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   Foreword by Breanne Erickson, author of “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut”
 
    
 
   Dear Reader,
 
   Someone has an overactive imagination.
 
   I first corresponded with Michael Alexander in the fall of 2004 after reading his short story “The Museum of Inquisition.”  I really liked it too.  It had that sort of depth that turns me on and I’m going to admit right here, that what I really enjoyed was that the main character had a name that resonated with me: Breanne.  I couldn’t wait.  I wrote to him, left a review for his story, and started a friendship that has lasted seven years and through several tough times, for both of us.
 
   I’m not quite sure where the line between Michael’s fictional Breanne and me actually is drawn.  She’s had quite a different path.  I ended up running my parents farm and being collared by my high school sweet heart, Kari.  Michael’s Breanne ended up working at an upscale BDSM brothel on an Indian Reservation.  Guess you probably need to read “The Silver Locke” too!   But the story you’re about to read right now is a sort of prequel to “The Silver Locke”.  There are a couple of nuggets of me in it.  I’m guessing Michael was using me as the basis for his character.  Not that I mind. Michael can do anything he wants to me.  I just wish it wasn’t all fiction!
 
   But you are about to dive into a story that I wish WASN’T fiction.  I wish that it had been real.  That I had met Kyle and Megan, that I had spent that long weekend with them, going through those BDSM Olympics, wanting, needing, longing, and cumming.  In the very end I would wait for the question, the only right question to ask a nympho humiliation pain slut:
 
   Did you enjoy yourself?
 
   Oh no.  That’s not the right question!
 
   Did you cum?
 
   Oh yes.  I came.
 
   And so will you.
 
   Enjoy the story.
 
   I did.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter One: Arrival
 
    
 
   She stared out the small window, watching with fascination the various wisps of cloud that floated hundreds of feet beneath, the white stutters of vapor that crossed the endless geometric squares of corn and wheat fields below.  It was her first time on an airplane and she had spent nearly all of it staring downward, fascinated with the vista.  Part of her enthrallment was due to the incessantly changing landscape, the tiny houses, the roads, even the sunlit flashes of blue lakes, but another part was to ignore the same sort of fascination the man in the seat beside her tried, somewhat unsuccessfully, to hide.  But unlike Breanne, he wasn’t staring out the window.
 
    
 
   She wasn’t exactly surprised by the attention.  The halter top she was wearing was a tad bit too small, with a plunging neckline, and the smooth curve of her young breasts swelled the cotton material in alluring ways.  More than a bit of her taut belly showed, the silver dangle piercing at the middle serving to pull eyes in, which then could not fail to notice the loose flared but very short skirt that seemed to barely cover her bottom and required almost constant attention not to expose more as she sat in her seat.  Her feet were clad in high heels, the bare toes exposed.  All in all, she expected to be watched with as much interest as she had for the rolling scenery below.
 
    
 
   She squirmed in her seat, her knees together, trying not to let her skirt slide up any farther.  Already the journey had been torturous, and her wriggling had caused the skirt to move higher than appropriate.  The man seated next to her, his suit jacket off and his tie loosened, surreptitiously stole glances at her legs as she moved them, her hips rocking as she let out a tiny involuntary moan.
 
    
 
   “You all right?” he suddenly asked her, his voice filled with concern.  She turned, giving him a small smile and nodded.
 
    
 
   “Yes sir.  Thank you for asking.  It’s my first time flying and I didn’t realize the flight would be so long.”  Her flowing auburn hair cascaded down upon her shoulders, her green eyes flashing.
 
    
 
   “So are you catching a connecting flight at O’Hare?” he inquired.
 
    
 
   She shook her head.  “No sir, I’m meeting someone.”
 
    
 
   He nodded and then sighed softly.  “Well if you feel the need to get up and stretch your legs, I can always let you by.”  His offer held the promise of ulterior motives.
 
    
 
   Breanne Erikson nodded in appreciation, knowing full well that standing up and walking the aisle of the airplane was the last thing she needed to endure.  “Thank you sir, I appreciate the offer, but I’m actually very comfortable.  I’ll let you know if I need to get up, sir.”
 
