire body tightened up and rest assured that this included my pussy, my internal muscles massaging and throttling the four-inch-long butter churn, swirling inside me. A spasm rippled through my ass, going straight up my spine and I cried out as Zack began jerking and moving the strings, pulling my tits first one direction, then the other. It was awful. He jiggled my breasts, applying just the right amount of force. I grit my teeth, my entire body rigid. Then came a horrible snap and the clothespin on my left tit popped off, flying across the distance between us, striking Zack lightly along the hip.  
 
      
 
    Before either of us could really react the other clothespin followed suite and a fresh surge of agony exploded through my nipples. With the circulation restored, the tips of my breasts reported that awful discomfort caused by the clothespins, not to mention the remnants of lemon juice and pin pokes. I let out a sob of relief. Tears spilled down my cheeks and I let out a hysterical laugh.  
 
      
 
    “Wow,” remarked Zack. “That was pretty damn impressive. But I think I need to retest, just to be sure.”  
 
      
 
    My head snapped up, eyes wild, mouth opening to protest, but Zack was already putting the pegs back on my tits. “Fuck!” I cried out as the two clothespins closed back down on my nipple. “Zack! Please! Fuck that fucking hurts!” I shouted. Zack grinned and pulled on the strings. 
 
      
 
    “I know!” He said with a manic smile. “Isn’t it great?” Then he yanked the fucking clothespins off again. 
 
      
 
    Fucking bastard was lucky I was tied down because I would have literally ripped out his heart and shoved it so far up his ass that he’d have needed to marry a proctologist just too ever fall in love again.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “So, you objected to Zack’s testing of your elasticity?” Lucille asked curiously, tapping the paper. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Uh…” I replied. “No, not technically. It was just reactionary. The first time really, really hurt,” I tried to explain. So did the second and third times, but we didn’t need to get into that. I glanced off to my left where Bethany was still grinding away at the wooden pony. Her calves were trembling and I could help wondering if she were going to go full horse on it. We were already ten minutes in and I didn’t know when she’d been mounted on it. 
 
      
 
    On my other side Gwen was making some rather intriguing whimpers and her hips wouldn’t stop moving. Clear fluid seemed to be streaming down her thighs and it was fairly obvious she’d already had one (or more) orgasms and was being forced through another. But I didn’t have time to think about any of that. There were six other women sitting there, all riding judgement on me.  
 
      
 
    My answer to Lucille’s question evidently did not sit well with the assembled mistresses. There were looks of disbelief up and down the table and I admit it wasn’t encouraging. I tried to think of something to say, to put their doubts at rest, but my brain was having particular problems working through the physical sensations overwhelming me. My hips were pumping, the vibrator in my ass was buzzing, and the little sharp rubber spikes at the front of the sybian seemed to find my clitoris regardless of how I adjusted myself. I thought back to the day Zack had “reviewed” my nipples. I was about to say something when Lucille saved me from having to open my mouth. 
 
      
 
    “I do have to give you some credit,” said Mistress Lucille, picking up one piece of paper. “Evidently you arrived properly dressed for your station. Zack specifically said that you were ‘dressed like a fuck slut. A white gauze shirt and mini skirt with black high heels?’ Were you wearing a bra, Breanne?” 
 
      
 
    I thought back. “No Mistress Lucille.” 
 
      
 
    “So anyone looking at your chest would see those beautiful breasts of yours?”  
 
      
 
    I nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Zack also said that you were properly stuffed, meaning that you were in compliance with Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1. Can you tell us what Rule #1 is?” 
 
      
 
    I cleared my throat, trying to focus. It wasn’t easy. “A nympho humiliation pain slut is to keep cock, or some other stimulating object, in her pussy at all times.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille nodded. “And what is the reason for such a rule?” 
 
      
 
    I was just about to answer when the sybian started up. I felt the rumble deeply, but the intensity of it was lower, where the spikes digging into my petals, and more importantly - my clit, were now shifting back and forth. It was beyond intense. I let out a gasp and reeled, every thought in my head getting smashed to the side as waves of excruciating pleasure shot up from my loins. 
 
      
 
    “Answer the question,” demanded Mistress Lucille. 
 
      
 
    My mind, fogged with arousal, took a moment to get back in gear. “To be wet,” I gasped. To be ready, at any time,” I said, letting out another low moan. “For sex.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s correct. But I should also add ‘sexual torment;’ like what you’re enduring now.” She held up the remote to the sybian and grinned. She was deliberately playing me. “And let me ask, Breanne. Are you ready for sexual use at any time?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. My body was ramping up for a rather impressive orgasm. There is only so much stimulation a girl can handle before popping off. I nodded again, trying to get a grip on things before my toes curled. “Yes Mistress. I try to be.” It came out sort of raspy. My hips were jerking now and I was bouncing pretty hard. Stuffed in both holes, vibrated in destructive and deviant ways, the sensations were rather overwhelming. Oh. And did I mention the fucking spikes poking my pussy?  
 
      
 
    “And for sexual torment?” She asked sweetly, as if there was difference. I nodded again, this time a bit more frantically. It seemed more apropos than saying “what?” like an idiot.  Lucille was going to have to shut off the sybian if she didn’t want me to explode.  
 
      
 
    “Do you ever refuse?” She looked at the paper again. “Because Zack specifically states that you were ‘argumentative.’ I know you like to protest. I’m wondering if that translates to your willingness to be used.” 
 
      
 
    My pussy tightened up on the sybian’s cock and my hips changed direction from back and forth to full circles. Prickling waves of stimulation seemed to wash over my labia and clitoris like ocean breakers crashing against a soft beach. I swallowed, trying to think and not doing a very good job. Protest? Well yes… I did protest. I mean, for God’s sake he was ripping clothespins off my breasts. Multiple times! But… it wasn’t serious. I mean, I could have used my safe word, or asked for a medical out… or… 
 
      
 
    Lucille waved a hand dismissively, as if my answer wasn’t really important. She’d made her point. “This brings us to Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #2. Can you state Rule #2, Breanne?” 
 
      
 
    The pressures inside me were combining in ways that most people associate with popping water balloons, Hollywood explosions, and science experiments involving iodine crystals and ammonia. The fluids were pouring out from between my thighs and the little spikes digging into my pussy were all wet. I wasn’t riding the sybian. Not anymore. It was a partner, one I was vigorously fucking.  
 
      
 
    “Uh… I’ve got to… I mean… the nympho humiliation pain slut has to … be ready to endure a painful punishment or … uh … torture at any time, for anyone, for any reason.”  It came out in a rush. Or possible a gasp. I’m not sure. I clenched my hands into fists. Somehow I knew cumming was a bad idea.   
 
      
 
    Lucille nodded. “Exactly. Yet Zack reports that you were not eager for the review.” She held up the paper again. “Breanne wasn’t eager to be reviewed, even though she didn’t seem to have a problem with me torturing her nipples,” she read aloud then looked over at me writhing on the sybian. “That doesn’t sound like you were ‘ready to endure a painful punishment at any time’, does it?” 
 
      
 
    I groaned and tried to assemble my thoughts. She was starting to get to me and the touch of anger I felt gave me a little more stability in the face of the overwhelming pleasure I was feeling from my lower half. “I disagree Mistress Lucille,” I said tightly, trying to ignore the oncoming orgasm with gritted teeth. I didn’t have a lot of time. Even if they turned the sybian off immediately I wasn’t sure I still wouldn’t cum. I tried not to pant as I replied. “It wasn’t the torment I objected to, merely the review.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Mistress Savannah spoke up. “Do you find this board of review to be pleasant, Breanne?” She asked curiously. “You look like you’re enjoying it.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille looked over at Savannah with a glare, but then smiled. “A good question. And I’ll remind you that you have not been given permission to cum.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. The spikes dug into my clit and the bright lights began dancing in my eyes. I should have seen it coming, but I was just a tad bit distracted. “Um… no?” 
 
      
 
    “Would you say it is a torment?” Savannah asked. I felt the shudder start in my thighs, then move up to my loins. My hips jerked wildly and the metaphorical “cliff of orgasm” loomed just a few feet away. I slid through the dust toward the edge, scrambling to slow myself, to keep myself from falling off, but the speed was too great. I’d passed the line. The only way to keep me from cumming at this point was to inflict a huge amount of pain, blasting through the orgasmic pleasure. They’d have to taser me or something. 
 
      
 
    My mouth opened but I’m pretty sure that I was no longer actively thinking about my answers. “Uh… yes Mistress.” My brain began short circuiting as the orgasm began and I stiffened, throwing my head back, eyes closed as I let out a startling whine, pressing myself down hard onto the spikes biting into my clit. 
 
      
 
    “You objected to the torment of the review,” stated Savannah simply as she watched me shake.  
 
      
 
    Lucille laughed and nodded. “Let the record show that Breanne violated Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #2 during her review with Zack. She’s also cumming and has failed to even ask for permission.” 
 
      
 
    Between my legs a wild party had just started and waves of pleasure blasted through me. Somewhere deep in my warped psyche, I heard Lucille’s comments, disagreed with them, and then accepted them as my due. The idea of me breaking the rules, meriting a punishment just made the orgasm twice as strong and I shuddered with tension as the sybian ground against and inside my pussy. Pulses of pure bliss swept upward and through me, continuing until I finally seemed to calm somewhat, the eye of the storm. Lucille held up the controller to the sybian and the thing went quiet beneath me, leaving me just the soft rumble of the anal plug in my bottom. I felt like a deflating air mattress and as the adrenaline surge faded I slumped down, feeling momentarily exhausted. 
 
      
 
    Then, much to my surprise, the questioning went on as if I hadn’t just broken the rules. I’d cum without permission. Hell, I hadn’t even bothered to ask. I couldn’t help feeling like that was going to come back and bite me in the ass.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne,” Lucille continued primly. “Let’s discuss Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #3.” She gave me a pointed look. “You do know what that one is?” 
 
      
 
    Of course I did. I mean I do. How could I not. That’s the one that gets me in the most trouble. I have Mistress Lucille a languid smile, still basking in the euphoria of climax.  
 
      
 
    “I can’t refuse,” I said simply. I felt good. Amazing in fact.  
 
      
 
    “What can’t you refuse?” Lucille pressed.  
 
      
 
    I let out a tiny giggle. “You doing whatever you want to me.” 
 
      
 
    There were a couple of disapproving glances and I sighed. “A nympho humiliation pain slut is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her proscribed limits,” I recited. 
 
      
 
    That was clearly the answer the board was looking for because Lucille and a couple of the other mistresses nodded. Neither Kari nor Julie did however. They both looked quiet and disinterested. “Exactly,” said Lucille. “So why did Zack report that you pleaded with him not to hurt you?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “What?” I hadn’t seen Zack’s review, so I had no idea what he’d written.  
 
      
 
    Lucille held up the paper, clearly reading from it. “Several times during the testing Breanne pleaded with me not to hurt her. The first time was when I zip lined her tits, but it happened again when I pushed an ice cube into her cunt. Later, when I was snapping her tits with the rubber band she again objected. Lastly, when I used the screw clamps on her tits she had a hissy fit” Lucille looked up from the paper. “A hissy fit. Do you have an explanation?” 
 
      
 
    My mouth opened several times but I didn’t know what to say. For a moment they stared at me. Then Lucille stood up. I watched as she picked up a red, triangular tool with a black handle and she came around to where I was still mounted on the sybian. My eyes widened and I glanced at Julie just a little fearfully. Again, neither she nor Kari said anything.  
 
      
 
    “Please answer the question, Breanne.” 
 
      
 
    For a long moment I just sat there, my bottom trembling, my legs straining, my pussy still stuffed with sybian cock and mashed against the spike pad. Next to me Bethany was no longer moving on the wooden horse. Her poor pussy was misshapen and pushed outward by the wooden edge jammed between her legs. On my other side, Gwendolyn was slumped in her restraints, with only her hips moving in slow thrusts.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t know what to say. I stammered something unintelligible and Mistress Amanda reached around me. The red wand came down and the tip touched my left breast. There was a loud, buzzing crack and pain shot up through my tit. I jerked away with a sharp cry but Lucille grabbed me and pushed an arm between my back and my elbows. The wand came back around to my front, dangling dangerously near my right nipple. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know! I’m sorry!” I plead. “Please!”  
 
      
 
    I saw Julie roll her eyes and if Mistress Lucille hadn’t wanted to jolt me again on her own, the expression on my personal mistress’ face was all the incentive she needed. The plastic shocker hit me again, frying the tip of my other breast. The padlock hanging from my right tit jiggled violently and if Lucille hadn’t been holding me I’d have jumped right up off the sybian.  
 
      
 
    Then the motor between my legs started again. I glanced upward at Lucille, her eyes boring down on me from above. She was grinning. The sybian hummed inside me and my pussy contracted hard around it. I shuddered and closed my eyes, my chest heaving both from the pain and from the stress of the torment. Fresh waves of pleasure streamed up from between my legs, and then, when I was totally not expecting it, Lucille bent down and pressed the end of the stupid electrical zapper to my exposed clit. 
 
      
 
    I yelped loudly, jerked, and then to my shock, Lucille yanked me completely off the sybian. My knees buckled but I stood with her holding me. My pussy dripped and then Lucille pressed the zapper to my ass. I cried out again as the electricity sent a sharp pain through my bottom, making me clutch the Titanmen Vibrating Inflatable Anal Plug even tighter. Then she pushed me toward the wooden pony, where Bethany was still standing, her legs trembling. I couldn’t help feeling sorry for her.  
 
      
 
    “You are free to get off, Bethany. Breanne will be riding next,” Lucille declared. 
 
      
 
    Okay. Not that sorry. I glanced back over at Julie, wondering if she was going to put a stop to what Lucille was doing, but she only grinned and gave me a little wave. I turned my attention back to Bethany, who was already sliding backward, struggling to lift herself off the edge of the pony.  
 
      
 
    She managed to dismount and then reached up and Lucile unclipped the clover clamps hanging from her submissive’s tits. My eyes widened in alarm as she turned toward me. My hands were still bound behind my back and there was absolutely nothing I could do to keep Mistress Lucille from attaching the same, heavy clamps to my own nipples. I winced, gasping from the discomfort.   
 
      
 
    “Mount Bre,” Lucille ordered. She pushed me forward and I had no choice but to swing a leg over the wooden pony. Even though I was a little shorter than Beth, it was only a moment before Lucille had the height adjusted. With the wood digging sharply into my pussy, I rose up on tiptoe, trying to give myself a little wiggle room. The woman hadn’t left me much. An inch, maybe less, between strain and pain. I stood there, my muscles tight and strong, keeping me up off the well lubed but still sharp, wooden edge.  
 
      
 
    “How does that feel?” Lucille asked softly. “Because right now, this is a metaphor for your entire life. You’re on an edge right now, slut. And it’s about to dig right up into your sweet, little cunt.” 
 
      
 
    Julie rose. “Lucille. Thank you. I think that’s enough.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at my own mistress. She wasn’t alone. Savannah had a dark look in her eyes, as did Isobel. Lucille took a step back from me and smiled. “Who's next for the sybian? Did you want to move Gwennie?” She asked Amanda.  Mistress Amanda shook her head. 
 
      
 
    “No thank you, Lucille. Gwen is fine right where she is.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille nodded, but then Savannah smiled and leaned forward. “I think Kylie could use some time on the sybian,” she volunteered. Behind her I saw Kylie’s eyes widen and she grinned. I think she liked the idea. Me? My legs were starting to tremble. 
 
      
 
    Kylie hopped up from her position behind Mistress Savannah and I saw her make eye contact with the pretty Southern belle blonde before moving up to my right. She went right to the sybian, spread her legs, and then kneeled. She didn’t wipe the phallus off, or seem to care that it had been lubed with a combination of my pussy juice and the remnants of On4Her. I figured that my gyrations and gushing pussy had probably rendered the latter a non-issue. She impaled herself with an audible sigh of relief, as if she desperately needed the coital massage, and I could hear the motor start up again, rumbling inside my Society Sister.  
 
      
 
    Lucille cleared her throat. “I suggest we let the record show that Breanne has willfully violated Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #3.” Julie and Kari glanced at each other, but Mistress Amanda nodded.  
 
      
 
    “I concur,” said Mistress Amanda. 
 
      
 
    There was a slight murmur from the board, and even a few of them taking notes. I felt a quiver of discomfort. Willful violations? I was totally screwed. Lucille stepped back over to the table and picked up the paper, which I presume was Zack’s review. She waved it around and gestured at me with it. 
 
      
 
    “Now that we’ve established that Breanne has willfully violated two of three rules, I believe we should move on to Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #4,” Lucille said. She turned toward me. “Breanne, would you please explain rule #4?” 
 
      
 
    I stood there looking at them, my pussy half an inch above a relatively sharp, wooden ridge, coated in pussy juice and oil, my calves already aching. My toes were bent almost at a ninety degree angle and with my hands bound behind my back, and my tits weighted. The only thing I could really do was stay where I was or go down. Down seemed like a bad idea, so I bit my lip and hung on. I was at Lucille’s mercy.   
 
      
 
    “I’m supposed to dress like a slut,” I said, voice strained. My legs were tiring. Then, before I was forced to drop down, I gingerly tried to find a position where I could sit on the base of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. It had a thick base, not to mention the wire which led to the controller, which was hung on the gold chain around my middle. I tilted back and almost fell. No go. That wasn’t going to work. I grimaced, getting back in position, my calves burning. My nipples seemed to throb in time with my heartbeat and Lucille grinned at my predicament.   
 
      
 
    “A nympho humiliation pain slut should always dress provocatively so she can be recognized as a slut, yet still dress according to the requirements of her masters and mistresses,” Lucille said, pretending she had memorized it. But I saw the notes. She’d written it on a corner of the review. “I’m sure we’re all surprised you were following the rule. God knows you consistently break it at other times.” 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me,” Julie said. “That is conjecture on your part. You aren’t around Breanne often enough to tell us what perfume she prefers. So don’t think you can get away with bullshit.” 
 
      
 
    I wanted to cheer! 
 
      
 
    Lucille glared at Julie, but since Isobel clearly approved, she turned back toward me. “Then let’s discuss nympho humiliation pain slut rule number five, which states that a nympho humiliation pain slut is to be clean, shaven, and physically fit.”  She rattled the paper. “I’m not sure if this qualifies, but right now I can tell that your pussy is a fucking swamp.” 
 
      
 
    “Good lord,” Julie said, rolling her eyes. This time Isobel looked irritated as well. 
 
      
 
    “Lucille? Do you have a point?” 
 
      
 
    Lucille huffed up. “I’m trying to make a point.” 
 
      
 
    “About what?” Isobel asked. 
 
      
 
    “This fuck slut’s,” she gestured at me, “pussy.” 
 
      
 
    Of course, that’s when my legs gave out. I dropped down slowly, with an agonized groan as my calves gave way. There wasn’t really much I could do about it. I just couldn’t hold myself up any longer. Gingerly, I settled my entire body weight onto the slick wooden edge and it bit into the soft spot between my legs. As I transferred my weight from my legs to my pussy. Pain flared between my legs and even before I could give my calves a needed rest, I was rocking forward. This caught my clitoris between the wooden edge and my pubis, sending a very different, even more impressive blast of pain through me. I let out a hard whimper and within seconds, was teetering on my tiptoes again, my gastrocnemius muscle feeling like someone had cut it out, floured it, dipped it in an egg wash, and fried it.    
 
      
 
    Lucille had watched the whole thing with great zeal and she looked back at Isobel. “Would you care to hear what Zack said about this slut’s compliance with Rule #5?”  
 
      
 
    Isobel nodded, but my focus was on my legs. I could already feel them starting to give way again. I had to rest them. Of course that was the point. It was called “riding the pony.” Going up and down, mashing my pussy on the edge in order to rest my aching calves. At least, until I was too tired to even do that. I’d end up like Bethany. Just sitting on the damn thing.  
 
      
 
    Lucille held up the paper and read it aloud. “Breanne is an amazing fuck. I loved having my dick inside her, trust me. She's soft, wet, warm, and while she isn't the tightest cunt I know, she makes up for it by letting me do things to her that normal girls would never consider.”  
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help smiling. Zack… he was such a romantic. 
 
      
 
    Lucille tapped the paper. “She isn’t the tightest cunt I know.” She shook her head. “Aren’t you supposed to be a tight, sweet fuck, Breanne?” 
 
      
 
    I pursed my lips. Pain be damned. I wasn’t going to put up with that kind of shit from Lucille. I was just about to say something but Isobel interrupted. 
 
      
 
    “Lucille!” Isobel said sharply. “You will refrain from disparaging remarks about Bre. You were not asked to review any part of Bre, or her skill set. Now, if you don’t have any other pertinent questions to ask, I suggest that we move on. There are thirty more reviews to cover.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille’s nostrils flared, but then she nodded politely to Isobel. She turned toward me, her voice still stern. “Do you let Zack do things to you, Breanne, which normal girls wouldn’t consider?” Lucille asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help it. I laughed. Oh God yes… I laughed, even as my calves gave out again and I sank carefully down onto the wooden pony, the sharp edge biting up between my labia. A thin, sharp line of pressurized fire scored me from perineum to clit and my body’s instinctive reaction was to thrust my hips forward. I only did that once though, because just like before it dragged my clit under, making it felt like I’d just caught the tender, little nub between a rock and a sharp knife. Pain sliced through me as I slid back and forth in the slick oil and remnants of Bethany’s juice, my clit dragged under, remembering just exactly what I let Zack do to me, that other girls wouldn’t even dream of.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    It took me almost two full minutes to calm down enough to feel the RVP purring in my pussy. I’m not sure why Zack waited to apply the next torture, but he did, giving me a few extra minutes to recover. I watched through barely lidded eyes as he lit two, tall, red, pillar candles and set a glass down on the table, filled to the brim with ice.  
 
      
 
    “Some say the world will end in fire,” I said softly. It made Zack look up. 
 
      
 
    “What?” He asked, putting down the lighter. I closed my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Some say in ice,” I continued. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” Zack asked. “Which do you want first?” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. “From what I’ve tasted of desire, I hold with those who favor fire.” 
 
      
 
    Zack’s eyebrow went up. “Are you quoting… poetry?” He picked up the candle, giving me a skewed look.  
 
      
 
    My frosty eyes met his and for a moment there was nothing else. “But if it had to perish twice, I think I know enough of hate, to say that for destruction ice, is also great. And would suffice.” 
 
      
 
    Zack sighed and put the candle down. “Okay. I’m confused.” 
 
      
 
    “Robert Frost,” I explained. This was probably the first time in history that a poetry reading was conducted by a naked girl bound with her legs spread, breasts wrapped in electrical tape, pushed back horizontal in a chair, about to be sexually tortured. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. I got that. Fire and Ice. You memorized it?”  
 
      
 
    I nodded. “I’ve always liked that one.” 
 
      
 
    Zack considered me for a moment. “You’re stalling. Aren’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I grinned. “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “So, fire or ice?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “Does it matter?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “Not in the least. I’m still going to do both to you.” 
 
      
 
    I considered my options. Ice would numb my nipples nicely, but the cold would set in and make them ache too. And then when it was time to put the hot wax on, it would hurt twice as much because my skin would be cold. 
 
      
 
    “Fire,” I said firmly. 
 
      
 
    Zack shrugged and grabbed the glass of ice. My eyes widened. “Hey! I said fire!” 
 
      
 
    “You also asked if it mattered,” he replied as he swung the glass in my direction. “I changed my mind and decided it does.” The cold glass touched my nipple and I tried to flinch away. Unsuccessfully. Cold seared through my tit and Zack reached into the top of the glass and pulled out one of the ice cubes. This he pressed to my right nipple. Searing cold froze the tips of each breast and I let out a pained whimper. Cold water began trickling down from the ice cube and condensation from the glass did the same on the other side. I felt it drip from the underside of my breast onto my belly, then slip downward toward my thighs. 
 
      
 
    “See, I figure that if I did the hot wax first, it would make you feel better when I put the cold on. So by doing the cold first, it will hurt you more,” Zack explained. 
 
      
 
    I whined. I hate it when other people follow the same logic train I do.  
 
      
 
    Cold is a horrible torment because it chews at you. First you get the shock of it, the brutal exposure of flesh to frozen water. The blood vessels just under the skin begin to constrict and circulation is inhibited, reducing both inflammation and swelling. Considering what Zack had already done to me, this was probably a good thing. It also washed away any remnants of the acids left in my pores by the lemon slices. Melt water clears the enlarged pores, which then tighten. And yes, those things are good things. But while all that is happening, your nerves begin to lose their sensitivity. They go numb from the cold. The pain then becomes something more earthen. A dull ache, pulsing in time with your heartbeat, pulsing through your iced nipple, getting louder and harder, like drums in the distance slowly marching closer. Then, as your blood is chilled, your body pushes warmer fluids close to the frozen points, carrying away the chilled blood away. This creates spears of pain that goes deep into your body, rushing back toward the heart. 
 
      
 
    I let out a hard groan, my feet kicking as the cold seared me, not to the bone, but to the heart.  
 
      
 
    Relief came when Zack couldn’t hold the ice cube against my nipple any longer and he dumped it back into the glass. But he could hold the glass, since he was gripping it near the top. I let out a whimper of relief, but then bastard switched hands, mashed the cold, wet, dripping glass against my right tit, then plucked another cube out with his fresh right hand and pressed it against the frozen pink point of my left breast.  
 
      
 
    I grit my teeth and cried out. “Fuck that's cold!”  
 
      
 
    “I know! Cool isn’t it!” 
 
      
 
    I tried very hard to kick Zack. It didn’t work because my legs were still spread wide in the chair and he was right in front of me. Meanwhile, more meltwater trickled down my body. It reached the crease between my torso and thigh, then trickled inward toward my crotch. I felt a shiver race through me as I ground my teeth, crooning.  
 
      
 
    “Damn, that’s cold,” muttered Zack, taking the ice cube off my breast. I felt the glass move too, but then Zack ran his hand down my front, from my tit to my belly button, then even lower.  
 
      
 
    “Wait! What are you doing?” I squealed, cold and wet moving across my body. His hand went down to my butterfly sex toy covered pussy and dug at the side. “Oh my God! No!” I gasped. But it was too late. He pushed the half-melted cube up into my pussy, right next to the wriggling phallus of the RVP. 
 
      
 
    Yes, I’d like a Breanne vodka on the rocks, stirred and shaken, please. 
 
      
 
    The RVP pushed the ice cube around inside me for about ten seconds before my internal body heat melted the damn thing. Water gushed out from around the toy, soaking the chair and making rivulets of water and pussy juice run backward, right up the crack of my ass, to literally pour off the back of the seat.  
 
      
 
    The glass came off a moment later and Zack set it down. My breasts were glistening with moisture, beaded meltwater and condensation making each goosebump covered curve sparkle. My chest rose and fell fast and then Zack loomed over me, the scarlet, guttering, pillar candle tipping over. I let out a long, high pitched wail as the first melt poured down, splattering over my right nipple. It coated my piercing, the puckered flesh, and even a good portion of the stupid padlock. As I let out a loud raucous cry, yanking and kicking as the heat seared my still chilled nipple, I half expected Zack to coat the entirety of my breast. Instead he let more wax fall on just the tip, coating the entire areola. Sure, a ton of it spilled straight down, splashing on my stomach and trickling just like the water, but as the heat seared my nipples the extras meant little.  
 
      
 
    Then Zack moved to my left breast. Again fire overwhelmed ice and I could have sworn steam exploded up from my chest in a cloud. I twisted left and right, my arms wrenching at the rope holding me to the back of the chair and my antics caused a number of droplets to fall on my sternum, side, and along the slopes of my bosom. Zack growled and refocused, trying to coat my nipple. It took forty long seconds, drop after drop falling as he was forced to melt more wax. A much larger circle of droplets appeared on my breast and I let out a harsh sob as the heat penetrated just as deeply as the cold did. Zack put the candle down.  
 
      
 
    “You okay?” He asked, his voice tinged with concern. I didn’t bother to answer. I just lay there, hiccupping and panting, my head turned away from him. For a moment he didn’t say anything. I couldn’t look at him either. Then he did the one thing he could do to make it all better. 
 
      
 
    He turned up the RVP. 
 
      
 
    It didn’t completely wash away the scorching heat of the waxing, but as my pussy tightened around the spinning, percolating movement of the Rotating Venus Penis, I gasped and stiffened, the diabolical sex toy spinning up to maximum. My hips jerked upward and forward, thrusting against my electronic, plastic lover and the sound of my bottom coming up off the wet seat repeatedly made an intriguing, squelching noise. My clit seemed to tingle and I felt the pressure double, then quadruple, as the bursting need for orgasm overwhelmed my senses. My barbecued nipples suddenly felt sensitive and tight and my pussy wrapped itself tightly around the corkscrewing phallus, reveling in the swirling maelstrom of sweet bliss. I let out a mewling wail, filled with desire and need, my body jerking as I responded exactly the way Zack meant me too. 
 
      
 
    Then he turned off the RVP, leaving me desperately needy, panting in desperation. 
 
      
 
    “We need to get the wax off your tits now,” he said to me. I looked up at him weakly, too frustrated sexually to be able to think straight. He picked up a thick rubber band, stretched it between his thumb and forefinger, and even managed to position it directly atop my left nipple. Things didn’t even compute until he pulled it back and let go, the elastic snapping forward. It felt like a dull thud against my nipple, but the wax cracked.  
 
      
 
    “What?” I mouthed soundlessly. 
 
      
 
    Zack pulled the rubber band back a second time. “This should break up that wax nicely.” He let go again and this time I felt the tingle as the band shattered the melt covering my nipple.  
 
      
 
    “Oh!” I gasped. “I felt that!” Zack laughed and did it a third time, this time making sure that the rubber band managed to land right in the freshly formed crack in which my nipple was peeking out of. “Oww!” I whined. 
 
      
 
    Zack moved over to my other breast and four snaps later had managed to free a bit of that nipple too. Then he went back to my left side, brushing away flecks of paraffin with his fingers. I whimpered as he knocked the melts off the underside of my breast.  
 
      
 
    “There,” he said. “That one looks perfect.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced down. My left nipple was bright red, swollen, slightly puffy, and hurt with him just practically looking at it. He did the same to my right side, leaving me panting. Then he once more stretched the rubber band out, aiming for the tender spot right at the center of my right tit. 
 
      
 
    “Wait! Wait! What are you doing?” I demanded, trying to twist away to no avail. “You’ve already knocked off the wax!” 
 
      
 
    Zack’s eyes were locked on the bullseye of my breast. “I’m not trying to knock off the wax,” he said, slightly distracted as he focused on aiming. “I’m testing your durability.” He let the rubber band go and the stretched out elastic snapped forward. The band shot forward as it returned to its natural, loose position. In the process it smacked hard against the turgid, swollen, and pain-filled tip of my breast, leaving a tiny red mark on the already deeply pink flesh.  
 
      
 
    “Ow! Fuck Zack! Please!” 
 
      
 
    Zack snapped the rubber band again, eliciting another sharp yelp. Then, even before I’d calmed down. He did it again. All on the same side. Suddenly he picked up the pace, snapping the rubber band over and over against my left tit until I could see the dark line of the repeated snaps forming across my nipple, like a welt left by a whip. Tears spilled down my cheeks again and I clenched my teeth as the pain rippled through me. His eyes met mine and I think somewhere around the twentieth snap I went nuts, again fighting against my bonds, trying to get away. 
 
      
 
    This spared my left side, but he started up on the other the moment I stopped moving. Snap after snap after snap smacked my tit, striking the tenderized point of my breast until I was screeching, feet kicking again.  
 
      
 
    “Please!” I sobbed. “Please Zack! Please! I can’t! I can’t take it!” 
 
      
 
    And the next snap didn’t come. He nodded, tossed the rubber band on the desk, and then turned the RVP on again. “Do you want to cum?” Zack asked softly. I nodded frantically, still crying. My breasts hurt terribly, but with every passing second that pain was fading into the wash of pleasure streaming up from between my legs.  
 
      
 
    “You realize that you’ve passed the durability test,” he said, even as I began bucking, my hips churning in response to the aggressive moves of the RVP inside me. “But we’ve reached the compression test. I’ll let you cum while we’re doing it.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at him, eyes slightly unfocused. “The compression test,” I repeated dumbly, then groaned again as the RVP whirled around inside my cunt. I could feel the orgasm. It was approaching; like a train headed for a crossing with a bus stalled out across the tracks.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Zack said. He picked up something metallic and brought it over to my right nipple, slipping it around the padlock and then piercing. It was cold. “This is a simple screw clamp. I’m going to tighten it down.” His fingers started rotating and I another wave of fright rushed through me, despite the approaching orgasm.  
 
      
 
    “Oh God,” I whispered. “Oh Zack! Please. I don’t think I can take it.” My hips were bucking wildly now. The orgasm was close I could taste it.  
 
      
 
    “Really?” Zack asked in a confused voice. He took his fingers away from my tit and they slid down my body. I didn’t realize where until a second later. “How about now?” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened in frantic panic. “No! NO! PLEASE! NO! DON’T! TURN IT BACK ON! OH FUCK! ZACK YOU MOTHERFUCKER TURN IT BACK ON! OH PLEASE DON’T!” The words came out in a rush.  
 
      
 
    Zack’s hands came back up to the clamp on my nipple. “Just let me get both of them on and then I’ll consider it.” He twisted the screw on the top and the metal plate came down further and further until I felt it push on my nipple, flattening it. He tightened the clamp up until I winced and then he went for the second clamp. 
 
      
 
    While he was getting the other one on my left breast I bounced, jiggled, and generally worried at my pussy where my petals were grasping at the RVP, desperate for the phallic stimulation to start up again and push me over the edge. “Please Zack! Please! I want to cum!” I begged. 
 
      
 
    He smiled, tightening down the clamp until my nipple began to throb. “Patience Bre. I’ll hurt you in just a moment.” 
 
      
 
    “I don’t want it to hurt,” I whined. “I want to cum.” 
 
      
 
    Zack’s eyes found mine and he grinned. “They’re the same thing with you, baby.” Then he twisted the screw. A lot. 
 
      
 
    Discomfort quickly became outright hurt and as Zack went back and forth between my tits, each time grasping the clamps and tightening them, agony itself wasn’t that far away. I cried out again, words spilling out in a babble of pleas as he crushed the tips of my breasts down to the point where each heartbeat was like a ball peen hammer hitting my tits from the inside out, trying to force blood through the constricted nipple. I watched as the tip of each breast turned a dark red, then purple and tears again threatened to spill down my cheeks. Then Zack turned the RVP back on. 
 
      
 
    The orgasm came quickly, my tired, strained body trembling violently as my already well frothed and spun up pussy quivered around the corkscrewing dick wiggling inside me. The butterfly base shook against my clit and in seconds the pain had warped, transformed into something entirely different.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, there you go. See? You can do it!” Zack said. I let out a manic, wild cry as the pressure increased. He stroked my head, then ran his hands back down to my tits. “See how beautiful your nipples are? It’s amazing! Look! I’ve almost crushed them completely! Can you take another turn?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head frantically. “Noooo! Please! NOOOO!” 
 
      
 
    He ran the soft pads of his fingers across my nipples, teasing them. It felt like he was dragging crushed glass across the points. “Then you better not cum,” he warned. 
 
      
 
    I whimpered, my entire body trembling. My toes were already curling. “P-p-please Zack! I can’t take it! I’m going to cum! I c-c-can’t stop!” My blood pressure skyrocketed and I felt it, the damn bursting. I gasped, eyes widening as Zack realized what was happening.  
 
      
 
    “Another turn of the screw, huh?” He grabbed hold of the clamp on my right nipple and pulled it outward away from my body. Agony exploded there and I threw my head back, mouth open, crying out. It might even have been a scream. Maybe he just pulled. Maybe he tightened the clamp down even further. I don’t know. Because I was cumming. I was cumming so hard that it no longer mattered. Every sensation I was feeling was blasted to smithereens as the rush of adrenaline surged through my veins. Dopamine flooded my brainpan, increasing the neural-activity in order for my overloaded nervous system to cope with the flood of stimuli. Even then, there was too much. Pain receptors got confused as parts of my body both hurt and felt good, all at the same time. My conscious self didn’t know which way to go and so the instinctive part of me listened to my pussy, quivering around the churning probe of the Rotating Venus Penis. Oxytocin came next, rewarding me as I pumped and thrashed and screamed. A flood of sweet bliss spreading through me by the second, pumped by my laboring heart. I saw Zack grinning, the edges of my vision turning red, then darkening, then… black. 
 
      
 
    There was a jolt that shocked me back into consciousness and my eyes snapped open to see Zack leaning over me, a look of concern on his face. He was holding the TENS Unit, a transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator designed to send small levels of electrical current across a patient’s epidermis. He twisted the dial back down and instead of the same sharp jolt that had brought me back to awareness, I felt a light feather touch caressing both my tits. I looked down. Both of the clamps he’d put on me were still there, but evidently he’d released most of the tension. My nipples were just pink. But then I noticed that he’d wired me. Electrostim tabs on each breast.  
 
      
 
    The RVP was also on, but only at a fraction of the speed it had been purring at when I’d cum. Instead it was now on the lowest setting, gently moving inside me with delicate swirls, keeping me wet and somewhat excited, but not pushing me toward a spectacular and violent ending. I blinked. 
 
      
 
    “What happened?” I asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    Zack laughed. “You passed out. It was too much.”  
 
      
 
    “I hurt,” I said woodenly, my tongue feeling like mush.  
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Well that’s to be expected. I did some pretty awful things to your nipples,” he said with a satisfied smirk. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t feel bad about it at all, do you?” I asked wearily. The feather light caress felt amazing and I sighed softly.  
 
      
 
    “Not in the least,” Zack replied confidently. “You’re a born pain slut and hurting you sexually like this is almost as much fun as fucking your brains out. You couldn’t even control yourself.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “So are we done yet?” 
 
      
 
    Zack gave the clipboard a hard tap. “On the contrary, I’ve got two more tests to perform. First we have to check the conductivity of your nipples…” he began.  
 
      
 
    I interrupted, a little surge of worry giving me a little bit more elocution. “Conductivity? What the hell does that mean?”   
 
      
 
    “It means I have to test how well your nipples allow electricity to flow across them,” he replied.  
 
      
 
    I glanced down at my chest. I could feel the soft tingle. “How is shocking me like this supposed to test how well my tits take electricity? Level one is barely a feather touch.” 
 
      
 
    His eyebrow went up. “Are you complaining?” He asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed, realizing I was being really, really stupid. “No. No. Level one is fine. Really. Perfect even.” 
 
      
 
    He lifted his wrist and I saw him glance at his watch. “Well, you’ve already done three, so you can have ‘perfect’ for another seven minutes,” he assured me. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “Why? What happens in seven minutes?” 
 
      
 
    “Level two,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Uh… for how long?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Nine minutes,” he replied. “Then we’ll do Level three for eight minutes.” 
 
      
 
    My stomach tightened up into a ball and then fell thirty stories to land somewhere in the dark, shadowed basement of my soul. I glanced over at the mobile TENS Unit. These things had gotten ridiculously cheap and even a simple model could be purchased for about forty bucks and Julie had bought two. I’d only brought one, thank God, but even then, it had about five too many levels for my taste. “All the way to ten?” I asked, my voice tight and frightened. 
 
      
 
    He nodded happily. “But only for a minute,” he replied. “So if I were you, I’d get to pumping those hips and enjoying the RVP. Think dirty thoughts or something. Because in…” he did some quick Math. “Because in forty-four minutes you’ll be screaming like a banshee when Level Ten fries your cute titties.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry.  
 
      
 
    “Though I’m guessing level nine for two minutes is going to feel almost as bad as level ten for one.” 
 
      
 
    Then something even worse occurred to me. “You said you had two tests?” It came out plaintive and small and fearful. 
 
      
 
    For the first time Zack didn’t smile. He frowned. “Yes. One last test.” 
 
      
 
    “What is it?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    He paused and then gave me a serious look. “Well, I’m going to untie you, then lay you on the bed. Then I have to tie your hands to the frame.” 
 
      
 
    “What is the last test?” I said more forcefully.  
 
      
 
    “I have to do it while fucking you. And it’s over when I cum,” he explained. He reached over to the desk and held up the alligator clamps. “These, actually. And I have to twist them.” He grimaced. “I’m sorry Bre, but it’s a pain resistance test.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. I didn’t know what else to say. I took a deep breath, regretted it, and then closed my eyes. The RVP swirled inside me, even as the plastic bug base rubbed and rumbled against my petals and clit. My thighs ached, burning with that familiar stretching pain that I love so much, forced open into a position not of my choosing. The tips of my breasts throbbed inside the metal clamps, then tingled as electric fingers kneaded the sensitive and tender nipples.  
 
      
 
    “Zack?” I said quietly. 
 
      
 
    “Yes?”  
 
      
 
    I took another deep breath. “Fuck me good, okay?”  
 
      
 
    He bit his lip. “I’ll do it hard and fast.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head and looked up at him. “No. No. I want you to do it right. I want you to fuck me good. Not fast.” 
 
      
 
    He laid a hand on my arm, then ran his thumb down my breast. He didn’t touch my nipple. “Breanne, do you have any idea how much you are going to be hurting when I do this?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Absolutely.” It came out stronger than I expected. More resolute. 
 
      
 
    “Then I need to go fast,” he repeated. 
 
      
 
    “No. I am a nympho humiliation pain slut. I want you to be satisfied. I want to serve you. And if my suffering is what turns you on, making you desire me, then use me, sir. Take me. Force me. I accept it.” 
 
      
 
    Zack suddenly knelt down. “Bre - please. Stop. Stop it. Don’t say things like that. I’m not sure I can control myself.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at him. “You’re hard now, aren’t you? You want to fuck me now, even before the final test. Don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded, almost reluctantly. “But I can’t. If I do then I’ll cum. I know it. And that will fuck up the last test.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. The words were there, in my head and they came out even before I really thought about them. “Zack, untie me now. Put me on the bed. Tie me there. Keep the TENS Unit on me. Fuck me as long and as hard as you want. I can take it.” 
 
      
 
    “Breanne! You don’t understand,” he insisted. “The last test, the pain endurance test continues until I’ve cum. I’m the timer. So I have to cum fast to spare you.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No. You need to fuck me now and relieve yourself. Your needs are more important.” I smiled softly. “And then, I’ll make you hard and cum again. Even if it hurts.” 
 
      
 
    I could see the indecision on his face. So I said the mantra. “Sir, I am a nympho humiliation pain slut. I am here for your pleasure, to be used, tormented, tortured, and used as you see fit. My satisfaction is of no concern, and neither is my pleasure. Please let my body serve you and satisfy you. Hurt me, use me, fuck me.”  
 
      
 
    A beeping noise came from his watch and he picked up the TENS Unit controller. My heart skipped a beat as he turned the dial up and the light feather caress on my nipples became an actual rolling sensation, as if he was touching me, rubbing my tits. I realized my pussy was tightening up in time with the feeling of the TENS Unit and that was making me horny again. 
 
      
 
    Zack stared at me for several long, agonizing minutes as I sat there, reveling in the painless stimulation inflicted upon me. The RVP swirled in my wetness, the petals of my sex fluttering in time with the vibrator and the tiny pulses of electricity only made the caress of the sex toy sweeter. There was no pain, just… bliss. Here’s an idea guys. Why not see how long I can stand that sort of caress. Hours? Days? Weeks?  
 
      
 
    Zack stood up and I grinned as he slid his jeans down. He was wearing a set of boxers underneath and the tented point made it damn clear he wanted me. I felt the same way. I wanted him. I love the Rotating Venus Penis, but real cock is always better.  
 
      
 
    He moved around to the back of the chair and I groaned in relief as I felt the knots holding my arms behind me loosening. Then they came free and I pulled them around, rubbing at my shoulders and forearms, trying to work out the stiffness. Zack came back around and I looked up at him. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to need significant help getting up,” I said honestly. He nodded. 
 
      
 
    “I know. How do you want to do this?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I considered it. “Left leg first. So I’ll try to put some weight on the right foot and you grab my hands and pull me that direction, and then up.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay.” 
 
      
 
    It took two tries before we got it right and I did this sort of slithering thing where I scooted to the right in the chair, managed to get my high heel on the floor, then fold my left leg up and through the arm rest. I put it down in front of the chair and drew my right leg out, all while clinging to Zack who kept me from falling on my ass. The wires to the TENS Unit stretched out from my tits and I looked up at him with a grin. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me now?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He smiled and nodded. “But first I’ve got to tie you down to the bed.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged and twisted away. He had to react fast to keep me from yanking the stupid TENS Unit controller off the desk, but he followed me as I went to his bed and laid down. It was very, very nice to have my legs together again, despite the fact that I like the sensation of being forced open like that. I raised my hands above my head, the muscles aching but loving the new position. Zack’s bed came with rope already tied to the frame in the right places so it was only a minute or two before my wrists were firmly secured and I was once again at his mercy. He stood above me, the TENS Unit controller on the bed next to my head. Another beep. 
 
      
 
    “Level three,” he announced. “Seven minutes.” He turned up the machine as I nodded and the rolling rub became tighter. Now it felt sort of like someone was using three fingers to pinch and rub my nipples, the sensation going much further back while the intensity of it certainly increased. It felt… well… honestly it did hurt. Not very much. And there was this amazing element involved. It was making me very, very horny. I moaned, closing my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered, arching my back. “Fuck me now. Please!” I opened my legs. Zack’s hands slid up from my knees to my waist and I felt him pulling at the straps that held in the RVP. It loosened over my sex and then I winced, groaning again as he extracted the phallic probe from out of my slit. He turned it off and the motors went silent and he cast it away, dumping it on the floor.  
 
      
 
    “Please Zack? Fuck me now?” I begged him again.  
 
      
 
    He reached out, and my body went rigid with need as his fingers began lightly going up and down my soaked petals. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and my toes curled in my stupid shoes. I spread my legs wide again, or wider. Or whatever. Oh yes… oh God yes… touch me, use me… fuck me! 
 
      
 
    Zack pushed two fingers into my pussy and began gently pumping. A series of spasms shot across my torso, culminating at the titillating torment at the tip of each breast. He teased me, touching my clit ever so gently, his hand still pumping, and then, much to my shock, he bent over, his tongue extended and he licked at my clitoris. Waves and waves of pleasure struck me and pressure blossomed inside me like a bomb going off in a hardened steel casing. I lifted my ass upward, pressing myself to his mouth and colors danced across the insides of my eyelids as everything, for just one amazing moment, was absolutely perfect.  
 
      
 
    Then Zack dragged his pinkie through my petals and pressed it against my ass. 
 
      
 
    Never mind. I was wrong. Now it was perfect.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    “Lucille, I think you’re dragging this out. It’s time we moved along,” said Mistress Amanda who tapped her pen hard on the table in front of her. Lucille gave her a nasty look as Amanda picked up her own collection of reviews, tapping them imperiously to make the edges as neat and crisp and sharp as the wooden pony I was riding. I couldn’t keep myself up for very long and once more I dropped down, wincing as my clit got crushed again between my weight and the only barely dulled edge. I let out a groan, resisted thrusting my hips, knowing that would just make it hurt more, and when I had the energy, pushed myself up again.  
 
      
 
    “We have to explore every facet of Breanne’s review,” Lucille replied. She reached up to my chest and flicked her fingers across one of my clamped nipples. “I hope those are hurting properly,” Lucille observed, her eyes going down to my feet. “I like seeing your tits bounce as you go up and down, trying to keep yourself off the pony’s spine.” 
 
      
 
    “We can switch if you’d like,” I groaned honestly, though I’m afraid it came out a little sarcastic. My legs shuddered. I wasn’t going to stay up for long. There were a few quick draws of breath, as if no one believed I’d say something like that. But Lucille just smiled.  
 
      
 
    “Impertinence,” she drawled. “I suspect that will be a common thread throughout this board of inquiry.” Lucille leaned close to my ear. “You may be a fuck slut, but you’re disrespectful.” 
 
      
 
    Isobel coughed loudly. “Lucille, I think we’ve covered Breanne’s encounter with Zack quite thoroughly. Unless you have something else, I think it’s Amanda’s turn.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille turned away from me and back toward the assembled mistresses. “I just want to remind everyone that Breanne violated three of the five rules governing nympho humiliation pain sluts. In addition Zach recommended that Breanne’s nipples should be shocked, iced, waxed, and clamped more often.” 
 
      
 
    Isobel sighed and waved her hand. “Yes, yes. That’s hardly a surprise. Thank you, Lucille. Please sit down.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille glared at me once, then at Julie, and finally even met Kari’s eyes. Then she let out a huff of air and went back to her seat. There was an impressive distance between her and Kari.  
 
      
 
    “Amanda?” Asked Isobel. “Would you be so kind?” 
 
      
 
    Amanda stood up, her papers clutched in her hand. She smiled at all of the other mistresses, then turned to me with the same grin.  
 
      
 
    “Enjoying your ride, Bre?” She asked with a light laugh. 
 
      
 
    I’d lifted myself off the ridge of the pony again, but my legs were trembling. I figured I had about thirty seconds before I got to press myself against the wooden edge again. 
 
      
 
    “If my suffering pleases the mistresses, then I’m happy, Mistress.” I said it through closed teeth, trying not to let the strain of my precarious position affect my speech too much. 
 
      
 
    Amanda nodded, came over to me, and ran a comforting hand down my spine. It felt good - a caress. Then she held the paper up in front of me.  
 
      
 
    “Two days after you were reviewed by Zack and found wanting, in violation of three NHPS Rules, you were reviewed again. Can you please tell the board who conducted the review and what attribute was tested?” 
 
      
 
    I grit my teeth. She had to repeat what Lucille had said? Really? “It was Alex, Mistress Amanda,” I replied quickly. “It was Alex, and he tested my feet.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah yes, Mike the Hardware Guy’s assistant manager.” She said it knowingly. “Are your feet sensitive, Breanne?” She asked, glancing downward where I stood balancing on tiptoe. My arches hurt like hell, but not as bad as my calves. I nodded. My legs were tiring again and in short order I’d be forced to drop back down, mashing my pussy back into the spine of the wooden horse. 
 
      
 
    “Just how sensitive, Bre?” Amanda pressed. 
 
      
 
    “Very Mistress,” I replied with a groan. She gave me a sympathetic look. “Ah yes, I’m guess your arches are hurting, what with having to be up on tiptoe so much. Still, it’s a fetching look on you.” She gave me this warm smile, as if she were enjoying the difficulty of my situation. “Now I think we should discuss your review with Alex.” She gave me a pointed look as I struggled to stay up on tiptoe. “Do you give men foot jobs frequently, Bre?” 
 
      
 
    “No Mistress,” I whined, struggling to stay in position. My pussy hovered above the wooden edge daringly. 
 
      
 
    “I see,” she replied. “I have to ask why you are not required to give foot jobs more often. Don’t you feel it’s important to have a well-rounded, skill set?” 
 
      
 
    My calves began to burn and I grit my teeth. “Yes Mistress, but it takes a lot of effort to give a foot job properly. And many men can’t seem to get off with just that kind of stimulation. It’s more efficient, and easier just to give them a blowjob.” It came out in sort of a rush. 
 
      
 
    “Easier? You mean easier for you?” She asked disdainfully. “That’s sounds like a reason to require you to provide them more often.” She sniffed, her eyes coming back to me. “Can you feel your feet aching, Bre? You want to drop down, don’t you? I’m curious, Bre. Are you thinking about the answers to my questions? Or are you thinking more about how that wooden ridge will feel when it digs into that perfect, sopping wet pussy of yours?” 
 
      
 
    I grit my teeth, my focus was entirely inward, but there was just nothing I could do. My calves felt like hot knives were slicing them open. Slowly I let myself down. I took my weight off my feet and felt the now familiar, awful sensation of my pussy settling on the wooden edge. It hit me like a kick between the legs. The oil-slicked spine of the pony dug at my sex and I found myself sliding back and forth for a moment, trying desperately to find a better spot to sit. It hurt. A lot.  
 
      
 
    It didn’t help my ass was still stuffed with the Thrusting Anal Vibrator.  
 
      
 
    “Admittedly, Alex was entranced with your feet,” Amanda continued, evidently taking my drop and pussy grind as answer enough. “He mentioned that you are ticklish, especially the arches of your feet. Are you?” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t reply. Word to the wise: the last thing you want to do is confirm that sort of thing. Still, my failure to answer was important. Mistress Amanda sighed. “Fine. Bethany? Madeline? Would you both please go and tickle Breanne’s feet? We need to know.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. I hadn’t seen Madeline anywhere. But then the front tablecloth lifted and from right in front of Isobel, Maddie crawled out from the darkness. She was buck naked, except for a little white maid’s hat and a black and white choker around her throat. The gold padlock at her right nipple glistened just as much as her skin and I caught sight of bare feet under the tablecloth. Madeline was covered in oil and I realized that Isobel and Savannah must have been playing footsie, rubbing their feet over Maddie’s breasts and digging their toes up between her thighs. It explained why they’d been mostly silent as well as the dazed look on Maddie’s face. 
 
      
 
    Or who knows? Maybe Isobel was getting a little tongue action.  
 
      
 
    Bethany rounded the table and joined the little French Maid, both of them coming up to me. As they knelt down on either side of me I considered my options, but the pain in between my legs made such things moot. I had to go up. Madeline reached up under my heel and ran her fingers along the bottom of my foot with light and feathery touches. I gasped, eyes widening and then I felt Bethany do something similar to the other side, rubbing the bottom of my sole with quick flickers of her fingers. They were trying to tickle me. 
 
      
 
    It worked. 
 
      
 
    The list of torments I’ve endured over the years, some sexual and some not so much, are wide and varied. I’ve been whipped, flogged, sapped, spanked, electrified, iced, waxed, creamed, plugged, stuffed, impaled, fried, grilled, stretched, split, clamped, crushed, smashed, pounded, pulverized, and pierced. Hell, I’m a thesaurus entry for “BDSM.” But one thing that I’d manage to avoid, to be spared, was tickled. 
 
      
 
    Oh my fucking God. Tickling. Please… no… 
 
      
 
    Within ten seconds I was going nuts. For a moment I balanced the need to keep my pussy off the pony’s spine against the fluttering sensations on my feet and I realized that the wild movements of my body’s reactionary instinct threatened to topple me. Then I realized that I had the perfect option. I dropped back down, setting my feet flat. This prevented Madeline or Bethany from tickling my feet anymore. Of course it also meant that my pussy was being split with the sharp edge of the horse. And that hurt. 
 
      
 
    “She looks ticklish,” Savannah said with a grin.  
 
      
 
    Julie gave me a wry look. “Still, she’s hardly being cooperative, is she?” Julie scooted back from the table and hurried around it toward me. She wasted no time, but went behind the pony. There was a jolt that translated through the wooden frame I was riding, straight up into my pussy. Then, much to my alarm, the entire thing rose an inch. Then it went up another inch. And another. A second later I was on tiptoe again, except this time I still had my full weight on the wooden beam between my legs. 
 
      
 
    “There now,” Julie said with a magnanimous bow to Amanda. “That should provide you better access to her feet.”  
 
      
 
    Amanda grinned and gestured at Madeline and Bethany. “Grab her ankles, girls.” 
 
      
 
    There are two versions of a torture device that was originally called the Spanish Donkey. You’ve no doubt heard of them referred to as “the wooden pony” and the “wooden horse.” The difference is significant and if you aren’t versed in the disparity, let me educate you. I have first-hand experience with both breeds. And not just because I’m a south Texas farm girl. 
 
      
 
    The wooden pony, which I’d been riding up to that point, is nothing more than a slightly dulled, but acutely cut, edge of wood, generally triangular, digging up into the rider’s groin. The key thing is the height. When the edge is positioned so that it only barely digs into the rider’s crotch, with her feet are almost flat upon the ground, then it is considered a pony. The mechanics are simple. The girl riding the pony rises up on tiptoe to keep the wood from biting into her slit. Eventually though, her calves will tire and she has to drop down, thus “riding” the wooden edge. She regains her strength though, because it hurts to sit on a sharpened edge of wood. So she goes back up. Over time she goes up and down, faster and faster, as her legs tire and the pain gets worse. So she “rides” the pony. Up and down. 
 
      
 
    But the more agonizing version of the Spanish Donkey is called the “wooden horse.” In this version the beam of wood is the same, but the girl riding it doesn’t get to touch the ground. At all. No matter how she extends her legs or points her toes, nothing is going to relieve the weight of her body from pressing down on that sharp ridge. Unlike the pony rider who goes up and down, the horse rider is forced by her position to find a spot between her anus and her clit in which to rest her weight. There are no good options. Every spot hurts equally. So she begins to rock back and forth, slowly at first, but with greater speed. Eventually she is literally fucking the horse’s spine, sliding her pussy up and down the edge in agony. Oiling the wood helps here, but regardless, you get this wild, hip slinging thrust.  
 
      
 
    Julie had raised up the pony and a moment later my feet weren’t touching the ground. All my weight was forced down on the edge of what was now a wooden horse. I cried out as I tipped forward, but Amanda caught me. 
 
      
 
    “Now tickle her feet,” she ordered. 
 
      
 
    Trying to sit still on a peaked plank while your nipples are throbbing in a set of clamps, and your ass is stuffed with a shaking, length changing plug, your hands are bound behind you, while two beautiful, submissive women are tickling the bottoms of your feet, is not the sort of thing that makes for an easy ride. Pain flooded up between my legs and I cried out at the same time bursts of hysterical laughter exploded from my mouth. I began kicking and Madeline and Bethany were forced to hold on. I might even have kicked Beth in the face once. Oops. Of course my wild antics helped a bit because there was less tickling and a whole lot more hanging on for dear life. Of course, having them pulling on each leg practically doubled my weight. Imagine that biting into the soft bits between your legs! 
 
      
 
    “The interesting thing,” Amanda said loudly over the ruckus and my wailing, “is that Alex also said that you failed to follow nympho humiliation pain slut rule #2. I find that disturbing, and possibly trendsetting.” She tapped her papers with a pointed finger. “I also find his notes on your performance enlightening.” She began to read aloud. “Physically she was great. However, she has real control problems. She was instructed to make me cum within the prescribed time limit and she failed, miserably.” 
 
      
 
    I clenched my teeth, trying not to giggle hysterically. “He had the vibrators on inside me!” I cried out, laughing. “It was rigged! Please! Please no more!” I yelled breathlessly.  
 
      
 
    “Amanda, I think that’s sufficient,” said Isobel. “Let’s not create an accident.” Amanda nodded and gestured at Maddie and Bethany. The girls dropped my feet and I subsided into a sharp sob as the agony of my wood bitten pussy seemed to burn through me. 
 
      
 
    “Interesting,” Mistress Amanda said to me, obviously in response to my explanation. “You seem to feel there are extenuating circumstances.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically, my legs kicking around, trying to find purchase. “Yes! Yes! Extenuating circumstances!” I repeated, panting. 
 
      
 
    “Well please,” Amanda said sweetly. “Do tell…” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    [image: ]Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Two and a half weeks earlier... 
 
      
 
    I answered the door of my apartment and gave a quirky look at the man who stood outside. Alex was tall, muscular, and clean-shaven, indeed - the perfect cowboy, but I couldn’t help wondering exactly why he’d shown up at my door. His beaming smile was sincere though and I liked his look; blue jeans, leather boots, a belt and ten pound buckle, along with a tee shirt and flannel. My heart sort of went pitter-patter, as did other parts of me, but then - I can be something of a romantic from time to time. 
 
      
 
    “Hi Alex,” I said, folding my arms across my chest as I leaned against the door frame. My right foot went up on tiptoe, the arch folding delicately. It wasn’t on purpose. It was just comfortable. He looked down at my bare leg and foot and grinned. 
 
      
 
    It took a moment, but he finally tore his eyes away from admiring my bottom half and brought his hand up to the brim of his hat. It tipped toward me along with a respectful nod. “Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a playful frown. “Miss,” I corrected. 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “Miss Breanne, it’s a pleasure to see you.” His eyes did a once over of my entire person. “That’s a novel outfit. I haven’t quite seen you in something so … wholesome.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced down at myself, suddenly self-conscious. It wasn’t exactly a critical remark, since Alex didn’t do things like that, but since I happened to be wearing a tee shirt with a sports bra underneath, not to mention a pair of gym shorts and panties, I wasn’t exactly dressed for company. 
 
      
 
    Well, at least not company like Alex. 
 
      
 
    I brought my arms down and put a hand on his chest. “Not that I don’t like seeing you, but why are you here?” I asked suspiciously. It had been a full day since I’d been allowed to cum and Alex’s arrival meant that there was a decent chance my enforced denial was about to come to an explosive end. Thank God. 
 
      
 
    Alex had the decency to blush. “Well, actually I’m here to do your feet,” he said apologetically. He hefted up a decent sized athletic bag, the kind you see men take into the gym. It rattled apprehensively. 
 
      
 
    My eyes hardened and I backed up a step. Julie had warned me to find childcare for Saturday and to get Rachel out of the apartment. To be honest, I’d been expecting Julie to show up, but she had a tendency to sleep in late on the weekend, which is why I hadn’t stripped naked, the way she preferred me to answer the door. I wasn’t expecting her to later. Still, it was like her to send a proxy and not warn me.  
 
      
 
    “It’s some sort of review,” Alex added. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and now I really did begin to twitch. Another fucking review?  
 
      
 
    One of my more creative online doms had conspired with my mistress to put me through what I could only quantify as a quality inspection. Everything related to my self-declared role as a nympho humiliation pain slut had to be tested, inspected, and reviewed. The Thursday before, I’d been subjected to some rather extreme nipple torture at the hands of Zack, where I’d endured a number of trials, testing everything from the “elasticity of my nipples” to my “tolerance for pain.” It had been rather brutal and my breasts still hadn’t really recovered from Zack’s attention. And I had the marks to prove it. 
 
    Friday I’d been so sore that I’d taken the unusual step of declaring a medical out, dressing in blue jeans and a tee shirt, but it had been the lycra sports bra that I’d really wanted. It kept my boobs from moving under the blouse, rubbing the nipples. Yes. I’d been that sore. 
 
      
 
    “My feet,” I said stupidly. “You’ve got to be kidding me.” 
 
      
 
    Alex shook his head, then shook the bag he was holding. “Nope. Got a list. And I’m supposed to get a foot job.” He smiled. “Two actually.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t move. Instead my eyes narrowed. “Can I see this list?” I asked, holding out a hand.  
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “Not supposed to show it to you. Julie’s orders.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. That pretty much was what I expected. Zack hadn’t let me see his review either, before or after the fact, so I figured there would be some sort of big reveal, embarrassing the hell out of me at the end. What really bothered me was the thought of getting some bad reviews. Sure, Alex would treat me fairly. And in all honesty, so would Zack. But what if I was forced to hand some stranger a sealed envelope after giving him a blowjob and he sent it off to Julie with bad marks? Would that earn me punishments? For someone who gets off on being a sexual submissive, the idea of being so out of control, left to the whims of some stranger, bothered me.  
 
      
 
    I stared at Alex for a moment. He smiled expectantly. Then I shook my head. If Julie had arranged his being there, then there wasn’t exactly much to object to. And besides, I still probably was going to get to cum. I shrugged and took a step back. “Well, come on in.” 
 
      
 
    Alex walked past me and into the apartment and I shut the door, locking it. I live a rather spartan existence, despite the fact that Kari herself had bought all the furniture in my apartment. I’m not much of a material girl. There’s a couch, an easy chair, coffee and side tables, a dining room table that seats four, plants, and some artwork. Tasteful. And me. What can I say?  
 
      
 
    Alex had been to my apartment before so he knew his way around and I watched him go straight down the hall toward my bedroom, bypassing the kitchen and the master bath. My bed wasn’t made, the sheets and comforter rumpled and askew, but at least there wasn’t dirty laundry on the floor. He set his bag down on top of my dresser and surveyed things with an appraising eye.  
 
      
 
    Body language is important, so I crossed my arms again and watched him suspiciously. “Is everything alright?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Alex glanced up at me and smiled. “Of course. I was just considering my options.” He turned around and unzipped his bag, peering in. I moved over toward him, but he stepped to the side, positioning himself directly between me and his bag. “Sorry Bre. Spoilers.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “You? A Doctor Who fan?” I asked incredulously. 
 
      
 
    “What?” He asked absently. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Yeah. So what do I do?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He gave me a knowing smirk. “Strip?” 
 
      
 
    I rubbed at my face. “Just a quick ‘get naked and brace yourself’ sort of strip? Or do you want it slow and sweet and sexy like, you know… with music?” I’m afraid the sarcasm dripping from my voice sort of ruined the moment and his eyes narrowed. 
 
      
 
    “If you don’t get naked it will be the ‘let me turn you over my knee and spank the crap out of your cute, little ass before ramming my cock up it’ sort of strip,” he replied seriously. 
 
      
 
    Oh. Yeah. Okay. It was going to be like that. Well, at least the man knew how to motivate me properly. I hate getting fucked in the back door. My eyes hardened into agates but my hands were already moving. I peeled the tee shirt off and threw it toward the open closet door. Then I pushed my gym shorts down. I had to catch the remote to the vibroballs of course, since it had been jammed into my waistband. Alex caught sight of it and grinned. 
 
      
 
    “Is it on?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “No,” I replied sourly. “And hasn’t been all morning.” He laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You can keep it in. And stop pouting. I’ll turn it on in a bit.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip but didn’t reply. Instead I jammed the little control box between my thighs as I stripped off the sports bra, revealing my breasts. Alex caught sight of my bosom and his eyes widened. He stopped, pulling his hands out of his bag as he turned toward me. 
 
      
 
    “Holy shit! What the fuck happened to your tits?” He asked me, raising a finger. 
 
      
 
    I took a step back and looked down. The tips of both breasts were still seriously bruised and there were fading welts crossing both areola. Blood blisters had formed behind each piercing and they were still slightly swollen, the tips turgid and raised. They were extremely sensitive too, which was why I’d been wearing the sports bra. Walking around in just a tee would have meant my nipples coming in contact with the cotton, rubbing against it. It would have been agony. 
 
      
 
    “Please? Don’t touch?” I begged, this time with open sincerity. Alex’s hand froze and then he pulled it back in polite consideration.  
 
      
 
    “Christ Breanne, what the fuck?”  
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Zack happened.” 
 
      
 
    “Well yeah, I get that. But…” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, trying to find the words to explain. “He pinched, squeezed, twisted, clamped, iced, waxed, fried, and beat my nipples,” I said testily. Then I gave him a hard look. “Then he put on a pair of alligator clamps and twisted my nipples until he came. He was reviewing them.” 
 
      
 
    Alex looked down at my feet. “Oh.” It came out sort of weak. Then he swallowed. “Right.” 
 
      
 
    For a moment we just stood there. I gave Alex another long glare. “Am I even going to be able to fucking stand after this morning?” 
 
      
 
    The cowboy cringed. “It might be better to stay off them for the rest of the day?” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes. “Shit.” 
 
      
 
    He raised his hands in a wild gesture. “Well hell! At least it’s not that maniac Julie! I’ll try to be gentle, but she’s got specific things I have to do to you.” He saw the words forming on my mouth and raised his hands. “No way. I am not cheating on this. I’ve read about some of the things she’s done to you and she’ll not only punish you, but me as well.” He frowned. “And I feel that I should remind you that she’s sleeping with my boss.” 
 
      
 
    Right. Mike the Hardware Guy. Alex was his assistant manager. Way to go, Bre. Why not get the guy fired? 
 
      
 
    I shook my head in frustration, but then sighed again. “Okay. Where do you want me?” I sort of hoped he’d say “wrapped around my cock,” but instead he pointed at my bed.  
 
      
 
    “Strip the comforter back over the footboard so your ankles have a padded rest,” he said. “Then you can lay face down.” He gave me a sheepish smile. “But you still need to take off your panties.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” I said sullenly. I reached down between my legs, grabbed the vibroballs remote, and then peeled my panties off with one hand. I kicked the cotton away, ignoring the damp spot. That was one of the cons about being a nympho humiliation pain slut. We’re always wet, always aroused. I go through panties like you wouldn’t believe. And I’m not even allowed to wear them half the time. 
 
      
 
    It was a little awkward trying to get the covers arranged properly with just one hand, since the other was holding the vibroballs remote, but I managed it. When it was done I tossed one of the soft feather pillows into place and then climbed up. I have a king sized bed - one of those wonderful gifts from Kari of course. It was a little oversized for the room, but considering the fact that I’d had as many as three adults between the covers at one time, it was worth it. Alone in it, I felt like a small ship out on the big ocean. It was more than I needed most of the time. 
 
      
 
    I bunched the pillow up under my arms, trying to take some of the pressure off my tits. Had Alex showed up on Friday there would have been no way for me to handle the position. It would have hurt too much. Instead I got to grit my teeth in discomfort and lay there, wondering what was about to happen. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to tie your feet now,” Alex said, just as I felt the smooth softness of a nylon rope brush my bare sole. I let out a little gasp as a tingle shot up from my foot. I’m ticklish - but in a weird way. For example, I love it when someone rubs the bottoms of my feet. Especially with light, slow touches. It’s this sensation right between pure bliss and a tickle. As long as you go easy. If you start with the fast or heavy touches I go nuts, unable to take it. The rope was like the first caress and I sighed happily. 
 
      
 
    Alex pushed the comforter toward the center of the footboard, an aluminum set of rails that looked like the belonged in an old farmhouse. They were relatively sturdy, which I knew from the fact that I’d been tied to them often enough to know that a hundred and twenty pound woman, tied spread-eagled to them, wasn’t going to break them. I wasn’t exactly surprised when Alex lifted my feet, doubled up the comforter, then set me back down, the rope draped over the back of each heel. His fingers moved fast and I felt the peculiar tightness as he “tie-down” roped my feet. That’s a cowboy expression and if you’ve ever been to a rodeo you’d have seen a couple of ropings. I had the urge to bleat like a calf, but instead kept my mouth shut. A moment later both of my ankles were bound tightly next to each other, and to the bed frame. I couldn’t move them at all. Sure I could swing the ankle and curl my toes, but that was it.  
 
      
 
    “Where do you keep your wrist cuffs?” He asked politely. 
 