    
 
   The businessman nodded and then with deliberate effort, took his eyes away from the smooth expanse of her legs and got out his laptop computer.  Breanne’s attention went back to the window as she thought about what a walk through the plane would do to her.  It wasn’t the embarrassment of having the other passengers see her barely clad body.  She was used to that.  It was the two small, rubber coated balls she had buried inside her pussy that would roll and ring gently as she walked down the aisle that concerned her.  Even seated, the ben wa balls were a continuous sensation, filling her sex, making her constantly aware of her panty-less and semi-aroused state.  But Bre was also used to it, and while her lack of undergarments and the kinetic sex toy were stimulants, they were something she could handle under duress.
 
    
 
   Farm fields finally changed to suburban sprawl, and Breanne pressed her nose to the window as the tiny houses and manicured lawns quickly gave way to the industrial outskirts of Chicago.  She spied the Willis Tower, formerly the Sears Tower, its twin spires looking like some strange bug with giant antennas looming over the city.  Lake Michigan was beautiful, a blue expanse that seemed far different from the silt shadowed waters of the Gulf of Mexico at Galveston.
 
    
 
   The aircraft banked slightly and the announcement of the captain asking the passengers to put on their seatbelts brought Breanne back to the present.  She had been tense and nervous from the very moment she had gotten on the plane, despite the fear and wonderment of her first airplane ride.  She had known back in Houston that once on the plane, there would be no turning back.  Her return ticket was dated three days hence, and she had deliberately brought no money, not even her credit card.  Her identification was tucked in her carry on bag, and that was it. She wriggled in her seat, the ben wa balls slipping around inside her as she managed to buckle the safety harness across her lap.  
 
    
 
   The landing was uneventful, and Bre stared out the window at the rushing landscape, marveling in the speed and smoothness of the airplane’s flight.  Even the bump of landing was nothing more than another exciting aspect of her trip.  As the scream of the engines slowly throttled down, Breanne bit her lip, reaching down under her seat to pull out her small back pack.  
 
    
 
   It took another twenty minutes for the plane to reach the terminal and for the passengers to start disembarking.  First class passengers went first and then Breanne watched as the businessman stood and pulled another case from the overhead compartment.  
 
    
 
   Finally it was her turn.  Standing carefully, she inched her way out of the seat, her body an instant attraction for a number of the men working their way through the cabin.  The arch of her foot still strapped in her high heels, her calves, her bare thighs, even the denim cloth covered bottom, and every thing about her was an attention magnet.  She ignored most of it though, her mind trying to focus on exiting while the ben wa balls began their smooth sexual stimulation with each step.
 
    
 
   She felt her pussy ripen in moments and she bit her lip again as the tension she had felt between her legs during the trip suddenly changed into desperate desire.  She steeled herself, resolutely moving forward, her back pack slung over her shoulder, until she stepped onto the gantry and moved up into the terminal.
 
    
 
   It took a moment to orient herself.  She knew exactly where she needed to go from studying a few posted maps, and quickly took off down the concourse, passing the various kiosks and stores where travelers purchased reading material and food.  Baggage claim wasn’t an issue for her, since her only luggage was the small backpack on her shoulder.  Breanne had packed very little, knowing she wouldn’t need it.
 
    
 
   As she exited the secure area, she turned to her left, her eyes quickly searching.  For a moment, her heart skipped a beat, wondering if he had decided not to meet her.  But then she spied his sandy blonde hair, the grinning smile, and she grinned back, moving as quickly as the ben wa balls would let her.  She opened her arms as she approached, seeing his eyes roam over her body.
 
    
 
   There were no words.  She merely stepped into his embrace, lifting her chin and standing on tip toes to kiss him.  It was no chaste kiss however.  She opened her mouth, slipping her tongue against his, a deep sexual kiss that left no doubt to her intent.  When it was finally over his eyes were wide in astonishment.
 
    
 
   “Well, it’s good to finally meet you in person, Bre” he said, still a little flustered by the passionate kiss.
 
    
 
   “It’s good to meet you too, sir!” Breanne replied, her beaming smile warming him to the bone.
 