      
 
    I turned my head and glanced toward the closet. “Top shelf, metal box.” 
 
      
 
    He laughed and went into my closet, kicking the clothes I’d tossed there out of the way. “Ah! The infamous ‘Breanne’s Toy Box’!” He declared. I heard the clank of metal. “Holy shit this thing is heavy. What do you keep in here, iron weights?” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes and turned my head back straight. He took the box to the dresser and opened it. He peered in, moved a couple of things, then his eyes widened. “Oh. You do have iron weights,” he said, slightly chagrined. He rummaged around in the box and then came out with a set of leather bondage cuffs. 
 
      
 
    “Not those,” I told him. “Those are for the ankles.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh. I didn’t know,” he replied honestly, then dug some more. “These?”  
 
      
 
    I gave him a sour look. “They’ll work, but those cuffs Kari bought from a retail store in the mall when we were sixteen. I can pop the clip, so unless you plan on tying my wrists to something else, separately, those are crap. Not to mention they’re held on with Velcro, which means you can’t tie my hands together. I’ll be able to pull them off.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, aren’t you a pain in the ass,” Ales said sourly. He put them away. “Ahah!” He declared, pulling the second set of leather bondage cuffs out. “These?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes. Those. If you don’t want me getting loose.” 
 
      
 
    He came over to the bed and quickly wrapped the padded leather around my wrists. “I really don’t think I need to do this, at least not right now. But there is some wisdom to it.” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at him. “Really?”  
 
      
 
    He nodded, either ignoring or not catching my sarcasm. “You’re probably going to twist a bit.” He tugged my arms forward, almost up to the headboard. I groaned as more weight went onto my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “So what, exactly, are you going to do to my feet?” I hissed through the discomfort. 
 
      
 
    Alex used the D link clips to latch my wrists to the headboard. I might have been able to free myself, given an hour of concerted effort. His hand found the controller to the vibroballs and I gasped as he turned them on. But only to the lowest setting. I could last hours, even aroused and in denial, before finally cumming. He seemed to know this and dropped the vibroballs controller back onto the mattress. Then he ran his hand down my arm, over my shoulder, along my spine, over my right buttock, down my leg, and all the way to my bound feet. I felt him touch the sole of my right foot and I gasped, a wild, amazing, tingling sensation going back up my spine. 
 
      
 
    “Well, first I’m supposed to test the softness of your feet,” he replied. His fingers touched my toes and I bit my lip, suppressing a giggle. 
 
      
 
    “Softness?” I gasped, trying to kick and finding it impossible. The best I could do was curl my toes and twist my feet so that soles sort of faced each other. I could rub the bottoms of my heels together. That was about all the movement he’d left me. “How the hell do you test softness?” 
 
      
 
    “Like this,” he said and I felt him begin to rub my feet. At least, it was kind of a rub. What he was really doing was running his fingers over every inch, from toe to heel. I could tell he found the rough spots along the edge of my heel, but his thumbs pressed up into my arches and swirled in soft, gentle circles. I knew that part of me was soft.  
 
      
 
    I’d had a pedicure two weeks before, part of Kari’s monthly pampering ritual. I still wasn’t used to it, but she paid for both of us to go, so I could hardly gainsay her. Mud masks, facials, ice treatments, cucumbers, hot stones, steam baths, showers, cold swims, along with fruit and cheese and wine. Once per month. Oh… and manicures and pedicures. If Alex had done this back when I was still farming he’d have been picking at the callouses.  
 
      
 
    His fingers began moving a little faster and I made some corresponding noises of complaint. “Alex,” I said warningly, my voice trembling with the need to laugh. 
 
      
 
    “What?” He taunted, his fingers still running up and down both soles lightly. I was right on the verge. It kind of tickled, almost. I was right on the edge, and not the edge I preferred to be. Yes, the vibroballs were humming inside me, but that was something quite different. 
 
      
 
    I gasped. “Alex! Stop! That’s too….Oh GOD!” I squealed as he began tickling my feet in earnest. My toes curled as the sensation overloaded everything else, shooting up to my brain as my body tensed. I heard the bed frame creaking as my limbs tightened and I yelled out, giggling madly as the cowboy’s fingers fluttered and danced across both my feet. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck!” I bleated. 
 
      
 
    He kept it up for almost a minute, making me twist in the wind. But then, as I lay panting, my stomach tight from laughing, he stopped and I heard the sound of his zipper. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and tried to recover. Intuitively, I suddenly knew one very important thing; this… this was going to be absolutely fucking awful. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    “Awful,” repeated Amanda. “It’s absolutely awful. Listen to this in response to the question about Breanne’s slutty attire! ‘She was wearing gym shorts and a tee shirt, which she did look good in. But it was overly wholesome and rather sweet. If I might suggest something - Julie and Kari should make random spot checks on her. Any time she isn't dressed like the slut she is, she should be punished. I would highly recommend the punishment be that Bre is forced to go into public and change from sweet and innocent clothing into super slutty attire. Then she should have to fuck someone, followed by a pussy whipping’.” Amanda put the paper down. “I see Alex particularly likes you.” 
 
      
 
    I was rocking back and forth, my pussy on fire, the wooden ridge slowly cutting me in half. Or at least that’s what it felt like. I knew that I was leaving thin lines of bruised flesh from my ass to my clit, but there wasn’t anything I could do. My legs stuck out straight downward, toes pointed desperately, trying to find purchase, but there was still four inches of fucking air between my straining feet and the ground. 
 
      
 
    “He also complained that you frequently asked him to stop and pleaded with him to mitigate the torture,” said Amanda. “Is this true?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and then gasped. “Yes Mistress Amanda! It’s true.” 
 
      
 
    “Why? Do you not understand nympho humiliation pain slut rule number three? Or number four for that matter?” 
 
      
 
    “I do,” I whined. “But… it was involuntary. A… a reaction. I didn’t use my safe word or ask for a medical out!”  
 
      
 
    “Does that even matter?” Amanda asked, looking over at the assembled mistresses. I expected Julie at least to come to my defense, but it was Lucille who spoke up first. And not in my favor.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t believe so,” Lucille remarked first, somewhat nastily. “After all, a willing attitude is what this is all about. Breanne tells everyone what a remarkable fuck slut she is and how much pain she can take. Why should she be allowed to resist or object?” 
 
      
 
    Then Kari spoke. She folded her fingers together and smiled. “I agree,” she said wickedly, watching me suffer on the wooden horse. My eyes widened and I stared at her in shock. Kari knew damn well that my protests were theater. Meaningful theatre to be sure, but theater nonetheless! In my mind me saying “no! Please! Don’t!” was the same thing as those Japanese porn star girls constantly squealing like stuck pigs, grimacing at every sexual act committed upon them, as if getting fucked for the three thousandth time hurt or violated them somehow. But Japanese men liked to think every partner they had was a sixteen year old girl who’d never had anything more diabolical that a sliver of soap up between their legs. The squealing was psychological. It tricked the mind into thinking that they were ravishing these teenage girls, using them in non-consensual ways, when the girl beneath them (or on the screen) was not only twenty-six years old, but making hundreds of dollars for the film and had already fucked ten guys that week. So what was Kari doing? Why should she betray me like this? All I could think of was the larger picture. Maybe the review didn’t matter. Maybe this was Kabuki Theater too.  
 
      
 
    With Kari’s pronouncement no one else had anything to say and Amanda gave me a knowing smirk. “Well, that settles that. This time you violated two of the rules. Let the record show that Breanne deliberately and willfully violated nympho humiliation pain slut rules three and four.”  
 
      
 
    Honestly, this might have phased me if I wasn’t rocking in agony back and forth, my pussy on fire. 
 
      
 
    Lucille leaned forward. “I think there is also a case for the violation of rule number two. She’s supposed to be ready and able to endure a punishment or torment at any time. She clearly didn’t seem ready to handle Alex’s requirements that morning.” 
 
      
 
    Julie looked skeptical and Isobel shook her head. “No, I don’t quite think that meets the requirements Lucille. That was still the violation of rule number three. I think you can be satisfied with just two rule violations,” Isobel warned Lucille. 
 
      
 
    Lucille frowned, but then looked over at Julie. “I’d like to request an immediate punishment for Breanne, just based on this review alone. She was in violation of Rule three when she objected to the torments inflicted by Alex, and again violated Rule three by pleading with him to stop. Then we have this final violation of Rule four. Combine with this with her willful violations from the previous review and it’s clear she needs chastisement.” 
 
      
 
    Julie glanced at Kari who grinned. I would have offered my opinion on the whole thing, but I was rocking back and forth, trying to find a way to sit on the edge that didn’t hurt like the dickens. Julie glanced down at the other mistresses and then finally sighed. She nodded at Lucille and gave me a studious look. “I suppose a punishment is merited. What does the board suggest?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    Blonde, southern-belle, Savannah shrugged. “Leave her on the wooden horse for another fifteen minutes. That should be sufficient I think.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille snorted. “That girl? Hardly. She loves the thing. I say we pull her off, tie her spread-eagled, and let the other girls tease her clit for half an hour without allowing her to cum.” 
 
      
 
    Isobel gave Lucille an impressed look, as if the suggestion coming from Lucille was a surprise. “It does torment Breanne’s vulnerabilities. But there is the potential for human error. The girls may not stop in time to prevent Bre from coming.” 
 
      
 
    “Then they all get a pussy whipping,” Lucille said sternly. 
 
      
 
    “Even Bethany?” Amanda asked. 
 
      
 
    “Especially Bethany,” Lucille announced sternly. “If she can’t even tell when a girl like Bre is close, she deserves it.” 
 
      
 
    Julie looked over at Kari. “What do you think?”  
 
      
 
    “Did Alex make any other notes concerning punishments?” Kari asked Amanda, leaning forward. Amanda scanned the paper. 
 
      
 
    “He says here that he wished Breanne’s pussy was red, swollen, and smacked.” 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled. “Then I suggest we make sure that Breanne is in the condition requested. The sybian turned her pussy red. The wooden pony and horse has made her swollen. Now her pussy should be smacked.” 
 
      
 
    “But she likes that!” Lucille protested. 
 
      
 
    Kari held up her hand. “Then perhaps a combination of punishments. First her pussy should be whipped. Then we will direct the other submissives to tease her.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille frowned, but then she nodded.  
 
      
 
    It was Isobel and Madeline who came up to me while I whimpered, beads of perspiration on my brow. Then the horse lowered and when my feet touched the ground I keeled over to the side, the relief so tangible that I could barely stand it. Isobel released my wrists from behind my back, then the clamps on my nipples and I cried out as the pain overwhelmed me. I swooned, my knees buckling and Maddie caught me, lowering me to the soft carpet.  
 
      
 
    “How should she be bound for the pussy spanking?” Amanda asked curiously. “I’d prefer Gwendolyn stay where she is, on the St. Andrew’s Cross.” That drew everyone’s attention over to the tiny blond girl still strapped to the cross on the far side. Gwen was shiny with perspiration and hung in her bonds with loose limbs. But her hips were still churning and grinding. Every once in awhile a shrill sob came from her gagged mouth.  
 
      
 
    Isobel looked up. “Madeline? You and Bethany go and get the new extension frame.” 
 
      
 
    Maddie’s eyes widened. “The heavy one, Mistress?” She asked skeptically. Isobel nodded. Madeline knew better than to let out a sigh, but I knew she wasn’t happy with the idea. She disappeared into the darkness with Bethany following. 
 
      
 
    I lay panting on the floor, trying to get a grip. While Maddie and Beth were away, Isobel went over and spoke quietly with Amanda. A moment later both of them went to Gwendolyn. Gwennie was a mess. She’d drooled from the gag and her front was covered in a slick shine. She’d also cum a few times from the RVP, which Amanda pulled out of Gwen’s pussy with a slick swirl. I could hear the motor and winced in sympathy. Both the corkscrewing movement and vibrator had been set to high. From the way Gwen looked, the Rotating Venus Penis had been tormenting her for an extended period of time. Then the gag and bonds were removed and Gwen dropped to the ground, on all fours, only to kiss Amanda’s foot.  
 
      
 
    Maddie and Beth came back into the light dragging a rectangle of metal poles, most of which were covered in black foam. Each corner had a crank handle and strap with a hook. They dragged it partially into the light and laid it down right in front of the cross Gwennie had just been mounted on. They pushed the cross backward and then dragged the frame into the light.  
 
      
 
    “That’s fine. Leave it there,” Isobel ordered, pointing the space in front of the cross and just to the side of the sybian. 
 
      
 
    I lifted my head. I’d heard about the frame but never seen it. It was seven feet wide and eight feet long, which meant that for a girl like me I could lay in the very center, stretch myself as wide apart as possible and still never touch the frame. But at least I knew what it was for. 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Bre. Stand up. Or at least crawl over there. We’ve got to get you bound down,” Madeline said to me, grabbing at my hand. 
 
      
 
    There was no way I was going to stand so I got on my knees and crawled past Kylie who was still writhing away, grinding her pussy onto the plastic pins at the front of the sybian. She looked like she was enjoying herself way too much and I sort of wished I too was still riding the sybian. I’d had an orgasm that way and from what I was hearing, it would be awhile before I got another one. 
 
      
 
    Isobel pointed. “In the middle, Breanne.” I moved to the middle. “Good. Now lay down on your back.” 
 
      
 
    It felt just a bit strange laying down like that. The carpet was soft, thank goodness, but then Isobel, Maddie, Bethany, and even Gwennie all moved in on me. The only thing that was uncomfortable was the hose that led from the b controller of the Titanmen Butt Plug, but I could deal with it. The wrist and ankle cuffs were clipped to the straps and then the clicking noise of the small metal cranks filled my ears. My right arm moved first but my left leg joined it a half second later and then all of my limbs were being drawn outward, stretched to the corners of the frame. In short order I was taut, stretched out and even then they pulled until I let out a very brief, but sharp cry. Extra straps were placed just above each knee and I felt my legs pulled open in a way that made it impossible for me to move. At all. 
 
      
 
    I was immobile and I mean that. I couldn’t even bend my knees. Isobel rose up even as Gwennie, Maddie, and Bethany moved closer, inside the frame, sitting around me like vultures preparing for a meal of roadkill.  
 
      
 
    “Gwendolyn, Madeline, and Bethany, please tickle Breanne while I get the leather sap,” Isobel said. 
 
      
 
    My head snapped around. “What? Wait! No!” I squealed even as the girls closed in. The only part of my body I could move was my head and I looked down as the wicked smiles got closer.  
 
      
 
    “Please! Beth! Maddie! Gwen! Please!” Then… well… then... I began laughing. I tried to squirm. Fail. I tried to twist. Fail. So I settled for screaming, even though it came out as hysterics. Gwendolyn did the bottom of my right foot with one hand and along my bikini line with the other. Madeline ran her nails up and down my side from the underside of my arm all the way down to my pussy, fingers fluttering at my belly. Beth? Beth went after the other foot and the inside of my knee. It was a cruelty that I’ll never forget, even as I convulsed in frenzied shrieks. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God! Please! S-s-stop!” I giggled madly. Tears streamed from my eyes, but I was grinning like a Cheshire cat. It was tough to even breathe. 
 
      
 
    Then, a minute later, came the words “enough.” I gasped and opened my eyes, trembling. Isobel stood above me, her black leather pants covering her spread legs. She was straddling my waist and I watched as she leaned down, her brown hair dipping toward my pussy. In her right hand was a leather sap and I stiffened, eyes widening. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne,” said Amanda from the table. “Before Isobel starts the pussy spanking, I want to read one more little tidbit from Alex’s review.” She lifted the paper up. “She was snarky, sullen, obstinate, and disobedient. I had to punish her several times, the most notable was when I rolled her tits onto the tack mat, though I also had to stuff her ass with her Thrusting Anal Vibrator. She was being snitty.” She put the paper down. “Snitty. Can you believe that? Snitty. Were you being snitty Bre?” 
 
      
 
    The sap slashed downward before I could answer, slapping my wet, red, swollen pussy and a mixture of pain and pleasure exploded through me. I arched my back and clenched my teeth as my petals fluttered. Another stroke landed and I let out a croon. Had I been snitty? Snitty? 
 
      
 
    The sap landed hard again between my legs and snitty wasn’t the word that went through my mind as my mashed clit stung and burned. It was something way more visceral. Something like… like… Oh yeah. Like what Alex had done to my feet. Oh… oh my God. Holy… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” I gasped aloud as Alex’s belt slammed into the bottoms of my feet. Tingling pain seemed to rush up my legs, swirl through my pussy and then shoot up to my brain. I’d been totally unprepared for it too, which is saying something. I’d been a little focused more on Alex’s striptease since the guy looks like a twenty-something version of the Marlboro Man. He’s not as built up as a weightlifter, but he has a swimmer’s physique, all ropy muscles and tight tendons. I like running my hands over his stomach when I’m not tied up. After he stripped, he moved around to the back of the bed and I heard was the light tinkle of his belt buckle rattling. I really didn’t pay it any attention, and I should have. Oh God I should have … 
 
      
 
    I heard another swoosh and then the doubled leather of Alex’s belt struck the unprepared, freshly tickled bottoms of my feet a second time. A sharp stinging sensation exploded across my soles and I let out a wild yelp and tried to kick my feet wildly. Of course they were still tied to the footboard so except for the creak of metal as my bedframe withstood my wild thrashing, not much happened. I twisted my ankles so that I could rub one tingling sole against the other. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” I gasped when I found my voice. 
 
      
 
    Light fingers touched my feet and I jerked, though it didn’t stop Alex from touching me. “Relax,” he said. “This won’t hurt.” 
 
      
 
    “It already hurts,” I said nastily, but then I felt something smooth and creamy being spread across the bottoms of my feet. “What is that?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    Alex sighed. “Look, I’m accustomed to your attitude issues, Bre. But I’ll have you know that ‘were you forced to punish Breanne?” is one of the questions on the review.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “It is?”  
 
      
 
    He nodded, smoothing the cream over my toes. “Yes. It is. And this is just lotion. Cocoa butter.” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, regretting it a moment later because it made my nipples rub against the sheet beneath me. Still, the spreading scent of chocolate hit me and I sighed. The sting was fading and what Alex was doing felt really good. I relaxed a bit, opening my feet slightly so that he could do more rubbing. His fingers felt good and he pulled his hands out from between my soles to do my heels and then the tops of my feet. 
 
      
 
    “So what was with the belt? Are you going to hit my feet again?” I asked, relaxing at the soft touch of his hands. A moment later he pushed his fingers back between my soles and began pumping them in and out gently, rhythmically even. It felt good, but a little odd too. Still, I closed my eyes and settled down. This was much, much better than getting the bottoms of my feet whacked. 
 
      
 
    “What? Oh… well, not right now,” he said distractedly. I felt something slide into the creamy middle of my feet, right where he’d left much of the lotion. “Oh… yeah. That feels good,” Alex grunted, thrusting his fingers faster. There was something in the sound of his voice that didn’t match and I opened my eyes and looked back over my shoulder. Both of his hands were gripping my ankles and he was buck naked. I couldn’t see his cock though. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Are you fucking my feet?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    The look on Alex’s face made it clear. “Of course I am,” he said breathlessly. “It’s not as good as your pussy or ass, but it definitely feels good.” His cream smeared shaft moved between my soles a little more rapidly. 
 
      
 
    I frowned. This was not how liked to do footjobs. “Then you need to untie me. I’d do a much, much better job with my ankles loose. Trust me.”  
 
      
 
    “I...I know,” he panted. “But you’ll get that chance a bit later. This was how Julie wanted me to test the softness of your feet.” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it for a moment, then twisted my ankles a bit more, creating a sort of chamber between my soles. It wasn’t really a decent job, but clearly Alex was enjoying it. He picked up the pace a bit and I couldn’t help laughing. It tickled. 
 
      
 
    “Problem? You think this is funny?” Alex asked, his voice even more strained than before.  
 
      
 
    “No,” I said, giggling. “It just tickles a bit.” 
 
      
 
    His cock continued to slide against my arches, in and out, smearing lotion everywhere. I’m betting his cock smelled like a chocolate eclair. Now we just needed some tasty cream. I squeezed my soles together a little tighter.  
 
      
 
    “Ohhh… God Bre… yes…” he groaned. A moment later he pushed hard and I felt the spurting jerk of his climax. Something oozed down the top of my feet and Alex let out a sigh of satisfaction so deep you’d have thought he’d just fucked something better than my pussy.  
 
      
 
    He pulled back and walked off to my bathroom as cum dripped down my toes. 
 
      
 
    “Hey!” I yelled at him. “The carpet! You’re going to get stains on it!”  
 
      
 
    He came back with a towel. Except it was around his penis. He pulled it away, displaying his now limp and clean manhood and approached my feet. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to be kidding me. Put that one on the floor and get a clean one!” I said twisting on the bed.  
 
      
 
    Alex ignored me and instead used the towel he was holding to wipe off my feet, clearing them of both excess lotion and the tablespoon worth of cum he’d left. I heard the towel drop.  
 
      
 
    “Well done, Galahad,” I snarled. “If that stains you’re paying me back for the deposit.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly a hand swatted my bare rump hard. “Okay, that’s enough out of you,” Alex said. He turned away, leaving me with a slightly stinging ass and I heard him rummaging through my toy box. “Julie warned me that you were going to probably be a handful, but she didn’t tell me you were in full PMS mode.” 
 
      
 
    I grit my teeth. “Untie me and say that,” I muttered. I looked forward again, mostly because I was beginning to get a crick in my neck from glancing over my shoulder. I heard the click of a cap and then Alex returned, looming over not my feet, but at my side. I risked a dislocated vertebra and looked again, but only caught sight of something black and thick and covered with more of the cocoa butter lotion. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” I demanded. “Hey! What are you doing?” Something cold touched me in the absolute wrong place and I let out a penetrating squeal. “Wait! Christ Alex! No! Not there! Please! Please don’t stick that up me!” 
 
      
 
    “I admit I’ve been curious about this thing,” Alex said as he twisted the cream smeared tip of the anal plug around my ass. I tightened up, trying to fight him. “You talk about it in all your stories. You’re right you know,” he continued. “It does look like an alien cock.” 
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh fuck. The Thrusting Anal Vibe. “Please! Alex! I’ll be good! I’ll shut up! I’ll suck you off! Anything!” 
 
      
 
    He paused and for a moment the pressure of him trying to push the Thrusting Anal Vibrator into my ass lightened. But he didn’t move the tip. Oh no.  
 
      
 
    “Anything?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically. “Anything,” I repeated.  
 
      
 
    He paused. “How about relaxing your ass?”  
 
      
 
    I frowned. “You’ll just stick the Thrusting Anal Vibe in,” I replied, somewhat aghast.  
 
      
 
    “I’m going to put the Thrusting Anal Vibe in whether you like it or not. But what matters is the way I stick it in. Do I shove and force it in, thus leaving you in a lot of pain, or do you open up, relax, accept the plug, and only experience minor discomfort?” 
 
      
 
    It took three seconds before my mouth overrode my brain. “I hate you,” I said bitterly. 
 
      
 
    Alex sighed. Then he pushed. Hard. 
 
      
 
    I have heard that in Japan, there is a socially unpleasant, but acceptable joke, that one person can play on another. It’s called boonga, or something like that, and it involves trying to stick your finger up another person’s ass. Yeah. I know, right? Seems pretty darn strange. Here in Texas doing something like that is likely to get you shot. 
 
      
 
    Unless the person you’re doing it too happens to be tied face down, naked, on a bed, with her ass in the air. And we wouldn’t use our finger. God no. We’d fucking chop off Godzilla’s prick and use that, knowing that it’s uncomfortably thick and moves and shakes inside you. 
 
      
 
    Alex had pretty much lubed the entire thing and the cocoa butter cream and his steady pressure managed to overcome the tightness of my sphincter. Six inches of hard rubber and plastic slid into my ass. It felt awful, pressing deep and I let out a choked sob as a shard of pain rushed up through my insides. I felt the thing settle as my ass tightened around the indentation near the base and Alex found the control box within seconds. A moment later the horrible thing was moving inside me, extending deeper by a full two or three inches, all while vibrating. It felt awful. 
 
      
 
    With a kneading pat to my rump, Alex left me suffering at the hands of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and went back to his bag and my toy box.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, the next thing we have to do is test your durability.” 
 
      
 
    I whimpered. “Durability?” My bottom trembled, mostly from the mechanical cock screwing me from the inside.  
 
      
 
    He rummaged through his bag and then returned to where my feet were still bound at the end of the bed. “Absolutely. It’s one of the major things Julie wanted me to test.” I felt him push something over my toes and it only took me a moment to recognize it. I whimpered again. 
 
      
 
    “Alex? How many snaps?” I asked timidly, already bracing myself for the coming stings. He slid another rubber band over my right foot and settle it right into place in the middle of my arch. I felt the tight elastic sit directly on the most sensitive and soft part, the very curve where Alex had slid his cock not minutes before.  
 
      
 
    “Well, that depends entirely on you,” he said. “Technically I’m supposed to do twenty to each foot. But if you cum, then you get five extra.” 
 
      
 
    I snorted. “Cum? Snapping my feet isn’t going to make me cum! And neither is that monstrosity you’ve shoved up my ass,” I snarled. It wasn’t totally true though. The Thrusting Anal Vibe was definitely making me feel something sexually, but I think that was more an aspect of the anal vibrations combining with the shaking vibroballs that were still going in my pussy. This seemed much more logical than my suddenly becoming aroused by getting fucked in the rear.  
 
      
 
    There was movement behind me, but I really didn’t pay it much attention, since I knew damn well Alex was back there. But it wasn’t near my feet. It was down by my calf. Then the vibroballs inside me roared, rattling in my pussy with an earthshaking tremor. For a girl who hadn’t cum in well over a day, it was NOT an easy thing to suddenly go from mildly aroused to responding to a four alarm fire. 
 
      
 
    I gasped and my rump started gyrating wildly. I wasn’t quite sure at that particular moment if Alex turned up the Thrusting Anal Vibrator as well, but it sure as hell felt like it. I tugged frantically on the rope holding my ankles to the bed and I pulled at the cuffs on my wrists. The whole bed creaked. I realized I was in serious trouble. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhhh…. Oh my God! SNAP ALEX. SNAP THEM!” I breathed frantically. 
 
      
 
    So he did. 
 
      
 
    He alternated between each foot, which was a mild blessing, giving me just a few seconds to recuperate before his fingers once more dug at the arch, snagging the elastic band. As usual, the first few snaps did little more than tingle, making me twitch. But as the rubber repeatedly struck the same general area of my arches, my skin became sensitive and the tingle became a sting. This was offset by the sweet bliss coming up from between my legs and I’m sure Alex was glad that I was tied down because I was undulating like a snake, my body thrusting and humping, trying to rump my clit against the sheets beneath me.  
 
      
 
    At least, instinctively that’s what I was doing. My brain kept shouting “stop! Stop you stupid bitch! You can’t cum! Not now! He’ll hurt you MORE! STOP!” Of course my lower half just ignored my brain, which is a pretty common occurrence. Soon the stinging became something more invidious, deeper and more cutting. I felt the first gasp of pain shooting up my leg and it made it as far as my pussy before it passed through that strange barrier and warped into something that wasn’t quite agony, but not quite pleasure either. A mixture then. And what got to my brain was immediately misinterpreted and the fluids inside me, lubricating those two, rumbling bullets in my pussy, gushed. 
 
      
 
    “Oooohhhgggrrrrrrrr,” I said. Or at least something like that came out of my mouth. It was half groan and half whimper. Alex ignored it and dug his fingers into my sole again, snapping the rubber band so that it impacted sharply against the arch of my poor foot. My toes wriggled frantically, then curled tightly as the cutting sting became a scorching heat. He did the other foot, then came back. 
 
      
 
    Over and over. 
 
      
 
    “Getting close to twenty,” he said stoically, after the elastic snapped back into place, striking the delicate, tender, and now lightly welted arch. I was making a lot of noise, most of it replicating a bitch in heat who’d just been beaten. And that was part of my problem. I didn’t know whether to cry from the hurt coming up from my feet, or cum loudly, wetly, and eagerly, giving into the pleasure, knowing that it would just mean more hurt. My ass tightened up hard around the Thrusting Anal Vibe which was still doing it’s pushing dance in my bottom and that just made my poor pussy clutch at the vibroballs even harder. 
 
      
 
    That’s when I realized that things were out of my control. And in reality, it was meant to be that way. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” I whispered, voice straining. “I’m cumming!”  
 
      
 
    My entire body went stiff except for my pumping butt, which was the visible functionality of my trying desperately to rub my clit against the bedsheets. Surges of adrenaline shot through me and another few snaps peppered the bottoms of my feet. I mostly ignored them, despite the fact that they hurt. I was too wrapped up in the churning mess my loins were in. I arched my back and let out a long, slow, loud wail. 
 
      
 
    Boom. 
 
      
 
    It’s a mental whiteness, a moment of pillow clouds that carries it all away with flashes of color, muted into pastels. It’s sweet and sour all at the same time and it washes away a deep-seated need, leaving nothing but this pleasant buzz, a lightness like cotton dulling every nerve. Your body relaxes, as if you’ve just run miles and then suddenly you find yourself floating in a sea of liquid sugar. Nothing resembling coherent thought moves through your brain. 
 
      
 
    A hot line of agony snapped me back to reality and the toes on my right foot curled sharply as my room, my bound hands, my stretched out body, the Thrusting Anal Vibe, the still shaking vibroballs, and the agony of the welts on each foot brought me forcefully back to reality. The sweet euphoria of my explosion faded as Alex snapped the rubber band on my left foot, leaving me panting again, this time with a pain ridden grimace on my face. 
 
      
 
    “There,” he said with satisfaction. “How does that feel?” He asked me.  
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes, a sense of relief bleeding the tension away. “What? Oh.” I took stock. Most of me felt pretty damn good. Even my bottom. Of course the obvious exception were the soles of both feet, which sort of felt like I’d been trying to balance on my arches, while standing on a thin pole, covered in crushed glass. I decided to hold off on the colorful description and just grunted. 
 
      
 
    “My feet hurt,” I said grumpily. 
 
      
 
    His eyebrow went up. Or at least I think it did. I wasn’t looking at him.  
 
      
 
    “I meant the orgasm.” 
 
      
 
    Clearly he was focusing on the wrong thing. “No dummy. My feet.” 
 
      
 
    For a moment he didn’t answer me and instead I heard a clang, as if he were going through my toy box again. There was a rustling noise. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Is this your tack mat?” He asked suddenly. I twisted my head around to see him bringing over a rolled rubber mat, studded with the heads of thumbtacks. “I’d always wondered about this thing.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened as he brought it right up to the bed and for a horrible moment I thought he was going to unroll it and press it to the bottoms of my feet. But then he did something worse. He let it unroll, the metal tips pointing upward where the business end of each thumbtack emerged from the rubber. I hadn’t used the thing in ages but the needle like tips were still silver. 
 
      
 
    “Alex? What the hell?” I demanded, since he set it down just to the side of shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Lift up,” he ordered. I blinked.  
 
      
 
    “Lift up? What do you mean?” I asked, the pitch of my voice rising right along with my concern.  
 
      
 
    “Lift up so I can slide this under your tits,” he said frankly. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened in horror. There was no way I could tolerate the tack mat, not after what Zack had done to my boobs a few days before. There was just no way. 
 
      
 
    “Alex! No! Please! You can’t! My nipples can’t take that kind of torture.” 
 
      
 
    Alex gave me a blank stare. “Lift up,” he repeated. 
 
      
 
    Tears filled my eyes. “Alex… please… I’m begging you!” I wailed softly. 
 
      
 
    He squatted down. “Then you cut the attitude. No more nasty comments. You accept what’s happening. You thank me for it. You act pleased when it happens. No more being snitty.” He tapped the tack mat. “Or I will lift you up myself, push this under your tits, and then press down.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed, nodding frantically. Anything to keep the tack mat from digging into my breasts. 
 
      
 
    He stood straight again and walked back to the end of the bed. I felt his fingers run across my heel and then down to the arch where the rubber band sat, digging into the soft flesh of my arch. “Now,” he said. “I’m going to give you the five extra snaps.” His nails began peeling the rubber band up off the left foot and my head snapped up. 
 
      
 
    “What? I thought we were done!” I exclaimed. 
 
      
 
    I heard another sigh as the rubber band was pulled away from my arch. “Bre,” he said warningly. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “I mean. I’m sorry Master. I thought I had completed the full twenty-five snaps when I came,” I replied, trying to sound contrite and apologetic. Then, despite every fiber of my being wanting to resist, I added. “Please give me as many snaps as you feel is appropriate.” 
 
      
 
    To some of you, getting an extra five snaps of the rubber band on each foot, especially after already getting a full twenty might sound particularly cruel. But don’t forget - Alex hadn’t turned off the Thrusting Anal Vibe, which was still wriggling itself deeply in my ass. The vibroballs were still both on full power, rumbling inside my pussy. I wasn’t on the cusp of another orgasm yet, but I was already well sauced and despite the orgasm I’d just had, was well primed for another one. I just needed time. And the right sort of stimulation.  
 
      
 
    The elastic shot down and cut into my foot. I squealed. Loudly. If Alex wanted me to be cooperative I was also going to let him know how much he was hurting me. I may, um… maybe… slightly… over-exaggerated. I let out a yell that was only partially muffled by my pillow and should have come from a girl having her foot cut off. Not just snapped with a rubber band. 
 
      
 
    But Alex didn’t seem to care. He went to my other foot and repeated the process. Over and over. Back and forth. By the third time I really was crying, hot tears in my eyes, wetting my pillow. Snap. Burn. Snap. Burn. Snap. Burn. Oh… God… 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t really good when he pulled the rubber bands off my feet but it felt like someone had laid a curling iron across the arches of both feet, giving me a second degree burn. It felt awful.  
 
      
 
    “There,” he said. “Now that you’ve been properly sensitized, let’s get you oiled.”  
 
      
 
    I sniveled, choking back another sob. Or maybe a hiccup. “Oil?” I asked stupidly. I rotated my ankles, moving my feet, trying to find some way to alleviate the pain. Then something wet and cool landed on my heels and flowed down over my arches. It felt good. Sort of. At least until Alex’s fingers were added to the mix. He began spreading the oil over both my feet, rubbing it in lightly where the rubber band hadn’t turned my skin into a red, swollen band. Then, as he crossed the arches of both feet he used just his nail and the lightest touch. It tickled, stung and yes, even felt amazing. I could barely stand it. He did this like twenty or thirty times until I was no longer crying and merely breathless, barely able to tolerate his touch. 
 
      
 
    He moved away and I heard a clicking noise that was unmistakable. The scent of hot wax filtered across my nose a moment later and then I heard the rustle of some plastic. I wanted to say something. Badly. But I was scared that anything I said would result in him grabbing me around the waist, lifting me up, and then jamming the tack mat beneath my tits. The idea of those pins digging into my already sensitive, swollen, and tender nipples was frightening.  
 
      
 
    “Now, according to Julie’s list, I’m to test your feet’s ability to handle heat.” 
 
      
 
    I whimpered. Hot wax. At least he oiled them first. I bit my lip, braced myself, and waited. 
 
      
 
    And waited. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Isobel stood above me, the leather sap held tightly in her hand. She was straddling me so I could look right up her short, black leather skirt, and while her slit was buried in shadow, I had no trouble seeing the streaks of wetness on her bare thighs. It might have been leftovers from when Maddie was under the table, but my personal suspicion, based upon experience, was that Isobel was very much turned on by what she was doing to me. 
 
      
 
    My own legs were trembling as I waited for the next stroke and my pussy burned with a heat that felt like a light sunburn. I wasn’t quite crying, but I’d be lying if there weren’t tears in my eyes. Despite the tightness of the straps pulling me to the far corners of the frame, not to mention the straps at my thighs, I’d still managed to get my knees slightly bent. My pussy was leaking copious amounts of juice, but I suspected that was more from trying to protect itself than arousal. The Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating Butt Plug felt huge in my ass and it didn’t help that my pussy had nothing to convulse and tighten around. 
 
      
 
    I felt hands on me too. Maddie, Gwen, and even Beth, had all held on while Isobel had spanked my pussy with the sap and I appreciated their camaraderie. While only Gwen seemed to be as much a masochist as me, all of them had been tormented and punished before.  
 
      
 
    “Madeline, please see if you can ease Breanne’s suffering. But I warn you, no cumming or you’ll be on the pony.” 
 
      
 
    Maddie looked up, grinning. “Yes, Mistress Isobel.” Then I felt her hair on my thigh. Her tongue followed, sliding across my skin. It dipped into the cooked and well-sauced slit between my legs. She lapped at my clitoris, then suckled it softly. It hurt, but it was a good hurt and when she bit down, ever so gently, I went rigid with a sensation I hadn’t been expecting to feel. Acute, super-sensitive pleasure. 
 
      
 
    I heard the laughter. “She likes that,” Savannah said. 
 
      
 
    “We should put the TENS Unit on her clit instead of another slut’s mouth, and set it to Level 8,” Lucille observed sourly.  
 
      
 
    Kari shook her head. “Pleasure and pain. She is still a nympho humiliation pain slut.” Kari looked over at Amanda. “Did Alex have anything positive to say about his review of Breanne’s feet?” 
 
      
 
    Amanda frowned and looked down at the paper. “Well, I really didn’t think to concern myself with…” 
 
      
 
    “I’d like to hear it,” Kari said firmly. 
 
      
 
    Amanda just stared at her for a moment, then looked down. “Well clearly Alex was impressed with the softness of Breanne’s feet. He mentioned a pedicure recently,” she said, giving Kari a knowing look. “He also said that from a skill perspective her footjob skills are absolutely amazing.” It came out sort of sourly. 
 
      
 
    “I see,” Kari said, as if she’d expected it. I couldn’t see either her or Julie’s face. For me, the information was less of a revelation. After all, I’d been there. I was also very distracted. Madeline was sucking on my clit and then giving it a little swirl with her tongue and that was driving me absolutely crazy.  
 
      
 
    Amanda flipped a page. “He did state she was clean and fit. He also stated that her physical performance was exemplary, but that she had trouble with control. Evidently she kept cumming when she wasn’t supposed too.” 
 
      
 
    Savannah laughed. “Well, that’s certainly Bre. We can hardly expect her not to cum in these situations when we stress her. In fact, I’d be willing to bet she’s close to cumming right now.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a loud, obnoxious groan because Savannah was right. I was definitely close to cumming. Madeline’s mouth was doing too many delicious things to me.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne is certainly prone to orgasmic excitement,” Isobel observed. “I can’t help feeling that this is a quality that should be encouraged.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille sneered. “You want her cumming without control?”  
 
      
 
    Isobel smiled back. “Only if she is willing to accept the consequences.” She pulled a rather vicious looking plastic clamp out of a pocket and held it up with a wink. 
 
      
 
    “Did Alex apply any consequences?” Asked Savannah, looking toward Amanda. 
 
      
 
    “For cumming? Of course there were!” Amanda spluttered. “Alex had the vibroballs going, the Thrusting Anal Vibe in her ass, and snapped rubber bands against the bottom of her feet.” 
 
      
 
    “How many times?” 
 
      
 
    Everyone looked at me, but like I said, I was way beyond distracted. The things Madeline was doing to my clit and pussy felt so good, so arousing, that despite the conversation floating above me, I was a little lost. Through half closed eyes I saw Isobel lean over and tap Maddie on the back of the head. I let out a soft groan and closed my eyes as the girl lifted her face up from my sex. Which is why I didn’t see Isobel bringing the clothespin down. Then there was this sharp pain, a heavy pressure, and my clit felt like it had just gotten caught in a slamming door. My eyes snapped open even as I squealed and I could feel the damn wooden peg trembling in time with my own body. Pain shot up from my groin and my legs and arms jerked. I pulled hard on my bindings but the straps holding me spread-eagled were designed to handle a thousand pounds of pressure. My stupid little antics didn’t even bend the frame, much less tear a strap. I let out a low pitched wail, tears filling my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Answer the question, Breanne.” Isobel said, straightening up. “Or I’ll give you another sapping. She wiggled the leather paddle above me. 
 
      
 
    Breathless I looked over at Amanda. “What was the question?” I asked desperately. 
 
      
 
    Isobel rolled her eyes, bent back down, yanked the clamp from my clit and then smashed the sap against my pussy for good measure. I jerked, eyes shutting against the sweet pain of it. I counted the spanks too; five of them. Then the clamp went back on, right through my sobbing cry of agony. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t be a smart ass, Breanne.” Isobel straightened back up, hands on her hips. “She asked how Alex punished you for cumming.” 
 
      
 
    My chest heaved. “The first… or second time Mistress?” I asked with a wheezing gasp. I could feel the juices trickling out of my pussy. Isobel blinked. 
 
      
 
    “The first,” Savannah clarified with a chuckle. “We’ll get to the second time in a moment.”  
 
      
 
    I licked my lips, trying to push past the sensations flooding up from between my legs. “Um… I was on my front, tied hand and foot and… uh… he gave me extra snaps.” 
 
      
 
    The mistresses looked at each other for a moment. “How many?” Savannah asked. 
 
      
 
    I would have answered right away, but at that moment Madeline crawled back between my outstretched thighs and using just the tip of her tongue, licked the little bit of my clit sticking out from between the pads of the clothespin. My back arched as I cried out, totally enraptured. The caress wasn’t all sweet either. My clit was still burning with heat and Maddie’s mouth didn’t exactly make the pain go away. It enhanced it. 
 
      
 
    Because I seemed so distracted, Isobel bent down again and flicked her finger hard at my left nipple. My eyes popped back open as I gasped, fresh agony lurching through my chest.  
 
      
 
    “How many snaps?” Isobel demanded. Our eyes met, mine wild, her’s demanding. 
 
      
 
    “Five! Five on each foot!” I blurted out. 
 
      
 
    Julie cleared her throat. “I think we’re getting a bit distracted here,” she said firmly. “While Breanne’s proclivity to cum at the drop of a hat is well known, I think we should turn our attention back to her performance.” She put her hands down on the table. “Did Alex have any other pertinent observations?” 
 
      
 
    I grit my teeth. The pressure between my legs was growing in leaps and bounds and if Madeline kept doing what she was doing another orgasm was going to happen soon. Part of me wanted it to happen, but I was afraid that not only would Maddie end up on the wooden horse, but also I’d get another pussy spanking. 
 
      
 
    “Madeline,” I whispered. “Please… not so intense!” I think Isobel heard me because she glanced down at her submissive whose tongue was pressed against my clit, ignoring the clothespin crushing my delicate nub. 
 
      
 
    Amanda coughed delicately. “Alex stated ‘Breanne is not a very tight girl, which I can excuse because she's constantly got stuff in her pussy. But she's got a soft mouth, and her ass is nice and tight. As for smoothness, the bottoms of her feet were exquisite, at least until I left a half dozen welts across them. Then they felt even better’.” 
 
      
 
    Isobel stepped off to the side, but she remained close, watching as Madeline continued to see how many licks it takes to get to my sweet, creamy center. Kari chuckled softly and Lucille leaned forward.  
 
      
 
    “Does that mean she should have her feet caned more often as well?” Lucille asked eagerly.  
 
      
 
    “I think,” Kari said, “that Breanne’s feet should only occasionally be subjected to extreme torments. While Alex may have enjoyed the sensation of welts on her feet, that may not be the case for others. Besides, we still need her ambulatory. If she can’t walk then it highly limits her availability. There are better parts of her to cane,” she said with a small smile. 
 
      
 
    Lucille frowned but then Amanda piped up. “Well, Alex used both his belt, then a cane on her feet, and this was after he coated her soles with hot wax. So I’m pretty sure she was subjected to some pretty extreme torment. But we’re still dancing around the elephant in the room. Unlike Zack who passed Breanne’s tits, Alex approved of her physicality, but ultimately failed Breanne for the art of the foot job.” 
 
      
 
    The other mistresses gave Amanda shocked looks, except for Julie. She just smirked.  
 
      
 
    “You failed?” Savannah asked incredulously, looking down at me.  
 
      
 
    Madeline’s tongue swirled across the delicate, swollen, clamped, red tip of my clit and I whimpered. Agony and ecstasy flowed through me as I thought back, to when Alex had me face down on the bed, trembling. Not quite like this but... 
 
      
 
    Yes. Yes I failed. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    A drop of hot wax landed right in the center of my arch and Alex deliberately made sure that the first few splashes coated the middle of my goddamned foot. Right on the band of elastic tormented flesh. The delicate arch. And did he go up or down afterward? No. He went laterally. Across to the other foot, coating the middle again, making sure that both my feet now had a solid melt of paraffin across the center.  
 
      
 
    It burned. The soles of my feet were already sensitive. Fuck the Thrusting Anal Vibe and vibroballs. I just wanted it to stop.  
 
      
 
    Then Alex did my heels, coating the thicker end of each foot. That wasn’t so bad. But when he started in on my toes I squealed again as the hot wax dripped in between each digit. He did the pads too and the whole thing seemed to burn. My toes curled and I just managed to get the tops of my toes waxed at that point. Heat seemed to surround my feet and then I could no longer feel the droplets. Whatever Alex was doing meant nothing with my toes, and heels, and arches all coated. I just lay there, enduring the vibrations of the vibroballs and the uncomfortable burrowing of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. I closed my eyes and concentrated on just breathing. That didn’t help very much because I started to feel the buzz of the vibroballs and anal plug a little more sexually. 
 
      
 
    For the record, I am multi-orgasmic and can usually pull off a series of waves that leaves me breathless, senseless, and feeling like a puddle of half-melted gelatin. I’ve also noticed that I’m slightly outside the bell curve on sensitivity - meaning that unlike, say - Kari, who can’t handle my freaking tongue on her clit for days after cumming, I’m the kind of girl who should have a vibrator permanently tied between her legs. Sure, eventually I get sensitive. Who doesn’t? But honestly? That’s where the “masochist” in me really kicks into high gear. That sensitivity makes it hurt. The hurt turns me on. I cum. Sensation continues, increasing sensitivity, which makes it hurt. The hurt turns me on. I cum. Sensation … well, you get the idea. It literally takes physical injury to make me stop. Like getting abraded or something stupid. Keep the oil coming and you can practically leave me in lala land. So while Alex was giving me a pair of wax shoes, my pussy, and yes - even my ass - were well on their way to another climax.  
 
      
 
    The only warning was the swoosh that cut through the air. Something hard and narrow struck both my feet at the same time. Hot, blistering agony forced me up. I let out a cry and Alex hit me again, the plastic cane slashing down on the bottoms of my feet. I couldn’t see, but I could feel it as the wax shattered, exploding from my soles like arctic ice around a rising submarine.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t count. I know… I know… That’s a bad habit to get into when you are submissive. You’re supposed to number the blows. But frankly, too much was going on. My ass was wriggling like a piece of raw bacon just thrown on a hot iron skillet, my pussy was convulsing around the vibroballs, and Alex was hitting my feet repeatedly with a fucking plastic stick. I felt it on my toes. On my heels. And worst of all, he nailed me multiple times directly across the arches. 
 
      
 
    I jammed my face into the pillow and screamed even as my feet kicked. Usually when I’m caned on various parts of my body I can feel the line of heat, the slightly damaged portion of my anatomy. But this time, there was just a flush, a full bodied burn as if I’d just stuck my feet in fresh lava.  
 
      
 
    I’m not quite sure when he finished. I’m guessing it was when he’d smashed all the wax off. It at least explained why he’d covered my soles and toes with the oil. He was being kind. I focused on my breathing even as I felt his hands fluttering around my ankles. It took me several minutes to realize that he’d untied my legs and that I was no longer secured to the footboard. Then the Thrusting Anal Vibe slowed and almost went silent. The thrusting sensation ceased and while the stupid thing still shook lightly in my bottom, it was easy enough to handle. Alex turned the vibroballs down until they settled on low, leaving me wet, wanting, but not on edge. His hands went over my upturned ass, then along my spine. It was a caress and he touched me all the way to my fingertips. The bondage cuffs were loosened and then I was free. Slowly I rolled over, groaning, my hands wiping at my face. 
 
      
 
    The first words to come to my mind were not very nice. My feet burned and I knew just from the ache that wearing heels for the next few days would be agonizing, if it were even possible. I’ve had my feet caned before and I know how hard it can be to walk afterward. I glared at him and almost opened my mouth when I caught sight of the tack mat. All he’d have to do is flip it into place and roll me back over. My poor breasts came right back to mind and I grimaced instead. 
 
      
 
    “All done?” I asked meekly. Alex gave me a curious look. 
 
      
 
    “What? No taunt? No sarcastic commentary?” He put his hand on the tack mat.  
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. “No sir. No sarcastic commentary.” 
 
      
 
    Alex laughed. “I believe you. Though I admit that I sort of wonder how it would feel if I had put you on the tack mat.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a pained frown. “It would hurt. A lot.” 
 
      
 
    Alex shrugged. “True.” He smiled then. “So, for the most part you’re done. There’s just one more thing to do.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth fell open. “You’ve got to be kidding me!” I gasped. “I can’t even stand!” 
 
      
 
    Before I could even cry out, he flicked the tack mat down where I’d just been laying and yanked me back toward him. My entire body rolled and I wasn’t able to get my arm down fast enough. My boobs rolled over the tacks, perforating the soft flesh until the tiny pins found my left nipple, then my right. Pain exploded up through my tits as the pins dug in. Then Alex’s hands were on my back, pushing me down. 
 
      
 
    I fought him. And lost. A moment later I was squealing, unable to keep my own body weight, much less his, off my breasts. Slowly he let up and I just lay there, sniveling. Then to my horror, the vibroballs surged inside me. He’d turned them up. 
 
      
 
    “There, there now. Are you okay?” He asked me. 
 
      
 
    I turned my head and looked up at him. Slowly I pushed myself up off the tack mat and glanced down at my chest. My breasts looked like they’d been mashed in a meat tenderizer, with tiny red points all over them. Worst was the tips - they were even more bruised. Probably. I gave him a sullen look with the question “why” written all over it. 
 
      
 
    Alex shrugged. “For two reasons. The first is because you aren’t supposed to say no. And no lip either.” I blinked at that. I’m not sure my outburst should have counted. I almost glared up at him. 
 
      
 
    “And the other?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Alex suddenly grinned. “Are you kidding me? How would your fans react if they knew I’d tossed your tack mat up there on the bed, threatening to mash those amazing, if rather swollen and bruised, tits onto it, and then didn’t.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned. “They would have been fine with it,” I said, knowing that he was right and I was wrong even as the words left my mouth. Alex snorted.  
 
      
 
    “So, as I was saying there is just one more thing for you to do,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Walk on hot coals? Dance on crushed glass?” I guessed sullenly. 
 
      
 
    He plucked the tack mat off the bed and tossed it on the floor. Then he grabbed my pillow and tossed it against the headboard. He climbed up and spread his legs. His cock was only semi-hard, not even firm, probably from the orgasm he’d had while thrusting himself through the arches of me feet. He pointed down at his manhood.  
 
      
 
    “You’ve got to give me a footjob. A real one.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth fell open. “What? You’re kidding! My feet are killing me!” I said, rolling up into a sitting position. I felt the vibroballs move inside me and the Thrusting Anal Vibe continued to rumble in my bottom.  
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “No. I’m not. But think of this more as ‘giving a footjob in spite of the hurt.’ That’s the right attitude.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “What if I declare a medical out?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He shrugged. “Then you fail the review and Julie still gets to hold court. God only knows what that maniac will do to the bottoms of your feet. Walking across hot coals and dancing on crushed glass might just be the start.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. The bottoms of my feet ached abominably. They throbbed. But there wasn’t much I could do. I saw that the bottle of lotion he’d used earlier was still on the bed. I picked it up. The idea of squirting it on my feet seemed like a good idea. Rubbing it in did not. Still, I had a job to do. And Alex was right. God only knew what Julie would do to me for asking for a medical out. I leaned forward with the bottle, intending to squirt the cold cream on Alex’s cock - a sort of petty revenge. 
 
      
 
    “Wait. One more thing,” Alex interrupted as I was about to squirt. I looked up at him in exasperation.  
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    “There’s a time limit,” he said.  
 
      
 
    “A time limit!” I exploded. “How long?” 
 
      
 
    He reached forward and found the control box that led to the vibroballs. Then he pushed the little wheel upward and the two vibrators inside my pussy went ballistic, shaking violently. My eyes widened as my sex tightened up and I let out a little groan.  
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah. And this too.” His other hand went to the Thrusting Anal Vibe controller as well. He did something and the next thing I knew the rod in my ass was shaking just as intensely as the vibroballs. Oh yeah, and it began thrusting again, lengthening inside me, jamming the tapered tip deep into my colon.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s see which of us cums first,” he said smugly. I stared at him in shock. This was just not right! In revenge I squirted the cream out on his cock. He winced slightly as the cold chilled him. Then I moved in front of him, ignoring the pulsing of my pussy, or that thrusting cock in my ass. I brought my legs up and folded them into a butterfly, the soles of my feet just barely touching. The new position made the vibrations seem that much more intense. I brought my feet together. The lotion did little to mask the sensitivity of my arches as his soft prick slipped through my soles. I winced. It hurt. I moved my feet, trying to use the balls of my feet to work him back into rigid strength. 
 
      
 
    “You are going to cum first,” I said, though I wasn’t sure of that. The vibroballs were at full power and frankly, I’m the sort of girl who can’t stand that sort of thing very long. Especially when I’m also jammed full of Thrusting Anal Vibrator.  
 
      
 
    “Well,” he said in a strained voice. “Your attitude has improved at least,” he said. He glanced down between my legs. “Have you wondered when your cute little pussy is going to be tested?” He asked me. I bit my lip, concentrating. It’s hard to rub someone’s hardening cock when your feet have been beaten raw and you’re being sexually stimulated at the same time.  
 
      
 
    “No,” I said honestly, because I hadn’t. “Do you think it will be as bad as this?” I asked as I slid my poor, brutalized feet over his cock. The vibrations inside me were starting to become a problem and the rocking back and forth I was having to do was making the Thrusting Anal Vibe move twice as much in my ass. It was like having to sit on a fence post. In an earthquake. 
 
      
 
    Alex closed his eyes and leaned his head back, mouth open in a silent groan as I did this shimmy up and down his prick with both feet. “Yes…. because you... are the sort of... girl who… craves abuse.” 
 
      
 
    The urge to put my own hand between my legs and rub was suddenly strong. Very, very strong. 
 
      
 
    “Abuse?” I asked in a tiny voice. My clit seemed to tingle and I didn’t even realize it when my fingers started swirling around the top of my slit, dipping in slightly and spreading the wetness over the swelling, eager nub.  
 
      
 
    He nodded and I swirled my foot across his shaft and then gently down to his scrotum. His fingers curled into fists. “Yes!” He moaned. “Someone is going to pussy whip you till you’re screaming.” 
 
      
 
    I might, maybe, possibly, have pinched my clit just a tiny bit when he said that. My feet moved, but it was more in time with my own plunging fingers than trying to get Alex off. Sensing my lack of attention, he grabbed my feet, pushed them together, and began jacking off with his dick caught in my arches. 
 
      
 
    It ached. It burned. And oh God help me… it felt… amazing. The pain of it went straight up to my pussy. Alex watched as I rubbed myself, both of us clearly getting close.  
 
      
 
    “Just…” I panted. “Out of... curiosity,” I asked through another shudder that rocked me to the core. “What exactly… does happen... if I cum... before you do?” My sentence came out clipped, ragged, and high pitched. The Thrusting Anal Vibe rammed itself repeatedly up my back end, moving like a piece of bacon on a hot frying pan. The vibroballs swam and shook inside me and I suddenly realized I didn’t care. I didn’t care if I got punished. I didn’t care what he did to me. I needed to cum. I needed to cum now. He couldn’t hurt my feet anymore. What could he do? I let out a shallow, breathless cry as Alex jammed his cock up between my soles, but it was his movements, his shifting of my lower half, which sent me into the spiral of perfect orgasm. My eyes closed and I gasped even as the pulsing surge began, my hips pumping in perfect, lewd display. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne,” Alex grunted, his face drawn and tight. “If you… if you…” 
 
      
 
    “Oh God! I’m cumming!” I yelled.  
 
      
 
    Alex watched me as I blew my gasket, fluids spurting from between my fingers. I shuddered in bliss as he continued to use my poor abused feet. Then the tip of his cock seemed to pulse and froth of white cream surged from the tip. Not explosively, but more like a thick ooze. It poured over my toes and down the top of my left foot.  
 
      
 
    I fell backward, utterly exhausted, reveling in the bliss. I felt Alex move and then he was lying beside me, one arm around me, his face buried in my neck, his breath on my skin. My fingers found the vibroballs control, then the box that operated the Thrusting Anal Vibe. I turned everything off. We lay like that for a long time, long enough for the euphoria itself to fade, leaving me thinking of taking a few aspirin. My feet hurt. 
 
      
 
    “You wanted to know?” Alex whispered groggily. He sounded rather pleased with himself. 
 
      
 
    I hummed with satisfaction. “Know what?” I asked, moving against him. My hand found his cock and I gave his limp member a little rub. He groaned again but then spoke. 
 
      
 
    “What happens if you cum first.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Who cares? You came right after me,” I said with a lazy grin.  
 
      
 
    Alex pushed a hand up and cupped my breast. I ignored the twinge of pain as his fingers found my nipple. “You fail,” he said. “Just think about that. What Julie is going to say to you. What she’s going to do to you. After all you endured. You fail.” He lifted himself, grinned into my shocked eyes. Then bent down and kissed the nipple he’d just pinched. I didn’t know what to say. Then he rolled off the bed, stood up and headed for the bathroom as the awful realization struck me. 
 
      
 
    I’d failed a review. 
 
      
 
    Well… 
 
      
 
    Damn. 
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    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    “Julie? What do you think?” Isobel asked. 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded and Isobel once again straddled me. My eyes flashed up her legs and this time there was no mistaking the glistening streaks. She was wet. Soaked even, and I knew that getting another opportunity to spank my pussy with the leather sap was just going to make Mistress Isobel that much happier. Maddie’s mouth was still pressed between my legs, her tongue lapping at my crushed and protruding clitoris. Isobel tapped her on the shoulder and Maddie scooted back down my lower half, her fingernails running lightly down the insides of my thighs.  
 
      
 
    Once Madeline had cleared the target zone Isobel lifted the paddle and slashed downward. I cried out, even before she struck me, and the sap seemed to miss my pussy by a millimeter. But it didn’t miss the clothespin. The wooden peg was ripped off my clit, leaving me to shake madly and wail as the pain rushed up through my clit and straight to my brain. The sap flashed down again and I let out a wild scream, but it got choked up a moment later as the leather sap landed again, not quite as hard as before, but enough to make me lose my breath. The leather turned shiny from the wetness I was exuding and I yelled, back arching again as the pain seared me. Except this time I was already super aroused. Madeline had done her job beautifully. Isobel managed only about eight strokes before I squealed and bucked, strobe lights flashing behind my closed eyelids. 
 
      
 
    “Mistress!” Madeline said, gesturing at my squirting pussy. “She’s cumming!”  
 
      
 
    Isobel was already swinging and couldn’t stop herself in time. The little leather paddle landed wetly and sounded like the flat of your hand smacking wet mud. I cried out again, my hips rolling rhythmically and Lucille snorted in disgust. 
 
      
 
    “I told you she liked it,” she muttered. “Going to go for a ride on the horse now, Isobel?” 
 
      
 
    Isobel let out a sigh of exasperation and tossed the sap aside as I shuddered through the fallout. I have no clue what happened over the next few minutes. I was totally out of it. I heard noises, speech. Accusations. Complaints. None of it made sense to me. I was too far gone. I felt hands fall upon me, rubbing and massaging. A warm, wet, wash cloth pushed between my legs. The moment was past. It was no longer about tormenting me, or making me cum. It was about love and caring. Someone - several someones - were trying to comfort me. As I regained my senses, catching my breath and feeling the energy of my orgasm leave me a husked and battered shell, Madeline looked up at Isobel with a leery glance, but Isobel shook her head. I knew what Maddie was thinking. Isobel’s screw-up in letting me cum (or pushing me into it) should have resulted in Maddie’s getting her own pussy paddling.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly Savannah stood up. “I think it is time for us to move on,” she said with certainty. “We’ve established that Breanne violated a number of nympho humiliation pain slut rules and failed her final test at giving foot jobs, despite the stated overall quality. I also believe that she’s been sufficiently chastised for her failures.” 
 
      
 
    “Unless, of course, she fails to earn back her title,” retorted Mistress Lucille. 
 
      
 
    I had to admit, I appreciated Mistress Savannah’s comment. She stood, came around the table and walked over to where I was still stretched out into an X on the floor. “If our three submissives would please free Breanne’s wrists and ankles, I think we can move on to the next set of reviews.”   
 
      
 
    I groaned as my limbs were freed and a dull ache in my shoulders and groin caused me to roll up into a fetal ball for a moment, hand between my legs, cupping my delicate girl parts. Some part of me was aware of Savannah lifting Kylie from the sybian and then dragging her over to the wooden horse. I heard the hiss of the jack as the wooden beam was lowered and then my friend was positioned over the sharp edge. Kylie’s pussy was bright red, probably from being vibrated for twenty minutes, not to mention the damage caused by the soft, plastic spikes at the front of the massager, but her mistress didn’t hesitate even for a moment. Kylie groaned, her hips already swinging. 
 
      
 
    And despite Isobel’s decision not to punish Madeline for my orgasm, the little French maid didn’t get off an easier. Isobel snapped her finger and a moment later Maddie replaced Kylie on the sybian. I watched with jealous eyes as Maddie sank down on the soaked probe, rolling her hips and rubbing herself against the pins at the front. From her eagerness, she was clearly ready for an orgasm herself and didn’t care about the pinprick reward that came with every thrust forward. 
 
      
 
    “Now for Breanne,” said Isobel. Savannah and Isobel grabbed my wrists and hauled me to my feet. I was pulled backward to the St. Andrew’s Cross and once again my arms and legs were spread open, leaving me exposed and vulnerable. This time however, I wasn’t so tightly bound and while I was still forced to rise up on tiptoe, much of my weight was carried by the cross itself. For a moment I gave Isobel an expectant look, especially since I figured that I’d get stuffed with the Rotating Venus Penis, just like Gwennie had endured. But they left my sore and empty pussy alone. The only thing I could feel at that point was the Thrusting Alan Vibrator still shaking in my ass. The gold chain still tugged at my waist, holding up the controller for the toy in my butt, and I stood there, leaning back against the wood, wondering what was coming next.  
 
      
 
    Besides Madeline of course.  
 
      
 
    Savannah stepped in front of the left table where Amanda was sitting. Behind her Kylie was already standing on tiptoe, trying to keep her pussy off the wooden edge of the pony. Madeleine was tight lipped, stifling the moans she wanted to give as her hips rolled, grinding her wet and sweet pussy into the plastic spikes. I watched, tired and strained as Savannah began shuffling a few papers. Finally she looked up at me and gave me a warm smile. “So tell me, Breanne. Do you wear nipple clamps often?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Uh… I guess, Mistress Savannah. I haven’t really kept track,” I said tiredly. 
 
      
 
    She nodded sympathetically. “Do you wear them recreationally?” 
 
      
 
    Well, that was an unexpected question. “Recreationally?” I repeated stupidly, totally confused by what she meant. 
 
      
 
    Savannah gestured at her own bosom. “Yes. Do you only wear them when you’ve been ordered too? As torment, or as a punishment?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, thinking. “Well, it’s not always punishment Mistress Savannah.” In fact, the more I thought about it, the more I realized that nipple clamps were almost always applied to me as a way to up the torment.  
 
      
 
    “So you don’t ever put them on just because?” 
 
      
 
    “Just because?” I stammered in confusion. Savannah wasn’t the only one who laughed.  
 
      
 
    “Maybe you’re relaxing at home, or even pleasuring yourself. You don’t ever put clamps on yourself?” 
 
      
 
    I might have looked a little incredulous. I mean, really. What girl in her right mind is going to put clothespins on her tits while alone? Unless she was going to masturbate or something. I sure as hell didn’t “wear them recreationally.” I looked down. “No Mistress,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    Savannah looked around. “Can we please get some clothespins for Breanne? I’d like her to wear them during this next round.” 
 
      
 
    Julie pointed at the table, where the still very wet clothespin I’d had suffered on my clit was sitting. “We’ve just got the one,” she said. “But we certainly have more in the cupboard.” 
 
      
 
    Mistress Amanda moved first and snapped her fingers. Gwendolyn immediately rose from where she was kneeling, stood up, and padded off into the darkness. She returned a moment later with a pair of pegs, which she held up to Savannah. 
 
      
 
    “Please put them on Breanne’s nipples, Gwennie.” 
 
      
 
    Gwen barely came up to my chin but she grinned as she delicately positioned each of the wooden pegs over my nipples, letting them bite down behind each of the piercings. They stuck straight out, tugging downward on the tips of my breasts. I groaned as the pain shot through my chest.  
 
      
 
    “Feel okay?” Gwen asked me softly. I nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Just a little pinch,” I wheezed, though it was hardly the case. 
 
      
 
    Gwennie grinned. “That’s the way it’s supposed to be!” She whispered back at me. Then she stepped away, moving around Maddie, who was still grinding herself down on the purring sybian. Meanwhile, on the other side of Maddie, Kylie was trembling, straining to keep her well-sauced pussy off the wooden edge of the pony.  
 
      
 
    Savannah concentrated on me and I wondered if I was the timer for the others’ torment. That would be cruel and inhumane. “How does it feel, Breanne?” Mistress Savannah asked me. 
 
      
 
    I gave her a leery glance. “They hurt,” I said honestly.  
 
      
 
    “Tell me,” Savannah asked with an interested grin. “Which set of nipple clamps do you find most painful?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it for a moment. “The Japanese clover clamps, Mistress Savannah.” 
 
      
 
    Kari leaned forward from her seat at the table, interrupting the interrogation, or perhaps continuing it. “I thought you said that clothespins are the worst.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes Mistress. I have. They are. They’re usually tighter than any of my other clamps except the clovers and they keep getting put on in ways that make them hurt. But lately I’ve found that the clover clamps can be used in some rather creative and intricately cruel ways.” 
 
      
 
    “For example?” Kari asked. All the mistresses looked interested. I gulped. There were plenty of examples. I hardly went a day without getting my nipples clamped at some point. But which example? 
 
      
 
    “Last week Mistress Kari clipped my wrist cuffs to my nipples with the clover clamps, even though she knew I was trying to write. So every time I moved my hands, it tugged on my breasts.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille leaned forward and looked at Kari. “Want me to get some clover clamps?” She asked cruelly. 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled politely and gestured at Savannah. “Mistress Savannah is running this portion of the review. It is up to her, and then Julie, who is Breanne’s actual mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille snorted. “Yeah right.”  
 
      
 
    Julie glared at her and was about to say something, but Savannah stepped right up to the table, shaking her head. “I appreciate the idea Lucille, but I’m satisfied with the clothespins right now. Besides, Bre is talking about those filed ones she has. Mike created ridges in the pads so they rarely come off. We don’t have a pair here thought.” 
 
      
 
    Julie smiled. “I did bring a pair if you need them,” she offered smoothly. Lucille suddenly grinned, but Savannah shook her head. Instead she went back to me and grabbed hold of my right breast, giving it a playful shake. The clothespin wiggled madly and pain shot up through my bosom. “They aren’t necessary. I know how to torment her with these. And right now, I want to talk to Breanne about sucking cock.” 
 
      
 
    “Then why the hell are you asking about nipple clamps?” Lucille demanded.  
 
      
 
    Savannah gave my tit another shake. “I have my reasons.” She let go of my chest and brought up a handful of papers. “Breanne, I have here eleven reviews of your cocksucking abilities. Did you know that many were turned in?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked, my mouth falling open in surprise. “Uh… no. I only did seven,” I replied. Savannah shrugged. 
 
      
 
    “Julie sent several off to your stable of men, so Mike the Hardware Guy, Alex, Nick, and even Zack, also got to participate.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned. “I wish I’d known. I would have made an effort.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that’s exactly what Julie wanted to avoid,” Savannah said in explanation. “She wanted them to rate your mouth without you giving them any special service. Still, the overwhelming results from all of these reviews states one specific thing.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m good at sucking cock?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    That earned me a hard flick of her finger, right on the clothespin clinging to my left breast. I let out a gasp and a little cry and Savannah’s eyes weren’t the only ones to harden. I bit my lip and trembled as Savannah gave me a frustrated look. 
 
      
 
    “Christ, Bre. It’s like you’re constantly asking for it!” She admonished me. I squirmed as she brought her hand back up and again squeezed my breast. I did more than groan. I tightened up. Then I waited. The way my other reviews had gone, I was absolutely sure disaster was about to fall. 
 
      
 
    Savannah gave me a warm, loving smile, even giving my tit another shake. The clothespin wiggled violently. “You, my dear, are an amazing cocksucker.” 
 
      
 
    While the crudity of Savannah’s language wasn’t nice, I wasn’t paying much attention. I just wished she’d stop punctuating her sentences by jiggling my breast. Finally she let go and leafed through the reviews.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne was amazing. She gives good head!” Savannah read aloud, then turned to another sheet. “This girl knows how to deepthroat. Loved it when she rubbed my sack!” Savannah looked up at me. “You seem quite talented.” 
 
      
 
    She reached up and grabbed hold of my right breast, squeezing my clothespinned nipple between thumb and forefinger. I let out a loud, almost sobbing whine as the wooden peg jiggled. “The interesting thing however, is that for a number of your cocksucking review challenges, you wore clamps on your tits.” She suddenly let go of my breast and once more flicked the end of the clothespin. I yelped as it wiggled back and forth. “Were you aware of this?” 
 
      
 
    I thought back. I did remember. I’d gone out on two different mornings. The first time I’d worn a short little summer dress two sizes too small for either my hips or boobs. It had been easy to find guys wanting to stick their pricks in my mouth. But it had been almost two weeks later when Kari had sent me out again, this time dressed in a black lace shirt with my bare breasts exposed beneath. The kicker had been the clamps she’d latched onto my nipples before I left. They had driven me crazy all day. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Savannah’s interest in the clamps became apparent. 
 
      
 
    “I remember,” I told Savannah. “Kari had wanted to give me a bit more of a challenge that morning.” 
 
      
 
    In fact, Kari had expressed mixed feelings for my attire, since I’d worn a bright red colored bra under the black shirt. I’d been ordered back to the conference room. Kari had told me to remove my shirt and bra, then she’d calmly applied a little more of the On4Her cream to each nipple. After I was gasping, she’s taken a pair of duckbill clamps, attached them to the tips of each of my breasts, then told me to put the shirt on. The result was that the clamps, my breasts, and my tightly bitten, chemically burning, hardened nipples were in perfect view. It had made the whole cocksucking approach even easier. And it embarrassed the hell out of me. Especially that afternoon when I’d gotten back to my apartment. I remembered it so clearly... 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twelve   
 
      
 
    “Hi, uh… wow. That’s a novel… uh… outfit.” 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure what moved first; my arm or my head. I know for sure that I covered my clamped and tingling breasts even as I glanced up. Then I felt the heat of my blush as Tim looked down at me, an engaging smile on his face. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip and probably looked about as uncomfortable as I felt. There really wasn’t any way to explain away what he’d seen. The black shirt was almost sheer and my well rounded and braless bosom was practically in full view. The closer you got the more see through the shirt. And only a moron wouldn’t recognize the clamps hanging off my nipples for exactly what they were. 
 
      
 
    I froze on the sidewalk that led up to my apartment. “I… uh… um…,” my blush deepened and I’m guessing he could see it right down to the tips of my breasts. A multitude of responses fluttered through my brain, but I finally decided on something simple. “Thank you,” I said softly. Deep down, I wasn’t trying to decide if I should run for it. I was trying to decide which way to run. The closest haven was my apartment, which was just a few short feet away. But Tim was in the way. I’d have to circle round him. The car? It was behind me. The keys were in my hand. 
 
      
 
    We stood there awkwardly for a moment, what with him staring at me, and then he coughed and stepped back out of my way. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to…” 
 
      
 
    “No!” I blurted, gesturing with my arm, which gave him another nice opportunity to look at my chest. “I mean… I’m sorry… I just…” I trailed off and bit my lip. Then it just exploded out of me. I gave him a hopeful look. 
 
      
 
    “Can I suck your cock?” 
 
      
 
    I know. Not exactly the most impressive of come on lines, is it? I mean here was this nice looking, thirty year old guy, dressed in a tee shirt and jeans, nice hair, not fat or thin, and what do I say to him? Sheesh… can I be any more slutty? 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened, but they were locked on my clamped nipples. “Uh… what?” 
 
      
 
    I took a step closer and glanced around quickly. Then I focused my full attention on him again. 
 
      
 
    “I want to suck your cock. Do you mind?” 
 
      
 
    Now he blinked. “What? You mean like right now?” He asked, clearly flummoxed. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes. Right now,” I told him. I licked my lips nervously, wondering if he was going to freak. Statistically about eighty percent of the men I ask for sexual contact are cooperative. I saw this video once where they had this pretty girl with dark brown hair try the same thing and their results were about fifty percent, but she was asking everyone, including guys who were walking around with their girlfriends. There are certain things I look for before I approach just some random stranger and ask to suck their cock. Sure, there is some physical requirements, but what I’m really looking for is that look, that expression of admiration or hunger. And frankly, after seeing Tim’s expression I knew that he wanted me.  
 
      
 
    Even if he didn’t know it quite yet. 
 
      
 
    He glanced around. “Uh… I… well… yes?”  
 
      
 
    My worried expression changed into a smile. “You want to come in?” I asked, pointing at my door. Tim glanced around too, as if he were doing something naughty. 
 
      
 
    “Uh. Yeah. Sure.” 
 
      
 
    I turned my back on him and unlocked my door. It didn’t take me very long and then I stepped aside and showed him into my apartment. 
 
      
 
    I haven’t even lived there for a full year and it kind of shows. I’m not much of a material girl either, so it wasn’t like there were piles of stuff around. Kari had done the decorating, taking my lack of furniture and personal items as a challenge. Thank God my daughter Rachel was living with me, otherwise I worry that Kari might have decorated in “Spanish Inquisition.”  Who wants to watch television while standing naked, bound in the stocks, stuffed with a vibrator? 
 
      
 
    Besides me, of course. 
 
      
 
    As it was there was a comfortable leather couch, a matching loveseat, and a mahogany coffee table with stylish petrified wood coasters that probably cost more than my entire wardrobe. The dining room was small, but a squared off raised table with stool like seat sat waiting for dinner, with a red runner and a basket of cinnamon scented pinecones in the center. The art around the living room was tasteful, mostly images of South Texas landscapes with a definite ranch flavor.  
 
      
 
    Tim hesitated as I followed him down the hall and into the living room. I moved past him and set my purse down on a side table next to the couch. A small box was there and for a moment I wished it was open. Julie keeps my nipple clamps in there. 
 
      
 
    “Can I get you a drink?” I asked him, trying to break the ice.  
 
      
 
    Tim tried not to stare at me but he nodded with a grin. “Oh. Yeah that would be great.” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got beer, soda, and water,” I said brightly, heading into the kitchen. I could see him through the counter cutout between the dining room and my sink.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, a soda would be good. Do you have Coke?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “I’ve got everything,” I told him. Kari had taught me to keep a selection of items in the fridge as a good hostess. I had an entire half a shelf filled with cans. “Coke, Diet Coke, Coke 10, Caffeine free Coke…” 
 
      
 
    Tim laughed. “Just Coke. I’m good.” 
 
      
 
    I grabbed a can, filled a glass with ice and poured. He appeared at the cutout window and looked into the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    “I like what you’ve done with the place,” he said, giving me a warm smile. I knew he was just looking at my breasts again, especially since I was no longer trying to cover up. I passed him the drink and he took it. “Thanks,” he said.  
 
      
 
    I came out of the kitchen and joined him in the dining room. Our eyes met and I smiled again, trying to put him at ease. Then I took his free hand and led him back to the living room. Slowly I pushed him into the loveseat. He sat down quickly and looked up at me. 
 
      
 
    “So… uh… how does this…” then he couldn’t find the words, all because my skirt fell off. 
 
      
 
    Okay, so yeah… I had undone the zipper on the side of my skirt in the kitchen and could feel it slipping with every step as I’d walked him to the loveseat. Sometimes seduction is all about the timing. And not wearing panties. And having a shaved, wet pussy. If my sheer, gauze-covered tits hadn’t gotten his attention, this sure as hell would have. I stepped out of the skirt and kicked it aside with my black six inch heels. Kari would have been proud of me.  
 
      
 
    I know what you’re wondering too. Was I following nympho humiliation pain slut rule #1? Of course I was. Kari’s vibrating egg was sitting quietly in my pussy, silent and waiting. Kari wouldn’t turn it on for the rest of the day, which meant that I’d be kept in quiet desperation, wishing I could cum. Unless… 
 
      
 
    Blowjob. Right. This was about the blowjob. I spread my legs wide so that he could see the wet, pink petals of my sex, and then I slowly sank down to my knees. 
 
      
 
    At first he started to spread his legs but I stopped him with a gentle word and my hands on his knees. I’m not opposed to a man keeping his pants on while my head bobs up and down on his mast. But I can tell you honestly that I much prefer my men to be naked from the waist down. Part of this is because I like to have access to a man’s scrotum. Some girls tend to forget about this part of their partner, but I’ve always enjoyed the feel and sensitivity of a man’s balls. The slow caress of nails seems to make them quiver, especially when paired with other stimuli.  
 
      
 
    But it wasn’t his pants I started with. No. Instead I slid my hands down his calves until I got to his shoes. I slipped a finger along his ankle, then started to pull them off. 
 
      
 
    Tim didn’t object, but I could see he was confused. I gave him a seductive grin and if ever there was a sparkle in my eye it was then. I grabbed the top of his sock and rolled it right off his right foot. Then, much to his shock, I took hold of him and pulled his leg upward slightly until his toes were pressed against something wet, soft, and very, very pink. 
 
      
 
    What can I say? I know how to make an impression.  
 
      
 
    He wiggled his toes slightly as I took off his other shoe and from the growing bulge at the front of his jeans I knew I’d done well. I closed my legs on his foot, leaving it against my pussy, then after I’d set his shoes and socks aside, ran my hands back up to his thighs until I found his belt and button.  
 
      
 
    “Let me,” I said eagerly, my fingers already plucking at his belt. Tim grinned and let me work at his pants. Then when the fastenings were loosened he lifted up and helped me as I pulled down his jeans. 
 
      
 
    Like most men in his generation, he was wearing boxers. I’m not opposed to tighty whities, but a man in boxers always looks good, while briefs, especially white ones, bring back nightmares of Captain Underpants. It’s not a good thing. These I pulled down and off him, chucking them over to the side just like the blue jeans.  
 
      
 
    And behold: cock. It was already stiff and ready, with a glistening bead of pre-cum at the tip. I gave Tim a wicked look and to his shock, grabbed hold of him with my left hand. I pushed my way between his legs, spreading his knees wide. Then I stuck out my tongue and licked just the very tip of his cock, getting that tiny bit of fluid. It didn’t have much of a taste. It was mostly a lubricant designed to help him penetrate any available pussy. Instead, as I swirled my tongue around the head of his shaft, he got to find out what the inside of my mouth felt like. 
 
      
 
    Sucking cock is something of an art form and every man is a slightly different medium. Some guys respond really well to having their glans licked. Some men get going with a gentle sucking, while others like the thrill of a bit of cool air sucked up along the sides of their cock while the tip is buried halfway down your throat. But one thing I’ve always been adamant about is using your hands. 
 
      
 
    Some guys seem to think that a blowjob should only be done with the mouth, and anyone who is firmly on that wagon needs to come see me immediately. First of all, the mouth is a wonderful, warm, wet, inviting receptacle for the male sexual organ and I totally approve of having cock in my mouth. I can do things to a man’s cock with my tongue that my pussy is jealous of.  
 
      
 
    That said, there are muscles in a woman’s sex that can grip a man’s shaft in ways that you can duplicate, or even approximate, orally. And so to make up the difference, I like to use my hands. 
 
      
 
    I wrapped my left thumb and forefinger around the base of Tim’s shaft and I applied a gentle pressure as I tried to get as much of his cock down my throat as possible. Part of this was because I needed some lubricant, but also because I knew it would make him moan, which it did. Then I moved my hand up, gripped his entire shaft and began the slow, pumping motion that many men use when masturbating. They don’t rub the tip, just in case you didn’t know. Men grip the skin along the shaft and move it up and down. Sort of like rubbing your foot through a sock. I know. Weird. It took me years to figure this out. 
 
      
 
    Don’t get me wrong - going after the head of a man’s cock can be beneficial. But I don’t like to do that with my hands unless I’ve got lotion, or preferably oil. The ridge between shaft and head is very, very sensitive and you have to be careful not to overload him. That’s why I try to focus on the shaft with my hands, and with my mouth, do things to that ridge and the head itself.  
 
      
 
    So as I bobbed my head, I hand-fucked him too. Tim had no clue where my mouth started and my hand ended. Long slow penetrations are the way to go and I had him groaning and straining in moments. I put my other hand between his legs and began running my nails over his testicles and that was pretty much it. I didn’t have to do much more. I could feel the strain and pressure inside him until he finally groaned. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to cum!”  
 
      
 
    That’s what a polite guy says when he doesn’t know you’re about to suck his balls dry. In cruder terms, do you spit or swallow? Or do you just let him pop off and splatter your tits? Me? I didn’t want to ruin the shirt, so I jammed his cock as deep into my throat as I could, started a swallowing motion, and then waited. 
 
      
 
    Fluid erupted out of his shaft and shot down the back of my throat. I was prepared for it, mostly, so I only gagged a little as I began frantically swallowing the creamy froth boiling out of Tim’s shaft. Three strong squirts and I pulled out, letting the final ejaculatory eruption fill my mouth, which I opened just long enough for Tim to see his cum coating my tongue. Then I swallowed, letting just a tiny trickle seep from the corner of my mouth. A finger took care of that as he groaned in relief. I kept my other hand on his shaft, rubbing him as his hard-on receded.  
 
      
 
    I let go of him and grabbed the bottom of my shirt. I peeled it off my chest and tossed it aside. Now I wore absolutely nothing but the duckbill clamps on my nipples and a set of six inch high heels with black straps. My right hand went down between my legs, slipping between my petals, searching for the little black wire that went to the worthless sex toy I was stuffed with.  
 
      
 
    Tim didn’t say anything as my bare and clamped breasts hung in front of him, but even as I was digging Kari’s diabolical sex toy out of my cunt, I was already bending back down. 
 
      
 
    “Oh… oh my!” Tim gasped as I put his now flaccid cock back between my lips. Now I did entirely different things to him, my tongue and the roof of my mouth massaging him like a cow chewing her cud. I bobbed my head the moment there was even a passing firmness and Tim groaned, his eyes fluttering in the back of his head. I set the non-vibrating egg aside, knowing that I was being naughty, and that Kari wouldn’t like what I was doing, but frankly, I didn’t care. I wanted something.  
 
      
 
    “I’m good…” He gasped. “Really.” 
 
      
 
    I hummed and kept on sucking. Tim’s foot moved and too my surprise, he tried to bring it back up between my legs. I moved to the left, lifting my leg and letting him. The little whimper of need that left my mouth as his big toe slid through my petals was like waving a giant white flag. 
 
      
 
    Use me. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Tim pushed at my head and I had no choice to relinquish my death grip on his cock. My tongue slid off his shaft and then I was forced to the side as he slid down off the couch. For a moment I had no idea what was going on. My pussy was empty, the egg pushed aside on the carpet, and then Tim lifted me up, setting me down on the leather loveseat. He pushed aside my leg and then pushed his nose up against my belly, his mouth right above my sex. 
 
      
 
    Oh… oh my God. 
 
      
 
    He began by lapping at my clit, and when my hips surged forward, desperate for more, he plunged his tongue into my hole with a gusto that I’m not all that accustomed too. Most of my male friends are just a bit hesitant to put their mouths on a plate that had recently been used by someone else. It made for a lot of showers or hesitation. But Tim had no way of knowing my sexual life. Besides, except for one orgasm that morning, at the personal hands of an OCD woman with sadistic tendencies, I’d been sexually free all day. And I’d showered that morning. So he was eating off a fresh platter.  
 
      
 
    My problem was that after Kari had given me the orgasm that morning, she’d then tormented me all afternoon. And Tim wasn’t my first hot dog of the day. Granted, he’d been the best, and the only to return the favor, but that made for one very horny Breanne. I draped a leg over his shoulder and writhed in ecstasy. When he pushed two fingers into my pussy it was all but over. 
 
      
 
    “Oh please… fuck me!” I begged him, running my hands through his hair. He came up to look at me, but I could see it in his eyes that I’d done too good a job. His cock would need hours to recharge. His mouth was wet with my cream, but he realized quickly that it would be his hand that made the difference. I reached up with both hands and began tugging on the chain hanging from between my tits.  
 
      
 
    “Oh… oh… yes…. Please… make it hurt…” I whispered. His hand began slapping hard against my sex and I went nuts, squealing in pleasure.  
 
      
 
    “Your little… finger… please… in my… bottom?” I begged him. Tim didn’t even didn’t flinch. He ran his pinkie through the wetness that had soaked the loveseat and then jammed the tip into my ass. My body went rigid as the orgasm began and my back arched in absolute perfect pleasure as I came violently. 
 
      
 
    When I came down from my sex-induced high, Tim was kneeling in front of me, a concerned look on his face, his right hand held funny. Slowly I closed my legs and sat up, then grabbed his wrist. To his shock I stuck his fingers in my mouth, sucking on them slowly. 
 
      
 
    “My God,” he said. I giggled and put my free hand down between his legs, finding his still limp manhood. I caressed him, hopeful he’d be hard, but no such luck. Finally I let go of him and stood. I left him there and went into the kitchen. A quick wipe of a paper towel cleaned me off, but I grabbed an extra and went back out to the living room. 
 
      
 
    Tim was putting on his boxers. 
 
      
 
    “Here,” I said hurriedly, “wait a moment.”  
 
      
 
    He stopped and turned as I bent down with the towelette and cleaned him off somewhat. Then I stood and wiped at his hand. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” I said in embarrassment. “I’m not usually so…” 
 
      
 
    “Voracious?” He asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I looked up. “Messy.” 
 
      
 
    He took a big breath. “Well that was… uh…” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Yeah.” 
 
      
 
    He didn’t know what to say so he bent down and grabbed his blue jeans. Evidently me standing in front of him naked made him uncomfortable. 
 
      
 
    “Did you like it?” I asked, making it seem like I was worried. 
 
      
 
    “What? Oh it was wonderful!” He assured me. “I’m just… uh… well…” 
 
      
 
    I put a perfectly straight look on my face and then said in my clearest, most no-nonsense tone, “do you wanna fuck?” 
 
      
 
    He stiffened again. “What?” 
 
      
 
    I gestured at myself. “You didn’t get the full experience.” 
 
      
 
    “Uh… well… I don’t think that I can right now,” he admitted bashfully. 
 
      
 
    I laughed and then put my hand on his arm. “Well not today. But tomorrow?” I asked him. 
 
      
 
    “Tomorrow?”  
 
      
 
    I nodded. “But you have to do something for me.” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a quizzical look. “Uh… like what.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled big, opened my purse, and pulled out a white envelope. “Simple. There’s just a little bit of paperwork.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Savannah looked up at me with a knowing expression. Evidently it was time for another track.  “Breanne? Did you cum? When you were with Tim?” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my head and the guilt was written in broad strokes. There were a few collected gasps and even Julie looked surprised. My mistress blinked at me with an almost betrayed look, then scribbled something down on the pad in front of her. Her knuckles were white. 
 
      
 
    Savannah chuckled and gave the other mistresses a knowing look. “I would say I’m shocked, but in all honesty I’m not.” 
 
      
 
    Julie gave me a strong glare. “I am. You were instructed not to orgasm during your reviews for blowjobs, hand jobs, or your one titty fuck. Did you have any other unauthorized orgasms that I’m going to find out about?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No mistress. Just the one. And it was an accident. He used his mouth on me and I wasn’t ready for it.” Julie didn’t specify if her question just meant accidents during the blowjobs, hand jobs, and titty fuck reviews. So I just assumed that’s what she meant. I wasn’t trying to lie. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s frown didn’t go away. “Is this the guy you were telling me about? The one that lives two doors down from you?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes. His name is Tim and he works in IT.” 
 
      
 
    It was Lucille who asked the next question. “Does he know that she’s a nympho humiliation pain slut?” 
 
      
 
    I was about to open my mouth but it was Savannah who answered. “It’s not readily apparent from his review. He used phrases like “I loved her nipple clamps and the see-thru shirt. But it was the after orgasm sucking that really made it awesome.” She gave Julie a sad smile. “It was the ‘she tastes good too’ comment though that made me suspect she had an orgasm. After all, if he felt motivated to lick her pussy, no doubt she’d let him take her all the way.” 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head in disgust but Savannah hummed softly with pleasure and ran her hand up my side. It tickled but I held in the laughter, especially when her finger went to my left breast and she began rubbing the clothespinned nipple. “But for all of that, I did notice one, very important thing in all of these reviews,” she said, not only to me, but to the assembled mistresses. “Do you want to know what it was, Bre?” She wiggled the clothespin clinging to my right nipple and I hissed. But I also nodded. Savannah leaned close. “I noticed that when you were blowing the guys while wearing the nipple clamps, they all gave you better reviews. Why do you think that is?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Uh… I don’t know Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled. “Well I think I do. I think that when you’re cute, little nipples are tightly clamped, you are a better slut, all around.” 
 
      
 
    This caused a bit of a murmur across the board. Kari put her fingers together and looked at Savannah with interest. “What are you suggesting?” 
 
      
 
    Savannah turned back to the board. “None of the reviews for cock sucking proposed such a measure, but I think it would be appropriate for us to require Breanne to wear clamps, in some fashion, most of the time.” 
 
      
 
    Julie gave Savannah a skeptical look. “She’ll lose sensitivity. It’s better if we use it as a punishment.” 
 
      
 
    “We could put extenders on her,” Lucille suggested. Even as I blanched at that suggestion Julie shook her head.  
 
      
 
    “No. I don’t want her tits looking weird,” Julie replied negatively.   
 
      
 
    “Why does it have to be painful clamps?” Amanda asked, leaning forward. “What if she had to wear lightweight clamps? Like those elastic nipple bands? Those don’t cut off circulation. Plus they’re easy to get on and off. They will certainly keep her mind on the important things.” 
 
      
 
    Most of the mistresses looked impressed with this suggestion. 
 
      
 
    “Another option is nipple jewelry,” said Kari. “There are a number of pieces that will easily fit behind her piercing that would be sufficiently uncomfortable to merit constant attention, but not cause a loss of sensitivity. Besides, it would further embarrass her in public when the outlines of the pieces, or the jewelry itself were visible.” 
 
      
 
    I gave Kari one of those “are you on my side?” looks. She grinned as our eyes met and I winced. Great. What a wonderful idea. Humiliate me more. I knew what Kari was talking about. I already owned one or two “nipple rings.” One was a sun design and looked like a pasty, until you realized that the center was actually my nipple sticking out of the middle. The other was this spiral which had to be threaded on and ended up being a clamp as my hardened tip got caught in the rings near the center. I hated it.  
 
      
 
    “Another wonderful option,” Savannah said with a grin. “I personally love the idea of Breanne sporting such jewelry and light clamps, though I do think that she should still be punished with crueler implements when needed.” 
 
      
 
    “I think she needs some clover clamps,” Lucille said, pointing at my chest. “Along with some weights. She’s already admitted to disobeying orders.” 
 
      
 
    I gave Mistress Lucille an angry glare. “There were mitigating circumstances!” I declared. 
 
      
 
    Savannah’s hand flew and smacked me across the breasts and sent one of the clothespins flying. I let out a short yelp as the pain pierced my brain. Then my eyes snapped open and I looked at Mistress Savannah in shock. She’d smacked me across the chest! 
 
      
 
    “Breanne!” Julie snapped from her seat. If she objected to Savannah’s instant punishment she didn’t say a damn thing about it. Instead she went after me. “Breanne, apologize immediately!” 
 
      
 
    I let out a choked sob as the hurt radiated up. I looked away from Savannah and instead glanced defeated toward the seated dominatrixes. “I’m sorry Mistress Lucille,” I managed to say. 
 
      
 
    Julie frowned and leaned toward the end of the table and looked at Lucille. “You are quite right. Clover clamps would be more appropriate.” She reached behind her, grabbing hold of a purse. A moment later I saw a glint of light and one of the steel chains, capped at both ends with Japanese Clover clamps, was dropped on the table.  
 
      
 
    Lucille grinned. “Bethany? Please fetch a few weights. I think four or five of the one pounders should be sufficient. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s eyes widened, but she didn’t object. I quivered and pulled on my bonds. The St. Andrew’s Cross was pretty firm and I wasn’t going anywhere, that’s for damn sure. Savannah looked over at Lucille and then bowed softly. Lucille stood up and grabbed the clover clamps. Her eyes seemed to glow red and she crossed over to where Savannah stood. My breath caught in my throat as she reached up with both hands and grabbed hold of my breasts, squeezing and kneading them like my tits were large balls of dough. She wiggled my right breast up and down, and when that didn’t dislodge the last clothespin, she began flicking the end, slapping at me until it snapped off and went flying. I gasped, letting out a soft yelp as my nipple tingled sharply. 
 
      
 
    “Oh Bre, you won’t be whimpering in a moment. You’ll be screaming,” she said softly. “Begging me not to hurt you.” She lifted up the steel chain and ran it through her fingers until they came to the clamp at one end. She pinched it open and then with careful movements, set the ridged pads deep behind the piercing of my left breast. Our eyes met and I could see that Lucille’s were smoldering. Her hips were thrusting and I could smell her excitement. She … she … wanted me.  
 
      
 
    I decided a little humility might help. “Please mistress? Hurt me? Punish me for my transgressions?” It came out a little too sappy. And maybe a touch sarcastic. Oops. 
 
      
 
    Savannah rolled her eyes and smirked, even as Lucille smiled. “Oh, of course I will.” Then she let the clover clamp close.” 
 
      
 
    By itself, I don’t find the weight, or even pressure, of the clover clamps to be uncomfortable. Sure, they are tight and clingy, but they don’t hurt. It’s like someone grabbing hold of your tit and just hanging on, not pinching, or squeezing, but just holding with a firm grip. You feel like you could shake them off if needed. At least until both are on, the chain dangling between them, cold and hard against your skin. 
 
      
 
    But while Lucille made quick work of getting my breasts harnessed, it wasn’t until Bethany brought her the tray of weights that I began to get nervous. She picked up the first one, slipping the hook at the top of the one pound, metal tear drop, right through one of the chain links, just below my right nipple. Japanese clover clamps are ingenious little machines though. See, instead of just taking weight, or a tug, the mechanism holding the pincers of the clamp on my nipple closed, latching even tighter to my flesh. So as Lucille left the extra poundage hanging from my chest, the pinch increased and went from discomfort to actual pain. I let out a choked cry, my bottom tightening in response around the Thrusting Anal Vibrator as my chest heaved. Then Lucille moved to the other nipple and a second weight, again positioned almost directly under my tit, pulled downward on the chain, tightening the other clover clamp. 
 
      
 
    Ow.  
 
      
 
    “Are there any other important issues to cover as part of Breanne’s blowjob review?” Lucille asked as she held up another weight. Savannah looked down at her paperwork.  
 
      
 
    “All of Breanne’s lovers said that she had a soft mouth and put her skills at a full five points. In fact the only thing that wasn’t marked at the highest level was maintaining eye contact.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille smirked. “Eye contact,” she said to me. Then she hung the third weight on the chain, further down so that it made contact with my lower ribs. I gasped as the clover clamp bit down even harder onto the soft, malleable point of my breast. I imagined I could feel the ridges in the pads.  
 
      
 
    Amanda snorted from over by the table. “That’s only because Bre gets involved. She’s always good about looking at her tormentors when required.” 
 
      
 
    Savannah nodded. “Yes. Uh… let’s see. Here’s one that says ‘I really liked her forwardness. She came right up to me and asked to suck cock. Brilliant. Didn’t like the fact that all I got was a blow. Wanted to fuck her.” 
 
      
 
    Amanda laughed. “Who doesn’t?” 
 
      
 
    “Any other negatives?” Lucille asked, holding up the fourth weight. I was in the middle of hyperventilating, my chest heaving, pain shooting up through both mammary glands, my pussy pulsing in need, as if I were mounted on a cock.  
 
      
 
    “Let’s see. Here’s one guy who said that yanking on the nipple clamp chain made the blowjob better than any he’d ever had before,” Savannah said. “And clearly the preference was for Bre to be on her knees.” She looked around. “I think that about covers the whole blowjob thing. Clearly the girl knows how to suck cock.” 
 
      
 
    “Yanking on the chain,” Lucille repeated. Then she hung the fourth weight. I cried out now, trembling, the pained expression making me grimace. Lucille chuckled and held up the final, fifth weight. “And she knows how to cum when she’s not supposed to,” Lucille reminded everyone. 
 
      
 
    “Wait,” Julie said sharply, almost angrily. Lucille’s eyes widened as Julie stood up. She came around to my front, standing between me and Savannah. She reached out and I expected her to take one of the weights off. Instead I felt her hand slip between my legs, her middle finger penetrating my sex, thrusting upward into me. Pleasure mixed with the pain and I stiffened, giving her a pleading look. 
 
      
 
    “Julie?” I begged. 
 
      
 
    Julie cocked her head to the side, her finger wiggling inside me, curling and touching my G spot over and over. “I’m mostly pissed you didn’t tell me. I might have excused it.”  Then she reached out and took the final weight from Lucille. My eyes widened as she slipped the metal hook right through the very center of the chain, easing the weight onto me, even as the heavy metal covered my belly button. 
 
      
 
    Oh my God it fucking hurt.  
 
      
 
    But her hand pumped even more fervently between my legs, thrusting and pushing, her palm pressed against my tender and swollen clitoris. I could hear the squelching slosh of her hand against my sodden swamp and I admit I rolled my hips into her grasp, hoping and wanting even more.  
 
      
 
    “Lucille?” Julie suddenly said, turning her face to the side. “A hard spanking, I think, for punishment? Ten swats?” 
 
      
 
    Lucille grinned and nodded, her right hand already pulling back. I whimpered, bracing myself and then Julie pulled her hand out from between my legs. Lucille moved fast, bring her open hand up between my thighs, slapping my pussy and making the dripping juice splatter. I cried out, jerking, which just made my breasts bounce in pain, the weights pulling hard and tightening the clamps even further.  
 
      
 
    But Julie interposed her hand back between my legs before Lucille could hit me a second time and this time two fingers plunged into my stinging, hot pussy. My cries of pain warped as I shuddered, this time in ecstasy, overwhelmed by the now forceful finger fucking I was getting.  
 
      
 
    “Ready Lucille?” Julie said again after just twenty seconds of revving my engine. Mistress Lucille nodded and once more Julie tugged her soaking fingers out of my pussy, opening the way for Lucille’s brutal spank. 
 
      
 
    Scorching heat seemed to sear my labia and clitoris and then Julie thrust her hand between my legs again, plunging her fingers into my pussy. For thirty more seconds I couldn’t think, all the sensations warping and changing. My breasts hurt so much! I let out a keening wail that became a rippled sob and then Julie snatched her hand back, letting Lucille once more thrash my poor, abused, confused, little cunt. 
 
      
 
    I shook like mad. Three more spanks. Three more finger fuckings. 
 
      
 
    That’s when the clover clamp came off. 
 
      
 
    Savannah and Julie both jumped back out of the way as the heavy weights dragged the clover clamps to the floor with a thump and I was just glad it missed my ankle. Lucille had been ready to spank my pussy again, with her bare hand, but had pulled back just in time to avoid getting hurt herself. Five pounds is not something to trifle with. 
 
      
 
    Julie leaned in and put her hand on my breast and lifted it slightly in order to get a better look at my nipple. Tears poured down my face, the tips of both breasts throbbing as blood finally made it through the crushed points. Julie frowned, but then nodded.  
 
      
 
    “You’ll be fine,” she said, quickly checking the other side of my bosom. “You’ve got one little tear on the right side. It’s not even really bleeding.” 
 
      
 
    She bent down and grabbed the clover clamps and chain, ignoring the fact that her hand was still covered with my goo. She went over to the table and unhooked each of the weights, setting them down in a row. When she was done I was just barely beginning to catch my breath. I watched as Julie came back over to me, holding up the steel clover clamps. 
 
      
 
    “Since we’re keeping you clamped from now on,” she said sarcastically, pinching the vices open. “I’ll just put this back on your tits for you.” I shrank back as she lifted the gaping metal maws back up to my breasts, whimpering as she positioned them right over each nipple. Then she closed both pegs on my breasts, mashing the delicate points once more. She stepped back and returned to her seat as I shuddered. Savannah gave me a sympathetic look, then followed. Finally only Lucille stood there. She seemed to enjoy my acute discomfort, but finally even she went back and sat down. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, they watched me suffer. 
 
      
 
    “Isobel? I believe you’re next?” asked Julie, in a more normal tone, as if what they’d just done to me hadn’t really mattered.  
 
      
 
    Isobel nodded and tapped the papers in front of her. “I do believe so.” She looked up at me. “Tell the board, Breanne. Do you enjoy anal intercourse?” 
 
      
 
    My ass tightened around the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, which was still moving inside my bottom, despite the pain in my breasts. I managed to shake my head. “No Mistress Isobel, it’s not my favorite activity.” 
 
      
 
    She held up a finger. “There is a difference between it being ‘not your favorite’ and actually enjoying it.” She gestured over at Lucille. “After all, we heard about you begging to have a finger stuck in your ass just a few minutes ago.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, trying to formulate a response. I’d had a knuckle pushed into my bottom. After being teased there. It was different. “There are… certain things… that can stimulate me,” I allowed. I admit that my brain wasn’t exactly working properly. I was too focused on the throbbing of my nipples.  
 
      
 
    “Like getting butt fucked by a bunch of guys during a football game?” Asked Isobel wryly. 
 
      
 
    I looked up, just a little wild eyed. I knew what she was referring too. Nick’s game night. There was no hope for me now. Who knew what Nick had written down? I nodded. “Yes Mistress. Just like that.” My mind flashed back to that awful afternoon... 
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    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    I looked up at the apartment complex and let out a deep breath. I’m going to admit from the very start that trepidation might be just a mild description of what I was feeling. But then, every time I went over to Nick’s place I sort of felt that way. Nick is not a bad sort and I don’t want you to get the impression that I don’t like him. Nick has a special spot in my heart. I was in a bad place once in my life (okay… so I’ve been in bad places a number of times…) and it was Nick who pulled me out of it. Nick helped me not only to heal physically (I got hospitalized for pneumonia), but emotionally, and eventually even sexually. Though in hindsight I’m wondering if that part of me was really damaged or just burnt out. 
 
      
 
    Well. That’s enough introspection, right? 
 
      
 
    No, the real reason that I felt a bit of trepidation is because Nick never does things by half and there’s a streak of sadism in him that rivals Julie’s. That makes him a fun companion on occasion, but it also means that I knew I was going to be pushed to my limits, and probably beyond them. Frankly, I thought today was going to be a pain in the ass. 
 
      
 
    I glanced left and right before getting out of my car. The last thing I needed was for Nick’s entire neighborhood to see me. Once again I’d been ordered to dress like a scarlet slut, with a good portion of my bare ass hanging out of the short, little, plaid skirt that I had wrapped around my hips. Note I said hips and not waist. There’s a reason the skirt wasn’t wrapped around my waist. Because if I’d done that, then not only my ass would have been showing, but my bare, pink, and dripping wet slit would have been in view too. The skirt just wasn’t long enough, a measly eight inches from hem to waistband, so I slid it down, and then more down, and then down so low that you could almost see my clit, and not from the correct side. 
 
      
 
    The blouse I was wearing was a wine-colored burgundy, tight and wrapped around my torso like a second skin. This pushed my breasts together and the V shaped collar that went down to the bottom of my ribcage meant that a whole lot of pale, curvaceous décolletage was in plain view. Add in the thigh high black stockings and the crystal stripper shoes and I looked like a whore showing up to service a client. Or if someone was being generous; a sorority chick on Halloween. Either way, I knew Nick would have no problem grinning at the neighbors and explaining “I’m not paying for it!” But I didn’t want to put him in that position. 
 
      
 
    Okay. Okay. I didn’t want to put ME in that position. Sheesh. Wasn’t I already embarrassed enough? I mean, did I need to be paraded in front of half a dozen guys, just to make me wallow in my sluttiness? 
 
      
 
    I shouldered my purse and crossed the parking lot, hurrying through the complex as fast as the ridiculous shoes would take me. It was a nice place, but rather lacking in landscaping. Bare essentials you might say, which made sense. It was close to the community college and the apartments were cheap. Nick’s place was on the second floor so that meant climbing stairs, which in heels that lift you nine inches higher than barefoot is not exactly a quick process. And since the stairs are outside, I prayed that no one would walk by and glance upward. They’d get a pretty darn good view of something pink, bare, and glistening. 
 
      
 
    A minute later I was standing in front of Nick’s door, feeling agitated, humiliated, and just a little afraid. I knocked rapidly even as I glanced around, my feelings translated into short spastic movements full of nervous energy. I could hear the sound of a television inside and I braced myself to rush in the moment Nick opened the door. I heard the latch disengage and... 
 
      
 
    Except it wasn’t Nick. 
 
      
 
    I stood there staring with my mouth open, half wondering if I’d gotten the wrong apartment. The man in the door frame grinned and brushed a strand of long blond hair out of his eyes. His head was shaved in the back and on the sides and it was definitely a very “California” look. His arms and neck were covered in tattoos and he couldn’t have been older than twenty-three. Or maybe less if we were going by maturity level. Most of the tattoos depicted scantily clad or nude women in provocative or downright lewd poses. I couldn’t help wondering if those tattoos were memorial or just fantasy.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck yeah,” he said with a grin, as if he were some sort of rock and roller, or maybe a surfer dude from San Francisco. I waited for him to take a step back, but instead he just stood there, blocking the entrance, keeping me cooling my ass on the balcony. I knew I had the wrong apartment. Fuck. 
 
      
 
    “You must be Breanne,” he said knowingly. A quick surge of anger flashed through me. I don’t like the unexpected. It seemed I did have the right apartment. This was Nick’s place. But this wasn’t Nick. Not by a long shot.  
 
      
 
    “Have a lot of hookers with red hair and short skirts been dropping by?” I asked, somewhat sarcastically. Fortunately for me, he took it as humor and laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Spirited. I like her, Nick!” the guy shouted. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Nick loomed into view behind the man. “Damn it Marcus, don’t just stand there like a brick wall. Let her in before someone sees her dripping cunt and calls the cops.” 
 
      
 
    Marcus stepped back with a rueful grin and warmly welcomed me into Nick’s apartment with an appraising grin. I gave the punk rocker a hard look and then glared at Nick as I stepped into the apartment. As I passed “Marcus,” I felt a hand slip up under my skirt, fingers grabbing my bare bottom and giving me an appreciative squeeze. I let out a short yelp and turned to look back at Marcus in shock.  
 
      
 
    “Nice ass,” he said complementarily, as if it were a common, everyday sort of experience to grab a woman he’s never met by the ass. 
 
      
 
    I blinked, totally unsure how to handle it. But then the awful reality crashed down on me. I was ostensibly here for a review. And if Nick had company… 
 
      
 
    They might as well have called a whore. 
 
      
 
    I blushed crimson and averted my eyes. “Thank you, sir,” I said demurely, acutely aware that this “Marcus” guy might be filling out an evaluation of that very ass he’d just grabbed. Nick came right up to me and put his hand on my arm. 
 
      
 
    “Very nice, Breanne. But you’re still not quite appropriately dressed.” Nick touched me at the hollow of my throat and then ran his fingers down the slope of my chest, right up to the material of the shirt. Then, between one breath and the next, he pushed the material downward. Suddenly my left boob was free, totally exposed, and supported by the bunched up material. Then he did the other side. Marcus hummed in appreciation as Nick bared me, teasing both hard points with his fingers. “There,” Nick said satisfactorily. “Now you’re appropriately dressed. Say hello to my guests.” He motioned with his hand. I twisted away from Marcus and inwardly died. 
 
      
 
    Two more guys waved at me from the living room. Or more accurately, they waved at my bare tits. The gold hoop piercings in each nipple seemed to glimmer and the small padlock that marked me as the property of the Society of the Golden Rose jiggled as my short breaths made my chest rise and fall distractingly. 
 
      
 
    Nick started pointing. “That’s Jim. The guy next to him is Gary. And you’ve already met Marcus.”  
 
      
 
    Jim wasn’t much to look at. Thin, gawkish, and with hair that seemed lifeless, he had a pencil thin mustache and looked sort of like he was starving. Gary on the other hand would have been cute if not for a very massive, unkempt beard on his face. I had the urge to say “Hi! Someone fetch me the weed killer!” 
 
      
 
    And that would just be mean. 
 
      
 
    Of course what was really getting to me was the fact that there were four of them. Four men in all. That’s a lot of cock to take up the ass. I swallowed hard. I didn’t know what to say. Finally I took a deep breath, which just had the beneficial effect of making my breasts look even more enticing. I looked at Nick. “Yes sir.” Then, despite the way it felt in my mouth. “How can I please you sir?” 
 
      
 
    Nick grinned. “Well first you need to accompany me to the bedroom. I’ve got a few things for you that Julie insisted on.” He turned toward the guys. “I’ll only be a few minutes and then I’ll bring Breanne back out here for us to start on.” 
 
      
 
    Marcus snickered. “Enjoy yourself, bro.” 
 
      
 
    Nick rolled his eyes. “Come on. I explained this.” 
 
      
 
    Marcus laughed. “Yeah. Right. Whatever.” Gary and Jim nodded with similar expressions of incredulity. I wondered just what kind of conversation they’d had with Nick. He shook his head, grabbed my hand, and started pulling me to the bedroom. I followed along as best I could considering what I was wearing on my feet. The stockings didn’t help either. The shoes kept wanting to slip off. A moment later the door shut behind us and I whirled on him, an angry expression on my face. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” I demanded. “Why are there three men out there?”  
 
      
 
    Nick looked at me like a man standing in front of a rattling diamondback. “Whoa there girl. I cleared all of this with Julie first. In fact, she was the one who suggested it.”  
 
      
 
    My eyes narrowed. “I thought I was here for an anal evaluation,” I retorted. “Not entertaining a group of guys through a football game!” 
 
      
 
    Nick frowned and crossed his arms. “You know, this isn’t exactly a good attitude. You’re supposed to be all submissive and willing to do whatever the fuck I want.” 
 
      
 
    I put an arm across my bare breasts, realized it, and then yanked my russet colored shirt back up instead. “That is not what we’re talking about.” I declared. 
 
      
 
    Nick grinned. “You’re right. That’s not what we’re talking about.” He backed away and showed me a box that was sitting on his bed. He tapped it lightly with his finger. “This is what we need to talk about.” 
 
      
 
    I glared at him. “Are you trying to change the subject?”  
 
      
 
    “Are you trying to get out of having that cute, little, ass of yours fucked?” He retorted skeptically. 
 
      
 
    I thought about that one for a second. The awful reality was that I was here for a reason. And honestly, Julie could have sent me to the fraternity house with Zack to get my ass reamed. Maybe my sour attitude was more based upon the fact that I was about to experience a sexual act that I wasn’t really hip on. 
 
      
 
    Just in case you weren’t already aware of the fact, I am not and never have been a fan of anal sex. There are all sorts of reasons for this, but in short I’m a powerful believer in the fact that God meant my bottom to be an exit, not an entrance. It’s only the fact that human nature causes men to want to stick their genitals into every goddamn, warm, wet space they can find that even puts my ass in the target area.  
 
      
 
    Did that come out mean spirited? 
 
      
 
    “We both know you don’t want to be here, at least for an anal review. But we also both know you aren’t about to leave.” Nick laughed and opened the box. “So I need you to come here and bend over the foot of the bed.” 
 
      
 
    “Um… hello? We’re arguing here?” I said, stamping my foot, trying to maintain my anger. It’s not easy to stomp your foot angrily when wearing stripper “fuck me” shoes. 
 
      
 
    Nick shook his head. “No, you’re arguing. I’m about to fuck your pussy and then push this,” he pulled something the size of his fist out of the box. “Into your sweet little box once you’re close to cumming. Then I’ll switch it on. It will vibrate like mad while we’re reviewing your derriere!”  
 
      
 
    My mouth fell open and I just stared at him. For a long moment he grinned at me, but then he dumped the egg like thing on the bed, reached over, grabbed my wrist, and manhandled me over. A second later my breasts were pressed against the comforter and he’d flipped up my skirt. His hand rubbed at my slit and a moment later all I could do was moan as he tugged the ben wa balls out of my pussy. He tossed them aside and put his gooey hand on my hip. 
 
      
 
    “God, I’ve been thinking about this for days,” he muttered as I heard his zipper go down.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes as the tip of his cock pressed up behind me. “You know, you aren’t supposed to be fucking my pussy.” I stuck my tongue out. “And don’t forget the condom this time.” 
 
      
 
    Nick laughed and grabbed a package from the nightstand. He tore it open and moved back behind me again. “Breanne, I’m of the firm belief that everyone should fuck your pussy at least once in their life. It’s the best part of you. I asked Julie if I could review your pussy in fact. But evidently it’s been promised to someone else. Lucky fart. So me and the guys get to fuck your fat ass instead.” He slapped my rump and I jerked. Then he groaned and his cock slid into my dripping slit. One, single thrust. All the way. Now that’s wet. 
 
      
 
    I turned my head. “You missed,” I gasped darkly as he began to thrust back and forth through my slit.  
 
      
 
    Nick grunted. “No. This is… prep work,” he said, picking up the speed. I have to admit that it felt good. His balls slapped against my thighs and all I had to do was lay there and take it. Though I may have spread my legs just a bit further apart. His rod slid into my soaked depths easily enough. Then he groaned.  
 
      
 
    “You know, if you cum you won’t have the energy to screw my bottom,” I said sharply. It wasn’t a nice thing to remind him of, and it made little difference.   
 
      
 
    Nick grit his teeth. “No,” he said, panting. “It will mean I get to fuck your ass longer.” 
 
      
 
    Great. Just great. That was not what I was hoping for. Still, having Nick’s cock in my pussy felt totally amazing and I rolled with it, letting the pleasure relax me. A moment later I was nearing my own climax, just as Nick let out a loud grunt, rammed himself as deep as possible, and then sighed. I could feel his shaft pulse inside me. I muttered another curse as he pulled himself out, leaving me twice as desperate and wanton. My pussy craved to be filled.  
 
      
 
    “Nick!” I whined, panting. I rolled over and looked up at him with frustration. 
 
      
 
    He gave me a lazy smile. “Do you have any idea how soft your ass is?” He laughed. “I love fucking you from behind.” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes and spread my legs open, pointing to the very wet, very pink petals between. My knees butterflied outward and his eyes were drawn down to the pink slit right between my thighs. “Do you see this?” I said in a low key. “Do you have any idea how desperate I am right now?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Damn right I do. So let’s take care of that.” He reached over and grabbed the egg like vibrator. It was similar to the one Kari uses on me at the office. I bit my lip as he began running the narrower end through my petals and the waves of pleasure started back up. I let out a soft groan as he began pushing and a moment later the whole thing was inside me. 
 
      
 
    “Start it up!” I begged, hoping the vibrations would be enough to give me what I needed. 
 
      
 
    Nick grinned. “Not yet. One more thing.” He went to his dresser, opened the top drawer, and drew out something dangly. It looked like an earring at first, at least until he got closer. He bent down between my knees and I gasped as something squeezed my clitoral hood, catching my clit with it. The pressure was intense and it took me a moment to realize he’d clamped a vibrator pendant to my pussy. 
 
      
 
    “Oh… oh… yes!” I hummed. 
 
      
 
    Nick lifted up, smiling. “Okay. All set.” 
 
      
 
    My hands were on my nipples, rubbing them, writhing on the bed. “Yes please! Turn them on! Turn me on!” I begged. 
 
      
 
    Nick’s eyes widened in surprise. “Oh. I’m sorry Breanne. Not yet.” He patted my leg and my high heel fell off, leaving my stocking clad foot hanging in the air. I half sat up and looked at him in frustration.  
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    He backed away. “Oh, we’ll turn them on shortly,” he assured me. “And you’re allowed to cum all you want.  But every time you do we’re going to spank that cute little ass of yours.” He grabbed his boxers and pulled them back on. He glanced down at my shoe. “You need to put that back on. Then we go out and start the review of your ass.” 
 
      
 
    Stuffed, frustrated, irritable, and desperately horny, I slid to the edge of the bed and managed to get the other shoe back on my stockinged foot. By then Nick’s jeans were on again and he looked pretty much the same as he had when we’d entered. I glanced at the clock. Only fifteen minutes had passed.  
 
      
 
    “There are times I hate you,” I said softly. 
 
      
 
    Nick chuckled. “Oh sweet pea, just wait till I’m eight inches up your ass later. Then you’ll really hate me.” He reached up, grabbed my shirt again, and tugged it down. “I know the guys will want to see your amazing tits too.” He flicked both nipples sharply, making me gasp and cover up my chest again with an arm as I gave him a frustrated glare. Then he led me back into the living room where Jim, Gary, and the punk surfer - Marcus all waited.  
 
      
 
    The coffee table had been cleared off in my absence and a bath towel had been folded into a thick pad and placed vertically across, running from television to sofa. The game was still on and clearly the guys were enjoying it, and while I might have been interested in seeing the Dallas Cowboys whomp another team, I had a few more things on my mind at that particular moment. 
 
      
 
    “All right Breanne. Just one more thing before we start,” Nick announced. I turned toward him, only to see him holding up a pair of steel clover clamps. He stepped right up to my exposed breasts and I groaned as he set the pincers in place, squeezing my nipples between the smooth vices. 
 
      
 
    “Sweet,” Marcus observed. 
 
      
 
    Nick smiled as he took his hands away from my chest. “Now if you’ll please kneel on the coffee table and get on all fours.” It came out as a polite request, but I knew it was an order. I turned and deliberately didn’t look at the other guys as I climbed up, putting my knees on the towel. A moment later my boobs hung down, clamped tightly with the steel chain swinging between them. My blouse was pulled tightly against my body, just under my breasts, and my skirt wasn’t doing anything other than making a pretty frill around my middle. My bare bottom and stuffed pussy were in full view and I kept trying to resist the urge to tighten up around the still unmoving vibrator that Nick had pushed into my sex. What was really getting to me was the vibrator pendant, also still off, swinging from my clit. I kept my head up as Jim leaned forward and began fiddling with the chain hanging off my breasts. I would have been able to handle this, if it hadn’t been a signal to the other guys to also put their hands on me. 
 
      
 
    Someone, probably Nick, reached between my legs, stroking my thighs for a moment, only to find the pendant vibrator. There was a slightly pull, then the vibrations started and I couldn’t help gasping, hips rolling as sweet, sexual arousal streamed up from between my legs. The fact that a moment later hands were roaming all over my body and the egg vibrator inside me churned to life, well… it was all I could do not to swoon right then.  
 
      
 
    Yes. I admit it. I loved it. There is something almost ethereal about being touched by multiple people. It doesn’t matter if it’s women or men. Multiple hands on your body changes your sexual perspective. There is this psychological component, where you intuitively know that you are the center of attention for multiple persons, all who want to pleasure you. Or use you. Either way, it’s a very sexy feeling.  
 
      
 
    Fingers kneaded my breasts, teasing and rubbing the clamp pinched nipples. Someone began fondling my petals, rubbing my pussy, their fingers “accidentally” tapping my clitoris. Hands moved up and down my back and flanks, over and around my thighs. It felt amazing. Better than amazing. It felt… it felt… 
 
      
 
    I let out a tense whine. “Oh, God… I’m cumming!” I squealed, my hips jerking slightly as the spasms began to wrack through me. The men didn’t stop either. In fact, someone began working my pendant vibrated and clamped clit with his fingernail and that just made the accompanying orgasm twice as strong. I grit my teeth and shuddered, exploding wetly with a gasp. 
 
      
 
    They didn’t stop until I visibly relaxed, my spine bending with feminine and feline grace. Nick let out a laugh and I heard him say snidely, “I told you so,” to one of his friends. Then the hands left me and I tried hard to get back in the appropriate “all fours” position. 
 
      
 
    “Now Breanne, you’ve been told not to cum. So now you are going to get your first spanking,” Nick announced. “Jim? Would you do the honors?” 
 
      
 
    Jim slid forward. He was in his mid-twenties and looked at me with an eager grin. “Across the lap, right?” He asked Nick. 
 
      
 
    Nick nodded. “Yep. Ten solid swats to her rump. And make sure she’s a blushing pink when you’re done.” 
 
      
 
    Marcus and Nick both grabbed hold of me, even as I started to understand what was happening. I got my feet down on the floor, but they manhandled me to the left and the next thing I knew I was on the sofa, draped across Jim’s lap. Jim was on the end nearest the door, so he sort of had to sit on the edge to keep my legs from being draped over the armrest. My legs stuck out into the room while my face ended up in Gary’s crotch. Gary took hold of my arms while Jim began rubbing my bottom with intense enthusiasm.  
 
      
 
    “Count them out loud, Breanne,” he said. Then his hand came up off my butt, held position a foot and a half above my ass, then crashed back down with a loud, stinging, hot spank. 
 
      
 
    Ow. 
 
      
 
    “One,” I said, my facial muscles twitching as I braced myself for another impact. The first spank hadn’t really hurt that much, but it had stung and as Jim pulled back for the second stroke I felt the sting begin to fade to heat. 
 
      
 
    *CRACK* 
 
      
 
    My entire body twisted as my eyes widened in surprise. Flames seemed to explode into being across my rump and I twitched back and forth as the heat scorched my derriere. I took a shuddering breath, my nipples throbbing to the beat of my heart. I realized that my pussy had clenched tightly around the vibrating egg and that the combined sensations were once again making me drip.  
 
      
 
    “Two,” I gasped, blinking. I arched my back and stuck my ass out, but it wasn’t because I wanted another spank. It was because my sopping wet sex needed the egg moving around inside me. Oh, and it moved the vibrating pendant still clamped to my clit upward, so that it was jammed between Jim’s leg and my pussy. 
 
      
 
    *SMACK* 
 
      
 
    “THREE!” I called out shrilly, the pain slicing through the heat. I shook my bottom left and right, pumping my hips, making it look like I trying to shake off the hurt. And it did hurt, but nowhere near enough to hide the sexual effect Nick’s toys were having on me and I let out a whimper that was pure need, rather than a result of the spanking. I’m not sure they could tell the difference.  
 
      
 
    I don’t remember much more about that particular spanking. Most of it was me grinding my pussy on Jim’s knee. Suffice it to say that all ten strokes were delivered to my bottom and by the time I was done my ass felt like I’d set it on a hot griddle. I did well with the count though, and managed not to lose my place or say anything I’d regret later. And as I lay there with my ass still burning, the last spank delivered, I let out a sigh of relief, even knowing that the building sexual climax within me was just going to result in another punishment. 
 
      
 
    “Gary, I believe you have the first test?” Nick said 
 
      
 
    Gary, who was sitting on the far end of couch stood up. “Will you bring her along?” 
 
      
 
    And that’s how I ended up back in Nick’s bedroom.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Nick and Marcus pulled me up off Jim’s lap and to my surprise I was again marched to Nick’s bedroom. Gary tossed a pillow into the center of the bed and Nick, Marcus, and Jim lifted me up. A second later I found myself lying face down on the mattress, clover clamps pulling my nipples downward, the vibrating pendant jammed between my pussy and the pillow one more, except this time my ass was sticking up higher than the rest of me.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne, if you would please reach back and grab your ass. Pull it open.” 
 
      
 
    Ugh… talk about demeaning! But I did it. I reached back, grabbed both cheeks and spread them wide. I knew what they were seeing; the brown button of my ass and the dripping petals of my well stuffed sex. I’m betting they couldn’t see the vibrating pendant though, because I knew that was pressed against my clit. I let out a moan. It wasn’t going to be long before I popped like a water balloon in a cactus garden. All of them had come in for the show and Marcus had sat down near the head of the bed, his hand on my shoulder. Then something cold and sort of slimy touched my bottom. Right where I really didn’t want it. 
 
      
 
    “Gary is going to lube you,” said Nick conversationally. “Then he’s going to stuff an inflatable dildo into your ass. Then we’re going to pump it up and see how much you can take.” 
 
      
 
    Something soft, flexible, and about the width of a finger was pressed to my bottom and I let out a gasp as it wiggled through the cold, slimy stuff. I had to concentrate just a moment and as the tip slid into my ass I let out a protesting whimper. 
 
      
 
    I hate having things in my ass.  
 
      
 
    Whatever they were using for lube was pretty good because the cold disappeared a moment later and the uninflated probe slid further into my bottom with little impediment. It might have been because I was holding my butt cheeks open in a lewd and rather crude display. Or it might have been because I was thinking the right thoughts about having something slid the wrong way into my ass. Or it could have been because the dildo wasn’t this massive, uncomfortable thing. Who knows? But it slid in easily enough and as it did I once more tightened around the vibrating egg and wriggled my hips, grinding the vibrating pendant against my clit.  
 
      
 
    Um… yeah. 
 
      
 
    A hand began running up and down my right leg, scratching at the hose, all the way from the heel to my bottom and I felt pressure on the bed as Gary sat down.  
 
      
 
    “Ready Breanne?” He asked satisfactorily.  
 
      
 
    “Just do it,” I replied shortly, not sure if I was terribly aroused or terribly stressed. I knew instantly when he squeezed the bulb at the end of the little black hose because I felt it inside me. And not where I’d have preferred. It was definitely stuck up my ass, deep, and disturbingly comfortable. 
 
      
 
    Yes. You read the right. Disturbingly comfortable. I know. Why a rod as thick as my thumb would feel “comfortable” after being shoved up my ass is beyond my knowledge. It just felt… good. Okay maybe.  
 
      
 
    Or maybe the intense vibrations in my pussy and against my clit were affecting my thinking? 
 
      
 
    Gary began pumping and not in and out, but by compressing the bulb. The first few expansions didn’t really affect me, other than a fuller sensation in my bottom. But by the time we got to five full pumps I started feeling uncomfortably full. On the other end of the bed, someone slipped off one of the stripper heels I was wearing and began running their finger up and down the sole of my foot. The hose kept it from tickling and I groaned in ecstasy because the caress felt intensely wonderful, which was good because the sixth, seventh, and eighth pumps of the inflator bulb sure as hell didn’t. 
 
      
 
    Nine was about the limits of my discomfort. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” I gasped. “No more!” I let go of my buttocks and put my hand down on the mattress, trying to adjust to the very full feeling I was experiencing. Remember, I had a sex toy the size of an egg in my pussy and there just wasn’t that much room inside me.  
 
      
 
    Gary made a tsking sound and Nick patted my rump affectionately. “Nine pumps Bre? That isn’t going to cut it.” 
 
      
 
    I twisted my head slightly. “Do you know what it feels like having something shoved up your ass and then inflated?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    Nick laughed and shook his head. “Now, now. Be nice. If this is all you can take, that’s fine. It’s just that Julie gave me a fifteen pump maximum and any less than that will count against you.” 
 
      
 
    I grit my teeth. My bottom was already aching. Nick tickled the bottom of my foot lightly and I kicked at his hand. “Sure you want to bail?” 
 
      
 
    I pressed my lips together and moved my head back to face the wall. I closed my eyes and then nodded. 
 
      
 
    “What?” Nick asked. “We can’t hear you.” 
 
      
 
    “I think she wants another pump,” Marcus said wickedly.  
 
      
 
    “You sure Breanne?” Gary asked me. 
 
      
 
    I nodded again. “Yeah. Okay. One more.” 
 
      
 
    The air pushed into my ass and I squeezed my eyes shut. Oh man… it felt like I was trying to shit an actual brick. A solid, fully baked, clay brick. I began panting, my breasts throbbing with the pain of the clover clamps. My bottom hurt.  
 
      
 
    “Want another?” Nick asked. “It will really reduce what we’re going to do to you later.” 
 
      
 
    I whimpered, trying really hard not to clench my bottom. “J-just one more…” I puffed. The guys all grinned and then… then my bottom really hurt.  
 
      
 
    “I think she can take one more,” Marcus observed. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head this time. “No! Please! No!” I gasped.  
 
      
 
    Nick sighed. “As much as I’d like to, I think we need to respect her. Eleven means she’s four short of the maximum.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever you say, man.” Marcus replied. 
 
      
 
    Someone slapped me on the bottom and as I let out a squeal the room began to empty. I twisted slightly, but Gary put a hand on my leg. “Easy, Bre. Easy.” 
 
      
 
    Then we were alone. The door shut behind Nick who winked as he left. 
 
      
 
    “Let me release the air,” Gary said. There was a hissing noise and I sighed in relief as the acute discomfort in my bottom subsided. The dildo in my ass shrunk down to a reasonable size, and then to my shock, even went back to the soft but firm probe that originally been pushed inside me.  
 
      
 
    “Feel better?” Gary asked me, pulling the inflatable dildo halfway out of my rump. I sighed in relief. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Thank you,” I said. The vibrator inside me and the pendant attached to my clit continued to purr and I couldn’t help shifting my hips, grinding my pussy into the pillow beneath me. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” he said warmly, only to slide the thing back in. Gary began pumping it like a cock and considering the other sensations I was enduring, I think I can be forgiven the distraction. I completely missed the metal tinkle of Gary’s belt, or the sound of his zipper going down. It wasn’t until I felt the mattress shift and his knees straddling my legs that I realized what was going to happen next. I glanced behind me but it was too late. He pulled the thin dildo out of my bottom and tossed it aside. Then the tip of his condom clad prick was pushing against my star shaped button. 
 
      
 
    “Wait,” I gasped. “Wait please!” I gasped, but my bottom was too loose, too well lubricated and with a single thrust of Gary’s hips his cock sank entered through my back door without much resistance on my part. My eyes widened as the thickness and fullness of him filled me, but most of the sensorial difference was his weight. Gary’s hips rocked against me, his loins pillowed on my buttocks. He rocked, thrusting himself in and out and there seemed to be no problem with his movements. Even my tightening spasms seemed unable to inhibit his penetration.  
 
      
 
    And with that, I was truly and completely fucked up the ass. 
 
      
 
    I have no idea how long I lay there with Gary’s shaft burrowing deep into my ass, but I know that the weight of him did more for my sexual situation than the thick and pumping cock in my butt. With the pillow just underneath my hips, every push he made drove my pussy down on the vibrator pendant. The vibrating egg inside me rolled within and I felt myself convulse, moaning wildly as another orgasmic event rolled over me. Eventually he came too, right after I did. I could also tell that he had no idea I was in the middle of an orgasm, since my ass was already locked tight around his cock.  
 
      
 
    For a moment he lay panting on top of me, and I admit I enjoyed the weight. Even better, I enjoyed the softening of his prick and how it seemed to just shrink inside my bottom until it was out. He rolled off me and I turned my head so I could look at him. 
 
      
 
    “Well?” I asked simply. “How’s my ass?” 
 
      
 
    He let out a little laugh. “Very satisfactory,” he replied, a smile lingering on his face. “I’m guessing your pussy is even better though.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “You have no idea,” I assured him. “So what now?” 
 
      
 
    He took a deep, slow breath. “Now we go back out and Marcus gets to do his thing.” 
 
      
 
    I reached out and put a hand on him. “What’s his thing?” I made it sound like I was frightened. 
 
      
 
    Gary shrugged. “More anal play. Nick’s got some sort of cone thing to go up your ass.” 
 
      
 
    I pressed my lips together. There were two “cone” like toys that I owned, though neither one was in my immediate possession. Mike the Hardware Guy had absconded with a certain, cone-like anal plug and supposedly was creating some sort of diabolical chair for me to sit in. Was he done? Did Julie bring it over for Nick? I found that a little hard to believe since Mike liked to be the first one to try out new furniture.  
 
      
 
    But there was another option. I’d bought a silicon covered cone four or five years ago. It was pink, only five inches tall, and had a wide, round base. It also vibrated like mad. Julie had borrowed it about three weeks earlier and I figured that it was more likely for me to see that. Technically is was meant for vaginal stimulation. Sitting on it with the point up my ass, like some sort of modern day Judas’ Cradle, sounded awful. 
 
      
 
    Gary got up and put his pants back on, adding his condom to the growing pile of spent rubbers on Nick’s nightstand. I thought that was kind of gross, but maybe they were trying to prove something. Who knows? Men. Sheesh. After Gary appeared ready I got up, my pussy dripping from my orgasm. I put my hands between my legs, lifting the pendant away from my petals. It didn’t help.  
 
      
 
    “Sensitive?” Gary asked as he saw me with my hand between my legs. 
 
      
 
    I glanced up. “Sort of. The vibrators aren’t overloading me, but they’re incessant. They make me want to cum again.” I wiped my hand on Nick’s sheets. I didn’t feel bad about it at all either.  
 
      
 
    Gary nodded. “I’d try hard to resist. The next orgasm you have is going to result in getting spanked with a leather strap. Nick showed us.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, blushing. I’d hid the second orgasm. Technically I already deserved that belting. Still, if Gary hadn’t noticed I was hardly going to tell him. Why ask for punishment? Right? 
 
      
 
    Gary gave me a comforting smile, took my hand, and lead me back out into Nick’s apartment.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    “Wait,” interrupted Lucille from her place at the table. “Wait just a damn moment. You mean to tell me she actually had an unauthorized orgasm and then didn’t get her just desserts for it?” 
 
      
 
    Isobel lowered the papers and nodded solemnly. Kari grinned at Lucille’s question but shook her head. But clearly someone wanted to answer. Down the row Savannah stuck her head up. “How is her dominant’s failure to notice the orgasm somehow Breanne’s fault?” She asked in my defense, looking down the table at Lucille.  
 
      
 
    I, still bound to the St. Andrew’s Cross, my nipples throbbing intently from being firmly gripped between a pair of steel clover clamps, bit my lip, watching intently.  
 
      
 
    Lucille smirked. “It’s the duty of the submissive to be honest with her dominants,” she said snidely 
 
      
 
    Savannah smiled back. “She wasn’t told she couldn’t cum. Only that it would have consequences. Therefore she was allowed to orgasm. She was under no compulsion to inform them of her release. Besides, how did she know that Gary didn’t notice? Or perhaps he did notice and chose not to inform Nick.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille clearly didn’t like that. “I think that’s immaterial. She knew that orgasm was to be punished. She should have gone straight up to Nick, knelt down with her legs spread, and asked for the punishment. Or better yet, laid down on her back with her sweet little pussy bared for a whipping.” Lucille snorted. “Isobel, what do you think?” 
 
      
 
    I glanced over at Mistress Isobel. She looked thoughtful, her perfect heart shaped face staring at me introspectively. I wanted to sink into her liquid brown eyes. “I think that a good submissive would inform her dominant that she’d had an orgasm, rather than try to deliberately avoid the punishment.”  
 
      
 
    Lucille’s eyes flashed with triumph and Savannah gave me an apologetic glance. I pulled on my bonds, wondering if there was a possibility of escape. Lucille looked over at Julie, who was whispering with Kari. Amanda just gave me a smile. 
 
      
 
    “Once again, the nympho humiliation pain slut fails to follow her own rules,” Lucille crowed. “So, what punishments were authorized for Nick to use, Julie?” 
 
      
 
    My own mistress looked up. “What? Oh. The first orgasm, as Isobel has already told us, was to be rewarded with ten spanks of the hand. A second orgasm was to receive seven strokes from a leather strap. The third orgasm was to be rewarded with five cuts from a switch. A fourth explosion was to earn four strokes of a cane. Finally, if she had any additional orgasms each one was to be rewarded with five spanks from a wooden paddle I provided to Nick.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille nodded. “Tell me, Breanne. How many orgasms did you have while being reviewed at Nick’s place?” 
 
      
 
    I thought back. The key words here were “while being reviewed.” That was important. It changed the number dramatically. “Five, Mistress Lucille,” I finally replied. It might have been six, but I wasn’t going to admit to that. And fortunately Mistress Lucille had specified “during the review.” Because if we were counting all the orgasms I’d had that evening too, I was in serious trouble.  
 
      
 
    She put her hands down on the table. “Five. And one wasn’t even noticed.” Lucille stood up and walked right up to me. She put a hand on my breast and shook my boob, making the clover clamp that was hanging off my nipple wiggle violently. I couldn’t help hissing with the pain.  
 
      
 
    “This little slut deliberately hid her naughtiness from her dom.” Lucille smiled an evil grin. “I suggest that she be given her missing punishment right now, followed by replacing poor little Kylie, who I think has had more than enough wooden pony.”  
 
      
 
    I glanced over to my left. Madeline was still on the sybian, moaning softly as the vibrator inside her rumbled and her poor little clit was massaged by the pins at the front. But next to her, with trembling legs, stood Kylie. Her pussy was mashed down on the wooden spine of the horse and I knew exactly what that felt like. The thought of riding it again was not exactly appealing. Sort of. Mostly. Okay, maybe I did want to ride it again. 
 
      
 
    Yeah. I’m messed up. 
 
      
 
    Savannah stood up and went to the wooden pony, releasing Kylie’s bonds and I watched as the pixie girl was lifted up and helped off the hardwood ridge. Savannah was gentle with her and I appreciated that almost as much as Kylie did. A dark wet spot had been left upon the wood and I knew that it would be my pussy the sharpened edge would be biting next. I looked away, my lips pressed tightly together.  
 
      
 
    Kylie was allowed to lie down on a mat behind the table of dominatrixes and almost immediately both Bethany and Gwendolyn went up to her. It was our habit to give a little bit of non-sexual massage after strenuous torments and Kylie let out a sigh of relief as the other two girls began rubbing her legs. Then my focus was drawn away as Savannah returned to her seat. 
 
      
 
    “The pony is now available,” she said simply.  
 
      
 
    Lucille nodded then looked at Julie. “Which of us should handle her punishment?” She asked with a haughty voice. 
 
      
 
    For a moment I wondered if Julie would be the one to do it. I closed my eyes but then I heard my mistress’ voice. “No. You can do it Lucille. I know you won’t be happy unless you get to inflict it upon her.” 
 
      
 
    But then Julie’s tone got hard. “But five strokes only.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille nodded and stood. “Bethany,” she called out. “Come help me turn Breanne.”  
 
      
 
    Beth came up off the mat where she’d been rubbing Kylie’s calves. Both women came up to me, one dressed, one naked, hands extended. Bethany went low, releasing the metal clips that kept my ankles bound to the wooden frame, while Lucille undid my wrists. The leather manacles were all left on my limbs. For a moment though I was free. I could have done anything. I could have struck at Lucille. I could have covered myself. I could have fled. Oh God… I should have fled. 
 
      
 
    “Turn around,” Lucille told me, a wicked smile on her lips.  
 
      
 
    Slowly I did what I was told and then, this time facing the wooden cross, Lucille and Bethany secured me back to the St. Andrew’s Cross, my bare backside now the perfect target. My nipples throbbed from the clover clamps, especially as I was pressed against the wood. I closed my eyes. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator was going nuts in my ass and I wondered if Lucille would take it out for the spanking. 
 
      
 
    “Get me a paddle,” ordered Lucille and Bethany scampered off to the supply closet. I knew we had a number of tools that would meet Lucille’s request and I couldn’t help wondering what implement Bethany would bring back. Wood or plastic? Solid or with holes? My rear was already tingling with the expectation and tightened rhythmically around the jerking, shaking, butt plug in my ass. 
 
      
 
    I heard a scampering noise and Bethany came back up. I tried to see what she’d brought, but Lucille snatched it out of her hand. She ran her fingers and palm over my trembling flank and I felt the cold side of a wooden board against my rump. Lucille rubbed the paddle over my ass and I closed my eyes, mentally bracing myself.  
 