    
 
   The man nodded and then looked at the small backpack slung over her shoulder.  “Is that all you brought, or do we need to stop by the Baggage claim?” he asked, his voice polite, but warm.
 
    
 
   Breanne shook her head.  “No, everything I needed for the weekend I was able to fit in here.”  She jiggled the knapsack, grinning.
 
    
 
   “I can imagine,” he replied.  “How was your flight up from Houston?” he asked as they fell into step, walking toward the exit.
 
    
 
   She couldn’t help grinning.  “A bit long.  I thought it would go faster.  It was also just a tad uncomfortable.”
 
    
 
   He couldn’t help laughing.  “You wore the ben wa balls, didn’t you?”  
 
    
 
   She nodded with a smile.  “Of course.  You asked me too.”
 
    
 
   He returned her grin. “Well I thought it would be more entertaining.  Are you horny?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “If you ask, I’ll strip right here and you can do me,” she replied immediately.  He paused momentarily, trying to decide if she was being honest.  He decided she was.
 
    
 
   “As fantastic as that sounds, I think the airport is not quite the right place for that.”  He motioned toward the doorway. “Well, I’m parked out here, so let’s head out.  As nice as O’Hare is, it really isn’t one of the best features of Chicago.”  Breanne smiled and nodded obediently.  She pushed her arm through his and followed his lead as they made their way through the automatic doors into the parking area.  In the shadow of one of the parking garages, Breanne was led to an off-white Chevrolet Camaro with a solid black roof, shiny and reflective.  The man was a gentleman and opened the door for her, watching as she sat, her skirt riding up her thighs.  This time she made no effort to straighten her skirt, letting it ride upward, exposing the glint of moisture on pink petals.  With a smile he closed the door and went around to the other side.
 
    
 
   As soon as he sat down behind the wheel and closed his door he turned toward the auburn haired beauty next to him and held out a small silver paper wrapped box.  A shiny bow adorned the top and he smiled as Breanne’s eyes went wide.  
 
    
 
   “Open it,” he ordered, his voice soft and tender.
 
    
 
   Bre didn’t hesitate and quickly slit the tape holding the top of the box down, her thumbnail slicing the transparent film in two.  Carefully, she lifted the top, exposing an exquisitely wrought silver chain.  But instead of being a loop, the silver chain was only ten or so inches long.  On each end, attached with precision, were two long silver alligator type clamps, the edges lined with vicious looking teeth.  Bre pulled the silver chain out of the box and held it up, examining it.
 
    
 
   “Please lift your halter top and put it on,” the man ordered.  Bre glanced at him once and then nodded.  Laying the chain across her lap, she used both hands to lift her halter top, rolling the cotton material upward over her firm breasts.  Both nipples were large and pink, the perfect size for a man’s mouth to cover.  Her fingers trembling, she picked up the first alligator clamp, squeezing the toothed jaw at the back and opening it wide.  For a moment, she debated how to apply it, whether from the side or straight on would be the best, but then quickly brought the gaping clip to her nipple straight on.  She let it go softly, wincing and then letting out a tiny whimper as the metal teeth bit down on her tender nipple, pinching it hard.  It took only a moment for her to take the other clamp and repeat the procedure, shuddering slightly as it too bit her delicate nub, latching on with tenacious viciousness.  
 
    
 
   Her chest heaving, she turned her head to look at him, hoping he was pleased with her.  Pain shot up through her breasts, her nipples the epicenter of the sensations.  She squeezed her legs together as the feelings from her breasts intensified the desires and needs she was feeling from between her thighs.
 
    
 
   The man next to her nodded, smiling, pleased with her performance; and the dangling silver chain that hung between her two breasts.  He reached into the console of the vehicle and pulled out a small cell phone, flipping it open and quickly scrolling through the programmed list. 
 
    
 
   “Jason?  It’s Kyle.  I’m just calling to confirm tonight.  Yeah.  She’s rocking hot, sitting right next to me.”  Kyle laughed and then glanced at Breanne, the silver chain still swinging slightly with each breath.  “I’ll try.  Okay, see you then.”  He snapped the phone closed and fished out his car keys, inserting them into the ignition.
 