      
 
    This was going to hurt.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seventeen  
 
      
 
    Gary led me back out into the living room and Nick, Marcus, and Jim were all watching the football game. Two of them had the sofa while Nick sat in his recliner. The first thing I noticed was that the coffee table I’d originally been kneeling on had been moved into the very center of the room, almost but not quite between the guys and the television. Off to the side, sorta.  
 
      
 
    Oh yeah. There was also a pink cone sitting on the table, resting in the middle, on top of a towel. I recognized it immediately. 
 
      
 
    “Ah! Gary! How was she?” Nick asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    Gary grinned beside me. “Very nice. You were right,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Nick laughed. “Told ya,” he replied. “Now if you’ll take off that clit clamp on her, we can get started with our next little challenge.” 
 
      
 
    I turned slightly as Gary reached down and put his hands between my stocking clad legs. I spread my feet, just a tad bit breathless as his fingers caressed my petals. Then I felt the slight tug as he pulled the vibrating pendant off my clit. I gasped, eyes widening slightly, but in all honesty it was a relief. I just didn’t want them to know I’d cum. 
 
      
 
    “Just clip it to the chain,” Nick told Gary, pointing to my breasts. 
 
      
 
    Gary smiled and let the clasp that had been clinging to my clit close on the steel chain connecting the clover clamps hanging off my tits. I felt the vibration and it made my nipples that much more sensitive. Then Nick stood up and he came over.  
 
      
 
    “Have a seat, Gary. This one is Jim’s baby.”  
 
      
 
    Gary shrugged and headed over to the couch even as Jim stood up. I watched them pat each other on the back as I stood there in my short skirt and shirt, clamped boobs hanging out. Jim smiled up at me and then took my elbow.  
 
      
 
    “All right Breanne. This one is simple,” He said. “You’ll need to sit so that the point of the vibrating cone is in your bottom,” he told me. I looked down at the pink cone. Sitting on it was possible, but only just. And it wouldn’t be comfortable either. It wasn’t technically designed for that sort of use. Well, maybe. I’d never tried it like that. And I had sat on the cone before. Just with it buried in a slightly different, and more interesting spot. 
 
      
 
    “How am I supposed to support myself?” I asked skeptically. 
 
      
 
    Jim blinked. “I don’t think you are. I think all of your weight is supposed to go on the cone.” 
 
      
 
    I snorted. “Yeah. Right.” 
 
      
 
    Nick rolled his eyes from the chair. “Cooperate Bre or I’ll tell Julie. But you can use your hands to make things easier. Okay?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed but nodded. I moved up to the table as Jim picked up the cone. For a moment he flipped it over and I saw him flip a button on the bottom. The whole thing started to hum and I could see it shake in his hand. He set it back down on the towel and made this gesture, as if saying “take a seat.” 
 
      
 
    So I took a seat. 
 
      
 
    I was facing the guys and they were all watching me, no doubt waiting for that moment when they’d get another glimpse under my skirt. I put my hands on the table and lowered myself down gingerly, feeling the point of the cone against my buttock first. I let it slide downward through my crack and then, despite my better judgement, sat down right on the point. My ass was still thoroughly lubed so the tip slid right in. 
 
      
 
    Admittedly, it was an interesting sensation. The cone itself was too wide to penetrate more than two or three inches into my bottom and the growing width provided a rather stable “seat” if you can imagine. Of course I did have to spread my legs obscenely wide, which lifted the hem of the skirt, showing off my vibrator-stuffed petals. My nipples throbbed and shook from the combined torment of the clamps and vibrator pendant and since my pussy was still stuffed with the egg, I felt like I was shaking everywhere. Had I not just cum just a few minutes before, I’d have been in hot water.  
 
      
 
    I also had to concentrate on not clenching. Every time I did I threatened to lose my seat as my body forced the cone out. It wasn’t an easy thing to do either. The more I kept myself open, the deeper I sank, which was definitely not comfortable. But clenching wasn’t a good option either. In essence, it was a horrible torment as I slid up and down the stupid cone, all based on whether or not I clenched my ass. 
 
      
 
    “How long do I have to sit like this?” I asked Nick, who gave me a wicked grin. 
 
      
 
    “Good question,” he said, reaching to his right and picking something off the floor. I heard the rustle of plastic and he began chucking bags full of something at each of the guys. “Until we run out,” he said with a grin. 
 
      
 
    “Run out of what?” I tried to see what the guys were unwrapping. My stomach tightened up into a knot as I got my first glimpse, but it was Nick who said it aloud. 
 
      
 
    “Rubber bands!” he declared as my face went ashen. “We’re going to shoot them at your pussy. Once we’re out you can get up.” 
 
      
 
    I did the math almost instinctively. They had bags of those thin, office style rubber bands. That was both a good thing and a bad thing. The good news was that they wouldn’t impart that much energy after being shot off a finger, especially with me being eight feet away. The bad news was that rubber bands aren’t exactly known for accuracy, especially at that distance.  
 
      
 
    By this time a number of the bags had been opened, fingers loaded, and pointed at me. Or more accurately, pointed at the sweet spot between my legs. I struggled to stay on the cone, the pink point inches deep in my ass, knees spread wide, all while every fucking instinct I had demanded that I close my legs, curl up into a ball, and hide. Then Nick rumbled a militaristic, “ready, aim, fire!” 
 
      
 
    I admit that the first volley frightened me and I flinched involuntarily. You try sitting perched on a rubber vibrating point with your legs spread and see if you can handle four guys shooting rubberbands at your pussy! My knees came close and more of my weight went to my hands. Even then, a couple of the elastic strands struck something other than my kneecaps. One got me on the inner thigh, while two managed to strike the folds of my sex. It felt like getting a really light tap on my pussy with a crop or a sap or something. It didn’t hurt. It was just this impact sensation. The rubber bands bounced off my pussy and landed on the floor. All in all it wasn’t that bad. Maybe I could do this. 
 
      
 
    “Nick! She closed her legs,” Marcus complained. 
 
      
 
    I frowned and turned red as Nick shook his head. He stood up and came over to the coffee table, even as Marcus did the same. I gave them both a confused look, but then they grabbed the ends and lifted. With me still sitting on the cone. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly a hell of a lot more of my body weight was suddenly placed on a single point and I sank down on the pink vibrator cone deeply. I groaned as my feet kicked for a moment. Then they set the coffee table back down and I struggled to get less of my weight on the cone. My stupid high heels wobbled for a moment as I found my balance and lifted myself upward. I looked up. I was closer to the sofa. 
 
      
 
    Closer. Oh God… 
 
      
 
    Nick grinned as he returned to his chair. Everyone was reloading and Jim, who had sat down immediately opposite me already had a rubber band on his finger. He was clearly enjoying himself. I bit my lip, trying to stay still as I couldn’t help myself from sliding up and down on the cone digging into my butt. 
 
      
 
    “Fire at will, boys.” Nick himself grabbed a rubber band, pointed his finger at my snatch, and let it go. 
 
      
 
    A barrage of elastic flew across the now six foot span of space between us. The decrease in distance had both increased my firing squad’s accuracy and the sensorial impact of the rubber bands. I felt the little strikes on my labia and clit, along with my thighs, belly, and some wag was aiming at my clamped tits. It really didn’t matter. Each one felt even more uncomfortable, almost bordering on an actual sting. This time however, as my knees wobbled with the need to close up, I managed to use my brain and keep from hiding their target. 
 
      
 
    It was a tough twenty minutes.  
 
      
 
    I sat splayed out on the table, perched atop the pink vibrating cone with it halfway up my ass, leaning backward, legs obscenely spread with my vibrator stuffed gash the target for a group of sophomoric men shooting rubberbands at my clit. They say with practice comes perfection and I can honestly say that somewhere around the twentieth volley three or four rubber bands managed to get me right in the sweet spot, all in a row, and once more I found my legs jerking closed as I let out a tiny squeal. 
 
      
 
    “Damn, she did it again!” Jim said eagerly. Before I could even wince and open back up both Marcus and Nick were up. I looked at them with a panic stricken face as they moved to either end of the table. 
 
      
 
    Shaking my head I begged. “Please! Please! It was an accident! I didn’t mean too!” 
 
      
 
    Nick shrugged and picked up his end of the table. “Don’t care, Bre. It’s the rules.” 
 
      
 
    My shoes dragged on the floor as they moved me another two feet closer to the couch and now the guys could have leaned forward and touched me. Nick and Marcus backed off even as Marcus pointed his rubber band loaded finger right at my pussy and let go. The rubber snapped forward and this time it did sting. Quite a bit. I cried out, my hips tightening. My ass tried to push the cone out, but my body weight merely made me come right back down. In the meantime another rubber band struck my clit and I gasped. Then I felt it. My hips rolled. I knew exactly what that mean. And so did Nick.  
 
      
 
    “That’s it! We’re getting to her!” He said excitedly. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly my ride became a lot more interesting. The repeated stings and snaps against my pussy overrode the gaping sensation of having my ass impaled and the vibrations inside me, combined with those going through my clamped tits were having some serious effect. I watched as Jim ran his hand across the floor between the table and the sofa, scooping up a handful of already fired elastic, but Nick didn’t say anything. He was still aiming his own at my pussy. 
 
      
 
    It got worse and right near the end I was having trouble holding my legs open. My pussy felt like it had been rubbed with hot sauce and my labia were showing a few little red marks where a couple of the more intense snaps had caught me. I was panting from exertion and what really sucked was that I was now intensely, horribly aroused. I was dripping wet and it was obvious. Then one well aimed shot nailed me right on the clit and I couldn’t help it. I closed up, crying out in both ecstasy and agony. 
 
      
 
    Gary got up off the couch even as Marcus and Nick stood. As I whimpered the three of them moved the table even closer, two feet and this time they stayed in position. Jim sat there in front of me like a demented gynecologist, a rubber band stretched from forefinger to wrist while Gary wrapped his arms around both of my shoulders, both supporting me and pulling me backward against him. Then Marcus and Nick each grabbed a leg. I was pulled open with almost all my weight on the cone up my ass, while Jim sat there, arms extended, the tip of his finger a measly eight inches from my poor, abused, rubber band snapped cunt. 
 
      
 
    “Fire,” Nick breathed.  
 
      
 
    Jim let loose and my eyes shut as I felt the impact right on my clit. Evidently accuracy isn’t a problem when you’re shooting a rubber band less than a foot. My clit stung horribly, my legs, jerked, but this time I was being held open and nothing I could do would change that. My hips jerked forward, the vibrations of the egg rumbled within me and then another rubber band nailed my clitoris. I cried out, only to feel the impact of another circle of elastic. And another. Then more. Jim fired repeatedly. Elastic band after elastic band snapped forward, striking my clit over and over and my vision flashed through a cacophony of colors. My hips began jerking. Nick and Marcus lifted my legs upward and I was only barely cognizant of the fact that Nick took off my shoe. Marcus followed suit as the Jim kept up the barrage of elastic against my clit and then Nick slipped another rubber band over my toes, ignoring the stocking, rolling the rubber band down to the arch of my foot. 
 
      
 
    Then Nick snapped that rubber band. Even with the stocking, it stung. 
 
      
 
    It was too much. I couldn’t take it. I was leaning back against Gary who was not only barely supporting my weight, but was kneading my tits. Most of me was completely resting on a pink, silicon covered point, embedded deeply into my ass, which also happened to be vibrating. My legs were being held open, spread wide apart, presenting my sex toy stuffed pussy, which had been tenderized with rubber bands for twenty minutes and was now receiving sharp stings right on the clit. Add in the snap against my sole, (which Marcus emulated a moment later on the other foot) and you can imagine how I responded.  
 
      
 
    Jim had to jerk back, his eyes wide as I began squirting. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God!” I gasped. “I’m cumming!”  
 
      
 
    I’m not sure, but Jim might have responded by scooping up another handful of rubber bands from the floor.  
 
      
 
    My world began spinning as my body tensed and then detonated. I threw my head back, my toes curled, my hands clenched into fists and I let out a wild, undulating cry that should have provoked the neighbors into curious phone calls. The very center of my orgasmic maelstrom was my clitoris, the stinging strikes, so close, so haphazard, were the sparks that set the world on fire. Waves of hot bliss shot through me, over and over, swamping and soaking me. Both Marcus and Nick kept snapping their bands too, right into the arches of each foot. Then, as the intensity of it began to ebb, Jim managed one last, perfectly aimed shot and I finally broke free, jerking my leg out of Nick’s grip, twisting to the side with a frantic sob.   
 
      
 
    For a moment, I’m not sure they knew what to do with me. I’d managed to work myself off the cone and I lay across the coffee table with one knee on the ground. I felt hands stroking me, the sound of the football game behind them. Then Nick cleared his throat thoughtfully. 
 
      
 
    “Well, well, well. A second orgasm. Nice,” Nick said, gesturing at me.  
 
      
 
    Jim cleared his throat. “Nick? Would you mind if I had my turn with her ass first? Before I strap her?” 
 
      
 
    Nick gave the man a skeptical look, but then shrugged. “Sure. If that’s what you want. Just keep an eye on her. You have to understand that Breanne cums at the drop of a fucking hat. So if she blows another gasket while you’re pinning her, I expect to know about it, okay?” 
 
      
 
    Jim grinned. He stood up and grabbed my wrist, hauling me upward. For a moment it felt good to be upright, just the relief of not having the cone up my ass was enough. But then my knees buckled. He caught me before I fell, heaving me up over one shoulder. The room tilted and suddenly I was looking at Jim’s backside. 
 
      
 
    “Remember, just her rump,” Marcus said with a laugh. He reached out and slapped my butt hard as Jim whirled me around and moved across the living room. I wiped the tears out of my eyes as he maneuvered me through the small bedroom door. Jim tossed me down on the bed and I bounced once as he grabbed hold of my ankle. My shoes were gone, my skirt askew, my shirt pulled low under my breasts and he pulled me toward the end of the bed. I could feel the vibrating egg in my pussy still rumbling, wanting me to cum again.  
 
      
 
    “Time for another buttfuck, girl.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    As far as ass fucks go, Jim was nothing special.  
 
      
 
    I’m not trying to be insulting or anything, but this wasn’t exactly a romantic date where I was wined and dined, then taken to the heights of pleasure before being properly physically and emotionally degraded, humiliated and then disciplined. No, this was just a run of the mill “throw her face down on the bed and fuck her ass” kind of thing. Been there. Done that. I’d say “I’ve got the tee shirt,” but I’m not sure anyone makes an “I take it up the rear” tee shirt. 
 
      
 
    Or who knows, maybe they do? I’ve deliberately chosen not to search the internet. 
 
      
 
    There were a couple of things I noticed however, during my face down time. First, I discovered that my butt was a little sore from sitting on the silicon cone for so long with so much of my body weight placed on just that little spot. Second, I much preferred the cone to having Jim’s cock inside my ass. 
 
      
 
    I lay there, wondering when he was going to finish, and wondering just how bad the next punishment was going to be. It was hard to focus. It’s been a long time since getting buttfucked has hurt, but it still wasn’t exactly pleasant. At least when Gary had done it I’d been wearing the pendant vibrator on my clit. Unfortunately the pendant was now under my belly, still connected to the chain of the clover clamps, doing absolutely nothing to help my situation. On top of that my nipples throbbed in time with my heartbeat, adding their own distinct discomfort to the whole thing. The only positive was that the vibrating egg Nick had jammed into my pussy at the very beginning was still moving around the inside of my pussy. That helped, but a more pessimistic part of me wondered if it just made for a better sensation for the cock in my butt. 
 
      
 
    There was a grunting groan from behind me and Jim pushed harder as I felt him shudder. Then his shaft seemed to jerk in my bottom and I knew he was filling the condom. A moment later he pulled out with a sigh, evidently not wanting to let himself soften inside me. 
 
      
 
    All the better. 
 
      
 
    He stood up and ran his hand down from my bottom to my foot and I felt a finger on my sole. Then, much to my surprise, he snagged something and pulled it away from my arch. He let the rubber band go and it snapped sharply against my foot. I squealed and jerked my leg away, rolling over to look at him in surprise. I hadn’t realized I’d still been sporting the rubber bands. 
 
      
 
    I might have been a touch angry too.  
 
      
 
    “That was a great fuck,” he said with a smug expression on his face. “You’re fucking amazing,” he assured me. 
 
      
 
    Oh my God. The urge to say something sarcastic and smarmy and outright cruel was almost overwhelming. But instead I looked down demurely, fluttered my eyelashes, and then thanked him. 
 
      
 
    “Take off the shirt,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Since my nipples were still clamped with the clovers and the vibrating pendant hadn’t been removed, I had to deal with all the hardware as I tugged the front back up over my tits, only to pull it completely off. As Jim put his pants back on I sat there, now wearing nothing but the frippery of the skirt, the stockings and the clover clamps. He reached out, took the vibrator pendant off the chain, and then nodded at my pressed together thighs. 
 
      
 
    “Spread your legs,” he said simply.  
 
      
 
    It’s an order I usually love to hear and under normal circumstances I’m doing the splits in about two seconds. But not this time. I opened up just enough for him to reach in, find my clit, and clamp it with the vibrator pendant. It was still vibrating. I let out a gasp as my clitoris found itself the center of attention again. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I think you’ve got something to answer for,” Jim said with a grin. He grabbed my hand and pulled me to my bare feet. “Let’s go get your ass strapped.” He didn’t let my hand go as he pulled me back out into the living room and again the focus moved from the football game to me.  
 
      
 
    They’d rearranged the furniture again and this time the coffee table had been moved so that it lay perpendicular to the couch, slightly off to the side so that they could still see the game. The towel and cone were gone and someone had cleaned up the rubber bands, but now there was a pile of pillows on the table, stacked right in the middle. It didn’t take much imagination to figure out where I was about to get put. 
 
      
 
    “Over to the coffee table, Breanne!” Declared Nick with excitement. Evidently I was more interesting than the game. Jim led me over and both Nick and Marcus got up to help.  
 
      
 
    “The skirt,” Nick said, pointing at the material that had once more covered my ass. “Lose it.” 
 
      
 
    I pushed the skirt down and tossed it to him. He chucked it in a corner as the men eyed me. I felt like a piece of meat. A tenderized piece of meat. All I was wearing now was the clamps on my tits and the black, thigh high stockings.  
 
      
 
    “Now, what we need you to do is lay across the table, Bre.” Nick pointed at the pillows. “Face down. End to end. You can lay on the pillows. Then spread your legs as wide as possible.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him an inscrutable look, but went over to the coffee table and straddled it. A moment later I was laying comfortably on the pillows, legs spread wide, my ass fully exposed, and half propped up on my elbows. Marcus appeared holding a broomstick and he handed it to Nick. 
 
      
 
    “Here,” he said.  
 
      
 
    Nick thanked the surfer dude and then knelt down right at my hip. He slid the wooden pole under the table, just behind my knees. Some short strands of rope appeared and while Nick tied the broomstick to my right leg Marcus did the same thing on the other. This left me in a very disturbing position. The width of the table meant my legs were spread rather wide and the broomstick meant that there was no getting off this ride.   
 
      
 
    “Marcus? Jim handled the first punishment, so you’re next,” Nick announced. “Just like we discussed.” 
 
      
 
    “You got it,” Marcus replied.  
 
      
 
    I twisted my head around. I didn’t like this. Not at all. My ass was pointed at the sofa and they could no doubt see my dripping and stuffed pussy as well. The vibrator pendant was pressed between my clit and the pillows and I was already grinding slightly.  
 
      
 
    Then Marcus came up to my face. In his right hand he carried a leather strap, supple and soft, doubled over. He gave me a wicked grin, then lifted a leg and stepped over me. I could feel his blue jeans touching my shoulders, then he moved down my body until he was straddling my middle. I yelped when I felt him lay the strap on my buttocks and drag it up my spine. It felt soft and it tickled. But then he lifted it back up, swung it once in a full arch, and let it slash down right into my left buttock. 
 
      
 
    Ow.  
 
      
 
    The leather bit into my flank and I jerked forward, letting out a sharp squeal as the sting of the blow swirled upward through my body. It was only a moment later when I realized that my movement had literally pushed the vibrator pendant into the worst possible place sexually. Now it was pressed as well as clamped to my clit and the vibrations were sending all sorts of wrong signals to my brain. Marcus swung the belt again and this time… well… he missed. 
 
      
 
    Sort of. 
 
      
 
    If you are going to belt someone’s ass, it generally helps if you are standing to their side. That way you can swing the belt and with one stroke get both cheeks. Standing over them, especially at their waist, means that you can only target one cheek at a time. Or, if you’re either a particularly good shot, or a bad one, you might just manage to get a swat into her crack.  
 
      
 
    Maybe that’s what Marcus was aiming for. I’m not sure. But I do know that his leather strap went straight down from my spine to curl around between my legs. The end smacked hard and perfectly right on my pussy, leaving me to squeal sharply as my petals bore the brunt of the stroke. My sex convulsed on the vibrating egg and my hips thrust forward, rubbing my clit on the vibrating pendant. My entire body shook and my ass tightened up impressively as Marcus pulled back for stroke number three. This one caught me along the other side of my bottom, on the right flank. Then it was back again to the middle, hitting me right between each cheek.  
 
      
 
    The strap licked at my sex and I’m going to admit that if anything, it just forced me closer to the next orgasm. I squealed sharply, my entire body fucking the pillows underneath me as I worked to grind my pussy into the vibrator pendant clamped to my clit. It must have been quite a show because suddenly Marcus was getting cheered on. The leather strap came back down, cutting into my rump, this time along my left side.  
 
      
 
    “That’s right! Give it to her good!” Someone said. 
 
      
 
    Marcus hummed and laughed, then slashed at my ass again. Once more he cut into the center and the leather tongue kissed my pussy instead of my buttocks. I almost lost it right there and I know that the end of the strap had to have darkened as it soaked up some of the juice seeping from my over sensitized slit. 
 
      
 
    Marcus nailed my right buttock with an extra hard cut and I let out a much more agonizing cry. The seventh stroke was between my legs again, while the eighth hit my right side. Nine was the cruelest swing, landing once more on my pussy, curling through my ass crack and biting perfectly into the soft, sweet, pink spot. The wet crack of the belt striking me was a staccato beat and I would have kicked my feet wildly if I’d been able. I was so, so, so close to cumming. Then he slashed me once more across the rump. Ten. All done. Thank God! My entire body was thrumming with need. 
 
      
 
    “Here you go, Marcus,” said Nick as Marcus got off me. I lay there, eyes closed, not sure what was about to happen next, but my ass and pussy felt like they were on fire. Worse, I needed to cum, badly. I just didn’t want to earn the next punishment so quickly after the one I’d just received.  
 
      
 
    “Absolutely,” Marcus declared. “She’s certainly going to feel this!” He declared 
 
      
 
    Jim snorted. “Well, I certainly wouldn’t want that thing in my bottom!” 
 
      
 
    There was some manly banter that I don’t really remember since I was still buzzing as if someone had pushed a beehive in both holes and my ass felt like it had been stung repeatedly. But then Marcus moved behind me and I felt a hand on my bottom, pushing slightly, opening my cheeks up. 
 
      
 
    Oh God… what next? 
 
      
 
    Something smooth, firm but soft, and slightly cool touched the little puckered star of my bottom and I groaned. Marcus began working something into my ass, twisting and pushing it slowly into my butt. For a moment it wasn’t bad, but then whatever it was got bigger, opening me up much more than any of the cocks that night. Then my butthole began burning, as if he’d torn me. I tightened up, making a keening noise under my breath as my ass caught fire. 
 
      
 
    Fire. Burn. Oh my God… was that ginger I smelled? Was Marcus figging me? 
 
      
 
    I squirmed left and right but again, the ropes binding me to the broomstick behind my knees, forcing me to remain on my tummy, splayed out on the coffee table, kept me from dislodging the Asian root in my bottom. If you’ve ever been figged before, you know that the intensity of the burning sensation is conditional. The fresher the root, the more recently it has been peeled, and how juicy it is changes how hot the chemical sting. 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure how Nick managed it, but he probably bought the root at the local Asian market because it stung like the dickens and my ass tightened and burned around the pumping vegetable in Marcus’s hand.  
 
      
 
    At some point I stopped supporting my top half and tried to reach around to my backside, totally intent on stopping what Marcus was doing. Except Gary came around, grabbed my wrists, and held me stretched out. He pulled up slightly and that completely changed my center of gravity. Now most of my weight was on my hips, which incidentally happened to be right on either side of my clit, which was not only clamped, but pressed tightly against the vibrating pendant.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my God! Please!” I whimpered, already knowing what was about to happen as I felt my entire body tighten, including my ass. 
 
      
 
    I heard Marcus laugh. “She’s fucking tight man! Look!” 
 
      
 
    I felt him tug on the root in my bottom, but that really had nothing to do with it. The pressure built and built inside me until I let out a gasp of astonishment, waves of acute pain and pleasure crashing over me. Again. 
 
      
 
    “You idiot,” Nick protested. “She’s cumming.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” Marcus asked, clearly stunned. “You’re kidding!” He pulled the ginger out of my butt. 
 
      
 
    Jim laughed and gestured at me from the couch. “Look at her. She’s clearly cumming.” 
 
      
 
    I’m not quite sure what happened during the next few minutes, as I was completely absorbed with the euphoria and continuing buzzing of both the vibrating egg inside me as well as the pendant. I’m sure it must have been an impressive sight as well, what with my pumping hips jerking and humping the pillow I was straddling. In fact, everything was going quite well until Nick showed up with the switch. 
 
      
 
    “Gary? It’s your turn to smack her. I’ll need five, fine cuts please.” He held out the thin branch and Gary jumped up off the couch and hurried over. Unlike Marcus, he didn’t stand over me, but positioned himself to my side like a golfer. Clearly my pussy wasn’t going to be the target here.  
 
      
 
    “How hard does it need to be?” He asked Nick. “I’ve never done this.” 
 
      
 
    Nick shrugged. “Hard enough that I can see the red line. But don’t make her bleed. Okay? She gets pissed if you cut her.” 
 
      
 
    Gary looked down at me with a frown. 
 
      
 
    “Besides man, I have to do her ass next and I don’t want blood on me, thank you,” Marcus added. 
 
      
 
    Gary nodded, raised the switch, and slashed it across my ass. A thin line of fire scalded me, burning from right to left, across both butt cheeks. It was the perfect stroke. It hurt like the dickens and I gritted my teeth, hissing with the pain. Gary waited too, his eyes concerned. 
 
      
 
    “Wow, dude. Look at that line!” Marcus said, clearly impressed. 
 
      
 
    Nick nodded. “Yep. Perfect. Do that four more times.” 
 
      
 
    Gary, pleased with the critical reviews, smiled. “Yeah. It does look good on her.” So he hit me again. 
 
      
 
    Of all the implements that have been inflicted upon my rear over the years, switches are the one I have a love/hate relationship with. I hate canes the most, but switches? They’re whippy. They sting like hell, but they don’t leave me aching. Maybe that’s it. It’s the fact that I can get the intensity I like, without feeling like I need a chair cushion for the next few days. Of course, I’d prefer a flogger. Just saying. 
 
      
 
    “Owwwww!” I squealed as Gary gave me a third cut, this one a bit lower, almost to my thighs.  
 
      
 
    “Oohh. That one was nice,” observed Jim. 
 
      
 
    Gary waited a moment for the welt to rise and I lay there panting, still trying to adjust to the mixture of vibrations and pain. A moment later the fourth cut landed and I squealed nicely, teeth clenched as the heat slashed across my rump. 
 
      
 
    “Careful,” observed Nick. “That one was almost too much,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I could just picture my butt cut open, seeping blood. But Nick’s warning helped. The fifth and final stroke of the switch was nothing but a love tap and I sighed in relief when Gary finished, putting down the thin little branch. 
 
      
 
    “There you go,” he said, though to whom he was addressing I’ve got no idea. Marcus decided it must have been him because he stepped forward and began untying my knees from the broomstick. Gary dropped down to help him with the other side and a moment later Marcus literally picked me up again, all by himself. This time I was cradled and I clung to him as he carried me into the back bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Nick shut the door with a parting wave. “Enjoy yourself, Marcus.” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry, bro. I intend too.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    Marcus laid me down on the bed and I found myself staring up at the ceiling. He sat down next to me and began running his hands over my body, touching my front. I groaned softly when he unclipped the pendant vibrator attached to my clit, turning it off and setting it aside. His fingers came up to my breasts and loosened the clover clamps. Blood rushed back into my nipples and I whimpered with the glorious pain. Then his hand moved between my legs, cupping my soaked pussy. I felt his thumb against my tenderized clit, his fingers sliding between my petals. 
 
      
 
    “Tough to fuck my ass in this position,” I whispered. Marcus grinned, stretched out beside, hand still between my legs. 
 
      
 
    “You want me to fuck your ass?” He asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. Was this a test? I shook my head. “Not really. I’m not exactly a fan of anal. But right now, that’s what I’m here for.” 
 
      
 
    Marcus’ palm began making circles, and remember the egg vibrator was still purring inside me. It was a delicious combination. Almost enough to make me forget my still stinging butt. 
 
      
 
    “I think your ass has had enough,” Marcus said frankly. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “But… but…” 
 
      
 
    “Hush,” he said, pressing a bit more on my clit. Oh my God it felt wonderful. He leaned over and sucked my left nipple into his mouth, piercing and all. I pushed my breasts up as his other hand came around me and began playing with the padlock on my right tit. Then, after a minute of sampling those curves, he slid down my body, planting kisses on each rib, along my side, down the crease between leg and torso, and then, to my increasing delight, my clit. 
 
      
 
    And he didn’t stop with a kiss. Oh God no. He licked the swollen, little nub. He sucked on it. He swirled his tongue across it. I opened my legs wide as Marcus began devouring my pussy. Then, at some point, he pushed his fingers in, grabbed the egg and drew it out. I heard it for just a moment before he shut it off and then he rose up and produced a condom. I nodded desperately, but not because I wanted him sheathed, (though yes, that made sense.) I wanted, no… needed him inside me. I sat up and pushed at his jeans as he wore a silly smile on his face. He ended up having to help me, but I freed his cock eagerly. Then I took the condom package, gave him a wicked grin, and grabbed his arms. I shoved him down on the bed. His eyes widened as I finished pulling off his pants. His tattoos were everywhere except his genitals, swirling around him in dark patterns. I focused on his rock hard manhood.  
 
      
 
    He probably expected me to just slide the condom on, but I never do that. It’s not that simple. I saw his eyes widen as I went down on him, opening my mouth and sucking in his cock. He let out a soft groan as I pleasured him, my head bobbing up and down rapidly. 
 
      
 
    There was no need to wait for him to harden, but I wanted him closer to orgasm so I continued to delight him, nibbling on his circumcised tip, running my tongue up and down the underside, from his balls to the ridge, all of it. And when his breaths came in short gasps, it was only then I tore open the condom package, popped the circle into my mouth, and then with one deep throated push, slid the entire damn thing over his shaft. 
 
      
 
    Yeah. I know. Damn, I’m good. 
 
      
 
    Marcus grabbed me, lifting me and pulling me forward. My pussy dripped with need and a moment later, straddling his hips, I was impaled deeply on Marcus’ cock. Our bodies rocked rapidly as I bounced, rolled, and ground my hips, my panting bosom tingling under his hands. We moved with frantic arousal, and when he pinched my nipples, I threw my head back and cried out, an explosion of heat, light, and fluids filling every part of me. 
 
      
 
    My world spun as Marcus pulled me off him. I moaned in frustration as he left me, but then I was again on my back, looking up at him. He used a knee to push me open and then he was back, his cock sliding once more into my well used slit. I’d already cum, but his powerful thrusts rocked through me. Each was a sexual impact, a blow to my entire body and for just a moment I wondered if he were fucking the mattress beneath me, my wet, soft form just a layer between lovers. Marcus let out a choked gasp and I felt him harden into granite, then begin to pulse as his body pumped its cream into the condom reservoir. He collapsed onto my chest with a sigh of relief so meaningful, so satisfied, that I couldn’t help glowing with satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    I held him. 
 
      
 
    A minute later he rolled off me and we lay side by side. His hand found my loins and began swirling in some of my pussy juice, leaving streaks along my thighs.  
 
      
 
    “That was damn good,” Marcus said. 
 
      
 
    I let out a warm hum. “Yes,” I said, putting a hand on his chest. “Very good.” We lay like that for a moment. “So now what?” I asked honestly. Our faces were very close together.  
 
      
 
    Marcus let out a sigh. “Well, that depends on you. Are you going to tell Nick I fucked your pussy instead of your ass?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “I’ll tell him whatever you want me to tell him. What about my orgasm?”  
 
      
 
    Nick took a deep breath. “Well, I don’t want to get in trouble, so let’s just keep the pussy fuck a secret. However, your orgasm is a problem. He probably heard you crying out like that. Nick is going to ask and if he checks, it will be obvious. You’re soaked. You’re going to have to take the punishment for cumming again.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed and nodded at him.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “I knew the consequences.” I did. Though the thought of getting caned wasn’t exactly pleasant. I sat up. “Would you mind if I took a quick shower first though?”  
 
      
 
    Marcus blinked. “Uh…” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sticky,” I explained. “It’s sort of obvious I got fucked,” I said softly, gesturing downward. “But if I shower, then I have a bit of time to recover. When I get out you can put the vibrating egg back in me.” 
 
      
 
    Marcus laughed. “Oh. Okay then. Mind if I join you?” He gave me a wide grin. I laughed, grabbed his hand, and pulled him after me. 
 
      
 
    The shower was warm, clean, and refreshing and Marcus was more than willing to allow me to show him the process I use in cleaning a lover. It starts off with soap and water, then involves me on my knees. By the time we were done, he was semi-rigid, moaning and would have been more than willing to fuck me again if we’d been given the time. Me? Night and day. Ten minutes later I lay damply on the bed. My stockings were gone and I was refreshingly naked, my knees bent up and my legs open in a butterfly position as Marcus stood over me, one hand holding my bare foot, his thumb gently stroking my sole.   
 
      
 
    “Damn, this just makes me want to fuck you again,” he said, looking down on the spread petals of my flower. He moved his hands to my inner thighs, pressed down and then ran his thumbs through my folds.  
 
      
 
    I was breathless as he caressed me. “I want you to,” I said softly. Our eyes met for a long moment and Marcus pushed his thumb into me. I groaned, thrusting my hips up, well aware that his cock, still impressively solid from my ministrations in the shower, was only a few inches away from my sex. My eyes rolled up as pleasure exploded between my legs in response to the penetration and Marcus seemed to take personal pleasure in watching me melt. But then he shook his head. 
 
      
 
    “If I do fuck you again, they’ll catch us at it.” He sighed and pulled his thumb out of my pussy. ”I’ve got to stuff you, and with that vibrator instead of my cock.” He picked up the egg toy and pressed it against my wetness, rolling it around. Just as he started to push it in there was a knock on the door. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Marcus! You almost done?” Nick’s voice came. I could hear a mixture of concern and suspicion in Nick’s tone. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah! Just a moment longer. Two minutes!” Marcus called. “I swear, man!” 
 
    
There was a pause. “Alright. Two minutes.”  
 
      
 
    Marcus grinned down at me and pushed even more of the egg into me. I groaned as the sex toy seemed to pop into me, filling me to the brink. I whimpered, and certainly not in pain, but because it felt so damn good. Marcus reached over to the nightstand and picked up the little clamp and vibrator pendant. “This has to go on your clit again.” 
 
      
 
    I realized I was close to panting as his finger gently touched my hood and pulled it back. He held the clamp over my exposed clitoris, the pendant already resting between the folds of my pussy. Different emotions surged through me. I wanted it and I feared it. I knew the clamp would hurt, especially the way Marcus was about to put it on. At least Nick had attached it to the hood, rather than to the clitoris itself. 
 
      
 
    The clamp tightened on me and I gasped, knees trembling, my pussy tightening around the egg. Marcus ran his fingers through my pussy, scooping up some of the wet stuff. Then, with his left hand wrapped around my foot, thumb against my sole, he began thrusting the forefinger of his right hand into my bottom, opening up my ass deeper and deeper. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it. You need to be wet. Trust me.” He pulled his finger out of my bottom, leaving me gasping. His strong arm kept my legs bent and he thrust his finger back into my pussy, tapping the egg. It practically drove me insane. Then he went to my bottom a second time. 
 
      
 
    “Nick!” Marcus called out a moment later, almost panicking me. The door opened and Nick came in, hesitating only a moment when he saw me on my back. Then he smiled as he caught sight of my opened rear end, and the obvious wetness around my back door. 
 
      
 
    “Need help?” Nick asked eagerly. 
 
      
 
    Marcus nodded. “Let’s get her plugged for the next challenge,” he said. “She’s ready for it.” 
 
      
 
    Nick gave me a knowing smirk. “Christ. What did you do to her? She looks like she’s ready to explode again.” 
 
      
 
    Marcus laughed. “And she did, so we’ll have to punish her again, so we’ll need that cane in a moment. But because of my amazing cock sliding through her ass, she’s aroused again already.” 
 
      
 
    “Hot damn, man.”  
 
      
 
    Marcus let go of my foot and pulled me to my feet. The pendant vibrator tugged on my clit which was now throbbing. Marcus reached between my legs and turned it on. 
 
      
 
    Oh my fucking God. It turned me into a quivering bowl of girl jelly. Forget coherent thought. I was exactly what I appeared to be: a naked fuck slut who just couldn’t get enough. Talk about sex overload! 
 
      
 
    “Don’t forget the clover clamps,” called out Nick as he left the bedroom. Marcus gave me a quick grin and pulled the steel clamps out of his jeans’ pocket. Gently he thumbed my nipples until both were hard little pebbles and then he set the silver vices in places. Now my nipples beat in time with the vibrator pendant. It was all I could do just to stand straight. What I really wanted to do was plunge my fingers back down between my legs and push myself over the edge. Or better yet, have Marcus do it. Again. 
 
      
 
    What? Damn it! This is how I am! Voracious! 
 
      
 
    Nick returned and my heart sank as I recognized what was in his hand. He was holding a disgustingly huge dildo, black in color and shiny. Frankly, it looked like something used in the movie “Alien.”  He brought it over and twirled his finger in the air once. I recognized it at once. It was my Thrusting Anal Vibrator, a massive ten inch long dildo that had an extendable tip, meaning that when you turned it on, the whole thing lengthened, effectively fucking whatever poor girl had the thing in her ass. 
 
      
 
    “Bend over the bed, sweetie,” Nick said to me. “You’re about to take this thing up your back end.” I did as asked and bent at the waist. It didn’t take Nick all that long to stick the Thrusting Anal Vibrator into my rump, pushing slowly but surely until the entire thing was embedded in my butt. Marcus didn’t object either, putting a calming hand on my side as Nick impaled me with the massive dildo. Then, just when I thought I was going to break down and whimper, the pressure faded, the whole thing began trembling, and I felt the first three inches of the probe expand inside my ass, essentially thrusting deeper into my backside than I would have ever thought possible. And it ached. A lot. 
 
      
 
    “Now someone needs a caning,” Nick announced. “Since orgasms aren’t allowed.” Marcus helped me to my feet and I turned. The nipple clamps made my breasts throb, the clamp and pendant on my clit was driving me sexually banana crackers, the vibrating egg in my pussy was rumbling me toward the cliff of orgasm, and now the stupid Thrusting Anal Vibe was jerking and shuddering in my ass like the cut off tail of a giant lizard. 
 
      
 
    I was led back out into the living room for my punishment.  
 
      
 
    Part of me wondered if Nick had known I was going to pop because the cane was already sitting out, but I realized it was probably just from his personal knowledge of me, and not because he suspected Marcus had decided use the wrong hole. As for the cane itself, it wasn’t anything special; just the plastic rod from a pair of blinds. I bit my lip as Nick gestured toward the coffee table. 
 
      
 
    “You can either lay down or bend over. I don’t care which.” He plucked the plastic rod up and gave it a swashbuckling swish, letting the thin shaft cut the air. It whistled and I think I flinched, the color draining from my cheeks. For a moment I just stared at him, but then I decided to just stoop, bending over at the waist. So with more than a little apprehension at what was coming, I put my hands on the coffee table, spread my legs wide apart, and braced myself. 
 
      
 
    The cane touched my bottom and I jerked, but Nick was just screwing around. He ran the plastic up and down my already sore, stuffed rear, tapping the base of the Thrusting Anal Vibe, which was still doing some rather crazy things in my ass. Then, much to my chagrin, he slid the cane through my legs, giving my inner thighs a very light beating. This wouldn’t have been a problem at all, except for the fact that the vibrator pendant was hanging right in the way. Each time the cane struck it the reverberations of the impact went right into my clit. He might as well have been tapping my sex, damn it. I sucked in a hard breath, tightened every muscle as my pussy screamed out for release. 
 
      
 
    And then, when I was standing on tiptoe, close to cumming, that’s when he pulled the cane out from between my legs, lifted it up swiftly, and brought it down hard across my ass. 
 
      
 
    I stayed in place, but only barely. Fire exploded across my bottom and I felt the scorching heat of it almost instantly. There was no sting, no buildup. It just fucking hurt. For that first stroke I managed to stay quiet.  
 
      
 
    “Wow,” someone muttered. 
 
      
 
    How I managed to make it through that first stroke I’ve no idea. But the second one was brutal enough that I lost my balance, my knees buckled, I fell to the ground screaming, and tears burst from my tightly clenched eyes as I let out a piercing wail. That startled all of them, including Nick as I covered my ass with my hands. You can forget arousal. My butt hurt too much. 
 
      
 
    It took me four or five minutes to recover enough and when Nick had me get back into place I was hardly ready. To his credit, the next stroke was more of a love tap. It hurt, but didn’t leave me on the floor unable to think. Nick was just about to take the last swing when I straightened and held up my hand. 
 
      
 
    “Wait,” I said, my tone specific and commanding. This wasn’t “submissive Bre” it was “confidant Bre.” 
 
      
 
    Nick blinked. “Wait? What the hell? You aren’t in charge here.” 
 
      
 
    I winced. My ass hurt. “Yes, I’m aware of that, sir. But I have a request.” 
 
      
 
    Nick gave me a curious look. “Yeah? What is it?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. I didn’t have a request. I was stalling for time. “Um…” I said, floundering.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah. That’s what I thought. You’re stalling.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him an indignant look. “No I’m not,” I spluttered.  
 
      
 
    Nick rolled his eyes. “Yes you are. Bend over. And just for this, I’m not going to be nice on this last one.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a frustrated look. “Nick,” I said, breaking down and letting out a quiet little sob. “Please!” 
 
      
 
    He shrugged. “Show me the damage to your ass. Convince me not to give you the last cane stroke, which you earned for cumming.” 
 
      
 
    I turned around and literally wiggled my ass.  
 
      
 
    “Nope. Not even close,” he said. I wheeled back around. 
 
      
 
    “What… what if I gave everyone blowjobs?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Nick looked thoughtful. “Hmm… I could go for that,” he said. “If that wasn’t already what you’re about to do after we finish this last cane stroke.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Excuse me?” 
 
      
 
    “Blowjobs. Your last challenge is for us to turn the Thrusting Anal Vibe to full power while you suck us all off. If you can get through without cumming and making each of us pop, then you’re finished.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a helpless look. “Five strokes to my breasts in exchange?” I cupped my clover clamped boobs and lifted them up. 
 
      
 
    Nick grinned, lifted the cane, and poked my left nipple. “As much as I’d love to beat your tits black and blue, technically this is all about your ass. You came when you shouldn’t of.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “Then shouldn’t my pussy pay the price?” I asked suddenly. 
 
      
 
    His eyebrow went up. “You want me to cane your pussy?”  
 
      
 
    I thought about that. Did I want the cane? No. I didn’t. 
 
      
 
    Then it hit me. They were all looking at me. I licked my lips and took a step back. I looked at all of them. I knew exactly what I needed to offer. 
 
      
 
    Exactly. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    Lucille swing the paddle and I let out a choked sob as the fifth and final stroke of the punishment slammed into my ass. Had I not been bound, spread open on the St. Andrew’s Cross, I’d have fallen to my feet in a wet and limp puddle. I was positive that my butt had been momentarily dipped in molten lava and then, just for good measure, blowtorched. I knew sitting was going to be a challenge for a few days and the tears flowing down my cheeks were testament to Lucille’s vicious swing. 
 
      
 
    “There,” she said in satisfaction, running her hand over my rump. That didn’t feel good either, but it was a damn sight better than getting hit with the wooden paddle. “She is well and thoroughly cooked now!” I could hear the leer in her voice, the happiness at my physical discomfort. Lucille’s fingers dug into my ass crack and slid downward, around the Thrusting Anal Vibe (which was still thrusting mind you), then into my pussy. I groaned as she shoved her thumb up into my pussy and the fact that I was wet, or stuffed with a vibrating anal plug meant nothing to her. My entire body was a riot of pain too, from my clamped nipples right down to my still scorched rump. Lucille drew her thumb out and pushed it into my mouth. The salty taste almost overwhelmed me.  
 
      
 
    “Actually,” said Mistress Isobel said from nearby. “There is still one pressing issue.” She waved a single piece of paper. She glanced down at it and read, “Breanne was a pleasure in every way. Loved the ending, even if it spared her a cane stroke!” She dropped the paper back on the table and walked over to me. I felt her hand on my shoulder and it swirled around to the front of my body, Isobel’s fingers by passed the clover clamp and instead began tugging and pulling on the padlock hanging from my nipple. She gave it a little twist and then, much to my surprise, opened the clover clamp and pulled it free. I let out a choked sob as the pain shot up through my tit, but then she did the other side.  
 
      
 
    “Hey,” Lucille protested. “She’s supposed to keep those on.” 
 
      
 
    Isobel ignored her and instead, grabbed hold of my right nipple, giving it a hard twist. I squealed and when she didn’t let go, whimpered in anticipation.  
 
      
 
    “What, exactly, did you offer them to spare your ass the final cane stroke?” She asked the question in a tone that made it clear she already knew the answer.  
 
      
 
    My head froze but my heart began to hammer. I made a whimpering moan. She was going to pinch me again. I knew it. 
 
      
 
    Isobel’s left hand went down my spine, even while her right continued to twist my nipple back and forth. I twitched from the pain of it. Then her nails found my ass, my paddled, blistered ass and she dragged them across the reddened, blotchy, sensitive skin, from my left hip to my right, reigniting all the agony I’d just endured. I gasped. 
 
      
 
    “No answer? Well, one of the reviews I got didn’t lie for you. In fact, it told the whole truth, how you bargained your way out of the last cane stroke. A punishment that you totally deserved.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a sharp whine as she dug her nails into my bottom and I pushed forward, unable to really go anywhere thanks to the St. Andrew’s Cross I was bound too. Isobel scratched me and twisted the padlock on my tit until my knees buckled and it was the wrist and ankle cuffs that kept me in place. 
 
      
 
    “What did you give them,” she asked curiously. “Please tell the board of review. I’m sure they will want to hear.” She twisted the padlock the other way, sending shards of pain through my breast. 
 
      
 
    “I stayed!” I gasped, tears still in my eyes. “I stayed after the blowjobs. I stayed and let them fuck me for hours. I let them tie me to the bed and use me, as long as they promised not to fuck my ass! And I stayed the night with Nick, in his bed!” 
 
      
 
    Isobel let go and stepped back. “Of course you did.” 
 
      
 
    Julie suddenly laughed. “She is rather predictable, isn’t she?” Julie also seemed to have known, though a couple of the other mistresses looked surprised.  
 
      
 
    There was a smattering of laughter. My head hung down, tired and heavy. Then Lucille interrupted. “Were there more orgasms?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    “That’s hardly germane,” Savannah protested. “She’d already finished the review. The requirement of punishments for orgasm was over.” 
 
      
 
    This time it was me that laughed, a bitter, sob like sound. Isobel cocked her head to the side. I shook my head. “No, no, no…” I wept, tears pouring down my cheeks. I didn’t know if I was laughing or crying. “Every orgasm… the leather sap… my clit… over and over… all four of them… clit…”  Then I hiccupped. 
 
      
 
    “Ah… so that’s why you were ‘sick’ the next day,” Julie said in sudden understanding. “You were scared I’d found out what you’d done.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and hiccupped again. “Oh, Breanne,” said Isobel. “That’s quite disappointing. Still, you must have been used brutally. I understand Nick is something of a sadist.” 
 
      
 
    Julie chimed in again. “Oh, he is. I like him though. It’s sort of refreshing to find someone who wants to hurt Breanne as much as I do.” 
 
      
 
    “I want to hurt Breanne as much as you,” Lucille muttered. 
 
      
 
    Julie flashed her a dirty look. “No. You want to hurt her more. And it’s petty with you, rather than instructive or sexual.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille’s eyes widened and she crossed her arms. Julie looked up at Isobel. “Are we done here? Because we’ve got other reviews to go through. Did the guys say anything specific that the board should know about?” 
 
      
 
    Isobel tapped the papers against her arm. “All of Breanne’s lovers gave her high marks. Her ass was considered well rounded, sufficiently soft, accepting in general, and her endurance rating was high.” Isobel looked down. “She was appropriately stuffed, wet, and willing and properly dressed in her role of nympho humiliation pain slut.” Isobel tapped the papers again. “All in all, the only exceptional comments were about the rubber band pussy shot game. They all seemed to love that.” 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. “That was my idea. I needed a timer and the idea of four guys sitting there shooting rubberbands at her clit just tickled me.”  
 
      
 
    Amanda laughed. “We should make it a game for the submissives. Have them shoot at each other’s pussy?” 
 
      
 
    Isobel smiled and returned to the table. “That is an interesting idea. But let’s flesh that one out at another time. I think we need to move along. Isn’t there another review to do?” 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded. “Several in fact. But since the next review we are going to do involves Breanne’s clit, I think it might be a good idea to move her from the St. Andrew’s Cross to the wooden pony for another ride.” 
 
      
 
    “Definitely,” Lucille declared. “And we should coat the edge with On4Her too!”  
 
      
 
    Julie considered it. “Well, I do want to cause her maximum discomfort to her clitoris for this…” her voice trailed off. 
 
      
 
    Isobel coughed politely. “This might be a good time to try Mike’s electric edge.” 
 
      
 
    I can’t even begin to tell you how my blood froze at that statement. I hadn’t even heard of “Mike’s Electric Edge.” 
 
      
 
    Kari looked at Julie, who frowned. “I don’t know, Isobel. We talked about that thing. It’s pretty vicious, and it hasn’t been tested.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille waved at me. “Test it on the fuck slut,” she suggested. Her eyes were hard.  
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes, hoping Julie, who seemed apprehensive, would say no. 
 
      
 
    “Alright. I’ll go get it,” Julie announced. 
 
      
 
    She got up and I listened to a bit of small talk between the other mistresses. Then Julie came back holding an elongated cardboard box. She went to the wooden pony and opened the thing up. A metal bracket bent in half lengthwise matched the angle on the wooden pony. It was made of copper and gleamed. Julie looked up. “Bethany? Would you mind bringing the TENS Unit over?” 
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry. The TENS Unit. Again? I shuddered at the thought. Still, I couldn’t help watching Julie. She put the copper bracket over the edge of the horse and it looked much sharper than the wood had.  
 
      
 
    I heard the squeak of the metal cart and the large, industrial, hospital style, transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator was rolled up near the wooden pony. The more I’m shocked, the less I like it. Electricity can be a fun addition to sexual activities, but not the way these women tended to use it. Julie spent a moment plugging in a few wires and a moment later she turned a dial on the large scale machine and then gingerly touched the copper. A flash of discomfort across her face and the jerk of her hand told me exactly what I was in store for.  
 
      
 
    “Alright,” Julie announced. “It’s ready.” She moved around the wooden horse, and then the sybian where Maddie was still bouncing and moaning. I think the poor, little, French maid had already cum, perhaps multiple times considering the wetness of her thighs.  
 
      
 
    Julie approached me and then knelt, undoing the brackets holding my manacled ankles. She left the bondage cuffs on of course, but then, before she undid my wrists, she grabbed the bulb of the Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating anal plug, released the catch, and let the air out.  
 
      
 
    Wow. Talk about relief. I hadn’t even realized how much discomfort was caused by the thing. Then, even better, Julie pulled the plug out and tossed it aside. She left the gold chain wrapped around my middle, but now it didn’t seem so heavy, since the controller and bulb were gone. 
 
      
 
    “Uh…” Lucille began, obviously wanting to protest. Julie gave her a stern glare. 
 
      
 
    “So she won’t sit on it,” Julie declared. “Like last time.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille shut her mouth and crossed her arms.  
 
      
 
    Then Julie released my wrists from the cross, clipped the cuffs behind my back, and frog marched me over to the wooden pony. Carefully she let me go up on tiptoe and work my way forward. Unfortunately, my thigh grazed the copper. 
 
      
 
    “Ow!” I yelped, hissing and jerking away. Julie turned off the machine and grimaced.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry. I should let you get in position first.” She turned the dial down with a chagrined look and then gestured me forward. 
 
      
 
    I wiggled forward, positioning myself in the center of the horse, the copper ridge just half an inch beneath my sex. I was already up on tiptoe, my arches tight and taut. Then Julie gave me a grin. She turned on the machine and I stood there rigidly perched, calves already beginning to ache, trying to avoid a shock to the delicate folds of my sex, or worse, my clit.  
 
      
 
    I half expected Julie to return to her seat, but instead she puttered around the TENS Unit for a moment and then turned back toward me. In both hands she had a pair of electrical clamps. They weren’t anything impressive. Just duckbill clamps with rubber and exposed copper wire. She reached forward and placed the first one on my left nipple, just behind the piercing, then let the other bite down on my right side, again behind the piercing and dangling padlock. I began to pant in fright, bracing myself for the pain, when she bent down and I felt her fingers attach something to my heels with adhesive stickers. 
 
      
 
    “What is that?” I mewled.  
 
      
 
    Julie popped back up. “Incentive.” She gave me a wicked grin, and flicked a switch on the TENS Unit. 
 
      
 
    Imagine someone taking a pair of pliers, grabbing hold of your nipple, and giving it a half turn. That’s what it felt like. I let out a cry, shaking violently. The pain in each nipple was quite impressive, but then it receded and I realized Julie had turned down the level so that the tips of my breasts only throbbed, instead of feeling like they were being pulled off. I gasped in relief, realizing only later that tears were wetting my cheeks. 
 
      
 
    Julie watched me carefully, then gave the knob another half twist, the wrong way. I winced, breathless. 
 
      
 
    “It has to hurt a little,” she said sarcastically. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, my entire body straining. I was scared to go down. God only knew what setting she’d put the copper strip between my legs on.  
 
      
 
    “The good news is that either way, you’ll get a break,” Julie said with a grin. “If you mash that pretty pussy of yours into the pony, the current going to your tits will shut off.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. That seemed… unusually cruel.  
 
      
 
    “Of course, the moment you go back up, the electricity will fry your nips again.” She frowned. “Too bad Mike couldn’t figure out a way to make the level go up each time.” 
 
      
 
    Oh. Yeah. Well. Too bad.  
 
      
 
    “So I’ll have to turn it up every once in awhile myself!” Julie said brightly. She gave me a wicked look, her grin frightening, and went back to the table, only to pick up a sheaf of papers. She rifled through them for a moment. “Now, I believe we need to discuss Mike’s review.” 
 
      
 
    I whined. That explained the focus. I felt my legs begin to tremble and realized that I was in some serious trouble. My breasts seemed to burn with the pain of electricity, my nipples throbbing and pulsing as if someone were pinching and twisting them hard. I bleated like a sheep, shutting my eyes. 
 
      
 
    Julie smiled. “Mike had plenty of good things to say about your clit. Soft, sweet, malleable, and capable of enduring all sorts of torture,” she said, practically purring like a cat. “But he said you showed up dressed all pure and innocent, instead of like the fuck slut you are.”  
 
      
 
    Her white teeth flashed. “And for that, I’m turning up the edge on the pony from level three to level four. Call it punishment if you’d like, but I can see that your legs are about to give out.” 
 
      
 
    She leaned forward. “Did you like what he did to you? All that clit torture? Clitoral orgasms and clitoral torture. You loved it, didn’t you?” She ran a hand over my hip, making me twitch. “Drop down, princess. It will stop your tits from frying.” She grinned. “And shock that sweet, little clit of yours.” 
 
      
 
    And that was when my legs gave out. 
 
      
 
    Ow. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-one 
 
      
 
    I looked up at the sky as I climbed out of my car and grinned. It was another typical south Texas, winter day in late November, which meant seventy-eight degrees, a balmy southern wind, and large, fluffy white clouds floating through the sky. I was dressed for the weather, if not the situation, and what I really wanted to do was grab a picnic blanket, find an empty freshly mown field of grass, lay down, and stare up at the sky. I was wearing a pair of tight, blue denim shorts, a decent tee shirt, and a pair of flip flops. Nothing risqué; all quite wholesome in fact. No one would have recognized me for what I am; a nympho humiliation pain slut. They would have used words like “pretty, or “cute.” Or maybe both. Dar I say it? Wholesome? 
 
      
 
    I sighed, not because I was disappointed in my actual destination, but more for missed opportunities. It’s not every November morning that dawns bright and beautiful in Houston, Texas. In the summer it’s too hot to go and play, so nice days are to be treasured. I glanced at the house. It was a single story bungalow and despite my pleasure at driving back out to my home town of Katy, I didn’t exactly know why I was here. All I’d been told was “meet Mike at his place around 11.” So here I was.  
 
      
 
    Mike the Hardware Guy is a unique sort of individual. I met him years before while completing a sex assignment in his hardware store and we’d developed quite a friendship. For a while we’d even dated. Romantically. I warned him that I’m emotionally unstable, but that hadn’t seemed to scare him off. It had worked for a little while, but eventually I’d gone banana fucking nuts crazy and called it off before permanently pissing him off and destroying our friendship. He’d been crushed of course, totally bewildered at my motives, but he’d gotten over it and enjoyed the fact that I was still a friend, especially the kind with “benefits.”  
 
      
 
    He’d met Julie because of me and as their worlds started to collide, he’d begun to develop a relationship with her. Now they were something of a fixture and it seemed like I was in danger of becoming the proverbial third wheel. Weird. Still, they both like to fuck, torment, and use me, so even though I couldn’t love them directly, they both loved me. Or loved to use me. So everything worked out. 
 
      
 
    I knocked on the door and it opened a few moments later. Mike is a huge guy, easily over six feet and if he weighs under two hundred and eighty pounds I’ll eat my bra. He’s built like a football linebacker, all chest and shoulders and he maintains a manly, well-kept beard that makes you think Bob Vila. Me being me, I should also mention he has soft but strong hands, plenty of stamina, and a cock to match his stature. It’s really too bad I’m a fucked up piece of emotional disaster sometimes, because I could have really enjoyed being his special someone to tie up and sexually torture for the rest of my life. 
 
      
 
    Of course, he hadn’t exactly wanted that, had he? He wanted a partner. Sigh… Julie is better for him. 
 
      
 
    “Morning Breanne. Fancy seeing you here,” he said with a big grin, stepping back to let me in. I gave him a quirky look.  
 
      
 
    “I was told to come here,” I said suspiciously. “It’s not like I’m making a social call.” 
 
      
 
    He coughed. “Of course. I know that,” he said somewhat apologetically. He glanced down at my shorts. “Nice outfit. You look… cute.” 
 
      
 
    My eyebrow went up. “I asked Julie if we were going out and she said no. I figured I was here as a guinea pig.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes took on a more quizzical look but then he nodded in understanding. “Well, no. We are staying in today.” 
 
      
 
    I struck a pose, though the underlying tone was sarcastic. “So I figured I’d get stripped. What’s the point in dressing up?” 
 
      
 
    Mike sighed, then smiled. “Well, I guess you need to get naked then,” he said, shutting the door. 
 
      
 
    I snorted. “Just as I thought. Product testing.” 
 
      
 
    Mike gave me a guilty look and I laughed. Mike had turned much of his creative streak into an outlet that had garnered him something of a reputation. He liked to make BDSM furniture. Much of it had been purchased by the ladies of the Society of the Golden Rose and I was frequently put to use as a test model to make sure it met some sort of standard.  
 
      
 
    So I stripped. If I’d been smarter I’d have done a strip tease for him. Or asked him to shuck me like an oyster. Or hell … rip the clothes off me. Instead I just took it all off, leaving it in a pile on the tile. Mike watched the rather plain and non-arousing process. When I was naked, I turned to the right, fully intending to march down the hallway toward his “shop”, but he grabbed my wrist and pulled me to a stop.  
 
      
 
    “I need you in the living room,” he said softly. “If you don’t mind.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a questioning look, then shrugged my shoulders. Okay. The living room.  
 
      
 
    The first thing I noticed was the coffee table, but I’ll get back to that. The rest of the room had evolved again, becoming richer and filled with more warmth, which was a nice change from the cold and Spartan bachelor’s pad appearance it had when I first met Mike. Part of that was Julie. She’d reintroduced plants, helped with some artwork, and added a few throw pillows. Women are like that. We soften the edges. Of course the altar to the technology gods was still in place, a massive, sixty-inch screen with all the assorted peripherals to provide the best in surround sound. But still… the place looked good.  
 
      
 
    Except for the coffee table. It had been replaced with, or topped… with something.  
 
      
 
    “What is that?” I asked, a sinking feeling already developing in my stomach. It was a wooden platform, six feet wide and five feet long, covered with smooth, brown board, mounted to what looked like half-inch thick plywood, which itself was mounted on two by two runners, all of which sat on the original coffee table, which was covered in a heavy moving blanket. Next to it on the floor was Mike’s power drill, a box of one inch wood screws, a container of steel washers, and about a dozen rubber straps. 
 
      
 
    Mike coughed again, looking slightly embarrassed. “Well, uh… that’s… that’s what you’re going to be mounted on.” 
 
      
 
    I slowly turned my head and looked up at him. “Mounted? Do I look like a stuffed animal?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Yes. Or at least you normally are.” He grinned mischievously, then stepped forward and pushed the coffee table toward the couch. The small gap disappeared and I realized that the platform was level with the cushions. 
 
      
 
    I frowned. “So, uh… when?” 
 
      
 
    Mike blinked. “What? Oh! Oh!” He coughed again. “Now, actually.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “Oh. Okay,” I said, wondering what was about to happen to me. “How do I…” I gestured at the coffee table. “You know?” 
 
      
 
    Mike reached out and took hold of my arms and turned me around. “Just sit.” He let me lower myself down so that my back was to the couch and my feet were on the floor. “Good. Now just lay back, okay? You’re head and some of your back will be on the sofa.” 
 
      
 
    I laid backward, my breasts flattening as I became horizontal. I felt a bit better. I’m a responsive girl and I feel very comfortable lying down. Mike smiled in encouragement, looking down with appreciation at my naked body. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I’m going to pull your left leg outward, okay? I want you to try to do the splits.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned, rolling my eyes. “Aw… come on Mike. Really? Do you have any idea how uncomfortable that is?” I protested even as he pulled my leg outward. The flip flop came off and I felt his thumb press against the arch of my foot. He rubbed it for a moment, sending shivers through me. I love it when the bottoms of my feet are rubbed. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. And we’re not doing a full split. Just getting your legs as wide apart as possible,” he said warmly. I sighed and tried to comply. His iron rod fingers gripped my ankle though and hauled it an impossible distance outward, right to the edge of his six foot wide table. Then with one hand holding my foot in place, he grabbed a rubber strap, threaded a screw through one of the washers, picked up his drill, put his knee by my calf, and then secured the rubber strap right into the wood next to my ankle. He repeated the process again, except this time he put the screw on the other side of my leg. I heard the drill and realized that he’d literally screwed the strap down into the wood on either side of my leg. There was little flexibility and I was bound as simple as that. I’d have needed a knife or a screwdriver to get free. 
 
      
 
    “There,” he said satisfactorily. “That’s a nice start.” 
 
      
 
    I propped myself up on my elbows. The black strap was a distinct contrast to my white skin and I gave him a grumpy look. “Start?” 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Yep! Lay back!” 
 
      
 
    For the next five minutes he worked. My entire left leg was strapped down and screwed to the wood at the ankle, knee and upper thigh. Then he grabbed the other foot and pulled it painfully outward, stretching my thighs as he spread my legs. I groaned, this time with genuine discomfort.  
 
      
 
    “Sorry, but I need you wide open,” he apologized as he started screwing down the straps. I put my hands down between my legs, covering my pussy, but I was massaging my thighs too. The strain on the muscles was quite impressive. I propped myself up on my elbows and stared down at my lower half. My open pussy gaped invitingly and I looked up at Mike with a half-joking grin.  
 
      
 
    “You better not die of a heart attack in the next hour,” I warned him. 
 
      
 
    Mike laughed. “We just have one more strap to do,” he assured me. I blinked and looked down. “Where? You’ve completely secured my legs.” 
 
      
 
    He produced a longer strap and to my astonishment he screwed one end in near my left hip, then laid it across my body, just beneath my hips. It was low enough to let me breathe without problem, but it certainly kept me from moving my lower half. I tried to roll and thrust my loins, but even that was denied me. I cast a suspicious eye on Mike. I didn’t like this. Something was up. Mike straightened and looked down at me and I saw something slightly different in his eye. Arousal. The sight of me like that was turning him on. I couldn’t help smiling at that.  
 
      
 
    “Like something you see?” I asked playfully. My thighs ached from being spread open so wide, but I could hardly object. I liked that sensation. I sort of was hoping he’d whip it out and just slide it in. All he’d need to do was kneel. Mike bent down and suddenly his fingers were slipping through the folds of my slit. I groaned.  
 
      
 
    “Ah… I thought so,” he announced as his finger curled inside me. I groaned as he began to tug and the two ben wa balls resting inside my sex began coming out, pulled from their warm love nest out into the cold air. 
 
      
 
    “Ben wa balls,” Mike said. “Of course.” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my head and gave him a wry look. “Well, you know I always obey Rule #1,” I said. “What did you expect?” 
 
      
 
    Mike took the gooey ben wa balls over to the kitchen and I heard them land in a bowl. “Something more exciting,” he said honestly. “But I shouldn’t be surprised considering what you were wearing.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “What was wrong with what I was wearing?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He walked away, down the hall and I heard the linen closet door opening. I lifted my head again.  
 
      
 
    “WHAT WAS WRONG WITH WHAT I WAS WEARING?” I shouted. 
 
      
 
    He came back into the room. With towels. I stared at him. 
 
      
 
    “It wasn’t exactly sexual,” he said, shaking out the first blue towel. I watched him as he spread it out over my left leg, from the thigh downward. It left only a small patch of bare skin visible, right where it met my torso. And my foot.  
 
      
 
    “Well, gosh. I’m sorry. I didn’t get the memo,” I said sarcastically. “You want me dressed up like a slut you have to say something!” 
 
      
 
    He picked up another towel. “Do I?” He asked. “Or is that something you should just do naturally?” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes and put my hands behind my head, cushioning it. I looked up at the ceiling and watched the fan lazily spin. “I like to think that what’s inside is more important.” The second towel went over my other leg. Then Mike came around to the back side of the couch. 
 
      
 
    “Hands please,” he said simply. 
 
      
 
    I lifted my arms up. “What? You disagree?” I asked. He produced a soft length of nylon rope and began wrapping my wrists individually, then together. He pulled the rope downward which pulled my hands up to the top of the couch behind me. I groaned a little as he tightened things down and I was stretched out. He jammed a pillow beneath my back and I sighed in relief.  
 
      
 
    “You aren’t going to answer me?” I asked as he came back out from behind the sofa. 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “No. You know better.  Besides, now I have to report that you weren’t dressed like a nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked, a sudden, sharp, intense feeling of disquiet settling over me. “Report?” I repeated. “Report? To whom?” 
 
      
 
    Robert spread a third towel and this one went over my tummy and breasts, the bottom edge just a single inch above my ripe sex. “Not to whom. On what,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry in realization. “This… this is a review?” I asked in trepidation. The quiet tone was answer enough. “But… but no one said anything!” 
 
      
 
    Mike took the last towel and rolled it up, stuffing it up against my bottom. Now even half of my slit was covered. I blinked as Mike went back to the kitchen, grabbed a chair and a plastic tool tray and brought them both back into the living room, setting up right in front of my spread open groin. 
 
      
 
    “Mike,” I whispered. “Uh… uh...um… what are you reviewing? My pussy? My fuckability?” I asked in a half begging, half pleading tone. 
 
      
 
    He looked up and lifted a pair of steel pliers. “Your clit.” 
 
      
 
    Then the cold touch of steel pinched my clit and he twisted. Hard. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-two 
 
      
 
    I pressed my nose up against my forearm and sniveled. My chest was heaving and my legs felt achy and bruised. Still, the only real pain that continued to shoot up through my spine and ricochet around my brain pan was coming from my right between my legs, at the top of my slit. I lifted my head and looked down through the tears. Mike had let my clit go, but there were still two, red indentations from where the pliers had grabbed ahold of me. I heard him toss the tool back into the box even as he slid the dildo out of my pussy. That went into the tray next to the pliers, as if every handyman should have one. Then he picked up a clipboard and began writing, expression intent. 
 
      
 
    I stifled a little sob.  
 
      
 
    “Well, your clit turgor is pretty good,” he said. “Even after harsh pinching and twisting, you are totally wet, and your clit has completely recovered its shape and size.” 
 
      
 
    I sniveled a bit. “It hurts,” I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    He glanced up. “Well, we aren’t picking flowers here, are we?” He set the clipboard down. “Don’t worry, you’ll enjoy the next part. I’ll be right back.” He stood up and marched off down the hallway toward the bedroom and his workshop. I closed my eyes and concentrated on my breathing. I’d just spent a rather brutal five minutes with the sensation of having my clitoris ripped off my body. He’d used a pair of channel locks, just to make sure I wouldn’t slip out and at one point he’d let go, letting the weight of the pliers pull on my clitoris. Then he opened them and used the needle nose to pull my clit out of the clitoral hood. I’d screamed for that one. Part of me suspected that having a red hot needle shoved through my clit would hurt less. Especially when he’d twisted my clit around in a circle. I’m not sure how many degrees he went, but I chimed out loudly with each one. Even now the poor little nub at the top of my slit felt swollen and sensitive. 
 
      
 
    The dildo? I barely felt it.  
 
      
 
    He came back into the room with a telescoping stand. Taped to the end was a Hitachi massager with another synthetic cock attached to the end. I blinked and let out a sigh of relief. Just a vibrator? Thank God! I let out a tiny whimper as he pulled the towel near my ass away and slid the dildo into my slit. It felt good to be full of course, but the bulb of the massager was mashed hard against my clit. 
 
      
 
    I looked up at him as he checked his watch and flipped the switch. A gentle vibration rubbed against me and my pussy tightened up. My clit, extra sensitive from Mike’s twisting and pulling (not to mention the additional crushing) responded beautifully to the vibrations and in seconds I was panting, not with pain, but with pleasure. Mike sat down on the loveseat that sat kitty corner to the couch and looked down at me. 
 
      
 
    “Enjoying the view?” I asked, my chest already starting to pump as my breathing became more excited. I closed my eyes as my pussy began to throttle the dildo inside me, squeezing hard. “You know, you should probably take the dildo out and just hold the vibrator yourself. I’m giving this cock one hell of a pussy massage,” I tried to tease, but it came out like desperation. 
 
      
 
    Mike smiled but didn’t reply. He watched me as I moaned again, the pressure building inside me. For a moment I thought about holding back, but then mentally said the words “fuck it” and tried rolling my hips. No joy. The rubber straps holding me to the board did their job and all I could do was squeeze the dildo inside me. Kegel exercises. How disappointing. I tightened up again, pulsing around the dildo as the only available change in position. 
 
      
 
    Then, when I was clearly get close to an orgasm, he got up. 
 
      
 
    “Where are you going?” I panted. He grinned down at me.  
 
      
 
    “Drink.” 
 
      
 
    I lay there, getting closer and closer to the edge, my clit shaking softly under the massager bulb and a moment later the orgasm hit me. I cried out, gasping and moaning, and probably carrying on a little more than I needed too. Waves of sweet euphoria hit me and when I began to calm down a bit I realized Mike hadn’t come back yet. 
 
      
 
    “Mike? Mike!” I called out. “I’ve cum! You can turn the vibrator off!” 
 
      
 
    I sort of wanted the vibrator off. The pliers had made me more sensitive than I’d realized. And I’d cum.  
 
      
 
    Mike loomed into view, setting down something just out my view. I sighed in relief as his hand went down to the massager, found the switch, and turned it off. 
 
      
 
    “Feel better?” He asked. I nodded and moaned a little as he ran his hands up and down my stretched out thighs and then pulled the massager away from my clit. The dildo slid out of my pussy. I groaned, mostly in dissatisfaction. I prefer to be stuffed. 
 
      
 
    He sat down in the chair and began working on something, but I couldn’t really see. 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to let me up?” I asked a moment later. 
 
      
 
    He glanced upward. “No. I’m afraid not. Got to check the tensile strength of your clit.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked, completely at a loss. “Prehensile?” I asked, totally confused.  
 
      
 
    That made Mike laugh. “Not prehensile. Tensile. It’s a measure of elasticity.” He suddenly pulled something up off the floor. It was another stand, except this one had a six inch wide wheel at the top. Mike gave me a quick smile and took some sort of flexible wire and began threading it through some silvery metal thing that I couldn’t make out. 
 
      
 
    “Elasticity?” I asked letting my head go back down. It took too much energy to keep an eye on him.  
 
      
 
    “Yep,” Mike replied, humming softly as he worked. 
 
      
 
    I took a soft breath. “Okay. I can handle that. I mean, how bad can it be?” I opened my eyes and lifted my head. “How do you test elasticity?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Mike shrugged. “There are a variety of ways to test a material’s tensile strength, but the easiest way is to stretch it till it breaks.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Right. So… you’re going to stretch my clit?” 
 
      
 
    “Yep,” he said matter-of-factly. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. “Till I break?” 
 
      
 
    He laughed at that and I watched him thread the wire over the wheel. “Hardly. I can’t have your clit tearing. That would violate your limits, wouldn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    My entire body began to tremble. “So… uh… how do you plan on attaching that wire to my clit?” I asked, 
 
      
 
    “Oh. That’s easy.” His hand came right up and I gasped as the clover clamp latched onto my clitoral hood.  
 
      
 
    Clover clamps are cruel things. I have a number of sets and the thing that worried me most as I felt the painful little pull on my clit, was that the one Mike had attached to my nub had been altered, given tiny ridges to give it a better gripping edge. I felt my clit pulled taut, stretched out and upward, drawn toward the wheel on the metal stand. That’s when I caught a glimpse of the weight. 
 
      
 
    It was on the end of the wire and had two eye hooks beneath it. The number 1 was written across its length and I surmised that I had at least a pound hanging from my clitoris. I put my head down and groaned. 
 
      
 
    “There,” Mike said. “We’ll give that a few minutes.” 
 
      
 
    I tried to keep quiet but finally let out another whimper. Then a surge of anger gave me a little bit of strength. “How is this supposed to tell anyone a damn thing about me?” I asked, still wincing as the weight pulled on my clit. Mike leaned back and crossed his arms. 
 
      
 
    “Well, it might give one of those mistresses of yours an idea of how far they can go,” he answered mildly. 
 
      
 
    I let out a slightly hysterical laugh. “You stretching my clit tells them that?” The weight bobbed as some of my movements managed to make it down the line. 
 
      
 
    Mike leaned forward again and picked up something off the floor. Another weight, except this one was half the size of the first. He hung it off one of the eye hooks and I let out a gasp as the clover clamp on my clit seemed to tighten. I closed my eyes and shook my head. 
 
      
 
    “No,” I gasped. “That’s not it.” 
 
      
 
    This time it was Mike’s turn to chuckle. “You’re right. That’s not it. This is just another way to torture you.” He picked up another weight and hung it next to the first. Two pounds all together now. I let out a shrill, little wail. 
 
      
 
    “Honestly, it’s sort of your fault,” he said reasonably. “I mean, you’re the masochist with some very fucked up ideas of what is arousing.” He reached out and began running his fingers up and down the sole of my right foot. It felt good, but it made me twitch, making the weight bounce excruciatingly. My breasts started to rise and fall with quick movements, my breathing coming faster and shorter. Mike rubbed my foot, almost but not quite tickling me. Sweet bliss combined with the pain of the clamp. 
 
      
 
    “See, you have this habit of cumming when most other girls can’t. It gives people like me and Julie a chance to live out certain fantasies.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” I croaked. “Like what?”  
 
      
 
    He shrugged. “Like getting to torture someone. Sexually torture I mean.” He sighed. “I still don’t understand how your brain works. If someone did what I’m doing to my cock, I’d break their face. But you… you just lay there, take it, and worse… you get aroused by it.” He picked up another weight, a half-pound, and hung it under the others. My eyes flashed open and I let out a little squeal. He leaned forward. “Your clit looks amazing. It’s all red and stretched out. I’ll be it hurts, doesn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    “YES!” I said frantically. “Please! Take the weights off!” 
 
      
 
    He leaned over slowly, grabbed another one, and hooked it to the first. Three pounds. Oh my God.  
 
      
 
    “The weights will come off all by themselves,” Mike assured me. “When your clit has been stretched enough.” 
 
      
 
    Stretched? How about crushed? Each time he added another weight the clover clamp tightened. I let out a pitiful, desperate moan. Then Mike did the absolute worst thing he could do. He slid his finger into my pussy. 
 
      
 
    Do you know what a catalyst is? In chemistry, it’s a substance that causes a reaction to occur, without being directly involved in the reaction. And that’s what happened. Just that simple, quiet, direct, instant penetration changed everything. There was an instant grinding, a movement of gears. The machinery worked fine and suddenly my boiler was going at full pressure, the sexual torment driving me toward an explosion. Mike seemed to sense the change in me. 
 
      
 
    “See? That’s exactly what I mean. Look at you? I’m practically ripping your clit off and you’re trying to roll your hips in order to fuck my finger.” He shook his head. “That’s what I mean. Ninety-five percent of the women in the world wouldn’t respond to this sort of thing that way. They’d be screaming and calling the police to file charges. You? What do you do?” He asked, though I presume rhetorically so I didn’t bother to answer. “You ask for more.” He sighed. “Time for another weight,” he declared, pulling his finger out of my pussy. I whimpered, but in need this time, not pain. He selected another half-pound and set it underneath all the others. I felt it acutely as the cable tugged hard on the clover clamp. Since I couldn’t really roll my hips or move, my belly began tightening and puffing, my body straining with sexual energy. I wanted to bring my hands down and pinch my nipples, but I couldn’t. 
 
      
 
    “Could you…” I gasped, getting close. “Put clamps…” I sucked in another short breath. “On my… nipples?” 
 
      
 
    Mike’s eyebrow went up. “Really? You’ve got be kidding me. More pain?” He shook his head. “Sorry, Bre. Today is all about your clit and nothing else.” He picked up another half-pound weight and hung it beneath the others. My back arched and I squealed, the clover clamps biting hard. I began to tremble.  
 
      
 
    “Hurts,” I hissed. Mike nodded sympathetically. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” he said cheerfully. “See? Julie couldn’t stand this. Not like you can. And you know what? After this little torment I’m going to put the massage vibrator back against your clit and let you cum again. Can you believe it? What other woman do you know that would or even could tolerate that? Hmmm?” He hung another weight. Four and a half pounds! 
 
      
 
    I pulled hard on the ropes holding my hands, the overwhelming urge to rip the clover clamp off my clit overriding pretty much everything else. Of course, right after doing that my plans were to jam as many of my fingers into my pussy and the vigorously rub my crushed, stretched, sore, and sensitive clit, right until I exploded violently.  
 
      
 
    Mike seemed to sense that I was nearing a point. I’d say it was intuitive, but he was probably picking up a ton of little things and interpreting them correctly. My toes were clenching and unclenching, my ankles swiveled, making my feet twist. My calf muscles tightened and loosened, straining hard against the rubber straps. My loins seemed to be trembling and my pussy wouldn’t stop dripping.  
 
      
 
    “Another half-pound I think,” he said.  
 
      
 
    I opened up then, letting out a loud, raucous cry that I’m sure the neighbors heard. Mike hung the last half pound weight and bent down to give my clit a very careful look. I responded by hyperventilating. 
 
      
 
    “Almost there,” he said, his keen eye giving me a once over. “Hang in there.” 
 
      
 
    “Hang in there?” I screeched. My fingers were curled into fists and my upper half began thrashing around like a landed fish. This made the whole table shake, which of course made the weight dangling off my clit dance. I clenched my teeth. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll do the quarter pound weights now,” he said and I felt a minor increase. He waited maybe ten seconds while I struggled with the bonds, trying to rip myself free. He hung another weight. It became a contest of wills, or of strength. I tried, very hard, to shatter his stupid little coffee table with every fiber of my being.  
 
      
 
    He hung the third quarter pound weight and I saw his eyes widen. “Almost,” he whispered. “You’re almost there!”  
 
      
 
    I was beyond rational thought. Nothing Mike said was going to penetrate, much less make sense. I think I was even talking to him at that point. Probably making threats or something similarly ridiculous. He ignored it all, his stare a fixed point on the stretched, swollen, red bit of flesh. Then… then the clover clamp slipped. 
 
      
 
    Five and three quarters pounds of weight crashed to the floor and Mike barely got out of the way as the silver clover clamp shot off my poor abused clit, struck the wheel, and snapped toward his face. A tiny part of me hoped he’d at least gotten his foot whacked, but he’s smarter than that and didn’t suffer any damage at all. Me? Well… I screamed. 
 
      
 
    I know. I don’t use that word very often because for me, screaming is something you do when an axe murder shows up and chops off your foot. Screaming is tantamount to “bad things happening.” Extreme violence. Or pain. Or pleasure. Blood flooded back into the crushed, pulled, and damaged nub at the top of my slit and that felt exactly like you’d expect. It hurt like a motherfucker and I can’t even begin to describe the pain of it. Maybe being catheterized with a shard of glass. Or fucking a real barrel cactus instead of a plastic one. Screw it. It hurt.  
 
      
 
    And… and it felt good. The boiler I had going, the one with all the arousal? Well, this did NOT help the pressure overload. Had my hips not been bound to a board they’d have been pumping like a steam engine’s wheels, humming along. 
 
      
 
    A nicer, more loving man might have given me a chance to take a break, to calm down, to recover. Instead Mike slid the dildo into my pussy, pressed the massager against my already damaged clit, and turned the stupid Hitachi up to medium. 
 
      
 
    How long did I last? Ha. I didn’t. Not for a bloody second. The vibrator touched my clit, my pussy tightened around the dildo and boom. That was it. My entire body went rigid, I screamed again, and then the orgasm blew through me like a north gale across the snow swept plains of Canada’s tundra. I saw stars. My vision darkened. I hurt everywhere, all across my body. Everything. I couldn’t pump my hips, but I gripped the dildo hard inside me and the vibrations raged on as I trembled violently and came.  
 
      
 
    And came. 
 
      
 
    And came again. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-three 
 
      
 
    “Hey.” Mike’s hand shook my shoulder. “Are you alright?” He asked me. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. He stood over me, a concerned look on his face. For half a second I felt like asking him what happened, but then an excruciating pain sliced up between my legs. I tensed and cried out, tears seeping from the corner of my eyes and I lifted my head to look down. 
 
      
 
    I realized, even as I took in the sight, that the dildo was still buried deep between my legs and that the massager, still shaking on medium, was pressed tightly to my clit. And that was the source of the agony. I tried to dislodge it with both a dildo expelling squeeze and a shake of my hips, but neither action was successful. 
 
      
 
    “PLEASE! I’m too sensitive!” I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    Mike’s eyebrow went up. “Really?” He asked, somewhat incredulously. I nodded frantically. 
 
      
 
    “Then use your safe word, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and I stared up at him.  
 
      
 
    He crossed his arms. “I’ll remove the vibrator, but only if you use your safe word.” 
 
      
 
    My safe word was tantamount to a medical out and using it meant serious repercussions. According to NHPS Rule #4, I wasn’t supposed to refuse any sexual act provided it didn’t violate my limits. Pressing a vibrator to my clit, or stuffing my pussy with a rubber cock certainly didn’t “violate” a limit. So it was just my sensitivity that was the issue. 
 
      
 
    My breasts heaved. “Can… can we… can you… turn it down to low?” I panted pleadingly. He considered that for a moment, then gave me a little sharp nod and touched the Hitachi. I felt the vibrations slow slightly and it was enough to keep me from asking for a bite stick. Instead I concentrated on tightening my pussy around the dildo. Pulse. Push. Pulse. Push. 
 
      
 
    Mike moved away from me at that point and I would have wondered what was in store for me next, except I was pretty much just concentrating on what was happening between my legs. The spate of orgasms I’d just endured had turned up the sensitivity of my clit, making the vibrations too intense. So instead of feeling good, like normal, the massager was making it feel like my pussy was being abraded. With a sander.  
 
      
 
    On any other woman, this would have been torture beyond endurance. For example, if Kari Anders had been in my position she’d have been sobbing, begging to be released, and you’d never get another sexual sensation out of her again. She’d also seriously be planning your death, executable the moment she managed to get free. 
 
      
 
    Even someone like Julie, my other mistress, wouldn’t have been able to handle it like me. Julie is multi-orgasmic and I admit that she’s surprised me a few times. She’s ridden the wooden horse and the pony and handled it with aplomb. I’ve even seen Mike give her sweet, little slit a good paddling with the leather strap. She was wet through the whole thing.  
 
      
 
    But this? What I’d just endured? No… it took something special to handle that and come back for more. And by “special” I mean crazy. Nuts. Certifiable. Broken. Fucked up. And that was my problem. See, that irritating sensitivity, that edge scraping across my nerves? That… that was arousing. It was turning me on. So even as my clit screeched out “stop please!” my brain was just recycling the need. Talk about a bad loop. Rub and sensitize my clit. Torture it. Tug on it. Stretch it. Vibrate it. There is pain and need. More pain equals more need. Vicious cycle.  
 
      
 
    I have sought psychological counseling, medical advice, and even religious help, trying to understand why I respond to being hurt in this way. The psychologist suggested that I had internal emotional turmoil that resulted in my needing to punish myself in such a manner. Which did nothing to explain why I craved it, responding to such stimulation with sexual climax. The doctor was a bit more helpful, explaining that I was experiencing a mild case of persistent sexual arousal. Well, that explained why I was constantly dripping, but the reality is that I don’t orgasm constantly. I’m just constantly aroused. And it didn’t explain why overstimulation turned me on instead of making me curl up into a little, whimpering ball.  
 
      
 
    Oh. The priest? I confessed my sins, asked for help and got told I was possessed with demons. They were then thoroughly exercised out by said holy man by fucking me stupid. Repeatedly. Every Sunday. 
 
      
 
    I let out a long, slow, wet cry and then, to my shock, Mike pulled the vibrator and dildo away from me, leaving a wet, gaping, sodden, red hole, with a swollen, protruding, and quite inflamed nodule right above it. He set the stand aside and once more sat down opposite my dripping slit.  
 
      
 
    “Well, there doesn’t seem to be any damage,” he said after a moment.  
 
      
 
    I shut my eyes tight. The excess tears dripped from the corners and slid down my temples. It wasn’t a comfortable feeling. I waited for the other shoe to drop and was rewarded a moment later.  
 
      
 
    “This might be a little cold,” Mike suddenly said. 
 
      
 
    Before I could react, brace myself, or even lift my head, something icy struck my clit. It wasn’t solid. I could tell that, and from the hissing noise it sounded like cooking spray being shot into a frying pan. I let out a sharp squeal and glanced down. Sure enough, Mike was holding an aerosol can, one with “Compressed Air” written on the side. Mike had attached a small red straw to the nozzle and it was aimed straight at my clit, which was now flapping in the torrent of air like a flag in the breeze. A cold, north breeze. 
 
      
 
    Had I been able to move an inch in any direction I’d have done so. Instead a white, frosty film coated my clit as the compressed air literally froze my clit. My teeth locked together and that only muted the squealing screech that came out of my throat by a little. My entire lower half became a solid collection of spasming muscles, unable to do more than twitch wildly.  
 
      
 
    He let up after just four or five seconds, but to me it felt like an ice age. My clit felt like he’d laid a red hot piece of metal on my skin and my poor brain wasn’t able to really conceptualize that concept. Mike set the can down as I began hyperventilating, taxed beyond my limits. 
 
      
 
    Then he did the one thing that he could think of to pull me through. He bent down and took my clit into his mouth. Soft, wet warmth surrounded me and it too felt like burning. But even as my abused nerves reported the entirely different sensation, I felt my hips thrust up against the rubber straps holding me in place, wanting desperately to fuck. He brought his right hand up, laid it on my ankle, then brought it up my leg until I felt him touch my pussy. His thumb, as thick as some men’s cocks, slid into my depths. My squeals of pain turned to whines of need, then to whimpers of desperation and Mike used his tongue and hand to warm me, to succor me, to bring me back from an edge I didn’t want to cross.  
 
      
 
    “You okay?” He asked, coming up to breathe after three or four minutes of mind-numbing pleasure. I groaned.  
 
      
 
    “I,” I said breathlessly. “Am. Going. To. Kill. You.”  
 
      
 
    He shrugged. “Okay. Next test.” He got up and left me in the living room, spread open, exposed, at his mercy. I heard the door of the refrigerator open and then close, or maybe it was the freezer. Mike came back, a paper towel between his fingers and some sort of white cube.  
 
      
 
    “You’ll like this I think.” Then he pressed the cube to my sex again, rubbing it up to my already frozen and damaged clitoris.  
 
      
 
    It wasn’t as cold as the compressed air, but it was cold and since my clit had already warmed down, the reapplication of cold was quite unwelcome. I screeched and lifted my upper half up from the couch, pulling hard on the ropes binding my hands, to say nothing about the straps holding my legs down and open. I felt the hard pulse in my clit and then realized that whatever it was that Mike was holding, was melting profusely. Already I could feel a slick slime coating my clit, cold and clammy and as he began rubbing the white cube over and around my pussy, spreading the melt on my petals, I could only wonder what the hell was going on. Slowly the cube disappeared, or more accurately, it melted into a clear, slick fluid that made my petals shine. Finally I detected the faintest trace of coconut and knew I’d been lubed. Coldly. 
 
      
 
    Mike stood up again, leaving me chilled between the legs and he disappeared down the hall. 
 
      
 
    “This is a cold way to treat a lady!” I shouted breathlessly as a series of shivers seemed to shoot up my spine. My clit felt numb and tingly. And not in a good way.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t worry!” He called back to me. “I’m about to warm you up,” he replied from the back room. 
 
      
 
    That worried me. Mike’s back room was also his shop and he had enough tools back there that “heating” me up was child’s play. He came back a moment later and I looked up at him. He held what looked like a small hair dryer and a block of some shiny material.  
 
      
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” I asked fearfully, all fight gone. He grinned and held up the blow dryer. 
 
      
 
    “Heat gun,” he said simply.  
 
      
 
    I blinked. “You can’t be serious. That will crisp me!” I protested. I knew damn well that those things could literally sear flesh.  
 
      
 
    Mike laughed. “Well of course it would. So I’ll need a medium.” He hefted the other object. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” I asked, my neck aching from the strain of holding it up. 
 
      
 
    Mike fiddled under my line of vision for a moment and then popped back up. He flipped a switch on the heat gun and I saw the tip warm up into an orange, rosy glow. Oh my God. He lifted both hands, one with the gun and the other with the stick of… of whatever… holding both over my pussy. 
 
      
 
    “Wax,” he said simply. 
 
      
 
    Admittedly, I should have suspected it. The frozen coconut oil? Absolutely. Oiling the skin of someone you’re about to pour hot wax on is not just the decent thing to do, but if you want to get the wax off afterward without spending an hour plucking small pieces off your crotch, getting oiled is definitely the way to go. Of course, who would have thought that Mike would use a frozen cube of coconut oil to do the job, thus turning even the simple act of preparing me for hot wax into a torment?  
 
      
 
    I’ve had candle wax poured onto my pussy before, but this… this chunk of wax and a heat gun? That was new. I watched the glow literally melt waves of paraffin off Mike’s wax stick and then the scorched fury of heat and liquid wax burned my pudendum and seeped down between my folds. There was no dripping. This was a concerted pour, the heat gun immediately turning the wax stick into liquid butter. It took Mike half a second to adjust his aim and the flow moved from above my clit to a top it. I screeched out loud, my entire body straining. Even my toes curled violently as the heat and pain shot through my pussy.  
 
      
 
    Normally, a hot waxing torture takes a little while. When you use a candle, the flame melts a bit of the candle itself and that falls down, leaving little droplets of wax. Sure, you can tip the candle over - that melts things even faster, but you still get droplets. Lots, fast, but droplets. 
 
      
 
    Not Mike’s stick and heat gun though. This was a concerted pour of hot wax. It was like someone had poured boiling water into a rag and then chucked the whole thing over my slit, fully intending to cook me in a steam bath. I could feel the scalding effect on my flesh. My folds were literally burning.  
 
      
 
    Mike turned off the heat gun and shook the last bit of wax clear of the stick. My chest was heaving as I struggled to breathe through the shock and pain of the heat and Mike studied the white wax bikini now coating my sex. I’m pretty sure that you couldn’t see my folds, much less my clit or dark opening. My entire crotch was covered, and all in ten seconds of flaming agony. Impressive.  
 
      
 
    Of course it takes a while for that much heat to dissipate. I imagine that most was lost to the air, but enough seeped into my lower half to make me acutely uncomfortable and some iced coconut oil sounded pretty good at that point.  
 
      
 
    Mike sat back, crossed his arms, and stared down at my quivering form. 
 
      
 
    “You know, you’ve always amazed me,” he said conversationally, despite the fact I was completely incapable of having a conversation thanks to what he’d just done to me. I gasped out some sort of screeching noise. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve known you almost five years. Did you know that?” He reached out and flicked one of the towels away from my right leg. His fingers touched my exposed thighs and began lightly rubbing outward, toward the inside of my knee. It tickled and I gasped, eyes widening.  
 
      
 
    “I have fucked you in every hole. I’ve whipped you, paddled you, waxed you, iced you, beaten your clit, sapped it, and even caned your pussy. I’ve stuck objects in you that any sane woman would turn away from, just thinking about it. I’ve made what is supposed to be an act of love and pleasure into something that is just raw desire and coarse glass.” His hand found my heel and then swirled up to the arch of my foot. His fingers were moving too fast too. What could have been an exquisite caress was right at the edge of being a mind shredding tickle. I stiffened, whining.  
 
      
 
    “What’s worse,” he continued, his nails scraping at the soft part of my foot. “Is that your failure to object, even to crave it, has made me want it.” He shook his head. “When I have Julie under me, I want to hurt her. Not bad of course, but I want to hurt her like I hurt you. I want to tie her open and force her. I want to spank and slap and clamp and twist. But you know what? She’s not you.” 
 
      
 
    His touch was driving me mad and I couldn’t keep my foot still. I started rolling my ankle, gritting my teeth. I didn’t want to laugh. That would be wrong considering the pain I was still feeling from the hot wax coating my cunt. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t get me wrong,” he said quickly. “I love her. I do. Like I do you. It’s confusing, don’t you think?” His nails scraped my arch and I couldn’t tell if it hurt or tickled. I barked out a coarse laugh that was like metal being scraped across a chalkboard. Mike leaned forward. 
 
      
 
    “I have this overwhelming desire to crush your nipples right now. I’ve got some C clamps that would do it. Smash those little nubs down until you were screaming. But I also want to go get a suction pump and suck those titties of yours into the tubes until they’re blue. And I want to tie you up. I want you to be that manikin in my shop, the one with all the pins in her tits. You know I built that, don’t you? It’s in the garage. I’ve got the modern day equivalent to an iron maiden, just waiting for you. But I don’t dare show it to anyone but Julie because it violates your limits. And even she wants to put you in it. She wants to strap you in and close the door and all those needles will go into your tits and ass. Even some into your pussy.” 
 
      
 
    My mind had trouble wrapping around that. 
 
      
 
    “She wants to put you in, jam the vibrator against your clit, and then pour lemon juice down on you when you’re cumming.” 
 
      
 
    Oh my fucking God. And I thought Lucille was bad! Maybe I needed to be more worried about Julie. 
 
      
 
    Mike’s fingers moved back down my leg and the tickling sensation subsided. I gasped in relief, realizing that my pussy wasn’t really hurting any more. It was just hot. Very fucking hot. Mike’s hand found the other towel on the other leg and tugged it off. Then he began rubbing my thigh, the back of my knee, and the calf. Rubbing? I should have said caressing. It was almost a tickle again. I shuddered. 
 
      
 
    “The thing is, I’d like to put Julie in the Maiden,” he admitted. “But I can’t. The needles are positioned only for you. It’s literally designed to torture one person. You. And I can’t even use it.” His hand found my foot and I laughed out loud as he began to tickle the bottom of my sole. 
  
 
    “So what’s a man to do, huh? Two girls. He loves both. He wants both.” Mike shook his head. Then he stopped caressing the bottom of my foot and moved his hand to my wax coated pussy. I felt the pressure. “It’s hardened enough. I think you’re ready.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned his name and he stood up and left me. Little bits of me shuddered here and there, the overload still making my nervous system misfire like a car taken through its paces one to many times. Of course, I should have already been wondering how Mike intended to get the wax off my pussy. It was thick enough he could have just done it in one piece, a mold of my bits and pieces. But to be honest, I was thinking more about the revelations of his situation. 
 
      
 
    Julie. And me. It was a little hard to imagine. Did he need both of us? 
 
      
 
    He came back into the room carrying an object and when I tilted my head up my blood ran cold. 
 
      
 
    “No. Mike. Please. Not that!” I whispered, begging.  
 
      
 
    Mike ignored me and plugged the damn thing in.  
 
      
 
    “MIKE! PLEASE! PLEASE! THAT WILL HURT!”  
 
      
 
    He looked up, gave me a pleasant grin, and then flipped the switch. “I know.” 
 
      
 
    The wheel began to turn as the electric motor picked up speed and the twelve leather straps screwed into the hub began to extend with centrifugal force. They were still almost a foot away from my spread legs, but Mike picked up the whole stand and got it closer. I began to panic, pulling on my bonds. The muscles in my legs rippled and then the entire table he’d mounted me on seemed to groan. 
 
      
 
    But it held. I felt the first impact. The leather strap slapped against my wax covered clit, slowed, then was drawn roughly down across my pussy. Of course I didn’t really feel it because of the wax. It was just a pat then. But that first leather belt moved right along and even before it broke free, the second, and then the third had whipped forward, slapped against the wax over my clit, and moved downward. 
 
      
 
    Maybe fifteen, twenty slaps later, the shell broke.  
 
      
 
    I cried out when my clit emerged from the shattered shards of paraffin, only to get nailed in turn with the direct impact of the leather strap. Pain, and yes - I admit it, pleasure, rushed through me and the crooning, mindless noise I made filled the house. Mike stood up and looked down as my loins twitched under the impact of his leather spoked wheel. The blows rained down on my sex and wax broke, cracked, and fell. 
 
      
 
    He could have turned off the machine. He didn’t. 
 
      
 
    My vision went dark and the stinging of my clit became a hammering burn that rivaled the moment when the hot wax fell on me in the first place. My petals felt scalded as the leather was dragged downward. And I was wet, and wet leather hurts when it strikes you. I cried out, trying to thrust my hips, trying to get away from the slapping blows, trying not to hear the sound of my clit being smashed into paste.  
 
      
 
    Then he yanked the wheel out from between my legs and knelt down. I didn’t even realize his cock was out until he slid it into me, on his knees, pumping wildly. My pussy convulsed around him, grasping and hungry and wet. He picked up a vibrator and jammed it between us, turning it on so that it rubbed against my sore, swollen, damaged, scalded, smashed clitoris. I cried out noisily, but that only turned him on more and if my legs had been free I’d have wrapped them around him, hooking my ankles together to hold him in place. 
 
      
 
    It was too much. I threw my head back. I yelled. I locked down. His hands came forward and grabbed my breasts, his fingers kneading and pinching and pulling and it was more than I could take. I shuddered violently as another orgasm rushed through me, my vision going dark once more as my psyche lay shattered like the wax chips under me. 
 
      
 
    I think Mike came too. Maybe a few minutes after I did. I was pretty much toast by that point, a lifeless fuck doll with glazed eyes, drooling from the corner of my mouth, aching in places I didn’t even know existed. I felt Mike shudder, but if he came inside me, or even pulled out, I don’t remember.  
 
      
 
    Maybe, just maybe, that’s a good thing. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-four 
 
      
 
    I stood there straining, the pain at the tip of each breast mild compared to the burning of my calves. I felt a trickle of perspiration going down my temple and I was shaking like a leaf, mostly from the effort of staying up off the horrible thing between my legs, but also because of the throbbing shocks going to each breast. Julie had made good on her promise to turn up the level of the electricity going to my bosom, and what had started as pinches had ended up feeling as if someone was grabbing hold of both breasts, piercing each one with a steel pin and then twisting it.  
 
      
 
    I’d learned, relatively quick, that allowing Mike’s copper “ridge” to touch my labia, or worse - my clit, was not something to be repeated. So after getting sucker punched between the legs two or three times I’d tried very, very hard, not to drop down. The problem was that I was already tired and my body had given me little choice.  
 
      
 
    Riding a wooden pony hurts. You go up and down, trading in relief for your legs in exchange for an even worse pain. Riding an electrified pony is even worse. The voltage makes it impossible to sit the horse. I ended up dancing, back and forth, trying desperately not to let the folds of my sex dip down enough to graze the copper. 
 
      
 
    I failed. A lot.  
 
      
 
    This time however, my calves gave out completely. I dropped down flat footed, grinding my entire pussy into the metal bar. I knew what to expect and the electricity rushed through my pussy, make me tingle with pain. I let out a keening wail through grit teeth and I didn’t even notice that the pain I’d been coping with at the tips of each breast was gone. All I knew was that my pussy was crawling with metaphorical ants, each with pins for legs. I managed five seconds, maybe eight. Then, just like the other dozen or so times, I shot back up, jerking wildly, the pulsing shock of the electricity once more lancing each tit. Julie grinned maniacally next to me as I hunched over, managing to shock my clit at the same time my nipples were being fried.  
 
      
 
    “I think that’s enough,” Julie said simply. I heard a click and then I slumped. My pussy settled down onto the metal ridge between my legs but this time there was no pain other than that of my weight pressing down on a relatively sharp edge. I felt my juices begin to coat the metal and I slipped, just a little bit, forward.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t,” Lucille said. “According to Mike’s review, she was not only improperly dressed, but she resisted. She begged him not to torture her, and then there was her underlying sarcasm.  
 
      
 
    Savannah leaned forward. “But Mike said that he didn’t mind it.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille was about to say something when Kari put up a hand. “Breanne’s sarcasm is a personality trait, but more importantly it is a psychological tool she uses to encourage her doms to increase the torment. Frequently we use Breanne in ways that most other subs couldn’t tolerate. It’s her way of saying ‘yes, please. More.’ We need to understand that. It justifies, in a dom’s mind, continuing her torment.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille snorted. “You are saying it’s okay for her to be rude.” 
 
      
 
    Kari shook her head. “No. I’m merely saying that her snarkiness is an endearing trait and an invaluable tool to her many doms and dommes if they are wise enough to recognize it for what it is. If she’s still mouthing off, it means we can inflict more upon her person. It’s her way of asking for more. Whether we justify it because of her attitude or because we want to.” Kari gave Julie a direct look. “Did Mike give a final figure for Breanne’s clit?” 
 
      
 
    Julie went back to the table and picked up a paper. “Mike says ‘Breanne’s clit is perfect. It swells when abused, can take massive levels of torment, is highly sensitive, with a high stretchability and is a perfect way for bring both pain and pleasure to her.” 
 
      
 
    There was some quiet murmuring around the table. 
 
      
 
    “And what about suggestions? That’s the final question, right? On the survey?” Mistress Amanda asked. 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded. “Mike writes, ‘I think Breanne should be subjected to additional and frequent clit torture. Perhaps some sort of device that shocks her clit whenever she tightens her pussy around a dildo, or vibrator. She should also be forced to edge, with clitoral stimulation only, at least once per day and chemical stimulants should be painted on her clit at least once or twice a week. Clamps, vibrator pendants, and weights should be used on her clit every day. Last but not least, her clit should be licked frequently, either with someone's tongue or feather, followed by a quality beating with a leather belt or sap.’” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds good to me,” declared Lucille. “And her clit should be punished for violating nympho humiliation pain slut rules two, three, and four.” Lucille held up a hand. “She was sarcastic and rude, begged not to be tortured, instead of asking for it like a good girl, and she was improperly dressed.” 
 
      
 
    Julie began to protest, but it was Isobel who interrupted. “I think we’ve already hashed out the bit about Breanne’s attitude. I’ve rarely encountered a sub more interested in being used than Breanne Erickson.” Isobel shook her head. “Her sarcasm is, as Kari so wisely stated, a mechanism used to encourage more abuse, and not to malign her dommes and doms.” She paused, then bowed her head toward Lucille. “However, she did willfully and purposefully violate Rule 4.” She gave Julie a steady look. “I believe punishment is in order.” 
 
      
 
    Julie waved at where I was still sort of bouncing and gliding on the damned wooden pony, the metal ridge cutting up into my pussy.  “I think she’s had enough,” Julie observed.  
 
      
 
    Lucille frowned. “I believe we should take Mike’s suggestion then,” Lucille said. She pointed to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Put her back on the cross, stretch her wide apart, and have our submissives lick Bre’s clit.” 
 
      
 
    Julie blinked. Even I had trouble wrapping my mind around that suggestion. 
 
      
 
    Savannah chuckled. “It’s Breanne. Even with everything that’s been done to her today, she’ll end up cumming. You know that, Lucille.” 
 
      
 
    The evil mistress nodded with a cruel smile. “I do. Which is why the subs should stop before she cums. And if she does anyway, then her clit should be, as Mike so eloquently put it, beaten with a leather belt or sap.” 
 
      
 
    Julie frowned but Isobel nodded. “Yes. I think that would be appropriate.” She looked over at Julie. My mistress gave me a frustrated glance, but then shrugged. 
 
      
 
    “Can’t really disagree, Bre.” Julie leaned over and began unclamping my nipples and I heard her whisper. “And we have a lot to talk about too. About Mike.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. What exactly had Mike told her in that review? Did she know about his “iron maiden?” Or was this about the fact that he wanted us both?  
 
    Julie pulled me off the wooden pony and I let out a sob of relief. It took a moment to remove the electrical stuff and while Julie was letting me stretch and recover, Isobel took the opportunity to remove Madeline from the sybian. For the first time in quite a while the machine was switched off and the silence of it was very peculiar. I had little time to ruminate though. Julie marched me over to the St. Andrew’s Cross and I was once again forced up on tiptoe as my wrists, and then ankles, were bound to the X shaped structure. It was nice to be facing forward though, instead of with my ass toward the mistresses and their table.  
 
      
 
    “I volunteer Kylie to lick her clit first,” Savannah said with a smile. Behind her I could see Kylie’s mouth curl up into a smile.  
 
      
 
    But Lucille objected. “Kylie is a friend of Breanne’s and will deliberately go easy on her so she doesn’t cum. I’d rather have Bethany do it.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced over toward Bethany, whose eyes lit up, just like Kylie’s, but with an evil gleam. Isobel’s lips twitched. Julie shook her head. Savannah spluttered and Isobel held up a hand.  
 
      
 
    “A challenge then? Bethany can lick Bre’s clit, while Kylie lays between Bethany’s legs and uses a vibrator on Beth’s clit. Gwen can then lick Kylie while Madeline can torment Gwen. To encourage them to do their best however, the girl who cums first will get fifteen strokes with the sap, the next ten, and then five until the girl who doesn’t cum is spared.” She looked at the other mistresses, then at Madeline. “Madeline should be spared regardless, because she just spent so much time on the sybian. 
 
      
 
    Lucille didn’t like that at all but the other mistresses clearly did. “An excellent suggestion,” Savannah said, smiling wickedly at Lucille.  
 
      
 
    It’s a peculiar thing watching other submissive girls entangle themselves into a living rope chain of clits to mouths, and it is even more intense when someone’s tongue is dabbing, sucking and licking at your own clitoris. Beth practically tried to devour my clit and I was still sore from the wooden pony. I understood her urgency though. If she failed to get me to cum she was going to get swats.  
 
      
 
    But while I was tender, sore, and somewhat swollen, I did have one thing on my side. I’d cum, and cum, just a few minutes before. The torment on the wooden pony had been bad, but not terribly arousing. It had hurt. That left me with a little leeway. Beth’s tongue felt amazing of course, but she was never the best at cunninglus. Kylie would have driven me nuts. I was also glad Madeline was spared. Her pussy looked raw from the little spikes on the sybian.  
 
      
 
    Kylie slid up underneath Bethany and I watched as Beth’s eyes widened. Kylie would have needed a few pillows to properly put her mouth on Beth’s pussy so instead she began working the tip of a small vibrator over Bethany’s clit, which was more than enough to excite the girl whose own mouth was latched onto my sensitive sweet spot. I felt bad for Bethany, because I suspected that the vibrator was going to be much harder to resist than Kylie’s tongue might have been.  
 
      
 
    With Kylie on her back, Gwendolyn had it easy and planted her face right between Kylie’s spread legs. I watched the tiny blonde’s tongue dig into Kylie’s shaved slit and from the moan that came wafting up from between Bethany’s legs, I couldn’t help wondering if Kylie would get the most strokes. 
 
      
 
    Of course Madeline finished things off at the end. She laid down on her stomach, pushing Gwennie’s thighs apart and Maddie didn’t hesitate. She drove her nose deep into Gwen’s ass and began motorboating her. 
 
      
 
    What can I say? We submissives are vicious when it comes to making each other cum, especially when threatened with spanks of one sort or another. 
 
      
 
    I shut my eyes. Watching the other girls do it to each other, and vicariously to me, was beyond arousing and the imagery would have been more than enough to push me right up that mountain, straight to the cliff edge. Bethany began moaning into my clit though and the fresh surge of wetness between my legs was signal enough that I was in the race.  
 
      
 
    “Well now, it’s nice to see them having fun,” Savannah laughed.  
 
      
 
    Amanda agreed. “I almost wish I was part of that chain. A pussy spanking be damned!” She said, face flushed. “Does anyone want to place bets on who cums first?”  
 
      
 
    Isobel cleared her throat. “As amusing as this is, and while I don’t mean to detract from the overall entertainment, we are here to consider Breanne’s review. Are we finished with Mike’s assessment?” 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded. “Yes. I’ve covered all the important bits.” She gave the other dommes a chagrined look. “Though he and I are going to have a chat. He didn’t even follow the suggested torments I’d thought up for her.” 
 
      
 
    That caught everyone’s attention. “He went easy on her?” Amanda asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head. “No. He just did it different. You know how he is. Marches to the beat of a different drummer.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone whose clit wasn’t being licked or vibrated in some way smiled. The rest of us moaned. I was having issues with Bethany. She was nibbling too and she’d managed to sneak her hand up between my legs, pushing her fingers up so that her forefinger was probing at my back door and her thumb was all the way up to the knuckle in my pussy. Definitely not fair by my way of thinking, and I think a violation of Mike’s point. Wasn’t it all about my clit? 
 
      
 
    But clearly I wasn’t the only one getting revved. Bethany was panting hard, her hips swinging as Kylie rubbed her clit with the vibrator. Gwendolyn’s face was bright pink and she was squirming too as Madeline played with Gwennie’s other end. Kylie let out a low, sex soaked moan and I grit my teeth, trying to hold back. I watched as my little brunette friend below me rolled her hips and… 
 
      
 
    “Oh my GOD! I’m CUMMING!” Squealed Gwendolyn. 
 
      
 
    We all sort of paused for a moment, but then Beth bit at my clit a little and frantically began licking. I gasped, my hips rocking and she used her thumb in my pussy as leverage to keep her tongue and lips on my clit. Then I got even more distracted as Mistress Amanda rolled Gwendolyn onto her back. 
 
      
 
    “Spread your legs you little slut!”  
 
      
 
    I watched, heart hammering, clit throbbing, my pussy tightening around Bethany’s thumb as Mistress Amanda brought the leather sap down between Gwennie’s thighs. The little tiny blond squealed as the leather struck her pussy, but she kept her legs open. I didn’t bother counting the blows. They were too fast and too hard. Gwen squealed and I watched as her toes curled. But even as Gwendolyn was getting her pussy smacked, Kylie suddenly let out a fresh squeal. I twisted my neck slightly and managed to see around Bethany. 
 
      
 
    Evidently, deprived of her munchies, Madeline had scooted up past Gwen and dived headfirst into Kylie’s open slit. Now the little brunette was once more getting licked. Her entire body was writhing even as Bethany’s cheating grew more desperate. My own bosom was heaving and I felt the pressure building inside me with twice the intensity. Bethany’s finger was half way up my ass and her thumb swirled in my depths as she licked, sucked, chewed, and blew on my clit. 
 
      
 
    Still, it wasn’t enough. Bethany cried out suddenly, pulling her goo covered hands from my pussy and reaching down. She shuddered, falling to the side and rolling away from Kylie and her vibrator. Kylie’s eyes widened and she grinned up at me, reaching down and pushing at Madeline’s head. Maddie came up, lips wet, eyes bright, saw what was going on, and took the vibrator. Then Kylie was rising up, spreading her legs, kneeling in front of me, tongue darting out against my clit. 
 
      
 
    I saw Lucille rise and then it was Bethany’s turn. Ten strokes to the pussy. I looked away. I knew if I watched I’d cum. I could feel the fire in my veins. I needed to cum. Hell, I wanted to cum! I heard the sound of wet leather striking soaked pussy and Bethany whimpered and yelped. I bit my lip, struggling with the pressure, the overwhelming desire to cum, but Kylie was the next to go. She couldn’t take the vibrator. I watched her cry out as well, announce she was cumming, and then open her legs so that Savannah could slap Kylie’s pussy with five, sharp, hard, leather strokes. 
 
      
 
    I’d done it. 
 
      
 
    “Enough Madeline. Bre doesn’t need it,” Isobel said sharply as Madeline got on her knees, her tongue out, an inch from my swollen, sensitive clitty. I let out a groan of need and Isobel looked up. “Unless she wants it,” she said curiously. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s head perked up. “It comes with consequences,” she declared. “If you want to cum then you’ll get whipped between the legs too,” she said to me. 
 
      
 
    Lucille looked up. “I’ll be happy to do it!”  
 
      
 
    Madeline, her eyes eager, licked her lips and stared up at me. I could see her through my breasts, the gold of the padlock glinting. 
 
      
 
    “And while you’re being tormented to orgasm we’ll discuss your next review,” Isobel said deliciously. “Your skills at titty fucking, if I’m not mistaken?” 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. “Yep. Right here.” She tapped another, fresh sheet of paper. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed, urges and needs racing through me. I pulled on the metal clips holding me in place and it seemed Madeline’s head got closer and closer. I could feel her breath on my petals. Oh my God. I wanted … I wanted … 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said firmly. “I want to cum.” 
 
      
 
    Madeline didn’t wait. Her tongue struck my clit and I went rigid, sweet, rolling bliss coming up from between my legs. Julie grinned. 
 
      
 
    “Well, Paul had some very interesting things to say about your titties, Bre. Can you imagine that?” Julie asked. 
 
      
 
    I moaned. Could I imagine that? I resisted the urge to laugh.  
 
      
 
    I could imagine it. But I didn’t need to. Not in the least.  
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    Chapter Twenty-five 
 
      
 
    Paul opened the door and grinned at me, his sandy brown hair cut short on the sides and long on top. It made him look like a surfer. “Long time no see, stranger,” he said, his eyes giving me a thorough once over. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help smiling and when he held out his arms I fell into them for a welcome hug. I hadn’t seen him in over a year and I admit to feeling a great deal of affection for the not-so-young man any more. I’d met him two years before when he’d been a student at a community college, not far from my hometown, and I’d sort of abused our relationship, not to mention our friendship, and dragged him along on a number of sexual escapades that had emotionally scarred him for life. 
 
      
 
    Okay, not really scarred. I’m sure he had fond memories of almost crashing the car while I fucked a plastic barrel cactus in the seat next to him. 
 
      
 
    I stepped back and he looked down at me at me again. I’d opted for something a little more appealing than my usual attire. By that, I mean my usual attire when I’m not dressed like a two penny whore or everyone’s favorite office slut. This time I’d gone for a black leather mini-skirt that did nice things to my ass, a pair of knee high boots that matched the skirt, and most importantly a simple stretchy top in bright red that sported all of these impressive slashes in the shape of a V neck collar. It didn’t show anything improper, but it did show a lot of boob that wasn’t nipple. In other words, I looked stylish and sexy, rather than slutty. 
 
      
 
    “Nice outfit,” he said with appreciation. 
 
      
 
    Now it was my turn to grin and I sort of struck a pose. “Glad you like it. Oh, this is for you,” I said, holding up the box. It was taped closed. 
 
      
 
    Paul took it. “Ah. Julie said you’d be bringing this.” We both looked down at the tape. There was a lot of it. Clearly someone didn’t want it accidentally opening. 
 
      
 
    I leaned forward and glanced in through the open doorway. “Are you going to invite me in?” I asked. “Or did you want to do this on the sidewalk in front?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, that would at least be keeping with your normal.” He retorted and backed up. “But I suppose inside might be better.” Then he gave me a sly look. “I just wanted to linger here so my neighbors would see that I had a beautiful, older woman coming to see me.”  
 
      
 
    I barked out a laugh. “Maybe we should do it out here then!”  
 
      
 
    Paul shook his head and backed up, making way for me. So I stepped into the apartment and looked around. I work for an interior designer and despite the fact that my primary responsibility to Kari’s Interior Design Firm is “office slut,” I have picked up a few things. As far as decor went Paul’s place was spartan. There were no plants, no pictures hanging on the walls, and every color was either brown, beige, or white. There wasn’t even a sofa. He had an easy chair and a folding table set up next to it. I grimaced, the urge to buy him a plant, or hang window treatments, almost overwhelming my usual desire for sex. 
 
      
 
    “Living the bachelor lifestyle?” I asked with just a bit of disdain for his artistic sense. Working with Kari has corrupted me at least a little. I see rooms like Paul’s apartment and all I could think of was “blech.” Admittedly, the place was picked up and semi-clean. That might have been because he was expecting me. Men. Sheesh. 
 
      
 
    Paul put the box down on the folding table and shrugged. “Real college is very different,” he admitted. “But I like this,” he said, gesturing to our surroundings. Then a little blush crept into his cheeks. “You add some nice color to it.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. It was a sweet thing to say and the timing was right. I stepped up to him and planted a kiss on his cheek. Paul was good at saying the right things. We stared at each other for a moment, then things got a little awkward. We both knew what had to happen, but all of the usual one-liners and foreplay didn’t seem to apply. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I guess we need to uh…” I started to say, while he said “so it seems this might be better continued in the bedroom.” 
 
      
 
    Then we both laughed and it broke the tension. I shrugged. “Sounds good to me,” I replied. “Don’t you want to open the box first though?” I pointed at the plain, brown box. It was just big enough to hold a pair of slippers, though I doubted that was what we’d find inside. Julie had put it together. That in and of itself should have given me the shivers. 
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Good point.” He pulled a pocket knife from his jeans and quickly slit the tape. I moved forward to look in only to see the contents covered with a single sheet of paper. Paul gave me a curious look, then pulled the paper out. The rest of the box held brown paper, all crumpled up, as padding. Paul unfolded the note and quickly read it. Then his eyes widened slightly and he glanced at me. Well, not exactly. He looked down at my breasts and I could see the wheels turning. He wasn’t just thinking about what they’d look like without the shirt. 
 
      
 
    “Everything okay?” I asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    Paul made a sour expression. “Do you know what she’s asking me to do to you?” He waved the paper slightly. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. We were about three and a half weeks into the whole review process and I’d already suffered at the hands of a number of doms who had each been asked to “test to destruction” certain parts of my body. Zack had done my nipples. Alex, my feet. Nick and his friends had spanked my ass raw, and Mike had taken a pair of fucking pliers to my clit. Now it was Nick’s turn. But this was a skill test, like getting or giving a blowjob. It shouldn’t have required anything too outrageous. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. You’re handling the titty fuck review,” I replied as cupped my breasts and squashed them together under the shirt. “We squirt in a little oil, you slide your dick in for a few strokes, rate them five stars,” I declared sensationally. “And then we forget about titty fucks and do it the right way.” 
 
      
 
    Paul’s frown was only slightly off-putting. “Yeah, uh … that isn’t exactly how Julie wants this to go. She has some rather specific directions.” He waved the paper. 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes and let out an exasperated sigh. “Christ. How hard is it for me to push my tits together and let you fuck the cleavage?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    Paul let out a breath and reached back into the box. He pushed the paper aside and pulled out something silver, metallic, and shiny. It rattled as he lifted it up. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” I whispered, recognizing the alligator clamps and the chain connecting them. .  
 
      
 
    Nick put the steel hardware on the table with a concerned look. Then he went back to the box. A roll of black electrical tape came next. Lastly, there was a bottle labeled “boob lube.” Someone has a sense of humor.  
 
      
 
    I frowned. Bondage Sadism Titty Fucks? This was not going to be pleasant. 
 
      
 
    “Goddamn it, Julie,” I muttered in exasperation. “Doesn’t she know I’m not a fucking double D?” I demanded, once more bouncing my breasts, this time in frustration. 
 
      
 
    Paul’s eyes swept back down to the paper. “Looks like I have to fuck your tits three times.” He looked up. “Do I have to do it to orgasm?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “Beats me. She didn’t say. But I’m guessing that’s up to you.” 
 
      
 
    He bit his lip. “I’m guessing you pretty much have the rest of the day cleared? 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes. But you should know by now that I don’t believe in wait times. If you’re not hard I’ll just harass you until you are.” 
 
      
 
    That made him laugh. “Yes. I remember. Best oral sex I’ve ever had.” He looked at the paper again. “Have you read these questions?” He held up the second sheet of paper. “Was Breanne properly stuffed when she arrived or first met you?” He gave me an amused look. “That’s the first question?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed and took a step back so he could see me from toe to shoulder and reached over to my side, starting at the hip. I found the zipper easily enough and a half second later my leather skirt was around my ankles. That bared a lot of soft, curvy skin, not to mention something pink, butterfly shaped, and jammed in tight, right at the sweet spot between my thighs. Plus, it was already going, a slow, steady churn as the four-inch long phallus on the back side of it swirled inside my pussy.  
 
      
 
    Paul’s eyes widened as the soft hum from the motor became audible. “Christ!” He said as I caught the wire controller which had been stuck in my waistband. “Is that your Rotating Venus Penis?” He demanded. I nodded with a wicked smile. 
 
      
 
    “What setting?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed and grinned. “I had it off on the way over here, but when I parked I turned the swirly part on.” I leaned in and wiggled my eyebrows. “I like the way it stirs the pot.” I reached into my purse and pulled out a small, hand held controller. “Julie sort of made it clear that you were the one who got to handle the controls though.” I shook the box holding the batteries. “So go ahead. Push my buttons!” I said with a grin. Make me pop!” 
 
      
 
    Paul’s eyes went back down to the purple, plastic bug which was literally tied on over my sex. He bit his lip. “Julie says that you aren’t allowed to orgasm for any reason during the review.” He waved the paper again. “Cumming is to be punished,” he paused with an almost embarrassed look. “With extreme prejudice.” 
 
      
 
    My jaw dropped. “But … but … why then would she tell me to wear this?” I demanded, gesturing down at the RVP. If I wasn’t allowed to cum, I was already seriously treading on dangerous ground. I bit my lip, looking very disconcerted. Vicious freaking mistresses, always setting me up for failure. 
 
      
 
    “Do you still want it on?” He asked, “Even knowing you might accidentally cum?”  
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. This was a review, and I was me. And I had to consider Julie’s perspective. I lowered my eyelids and gave him the dark, sultry look. “Do you want it on?” 
 
      
 
    He considered that for a moment. “Maybe,” he admitted. “Yes. On low,” he amended hurriedly, as if he were afraid I’d turn tail and leave just because of the risk. “It’s not that I want you to fail or anything. It’s just that …” his voice trailed off. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” I replied firmly. “I get it. Punishment.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “With extreme prejudice.” 
 
      
 
    I held out the controller. He took it with a grim expression, but I could see the sparkle and excitement in his eyes. He looked down at it and a moment later I gasped as the sex toy began vibration. Suddenly holding off wasn’t a matter of if, but when. My eyes widened and I looked up at him in shock.  
 
      
 
    “What? I said on low.” He protested, then under his breath, “both functions.” I sighed and shook my head.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, okay. Let’s just… get on with this,” I breathed.  
 
      
 
    The Rotating Venus Penis is one of the more diabolical toys I own. It spins with this corkscrew like churn, all while vibrating. Two separate motors and incremental speeds, on its lowest setting I could withstand maybe an hour’s worth of direct stimulation. But after that I’d be cumming, and cumming hard. Add in other “stimulation, like a handsome guy sliding his cock through my cleavage? Not good. 
 
      
 
    Paul grabbed hold of the box and then gave me a long, hard look. He took a deep breath, watching the small thrusts of my pelvis. He spent a long minute studying me hard. “You look different,” he said softly. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “I do?”  
 
      
 
    He nodded. “You’re …” He paused thoughtfully. “You look more alive.” 
 
      
 
    Well that was a weird description. “More alive?” I asked in confusion. 
 
      
 
    He grit his teeth. “Yes. You look, more … you.” 
 
      
 
    “Because I’m being sexually stimulated?” I demanded. 
 
      
 
    “Exactly. It’s like you brighten up when you’re all hot and bothered.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him an exasperated look. “I’m usually hot and bothered.” 
 
      
 
    He rolled his eyes and picked up the paper again. “Okay. Not ‘hot and bothered’. You know - tormented,” he tried to explain. “It’s just, you seem to glow when you’re being sexually stimulated.” 
 
      
 
    “You mean tortured,” I replied steadily. 
 
      
 
    Paul grinned. “Well, if the dildo fits …” he left the rest hanging. I stared at him and he coughed embarrassingly, then grabbed the review paper again. “Ahem, okay. Is Breanne appropriately dressed?” He read out loud.  
 
      
 
    We both sort of looked down at my attire, which now was laughable, considering my skirt was on the floor. We both grinned.  
 
      
 
    “Well, almost,” I said with a wink. Then I pulled off my shirt. 
 
      
 
    Paul’s eyes bulged again as my boobs hung in front of his eyes. Both nipples sported the gold hoop piercings and as usual, the small, gold padlock of the Society of the Golden Rose dangled from the right side. Paul licked his lips hungrily.   
 
      
 
    I gave him a very serious look. “Paul. Stop worrying about the review. Take me to your bedroom,” I said, then cupped my breasts. “And fuck these.” 
 
      
 
    “I keep forgetting what a lunatic you are.” He tossed the paper back in the box along with the alligator clamps and the tape. “Off we go,” he declared, grabbing the bottle of boob lube. I laughed, turned tail, and kept ahead of him. I left my miniskirt, sandals, and shirt on the living room floor and led the way toward the single bedroom. Paul didn’t object, especially since I made sure to swing my ass in an emphasized manner the whole way.  
 
      
 
    His bedroom was just as spartan as the living room, but I was at least glad to see a full sized bed instead of just a twin. Granted, we weren’t exactly planning on calisthenics, but more mattress is always preferable. There was a single wooden television tray serving as a nightstand, a small bureau that looked like it had come through Goodwill, twice, and a decently made desk covered with papers, books, and a laptop computer. 
 
      
 
    He stood there at a loss, clearly waiting for me to do something. So I sat down on his bed, laid back in a sensual pose, and pushed my boobs together.  
 
      
 
    “Are you ready to try this?” I asked. He moved to the side of the bed, bottle in hand. I put my hands behind my head and I gave him a wicked smile. “Oil me, good sir.” 
 
      
 
    Paul leaned over and poured out a trickle between my breasts. Then he began to spread it around, but only over the inside half of each mound. I frowned. He was missing the best parts. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t forget my nipples,” I said, letting out a breathy moan. But Paul shook his head. 
 
      
 
    “No. I don’t want your tits slipping through your hands. Just my cock.” 
 
      
 
    I pouted. “But the nipples are where I’m sensitive.” Paul ignored that. Then he wiped his hands by running them across the tip of each breast, eliciting a groan from me. He fingers moved down my sides and I moaned. It felt good. I watched in eager anticipation as he stripped out of his pants. He was wearing boxers and I was very pleased to see that his good parts hadn’t changed either. His cock was still long and very thick and he was already rock hard and eager. I sighed in disappointment. I was hoping he’d want a blowjob or something. Truth was - I wanted him in my pussy, not between my tits, or even my mouth. This whole titty thing was a waste of time. 
 
      
 
    I rarely, if ever, give boob jobs. That’s because they just don’t deliver the sensations I’m looking for. Oh, not for me. For the guys. It’s too loose. I’m a C cup and if you aren’t conversant in bra sizes, just imagine a pair of large oranges. But to do a boob job justice you need Double D’s, and that’s grapefruit or cantaloupe size. I just didn’t have enough to push together to really create the sort of soft friction needed to stimulate a man.  
 
      
 
    Leaving his clothes on the floor, Paul straddled my stomach and I brought my hands up. I pressed my breasts together, feeling the oil and with one hand on the wall behind my head, he slid himself up between my mammaries. A look of pleasant surprise crossed his face and I couldn’t help grinning. 
 
      
 
    “Like that?” I asked, somewhat surprised.  
 
      
 
    He nodded. “Yeah. I’ve never had a titty fuck.”
  
 
    I frowned. “Well that’s not exactly going to be helpful in judging things now is it?” 
 
      
 
    He swung his hips and his firm cock continued to glide between my breasts. It felt good, but not in a very sexual way, at least to me. But Paul ignored my sarcastic commentary. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a lot softer than I imagined,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Surprise, surprise,” I muttered. He glanced down. 
 
      
 
    “Do I need to turn up the RVP or something? You seem to be having a mood swing.”  
 
      
 
    I sighed. “No. I’m fine. Really. It’s just this whole thing seems like a waste of time. You could be inside me instead.” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a grin. “I consider this foreplay.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced down, an idea blossoming in my head. “Here. Slide up further. A bit more. There!” I said as he did as asked. With his next thrust I lifted my head, stuck out my tongue and let it dance across the head of his cock at the apogee of his thrust. Thank God “boob lube” was flavored. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh!” Paul groaned. “Do that again!” He begged as his hips pulled his cock back out of reach and then back up through my breasts. 
 
      
 
    I licked him again and over the next several minutes I managed to do a fairly good job of basically giving him a frequently interrupted blowjob. The neat thing was that Paul got to a climax without that much effort and he began pumping hard through my tits. I knew that wasn’t what was going to get him off, so I grabbed his ass, pulled him up, opened my mouth and sucked on him hard. 
 
      
 
    And that is what got him off.  
 
      
 
    He pulled out just as he started to cum and white jism exploded out of his cock and splattered the oily center of my chest. I giggled a bit as he sighed in relief and then toppled over to the side, his cock softening even before I could wrap a hand around it. 
 
      
 
    “You okay?” I asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    He hummed a bit. “Yes. But that was physically intense. You just laid there. You didn’t have to do much. 
 
      
 
    My eyebrow went up. “I had to squeeze my breasts together almost the whole time!” I protested. “And I blew you too!” 
 
      
 
    He nodded and looked over at me. “Not a very auspicious beginning, hey?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I laughed, rolled over, and kissed him on the lips. “No. Not very. But I have to ask you one very important question.”  
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” He asked.  
 
      
 
    I slid my hand across his hip, cupped his scrotum softly, and then slid my oily hand up to his flaccid cock. “Are you ready for me to get you hard again?” 
 
      
 
    Paul grinned. “As usual, I’m all yours.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-six 
 
      
 
    “How are you holding up?” Paul asked me, his hand holding the padlock that was in turn connected to the hoop piercing, which just happened to be threaded through the backside of my nipple. It stretched out my breast uncomfortably as he wrapped the black electrical tape around the base. But that wasn’t the real issue. I couldn’t keep my hips still.  
 
      
 
    It had been an hour and a half since Paul had activated the Rotating Venus Penis and even on low the evil little sex toy had churned up my butter and shaken my core. The pressure inside me had built and while I was hiding it as best I could, Paul was still seeing the excess slop over in little ways; like the twitching of my hips, or the fact that my nipples were rock hard, or my breathing was a bit labored. Now that he was taping up my boobs, the sensations between my thighs were getting even harder to ignore and what I really wanted was my hands on his cock again. Except, he’d told me to stop. 
 
      
 
    “Wouldn’t you like another blowjob and massage?” I asked plaintively and Paul sighed in exasperation, giving the tape around my now bulging tit another loop.  
 
      
 
    “No. Quit stalling. Besides, if I get hard first and you’re not ready, what’s the point?” He asked. I had to agree with him somewhat. Perhaps my priorities were not properly set. Still, the breast bondage was a tad bit uncomfortable. I glanced down. Now my right breast matched the left, and the normal whitish pink color was rapidly changing to match the purplish look of the other side of my bosom. I winced slightly. My chest looked like a pair of ripe fruit, almost ready to burst. He stretched out a long strand and this time wrapped it around both breasts, again at the base, leaving me to groan. 
 
      
 
    “I’m kind of surprised you haven’t cum yet,” Paul said conversationally as he continued to wrap my boobs up tight. “I thought you couldn’t handle the RVP for very long.” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes. I didn’t want to admit how close I was to exploding right there in his chair. His manhandling of my breasts, the soft, slow swirl of the RVP’s four-inch, rubber cock, the reverberating butterfly nestled against my petals and pressed to my clit, all of it driving me slowly crazy. I wasn’t surprised he sensed the tension I was under. 
 
      
 
    Of course the problem was Julie’s specific order denying me orgasm. She’d made it very clear that I was too be punished, and worse, she’d told Paul to do it with “extreme prejudice.” I’ve played Call of Duty a few times. I understand what “extreme prejudice” means and I was worried that Paul understood it too.  
 
      
 
    I also had no idea how Paul would interpret Julie’s orders. I had no idea if he was allowed to come up with whatever he wanted, or if Julie had given him options. And NHPS Rule #3 makes it clear that I’m not even allowed to protest. I have to submit to the punishment provided everyone stays within my limits.  
 
      
 
    Paul cut the tape after three loops and I gave him another groan. I looked down. Now my tits were very dark and quite uncomfortable. He pressed the role of tape to one side, and then much to my surprise, drew the plastic adhesive strip out and across, covering both nipples like a censure strip. He cut it at the other side. 
 
      
 
    “It looks ridiculous,” I complained. Paul laughed and set the tape aside. Then he looked down at me. 
 
      
 
    “So, how do you want me?” He asked. I looked up at him with a frown. 
 
      
 
    “Vaginally?” 
 
      
 
    He rolled his eyes and looked away. 
 
      
 
    “Anally?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He looked back. “Really?” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged, but then grimaced. “No. Not really.” I sighed. My boobs ached. A lot. “How about we go back to the bedroom and you lay down. I’ll give you a hand job that will drive you absolutely crazy. So crazy that you decide you don’t want to fuck my tits, but instead you’ll tear the RVP from my pussy, throw me down on the bed, and ravish me.” 
 
      
 
    Paul’s eyebrow went up. “That would be quite a hand job. But wouldn’t that also mean that you’d summarily fail the review?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Hardly. If my overwhelming sexuality and beauty forced you to take me in a more manly fashion than a titty fuck.” I gestured at my tape wrapped boobies. “I mean really, do you want to fuck these instead?” 
 
      
 
    Paul put his tongue against his teeth. “I would rather not piss off Julie.” 
 
      
 
    I snorted. “What can she do to you?” 
 
      
 
    Paul gave me a critical look. “She could make sure I didn’t get to torment you ever again.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced up, just a little shocked. “No she couldn’t!” I said sharply. “I wouldn’t let her!”  
 
      
 
    Paul smiled. “Really? You’d go against her on that?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded vigorously, then regretted it as the motions just made my chest hurt more. “Absolutely. Julie may manage the band’s schedule, but I decide if we play,” I declared. 
 
      
 
    Paul smiled down gently and held out his hands. “Okay. And thank you.” 
 
      
 
    I let him pull me up. “Where are we going?” 
 
      
 
    “To the bedroom.” 
 
      
 
    I grinned. 
 
      
 
    Hand jobs are ridiculously easy ways for women to get and keep a man’s attention. They like being touched just as much as a girl does, but while I want it everywhere, they want it all in one place. They want focus. They want you to hold, fondle, and stroke. In essence, there are three parts of a guy. The tip, or head of the cock. The shaft of the cock, and the scrotum, or balls. All three of these parts need to be handled, each in a special way, for a hand job to work properly. 
 
      
 
    You’ll need lots of oil or lubrication. I tend to dislike using lotion because it get absorbed into the skin too easily. This means either too much or too little in your hand. Too much is bad because if things devolve into you riding him, then having that much lotion on his cock could be a hazard to your health. Too little and he gets chaffed. Neither option is conducive to good sex. I prefer oil. Grapeseed personally, but you can use an over the counter lubricant like KY.  
 
      
 
    Next, inexperienced “sexual massage technicians” tend to focus on the head of the cock, since this is the most sensitive part for a man and when you’re rubbing him, seems to get the most intense response. But this is where the problem lies. You’re waiting for a reaction and you hit the edge of his tip and he goes nuts. If you stay right there, you’ll got to fast, over-sensitizing him. So the trick is to stroke his shaft with a two to one ration. Two strokes of the full length of the shaft to one stroke of shaft and tip. That will send him skyward. 
 
      
 
    But what about his balls? Yes. Good point. Here the trick is to add to what you’re already doing to his shaft and head. I prefer nails, fingernails, lightly scratching his scrotum. Why not rub? Well that will work, but there aren’t as many nerves there and rubbing will tend to relax him, not get him pressurized for explosion. You need to stimulate and tantalize. If he doesn’t shave his balls you’ve got plenty to work with. In essence, you’ve got to tickle his testes. That will provide a nice counterpoint to work with. 
 
      
 
    Trust me. I’m an expert. Paul was putty in my hands and his previous orgasm between my tits meant very little in the scheme of things. Fifteen minutes of judicious, expert, massage left him hard as a rock. Of course, during that same period of time, bosom aching, pussy quivering, sitting there cross legged, stuffed to the brim with a maelstrom of sexual incitement, pushing me to pop like an overheated boiler, I came close to exploding myself. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” I said urgently as his cock strained upward. Paul sat up just as I laid back and a moment later he was jamming his oil slick, granite hard rod through my electrical taped boobs. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God,” he groaned, thrusting hard.  
 
      
 
    For me it was not so pleasant. Maybe if he hadn’t been putting so much of his weight on my tits. Or maybe if I hadn’t been all wrapped up like that. Who knows? But I grit my teeth and took it. 
 
      
 
    “Please Paul,” I whimpered. “Hurry.”  
 
      
 
    He nodded, but again my bosom failed. After pumping vigorously for a moment, he pulled out and moved to the side. I cried out, teeth clenched, breasts throbbing badly and he looked down at my chest.  
 
      
 
    “I can’t. It’s just not the right feel,” he said. Then he saw my expression and he gave me a worried glance.  
 
      
 
    “Hold on,” he whispered. I watched him leap from the bed, his shaft already softening. He came back in less than twenty seconds, a knife in his hand. The tip split the electrical tape and I brought a knuckle to my mouth as the blood surged back into my bound titties. The noise I made was pretty impressive. 
 
      
 
    “Geeze, Bre. I’m sorry!” Paul said as I curled up into a ball. He ran his hand down my side as my breasts began to slowly turn back to a more normal color. “Is there anything I can do?” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and slowly rolled over. “Yes,” I said quietly. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard.” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a dark look. “You’re on edge, aren’t you? You’re about to cum.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded.  
 
      
 
    “If I fuck you, you’ll cum. I’ll have to punish you,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “You’re about to punish me either way we go. I’m going to cum soon. I can’t help it,” I confessed. Then I spread my legs wide. “Or, if you want, punish me for the orgasm that I’m about to have.” 
 
      
 
    Paul scoffed. “I can’t pre-punish you. I could punish you just because, then when you’d cum you’d earn another one.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry, but the very thought of it energized me even more. I realized I was trembling. “And what’s the punishment?” 
 
      
 
    “The one you’re asking for? Or the one you’re about to earn?” Paul said, his voice suddenly strained and husky. 
 
      
 
    Our eyes met and an electric charge seemed to flow through me. “Yes,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    Paul leaned over so that our lips were almost touching. “If I punish you before you cum, it will be with my belt, on your bare pussy, until you cum and earn another punishment.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. Oh my God I was so close. The RVP swirled inside me, shuddering in time with the rest of me. The Paul leaned back. 
 
      
 
    “And for the actual punishment for cumming? Twenty more strokes to your cunt, alternated with twenty to your tits.” He flicked a nipple and I gasped. “So think hard, slut. And if you’re serious, spread your legs and beg me to take out the RVP. Or just sit there and cum.” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it. My poor, aching breasts. My dripping, wanting slit. The seconds ticked by, all two of them. Then I spread my legs. 
 
      
 
    “Please, sir? Take the RVP out of me?” 
 
      
 
    And that was that. 
 
      
 
    Paul moved quickly, switching off the sex toy and tugging it free of my loins. The Velcro straps separated easily and he tossed it aside even as I opened up wider, stretching my legs until my calves hung off the sides of his bed. Paul retrieved his wide, leather belt and sat down by my arm. I watched, my pulse racing, as he lifted the strap, held it just eight or so inches from the end, and then snapped it downward. 
 
      
 
    It stung and I almost came up off the bed, hissing. But damned if it wasn’t what I needed. Paul struck me again, harder this time, judging his blows by my reactions. I tried to keep quiet and the third stroke was almost blistering. I squealed the word “yes!” and struggled to keep my legs spread wide even as my feet kicked. He nailed me again, the leather strap kissing my clit with indelicate precision. Seared and smashed, my pussy grew hot and even wetter. My back arched as I rose up and my own hands grabbed my still aching breasts, squeezing them, pinching the nipples. Paul slapped the belt hard against the pink petals of my flower and I squealed as my vision darkened. I heard a pounding and I’m not sure, even now, if it was the end of Paul’s belt smashing into my clit, or my heartbeat. Then he was on top of me, the belt gone, his cock pushing, thrusting, burying itself deep into my pussy. I cried out and it all broke, like a dam trying to hold back too much water. I grabbed him as he thrust and pounded, fireworks exploding behind my eyes.  
 
      
 
    Then … then the waters swirled around me and I slipped beneath them. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-seven 
 
      
 
    I woke with a start and realized that I was stiff, somewhat uncomfortable, and lying on about six inches of mattress. It took me a moment to take stock, but a quick glance at the window revealed that the afternoon sun was trying hard to get through the closed slats of the blinds. My leg was aching, but that was because there was someone else’s leg lying on top of it and a quick shift and a mumble from my partner fixed that with relative ease. I lifted his arm off my side, set it down and rolled out of bed. I caught myself on all fours, settling with a somewhat feline grace and then stood up. 
 
      
 
    Paul was sleeping and I couldn’t help smiling. He was almost eight years younger than me but it really didn’t matter. He was adorable. His leather belt was on the floor near my feet and I picked it up and set it on the makeshift nightstand. Then I went to the restroom. A quick clean-up and self-exam made it relatively apparent that I was undamaged and in good shape. There were no lasting ill-effects from the breast bondage and the solid set of strokes I’d gotten between the legs hadn’t even left a visible mark. I couldn’t help grinning at that. Then I crept past my sleeping paramour and padded naked to the kitchen.  
 
      
 
    His refrigerator was depressingly empty except for half a pizza, still left in its delivery box. I opened it up and grimaced. Meat. Lots and lots of meat. I’m not opposed to sausage and pepperoni, but come on. Really? How about adding some onions and mushrooms, maybe even some black olives? I checked for alternatives but short of a six pack of beer, some Coke, and a bottle of ketchup, pickings were slim. So I grabbed a slice of pizza, a soda, and then went back out to the living room. 
 
      
 
    I liked Paul’s chair. It was comfortable, soft against my naked skin, and the folding table made a nice place to put my drink. I got out my phone and did a bit of texting, finished off the pizza and was doing my best to drain the can of soda dry when Paul appeared, looking a little tousled but very happy. 
 
      
 
    “I was afraid you’d left,” he said with relief, looking down at me sitting naked in his chair.  
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Hardly. Do you have any idea what Julie would do to me if I left a review mid-way through?” 
 
      
 
    Paul grimaced. “That last one wasn’t too good, was it?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “I don’t have the tits for it,” I admitted. “That and the tape just made me too firm. Right?” 
 
      
 
    He pressed his fingers to the bridge of his nose. “Actually, it felt fantastic. Nice and tight and smooth. But I ran out of energy,” he replied. 
 
      
 
    “You seemed fine when it came time to do me,” I snorted.  
 
      
 
    Paul laughed. “Well, the sight of you, and what I was doing to you, sort of charged things.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “That’s for sure.” I took another sip from the can. 
 
      
 
    “Speaking of, are you following Rule #1?” He asked. The tone of his voice seemed pitched slightly higher than normal. 
 
      
 
    I looked up at him. “No,” I said. I lifted a leg and draped it over the arm so that he could see right down into the pink gash between my legs. “So I am disappointingly empty. And it’s your fault.” 
 
      
 
    Paul gave me an exasperated look. “It’s not my pussy to stuff. You should have found an alternative.” He glanced at the can of soda. “There are beer bottles in the fridge.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “You wanted me to come out here, fix myself a snack and have a drink, all while hobbling around with a cold, beer bottle stuffed up my pussy?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, when you put it like that,” he said in a huff. “Yeah.” 
 
      
 
    I glared at him.  
 
      
 
    “So we will, uh, deal with that transgression in a moment,” he said, as if trying to change the subject. “In the meanwhile, we still have one additional titty fuck to do, with alligator clamps, and you did earn yourself a punishment, with prejudice, which must be applied.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at him. “You fell asleep!” He coughed uncomfortably. 
 
      
 
    “Well that shouldn’t matter, should it? You still earned it. And after I deliver the spanking your pussy so richly deserves, we’ll do the punishment for not following Rule #1,” he stated lamely.  
 
      
 
    “When are you coming back to my place for a milking?” I asked sweetly, in a very threatening tone. 
 
      
 
    Paul frowned. “I’m not sure accepting that invitation would be wise. Granted, I am curious what it would be like, but under the current circumstances, I’d be insane to allow you and Julie to tie me down. Or God help me, Kari.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Kari makes us all look easy, doesn’t she?” 
 
      
 
    Paul nodded. “Absolutely. So in the meanwhile, why don’t we see about your punishment?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed and put the empty can back down. I hopped up from the chair, swinging my bare foot down. “All right,” I declared. “I can swing that way. Where do you want to do this?” I asked.  
 
      
 
    “Well, um, what position do you suggest?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    My eyebrow went up. “Well gosh, that depends. Do you want to beat my pussy overhand like you did before, or underhand?” 
 
      
 
    “Hey, no need to be sarcastic,” he winced.  
 
      
 
    “Then just tell me how you want me,” I said firmly. “If you’re going to start punishing me for being a slut, then be dominant. Don’t give me options. Tell me what you want me to do. Order me around!” I waved my hands in the air. “Have me stand in the window with my tits pressed to the glass! Make me lay on the floor with my legs up in the air! Have me …. Hey! Where are you going?” I demanded as Paul whirled and hurried away, heading to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    I stood there, slightly shocked, wondering what the heck I’d said to make him flee when he returned. Now he wasn’t naked. He was wearing his boxers. And he had his belt. There was a cool, hard look on his face and I swallowed as he came at me. I started to back up but his hand swung first and I flinched. But he wasn’t aiming at my face. I almost expected a slap across the cheek, but instead, he caught my left tit and the blow practically spun me in a circle. I found myself with my back to him and my vision swam. Of course my breast hurt too. But then he shoved me forward and I almost fell into the big easy chair. 
 
      
 
    “Turn around. Climb up on the chair and kneel on the armrests with your ass against the back of the seat,” Paul said harshly. I could hear a touch of anger in his voice. “Face me. You will keep your legs spread wide. Lean back against the wall.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t waste time. I climbed up on the chair and planted my knees in it the way he told me to. The chair rocked slightly and I felt a bit tipsy. It wasn’t exactly an awkward position, but there wasn’t much room to maneuver. If I tilted too far I could fall off the chair. Worse, I was bent backward over the top, my head touching the wall. It left my breasts and pussy in full view, at a height made easy for swinging a belt. I could feel my sex ripening and I swallowed a little touch of fear. I leaned back, arching my spine, stretching myself out on display. Then I gripped the sides of the chair and braced myself.  
 
      
 
    Paul had a good grip on his belt and about a foot of leather was ready. He took aim at my right breast and I clenched my teeth. The first smack was hard and the second even harder. He hit just that one tit about ten times, leaving me tense, struggling to stay in position, and making a high pitched keening noise through my nose.  
 
      
 
    “Now for your disobedient little pussy,” he declared. He bent down and I trembled as the tongue of leather came up with a sharp lick. It slapped my folds hard and the sound of wet leather hitting mud filled the tiny apartment. I rose up, thrusting my hips forward as the sting burst between my legs. This just made it easier for Paul, who began beating my clit with fast, hard underhand swats. We got to ten and my pussy was on fire. At fifteen I was hyperventilating. When we got to twenty my eyes were filled with tears and I was grimacing. I was also very, very wet.  
 
      
 
    “Now for the other tit,” he declared. 
 
      
 
    I let out a hoarse moan and started to fold over but Paul was having none of it. He grabbed me by the throat, forced me back up and then with his free hand began beating my left breast. Fire blossomed across my bosom and I threw myself against his shoulder. I cried out “I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” But by the time he let me go my boobs and crotch felt like I’d had boiling water poured on my delicate spots. Paul dropped the belt and held me while I clutched at him. 
 
      
 
    “Now, no more of this sarcasm, please.” He said. “Don’t make the mistake of thinking I can’t dom you. I can. The review was a favor, but I can punish you too.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically, still stinging.  
 
      
 
    “Now, go get me a cold bottle of beer. On your knees. When you bring it back, it better be in your pussy.” 
 
      
 
    Had I not just been beaten for a snotty mouth and bad attitude, I’d have told him to stuff it. Instead I slid off the chair, crawled across the living room and into the kitchen. I pulled open the refrigerator door. I grabbed a bottle, a cold, glass bottle of beer, and then did the unthinkable. I turned it upside down and pushed the big, thick end into my smacked and fuck thumped cunt. 
 
      
 
    I sank down on it, wincing and gasping, but to be honest, the cold felt sort of good. And with four or five inches of neck sticking out of my slit, I closed my legs, felt the frozen glass cold against my thighs and insides and labia, and crawled slowly back to Paul. I was about to pull it out and offer it to him, but instead he reached down behind me, rubbing my ass, and then pulled it out himself. He bent down, grabbed my very own shirt, wiped the bottle off, and then used my clothing to give himself an appropriate grip on the twist off cap. It came off easily and he put it to his lips and drank half of it down while I shivered at his feet.  
 
      
 
    “Now we need to deal with your punishment for not following Rule #1,” he said simply, taking another long pull at the bottle. Three quarters were gone. “Obviously your cunt needs to be stuffed, and not just because that’s the rule. The rule is there because your cunt should be stuffed. It’s a natural law. It’s who you are.” He took another swig from the bottle, draining it. Then he bent over. I gasped as he ran the open top across my slit again. It was still very cold and when he pushed the bottle in deep I groaned. But at least it was the narrow end this time. 
 
      
 
    “You will keep the bottle in your cunt while you crawl back into my bedroom. Once there you will get the RVP and you will replace the bottle with the sex toy. Move it.” He swung the belt and it slashed across my ass. I squealed and began crawling, my pussy tight around the bottle even though it was my thighs I was depending on to hold it in place. I didn’t move fast enough though, because Paul spanked my bottom again, this time catching me a bit lower.  
 
      
 
    “Faster slut. It’s almost as if you enjoy having that glass dildo up your cunt. How would you like to spend the rest of the day with that thing in? Maybe I should turn it around? Would you like that? Fucking the bottom of the bottle?” 
 
      
 
    “Been there, done that!” I said aloud, regretting it almost immediately. I hurried into the bedroom, but not before he landed another stroke across my bottom. I squealed and rushed for the RVP. It came down off the bed and I reached between my legs and in relief, pulled the bottle out. It was cold and slimy with girl goo. Clearly my pussy was treating events with a certain eagerness, despite the discomfort.  
 
      
 
    I slid the RVP in, all four inches of motorized cock and I straightened up to attach the harness around my hips and thighs. It only took a moment and as I finished I felt it activate. Paul was standing in the doorway, his hand pointed in my direction, holding the controller.  
 
      
 
    “Your punishment. The highest setting. Both functions. And no, before you ask or protest, you are still not allowed to cum.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard and felt the machine between my legs churn and shake. The phallic probe inside me rotated around within my depths and if I hadn’t been aroused a moment before, I sure as hell was now. I gasped, sensation bursting through my nether regions like a tsunami looking for a nuclear reactor.  
 
      
 
    I was already looking at another meltdown.  
 
      
 
    Paul suddenly leaned over and he grabbed the padlock on my nipple, tugging upward. It hurt. A lot. 
 
      
 
    “Can you feel it? You want to cum, don’t you? You need to explode. Again. You’re a fucking cum slut, aren’t you?” He said sternly, practically daring me to disagree with him. 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically. “Yes, Master!” I said swiftly. The RVP on full power was going to drive me over the edge relatively quickly. I’d be lucky to last ten minutes at this setting. 
 
      
 
    “So while we wait for you to violate the rules yet again, we’re going back to the living room. Once we’re there, I’m going to spank your tits as punishment for your obnoxious mouth and then I’m going to put on the alligator clamps. You will then give me a blow job until I’m ready to fuck your tits.” 
 
      
 
    He suddenly twisted my nipple and I cried out, grabbing his wrist. “And if you so much as cum, even a little bit, what I do to your clit afterward will make everything you’ve been through so far feel like a love tap. I’ll crush it. I’ll burn it. I’ll freeze it. I’ll torment it until you’re screaming. Understand?” 
 
      
 
    He let go and I fell back onto all fours, wheezing. Surges of sensation ran through my body and it felt like my nervous system was short circuiting. Slowly I put my right hand forward, then my left. One knee, then the other. The RVP eddied inside me and the pressure doubled, then tripled. On low, I could stand an hour and a half. Barely. But on high? Not on high. No. Not. On. High. I made it to the door. 
 
      
 
    “Master?” I gulped. I looked up and saw Paul smiling. The bastard was enjoying himself! 
 
      
 
    “Yes, slut?”  
 
      
 
    “Um… I don’t think I can …” I paused, breathing heavily, swaying to the rhythm between my legs. “I don’t think I cannot cum,” I blurted.  
 
      
 
    Paul sat on his heels and ran his hand down my spine and over my rump. He rubbed me while I trembled, the waves of pleasure streaming up from between my wet, beaten folds overwhelming me. 
 
      
 
    “I know,” Paul said softly. “That’s the way you are. It’s the way I like you. So you go right on ahead and cum. Cum hard. And I’ll punish you again. And fuck your tits with the alligator clamps on. And then when I’m done, I’ll punish you once more. On and on. Because let’s admit it Bre. You’re a what?” 
 
      
 
    I let out a high pitched mewl. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    “And what does that mean exactly?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    “That I’m here for your pleasure and use,” I replied.  
 
      
 
    “That means I can do what to you?”  
 
      
 
    “Anything you want, Master.” 
 
      
 
    “Anything?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically, desperation pushing me hard. “Yes, Master.” 
 
      
 
    “And what if I want to fuck you?” It was an almost conversational tone. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me please, Master!” I begged. 
 
      
 
    “And what if I want to clamp your tits and pull on them?” 
 
      
 
    “Hurt me please, Master!” I implored him. I even cupped my breasts and offered them up to him. 
 
      
 
    “And what if I want to spank and whip your wet, little pussy until it’s nothing but hot, pink mush, perfect for sinking my hard cock into?” 
 
      
 
    It was too much. I grit my teeth and hung my head as the orgasm hit me like a fucking plane nosediving into a cliff. I froze, not moving, grunting like an animal, the image of me being on my back, legs tied open, Paul hitting my pussy over and over with his belt, or hand, or hell - even the sole of his shoe - played through my mind on a loop. I cried out and fluid spurted out from around the RVP, across my thighs, calves and even sprinkling my bare little feet. Christ, I was a fucking mess! 
 
      
 
    It was the RVP that brought me back to some level of coherence. It was too much. On high I couldn’t handle the sensitivity. Paul seemed to sense that I was having issues and turned it down, but not off. 
 
      
 
    Just down. 
 
      
 
    I looked up at him, exhausted.  
 
      
 
    “Now we’re going into the living room, where I’m going to clamp those nice titties of yours and fuck them. And you’re going to be a good girl.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes Master.”  
 
      
 
    “Good,” He turned and started for the living room. 
 
      
 
    “Master?” I suddenly said, even as I followed him, still on all fours. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, slut?” 
 
      
 
    “Um, didn’t I just cum? Aren’t I supposed to get another punishment?”  
 
      
 
    Paul laughed and picked up the alligator clamps from the table. He twirled them around his finger, the metal teeth shining, promising a cruel, vicious bite.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that, Breanne. We’ll get to your punishment.” He leaned down, pinched open the first set of alligator teeth, and let them bite down on my nipple, behind the piercing, leaving me gasping from the pain. “Titty fucks first. Then I’ll give your beautiful, little cunt the licking it deserves.” 
 
      
 
    Oh my God. 
 
      
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Twenty-eight 
 
      
 
    The leather sap slammed into my pussy and I let out a rather impressive scream. My knees buckled and if I hadn’t been strapped to the St. Andrew’s Cross I’d have been on the floor, curled up into a tiny ball. Julie stood next to me, holding the flexible paddle and she slid it across my breast as my chest heaved, breathing being something of a challenge thanks to the scorching heat cooking my dripping slit.  
 
      
 
    “Of all the tasks given you, this is one I never suspected you would outright fail,” Julie said. She walked around me to the other side and brought the leather sap back down between my legs. It tapped multiple times against my clit and I danced on the balls of my feet, unable to close up and protect myself. Then she pulled it a fair distance away and let her wrist snap. The black leather slammed into my clitoris again and I squealed, shudders making the entire wooden cross shake.  
 
      
 
    “I’m not sure I understand,” said Mistress Amanda from the table. “So she passed the first titty fuck, where she held her breasts together, but failed both the bondage titty fuck, and the clamped and chain fuck?” 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded. “Exactly.” She held up Paul’s review. “You have to understand that Paul is very honest gentleman. He made it clear that he felt her breasts were undersized for the task. This was why he eventually failed her for the review.” She looked back at me and turned the sap on its side. I felt the edge dig into my pussy and it bit my clit, making me wince.  
 
      
 
    Lucille sneered. “And of course, she violated a number of the NHPS Rules. She was sarcastic, disrespectful, and acerbic. She was also specifically instructed not to cum and that order was ignored.” Julie gave Lucille a hard look but then sighed.  
 
      
 
    “I have to agree with you Lucille, at least in this case. She was snarky and willfully disobedient. Julie pulled the sap away from my burning pussy and brought it back up again lightly. She patted my nether lips and a wet blotch appeared on the leather; a sort of sexual Rorschach test. Look at this picture and tell me what you think when you see it? 
 
      
 
    Beats me, but Julie ruined the artwork by smashing it back up against my crotch with a hard whack. I went up on my toes, hissing. Julie handled that by grabbing me between the legs and jamming three fingers up into my slit. I pushed forward, straining against the bonds that held me. For a long moment Julie finger fucked me, then she pulled her hand out and wiped the resulting goo across my breast. 
 
      
 
    Julie then went back to rifling through Paul’s report. “The good news is that she showed up dressed like a fuck slut, stuffed with the RVP, and even offered herself up for sexual stimulation torment, knowing that it would net her a punishment.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s impressive,” commented Mistress Savannah, coming to my defense. Lucille glared at her and Savannah frowned. “Well, it is. He wanted to torment her and she just said ‘go ahead and do me’, even knowing it was going to probably result in her punishment. That’s impressive.” She tapped the table in emphasis. 
 
      
 
    Julie flipped another page. “Paul states that he liked the first titty fuck, the one where she only held her tits together, rather than the other two. But he does admit that he came both the first time and the third time.” Julie turned toward me. “Breanne, which titty fuck did you like?” 
 
      
 
    “None of them,” I panted. “Waste of time,” I replied.  
 
      
 
    There were several almost incoherent mutters from around the table. Clearly there was some disagreement. Julie put the sap back down between my legs and tapped my clit again, making me jump. It also caused me to tense up because I was expecting her to slam it into my pussy again.  
 
    
“Why,” she said, smacking my clit lightly. “Is it,” she continued, giving me another two pats with the paddle. “A waste,” she drew out, giving me another two, light strokes. “Of time?” She asked finally. I would have replied promptly, except the punctuation used for the final question was a hard, foam at the mouth sort of blow that once more forced my hips forward and my clitoris to tingle with scorching heat. I grimaced and whined through the pain of it. 
 
      
 
    “Because my tits are too small!” I shouted, pulling hard on the bondage cuffs holding me open. 
 
      
 
    Julie let out a peal of laughter and she grabbed hold of my left breast, squeezed it roughly between thumb and forefinger, bunching it up, and then jammed the papers she was holding between her knees. I watched as the sap came up and she spanked my nipple about a half dozen times while I screeched, hot flashes shooting across my bosom.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think your tits are too small,” Julie said, pulling the sap away from my now throbbing nipple. I glanced down. The tip of my breast was bright red and standing straight out. I let out a choked sob. “I think this is more of the fact that you just don’t care for giving out titty fucks.” 
 
      
 
    I sucked in another breath. “What’s the point?” I wheezed. “Men would prefer every other part of me.” I gave her a knowing glance. “So do women,” I muttered.  
 
      
 
    Julie whirled away and looked at Savannah. “Savannah dear, do you mind if I send Kylie on a quick errand?” 
 
      
 
    Savannah smiled and shook her head. Julie beckoned over to Kylie, who crawled over obediently and looked up at my mistress. 
 
      
 
    “What can I do for you Mistress Julie?” Kylie asked eagerly. 
 
      
 
    Julie smiled warmly. “Would you please go to the dildo cupboard and pick out something comfortably sized for Breanne? Also, please lube it. Oil preferably, if there’s some in the cabinet.” Kylie’s head dipped and she scurried away. Julie turned back toward the ladies at the table.  
 
      
 
    “One very interesting thing to come out of this review was the suggestion on how Breanne might be given an opportunity to improve her titty fucking skills.” She paused. “Paul certainly has a creative bent. First he suggests that Breanne be required to wear tight, almost transparent shirts, sans bra.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille snorted. “Kari already makes her do that.” 
 
      
 
    Kari’s eyebrow went up. “That does seem redundant. Most of her outfits for work are sans bra, frequently transparent or sporting indecent cuts.” 
 
      
 
    “Ah! But that is just the start,” Julie said. She produced a pair of clover clamps and set them down on the table. “These are the next required item.” 
 
      
 
    Savannah leaned over. “That chain seems a bit small,” she observed. “Will that even reach between her nipples?” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “For the review, we used a pair of alligator clamps to bring her tits together for the fucking. Unfortunately, the alligator clamps were insufficient, according to Paul, to keep her bosom together while he was doing her. My solution are these, so I had Mike make up a set.” She picked them up. “As you can see, these pads are ridged, like pliers, so that there will be little to no slippage.” Julie moved back over to me and I gasped as she clipped the first of the clover clamps on my left tit, back behind the nipple piercing. Then I groaned as she pulled the chain, trying to stretch a solid metal chain over to my other tit. Obviously the metal wasn’t going to give, so instead my breast was tugged hard inward, misshapen as the nipple literally bent sideways. I squealed as she managed to get the other side of my chest clamped and when I looked down, five or six inches of chain separated my clamped boobs. It hurt.  
 
      
 
    A lot.  
 
      
 
    Just then Kylie stepped into the light. She was standing straight up, her legs together, hands open and empty by her sides. Everyone sort of looked at her, especially because she was smiling wickedly, her eyes sparkling. Julie sort of paused and gave her a confused look. 
 
      
 
    “Where’s the dildo?” Julie asked.  
 
      
 
    Kylie let out a little laugh, took a single step to spread her legs, and then reached down between her thighs and drew a fucking ten inch dildo right out of her pussy. I gasped, just like Julie. It was glistening and dripping wet, covered with Kylie’s juices and Julie laughed in delight, and took it from Kylie. 
 
      
 
    “You said you wanted it lubed,” Kylie said, justifying herself. 
 
      
 
    “Why you naughty, evil little girl!” Julie exclaimed in delight. “I love how you think!” 
 
      
 
    Savannah leaned forward, a dark frown on her face, but I could tell from her eyes that she too liked what Kylie had done. “Kylie!” Savannah exclaimed. “If you’re that desperate to have something up your cunt, why don’t you settle yourself back down on the sybian?” 
 
      
 
    Kylie’s eyes widened, as if she hadn’t quite been prepared for that, but then she bowed to Julie, then the mistresses at the table, and waltzed over to the sybian. I watched from the corner of my eye as she settled down, impaling herself with a slow, sweet, ass wiggle. Then she leaned forward, mashing her clit and pubis down on the tiny, plastic spikes and moaned. Savannah had already gotten up and she came around behind Kylie and turned on the sybian. Kylie moaned and I watched in jealousy as her hips began to grind. 
 
      
 
    “And Paul suggested that this,” she said, holding up the still wet dildo, “go here.” Then to my dismay, Julie upended the dildo, pointing it downward, and slid its gooey length down through my cleavage.  
 
      
 
    Evidently Kylie had been very aroused because there was plenty of lubrication and the only thing that kept the dildo from sliding on through and crashing to the floor was the fact that base was this massive suction cup thing and a half set of testes. That kept the dildo nicely positioned right between my tits, with two or three inches sticking out either end.  
 
      
 
    Of course the dildo was also thick. At ten inches, it would have to be, and frankly there was just not enough room for it between my clamped and snugged tits. The chain couldn’t give. The dildo couldn’t give, and so the most malleable corner of this particular torment was my boobs. It felt like my nipples were being torn off.  
 
      
 
    Julie picked up the paper again. “Paul states specifically that ‘she be forced to wear clover clamps, under a thin, white shirt. Then a very large, well oiled…“ Julie paused and looked at Kylie with a grin. “Or well-lubricated dildo should be slid down between her Breanne’s tits and she should be made to walk around like that in public. Maybe even "masturbate" the dildo every fifteen minutes or so.’ Well now, doesn’t that sound like a good idea?” Julie exclaimed. She reached up, grabbed the base of the dildo, which was nestled at the top of my cleavage, and began pumping it in and out. 
 
      
 
    There was a spate of laughter from the table of mistresses, the harshest and most buzzing of which came from Lucille. But I was in agony as Julie gave me about fifteen or twenty thrusts, all of which made my nipples hurt like hell. 
 
      
 
    Julie leaned in. “Paul said you were punished, several times. What did he do to you?” She demanded to know. 
 
      
 
    “Pussy whipping! With a belt!” I cried out, just wanting her to stop pumping the dildo.  
 
      
 
    “That’s it?” She demanded, jamming the long rubber cock back through my clamped tits. I shook my head. 
 
      
 
    “He spanked me too! Across the bottom!” 
 
      
 
    Julie grinned. “With the belt again?” Another thrust of the dildo.  
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically.    
 
      
 
    “And how many times did you cum?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t know! I don’t know! Lots!” I yelled. 
 
      
 
    Julie drew the dildo out from between my tits and moved it down between my legs. To my shock it slid in so easily, so quickly, that you’d have thought I was sopping wet. She buried it in hard and I cried out, bucking my hips, whimpering as pleasure melded with the pain. She pumped it hard, thrusting in and out, bringing me right to the edge of another orgasm. Then she pulled it away and tossed the dildo to the floor with a sneer.  
 
      
 
    “Suffer. You’ve had enough orgasms.” 
 
      
 
    I watched her turn and go back to the table. Julie gave Isobel a sharp nod and then sat down. For a moment no one moved. Then Isobel rose to her feet, rounded the table, and came up to me. Her eyes went down to my breasts and she unclipped the clover clamps. I cried out as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips and Isobel tossed the metal hardware down on the table, startling Lucille. Then Isobel, standing right in front of me, brought both hands up and grabbed my breasts from beneath. 
 
      
 
    I gasped and she started to squeeze and knead them. At first it felt pretty good, but as her fingers dug deeper I started to groan and her hands began to hurt more that the residual pain of the clamps.  
 
      
 
    “Just two reviews left,” she said softly to me. “You know which ones, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Of course I knew. And from where she was touching me, I knew which one Isobel would be discussing with the other mistresses. “Mistress Sara,” I said softly. Isobel smiled. 
 
      
 
    “That’s right. I almost feel bad for you Bre, having to follow the titty fuck review with one designed just to test your physical attributes. Still, I suppose it makes sense.” She ran her thumbs across both of my nipples and I stiffened. “I like how you tense like that, just from the slightest caress.” She did it again and this time I moaned. Or was it a whimper? I’m not even sure. Finally she let me go and turned to the assembled mistresses. 
 
      
 
    “We are almost at the end of our review of Breanne Erickson, self-declared nympho humiliation pain slut, with only two reviews left to discuss. For your consideration, Breanne was put to the test by non-other than our Society’s very own Sara Larson. Mistress Sara was directed to test Breanne’s bosom for a wide variety of attributes, including elasticity, durability, softness, sensitivity, conductivity, and compression.” She turned and looked directly at me. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, in what condition did Mistress Sara leave your breasts?”  
 
      
 
    I grimaced. “I couldn’t wear a bra for a few days.” 
 
      
 
    “Bruises?”   
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
      
 
    “Welts?”  
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Several, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “And the condition of your skin?”  
 
      
 
    I swallowed. “I needed several applications of lotion, medicated cream, and Icy Hot, along with multiple doses of over-the-counter pain medication.” 
 
      
 
    Isobel smiled softly. “And what colors were your tits?”  
 
      
 
    “Black, blue, and sick green.”  
 
      
 
    “And what, exactly did Mistress Sara hit your tits with Bre? A flogger?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes. And other things.” 
 
      
 
    “A paddle?” 
 
      
 
    Again I nodded and this time Isobel began stroking my left breast. “Maybe even a cane?” She asked gently. 
 
      
 
    I trembled and nodded. “Yes M-m-mistress!” 
 
      
 
    Isobel let go of me and disappeared from view. She went behind the St. Andrew’s Cross and out of my sight. I twisted my head and saw her bending over slightly. Then she walked back in front of me and I froze, my heart thudding painfully. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Isobel was holding a cane. 
 
      
 
    “Please! Please! Please don’t cane my breasts!” I cried out, pulling on my bonds. The whole room had gone silent. 
 
      
 
    Isobel lifted the stick and gently laid it across the tops of my breasts. “Hush, Breanne. I have no intention of striking you with this implement, though I should remind you that I have every right to do so. It is not outside of your limits. You merely wish not to be subjected to the pain. Is this not so?” 
 
      
 
    Trembling, I replied, “Yes Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Do you wish to apologize and ask me to give you a few strokes, just to prove your willingness to comply?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. No. No I didn’t wish to “prove my willingness to comply.” Instead I lowered my head. “Mistress Isobel, I apologize for my outburst. Would you please strike my breasts with the cane so that I might demonstrate my submissiveness to your will?” 
 
      
 
    “How many strokes do you think you deserve?” She asked me, rubbing the cane across my nipples. 
 
      
 
    “As many as you think appropriate,” I whispered. I closed my eyes, bracing myself. 
 
      
 
    Isobel didn’t reply, at least not with words. Instead she flicked the cane so that it struck my nipples perfectly, horizontally from left to right. I cried out, but even as the sting blossomed at the tip of each breast, I knew she’d barely struck me. It was a love tap.  
 
      
 
    “No slut. I have something very different in mind,” Isobel said. Then she grabbed the padlock on my right nipple and to my horror, twisted the whole thing so that my hoop piercing, which perforated my nipple from left to right, now stood vertically. Agony shot through my nipple and it felt like she was trying to tear the metal right out of my flesh. She threaded the cane through the gold loop and let go. 
 
      
 
    The cane stuck out from the tip of my breast at a forty-five degree angle, like a fishing pole, held in place by my piercing. It hurt, but in a totally different manner than the clamps had. Then, just to make it worse, Isobel pushed down on the cane, twisting my nipple even further. Her other hand grabbed my left breast and a moment later she threaded the other end of the cane through the matching piercing. Both nipples were twisted to forty-five degree angles, the cane held in place across my chest. It was both humiliating and agonizing all at the same time.  
 
      
 
    “I think this will be an appropriate torment while we discuss Sara’s testing, abuse, and findings regarding your sweet, luscious, and perfect breasts.”  She went back to the table, picked up a thick set of papers. “So let us begin.”  
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    Chapter Twenty-nine 
 
      
 
    The sun was shining brightly when I stopped on the landing of the luxury apartment complex and for a change, I paused to considered things for just a moment. I’ve been told that there is a certain amount of wisdom in being cautious when approaching dangerous environments. “Know thyself and know thy enemy,” Chinese philosopher Sun Tzu once said, though I’m not sure he would have envisioned this particular application of his axiom. There was also the question on whether or not I should have been lumping Mistress Sara Larson into that category in the first place. After all, she was a friend. 
 
      
 
    Sorta. 
 
      
 
    Presentation is an art form and I’d dressed for the occasion, knowing Sara’s likes and dislikes. The blouse I was wearing was generally considered too conservative by both Kari and Julie, but I’d gone sans bra specifically for this trip, which was a good start. Even better, the front of blouse was designed with an ingeniously placed partition, oval in shape, between the hollow of my throat and my bosom, ostensibly to show off an impressive cleavage. However, one little tug downward and a little bit of lifting brought both of my pierced breasts into the sunlight. A gold padlock glimmered from one of the hoops that pierced both nipples and I took a deep breath, resisting the urge to glance around nervously.   
 
      
 
    Like I said; know thy enemy. 
 
      
 
    I knocked on the apartment door and waited, hoping that none of Mistress Sara’s neighbors would develop a nosy streak and peek out their window to see me standing there, tits hanging out like a porn princess. The seconds ticked by and I wondered if I’d gotten the timing wrong when suddenly the door opened. I put a somewhat brittle smile on my face, just in case Sara herself appeared, but instead my smile became very real as my eyes fell on the naked beauty of Sara’s submissive, Alissa. 
 
      
 
    Alissa was a diminutive girl with long, light brown hair that fell in a straight sheet all the way to her ass. And what an ass it was! Honestly, I was occasionally jealous of Alissa’s ass … I mean hair … because Mistress Sara frequently did Alissa’s hair and the interwoven crowns she frequently modeled were amazing. True works of art. Today a braided loop had been wrapped around Alissa’s head and she looked like an extra on the set of Game of Thrones - obviously as one of the prostitutes. But her hair wasn’t the only interesting thing about Alissa. If you looked closely, Alissa sported hundreds, if not thousands, of tiny, starburst shaped scars, all over her breasts, back, thighs, and bottom. Most were on her butt. Most had faded enough that you needed to be indecently close to her to see them, but there were still a few, especially on her inner thighs, that we still very apparent. I called them “anti-freckles,” which at least made Alissa laugh. But they were still a reminder that Sara Larson hadn’t always been Alissa’s mistress. A vicious woman with a metal studded whip were a stark reality in Alissa’s past. 
 
      
 
    “Hi Breanne!” Alissa said happily. Bare skin flashed all the way from chin to toe and she didn’t cower. Evidently she wasn’t concerned who might walk by and see her standing naked in the doorway. “Wow. Did you drive over like that?” She asked, her eyes wide as she stared at my chest.  
 
      
 
    “Would it be an obvious lie if I said yes?” I asked curiously and Alissa giggled.  
 
      
 
    “For you? Yes. You never do anything unless you’re ordered to do it. Everyone knows that” 
 
      
 
    I shrugged. “What can I say? I’m the perfect submissive.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa nodded. Then the smile faded from her face and she glanced back into the apartment. “Are you sure you want to do this?” She asked softly, obviously trying not to be overheard. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Then I frowned. “I don’t think I have a choice. Julie said that Sara was going to do the review.” I gestured at my chest. “At least they gave me two weeks to recover after what Zack did to my nipples.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa looked at my breasts sticking out of the front of the shirt. She raised her hands and gently put them on my bosom. Her fingers felt light, warm, and soft and she gave my breasts a soft caress. Then she smiled sadly. “I just wanted to feel them before Sara hurts them.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. Hard. Right.  
 
      
 
    Alissa took my hand and led me into the apartment. Immediately I could tell that Kari had been involved with the decorating, since everything matched and was very aristocratic. Sara’s taste ran toward antique and the art reflected it. The entire place smelled like cinnamon and apples and there were candles flickering in a number of places. The room was very warm. Sara was waiting inside, sitting on a chair that looked more like a throne. I walked in and followed Alissa as the younger girl immediately went to her mistress’ knee and knelt, crossing her hands across her chest but making sure to leave her scrumptious breasts exposed. 
 
      
 
    Sara Larson was an accomplished tort attorney and had a distinctly Christina Hendricks look. She was very buxom, curvy, and also the only other redhead in the Society of the Golden Rose. She had pale skin, freckles, and while I think her hair color was given a boost with some dye, I’ve also suspected that if she let it go natural, she’d be pretty darn close to a solid ginger anyway. Today she was dressed in an elegant summer dress that left her long, shapely legs exposed. She wore no shoes and her toenails were painted the same color as mine. Red was definitely the color of the day.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne!” Sara said with a grin. “I’m so glad to see you.” Her eyes danced across my outfit. “I like the look.” I blushed crimson to match my hair, then I nodded politely. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    She stood up, running one hand over Alissa’s head before she approached me. Her hand came out and the very first part of me that felt her touch was my right nipple. I flinched, sucking in a breath, but all she did was place her fingernail on the tip of my breast and wiggle it. The padlock danced around and I tried very hard to stay still. 
 
      
 
    “I heard Zack left you quite tender. Are you fully recovered?” Sara asked sweetly. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. “Yes Mistress Sara,” I replied.  
 
      
 
    “Good,” she said. “It would be a shame if I had to reduce the amount of damage I intend to inflict upon your breasts because of your previous torment.” Her nail slid from my breast and down to my sternum. I gasped, a shiver of delight going through me as Sara’s finger went up the slope of my left breast and touched the other nipple. Alissa knelt nearby, staring up at us, eyes bright with interest. Sara brought her thumb up and I felt her pin my nipple between her fingers. I gulped again, wondering when it was going to start hurting. Then to my astonishment, she let go. 
 
      
 
    “Remove your skirt,” Sara ordered imperiously, as if she were a judge sitting in her courtroom. She stepped away and put crossed her arms impatiently.  
 
      
 
    I slipped my thumbs into the knee length wrap and pushed it down. The elastic gave way over my hips and a moment later I was stepping out of it, my cork wedges emphasizing my calves and the arch of each foot. I took a single step outward, not to reposition myself, but to widen my stance. Mistress Sara may have been focused on my breasts, but I knew she would be checking a few other things. 
 
      
 
    “No panties,” Sara observed pleasantly. “I approve. A girl like you shouldn’t be allowed to wear panties unless it’s holding something in. And what about Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one? Are you following that?” She bent down slightly to get a glimpse between my legs. I blushed again.  
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes mistress,” I told her. “I’ve got my ben wa balls inside me.” I did too. A pair of golf-ball sized sphere that were weighted so that they would roll around with every step. Decadent, quiet, and intense.  
 
      
 
    Sara laughed and stepped close. She placed her hand on my belly, pushing up the shirt slightly. Then she slid her hand downward. “Ben wa balls. How prosaic. And sensible.” When she finished her sentence she was cupping my sex and I was quivering. I could feel her palm lightly pressing on my clit. She moved her hand in a slightly circular fashion, eliciting a sharp gasp from me. Then Sara glanced down at Alissa. “Go get your Rotating Venus Penis, sweetheart” she ordered the petite girl kneeling just a few feet away. 
 
      
 
    Alissa smiled, bowed her head, and then proceeded to crawl out of the living room and down the hall. It wasn’t fast. She had to keep from getting tangled up in her loose hair.  
 
    “I think we’ll leave the shirt on,” Sara said, taking her hand out from between my legs, dragging her thumb through my folds to strike my clit. My hips responded to that, thrusting forward as she brought her hands up my sides until she was again touching my breasts. Her hands cupped me and when her thumbs made circles over my areola, the little bit of moisture she’d transferred from my sopping wet slit to my nipple did not go unnoticed. I groaned, closing my eyes. It felt amazing. Then Sara spread her fingers wide and drew her nails inward until she was just barely pinching my nipple, right behind the piercing.  
 
      
 
    “So beautiful,” she said simply.  
 
      
 
    She did this a few more times and then Alissa came back into the room. She was carrying the RVP in her mouth, the four inch cock between her lips so it kind of looked like she was giving it a blowjob. I wanted to laugh. She waddled on up like a little doggie and I had this sudden urge to tie her long hair into pigtails and take her picture on snapchat with one of those doggie filters. She approached and Sara gestured for her to stand. Alissa did, with the RVP still in her mouth. I tensed, expecting Sara to reach between my legs and pull out the ben wa balls. 
 
      
 
    I personally didn’t see why everyone was disappointed when I had the ben wa balls in. They’re my oldest toy, and I’ve only replaced them three times. They feel good, are mostly quiet, and I have a little control over how much they’re going to excite me. If I need to take it easy, I sit down. I stop moving. But evidently the idea that I might have even that little bit of oversight offended some people. I watched as Sara took the RVP out of Alissa’s teeth. Then, just as I expected, Sara said “spread your legs.” 
 
      
 
    That confused me. My legs were already spread. Then I realized that she wasn’t looking at me. 
 
      
 
    Alissa immediately widened her stance to something downright obscene and I could see the soft, pink slit between her legs with ease. It was glistening with desire and to my shock, Sara brought the RVP down between Alissa’s legs, not mine, sliding the saliva-slicked, synthetic cock right up into the diminutive girl. Alissa gasped softly, her eyes half-closing from the sensation of being filled. Then Sara began strapping on the RVP’s butterfly shaped base. All of this seriously confused me since I had expected it to be me suffering. Or perhaps, getting pleasured was a better description. 
  
 
    Sara straightened. “The remote please?”  
 
      
 
    Alissa held out her cupped hand and Sara took the small fob. There were two controls and she pushed them both upward, right into the middle. Alissa stiffened, eyes widening and I could hear both the buzz of the vibrator motor, as well as the grinding churn of the cock corkscrewing inside her. In seconds Alissa’s chest started to rise and fall with passion and I loved the look of her Society padlock dancing on the end of her pierced nipple.  
 
      
 
    “Of course, I know that I need to warn neither of you that cumming without permission is forbidden,” Sara said, though for whose benefit I had no idea. “Now, Breanne, if you will please follow Alissa to the playroom.” 
 
      
 
    Playroom. Yeah. That’s what she called it. I suppose it could be worse. Calling it her “dungeon,” like so many other sadistic dominatrixes probably seemed a little passé’. But then again, playroom? 
 
      
 
    Alissa turned and started down the hall in a ridiculous looking gait. Clearly she didn’t have much experience walking around with the RVP in, much less churning and humming inside her. I couldn’t help grinning at that. I did it all the time. In fact, I’d gotten so good at handling the RVP that I could go an hour and a half with it on low and not pop. At least, not unless something else was playing havoc with my nerves. And medium was a lost cause. Twenty minutes was my max at resisting that. And at full power? I’d pop hard and quick. I glanced back and saw that Sara was following behind us. Alissa knew where she was going so we passed the bathroom and then turned to the left. Mistress Sara’s “playroom” was open and airy, but there was no mistaking what kind of “play” went on in there.  
 
      
 
    The walls were dark green and the window not only had heavy blinds, but gauze curtains as well as heavy suede ones. A wooden border, stained dark red, so it looked like cherry wood, had been mounted on every wall, except at eye height. Worse, steel rings had been secured to the border so that you could literally tie someone practically anywhere. And one wall had a second border, about seven inches up from the baseboard, again with rings. There were also several pieces of furniture in the room. One corner had a papasan chair, which if you’re unfamiliar with, is a bamboo frame bowl holding a circular cushion, sitting in another bamboo base. You can tilt the thing to practically any angle and I’ve been tied, wrist and ankle, to these things before. The cushion was crimson and there was already white, soft, nylon rope tied, in multiple spots, to the chair’s frame, ready for a woman to be spread, bound and used.  
 
      
 
    In the opposite corner of the room was a strange sort of stand. It was mounted to a sanded and stained wooden base, again looking like cherry. There were two posts, both of which sported cross braces at the top. The tall one in the back was about five feet long and sported six leather straps that were screwed into the bottom of the cross brace. The second one was just a foot long, covered in padded leather, and was placed just a foot in front of the longer brace. Weird. A cabinet stood in the far corner and one wall held a tool holder, where there were a number of canes, whips, crops, quirts, and paddles, hung for consideration.  
 
      
 
    Last but not least was the table. It stood in the very center of the room and looked like something you might find in a kitchen. It had wheels and the top was butcher block style. The most interesting thing however, was that two clamps or vices of some sort had been mounted to the table. Two aluminum posts now stuck up on either side, and a crossbeam rod was secured to them, again with pressure release clamps. I had no idea what all of this meant at the time and I might have spared it some thought, except my eyes focused on something sitting on the table itself, something that made that tight little knot of fear that I’d been harboring shoot right up to the bottom of my throat and lodge there like a fish bone. 
 
      
 
    It was a tack mat.  
 
      
 
    I’ve been abused with tacks before, the most recent of which was an inverted, or upside down yoga mat that my boss, Kari, likes to lay out on her mahogany conference table. She claims it's to keep my piercings and padlock from scratching up the finish, but I can’t help feeling that this is just a side benefit. The bottom of the yoga mat is covered with sharp little spikes, not pointed enough or deep enough to puncture your skin, but more than enough to leave a whole host of dark pink dots all over your tits when you’re forced to lay on them.  
 
      
 
    But this was no yoga mat. This was the real thing. It was a work of art. Someone had painstakingly pounded about a thousand tacks through a piece of quarter-inch-thick rubber. The tacks were evenly spaced and I resisted the urge to pick it up and look at the underside, which I suspected would be rows and rows of perfect silver circles. Of course the more interesting side, the side facing up, sported even tiers of one millimeter long, sharp, silver spikes. Again, not enough to puncture my skin (in most cases) unless I was dumb enough to move back and forth on it, tearing myself. 
 
      
 
    Sara began fiddling with the crossbeam of the table and with just a few quick twists, she lifted it up, leaving a two foot gap between the top of the table (with those godawful spikes) and the beam.  
 
      
 
    “Alissa? Wrist and ankle cuffs please,” Sara said. 
 
      
 
    I watched as Alissa went to the cupboard and opened it. My eyes widened. Inside were steel manacles, bondage cuffs, a damn TENS Unit, candles, full width breast clamps, chopsticks, an entire glass jar of rubber bands, clover clamps, alligator clamps, and then, to my absolute astonishment and horror, on one shelf, all by itself, was the whip. I gasped. 
 
      
 
    “What the fuck?” I said out loud, eyes widening. Both Alissa and Sara glanced up at my outburst, just a little shocked. “Is that the whip?” 
 
      
 
    You have to understand that before Alissa bonded with Sara, she’d belonged to a woman who should have been arrested for what she did to Alissa. Those starburst scars all over Alissa’s body came from that cat o’ nine tails. Even from a distance I could see the sharp little metal barbs interwoven into the whip. It was a vicious, awful thing. The last time I’d seen it, Kari had taken it away and locked it up.  
 
      
 
    Alissa grinned and instead of bondage cuffs, she pulled out the whip. With a quick glance at Sara, who nodded, she came back over to the two of us. 
 
      
 
    “Is this what you’re wondering about?” Alissa asked gently. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “I’m just a little surprised to see it,” I said nervously. I knew that Sara wouldn’t use it on me. Julie and Kari would kill her. Literally. But I couldn’t believe that Sara was using it on Alissa! That Alissa would tolerate it. 
 
      
 
    “It’s mine,” Alissa said, with a grin. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “I don’t understand.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa shrugged. “This is mine. My therapist said that I was pretty much healed, both physically and mentally. So I felt like I needed a test. I went and asked Kari if she still had it and she did. So I asked for it back.” 
 
      
 
    She looked down at the whip and lifted it. “I’ve forgiven Danielle for what she did to me.” 
 
      
 
    “I haven’t,” snorted Sara, who was still frowning.  
 
      
 
    Alissa laughed and looked at her Mistress. “Dear heart, you have me. That should be enough.” 
 
      
 
    Sara rolled her eyes and looked away. “I’d destroy that thing if it were up to me,” she said to me. “But it’s not mine. It’s Alissa’s property.” She turned a hard eye back at the naked girl who was still somewhat twitching from the machinations of the RVP. “Now put it away.” 
 
      
 
    Alissa smiled again. “Yes Mistress.” She returned the whip to the cupboard and pulled out the cuffs.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay Bre. Your turn. Bend over the table, spread your legs as far apart as possible, and I’ll lower the restraint bar.” 
 
      
 
    I eyed the table uncomfortably. Tacks. Damn it. Why did it half to be tacks? I put my hands along the edges where the mat didn’t quite reach and slowly bent over. My breasts, still hanging outside my shirt through the front slit, dangled down dangerously and I lowered myself until I felt the first graze of a sharp point. Yikes. Then I stopped. Yep. Not going any lower. I spread my legs until I found a comfortable position, braced on my elbows. 
 
      
 
    “Alissa? If you’ll do the ankles I’ll do her wrists,” Sara announced. 
 
      
 
    Alissa nodded and dropped down and I felt her fingers begin to wrap the leather bondage gear around my right ankle. Then, as she did this, Sara touched my right arm. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry Bre, but you won’t be able to support yourself with your arms.” She pulled and I let her drag my right arm behind me. She cuffed it. Then both of them moved to the other side of my body. A second later my left leg was cuffed and my other wrist was bound. Sara clipped the two cuffs together, while Alissa secured my legs to the table itself. Not good. Very not good. 
 
      
 
    I felt my balance start to waiver and rather than mash my tits down on the table top, I elected, purely instinctively, to lift up. I managed about five inches before I hit the crossbeam, which halted my upward movement and changed again, my balance. Now I dropped down hard with nothing to stop me. I grunted and then gasped as my entire upper body weight smushed my poor boobs between the tack mat and my torso. 
 
      
 
    Owww. Owww. Owwwie. 
 
      
 
    If you’ve endured something like this before, you know exactly what I’m talking about. The little pin pricks are maddening, especially if your nipples are hard and sensitive. I’ve got very sensitive nipples and as I rolled to the left and right and began lifting up again I whimpered from the discomfort. I was in some serious predicament bondage. I lifted my tits off the mat, but couldn’t go up more than a few inches, just enough to get the pressure off. 
 
      
 
    “The blindfold now,” Sara announced.  
 
      
 
    Alissa went back to the cabinet, grabbed what looked like a sleeping mask as well as a black, silk scarf. I’m not a fan of blindfolds, but not for the reason you might think. I don’t mind wearing them. They enhance sensations, feelings and emotions, because we rely on sight so very much. No, the reason I don’t like them is because I’m a writer. How am I supposed to describe to a reader what is happening if I can’t see it? 
 
      
 
    And then, bent in half, unable to straighten, unwilling to go down, back muscles already starting to ache, with my legs spread and secured to the table itself, with my hands cuffed behind me, my sight was taken. 
 
      
 
    Darkness. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty 
 
      
 
    There was a flurry of activity when my world went dark. I heard both Alissa and Sara moving with deliberate intensity and I was absolutely positive that one or even both of them left the room at some point. I managed to keep track of it for about a minute before my strength gave out and I had no choice to rest my upper torso back on the tack mat. I winced and grimaced, feeling the little steel points dig into my tits, but it relieved the ache in my back easily enough. After a minute though I began rolling left and right, trying to relieve the new, developing discomfort coming from my breasts. Then I felt that both Alissa and Sara were there right by me. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead. You may begin,’ Sara said. 
 
      
 
    Something soft and rounded suddenly touched me between the legs, right over my clitoris and I felt something graze my calf. There was a click and then sweet vibrations surged up and I realized without a shadow of a doubt that someone, undoubtedly Alissa, was sitting on the floor behind me, holding a Hitachi massager against my sex. Oh my God did it feel good! My knees bent a bit and my hips rolled as I began rubbing myself against the rubber bulb. It made my whole body move, which made the pins dig in deeper. 
 
      
 
    Then a hand touched my shoulder. “Breanne, both you and Alissa are enduring vibrations. Whichever of you cums first will receive three strokes of the cane across your breasts. Holding off will net you one consequence-free orgasm. Then we’ll start again. Do you understand?” Sara asked me. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes Mistress,” I moaned. Orgasm? Was she kidding me? Forget the ben wa balls stuffed in my pussy. Having the Hitachi pressed to my clit was like pouring gasoline on a lit fire. I listened intently and could hear Alissa making little mewling sounds behind me. Hopefully someone had jacked up the rotation and vibration functions on her Rotating Venus Penis. Sara was vicious with a cane and if anyone was going to be smacked across the bosom with one as punishment, I wanted it to be Alissa. Not me. But damn, I sure could feel the pressure building. And now, instead of just making my tits ache, the steel points were adding to the pleasure between my legs.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne, I’ll now be testing the sensitivity of your breasts by subjecting them to a variety of different textures. Please do your best to identify them. Lift up please.” 
 
      
 
    I pushed upward, though it felt more like pulling. I hit the crossbeam and felt movement beneath me. Something brushed one of my nipples. I sucked in a breath, imagining Sara putting a tray of crushed glass, or something worse, underneath me.  
 
      
 
    “You may test the surface now,” Mistress Sara said. 
 
      
 
    Gingerly, delicately, I let myself down, only to gasp in relief. Whatever was beneath my breasts was soft and tickled just a bit. I wriggled, though that might have been because of what Alissa was doing to me. Still, whatever I was lying on felt amazing.  
 
      
 
    “Is it fur?” I asked curiously. It felt like fur to me. 
 
      
 
    “Very good,” Sara conceded. “It is a small bit of fur. Now lift up again so I can put the next item beneath you.” 
 
      
 
    I rose up, realizing that I was beginning to pant. Concentration was becoming harder and then I felt Alissa’s hand on my leg, running up and down it with a light caress. I began trembling. 
 
      
 
    “There you are. Try that?” 
 
      
 
    I let myself back down and yelped as the cool touch of something wet and slippery soaked each nipple. “Ooohh!” I gasped. “What is that?” I demanded. Then a suspicious and rather obvious menthol scent hit my nose. “Is that muscle cream?” My nipples began tingling then, and not from the temperature of the gel, but from a chemical reaction. I lifted back up and hit the crossbeam. That was stupid because once the stuff is on you, there isn’t really much you can do. I groaned and plopped back down, unintentionally making sure that almost the entire front of each tit was well lubricated with the strong smelling unguent.  
 
      
 
    “How does that feel?” Sara asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I sucked in another breath of minty air. “It’s t-t-tingly,” I stammered. “And s-s-starting to h-h-heat up.” I want to make it clear that my stammering had absolutely nothing to do with the muscle relaxant cream Sara applied to my breasts, probably in bowls. It had everything to do with the fucking Hitachi vibrator between my legs. Alissa was making even more noise and I could feel her own gyrations as she tried to deal with the RVP spinning between her legs. I wondered which of us would pop first. 
 
      
 
    “Well let me know when it starts getting hot,” Sara said conversationally, as if she interviewed girls with their tits resting in bowls of Icy Hot on a regular basis. I nodded, waves of heat and pleasure blasting me. I started moving, swirling my breasts around on the plates, a slow, chemically induced swelter bursting into flame at the tip of each nipple. It seemed this stuff was much, much hotter than what I was regularly used to and I wondered if maybe I was wrong and Sara had gotten hold of an old batch of Stinging O. But no, the scent wasn’t right. It would smell less like menthol and more like actual mint, or cinnamon. Then I realized that it was the perforations. She’s made sure that my tits were covered in tiny holes, then filled them with the cream. How devious and cruel. It was just like Sara. I moaned, my hips moving back and forth, trying to avoid Alissa’s torment at first, but then just pressing my pubis against the rubber massager. 
 
      
 
    And that’s when I couldn’t take it anymore. I cried out, shuddering as the orgasm blasted through me. Alissa kept the massager on my clit as I shook and as Sara patted me on the back, I gasped and wheezed and pumped my hips, pressing my cunt up against the head of the Hitachi.  
 
      
 
    “Well now, isn’t this nice?” Sara asked as I groaned. The Hitachi dropped away and Alissa let out a groan. 
 
      
 
    “Please Mistress Sara?” I heard the little brown haired girl ask, her voice tense and needy. 
 
      
 
    There was a moment of silent consideration. “Yes. After you free her ankles.” 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.”  
 
      
 
    I felt fingers near my feet and there was the click of something metal. Sara laid a hand on my back and I heard the metal cross brace rising.  
 
      
 
    “Stand up straight and turn around. I need to be able to get at your tits,” Sara said to me.  
 
      
 
    Slowly I straightened, expecting to hit the brace but Sara was good to her word. I took a step and found that I was no longer bound to the table, so I turned around. Of course my hands were still bound behind my back, but I could tolerate that. It did feel good to stand upright though. My breasts tingled with heat and I could feel the juices of my orgasm trickling down my thigh. Sara spoke, startling me.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve been so wanting to do this to you,” she said softly, I trembled again, this time not from the Hitachi, or the muscle cream. Then I sensed movement. I was expecting to be struck, the cane lashing across my chest, but instead the mask and blindfold was pulled from my eyes. The light of the room made me blink and I looked down. 
 
      
 
    Alissa was on her back, right in front of me, legs spread wide in a butterfly pose. Her sweet, little gash was covered with the purple, plastic, bug-shaped base of the Rotating Venus Penis and from the twitch of her hips, she wasn’t far behind me. Her eyes were wide open, staring at me and both of her hands were on her breasts, pinching and twisting her own nipples. It was a very arousing sight and what I really wanted to do was drop to my knees, yank the RVP out of her, and replace it with my tongue.  
 
      
 
    But then Sara went to the wall where all of her instruments of torture hung. I watched her, my pulse quickening as she selected a very whippy, very thin cane and tested it with a sharp swish. She came back over to me, a huge grin on her face. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to enjoy this,” she said honestly to me. “You may not.” 
 
      
 
    If the white cream still coating my nipples was an issue, Sara didn’t mention it. Instead she swung the switch with a fury I was totally unprepared for. Sure, I expected it to hurt, but the agony that erupted in a fiery line across my chest felt like a soldering iron had been drawn across my flesh. The narrow width of the switch made it sting all the more and both nipples felt like they’d been cut, only to have lemon juice and salt poured into the open wounds. I let out a sound just short of an actual scream.  
 
      
 
    At my feet Alissa slid a finger beneath the RVP, rubbing frantically at her clit, eyes still locked on my tits.  
 
      
 
    Sara moved in front of me and studied my breasts for a moment. “Yes,” she said in satisfaction. “I can see the welt developing. It will last for quite some time.” 
 
      
 
    The burn wasn’t fading fast enough for my taste and I wished my hands weren’t bound behind my back. A riot of sensation came from my chest; the fire of the stroke, the heat from the muscle cream, the hard, sharp ache as the flesh dealt with the impact. All of it was overwhelming. I closed my eyes, trying to adjust when pain lanced through my tits again and I was absolutely sure that Sara had just pressed my nipples against a hot curling iron. I jerked backward, my ass striking the table and almost knocking it over.  
 
      
 
    Sara grabbed my arm as I folded over and she supported me, keeping me on my feet. I let out a hard sob. I started to cry and Sara held me, one arm wrapped around my shoulders. 
 
      
 
    “There, there. You know you deserved it,” she said softly. “And just think how sensitive your boobs are going to be now.” It almost came out as a coo. 
 
      
 
    I tried to nod, but my tits were still on fire. Slowly I straightened and managed to look down through my tears to look at my breasts. There were two visible welts, one darker than the other. The first crossed perfectly, bisecting the top half from the bottom, lancing both creamy nipples and from the depth of the curve, must have sunk in pretty deep to get that sort of breadth. The second was at a slight angle and formed a triangle with the apex being my right nipple.  
 
      
 
    No wonder my right breast was hurting more than my left.  
 
      
 
    “Just one more stroke, Breanne. Prepare yourself.” 
 
      
 
    Don’t be fooled. There is absolutely nothing you can do to “prepare” yourself for having a thin switch cutting into your tits. Nothing. Zilch. Nada. You know it’s coming. You know it’s going to hurt, but beyond that, what are you supposed to do? Stop breathing? Twist and hope they miss? All I knew was that Alissa, who was still on the ground in front of me, was about as close as you can get to orgasm without cumming, and was clearly waiting for that last impact to push herself over the edge.  
 
      
 
    Sara swung, again catching my bosom with perfect aim. This time however she brought the thin stick up underneath, slicing my breasts just an inch below each nipple, lifting them up, and leaving a scorching line of sweet agony across my chest. I cried out, swung my arms across my chest to cradle my boobs, and dropped to my knees. I let out a series of choked sobs which punctuated Alissa’s wet, rewarding orgasm.  
 
      
 
    It took almost a minute before I could really say that I was back in control. My breasts throbbed with pain and Alissa lay there twitching, eyes closed, a smile of sweet bliss on her face. She’d kept her knees open, a perfect butterfly position, the soles of her cute, little feet pressed together, and if I’d been granted one boon at that moment, it would have been for Mistress Sara to take that switch and leave about a dozen stripes on each of Alissa’s soles, a welt or two across her clit, and three more across Alissa’s tits.  
 
      
 
    And maybe a dozen on her ass. Just for good measure.  
 
      
 
    “Time to stand up again, Breanne.” Sara took hold of my arm and pulled me to my feet. “Back on the table.”  She turned me around and secured my wrists back together. The next thing I knew she was bending me over again and the cross brace came back down. The table was bare so, I lowered my top half onto the cold wooden surface with a groan. 
 
      
 
    “Alissa,” Sara said sharply. “Please clip her ankles to the table again.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t see her behind me, but Alissa let out a soft but satisfied moan and then her fingers stroked my legs. There was a sharp click from my left foot, then she pushed my right leg a little further out. Then there was a second metallic click and I was bound once more. 
 
      
 
    “Blindfold time.” 
 
      
 
    Sara quickly slipped the sleeping mask back down over my eyes and then tied the black silk scarf in place. The only good news was that the bowls of muscle cream were gone and my breasts were resting on the smooth, cool wood of the table top. Of course, that didn’t change the fact that both tits were still burning from the three, awful, welts.  
 
      
 
    “Here Bre. You can hold onto this. I’ve got a few things to get from the kitchen,” Sara suddenly said, pushing something into my hand. “Also, in case you were wondering. The contest between you and Alissa has been reset. First one to cum gets another three strokes to the chest.” Then she left. 
 
      
 
    I fumbled the item in my hand, trying to figure out what it was. Even had I not been blindfolded I wouldn’t have been able to see it, considering my hands were bound behind me. But the contour and shape were unmistakable. I had the fob that controlled Alissa’s RVP. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t even hesitate. I slid both levers upward, jacking the damn thing between her legs to max. 
 
      
 
    “Ooohhhh! Breanne!” Alissa gasped behind me. “That’s too high! I just came! I’m sensitive!” 
 
      
 
    I let out a noise that was half sob, half snort. “Suck it up, princess,” I said heatedly. I realized my voice was trembling and strained and I could still feel the tears on my face. 
 
      
 
    I heard Alissa moving behind me and she let out a whimper. But then there was an electric hum and the massager once more was pressed to my clit. Except this time Alissa had jammed her thumb into my pussy too. I could feel it there, rubbing against the ben wa balls. 
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh my. I gasped. 
 
      
 
    “Alissa,” I said urgently. “What if … what if I turn down the RVP? You don’t have to do that. We could wait her out. We don’t have to push each other into orgasm! What if we just pretended to stimulate each other?” 
 
      
 
    Alissa didn’t say anything and the Hitachi was still pressed to my clit. Then it moved in a very distracting, upsetting circle. I let out another groan. 
 
      
 
    “See?” I said, turning down the slider on the key fob. “See? I’ll let you down easy? Sara won’t know!” 
 
      
 
    Alissa didn’t say a word and I felt her thumb wiggle inside me rapidly. I began to pant slightly and then a sudden, dawning suspicion came over me. “Mistress Sara?” 
 
      
 
    “I admit that it would have been a good plan,” agreed Sara. “Except I specifically told her before you arrived that if I discovered collusion that we’d have a needle session afterword, focused on her nipples.” 
 
      
 
    The massager hummed against my clit. “Oh,” I said softly. My mind whirled and I realized that there was just one thing I could do. I turned the RVP back up. Full power. Alissa whimpered behind me and the Hitachi wiggled in response to her shudder. My hips began to roll. 
 
      
 
    “Now, if you’ll please lift up I have your next sensorial challenge.” 
 
      
 
    I lifted up, straining the muscles of my back to do what Sara ordered and I heard the sound of something being slid beneath me. Even before I’d dropped back down I could feel the penetrating cold. I held myself up and Sara patted my behind. 
 
      
 
    “You may drop down at your convenience,” she said simply. “But the longer you stay up, the longer I’ll leave you in it.” 
 
      
 
    I whimpered, rolled my hips, felt the renewed heat of the massager, ignored the hot sting in both breasts, and then went down, letting both breasts dip into what felt like icy slush. 
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh my God. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-one 
 
      
 
    One thing I have to admit about Mistress Sara is that she plans ahead. Knowing darn well that either my tits would be hot from the chemical stimulant applied right before, or from three, well-placed strokes from a cane, or from both, she’d figured that numbing me up would be a good idea. After I squealed and jumped from the shock of it, smashing my spine into the cross brace, I went back down because I had no place to go. I felt a variety of sensations, the first of all being the freezing cold. This seared me for about ten to fifteen seconds, as I rolled around in the bowls, mashing my breasts into them. The next thing I felt was the slush oozing. As my skin started to go numb I came to the realization that whatever my tits were sitting in, it sure as hell wasn’t ice. It felt slick and it oozed, like dipping my tits into cold body wash or mud. 
 
      
 
    “How does that feel?” Sara asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    My nipples had gone numb so except for the cold seeping in, which I could tolerate for another minute or two, not to mention the buzzing Hitachi vibrator being held viciously against my clit, it felt pretty good. I admitted as such. “Actually, after the caning, it feels pretty good,” I said to Mistress Sara. Again, my voice sounded odd because of the vibrator. Who would have thought that the vibrations would affect even my speech? Alissa was doing her best to arouse me, but I wasn’t anywhere near as close as I could have been. Not by a long shot. And from the sounds Alissa was making behind me, and the fact that the RVP was on full power, churning and rumbling inside her, I was comfortable with being just a tad bit “needy.” 
 
      
 
    Sara ran her hand down my back. “I have to admire your fortitude Breanne. Not many of the society’s submissives are as accepting as you. I can’t imagine someone like Lucille allowing Bethany into my home to suffer this way.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t reply as Sara’s hand went down my leg, caressing me. The Hitachi purred and I began thrusting my hips forward, rubbing my clit on the rubber bulb. Alissa was making an unusual panting noise that was somewhere between whining pup and the Vug under the rug. 
 
      
 
    I didn’t realize it until my teeth started chattering, but I was getting cold. Very cold. And it was right at that moment when Sara tapped my shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Up again Breanne. No more.” 
 
      
 
    I lifted up with a whimper, expecting to get a bit of a reprieve from the cold. Unfortunately whatever I’d been laying in clung to my skin. I shook my shoulders, whining all the while, and I felt splatters of goo on my stomach and thighs. I heard Sara dragging the bowls out from under me. Then, because I didn’t know what else to do, I let myself back down. My breasts were numb, which was probably a blessing. Then I realized that the tabletop was slippery. Very slippery, with my breasts sliding around like they’d been greased. I focused my attention on that fact, rather than Alissa, who was clearly getting close to cumming. Her moans were loud, impressive, and very moving. She was also having trouble keeping the Hitachi on my clit. My hips were continuing to pump and I couldn’t remain still. So with my upper half sliding around the table, I began sliding the vibration control up and down, a few seconds on each end, just to create some unique pressure waves inside her. If one of us was going to take a few more strokes across the bosom, I wanted it to be her.  
 
      
 
    Something strongly cinnamon scented hit my nose and I sucked in a full breath. It smelled amazing. This time Sara didn’t touch me. “Raise up again Breanne. Last bowls.” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my cold, numb, slippery tits off the table until I felt the cross brace on my back and there was the sound of glass hitting the wooden top beneath me. Then, much to my surprise, I felt a wave of heat. Had I been thinking a bit more clearly I would have realized that only something quite hot would have penetrated my already chilled nipples.  
 
      
 
    “Feel free to dip those luscious breasts of yours down, Bre. I’m interested in how this feels,” Sara said. 
 
      
 
    Suddenly, I realized that I didn’t want to dip my breasts. I really, really, didn’t want to. I kept my back pressed to the cross brace. Behind me Alissa suddenly gasped and let out a loud whinny of a sound, distracting Sara. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my goodness! Are you cumming?” Sara exclaimed. I felt the Hitachi drop away from my pussy and Alissa cried out in absolute pleasure. I’m sort of ashamed to admit this, but I began pushing on the sliders controlling the RVP haphazardly. Yeah. I’m that sort of person. 
 
      
 
    At least until Sara took the fob out of my hands. 
 
      
 
    “Stand up, Alissa. That’s right. Back up to the stand. Lean back. Very good. Are you ready or do you need me to bind your arms?” 
 
      
 
    “No Mistress Sara,” Alissa said softly. “I’m okay.” 
 
      
 
    “Very well. I’ll use the same switch on you that I marked Breanne with. Prepare yourself.” 
 
      
 
    I listened intently, ignoring the heat beneath me. I wanted to hear Alissa squeal. She’d gotten me the first time and now it was my turn. I waited breathlessly and then there was a loud swish, the sound of the wood cutting through the air. I didn’t hear the impact, but Alissa let out a short, harsh cry and I didn’t have to imagine what it felt like. I knew. Heat. A burning sensation in a single, hot, white line across … 
 
      
 
    Wait a fucking moment. Why were my nipples burning? 
 
      
 
    I suddenly realized that I’d slowly dropped down, dipping my dangling tits in whatever godawful stuff Sara had set below me. And it was hot. Worse, I found that it clung to my skin heavily. I mewled and shook my breasts, trying to get the broiling stuff off. I squealed and then had no choice but to drop back down, mashing even more of both soft, cold boobs into the scorching fluid. I felt it hardening around my breasts, tugging at my piercings. As I jerked back out of the bowls, striking the cross brace, I finally figured out why the scent of cinnamon was so strong. Candle wax. It had to be. Sara had no doubt heated two bowls of shavings, or just heated the two bowls and poured in already melted paraffin. And with my breasts already being so cold, the torrid heat was twice as effective.  
 
      
 
    Alissa cried out again, just after the swish of the second stroke. I’d have cared, but my chest was on fire. It felt like my breasts had been lowered into molten lead. It was like dipping apples into caramel. And each time I lowered myself, bobbing up and down, I basically followed the process for making a set of Breanne Boob Candles, with my nipples serving as the wicks. I knew it would just be a matter of time before Sara lit those wicks. 
 
      
 
    One thing was damn sure. Sara was going to clean the Society padlock if I had anything to say about it! 
 
      
 
    The swish of the cane striking Alissa a third time across the chest was lost in my own keening wail as the heat seared me and I jerked upward, striking the cross brace. This stopped me and I lost my balance again, smashing my breasts back down, splashing hot wax all over my chest. I felt it on my sternum and even my ribs, leaking down. I must have made a mess too. My nipples sizzled and Alissa yelped again, no doubt with a third, scarlet welt crossing her bosom. Then Sara came back to my table and with ease loosened the cross brace. I came up and kept going, almost losing my balance, but Sara caught me, keeping me from breaking both ankles as I tumbled backward. 
 
      
 
    “My goodness, Bre. You should see your breasts! They look amazing!” Sara told me. “And I can assure you that you’ll be getting some excellent ratings on this. You handled that torment very, very well.”  
 
      
 
    I didn’t respond. My breasts were cooking, my chest heaving as I panted heavily, and my hands were bound behind my back. I was still blindfolded, and my ankles were still bound to the table. 
 
      
 
    “Alissa? Please unclip Bre’s feet.”  
 
      
 
    It took a moment, but then I felt the touch of Alissa’s fingers and I was able to take a step back. Sara forced me to back up and I kept going until I bumped into something that fit comfortable against my bottom. It was padded and soft and almost the width of my hips. The frame I’d seen earlier, with the short padded bar. Then Sara freed my wrists and I groaned. 
 
      
 
    “Now lean back. You’re at the stand. You’ll find support for your arms easily,” Sara told me. I leaned backward tentatively, but she guided me and a moment later, just beneath each shoulder blade, I found the other support. Five feet long or more, I lifted my arms out and then both Sara and Alissa were buckling the straps I’d seen earlier. Then Sara yanked off my blindfold, leaving me blinking, staring up at the ceiling, leaning backward, legs obscenely spread, resting my weight on the stands. I looked down and groaned. Both of my boobs were bright scarlet shells, perfectly formed of cinnamon scented wax. I could just make out my nipples and the misshapen lumps made of the hoop nipple piercings and the stupid, gold padlock.  
 
      
 
    “Now, I know how much you appreciate a good waxing, Bre. But I’m going to beat that wax off your tits now. It’s going to sting.”  
 
      
 
    Mistress Sara turned back to the wall to select an appropriate instrument while Alissa swiveled toward me. I gasped when I saw the three scarlet lines drawn straight across her breasts and I couldn’t figure out how she wasn’t crying. I managed to keep her in view for a moment, practically twisting my neck off, when I realized I knew exactly where she was going. I felt her hands on my knees, then my thighs, and a moment later her amazing tongue was lapping at my clit. 
 
      
 
    Sara returned three licks in, just as I was moaning, holding up a rubber stranded flogger. Oh my. 
 
      
 
    “This should do a nice job,” she said. “I’ll stop when either all the wax is off, or you cum. Of course, this one is your freebie. So enjoy yourself.” And then, as if those words were a natural lead into what was about to happen, she lifted the flogger and swung hard at my wax covered tits. 
 
      
 
    Red paraffin cracked, but it wasn’t until the third stroke of the flogger that it started to break and fall, tumbling down to my belly and then off to the side. Alissa didn’t stop either, wrapping her tiny fingers around my buttocks, squeezing my ass at the same time she sucked on my clit. It was a riot of sensation and by the fifth or sixth stroke from Mistress Sara’s flogger, I was panting with exertion, moaning from both the pleasure and the sting.  
 
      
 
    The wax was thick, but came off very easily and I began to suspect that the frozen, oily substance had probably been something like coconut oil. It explained an awful lot and Sara was one of those mistress who took an active role in protecting her subs skin, all so she could abuse it more.  
 
      
 
    I went up on tiptoe as my pussy responded sweetly to Alissa’s tongue. The flogger swished repeatedly through the air, making me wince with every impact. Sara timed her swings with a steady rhythm, striking me with just enough force to make the rubber strands sting against my flesh. Wax chips flew and by the twentieth stroke I’m pretty sure that my boobs had been properly denuded of paraffin. Alissa’s mouth was mashed against my pubis, her tongue dancing in circles around my clit, her soft hands gripping my ass. Agony and ecstasy. I could feel the pressure to cum mounting. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Sara didn’t let up. Soon my chest was heaving as I struggled to deal with the double headed set of sensations. At first, being released from the hot wax had a cooling effect as the air touched my scorched skin. But then, when my temperature started to drop, the friction of the flogger lashing my breasts, making them bounce, the nipples hard and pointed, kept the heat the same, but added a terrible, prickling sensation to it as well. I grimaced, turning my face away as I began pulling on the straps holding my arms down. I whimpered, then cried out, the sting becoming actual hurt, and the flogger bit into my boobs with cruel intensity. My skin, already sizzling and pink from the icy oil bath and the subsequent coating of hot wax, now was turning an even more impressive shade of rose as Sara excoriated my skin, leaving thin, barely perceptible abrasions across both breasts.  
 
      
 
    There is a line, a fine, fuzzy line, between pain and pleasure. Many of the body’s chemical reactions to both of these sensations are similar. Whether it’s a pretty girl’s tongue lapping at your clit, or a crazy woman’s whip licking at your nipples, the human body tenses as adrenaline is pumped into your system. Other hormones come into play and if skillfully done, so that one kind of stimulation is perfectly balanced with the other, the brain suddenly can’t tell the difference. The pleasure hurts and the hurt feels incredible. It takes a skilled sexual torturer to bring their victim to that point and Mistress Sara was about as skilled as they come. 
 
      
 
    Which was why I let out a wild, raucous cry, rose up on tiptoes, pressed my quivering pussy hard against Alissa’s mouth, panted as if running from zombies, and closed my eyes against the falling, stinging, hot, rubber strands of Sara’s whip. Alissa’s tongue swirled and lapped and then she sucked on my clit. My world collapsed, colors merging with heat and fury and need and beauty. My breasts felt as if they were burning and heavy. Then … 
 
      
 
    Well. Then I exploded. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-two  
 
      
 
    An hour later I was led back to the torture chamber that Mistress Sara called her “playroom” and taken straight back to the frame I’d been bent over backward. Sara worked with precision, pulling out a roll of black electrical tape and pointing at the wooden support.  
 
      
 
    “Put your wrists on the crossbar,” Mistress Sara said. 
 
      
 
    “You’re supposed to be testing my breasts,” I replied with a relaxed and playful grin. Sixty minutes of recuperation had done marvels for my attitude. Mistress Sara smiled back.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. We’ll get around to binding up your tits with this before long,” she replied, waving the roll of rubberized tape. The sparkle in her eye made me hesitate long enough to rethink more snark and so I took a deep breath and grabbed hold of the crossbar I’d only recently been strapped too. Sara didn’t waste any time and in less than a minute about twenty feet of tape obscured my hands completely. Worse, I was literally taped to the horizontal, wooden pool.  
 
      
 
    All in all it wasn’t exactly a tough position, other than the fact that my nose was itching and I couldn’t do more than rub the tip against my forearm. The crossbeam was about four feet up from the ground, giving me a nice, comfortable way to rest my upper body. 
 
      
 
    Then Mistress Sara pushed the lower support toward my hips. It had been at the small of my back the last time. Now it forced me to take a few steps back, stretching myself out. 
 
      
 
    “Spread your legs too,” Sara said softly, giving my bottom a light caress. It made my breath catch in my throat and don’t think for a moment that I didn’t recognize the perfect target my ass was making. So now I was bent over, stretched out, with both breasts dangling beneath me like ripe, dark pink fruit. My skin was still inflamed, hot from the flogging and I would have been incredibly uncomfortable had I been required to put on a bra at that point. Granted, after the beating of my breasts, not to mention one of the most amazing orgasms I’ve had in ages, Mistress Sara and Alissa had taken me to their bedroom, a beautifully, rich room, done in crimson and gold, where a king sized bed was waiting. Still hurting, they’d laid me on my back while Sara had peeled off her clothes.  
 
      
 
    A sensual, soft, delicate, full body massage followed and I have to admit that I might never again pay for masseuse. Two sets of hands, touching me in every spot, but concentrating primarily on my breasts, thighs, and sex? Do you have any idea what it is like to have not one, but two women, gently rubbing your body with oil, focusing on not just relaxing you, but turning you on as well? I found myself spreading my legs wide with Alissa sitting cross-legged between my outstretched knees, the fingers of one hand fluttering against my petals, but staying away from my clit, while the other hand rubbed my legs. Then she’d switch hands, always bringing her fingers back up to my pussy. 
 
      
 
    And Sara? Oh my God. I was literally laying in her lap, her bare skin against mine, my hair across her hips, as her oiled palms danced, swirled, squeezed, kneaded, rubbed, and even flicked the tips of my breasts. It was an amazing way to “down” after the flogging, even though the massage did little to relieve the sensitivity, much less the swollen redness the flogger had left. At least my tits didn’t “hurt” any more.  
 
      
 
    Eventually, as I’d become more and more aroused, Alissa had finally stopped teasing me and instead slid her own naked body up mine, the oil transferring from my skin to hers, rubbing me with her entire torso in a very “Asian” style massage. Her knee pressed against my pussy and when I began panting, she rose up, pressed her own sweet pussy against mine and began undulating back and forth wildly. I was just about to cum again when Sara pinched both of my nipples hard and declared, “Enough!” in a loud voice. 
 
      
 
    Damn. 
 
      
 
    I’d been led back to the “torture chamber”, given a mug of water (they didn’t want a glass to slip out of my oil slick hands,) and then told to approach the same crossbar I’d been bent backward upon before. I wondered if I was about to get another whipping, or worse - a caning, but instead of leaning back, this time Sara had different ideas.  
 
      
 
    And that’s how I found myself with my hands taped to the wooden pole, breasts dangling down beneath me like perfect little targets. Sara used her foot to widen my stance again and then I felt Alissa near my feet, once more tying up my ankles. The spreader bar widened me even more and I felt my heart rate pick up as the two women stepped back to admire my glistening skin, my available curves, the soft, wet slit, and most of all, the two swinging globes.  
 
      
 
    “Go get the strap-on,” Sara told Alissa and I twisted my head to watch as the little, brown-haired waif went to the cabinet. I was in a better position this time to see what was going on and what Alissa pulled out made my mouth go dry.  
 
      
 
    I’m not exactly a novice when it comes to strap-on dildos. You can’t exactly be a plaything of a bunch of horny lesbian dominatrixes without getting occasionally boned by synthetic dick. Alissa approached my backside with a black rubber torpedo hanging off her front end. It was seven inches long, but what concerned me most were the two wires, one colored black and the other colored red, which were plugged into the sides and led to a small, silver control box. I lost sight of her as she moved behind me and I braced myself as the bulbed tip touched my soaked slit. Alissa pushed and I let out a soft groan as most of the rubber cock slid into me. She started to pump, gently and eagerly, and it wasn’t until the third or fourth thrust that Alissa turned on the TENS Unit. 
 
      
 
    Why the hell is electricity considered a fucking sex toy? 
 
      
 
    Okay, admittedly, it felt amazing. She left it at like the lowest setting and it pulsed inside me, the sides of the Onyx Electrosex Strap-on serving as the actual conductors. My entire pussy tightened around the damn thing and I made a desperate whimpering sound. 
 
      
 
    “Obviously, you may not cum,” Sara said, pushing her hand under one of my udders and giving my nipple a hard squeeze. 
 
      
 
    I nodded frantically. “Yes Mistress!” I gasped. 
 
      
 
    As Alissa continued to mess around with my lower half, Sara went to the cupboard. I stood there, bent over at the waist, moaning with pleasure, impaled and pumping, aching with need. When Mistress Sara came back I saw what she was holding and bit my lip. Not good. She plugged it into a nearby wall socket and then knelt down, scooting under me. Her face was just a few inches away from my swinging, dangling, bare, still pink hued tits. I whimpered, let out a silent oath as she turned on the wand, and then jerked backward as she brought up the glowing purple glass tip to my breast. 
 
      
 
    Ow. Holy Fuck! 
 
      
 
    A moment later my brain began processing the real discomfort, which was coming from my pussy, not my breast. Sure, the sharp zap of the violet wand against my nipple had been painful, like an extra sharp pinch, twisting the tip back and forth while leaving a harsh sting. But when I jerked back away from Sara’s touch, I’d driven myself hard onto Alissa’s strap on. I let out a hard groan and hung my head. My hair, which was in a ponytail, dangling down past my shoulder, brushed at Sara and she pushed it out of the way. 
 
      
 
    “Turn the power up Alissa,” Sara said as she brought the violet wand back up to my breasts. I felt Alissa pull the dildo mostly out, but then the pulse of electricity increased and I went from a mild tingle to a definite pinch. Except it was inside me, where I’d never been pinched before. 
 
      
 
    “I hope you appreciate what I’m doing to you,” Sara said from beneath me. Another shock followed her comment. I kept trying to suck in my chest, pulling back from the touches of the wand. I groaned as I rocked back and forward, gyrating between getting shocked between the legs and along my bosom.   
 
      
 
    “Uh …” I whimpered. “Yes. Mistress Sara. Thank you for hurting me.” 
 
      
 
    Another shock, this one even more painful, eliciting a yelp from me, followed by my entire body jerking backward. I drove my pussy down onto Alissa’s dildo to the hilt. The dichotomy of the sexually stimulating fucking I was getting, in combination with the shocks to my tits, was not lost on me.  
 
      
 
    “Testing you. Stimulating you. Not just hurting you,” Sara declared. She let the wand swing back by the previous nipple and another arc of electricity shot from the glass tube (though technically it shot from me to the tube I suppose.) 
 
      
 
    I yelped, loudly, even as I drove myself backward onto the strap-on. Hard. It felt … crap - it felt amazing. “That’s not,” I panted. “What it feels like to me,” I puffed. Another shock between the legs made my pussy tighten up around Alissa’s strap-on even harder. I could feel the fluids beginning to drip. 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” Sara laughed, dragging the violet wand around the base of my left breast. “I am hurting you. And I like it.” She pulled the glass tip away and brought it up to my nipple, shocking me again and this time I moaned, making it clear that despite the discomfort, I was having a good time. Sara began humming under her breath as the shocks came fast. She never lingered, leaving the violet wand against my flesh in a burning tingle. It was clear she wanted the sharp jolt of voltage frying me at both ends. So she made an effort to go back and forth between my tits, zapping me over and over, making me jerk and wiggle, while at the other end Alissa’s hips pumped steadily, pulses of electricity making me clench hard.  
 
      
 
    I felt Alissa move her hands to my waist, giving herself more leverage as she gripped my hips. I felt the TENS Unit controller along my back, her fingers playing with it. As I jerked backward during one shocking thrust, she jammed the full length of the dildo into my pussy and held it there. Then she turned up the power another level. And a long, non-stopping shock made me yelp. I stood there, shaking, but there really wasn’t anything I could do. My loins tightened and began to spasm. Sara took advantage of my situation, slapping one tit hard while shocking the other one. Back and forth.  
 
      
 
    Finally I cried out again as Alissa futzed with the controller, except it wasn’t in pain. The pressure of arousal had blossomed inside me again. The pulses pushed at me, increasing each little moment and the three of us moved, not in rhythm, but like some sort of weirdly perverse tennis match. Sara would zap my nipple, or spank one of my breasts. I’d jerk backward and away from her, thus ramming myself hard on Alissa’s strap-on, which would then shock my pussy enough to make me cry out. I’d jerk forward, giving my boobs up for another round of tetherball. It’d get smacked, or zapped, and go back down to Alissa, who would return the serve back up to Sara, who would catch my other tit on the rebound, delivering another burning shock.  
 
      
 
    Zap, plunge, thrust, groan. Fuck, it should be a televised sport on ESPN.  
 
      
 
    I have no idea how long I stood there, bent over, fucked and electrocuted, but it seemed like it was days, possibly hours. In reality it was just minutes, maybe ten, before my over-stimulated body gave way. Pain and pleasure melded once more and I announced my intention to explode with a begging plea. 
 
      
 
    “Please Mistress! Please? Please can I cum?” I pleaded. Sara rewarded me with another jolt to the nipple.  
 
      
 
    “I’d prefer it if you didn’t,” she said offhandedly. Alissa pulled out, then thrust her dildo back in. Another shock. I squealed. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got to cum!” I insisted. 
 
      
 
    Sara laughed. “No you don’t,” she replied. “You think you have to cum. Resist.” Another touch of the violet wand. I jerked sideways, away from the glowing glass rod.  
 
      
 
    I grit my teeth. “I can’t!” I whined. 
 
      
 
    Sara clicked her tongue against her teeth. “If you do, you’ll be punished. Alissa will pull out completely and ram that strap-on right up into your cute little ass,” she warned. 
 
      
 
    And at that I let out a desperate, almost hysterical laugh. And the orgasm started. 
 
      
 
    You would have been impressed. I swung my hips in an arc, the strap-on fully buried in my dripping snatch. My chest was heaving, both from exertion and from torment. I made some whimpering, moaning sounds, my entire skin crawling with sensation. I lifted my head and arched my back and then I tightened around Alissa’s strap-on and came. 
 
      
 
    Sara, ever wise, moved the violet wand away from my tits, and brought it up between my legs. I wasn’t expecting it, but the sharp, agonizing jolt of electricity to my clitoris congealed behind the orgasm and instead of destroying it, got behind and fucking pushed. 
 
      
 
    Hard. Ohm my.   
 
      
 
      
 
    (I know. That was a bad pun. Wasn’t it?)


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-three 
 
      
 
    Isobel pulled her hand out from between my legs and I gasped, trembling violently. Two of her fingers were soaked and she pushed them between my lips, forcing me to suck them clean. The salty, musky taste of my own pussy filled my mouth and I moaned, wishing she’d kept them right there between my thighs, twisting inside me. Desperation is a nasty thing, especially when combined with the throbbing of my poor, twisted nipples, both of which were still wrenched at forty-five degree angles, forced by a thin, plastic cane stuck through my piercings. 
 
      
 
    Isobel wiped her hand on my side, drawing her hand across my boob and up to the tip. It was more than enough to make me whimper. Then she spread her fingers, grasping my breast and giving it a rough squeeze. Imagine one of those stress balls. That’s what I felt like. 
 
      
 
    “So Sara chilled, heated, spiked, beat, and then electrified these amazing tits of yours,” Isobel said, kneading my bosom. The cane jiggled and pain shot up through my chest. Isobel grinned. “What was the worst?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “The worst of what she’d done up to me at that point? Or later?” I asked in a panting, whiney voice. 
 
      
 
    Isobel laughed. “Well, let’s not get ahead of ourselves. That first test was all about your sensitivity to different textures and temperatures. Sara made particular note that you responded very well to heat and cold. Tell me, Breanne. Do you like enduring these kinds of things?” 
 
      
 
    I shifted back and forth, my breasts still throbbing with pain. Isobel’s fingers were not kind. “It’s a torment I can endure,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “But does it turn you on?” Isobel asked again, giving my breasts another hard squeeze. My answer was to groan and Isobel accepted that. Then she decided to try another tack. “Did you like the spiked mat?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. “It was uncomfortable,” I allowed. I didn’t want to say much more. Saying you liked or didn’t like something as a submissive in this company was a crapshoot. I’ve made mention of the fact that I don’t like things in my ass. And now everyone and their monkey’s uncle is constantly shoving something into my goddamned rear end. The last thing I wanted to do was give Isobel ideas.  
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, she had her own. Isobel let go of my breast, which left me just enduring the agony of the cane twisting my nipples inward. I watched as she walked over to the mistresses’ table and Julie handed something to her. When Isobel turned back, she was pulling on a glove. My mouth went dry as I recognized what she was wearing. One side of the glove was black and smooth, while the other seemed to sparkle like stars in the night sky.  
 
      
 
    A vampire glove. Fuck. I’d endured this particular torment a number of times before, just never at the hands of Isobel. Vampire gloves were studded with sharp little pins along each finger and across the entire palm. The Society owned several pair but I’d rarely seen them used and wasn’t a usual recipient of this particular kind of torment. I pulled on my bonds, almost near panic, as Isobel came back up, her gloved hand raised. I tried to pull away as she laid her hand on my breast, palm right over the cane-twisted nipple.  
 
      
 
    “Aaahhh!” I gasped as I felt the pins prickle against the throbbing tip of my breast. Isobel applied a bit of pressure and while I knew that the vampire glove wouldn’t puncture my skin, it sure as hell felt like a hundred pins were being pushed into my turgid and twisted nipple, not to mention the rest of my breast.  
 
      
 
    “Sara was quite impressed with the tactile sensitivity of Breanne’s tits,” Isobel said, speaking to the other mistresses, even though she was facing me, kneading my left breast with the vampire glove, letting the cane send its own terrible jolts of agony up my spine. “Sara inflicted a tack mat, fur, frozen coconut oil, and then hot wax to Breanne’s breasts.” 
 
      
 
    This did not feel good. Isobel’s other hand went down between my legs, her fingers finding my clit, rubbing it softly as her spiked palm and fingers did horrible things to my left tit. The juxtaposition of sensations made me groan and suddenly my brain couldn’t tell if it still didn’t feel good. Mixed signals from both erogenous zones made my knees buckle. Isobel let go and even pulled her hand away from my pussy, only to walk behind the St. Andrew’s Cross. Then she stuck an arm out under my side and grabbed my right breast with the vampire glove. 
 
      
 
    I cried out as the pins pricked me sharply and with her other hand she pulled on the cane, tugging it free of the piercings on both breasts. It was a relief, or would have been if my right boob hadn’t been playing pincushion. I gasped, letting out a sob of relief, then groaned again. Isobel let go of my tit and stepped back out in front of me.  
 
      
 
    “Mistress Sara observed that Breanne’s breasts are quite magnificent. She is a 36C and is both sensitive and resilient. Sara stated that Breanne took several different beatings, including six cane strokes, a ten minute lashing with a rubber flogger, and was then subjected to almost a full twenty minutes of electricity.” Isobel looked back at me. “What did you think of that?” She asked me. 
 
      
 
    I gulped, shuddering. “It was torment, Mistress.”  
 
      
 
    “But did you cum?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, trembling.  
 
      
 
    “Multiple times, according to Mistress Sara,” Isobel declared. She stepped up next to me and slid the hand wearing the glove behind my ass, between my skin and the St. Andrew’s Cross. She cupped my buttock. Next thing I knew the pins were digging into my rear end. I jerked forward, gasping.  
 
      
 
    “In regards to Rule #1, Mistress Sara reported that Breanne was in compliance, showing up stuffed with your ben wa balls,” Isobel said. 
 
      
 
    Lucille snorted from the other side of the table. “A safe choice,” she sneered. “Why is she even allowed to wear those things? She should be constantly vibrating.” 
 
      
 
    Julie leaned forward. “Because she’s human,” she said smartly. “And because occasionally she needs a break. No one can stand being insanely aroused all the time.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille rolled her eyes. “I think you’re underestimating her.” She gave me an intense look. “If she were mine I’d torment her violently, non-stop.” 
 
      
 
    The sound of a hand slapping down on the table startled everyone, including me. It was Kari and I saw the flash of anger in her eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne will not be abused. We can torment her, humiliate her, deny her satisfaction and force her to endure it over and over, but we will not abuse her.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone sort of swallowed that and Lucille nodded, albeit reluctantly. Isobel smiled at Kari and then pulled her pin covered hand off my butt. “As far as Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #2 goes, Mistress Sara reported that Bre was both willing and accepting. And considering we all know how much Sara appreciates a well striped bosom, I’m sure you can understand the high marks.” 
 
      
 
    Isobel moved her hand back up to my breast, squeezing it. I winced as the pins went in again. “Breanne was cooperative as well and as far as Rule #4, she was appropriately dressed, with both breasts hanging out upon arrival.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help it. I grinned at Lucille.  
 
      
 
    “Okay, okay!” Lucille snapped. “She did everything right for a change. Need I remind this panel that she violated a number of the rules, multiple times, in earlier reviews? A perfect score this time doesn’t mean she been compliant. It just means she got lucky, or more likely, she was worried about Sara beating the crap out of her tits and cunt. She should be punished, right now, and stripped of her title.” 
 
      
 
    Julie opened her mouth, but it was Savannah who spoke first, furiously. “I wish you’d make up your mind, Lucille. Are we underestimating her? Or is she unworthy? You’ve now indicated both. If we are, as you say, not giving her enough credit to withstand all this torment you wish to inflict upon her, then she’s most definitely earned, and should retain her title. Yet here you are, trying to strip her of it!”  
 
      
 
    Lucille cringed slightly. “Well, I… I just meant...“ Her voice trailed off. 
 
      
 
    Isobel frowned in rebuke. She’d already let go of my breast and approached the table of mistresses. “We know what you meant. What we don’t understand is your animosity. Do you have something against Breanne?” 
 
      
 
    Lucille blushed and looked away. Isobel let out a soft sigh. “Ah. Of course. It’s not Breanne, is it?” 
 
      
 
    Lucille’s eyes flickered. “I’m not the one on trial here.” She pointed a finger at me. “She is.” 
 
      
 
    Isobel sighed. Kari’s mouth puckered up. “It’s not a trial. It’s a review,” Kari replied slowly. “But if you have problems with me, then we should discuss them privately. Please don’t take it out on Julie’s submissive.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille looked at Kari. “I am not taking out my dislike for you, Kari Anders, on your former sub. In my opinion, you are all too soft on her. You give in to her little tantrums, to her urges. Hell, her writing! If she were my sub she’d be too busy begging for her next orgasm to write anything. Ever. Have you seen the way she describes us?” 
 
      
 
    Isobel held up a hand. “This tribunal is not here as a literary critic. Breanne’s writing has occasionally been a concern, but she does it rather well, has only a small following of readers, and has been respectful of our personal privacy,” Isobel glanced up at me with a wry smile. “Even if she has been a little too revealing when it comes to the Society.” 
 
      
 
    “Have you read how she portrays me?” Lucille asked. 
 
      
 
    Savannah snorted. “I’m a southern belle in her books,” she retorted. “And as far as mischaracterizations go, I don’t know what you’re whining about. Bre portrays you as a bitch, because you are one.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille went red and started to get up. I looked away.  
 
      
 
    “Lucille!” Isobel snapped. “Sit back down!” 
 
      
 
    “How dare she…” Lucille spluttered, eyes wild.  
 
      
 
    Isobel sighed. “Savannah. That was uncalled for,” Isobel chided the other mistress. Savannah shrugged.  
 
      
 
    “If she doesn’t like it, she can quit the Society. I’m tired of her nastiness.” 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded. “I agree,” she muttered. Mistress Amanda looked uncomfortable while Kari sat there with a grim expression on her face. 
 
      
 
    Lucille went silent and crossed her arms. Isobel gave her a frustrated look of contention. “We’ll discuss this later,” she said. “But back to the point, Breanne successfully completed Sara’s evaluation with outstanding marks on all points.” 
 
      
 
    For a moment no one spoke, probably expecting another outburst from Lucille. But then  
 
    Mistress Amanda coughed politely. “Did Sara make any suggestions for improvement?” 
 
      
 
    Isobel waved her hand. “Only that Breanne should be subjected to frequent breast bondage, chemical stimulation, clamps, and breast spankings.” Isobel gave Julie a grin. “But Julie already does that on a regular basis.” She reached over and cupped my left breast again with the vampire glove and I whimpered as the pins dug back into my flesh. “So I think we’re pretty much covered.”  
 
      
 
    “Are we?” Julie asked. 
 
      
 
    Isobel nodded and let go. As I stood there, still bound to the St. Andrew’s Cross, Kari rose. She held a few sheets of paper in her hand and walked around the table.  
 
      
 
    “Then it is now my turn,” Kari said, not to me, but to the other mistresses. “We have just one final review to cover before we adjourn to consider our decision. We’ve heard testimony about Breanne’s body, her nipples and breasts, the soles of her feet, her ass, and even the sensitivity of her clit. But what we have not yet explored is the depths of her true, best asset.” Kari turned toward me and smiled. “Her vagina.” 
 
      
 
    There was a smattering of amused laughs from the mistresses and Kari walked around the St. Andrew’s Cross. I couldn’t see her. I twitched, pulling on the straps that held my wrists and ankles away from my body.  
 
      
 
    “Did you know that Breanne is almost always wet?” Kari asked the others, her voice immediately behind me, but also low, as if she were squatting down. I twisted my head, trying to see her, but I couldn’t.  
 
      
 
    “Her pussy is always ready, always available,” Kari said. “Even in high school I knew there was something special about Bre. She was constantly horny, always begging me to use her, to make her cum. It was like magic. She’d wake up wet and on the nights she stayed over I’d roll over in the bed and slip my hands between her legs. Even asleep she was damp and needy.” I knew something was up because her voice was coming up from between my legs. Then I felt something press against my sex. I looked down. I saw something black and glistening, but then I groaned as the massive dildo was worked into my slit. I clenched my ass and thrust my hips forward as Kari filled me, but if I had any intention of trying to manipulate the massive cock now impaling me, the width and thickness, not to mention the depth Kari had pushed it to, kept me from exerting my own will on it.  
 
      
 
    “Kylie?” Kari called out. From the darkness behind the table, Kylie came running up. She was still naked and her thighs were glistening, so I had little doubt that the other submissives were having their own little play time while I occupied the mistresses’ attention. Kylie bowed her head and knelt in front of me. 
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress Kari?” 
 
      
 
    “Please pump this slowly, in and out of Breanne,” Kari instructed. “I don’t want her cumming. At least not yet.” 
 
      
 
    Kylie nodded eagerly. “Yes Mistress.” She reached out and took hold of something between my knees and I realized the dildo was mounted on a stick. The thick rod slid downward as Kylie tugged most of the rubber cock out my pussy, and then, just when less than an inch was inside me, she pushed it back in. Slowly. 
 
      
 
    Oh. Oh my. 
 
      
 
    Kari swung around the St. Andrew’s Cross and back into my view just as Kylie drew the dildo back for another thrust. “I felt that an outside review of Breanne’s most precious asset was needed and so I contacted a friend whose husband specializes in precisely the portion of Breanne’s anatomy that we wished tested. Breanne was instructed to drive to their residence, where she was subjected to a thorough, penetrative, and quite thorough testing of her vagina.  
 
      
 
    Kylie looked up at me and our eyes met. There was a wicked gleam in her eye and she pushed again. I wanted her to pick up the pace, to go faster, to push deeper. Instead the dildo went in with excruciating sluggishness, and even though it went deep, it wasn’t enough. God help me, it wasn’t enough.   
 
      
 
    What had Kari said? A “thorough testing?” Oh yes. What Kari’s friends did to me was quite thorough. Deep and fast and every which way. I remembered it so clearly, Darren and Tamara went through me from one end to the other … 
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    Chapter Thirty-four 
 
      
 
    I parked my silver, Saturn SL sedan in the circle driveway and stared up at the massive house before me. The facade was a peculiar mixture of stone and brick, the new standard in architectural design that I personally detested. Why on earth would you mix textures like that? I shook my head, suppressing the thought and looked down. Clearly, working with an interior designer for a living was having some deleterious effects on my perceptions. Who was I to judge the exterior of another person’s house? I grew up in a two story farm home built in 1932 that has since been leveled to make room for a house just like the one I was standing in front of.  
 
      
 
    I climbed out of my seat. The last breath of warm, autumn air swirled around my bare legs and the hem of my skirt swirled comfortably around my knees. The white silk blouse I wore bordered on respectable, or at least it would have been had I not been wearing a deeply crimson colored bra underneath, completely visible through the sheer material.  
 
      
 
    I walked across the pavement and up to the door, the heels of my six inch heels noisy as I moved from concrete to stonework. Eventually I stood before the massive wooden door and bit my bottom lip with nervous expectation. A few things went through my mind, like “what the hell are you doing here?” Then, with a deep breath, summoning all my courage, I rang the bell. I didn’t even realize I was tapping my foot until the door began to swing open. A charming smile appeared in a round face and his voice was like syrup. 
 
      
 
    “Hello. You must be Breanne.” 
 
      
 
    He was in his mid-forties with a wealth of dark, full hair, a thin, clean-shaven face, and he looked Italian. His skin was olive colored and he had a look that made me imagine him holding a gun, pushing a guy wearing concrete shoes over the railing of a bridge. Time to swim with the fishies! His accent was mid-western though, totally American, and he was wearing a pair of dark trousers, loafers, and a navy blue, polo shirt. All of it looked expensive, with high thread counts and quality material. I’m pretty darn sure the shoes were patent leather, and if I wasn’t mistaken, his belt matched the shoes. Deliberately. He held out his hand to me.  
 
      
 
    “I’m Darren. It’s a pleasure to meet you. Kari has told us so much about you.” He said it very confidently. 
 
      
 
    I took his hand and shook it, but when I let go, he didn’t, exerting a gentle pressure. He pulled me into the house. I didn’t really mind. It just took me by surprise. I mean, sure… I was there specifically. I would have come in on my own. But to be pulled, compelled… forced. It just felt…  
 
      
 
    Powerful. And commanding. 
 
      
 
    Any protest I had on my lips died as I took in the foyer. The ceiling was about twenty feet above my head and a freaking crystal chandelier that was about as large as my car hung from the top. It glittered and glowed beautifully, illuminating parquet floors, a curved and massive staircase going up the right side of the foyer, and some rather impressive art - Monet I think, and possibly one Georgia O’Keeffe. I’m not sure. Art isn’t exactly my thing. 
 
      
 
    Darren didn’t let my hand go and instead held it protectively as I gaped. He pulled me deeper into the house as my eyes made my shocked appreciation all the more obvious. He grinned and turned me to the left, leading me into another warmly lit room. This one was obviously for sitting, or music, since there was an ebony colored, baby grand piano sitting in one corner. The floors were wood, but the two sofas were both positioned on an intricate Persian rug. The table between them had a silver service set and I could smell the enticing scent of coffee. Again the art was amazing, but this time my attention was almost fully drawn to the woman sitting on one of the sofas. 
 
      
 
    She was blond, but I could tell that came from the same sort of bottle my crimson locks did. It looked like she might have had that coloring when she was younger though. Now she was fifteen years older than me, with light laugh lines around her eyes and a warm smile. She wore dark red lipstick that matched her nails. But what truly intrigued me was that she wore a skimpy, navy blue chemise. 
 
      
 
    And nothing else. 
 
      
 
    Her legs were crossed delicately and one bare foot hung above her knee, the arch curved and smooth. Her toes were small and also painted red and her skin seemed flawless. I couldn’t exactly see if she was wearing panties, but enough leg was showing that I could literally see her flank and I swallowed hard at the overt sexuality of her position. This woman seemed to ooze arousal. There was a smoldering look in her eyes as she stared at me. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve brought her, Tamara dear,” Darren said. He gestured at the woman sitting. “Breanne, this is my wife, Tamara.” He nodded at the woman. “Tamara, may I present Breanne Erickson?” 
 
      
 
    Tamara stared at me and I felt the familiar and rather unsettling sensation of being looked at by a hungry predator. I’m not exactly new to the whole “prey” scene, but I could tell that this woman longed to shred every article of clothing I owned and devour me. She wasn’t looking for a specific sexual activity from me. She would get turned on by possessing me. Using me. Playing me like an instrument.  
 
      
 
    “Very pretty,” she said in judgement. “But then, I expected that from something that belonged to Kari Anders.” 
 
      
 
    I blushed and looked down. Tamara let out a little laugh. 
 
      
 
    “So submissive. I love her, Darren.” She directed her attention back to me. “Now my dear, I’m told that you are required to keep a sex toy in your sweet, little slit. Do you have one in you now?” Tamara asked. 
 
      
 
    “Yes ma’am,” I replied with a nod of my head. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Tamara corrected me. “And you’ll address my husband as Master for the duration of this evening.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I replied obediently. “Yes I have my ben wa balls inside me.” I shifted my weight and felt the two golf-ball sized spheres roll through the soft, wet depths between my legs. I’d chosen them specifically because I hadn’t wanted to be mindlessly aroused. I wanted some control.  
 
      
 
    Tamara nodded, her smile turning wicked. “Very well. For the remainder of the night you will not need them.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded and my hand started to reach down but Darren suddenly grabbed my wrist, tightly. 
 
      
 
    “No Breanne,” Tamara said. “My husband will remove them. Merely lift your skirt like a good girl and spread your legs.” 
 
      
 
    I admit, I felt just a bit of trepidation. Good girls don’t exactly lift their skirts and spread their legs. Besides, I didn’t know these people. I was in a strange place. I only had Kari’s word that they would abide by my limits. And admittedly, it was a terrible, awful, amazing, powerful turn on. I glanced at Darren who was smiling in a friendly congenial manner and I didn’t detect the same sort of voraciousness in him. Still, it would be his hand between my legs first. He let go of my wrist and my fingers snagged my skirt and I began lifting it. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t wearing panties and the soft, yellow light bathed the glisten petals of my sex. I didn’t do it by halves either. I lifted my skirt up until my clit and even lower belly was in view, the material bunched up above my lower half. Darren, still by my side, touched my hip and slid his hand slowly, very, very slowly, down across my loins. I gasped, stiffening as his fingertips grazed my clitoris and then he ran those same soft pads down over my petals. For several maddening seconds he caressed me, swirling the leaking moisture up and around my clitoris and then all the way down to where the small string was peeking out from inside me. I felt him thread it with his finger and then he pulled, gently but steadily. 
 
      
 
    There is something about having the ben wa balls removed that doesn’t sit right with me. Something resists having them taken out. Maybe it’s the way I tighten. Or maybe it's just the shape. I don’t know. But I moaned as Darren finally managed to tug the balls from between my legs, the successful rattle adding some necessary percussion to my vocal music. I watched from half-lidded eyes as Darren deposited the wet spheres into an empty, decorative bowl in the center of the coffee table.  
 
      
 
    “Is she wet?” Asked Tamara, but with a playful, teasing tone. 
 
      
 
    Darren looked back at me and then suddenly grabbed me by the pussy, sliding his middle finger deep. My eyes widened as I gasped, his finger wriggling madly inside me. It was not a gentle fingering, but penetrative, deep and somewhat brutal. He kept his hand there for almost twenty seconds before finally pulling out and holding his finger up to my mouth. I opened obediently and sucked. 
 
      
 
    “Quite wet,” he assured his wife. “And surprisingly tight as well.” 
 
      
 
    Tamara hummed thoughtfully. “A pleasant surprise,” she said as Darren pulled his finger out of my mouth. “Tell me, Breanne. On a scale of one to ten, with ten being about to cum, how aroused are you?” She asked.  
 
      
 
    I thought about it for a moment. Before Darren had stuck his finger in me, I’d been at a two, or maybe even a three. But now I was a good, strong four. “Four, mistress.”  
 
      
 
    Tamara smiled. “Very well. Remove your clothing now.” I nodded and began pushing down on my skirt. She didn’t ask me. She commanded me.  
 
      
 
    “As you are no doubt aware, Darren and I have been asked to measure the versatility of your pussy. We were given certain attributes to measure, though we’ve been given certain freedoms to pursue those tests as we will.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced up, suddenly nervous. Well… more nervous. Tamara saw and held up her hand. “Rest assured,” she said softly. “We’ve been advised of your limits and we will not cross them.” Then she grinned. “That said, you are something of a gift. It’s rare for us to have access to someone so…” 
 
      
 
    “Experienced,” Darren said from beside me as my skirt fell to the floor around my knees. 
 
      
 
    “Blouse now,” Tamara demanded. “I wish to see your breasts.” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and began unbuttoning the white, silk blouse. It didn’t take long and I shrugged out of it with Darren taking the shirt and folding it easily, leaving it draped over the back of one of the sofas. I began to reach behind myself to undo the bra, but his fingers slipped across my skin and I felt him undoing it for me. Then the tightness around my breasts fell away and I stood there for them both, naked except for the gold glinting from the tips of my bosom and the slip on heels. 
 
      
 
    “Exquisite,” Tamara breathed. She stood up and for the first time I got a glimpse of her own sex. No panties, but her petals looked soft and pink and very wet. Then her slit disappeared beneath the hem of her chemise. She was taller than me, even without heels. She put her finger on my cheek, drew it down to just under my chin, and then lifted my head until I was looking at the ceiling. 
 
      
 
    “It’s almost too bad that we’re so focused on her cunt,” Tamara said, obviously not speaking to me, but to Darren. “Look at her breasts.” 
 
      
 
    Darren circled around from behind me and ran a finger horizontally across my chest. “She’s been caned. Or switched. Perhaps a week ago.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. They weren’t wrong. It had been almost a week, but Mistress Sara had done a number on my tits. I’d been left with a number of welts, though now you could barely see them. 
 
      
 
    “Several times,” Tamara agreed. “And they were aiming for her nipples. See here?” She touched a spot right next to the padlock on my right tit and made a circling motion. “The mark is still there.” 
 
      
 
    “Very nice,” Darren agreed. Then he gave Tamara a warning look. “But that will have to be saved for another time, my dear. Right now we should take her upstairs and begin.” 
 
      
 
    Tamara let out a sigh and nodded. “Very well,” she said, taking her hand away from my chest. She gave me a direct and penetrating look. “But I would have enjoyed hurting your breasts.” 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips and the words came out. “You still can, Mistress. I will accept anything you wish to do to me within my limits.” 
 
      
 
    Tamara’s smile widened and she put both hands on my cheeks and suddenly kissed me. It was a solid, wet, tongue-filled kiss and when we parted I was a bit breathless. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my! You are just scrumptious. But it isn’t just your limits we’re required to abide by. Still, we might be able to satisfy your request,” she continued as Darren’s hand took mine and he pulled on me.  
 
      
 
    “Come Breanne. We have a place ready for you upstairs. Come with me.” 
 
      
 
    We left the sitting room, my clothes, and my ben wa balls and returned to the foyer. It felt a bit awkward to be walking around naked like this, wearing just my high heels, but neither of my hosts seemed to mind. Darren led me to the stairs and Tamara followed, no doubt studying my bare ass with every step. I felt her fingers graze my buttocks a number of times. We got to the second story and Darren turned me to the right, taking me down a softly carpeted hall. We passed a bathroom bigger than my apartment living room, then entered what was obviously intended to be a den, or maybe a second master bedroom 
 
      
 
    Or, given the decor, a doctor’s office slash Spanish Inquisition torture chamber. 
 
      
 
    Okay. I give up. I understand “man caves” and “sewing rooms.” Hell, my mother even had a “guest room” for when my Grandmother would come over when I was a kid. But this is getting ridiculous. How many people out there have the space and wherewithal to have a room dedicated to nothing but sexually torturing people? I mean, Kari’s got her torture chamber. Julie has her second bedroom which is set aside for the same thing. Sara? Yep. Playroom. And now Darren and Tamara? 
 
      
 
    Granted, this one had an examination chair, one that I was intimately familiar with. Any woman who has had a visit with the obstetrician/gynecologist recognizes that chair. Cleary Darren and Tamara were rich enough to be able to afford an examination tool that probably costs more than my car. It also made me feel a variety of other sensations - like trepidation. Don’t get me wrong; my ob/gyn is female and the very soul of professionalism. It’s just sitting there, with your legs up, getting probed in a very non-sexual, medical manner - it just makes you uncomfortable. I felt the same squirming sensation deep in my belly. And this chair was prepped. The stirrups were already out and waiting. There were also some disturbing modifications that I immediately noticed. The last few times I’d been to the doctor there hadn’t been leather bondage straps bolted to the stirrups, or up near the top. Or across the middle.  
 
      
 
    Even as I felt a shiver go down my spine, I realized that the rest of the room was perhaps the most frightening “sexual torture chamber” I’d ever been in. The walls weren’t white. They were black and several sconces provided indirect lighting to much of the room. The examination chair itself was under a bright spot light, positioned above the more, uh … interesting end - so that the “patient’s” pussy would be fully illuminated. A sideboard cupboard was placed against one wall and it was painted the same black color, with steel knobs on the cabinet and drawer doors. On top of the sideboard was glass jars with steel caps and my mouth went dry. One canister was filled with metal skewers, each needle thin, looking like they were resting in alcohol. Another was filled with plastic clothespins. And yet another held some sort of strange looking, spiked seeds. What the fuck? There were swabs, cotton balls, and a jar of forceps clamps. 
 
      
 
    The wall opposite the sideboard, on the other side of the examination chair, had a metal rack on it. A dozen different whips, canes, paddles, and floggers hung there. I paused when I spotted the fly swatter. That’s just fucking wrong. They’d trimmed the end too, so that it was narrow. Clearly not meant for swatting flies.  
 
      
 
    There were two seats in the room. One was a traditional stool, with wheels, that sat between the examination chair and the sideboard. The other was the typical doctor’s stool and it was ready to be rolled right between the stirrups. I watched as Tamara took the “assistant’s” stool, her chemise rolling up her leg. Another glimpse of her sex came before she crossed her legs, giving me a warm smile. 
 
      
 
    “Please sit down in the examination chair,” Darren said to me with a politeness that seemed very wrong for such a room. I gave him an uncomfortable look, but then turned, placing my bare bottom against the edge of the raised patient bench. I hopped up, sitting down on the end and there was little else I could do but sit back. I didn’t even need to be told as Darren lifted one of my feet, placing my leg into the little metal shelf designed to hold my calf. A moment later I was in the usual position; legs open, slit exposed. 
 
      
 
    Yay. 
 
      
 
    Darren gave me a momentary look, as if expecting me to protest, but when I didn’t he began the bondage process. My right ankle went first, then my left. He buckled the belt across my waist, his fingers finding my skin irresistible, constantly dipping down between my legs and through the wetness he found there. And I was wet. Very, very wet. It made me breathless, every time he slipped his hand through my folds. Then he took my left hand, drew it high and up, bringing it down above my head. 
 
      
 
    “Do I have to be tied down?” I asked plaintively. 
 
      
 
    He gave me a sympathetic look. “Yes. I’m sorry. But what we plan on doing to you will be quite stressful, as well as arousing. For your own safety and ours, you’ll need to be restrained.” 
 
      
 
    I gulped a bit as he leaned across me, quickly binding my other wrist. And then that was it. I was theirs. Bound, in a huge house, with no one within shouting distance, at their mercy. My only safety net was that Kari knew where I was and with whom. She’d been the one to set it up. I had to trust her.  
 
      
 
    Darren moved down to the end of the examination table and reached toward the base. An electric motor hummed and the stirrups holding my legs open began to move. Outward. I groaned as my legs were spread even more, moving beyond embarrassing, through indecent, toward something I’d call “yoga pose”. My thighs began to ripple and burn. I gasped and a moment later the motor stopped. I glanced down past my quietly heaving breasts to see that I’d basically been forced into the splits. I was so wide that even my labia had opened up and Darren leaned down. Then to my even greater discomfort, he sniffed. 
 
      
 
    “She smells healthy,” he said softly. I presume he was talking to Tamara. My cheeks turned crimson at such a humiliating observation, but then he straightened and went to the sideboard. The top drawer on the left revealed a box of latex gloves and he snapped a pair of blue ones on. 
 
      
 
    “Are you allergic to latex?” He asked me softly. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No, Master.”  
 
      
 
    He smiled then. “Good. This will go fast then.” He stepped back over to me, and then with two fingers, slid them into my sex. 
 
      
 
    It was perhaps the strangest, finger fuck I’ve ever endured. First of all, it only lasted two or three minutes and involved him placing pressure on various internal parts of me. Then what Darren was doing morphed into an actual pelvic exam. He pushed down on my lower belly and I groaned. It was not comfortable. Or pleasant. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, how old are you?” Darren asked me. 
 
      
 
    “Thirty,” I said, my voice strained.  
 
      
 
    “Have you been in for a checkup recently?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Two months ago.” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a soft smile. “Good. How often do you go?” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a curious look. This wasn’t exactly public information. “I go to my general practitioner for a checkup three times a year,” I said simply. “I see my ob/gyn twice a year as well.” 
 
      
 
    Darren patted my leg with his free hand. “Excellent. I wish all my patients were as diligent as you.” He pulled his fingers out of my pussy and snapped the glove off. Then he went back to the sideboard, but on a fresh set of gloves and produced a speculum and one of those light scope things. I whimpered when I saw the steel tool. Out of all the different things I’ve had stuck inside my pussy, speculum are on the short end of the stick. Not fun at all. 
 
      
 
    “You’re probably familiar with this at your age and experience. I need to get a look at your cervix. When was your last pap smear?” 
 
      
 
    Now I was getting uncomfortable. “Two years ago,” I said. “That test doesn’t happen that often.”  
 
      
 
    Darren nodded. “Every three years for a woman of your age. What about STD tests?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Every visit. Both doctors. I’m clean. Kari and Julie are both very strict about me using appropriate protection.” 
 
      
 
    He nodded and Tamara stood up. As Darren slid the speculum into me, Tamara opened another drawer and pulled out a small test kit. She put on a pair of gloves as well, and I watched, a really weird feeling about the whole thing coming over me. Then the speculum hit my cervix and a shard of pain came up from between my legs, the kind of pain that I didn’t find one bit erotic. I let out a little yelp as Darren bent down and shined his light through the speculum. 
 
      
 
    “Light pink. No spots or deformations. There are some abrasions however.” He pulled the speculum out, pointing to my slit. “And look at the vaginal bruising. She’s suffered quite a bit. Recently too” Tamara leaned over and cast an appraising eye on my flower. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” Tamara replied. “Kari mentioned that she frequently accommodates large objects and is often pussy whipped. She evidently enjoys it.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, more than a little embarrassed by the topic of conversation. I felt his fingers press on my sex as he handed Tamara the speculum. She put it on the sideboard.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my. Thoughts, my dear?” Tamara asked.  
 
      
 
    I felt him draw a line down one side of my vagina. “Look here. You’re quite right. She has been beaten here. Repeatedly. But not within a week. Probably a paddle. A small one.” He looked up at his wife with a peculiar, knowing smile. “Rectangular in shape.” 
 
      
 
    Tamara chuckled and nodded. “Kari said that Bre preferred the sap.” 
 
      
 
    Darren eyes seemed to sparkle. “Oh yes. This could easily have come from something like that.” 
 
      
 
    “Do we need to go easy? Will the damage hamper me?” Tamara asked with honest concern, bending over to look at my crotch. I closed my eyes. I didn’t want to watch. This was too cold, too calculating. If I could have covered my ears I’d have done it. 
 
      
 
    Darren shook his head. “Not in the least. You’ll be able to inflict all the damage you want.” He tilted his head up and his overwhelmingly pleased wife kissed him. I heard the noise of it. I felt a hand cup my pussy, realizing it was Tamara’s. Her palm pressed against my clit, moving in a soft, circular pattern. I groaned, feeling the arousal return. Then Tamara’s eyes brightened and she looked down on me with a knowing grin.  
 
      
 
    “Well, thank goodness for that!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-five 
 
      
 
    Can I have a sample stick?” Darren asked a moment later. 
 
      
 
    Tamara took one of the small cotton swabs from the test kit and handed it over. He rubbed it through my sex, handed it back, then took a second swab from her. And a third. Each one was placed into a different small capsule and Tamara watched with curious eyes. One of the vials turned bright pink and my eyes widened in shock, only to get a laugh from Darren. 
 
      
 
    “No, no. That means there are no positive results. You’re fine,” he reassured me. 
 
      
 
    I gave him an uncomfortable smile. “I didn’t know I was getting a gynecological exam this evening too.” 
 
      
 
    He glanced sideways, an uncomfortable expression on his face. “Well, for all intents and purposes, this is not an exam. While I am a practicing Ob/Gyn, you are not my patient. I’m merely conducting an inspection as to your general health, using the tools and expertise at my disposal.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, which I regretted instantly when Darren gave me a disapproving look. “Sorry, Doctor,” I said. “But that’s sophistry.” 
 
      
 
    Darren stared at me for a long moment. Then without a word of warning he slapped me, hard. Except instead of across the face, his hand struck my sex. My labia flattened and a sharp, stinging sensation exploded from my clitoris. Even as I began crying out he delivered four more blows, turning my already pink flesh a darker shade of rose. Involuntarily, I tried to close my legs but the straps and stirrups kept me open and exposed. I sat there, panting as the sting turned to heat. 
 
      
 
    “Your doctor would not do that,” he said simply. “Would he?” 
 
      
 
    “No Master!” I blurted out in response. My buttocks kept tightening up, as did my sex. I wanted to reach down and rub my poor pussy, but with my hands bound above my head there wasn’t anything I could do. 
 
      
 
    He nodded satisfactorily and I was surprised that the momentary flash of anger disappeared so quickly. He turned toward his wife and smiled. “Are you ready to begin the testing of her pussy, dear?” 
 
      
 
    Tamara hummed a little and looked up. “Testing. Yes. Of course.” She opened one of the cabinet doors while Darren came out from between my legs and stepped to the side of the examination table. He put a hand on my right breast, teasing the nipple, even as his left hand came down on my forehead. 
 
      
 
    “So pretty,” he said. Then he bent down and kissed me. 
 
      
 
    It was a very involved kiss, including tongue, which only got better as his right hand slid down from my tit to my slit. His latex gloved hand felt smooth and when he pushed a single finger up into my sex I gasped, enjoying the penetration. My entire body pulsed with need and I wanted more. Desperately. With eyes closed I willingly gave myself up to him, totally unaware of other things going on in the room. 
 
      
 
    I had only a moment to realize that Tamara had moved into position at the end of the table. There was no time to prepare as Darren moved his hand, extracting his finger out of the gooey, soft, wetness between my legs. For about two seconds my poor pussy was empty and available, and then Tamara rammed a foot long, synthetic, strap-on cock as deep and as hard into my slit as was possible. 
 
      
 
    I cried out, not because it was painful, even though it was quite uncomfortable. But because I was totally unready for it. Tamara pushed the massive dildo into my sex with one deep thrust, driving the synthetic cock through my vagina and into my cervix. My toes curled and I would have kicked my feet had my ankles not been tied to the angled risers keeping my legs spread.  
 
      
 
    Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 states quite clearly that girls like me are to be ready for sexual intercourse at all times, and that to facilitate being used, we are to remain wet - basically aroused - permanently. It doesn’t have to be intense arousal of course, but the core of the idea is that if a man (or a perverted female sadist wearing a strap-on) wants to come up and slide his (or her) dick (dildo) into me, he (she) shouldn’t have to spend all that time in foreplay, getting me ready. Never mind the fact that foreplay is the fun part. Or at least it should be. If your foreplay isn’t the fun part, then you’re doing it wrong. Still, the basic concept is sound, at least for a nympho humiliation pain slut like me. He (or she) should be able to say “spread your legs” and then slide right in. 
 
      
 
    For a long time I’ve suspected that there is a secondary point to Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1; to humiliate me, rather than to enable a quick penetration. Think about it. My life seems to revolve around what torments others inflict upon me. Every day it’s some toy that’s either sexually uncomfortable, sexually arousing, or designed to hurt me in a sexual manner. It’s a sort of physical torment that has a mental component reinforcing the fact that I’m a slave to my baser desires, a sex object. And that’s the way the people around me want it. They like the fact I can’t sit still because my hips are constantly thrusting. They like the fact that my thighs glisten when I walk, wet because my pussy is dripping. They want me unable to close my legs, eyes half-closed in dreamy delight as I’m pushed closer and closer to the edge. The knowledge that my pussy is fluttering and pulsing around something at all times is a goal. So Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule Number 1 is not just about keeping me ready. It’s about reinforcing a perception. 
 
      
 
    I’m a cunt. 
 
      
 
    I don’t mean that in a derogatory way. Women, even submissive ones, should be treated with respect and not denigrated. A car is a valuable item, yes? You don’t mistreat your car, do you? But you do drive your car. You use it. Girls like me are like your car. We have a purpose. In my case, I’m a fuck slut. Pose me, take care of me, torment me, because that’s my purpose - to bring a sadist sexual satisfaction. Me? I need to cum, as often and as powerfully as possible, like your car needs gas and oil changes. So in order to get the best use out of me for your purposes, I need to be taken care of - in all the best ways. 
 
      
 
    But that’s just philosophy, isn’t it? 
 
      
 
    I groaned and cringed when the massive dildo struck the bone of my pelvis, but Tamara didn’t linger and pulled out almost immediately. By that point my pussy had tightened around the thick, rubber cock, lubricating the sides. The second thrust was much, much, better and the third didn’t hurt a damn bit. Glistening, black rubber slid in and out of my pussy as Tamara pumped hard, a look of concentration on her face. I’m not sure what pleasure she was getting out of this amazing, forceful penetration, but I was fucking loving it. The gargantuan dick pumped through my lower half like a pipe borer going under a roadway.  
 
      
 
    “Tamara, dear. I think she’s nearing climax,” Darren said apologetically, his hand resting on my breast, his thumb rubbing my nipple lightly. That little caress was driving me almost as crazy as his wife’s movements. “Was she suitably lubricated, my love?” Darren asked conversationally. 
 
      
 
    Tamara hummed, but she didn’t stop the pistoning motions. “I believe so, at least enough to satisfy that first rule of hers.” Tamara said, her hips still thrusting. Despite the analytical nature of their conversation, I was close to going ballistic. My chest heaved. There were all sorts of interesting pressures coming into play down between my legs. My thighs ached where I’d been spread open, my pussy felt wet and full, and that amazing dildo - all I wanted was for that strap-on cock to keep pumping. Oh, and Darren could continue playing with my nipple. Oh yes. Mmmmmmmmmmm. 
 
      
 
    The synthetic cock pulled out of me and I let out a groan of distinct and very personal disappointment. 
 
      
 
    “Oh please,” I whimpered. “Please don’t…” 
 
      
 
    Tamara let out a little chuckle as she came around, the hem of her chemise lifted slightly as she sported the monstrous black cock. She looked at my face and nodded. “I think we’re ready for the next test, Darren.” 
 
      
 
    He let go of my nipple and nodded “Very well. Can you hand me the ring?” He asked as they switched places. He moved between my legs and I wished, very much, that he’d just whip it out, put on a condom, and then drive himself into me. I needed to pop. Badly. 
 
      
 
    Tamara reached back over to the sideboard and opened another drawer. I heard the tinkle of metal and opened my eyes long enough to see a plastic hoop about ten inches in diameter pass over me, only to be placed into Darren’s waiting hands. The ring itself wasn’t threatening in any way. What concerned me though, were the small plastic clips tied around the thing. Most of the small clamps were positioned on opposite sides of the ring. If you looked at it like a clock, imagine clips between the hours of two and four, and again between eight and ten. But there was one scary looking clip, with plastic teeth, at what would be the twelve o’clock position. I had a dark suspicion about where that one was going. 
 
      
 
    Darren moved down between my legs and I let out an uncomfortable little yelp when the first clip was attached to my labia. It was on the left side, pulling the fold out a bit, but when he added the second, then third clip, I couldn’t help whimpering. The pinching hurt. The fourth one was just cruel. Then came the true discomfort. He pushed the whole ring over, stretching my labia and making me groan. He pulled and began clamping the other side of my pussy, running the four clips down the side. 
 
      
 
    Meanwhile Tamara wasn’t exactly leaving me alone either. While her husband attached the clips, she had picked up a small, soft-bristle paint brush. It wasn’t a huge one, just the kind you might find an actual painter using to do clouds, or perhaps paint a nude. She began teasing my nipple. The brush swirled over my areola and the dichotomy between the discomfort of the clamps being attached to my labia and the distinct, pleasurable sensation of the brush on my tit was overwhelming. I didn’t know if I should moan or whimper. 
 
      
 
    So I did both. 
 
      
 
    I’m not sure what Tamara was using as paint. It was slick and oily and at first I suspected baby oil as she teased the tip of my breast. But then I realized it had to be something else as she bent over and sucked the stuff right off me. Then she did the other nipple. Darren and Tamara might not have let me cum, but they weren’t letting me back down either.  
 
      
 
    “Sweetheart, I’m ready to do her clit,” Darren announced.  
 
      
 
    Tamara took her mouth off my breast and looked down my body. Then she nodded. “I’m watching,” she said softly. 
 
      
 
    Darren’s hands went down to the ring and I felt him pressing on the top of my pussy. There was a moment of apprehension and then every thought in my brain was radically and immediately dumped as pain shot through my sex. 
 
      
 
    “Owwww!” I squealed, my entire body jerking. I heard the examination table creak as the metal took the strain of my body pulling on it. My toes curled and my feet swung as my legs shook. Tamara laid her still-chemise-covered body over mine, not to hold me down, but to feel my response to her husband’s torment. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Darren replied. “That one is a bit more painful, isn’t it?” He asked sympathetically. “We’ve found that particular clip kept slipping off so we changed it out for something that would be sure to stay on. The teeth are curled, like fangs, to prevent slippage.” He ran his hand down from my pussy, along the inside of my leg, over my thigh, rubbing lightly. It felt wonderful, though my clit was still throbbing. “Darling? Your turn.”  
 
      
 
    Tamara lifted herself back off my body and to my surprise peeled off the chemise. Underneath, her body was bare and perfect, both breasts of sufficient size and perkiness that I suspected plastic surgery almost immediately. She took her paint brush and bottle around to my bottom half where Darren stepped aside. Then, delicately, she began to paint my clamped clitoris. Or at least the parts that weren’t crushed between the clamp’s toothed jaws. 
 
      
 
    There have been few times in my life where I’ve felt such a phenomenal combination of pleasure and pain. The clamp hurt, but the brush painting the flavored oil over and around the crushed nub was so sweet, so stimulating, that it overwhelmed and encapsulated the pain, using it as a booster. And of course my brain couldn’t cope. It interpreted the whole thing as sexual fun. Suddenly I was standing on the cliff again, contemplating the wild jump that would send me into the orgasmic abyss of satisfaction. In fact, I was so lost in the sensation that I never even noticed the strike of the match, or the scent of smoke. And I sure as hell didn’t see Darren holding the sapphire blue candle above my pussy. 
 
      
 
    The heat of the paraffin striking my clit was rather… well… I wish I could say that I hated it. But that would be a lie. At that particular moment, as aroused as I was, the sensation of the hot wax searing my clitoris was exactly what I needed. I let out a sound that was half agony, half ecstasy and if Darren or Tamara had any doubts about my “sensitivity to temperature differential” I think I proved myself rather nicely. The moment my clit, and the clamp crushing it, were well coated in paraffin, Darren moved the candle away and Tamara went back to brushing oil through the still pink and uncovered parts of my inner sex. But I was already in mid-leap, jumping through the air, exploding violently as every muscle in my body stiffened and then went rigid. 
 
      
 
    “I believe she’s cumming,” Darren told his wife apologetically. “Oh dear.” 
 
      
 
    Tamara let out a laugh. “Yes. We underestimated her.” The brush swirled inside my pussy, all along my exposed labia minora, but not going inside me. It was maddening, but felt good as I let out a deep breath, almost giddy with the post-orgasmic euphoria that makes me who I am. 
 
      
 
    A sexual orgasm addict. 
 
      
 
    Tamara’s brushing was definitely not something I was used to. I need you to understand what they were doing to me. The ring of clamps had pulled my labia outward, exposing all of the pink insides. This was what Tamara was oiling with her brush. She’d go right up to my wax covered clit and then back down. The heat had mostly dissipated and then a moment later Tamara was focusing on the vaginal opening, running the brush around the rim, but not penetrating. It was a very, very different sensation compared to what I’m used to. But it wasn’t unpleasant. In fact, it felt amazing. Almost like being tickled, but in a way that I really can’t articulate. Still, I couldn’t complain. Tamara’s “torment” just meant more pleasure on top of the sexual euphoria I was swimming through. Colors swirled through my vision and my entire body relaxed in ways that no yoga instructor could hope to achieve. I sagged in the chair, tension pouring out of every muscle, drifting while Darren put the candle back on the sideboard. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to remove your shoes now,” Darren told me. I nodded my acceptance, though I really had no way to stop him, even if I hadn’t wanted my high heels off. He quickly unbuckled the tiny strap around my ankle and then ran his fingers across the bottom of my foot with a light stroke. I gasped, eyes practically rolling up into my head. Yes. I love having the bottoms of my feet rubbed like that. A slow little touch? Heavenly. Move fast? I’m toast.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my. She isn’t ticklish?” Darren laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Of course she is,” Tamara disagreed, leaning back. I felt her push her husband’s fingers out of the way, her nails against the arch of my foot. “You are just being too soft.” Then she wiggled her fingers rapidly, overloading my nerves. 
 
      
 
    I squealed, trying to jerk my foot away, rolling it at the ankle. Tamara anticipated my movements and kept tickling me.  
 
      
 
    “Oh Please!” I begged, trying to get the words out through the laughter. “Please! Oh no! Please don’t tickle me!”  
 
      
 
    Tamara pulled her hand away with a sigh. “Perhaps. At least for right now.” I sucked in another breath of air as she once more turned her attention to my pussy, her paintbrush went up and down the inner petals of my slit. Darren was removing my other shoe. Finally and completely nude except for the piercings through my nipples and the small padlock hanging off my right tit, I lay there, bound and wet, trembling and reeling in sweet bliss. Darren rubbed the bottom of my foot again - that sweet, light stroke, before finally going back to the sideboard and opening up a cabinet door.  
 
      
 
    Meanwhile Tamara evidently decided that my labia had had enough, bringing the brush down to my vaginal opening. She swirled it around, dipping it inside me, mixing oil and my own cum. It was a maddening sensation that made my hips swing up, but then she went downward, anointing both my perineum and my bottom with oil. I closed my eyes in ecstasy, just reveling in the sensation, body extremely tense, when a familiar humming noise filled the room. 
 
      
 
    My eyes snapped open in time to see Darren hand the violet wand to Tamara, taking the brush from her with a little nod. The electric drone of the wand worsened as it moved and then she twisted, applying the tip of the glowing electric stick, not to my pussy, or even my ass, but to my foot. Right in the middle of my arch. Where Darren had just rubbed me. 
 
      
 
    Fuck. 
 
      
 
    Then, just too really mess with my brain, Darren began brushing the oil across my left nipple, all while his left hand moved in between my legs, stroking my labia lightly. It was a confusing mishmash of sensations, especially since Tamara began to work up my left leg, getting closer and closer to my pussy with steady movements. The electric current caused me to try to jerk, which left me nowhere to go, thanks to the straps holding me down. My breathing picked up as Tamara touched the glowing wand against my thigh, just above my knee and moved it upward. 
 
      
 
    Oh my.  
 
      
 
    Darren switched nipples and began brushing the oil across my right breast and that didn’t help as the shocks got closer and closer to my sex. I felt the jolt against my upper thigh, the delicate skin feeling like it had just received a harsh pinch, then a warm tingle. I cringed, bracing myself as Tamara held the violet wand above my pussy, only to suddenly touch the tip to my inner thigh on the opposite leg, skipping my stretched open, oiled, and somewhat waxed pussy. Instead she went back down my other leg.  
 
      
 
    “No doubt you’re wondering what this has to do with your pussy,” Darren suddenly said, his paintbrush swirling over and around my nipple, sending waves of pleasure down through me. The violet wand reached the inside of my right knee and I twitched as the electricity stung me.  
 
      
 
    “You’re torturing me?” I gasped, breathlessly. 
 
      
 
    Darren chuckled while Tamara grinned and brought the wand down to my calf. “Well, I suppose that’s one way of looking at it. Yes. We are torturing you. How does it feel?” 
 
      
 
    The wand zapped me and my toes curled. Tamara dragged the purple stick downward toward my heel and it felt like a thousand hot ants were crawling down my leg.  
 
      
 
    “Confusing,” I panted.  
 
      
 
    Darren nodded. “Exactly. You came, which we were not intending, and before we can restart the process of reviewing your pussy, we must revitalize you.” He turned, put down the brush on the sideboard, and then opened another drawer. He drew out a steel hook with a golf ball sized sphere welded to each end. As Tamara lifted the violet wand and positioned it over the sole of my foot, he rolled one of the steel spheres around my vaginal opening, wetting it thoroughly. Then, in perfect time with his wife, he pushed it deep just as she sent a burst of painful electricity searing across my arch.  
 
      
 
    Involuntarily, I tried to rip my leg out of the straps holding it out and in the stirrup. My pussy tightened rhythmically around the steel orb Darren had just slipped inside me and the very hardness of it felt amazing. Then, while I was still focused on that, Darren brought the brush down to my clit, turned the stupid thing around, and began rubbing the back end of the brush against my clamped clitoris, breaking the wax and working the little nub free of both melt and pressure. 
 
      
 
    The clamp snapped off and I let out a tiny yelp. It hurt, but it felt good. I groaned loudly as my clit was stimulated rapidly, Darren’s brush handle helping me along. Bits of wax fell away from my pussy and arousal blossomed inside me. I began pushing my hips upward, moaning despite the shocks being given to my foot and leg by his wife. He tossed the brush to the sideboard and began using his hands, one holding the steel dildo thing, rotating it, angling it, working the other end of the hook inside me, only at the same time his fingers were rubbing my clit and his wife was stroking the bottom of my foot with the violent wand. 
 
      
 
    Darren’s hand movements created strange pressures inside me as he manipulated the hook. My hips rolled almost constantly under the triple stimulation and Tamara began moving up my leg again, shocking my calf, the back of my knee, my thigh, and then the little crease between my leg and torso. I gasped, my vision going white, pleasure streaming through me, carried along with the pain. It got to my cerebellum and my neurons couldn’t separate one from the other and decided to dump everything into the “Oh my, she’s about to cum!” chute. Darren, standing to my side, moved his hand out of the way and I heard the crackling of the wand touch the metal hook. I let out a wild cry of longing, feeling the charge in a brand new way. I pulled hard on the bonds holding me to the chair, arched my back, clenched my jaw and whined, only to have Tamara move the wand just one more time, holding it an inch above my swollen, warmed, and tender clitoris. My chest heaved with need, with lust, with utter desperation. Just a bit closer … a bit closer! 
 
      
 
    Oh God. 
 
      
 
    Zap.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-six 
 
      
 
    I blinked, my sluggish brain trying to understand what was happening to me as Darren sat on a stool, between my legs, a look of deep concentration on his face. It took me a long couple of moments to work out what was happening, but there was definitely both movement and sensation. Wonderful, amazing sensation. 
 
      
 
    I was being fucked. 
 
      
 
    I lifted my head and groaned a little, trying to make sense of what had happened to me. The last thing I remembered was my pussy stretched open wide, my petals clamped and tugged outward to a ring, my clit burning as the violet wand touched it repeatedly, over and over, all while a steel hook swirled inside my slit, pressing against my “g spot,” driving me absolutely insane with lust.  
 
      
 
    “She’s conscious,” Tamara said, suddenly leaning over me, her bare breasts just a few inches from my face. I blinked again as she flashed a small light into my eyes. I opened my mouth to say something funny, but nothing came out but another moan. Down at my other end I felt something firm, thick, and relatively soft, slipping gently in and out of my pussy with rhythmic movements. It felt incredible. 
 
      
 
    Darren looked up from his intense study of my genitals and smiled. “We lost you there for a moment. Kari didn’t warn us that you were the kind of girl who passed out during orgasms.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked again, my synapsis starting to fire with a little more positivity. “Uh …” I managed to groan again. I licked my lips and coughed, every second increasing my mental, computing power ten-fold. Darren smiled again and I felt whatever it was he was pushing into me slide in deep and then come out. Oh God, it felt good. 
 
      
 
    “I … um …” I took a deep breath. “I don’t. Not much. Little. Sometimes.” 
 
      
 
    Evidently it was taking my brain a bit longer to reboot. 
 
      
 
    “It’s not exactly common,” Darren allowed, a more serious expression crossing his face. “Under most circumstances, passing out during sex is a symptom of other problems and I would recommend seeing your doctor about it. But your blood pressure is fine, as is your heart. And you’re young. So in your case, it’s called syncope and isn’t a cause for concern. It occurs as a result of vasovagal response, when the vagus nerve has been overstimulated and the blood vessels in that region have dilated to the point where your heart slows. You were straining quite a bit there, in response to the electrical stimulation, and it created a sort of anti-adrenaline effect; acetylcholine slows you down and you lose temporary consciousness.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Again. Except this time because I didn’t really understand what he was saying. And it had nothing to do with the fact that I’d had a momentary blackout. I gave Darren a bewildered look. 
 
      
 
    Darren sighed and chuckled. Then he dumbed down the diagnosis for me. “Basically you’re fine and we’re going to make you cum again.” Tamara, who was still hovering near my head, nodded with a grin, both boobs bouncing deliciously above me. 
 
      
 
    “And maybe a few times after that,” she added mischievously. 
 
      
 
    I looked up and sighed. “Oh. Okay.” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and gave myself up to the massage between my legs, because that’s what it really was; a soft, incessant, sweet caress that slowly began revitalizing my arousal. Darren was a master at it too. After maybe two or three minutes of the steady in and out thrusts of the dildo, he pulled out a silicone vibrator. He didn’t overload me either, giving me only the barest touches on the clit.  
 
      
 
    And to give credit where it is due, Tamara didn’t sit on the sidelines either. She poured a handful of oil onto my chest and began rubbing me with open palms, fingers sliding and gliding across my stomach and up to the hollow of my throat, not paying particular attention to my breasts, but not leaving them alone either. It was sensual, loving, and melded perfectly with what Darren was doing to my pussy. This went on for quite some time until one particular circle of the vibrator caused the response they were looking for. 
 
      
 
    Inside me, my pussy tightened around the dildo and the instinctive reaction to squeeze and thrust occurred without me giving it conscious thought. My buttocks contracted and I rolled my hips upward, pushing against the vibrator in Darren’s hand. It was like a signal to them both. Tamara’s hands went straight to my breasts, her fingers flicking at my nipples, while Darren put down the vibrator and tugged a Wartenberg Pinwheel out of his pocket and pressed it to my clit. 
 
      
 
    Instantly my entire demeanor changed and the lethargic euphoria of my “syncope” inducing orgasm disappeared. A pure shot of adrenaline was injected into my bloodstream as half my brain misinterpreted the prickling sensation between my legs as a danger. The other half, as expected, started thinking lustful thoughts and I moaned loudly as the pins went up one labia, crossed over my clitoris, and then down the other side of my wet gash. My pussy squeezed the dildo hard, and Darren continued to fuck me with it, as if the pinwheel wasn’t even part of the equation. 
 
      
 
    Tamara, not to be outdone, got her own tools from the sideboard and then both my nipples were subjected to different sensations. My right nipple was shaking as a pocket vibrator was pressed against it, the padlock rattling against the plastic. My left breast however, got the matched set; another pinwheel, though this one had a cylinder with maybe eight sets of pins. I gasped, my entire body tingling like mad as my toes curled. 
 
      
 
    Stress, of any kind, causes muscles to clench, sinews to tighten, fight or flight hormones to be pumped into the bloodstream, blood vessels to dilate, and all this requires oxygen to burn. In short order my breasts rose and fell with increasing speed as my lungs made deeper and deeper inhalations. These matched the full length penetrations still being perpetrated on my lower half by Darren. He seemed to focus the efforts of his pinwheel on my tender, sore clit, working me over and over as my body began writhing in the chair, the belts and straps working to keep me helpless and at their mercy. 
 
      
 
    Darren’s head suddenly bent down and this time I cried out in pure pleasure as he began to lick and suck on my clitoris, the pinwheel forgotten as he continued to drive the vibrator in and out of my pussy. All sorts of things coalesced for me at that point, except logical thought. That got tossed out the window.  
 
      
 
    “How does she taste, my love?” Tamara cooed as my hips went into overdrive, pressing my pubis up into Darren’s mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmmm,” he hummed into my pussy. Tamara looked back at me and smiled sweetly. 
 
      
 
    “It’s the one thing he always wishes he could do,” she whispered to me, as if it were some dark secret. “He loves the taste of pussy. Imagine sitting in front of your favorite meal, every day, all day, the scent of it, getting to touch it, play with it, and never, not once, getting to sate your one true desire - to taste it.” 
 
      
 
    As a girl who eats pussy on a regular basis, I can relate to that. Well, the appreciation part. Not the denial. Though that’s certainly happened to me before. 
 
      
 
    “Please,” I whimpered.  
 
      
 
    She laughed. “Oh no. We’re not even close to letting you cum again. Why, we’d be remiss! Wouldn’t we, dear?” 
 
      
 
    Darren’s head popped up, his lips and chin glistening with my wetness. I groaned. “What? Oh. Yes. No orgasms. Not yet. Why? Is she close?” 
 
      
 
    Tamara nodded. “Quite aroused. But I think it’s time to fix that.”  
 
      
 
    Darren pulled the dildo out of me, which I did not approve of. He was sitting on the wheeled stool and he just rolled toward the sideboard, ducking around my bare foot hanging in the air. He opened one of the drawers of the sideboard, but I couldn’t see what he got out, especially since Tamara was still doing things to my breasts. Then he rolled back. Except this time he brought the pinwheel up to the bottom of my left foot and ran it up from my heel to my toe. I gasped, eyes going wide as my foot curled.  
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh!” I gasped. 
 
      
 
    Darren laughed. “You’re right. She is ticklish. Make sure you use your pinwheel on her feet.” 
 
      
 
    Tamara chuckled softly and ran her own pin lined tool back over my nipple. “Of course, darling.” 
 
      
 
    Darren moved back between my legs and set something cold and metallic on my belly. I let out a little squeal. 
 
      
 
    Darren looked up. “Cold? Sorry.” He said, shrugging. He didn’t move the item. I lifted my head looking past Tamara’s arm, ignoring both the vibrator and the pinwheel. There was a forceps clamp laying on my belly. Darren reached up and grabbed it. He bent down and I saw this intense look on his face. Then, using the tool, he grabbed hold of my clit, pinched it hard, and tried to pull it off my body. 
 
      
 
    I let out another sharp and intense cry. And this time it was due to acute discomfort, not pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Sssshhh,” hushed Tamara. “Don’t disturb him while he’s working,” she said. She rolled the pinwheel up over my nipple and pushed down. Pain shot through my tit, matching the sensation coming up from between my legs. 
 
      
 
    Don’t disturb him while he’s working? 
 
      
 
    My clit throbbed angrily, pinched tight between the metal ends of the forceps clamp and then Darren let go, letting the weight of the tool drag down on the end of the most sensitive bundle of nerves in my entire body. I panted, but not from excitement. I grit my teeth as he began wrapping something around my clit - some sort of wire, or string. Then a sensation I’ve never really felt before came up from between my legs. He’d tied up my clit. It was now sticking out from under the clitoral hood, horribly exposed and bright pink. 
 
      
 
    I whimpered, pulling against the bonds holding me open and down, trying to reconcile the fact than not a minute before I was at the height of pleasure, loving what they were doing to me. Now, not so much. Tamara pulled the vibrator and the pinwheel away from my breasts and turned her back to me. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready?” she asked Darren. He nodded and I felt another surge of pain go through my clit as he removed the forceps clamp and held it out for Tamara to take. She tossed the forceps over to the sideboard and then turned back toward him with a small bottle. He reached out, taking the object from her hand. I lifted my head as he worked between my legs and I watched as he squirted a small amount of a clear gel onto his latex covered finger. The pressure on my clitoris changed and I felt him smearing the stuff around. For a moment I wondered what I was supposed to be feeling, but then a strange tingling sensation came up from my clitoris. It wasn’t muscle cream. No scent of menthol. I had no idea what it was. But it did feel good.  
 
      
 
    “She’s prepared,” Darren said simply, backing up slightly. Tamara nodded.  
 
      
 
    “Push the dildo back into her then,” she asked him. I groaned as the thick rubber delved into my pussy and she came around my body, nails extended, tickling my thigh, my calf, the bottom of my foot, and then back up to my pussy, taking the dildo from her husband. I was tender, sore, and now with my clit tied up, worried about what was coming next.  
 
      
 
    Tamara slid into the stool as her husband moved to my side. The dildo began pumping much faster, eagerly and I pushed my hips up, groaning as waves of pleasure now began to shoot through me. “Almost,” she replied absently, as if talking to herself. Her husband one of the drawers of the sideboard and as I was pushed back toward orgasm, I saw him pull out a small, black, leather paddle pulled from the sideboard cabinetry. 
 
      
 
    He held it up and studied it for a moment, then pulled a small bottle out of another drawer and poured some of the fluid on the striking pad of the sap. It glistened and he turned toward me, then put the slicked side of the paddle on my right breast, using my pierced nipple to rub the mystery fluid around the weapon. 
 
      
 
    “It’s just a little bit of oil,” Tamara said softly, looking up at me from between my open thighs. “Nothing more dangerous than that.” Darren chuckled even as she continued to thrust the dildo in and out of my pussy. I groaned, tightening around the phallus. Darren rubbed the paddle around in a circle, bunching my breast up with his left hand. Then   he lifted the weapon up four inches from my boob and snapped it down hard. 
 
      
 
    I squealed, my entire body going rigid as he spanked my breast, the sap slapping my soft, malleable tit over and over in a flurry of strokes. I didn’t count. I couldn’t. Especially since Tamara began fucking me in time with her husband’s beating of my breasts. Heat and pressure seemed too exploded in my chest and I twisted as much as my bonds would let me, but to no avail. Darren had a firm grip on my tit and when my teeth were clenched and my pussy locked down on Tamara’s dildo, he gave me another hard little slap, only to let go.  I realized I was panting as he moved down my side, dragging the paddle down to my hip, across the top of my thigh, over to my knee and then across the straps holding my legs open in the stirrups, right to the sole of my right foot. I clenched and tensed, just as he grabbed my big toe, pulled upward, and began spanking the sole.  
 
      
 
    I sort of went quietly nuts at that, since he gave the bottom of my right foot at least fifteen strokes. Tamara pumped my cunt through it all, never stopping, steady and resilient. My pussy just took it and took it. Then Darren rounded the chair, stepping up between me and the wall. He passed my left foot and instead came up to my side. I whimpered as he bunched my left breast up and lifted the sap. 
 
      
 
    “This will hurt a bit,” he said kindly. 
 
      
 
    Even as he raised the sap to spank my breast Tamara was grinding the dildo in and out of me, sawing through my pussy with even quicker strokes. The sap fell, slapping and smacking my bosom, leaving my chest in a mess of heat. Twenty or so sharp blows fell and when he finally let go I let out a sob.  
 
      
 
    It didn’t help. He just moved down to my foot and grabbed the big toe. I twisted, but it was no use. He lifted the sap and began slashing at my sole. 
 
      
 
    Tamara reversed her grip on the dildo and began jamming it into my pussy with an ice pick grip. My insides fluttered at the new pace, the fast back and forth as she jacked the dildo through my folds. I couldn’t handle it, crying out in ecstasy, thrusting up and begging mindlessly as pleasure, with just a touch of pain, seemed to explode again inside me. 
 
      
 
    But it wasn’t an orgasm. Not yet. No. I could feel her hand against my clit, but there was nothing direct to it. Not yet. And that’s what I needed to explode.  
 
      
 
    That’s when I realized I was again, insanely, powerfully, terribly aroused. Every little bit of me seemed agitated, electrified, and wanting. My hips were rolling, my clit throbbed from the string wrapped around it. The touches, the caresses, the spanking, the oil, the teasing - all of it - was just the foreplay for what was coming. I glanced down at Tamara and saw her smile at me, her mouth an inch above my aching, burning pussy. She stuck her tongue out and licked me. 
 
      
 
    I practically went wild with longing. She licked me again. And then again, even as Darren let go of my foot and moved behind her. Her tongue stabbed at my clitoris, then suckled it, string and all. If I hadn’t been bound to the fucking chair, I’d have sat up straight in utter delirium. 
 
      
 
    “Now we will test the impactability of that sweet, delicious pussy of yours,” Darren announced. Tamara’s mouth let go of my clit and before I could even ask what the hell “impactability” meant, she grabbed the sap with her right hand, kept the dildo pumping with her left, and brought the leather sap down between my legs. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t a heavy blow. In fact, that first stroke was pretty light. It stung, but I’ve never, not once, been whipped or spanked or beaten between the legs with my clit tied up. It was a totally new experience. Usually my clit hides inside the clitoral hood and you would think that would make absolutely no difference when being struck by a leather paddle, but I’m here to swear to the fact that it does. Having your clit tied up, in forced exposure, makes for a very intense, very painful, very arousing experience. Especially after having it sucked on. 
 
      
 
    I sat in the examination chair, half tilted in a sitting position, with my legs spread wide apart and one thing I have to say is that I had a good view. Darren had moved up behind his wife, his hands cupping her bare breasts even as her second stroke fell between my legs. I gasped, moaning at the sting, which turned to a soft heat. But then Tamara bent over me, changing her posture dramatically. Darren remained behind her and I didn’t need to be a genius to interpret the expression on her face. Darren leaned over her, watching intently as she lifted the sap again, his eyes on my pussy as she brought the sap down with much greater force. 
 
      
 
    That hurt.  
 
      
 
    It also felt amazing. My hips jerked upward even though I was held in place by the strap and when Tamara hit me again the heat of the blow made me squeal. My toes curled as stroke after stroke landed on my pussy, each shot aimed directly for my swollen, tied clitoris. Tamara rocked as well, but not like me. She wasn’t getting a pussy spanking. That I can assure you. No. Darren was behind her, thrusting himself in and out of his wife’s slit. I’m not sure if he was matching the rhythm of her strokes against my sex, or whether she was matching his deep penetrations, but however it worked, my burning pussy ached with heat and need. Fluids seemed to spurt and the lovemaking between my mistress and master became almost frantic. This only increased the speed the sap landed on my labia and clit and my flesh became redder and quite inflamed.  
 
      
 
    It’s no secret that my favorite torment is having my legs tied open wide while someone takes a leather belt, or sap, to my pussy. I had no doubt that Tamara was given this exact information by Kari. And none of that mattered. The only thing I cared about at that particular moment was the fire of need burning through my loins. My vision contracted and all I could see was my mistress beating me between the legs, smacking me with an increasingly disjointed pace as her own physical needs began to impede her desire to hurt me. I watched as her eyes closed and she brought her mouth down on my clit, emulating her husband, sucking my swollen, tender nub between her lips and teeth, chewing on me.  
 
      
 
    I could hear the sound of Darren’s cock sliding in and out of Tamara, the rhythmic slap of skin against skin a staccato beat between the loud, cracking sound of the sap striking my pussy. Tamara rocked against me and then when I was keening a wild wail, teeth clenched, a look of pain on my face, her mouth pressed down hard against my pussy, her tongue digging into clit. She yanked the dildo out and I felt fingers pushing into me, curling, thrusting, pulling. The three of us moved, or more accurately, they moved against me, since I was still bound hand and foot, unable to even rock my hips more than an inch in any direction.  
 
      
 
    And I cried out. I gasped. I whimpered. And then I begged. I begged them to let me cum. I begged them to use me, to abuse me. To hurt me. This time, when I lost control, I didn’t pass out. I tilted my head back, arched my spine, and cried out in absolute bliss. And in the middle of that orgasm, Tamara managed to ignore her own oncoming blast of orgasmic ecstasy, raised the sap high, and smashed the little, leather paddle down into my pussy half a dozen times, bringing the fury and passion and heat of my orgasm to a fiery pinnacle. 
 
      
 
    She threw the sap down then as my brain short circuited and I stared at her through my spread open legs, the euphoria of orgasm surging through me again. Tamara’s face tightened and I saw the familiar expression of pained pleasure. She let out a gasp and then drove her nose into my sex, frantically licking at my slit and clit. Through the fog of euphoria, of orgasmic bliss, I felt her whimper once and then she lifted her face. A smile of satisfaction crossed her lips and then her forehead dipped down. She laid her head right on my mons, pillowing herself with my tender, swollen, dripping, still tied up pussy. 
 
      
 
    Oh my fucking God.  
 
      
 
    Yes. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-seven 
 
      
 
    Quiet stretched out across the room and only the squelching sound of Kylie pumping the dildo into my dripping pussy was audible. The assembled mistresses looked around at each other as Kari lowered the paper, an expectant expression on her face.  
 
      
 
    “My goodness,” Mistress Isobel said softly. Savannah nodded and even Mistress Amanda looked shocked. There were a number of glances down to where Kylie was thrusting the thick, synthetic cock. I have to admit, I appreciated the looks of sympathy. 
 
      
 
    Julie cleared her throat, drawing Kari’s attention. “How long, exactly, was Breanne tortured?” She seemed just a little disturbed.  
 
      
 
    Kari’s head moved to the side slightly. “According to the review, Bre was bound for three hours and twenty-three minutes.” 
 
      
 
    “Seven orgasms?” Lucille asked skeptically.  
 
      
 
    Kari smiled. “So Darren stated. And he is a gynecologist. I have every reason to trust his veracity.” 
 
      
 
    I pulled on my arms and legs, still bound outward to the corners of the St. Andrew’s Cross. Kylie was being a little more vigorous than Kari had probably intended. The girl was still on her knees between my outstretched feet and the tip of her tongue was pushed out through her lips as she concentrated on fucking me stupid. The dildo was going in and out way too fast and no one seemed to have a problem with it but me.  
 
      
 
    Isobel took a deep breath. “Well, it certainly was an impressive examination. I admit I expected the sapping. With Breanne, it’s hard to resist spanking her pussy. But the rest of it? Inventive.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille snorted. “I disagree. A true test of Breanne’s pussy would have been to strap her down for a day, maybe two, and have a machine fuck her brains out.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes sort of widened at that thought.  
 
      
 
    Savannah jumped to my defense. “What’s that going to prove? A machine can’t give us feedback. All it would tell us is that Breanne can endure a fucking for longer than any other person we know.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille leaned forward. “Not if we did it right. With other stimulations. Torture her breasts and ass and feet and thighs.” She pointed at me. “Make her use her mouth on each of us, all while getting fucked.” 
 
      
 
    Amanda giggled. “Actually, that suggestion does have some merit.” 
 
      
 
    Julie raised her hand, but not like a schoolchild, more of a “stop and wait” motion. “The suggestion, as surprising as it is coming from Lucille, has potential, and I’m willing to entertain it as an option. But it will require planning. And that is not what our meeting today is about.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone was quiet for a moment, but it was Amanda who spoke next. “Um, back to the review of Breanne’s pussy; I feel that using a violet wand, rather than a TENS Unit, to test Breanne, was something of a disappointment,” she said honestly. “There’s a big difference between getting momentarily zapped and the sensation of the electric nerve stimulator.” 
 
      
 
    Julie waved her hand. “Breanne has been frequently subjected to electrical stimulation via the TENS Unit. I don’t feel like we’ve been denied any pertinent information, or that it affected the review,” she protested. “Besides, Sara did it to her with that electrified dildo Alissa fucked Bre with.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille leaned forward. “No. I agree with Amanda. Bre’s pussy should be shocked. Repeatedly. And at the highest level. The test wasn’t valid.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly all of the mistresses were talking except Kari, who stood by me, watching the melee. Savannah had teamed up with Julie, while Amanda was cautiously on Lucille’s side. I heard a number of suggestions, ranging from a fresh set of shocks to forcing me down into the electric chair and frying my clit until it was fully cooked. None of it appealed to me. 
 
      
 
    Through the whole debacle Kylie was still jamming the thick, black dildo up into me.  
 
      
 
    “Enough!” Isobel suddenly said, standing up. “We were not asked to review Breanne’s pussy. Tamara and Darren were. They did it the way they wanted to use her. They have submitted their review and she has not only passed, but done so with grace. We will not strip that away from Breanne. It is not our job to determine if a review was sufficient, but to accept their judgement and use it as a tool to verify that Breanne is, indeed, a nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    “Here, here,” Savannah said in approval. 
 
      
 
    Lucille frowned and crossed her arms. “If Breanne had been given a review for cock sucking by someone, who’d shoved his dick in her mouth for only ten seconds, then fucked her pussy, would be accept that?” 
 
      
 
    Isobel took a deep breath. “No, but that is not the case here. Tamara and Darren did subject Breanne’s sex to a sufficient number of torments. That cannot be denied. Just because they didn’t apply every possible torment to her sex, does not invalidate what they did do to her.” 
 
      
 
    Julie smiled. “I’m sure that a woman as creative as you, Lucille, could think of dozens of torments that could be applied to a submissive. But if you don’t use them all in one sitting, does that mean your submissive is incapable of handling them?” 
 
      
 
    Lucille sat back in her chair. “I just like to think, that if I were testing for something as important as this, I’d do a complete job.” 
 
      
 
    Savannah rolled her eyes. “They did do a complete job, you ninny. They literally beat her pussy into paste!” 
 
      
 
    Lucille’s eyes bulged and Kari stepped forward. “Well, not literally,” she said interrupting. “I understand Amanda’s complaint and I can assure you that I regularly use the TENS Unit on Breanne’s pussy in multiple ways. She can take it quite well.” 
 
      
 
    Isobel looked up at Kari. “Did Darren or Tamara make any suggestions for Breanne’s further training?” 
 
      
 
    Kari glanced back down at the paper. “It’s all medical. Kegel exercises and other tips for remaining in sexual health.” 
 
      
 
    Amanda laughed. “Well, that’s no fun.” 
 
      
 
    “But smart,” Savannah retorted.  
 
      
 
    Amanda rolled her eyes and chuckled. “Yes. But still - it’s not fun.” 
 
      
 
    “Kari, did Darren and Tamara have any other observations that you feel are pertinent to this review?” 
 
      
 
    Kari paused and then glanced at me with an apologetic look. “Actually yes. As you’ve been told, Darren is an obstetrician and gynecologist. He jotted down some other notes, specifically about Breanne’s mental state.” 
 
      
 
    My head snapped up at that comment and I tried to focus my attention past the waves of pleasure coming up from between my outstretched legs. Kylie had worked a finger into my ass and was knuckle fucking me along with the dildo in my pussy and it was difficult to pay attention to anything other than that. Then Kari started to read aloud. 
 
      
 
    “It is my professional opinion that Breanne should seek psychological assistance. While vivacious and eager, there is an underlying urgency to her sexual depredations that hint at serious, psychological issues. She should be seeing a therapist; not to curb her sexual appetites, but to direct them in safe and positive ways. Breanne seems to see little value in herself as a person, and self-identifies as a sexual object first and foremost. While her entire behavior is predicated upon her need for sexual gratification, her mental state of submission contradicts that primary need and if denied, she will eventually subject herself to extremes that could result in physical injury and/or mental trauma.” 
 
      
 
    The words percolated through the filter of Kylie’s movements, the fluttering of my sex, the waves of pleasure coursing up from between my legs, and became gelatin. I’m not the smartest girl in the world. In fact, I generally rate myself a four on a scale of one to ten. I’m not an idiot (most of the time), but I wasn’t quite sure I understood what Darren was saying. Hell, even writing this down verbatim from the review, I’m not sure I understand it. 
 
      
 
    I need a therapist? Cool. Will he tie me up and spank me during sessions? 
 
      
 
    While I was floating around on cloud nine, the mistresses digested Kari’s statement and I saw a worried look on Julie’s face. Even Lucille seemed a bit troubled. Finally Isobel nodded. “We will take that under consideration, but I might suggest that what Breanne needs is what she already has.” She put a hand on Julie’s shoulder and smiled at Kari. “Two, loving mistresses who take very good care of her.” 
 
      
 
    Now that … that I understood. 
 
      
 
    Kari bent down and tapped Kylie on the shoulder. “Kylie. That’s enough. She’s wet and aroused. That’s how I want her. You can go back to the others and rest. We’ll send Breanne along in a little bit.” 
 
      
 
    Kylie pulled the dildo out of me, eliciting a long, agonizing groan. Fuck. I was so close! She put it down and then scampered off with a wink at me. She disappeared into the darkness of the room, headed toward the back corner. I suspected that Bethany, Gwendolyn, and Madeleine had pulled out some of the soft mats and were either indulging in a little sapphic massage, or sleeping.  
 
      
 
    “In conclusion,” Kari suddenly said loudly. “Breanne was in compliance with NHPS Rule number one during her vaginal review. She was stuffed with ben wa balls upon arrival. She followed Rule number two and was ready, right then, to endure torment, from two individuals she’d never even met before. As expected, she was in compliance with Rule number three by cooperating and not refusing to perform any sexual acts. And she was dressed appropriately for a nympho humiliation pain slut. Lastly, she met the requirements of Rule number five. She has maintained a clean and health physique.” 
 
      
 
    “What about Rule number six?” Lucille suddenly asked.  
 
      
 
    Julie sighed and put her head into her hands. “Christ. Really?” She demanded. 
 
      
 
    Kari pursed her lips and took a deep breath. “Admittedly, there have been two additional rules, which have never been officially adopted as a requirement because enforcement, not to mention circumstances, made them somewhat unrealistic. The first was that any time Breanne was at a computer, she should be tormented, in some sexually uncomfortable and even painful manner. The second …” 
 
      
 
    “Wait!” Lucille interrupted. “That sounds like a fantastic idea. Why can’t we do that to her?” 
 
      
 
    Kari sighed. “First, because she’s in an office environment now, where there is at least some interaction required with the public. Inflicting that sort of torment on her, for eight hours a day, would be strenuous and difficult. We would need devices of some sort, to accomplish it, or rig something up. While I wouldn’t mind doing it for a week, long term would be onerous on Breanne’s dominants.” 
 
      
 
    “Onerous? I’d do it,” Lucille declared. “The idea of her hurting all the time ...” 
 
      
 
    Julie slapped her hand down on the table. “That is not the point. The idea isn’t just to hurt Breanne. If that were the case, we’d just put her in thumbscrews.” Julie shook her head and stood up, pointing at where I was slumped, still bound to the St. Andrew’s Cross. “Look at her! You seem to be forgetting that masochism is about arousal. This, all of it, is still about sex! Pleasure! Hers and ours!” Julie seemed a bit incensed. “Breanne’s head is so fucked up that an astonishing amount of pain enhances her arousal. It triples the intensity of her orgasms. Quadruples them. And I’m all for that.”  
 
      
 
    Julie glared at Lucille. “But hurting her just to hurt her isn’t what BDSM is about. And if that’s what you think it is, then you should have been dumped when Kari ousted that bitch Ellen as matron of this Society!” 
 
      
 
    Lucille’s mouth fell open. For a moment she looked shocked, but then her head dropped. “Julie, I … I apologize,” Lucille said contritely. “I didn’t mean it like that,” she said. “I just meant that I thought that Breanne should be sexually tormented a lot more.” She glanced over at me. “Not that we actually just hurt her.” 
 
      
 
    Julie was about to spout off again when Isobel grabbed Julie’s hand and squeezed it. Isobel looked at Lucille. “Thank you for clarifying, Lucille. You might want to consider how your statements might be interpreted before you speak again.” Isobel turned toward Julie. “Julie? Sit down.” 
 
      
 
    Julie sat down, a disgruntled look on her face. I watched as she crossed her arms and ground her teeth. Isobel sighed, then looked up at Kari. “You were saying?” 
 
      
 
    Kari chuckled softly. “The second rule proposed was that Breanne be required to keep her legs apart at all times - that her knees never touch. Now occasionally, both Julie and I instruct Breanne to temporarily follow this rule, but the concept is too ingrained in her. She was taught, from an early age, to keep her knees together, so the action of keeping them open is unnatural to her.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille snorted at that point, but everyone ignored her now. Kari went on. “It also is onerous to enforce. Were I to do so for any extended length of time, the punishments that Breanne would incur would be ludicrous. She’d spend the rest of her life in a spreader bar with a whipping wheel between her legs.” 
 
      
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Lucille muttered. Even Isobel glared at her this time. 
 
      
 
    “So we will not be adding any additional rules to our set five,” Kari said with finality. 
 
      
 
    Isobel took a deep breath. “Very well. Are there any other questions about the final review, or about Breanne?” 
 
      
 
    No one said anything.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne? Do you have anything you wish to add to this inquiry before we conclude and begin deliberation?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. Juice was dripping down my thigh. What I really wanted was for someone to let Kylie come back and finish drilling me with the dildo. 
 
      
 
    “No Mistress,” I said softly, eyes down. 
 
      
 
    Isobel nodded. “Then Breanne is to be released and dismissed, to await our summons.” She gave me a direct look even as Julie rose and hurried over to help Kari untie me. I felt Julie’s fingers at my ankles. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne,” said Isobel. “The assembled mistresses here today will now discuss the merits of your request. Your reviews have been submitted and this body will vote, after debate, on whether or not you may continue to call yourself a nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    Julie rose and released my right hand. I groaned and she rubbed my bicep. It was hurting. “You got this!” Julie whispered in my ear.  
 
      
 
    Kari had moved just as fast and release my other two limbs. I stumbled forward but Kari caught me. “Go on, Bre. Go to the other girls and rest. We’ll come get you in a bit.” 
 
      
 
    I shuddered, filled with apprehension, fear, and yes - arousal too. And I was tired. So goddamned tired. I padded off, the soft carpet under foot, out into the darkness, toward the soft moans, mouths, and bodies of my fellow submissives; behind me, the harsh, whispered, tones of women in argument. 
 
      
 
    I felt a moment’s trepidation and I bit my lip. What would they decide? I stumbled away toward Kylie and the other girls, wondering if, a few hours from right then, I’d have the right, the privilege, to call myself “nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    Oh … fuck.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Thirty-eight 
 
      
 
    I laid on the soft, rubber mat and stared up into the darkness. For thirty minutes, on the far side of the Society’s meeting hall, Isobel, Julie, Lucille, Kari, Savannah, and Amanda argued and debated, discussing something both meaningful and important; my right to call myself a “nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    Of course, I told myself that their “blessing,” or lack thereof, didn’t really mean that much. I mean I could call myself whatever I wanted, be it fuck slut, whore, or stripper. Labels are just easy ways to define something, or someone, and I didn’t need their permission to call myself anything.  
 
      
 
    But … I wanted it. 
 
      
 
    As Julie had explained to me, this was more than just putting me through my paces. It was applying a strict and stringent qualification to the process, a way to verify to others exactly what I was willing to do, capable of doing, and had done. Put that way, how could I say no?  And both Julie and Kari had happily embraced the idea, even running with it. The fact that two, or maybe even three of the mistresses at the table were arguing that I wasn’t worthy of the title sort of broke my heart. 
 
      
 
    Around me my fellow submissives lay in a heap. Bethany was snoring obnoxiously, her arms curled around Gwendolyn, who looked more like a teddy bear than a lover, thanks to her diminutive size, wrapped in Beth’s large arms. Kylie and Maddie were paired off as well, except facing in opposite directions, faces positioned intimately close, and I was pretty sure that there had been some serious tongue action going on before I’d arrived. Now they were in a sort of sixty-nine position, satisfied and asleep, arms and legs entangled. 
 
      
 
    For a while, I thought about waking up Kylie, or maybe Madeline, but honestly, I felt bad for them. They’d all be tortured along with me, forced to ride the wooden pony, or the sybian, or strapped to the St. Andrew’s Cross, stuffed and sensitized. I just couldn’t be the one to wake any of them up. Except Bethany. I’d have gladly woken her, except I didn’t think she’d be willing to satisfy me. Not without Lucille’s permission and I knew that wasn’t going to happen.   
 
      
 
    So I laid there in the dark, thinking, running my fingertips slowly up and down my body, caressing myself. I was only vaguely aware of the whispered conversation from the mistresses who took their own sweet time discussing me, and I felt just a little queasy at the idea. There is nothing more stressful than being the subject of an inquiry and I couldn’t help feeling as if I were on trial. 
 
      
 
    I ached everywhere. I’d been bound to the St. Andrew’s Cross for over an hour and the final fucking Kylie had given me with the dildo on a stick had been intense. Of course the worst part had been the fact that I hadn’t been allowed to have that last, mind blowing orgasm. I contemplated some self-satisfaction. Of course, my own pussy wasn’t in any better shape than Bethany’s. I’d been beaten, bruised, fucked, fried, burned, frozen, and vibrated to the point where my folds were tender, my clit was swollen, and my depths were aching. Yet still, incredibly, what I wanted more than anything, was for one of those mistresses discussing my fate to lift me up, impale me on something incredibly large, intensely thick, and violently actionable. I wanted to explode, and do so in a way that left no doubt in anyone’s mind that I truly was exactly what they thought of me. I reached over and ran a hand over Kylie’s soft locks and she sighed softly, a smile on her lips.  
 
      
 
    I heard a noise and turned my head. It was Julie. She had risen from the table, her face a mask of stern command, and she approached me without hesitation, or a clue about my fate. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, we’re ready for you,” she said softly. 
 
      
 
    I nodded and got on my knees, ass in the air. Julie smiled and nodded in appreciation and I crawled behind her, following my mistress back toward the spot of light. The St. Andrew’s Cross had been removed, as had the wooden pony and the straight frame. Even the sybian had been taken away, leaving nothing but an empty foam pad standing alone before the table of Mistresses.  
 
      
 
    Julie went straight to her seat, but she gestured toward the lighted spot before the table. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, please stand on the mat and receive the judgement of this board,” Isobel said as Julie sat down.  
 
      
 
    My eyebrow went up. I crawled onto the pad and stood, the bare soles of my feet squishing on the foam. It felt good. I turned and looked at them, widening my stance until I stood facing them, legs apart. Realizing it had little hope of changing minds, I placed my hands at the back of my neck and arched my spine just enough to let my breasts rise and protrude. I even took a deep breath, everything I could go to make them think I looked like a sex-starved kitten. My fingers interlocked behind my head and I smiled.  
 
      
 
    I looked over at the table. Julie nodded at me, but it was with a small smile. Kari had her normal expression of polite calmness, while Savannah was grinning at me broadly. Mistress Amanda appeared pleased, while Lucille was scowling. Finally Isobel looked up, regal and determined. All in all, I began to feel better. Lucille looking upset was a good sign. Right? 
 
      
 
    “Breanne,” Isobel began. “The purpose of this review was to determine whether or not you had the right, not to mention the physical ability, to continue to call yourself a nympho humiliation pain slut, and to verify through others that you met the requirements of that position in a satisfactory manner. We have heard from a great many people today; about your sexual skills, the physical status of your body, and your general fuckability.” She said that last word with a snide smile. “Make no mistake, this wasn’t some gag or frippery. We felt that there needed to be an actual certification process, to verify for all, that you truly were what you said you were.” She gave me a direct look. “It can’t just be a self-bestowed title. You have to live it. We wanted to make sure you were.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. Hard. 
 
      
 
    “Thus we, as a group, discussed the five rules of being a nympho humiliation pain slut, the realities of living such a lifestyle, and whether or not you met those rules in a manner consistent with the title.” 
 
      
 
    She paused, taking a moment to drag out the tension. “Breanne Erickson, it is the finding of this panel, by unanimous consent, that you will retain the title ‘nympho humiliation pain slut’.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a sigh of relief. Okay, granted. They really couldn’t have taken it away from me. But gosh… what if I hadn’t passed their review? How humiliating would that have been? And what would I call the next book I wrote? Tales of a Not Quite Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut? Tales of a Defrocked NHPS? Stories from a Girl Determined Not to be Quite Slutty Enough? 
 
      
 
    I smiled over at Isobel, but she raised a finger. “However, there are some stipulations, recommendations, and a few consequences.” I nodded but Isobel looked to her left, her eyes falling on Mistress Lucille. “Lucille, the first one is yours.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry as Lucille stood up and came around the table. She had something in her hand, coiled and dangling. I sucked in a breath as I realized that it was a zip line. Simple string cordage, with clothespins attached every few inches, the Society had about six of the damn things. 
 
      
 
    She walked right up to me, a scowl on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, I’ll be honest, I originally voted against you being allowed to call yourself a nympho humiliation pain slut. Amanda convinced me to change my mind. Still, I find your attitude unbecoming, your snarkiness deserving of extreme punishment, and if you were my submissive, you’d be subjected to orgasm denial, and constant torment.” 
 
      
 
    I gulped and even Isobel coughed. 
 
      
 
    Lucille looked back at the other mistress and then sighed in exasperation. “That said, the majority have agreed that you will keep the title.” She stepped up and shook out the zip line, finding the very last clothespin tied to the end. It was wooden and she held it up, pinching it open. 
 
      
 
    “As was noted in Zack’s review, it was suggested that your nipples be subjected to frequent electric shocks and clamping,” Lucille observed. “I couldn’t agree more and at least here, your mistress agreed. As a result of this finding, Kari and Julie will be commissioning a new device from Mike that will deliver shocks when your breasts are pressed to it. It will be hung at your work, in the punishment closet, and during the day you will be frequently ordered to bare your breasts, go to the closet, and press your nipples to the device for a quick, painful shock. You can expect this to happen several times per day.” Lucille said with a smile. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “That’s awful!” I blurted. But then with a flash of Julie’s eyes I looked away. “Yes, Mistress Lucille. I understand,” I said shamefully. I didn’t want to embarrass Julie by protesting. Then Lucille brought the clothespin over and I winced as it bit down hard on my right nipple. Lucille didn’t bother to set it deep, instead letting it pinch the flesh right at the piercing. A petty cruelty, but a nasty one. Lucille ran her hand down the string and pulled the second clothespin upward. My eyes widened as she brought it straight across to my other breast. 
 
      
 
    “In addition, you will be required to wear nipple clamps much more frequently, as suits a woman of your status. Were it me, I’d make sure your nipples were throbbing constantly. Unfortunately it is not me who will be enforcing this rule, and the board does not require them to be painful,” she said with disappointment, putting the second clothespin on my other nipple. I stiffened, groaning softly. Now both my nipples were hurting.  
 
      
 
    Isobel leaned forward to clarify. “Breanne, elastic will be acceptable, but it should keep your mind on your breasts, which is the point of this recommendation.” She gestured at Kari and Julie. “Your mistresses will take into consideration your assignments, outfits, and general health.”  
 
      
 
    “I hope this hurts you as much as it makes me happy,” Lucille said softly, into my ear, giving the string a tiny yank and making me groan. The wooden jaws chewed on the tips of each breast and I grimaced as the flesh compressed around the gold piercing. I let out a little mewl of protest, but even then I felt my pussy tingling, as if Lucille had secretly caressed my clit. I looked down. At least a dozen more clothespins hung on the line, pooling between my feet. I had some suspicions about how this was going to go.   
 
      
 
    Lucille backed away from me, but the smoldering heat on her face made it clear that I was a target. I knew that every Society meeting from here on in would be a challenge as Lucille tried hard to get me alone for a little punishment and torment. I felt both a thrill of fear and a bit of excitement. I admit it. I’m a masochist. Sue me. 
 
      
 
    As Lucille returned to her seat, Mistress Amanda rose. Not as diminutive as her submissive Gwendolyn, I had a certain respect for the woman. She was intriguing in her own way and I have to admit, out of all the other subs, the one who came closest to giving me a run for my money was Gwen. She was a spitfire. Her mistress was the same. She rounded the table quickly and efficiently, coming right up to me with a grin on her face.  
 
      
 
    “Congratulations, of course, for being granted the right to the title,” she said honestly. Then she leaned forward and kissed me, right on the mouth. “You are definitely an inspiration to women everywhere. Do you know that?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head.  
 
      
 
    Amanda laughed. “You are the perfect embodiment of feminism.” 
 
      
 
    That made me blink and I almost laughed. “Me? But I’m a slut. I do whatever I’m told.” 
 
      
 
    Amanda nodded. “Yes. By choice. You know exactly what you want, what makes you happy, and you do it. Forget the fact that you want to be a sex object. You willingly allow us to use you, to torment you. And in the end, like the best dominant submissive relationships, the real power lies with you.” She reached out, cupped my cheek, and smiled. “After all, you could tell us to fuck off.”  
 
      
 
    Then her hand slid down my neck, across my throat and sternum, to take hold of my right breast. I gasped as the clothespin on my nipple jiggled, sending little sparks of pain up through my tit, but then she increased all that by drawing up the cord. Her fingers found the third clothespin and with deliberate motions, she pinched a portion of my left breast, just beneath the nipple, and let the wooden peg bite down. I groaned.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne, the review board examined the suggestions of the young man who tested your foot job abilities, as well as the softness of your feet. If you’ll recall, Alex suggested that you be required to give at least two foot jobs per week. We feel that might be too many, but we do agree that once per week you should be required to massage a man’s prick with your feet, or better yet - pleasure a woman in the same manner. As Alex suggested, you will be given a specific time limit in which to accomplish this action. Twenty minutes. If you are successful in giving your principle an orgasm, then there will be no punishment. If you do not satisfy your partner in the allotted time, you will be subjected to a sapping, directly on your clit, without you being allowed to cum.” She gave me another little smirk. 
 
      
 
    My jaw dropped. Amanda grinned and pulled another clothespin up from along the line. This one went on the same breast as the last one, just a bit further up. Oh God. 
 
      
 
    “Obviously it will be up to you to schedule these special foot massages. If you fail to do so, then Kari or Julie will punish you with a bastinado session. Either a cane or a whip across the soles of your feet. Or, if you’d prefer. I can do it. I’d love to have you tied down to Gwennie’s bed with those cute little soles of yours ready for a beating!” Amanda said, stepping back.  
 
      
 
    With four clothespins hanging off my tits, I swallowed at that thought. I had no doubt whatsoever that Mistress Amanda would love the idea of whacking the bottoms of my feet. I stood there, nipples throbbing as she ran her hands down my ribs, over to my hips, only run a single finger through my very wet slit. Then she sucked it clean, a twinkle in her eye, and went back to the table. I stood there, wondering who would stand up next, when Savannah rose. She gave me a knowing smile and came around the table.  
 
      
 
    “Hello Breanne,” Savannah said softly, pulling another clothespin up from the string. She began to clip it to my left breast, setting the fourth clothespin to hang off that particular side of my chest. “The review board has adopted my suggestion that you be required to provide oral satisfaction to at least two men per week. Both must be strangers. This will help maintain the ‘nympho’ aspect of your title. Or, if you prefer, you may arouse just one man, again a stranger, and allow him to fuck each of your holes.” She grabbed a fifth clothespin and held it up. “To satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    I winced. “All in one day?” I asked, somewhat incredulously.  She was talking about a minimum of three orgasms. 
 
      
 
    Savannah shrugged. “I know that you like to arouse men with your mouth, so I would imagine that after you’ve provided the blowjob, you’ll be able to arouse him a second time for vaginal sex, and then again a third time so he can fuck you up the ass.” She said in a positive tone, right before adding the fifth clothespin to my left breast. That whole side of my chest throbbed. “The important thing though, is that your nipples remain clamped for the whole thing. Clearly you provide better service when your tits are throbbing.” She gave me a big grin.  
 
      
 
    “Please, Mistress Savannah,” I whimpered as she lightly ran her fingers down my side.  
 
      
 
    “No objections Bre. This is what we decided. You must comply or you won’t be able to call yourself a nympho humiliation pain slut,” Savannah said in all seriousness. “We wouldn’t want that, would we?” She gave my ass a light squeeze, then turned back toward the table. Even as she went back to her seat, Isobel stood up.  
 
      
 
    Tall, Mediterranean, and very beautiful, Mistress Isobel approached me with a stern expression. Like Savannah, and Amanda, she pulled the zip line clothespin up. Except she stretched the line back across to my right breast. The clothespins on my left side wiggled, but that didn’t stop her. She began pinching skin and a moment later I was sporting the sixth clothespin on my right side.   
 
      
 
    “The review board spent a great deal of time discussing your posterior,” Isobel said, letting go of the peg so that it stuck out from my tit. I bit my lip, the pain of the clamping even more intense than I thought it would be. Isobel caressed my belly, then pushed her hand between my legs. I gasped as she fingered me, enjoying the hot, slippery, wetness between my legs, then she pushed her hand even further back and I felt her nail against the small, brown button of my bottom.  
 
      
 
    “While we spent most of our time discussing your unauthorized orgasms, I have to admit that I was quite impressed with your anal performance. Nick and his friends were as well, and despite your normal antics, I think you proved yourself. One of the final questions on each review asked for suggestions to make you better. Additional opportunities for anal intercourse were common suggestions. But one, from a young man named Marcus, had something that we, the review board, felt had merit.” She pulled her hand out from between my legs, straightened, and then grabbed my ass. “Do you know what he suggested?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No Mistress Isobel.” 
 
      
 
    “He felt that not a single day should go by without you having something in your ass. But rather than suggest a large plug, or the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, he said it should be something narrow, small, and possibly vibrating. The idea, of course, is to get you more accustomed to having things in your bottom, and to perhaps even encourage you to become aroused by such stimulation. Thus, Kari and Julie will be purchase you such a toy.” She gave my rump a light swat. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t exactly smiles. Yay. More stuff in my ass. What is with these people? 
 
      
 
    Then she pulled up another clothespin. “Kari, Julie, and your online masters will be focusing on placing you in situations where you receive both anal and clitoral situation at the same time. This should help you develop a healthy libido and perhaps, even get you to accept anal intercourse.” The clothespin, the seventh, closed down under my left nipple, just below the padlock. My eyes narrowed from the discomfort and Isobel cupped my cheek. “Fortitude, Bre.” Then she kissed me, lightly, on the cheek, leaving me with a heaving chest, dangling clothespins, and throbbing pain. She sat back down at the table of Mistresses. 
 
      
 
    That was when Julie rose. That did not make me feel any better. She came over and plucked the next clothespin dangling from the line and quickly placed it on my breast, enlarging the ring around my nipple. Eight. It hurt like the dickens too. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, it is the decision of this tribunal that from now on, regardless of where you are, you will fully introduce yourself as a nympho humiliation pain slut, unless you are specifically instructed not to by an accompanying mistress,” Julie said. 
 
      
 
    I cocked my head to the side. “What?” 
 
      
 
    Julie gave me a direct look. “It’s simple enough. If someone asks your name, or introduces themselves, you are required to reciprocate. You will give them your name and then you will provide your sexual title. That way everyone knows that you’re a masochistic fuck slut with a penchant for public humiliation.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “Always?”  
 
      
 
    She nodded and grabbed another clothespin. The ninth also went on my left breast. Not much room for more. I struggled not to shudder. “And you’ll be tested. Frequently. We’ve decided that two mistresses a month will be selected to send someone to fuck you. You won’t know when, or who, but they will make sure to introduce themselves to you, in a public place, and will report back if you don’t do it properly. In addition, they will be told the NHPS Rules. I suspect they will take advantage of Rule two. Don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    I found myself sputtering. “But... but…” 
 
      
 
    Lucille gave me a smug look from the table. “It’s one of the stipulations, slut. Accept it or stop being a nympho humiliation pain slut. Your choice,” she said snidely. Julie, facing me rolled her eyes. Then she turned around and gave Lucille a dark look. 
 
      
 
    “That’s enough,” she said sharply. “It’s one thing to taunt her, but you don’t have to be nasty.” 
 
      
 
    Lucille shrugged and turned away. 
 
      
 
    Julie shook her head and sighed, then pulled another clothespin up to my breast. The white line seemed longer and I groaned, knowing where the next clip was going. The tenth clothespin finished out the five on my right side, balancing what the other mistresses had done to my left.  
 
      
 
    “In addition to your proper introductions, starting tomorrow, you are required to edge once per day, with either a vibrator or the clothespin flick method,” she told me. Then she grabbed the zip line. There were at least nine or ten more clothespins left, and she the string seemed longer here. She stretched it down across my belly and I began whimpering as she positioned the clothespin over my swollen, delicate clit. 
 
      
 
    “Please Julie,” I whimpered.  
 
      
 
    She laughed. “You want it. I know it,” she replied. Then the wooden peg closed on my nub and my knees buckled, making me wobble. Pain flickered through me and I stood there, fingers still interlaced behind my back, but no longer upright and still. My entire body twitched and moved as the clothespins bit and chewed at me like a school of piranha. I couldn’t keep my lower half still. Then Julie flicked the clothespin she just put on my clit and gasped. “This will help keep your mind focused on sex.” 
 
      
 
    “My mind is already focused on sex,” I whimpered as she flicked the clothespin again. My hips jerked backward, away from her, but then swung forward, lewd and provocative. 
 
      
 
    “More focused,” Julie said with a laugh. “And not only that, but your clit will be painted with On4Her, or Stinging O, or even Icy Hot, twice per week …” 
 
      
 
    I cringed, but then she continued. 
 
      
 
    “But only after being thoroughly beaten with either a leather belt or a sap.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened and my mouth fell open. “What? I get two pussy whippings a week? For no reason?” 
 
      
 
    Julie flicked the clothespin again, making me wince. “Hardly. There is a reason. It’s because you’re a fucking nympho humiliation pain slut. Kari will handle the Stinging O and On4Her, and whomever is available will handle your pussy whipping. Probably on Tuesdays and Fridays. So enjoy.”  
 
      
 
    I stood there, incredulous, hurting, wondering what else they could possibly do to me. Except - there were more clothespins. Julie backed away and I watched as Isobel rose again, coming up to me with a friendly smile on her face. She bent down, took the next clothespin in line, and attached it firmly to my labia, along the right side. I whimpered, closing my eyes as the wooden peg bit into me.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne, once per month, for a full day, you will be required to carry a dildo in your cleavage. Your nipples will be clamped and your breasts oiled. Hopefully, this will help to improve your titty fucking skills. It should also thoroughly humiliate you.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes snapped open as I considered the implications. “What?” I gasped. “I have to have a dildo stuck down my shirt?” 
 
      
 
    Isobel chuckled. “Yes. And I suspect that you will be required to use the same clover clamps that Paul was given.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, trembling. “I’m not sure I can endure that,” I said honestly. 
 
      
 
    Isobel shrugged. “Nevertheless, you will try. I’m sure Kari and Julie will take your physical needs into consideration. Perhaps twice might be used in place of the clamps.” 
 
      
 
    Yeah. That sounded great. My tits tied together with a dildo stuffed down between them.  
 
      
 
    Isobel took another clothespin and set it on my left labia, the string crossing in front of my pussy. A pained look on my face made it clear how that felt.   
 
      
 
    Then she turned and sat down. 
 
      
 
    Tears pooled in my eyes. This was awful. And I don’t mean the zip line. I meant these extras. Introduce myself as “Breanne, the nympho humiliation pain wonder slut”? All the time? Two pussy whippings a week? Daily edges? Constant ass stuffing? Could I even handle all this?  
 
      
 
    Then Kari stood up. Slowly she came around the table and approached me. Our eyes met and I stood there, trembling, aching in all sorts of ways, from the throbbing pain in my nipples to the burning of my clit, to the deep, needing ache in my pussy. I didn’t know what I wanted, or needed - punishment or pleasure. Kari took a deep breath. 
 
      
 
    “We’ve come a long way since sixth grade,” she said softly. “Haven’t we?” She let out a little laugh. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. I was naked, streaked with oil, cum, and perspiration, welts and bruises forming, my pussy swollen and exposed. She stood there, the vision of a Goddess, perfectly dressed, her golden hair straight and beautiful. 
 
      
 
    She bent down slightly, so that her mouth was on the same level as my breast, and she took hold of the next clothespin. Carefully, she attached it on my right labia, below the one Isobel had put on. Then she straightened back up. 
 
      
 
    “As a nympho humiliation pain slut, we are going to work on your general nature. You are valuable to us and we love you. But while we cherish you, want you, and need to protect you, we will also give you what you crave - being treated like a sex object. I will try to do more of this. I love you. Passionately. But it is very clear that you desire a certain kind of treatment. So with that in mind, there will be more assignments. More embarrassment. More fuckings, both in public and private. We will be doing spot checks on you, even at home, to make sure that you are in compliance with this board’s findings and requirements.” 
 
      
 
    I realized that I was breathing hard and fast. “Yes Mistress,” I breathed, eyes wet with excitement. Kari grabbed another one of the dangling clothespins and put it on me. Left side. Then she asked, “What is your name?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. Pain washed over me, from my pulsing nipples to my tingling clit. I rose up on tiptoe, the arches of each foot exposed and aching. I could barely stand straight and I could feel girl goo leaking from my cunt. 
 
      
 
    “My name is Breanne Erickson and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I declared firmly, looking over at Lucille. She rolled her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “And what is your purpose?” asked Kari, placing another clothespin on my labia. I couldn’t help noticing that there was just three left on the zip line. 
 
      
 
    “Your pleasure, Mistress. I’m here to sexually serve your needs,” I panted. Kari put another clothespin on my pussy. I grit my teeth, my leg twisting, but I stayed in position. 
 
      
 
    “What if I want to pleasure you?” Kari asked, catching hold of another clothespin.  
 
      
 
    I whimpered. “Please pleasure me, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    She put the clothespin on low, right side labia. I could hear the wooden pegs knocking around, pain shooting through me with every jerk of my body.   
 
      
 
    “What if I want to embarrass and humiliate you?” Kari asked pointedly. 
 
      
 
    “As you wish, Mistress.”  
 
      
 
    “What if I want you to cum for me?” She asked slyly. 
 
      
 
    I almost laughed. “Then make me cum for you.” 
 
      
 
    “And if I want to deny you?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    This time I frowned. “Then torment me and deny me. I am yours.” 
 
      
 
    She grabbed hold of the very last clothespin and glanced up at me. Our eyes met. Twenty years of friendship, of domination, of sexual companionship, of her torment, shot through me. I’d loved it. I’d hated it. I’d wanted it and I’d rejected it. Part of me died every single time she paraded me around in public, or made me fuck some stranger, foreign cock going through me. And at the same time, I craved the solid, overwhelming orgasms that such behaviors invoked within me. I really was a sex object. To be used, handled, forced, and when disobedient, punished.  
 
      
 
    She set the very last of the clothespins in place. Nineteen in all. Five on each breast, four on each side of my pussy, and one right on my clitoris. She grabbed hold of the string as I began hyperventilating. I knew what was coming next. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, what if I, or anyone of these mistresses, or any of your online doms, or hell, any of your readers, wants to hurt you? Sexually.” 
 
      
 
    My fingers slipped loose from the back of my neck and I raised my arms up high, as if hanging from a rope. I stood there, breasts thrust forward, the clothespins jiggling wildly, my body burning with need, with pain, with desire, and with love. I looked at the table of Mistresses and found Julie’s eyes. She had tears in them. I smiled at her, a manic and crazy grin, of a girl who has just one thing she needs. 
 
      
 
    “Mistresses, please hurt me,” I said softly, not to Kari, or to Julie, but to all of them. Amanda eyes brightened and she grinned. Savannah gave me a little wave of her fingers. Isobel nodded matronly. Julie wiped a tear from her eye, her smile huge and welcoming. Even Lucille looked a little abashed, as if she regretted something said. She looked away. 
 
      
 
    Then Kari put a single kiss on my cheek. Her eyelashes fluttered against my skin and I heard the words whispered in my ear. 
 
      
 
    “Oh Breanne. We will.” 
 
      
 
    And then she yanked the string.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Pain flared across my body as wooden clothespins snapped and rattled and flew. I threw my head back and screamed, falling and falling, to collapse on the floor, a sobbing, hurting heap. Spasms racked my body as I lay there, tears coursing down my cheeks. For a long moment I let the darkness spin inside me. The pain began to ebb, leaving me cold, wanting, and uncomfortable.  
 
      
 
    Then I felt something; a buzzing, soft and sweet. It touched my bottom, slipping through the wetness of my thighs, probing for my sex. I winced and pulled away, some little part of me scared that more pain was coming. A set of hands took hold of my arms, pulling. It wasn’t restraint, but guidance, and I found myself uncurling from the fetal position I’d been in, straightening, lying on my back. More hands, several sets, took hold of my ankles, pulling me open and the buzzing was joined by more. I felt oil poured onto my stomach and it was swirled and rubbed up and down my body, fingers delving into my sweet spot, even inside me. Someone began rubbing the bottoms of my feet, light touches in the arches, and I felt another vibrator touch my nipple as another slid down my side. Another hand. Fingers in my pussy, gently thrusting. A vibrator, pressed softly to my clitoris, moving in circles. My arms were drawn outward and up above my head. I opened my eyes. I saw shapes and shadows, light beaming down on me from above. Silhouettes of women. Long hair. Waves of exquisite, perfect pleasure enveloped me. I heard soft murmurs. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, I love you,” said Kylie as she pushed one hand down from my palm to my shoulder, her other holding a vibrator to my breast. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne, you’re amazing!” Mistress Amanda whispered, her fingers curling in my sex. 
 
      
 
    “I want to torment you and make you cum,” I heard Lucille say gruffly, her hand rubbing my thigh. “Over and over.” 
 
      
 
    “”You are so beautiful and talented,” Madeline said from down by my feet. It was her delicate touch caressing my soles. 
 
      
 
    I heard a chuckle. “I challenge you to a nympho humiliation pain slut competition!” Gwennie said. She bent down, pulling a vibrator away from my nipple just long enough to suckle the tip into her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Me too,” Bethany said then. She was rubbing my other foot, matching Madeline’s light caress. “I might not have your endurance, but I can cum just as much as you!” 
 
      
 
    Then Savannah spoke up. “I still owe you a cropping, and I can’t think of a more sweet, and delicate girl to have tied open for me to do that too. You definitely deserve it.” I felt her hand against my thigh, her fingers teasing lower.  
 
      
 
    “Breanne?” Julie said, her voice filled with emotion. “You are the best thing that has ever happened to me. I will love you, protect you, and be with you forever.” Her hand closed over mine, squeezing. 
 
      
 
    And then the fingers between my legs moved and something long, thick, solid, and perfect slid up into me. It began pumping, slowly at first, then with harder thrusts. I panted, overwhelming need coming to the surface. And the hands and vibrators didn’t stop. Oh no. They moved. To my breasts and sides, onto my clit, down to my feet. I purred and moaned and writhed as ten women crowded around me, all trying, passionately, to make me cum. 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes again, swooning with bliss, the thick cock between my legs. I saw Kari, kneeling there between my spread open thighs, a ridiculous smile on her face. “Cum for me Breanne, cum again for me,” she whispered. My pussy clenched around the dildo and I opened my mouth, moaning fervidly. My hips thrust upward, meeting every stroke and vibration, hands and oil and mouths falling on me and rubbing, caressing, loving. 
 
      
 
    “We tormented you for this moment,” Kari said clearly, her hand grasping the base of the dildo, sliding it in and out of my wetness. “We humiliated you and embarrassed you. We teased you and hurt you. We tested you and found you both perfect and wanting. And now, this moment, is your reward. Cum for us.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Bre. Cum for us.” 
 
      
 
    “Cum for us, Bre?” 
 
      
 
    Voices, begging. “Cum, Bre. Cum for us.” Over and over. A thrill shot through me and my toes curled as my body became rigid. My pussy tightened and spasmed, rippling around the thrusting dildo. My back arched as I pressed my breasts upward into hands and vibrators and mouths. Then my vision darkened as someone straddled my head, pressing pussy down into my mouth. Soft pink surrounded me as I began sucking and licking, the orgasm inside me rising like an ocean behemoth, rushing toward the surface in a desperate attempt to reach air. I cried out, tasting salt and musk and girl goo and I pressed my nose into her clit as the girl above me squirmed. I didn’t even know who it was! Surges of energy shot through my limbs and I threw my head back, screaming out in waves of sweet bliss, waves bursting as I climbed to heights I didn’t even think were possible. I caught sight of Kylie above me, hands pinching her own nipples, her pussy red and wet, and I jerked my head up, jamming my tongue into her slit. She pushed me back down and the dildo inside me went deep, hard and fast, and rocking me as the vibrators teased my nipples and the bottoms of my feet, and my clit. Something wet surrounded the toes of my right foot and I realized that Madeline had grabbed my ankle and was literally fucking herself with my toes. I moved my hands, questing and found pussy, wet and dripping. I heard moans as I pushed fingers in, trying to hold off, not wanting to cum, not yet. Oh God no. This had to go on. For as long as fucking possible! 
 
      
 
    There are all sorts of limits that we are forced to acknowledge. And I reached mine. I was too charged, too much in the center of the sensation to deny it. The orgasm, one of the most powerful I’ve ever had, swamped me, knocking me aside and lights seemed to flash in a panoply of colors, sounds echoed through my head and taste and touch seemed heightened. I smelled sex and warm skin and cum. Softness of fingers and the hard touch of nails went down my skin and there was literally no way to resist. My mouth was full of pussy and I couldn’t scream. I was being held down, so I couldn’t do more than squirm. And when my pussy tightened in rhythmic spasms around Kari’s dildo, I gave in and just let it happen. 
 
      
 
    Boom. And then blackness. 
 
      
 
    “Syncope,” Darren called it. I’m guilty. It’s happened a few times in my life and when I lifted my head, blinking, the party around me had dissolved into a sapphic orgy. Bethany was on her back with Amanda riding her face, while Lucille, now naked, was eating her submissive out. Gwendolyn was doing the same to Lucille, her small arms curled around Lucille’s bottom. To the side Julie and Savannah were fucking Kylie, the blonde Southern Belle nude and frantically rubbing her pussy against Kylie’s wet slit, while Julie, bony and naked, straddled Kylie’s face. I watched as Julie pinched her own nipples, eyes closed, pleasure making her sway. Isobel was in a sixty-nine position with Madeline, the two of them entwined so tightly that at first I wasn’t sure whose arm and leg belonged to whom. I sat up slowly and looked around because someone was missing. In the midst of orgy, I climbed to my feet. 
 
      
 
    Kari was walking toward the front of the meeting rooms. She was completely dressed, her purse draped over one shoulder. I blinked, gasping, and in bare feet, still naked, covered in all kinds of fluids, I ran after her. 
 
      
 
    I caught her in the lobby. The glass door was dark, night having already fallen, and I grasped her sleeve. It didn’t matter that I could have been seen through the clear glass by anyone out there. 
 
      
 
    “Kari?” I said softly. 
 
      
 
    She turned and looked at me, a smile on her lips. “How are you feeling?” She asked me. I could see the care in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. “I feel…” I paused, taking everything in. “I feel great.” I said honestly. And I did. All the torment, the torture, the punishment. Everything had been just a lead up to that one awesome and amazing, mind blowing orgasm. I batted my eyes and looked down, suddenly overwhelmed. “Thank you,” I said. 
 
      
 
    She laughed, softly and silently. “You’re very welcome.” She cupped my cheek, then dropped her hand and turned back to the door. My eyes widened.  
 
      
 
    “You’re leaving?” I asked, not wanting her to go. 
 
      
 
    She looked back at me. “Bre, you know I’m sensitive. I can barely handle one orgasm a week. And tonight has aroused me to a point where I need relief.” 
 
      
 
    I perked up. “Then let me. Please? I’ll be gentle! I promise!” My eyes softened. “Use me? Please?” 
 
      
 
    Kari sighed. “Oh, dear heart. I would. You know that, right? But that would be selfish. I’ve already used you, and you paid the price. Every whimper you uttered was a gift to me. Every pained expression. Every slap of the sap on your sweet, little pussy. Every shudder. All of it.” She put a hand on my bare shoulder, squeezing. “But you belong to Julie now. I’ve taken what I need and now I’m going home.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned, petulant. “To Robert.” 
 
      
 
    She laughed, out loud this time. “Don’t sound so jealous. Yes. Robert. He’s my husband. I plan on torturing him like I did you, and then when he’s straining so hard his balls are blue, I will impale myself on him, cum fast and hard, and then give him his release. We’ll both be happy.” 
 
      
 
    I felt frustrated. “But…” 
 
      
 
    She smiled again. “But nothing. You orgasmed. And you gave me what I needed - I’m aroused now, more than ever, and I’ll be able to take my pleasure with my husband.” She looked a tad bit embarrassed. “It would be another week before I could tolerate cumming again, if it hadn’t been for what you endured tonight. I’m ready. Let me enjoy it?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Now I felt even more sheepish. “Sorry. I wasn’t thinking.” 
 
      
 
    Kari took a deep breath. “You are such a challenge, you know that?”  
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “I am?” 
 
      
 
    She shrugged. “Right now I want to drag you outside, throw you down on the hood of my car with your legs on the windshield, spank your pussy, and then grind myself into your face.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. Oh. Oh my. 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “I want to cum so badly that I’d be willing to whip your tits, even after everything you’ve had inflicted upon you tonight. I’d be willing to tie you to the iBench and beat your pussy raw, so it would be soft and perfect and burning when I ground my clit against yours.” She cupped my cheek again. “I would hurt you so much that you’d be begging to expose yourself in public, even to take it up the ass from a hundred guys, just to make the torment stop. And I would hungrily watch that.” 
 
      
 
    “Okay,” I said, totally fine with that. 
 
      
 
    She laughed. “See? That’s what I mean! You willingly accept that.” She sighed and turned her back to me. “I’m leaving before I take you up on that offer!” 
 
      
 
    “But, Kari. I’m totally willing,” I insisted. “If that’s what you want, please do it to me. Right now. I’m ready.” I bowed my head submissively. “Please Mistress, hurt me? Use me?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s not the mantra, Bre.” Kari pushed on the door and I felt the cool, autumn night air flow in. It chilled me. “Go back to the others. Find Julie. Submit to her.” She glanced back at me and her eyes sparkled. “I’ll torment you on Monday. Be ready.” Then she left. The door closed with a loud click of finality.  
 
      
 
    I stood there for a long moment and then looked back down the hall, past the restroom and kitchen, back into the Society meeting room. I could see the orgy, still in full swing, convulsing and creaming on the mat. Moans, panting, and soft squeals could be heard.  
 
      
 
    “All right, Bre. You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut, aren’t you?” I asked myself out loud. “It’s just four submissives and five dominatrixes, all of them oiled, wet, and naked, in a full blown orgy, in a room full of whips, clamps, dildos, wooden ponies and sybians. What could possibly happen?” I watched as another one of the women squealed happily, cumming with a series of wild moans, one leg up in the air, glistening with oil, twitching madly. It was a very, very, cute little foot.  
 
      
 
    I took a step. Then another. Then I laughed at my own silly questions.   
 
      
 
    “Well, Bre. Let’s find out.” 
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    Bre accepts “assignments” from readers and a bevy of “online doms,” sexual tasks that focus on erotic humiliation, sadism and masochism, along with intense, powerful orgasms. She completes them and then writes about her experiences, forming the foundation for her “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” series.   
 
      
 
    Bre grew up on a farm just west of Houston and lived there much of her life. She is a single mother, plays piano, enjoys reading science-fiction and fantasy novels, loves to cook, and can shoot guns, ride horses, and fix your tractor, just in case.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    More 
 
      
 
    If you are interested in how Breanne found this path, we highly recommend her novel, “Coming of Age: A BDSM Romance. For the complete collection of Breanne’s blog posts, all of them are available in e-book format from Amazon.com, or for more recent “tales,” try Michael Alexander’s BDSM Blog. In addition Breanne has written a number of short stories, available in various places around the internet and on her website: Michael Alexander Stories.  
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