    
 
   “Time for us to head out,”  he said, smiling at Breanne.  She nodded, smiling despite the pinching ache from her breasts.  
 
    
 
   “Are we going out tonight?” she asked, her voice soft and subservient.
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded.  “Absolutely.  But we don’t need to get into that until later.  Right now, you just enjoy the incredible Chicago ambiance.”  He laughed and put the car into gear.  Bre looked out the window of the Camaro and watched the various terminals and shuttle busses drive by.  She watched, wondering how many of the passengers and other drivers noticed her bared and clamped bosom, staring at her pinched nubs in fascination.  Once more she felt her sex tighten around the ben wa balls and she let out another soft moan.
 
    
 
   The drive was pleasant, despite the ache, and it only took a moment for them to leave the airport, heading south back toward Chicago.  As the Camaro turned onto the Kennedy Expressway, Kyle suddenly pressed a button on the door and both windows rolled downward, the cool wind rushing into the car.
 
    
 
   Breanne squealed once as the air swirled around her bare breasts.  It wasn’t cold, just a different sensation.  She was used to the Texas heat, and the cooler Chicago air was refreshing.  Her hands went up to both mounds, cupping them for a moment before relaxing, dropping her palms back down to her lap.
 
    
 
   “I want you to scoot your seat back as far as you can and lean it back, so you’re lying down.”  Kyle ordered, glancing at her as he maneuvered the car.
 
    
 
   She nodded and reached down between her legs, her fingers snagging the lever that released the seat.  With a ratcheting series of clicks, the seat slid backward until she was almost a foot further away from the dash board.  Next she tilted the back of the seat, pushing down with her weight until she was staring up at the roof of the car.
 
    
 
   “Excellent.” Kyle said.  “Now put your right foot up on the window sill.  Stick it out of the car,” he ordered.
 
    
 
   Breanne swallowed hard as she lifted her foot.  Despite her reposing position, she knew that lying down wouldn’t conceal her from other drivers.  Any SUV, van, or truck would easily be able to see into the low riding Camaro, and more importantly, the single high heeled shoe sticking out the window would be an immediate attractant.  As she lifted her leg, she realized that the position would also force her skirt up to her waist, baring her soft silky wet sex.
 
    
 
   She rested her calf on the door sill and Kyle grinned.  The stolen glance he gave her was rewarded with the perfect view of her pink shaved slit, wet and pulsing around the hidden and buried ben wa balls.  Her delicate little foot, waving like a flag, and drawing the attention of everyone around excited him to no end.  He reached down under his seat again, and pulled out another silver decorated box.  It was long and rectangular and he passed it over to Breanne.
 
    
 
   “Another present sir?” she asked politely.
 
    
 
   “Open it,” he ordered, grinning like a Cheshire cat.
 
    
 
   Bre slit the tape holding the top down and lifted the silver cardboard.  Inside, nestled in silver tissue, was a large pink vibrator, curved at the tip in order to caress a woman’s most sensitive internal spots.  She pulled it out and stared at it in awe.  It was very large, easily eight inches long and two inches thick.
 
    
 
   “Take out the ben wa balls and masturbate with the vibrator,” Kyle said while switching lanes to the far left, swinging the vehicle around a tractor trailer.
 
    
 
   Breanne nodded, reaching down between her legs.  She let out a tiny moan as her fingers entered her now sopping slit, swirling downward into the well as she finally found the small string that connected the balls together and provided for easy removal.  Pulling gently, she tugged the ben wa balls free of her body, shuddering in pleasure as they popped out with a wet sucking sound.  She held them up, their huge round shapes dripping with her juices and she carefully put them in the box that had held the vibrator.  
 
    
 
   The large penetrator was activated by a simple twist and Bre turned the pink monstrosity on low, running it down her body from her one of her clamped nipples to her slit.  As it passed over her clitoris, she saw a shape out the window and realized that Kyle was pacing a large semi truck.  She saw the reflective sunglasses of the driver, moving back and forth between the road ahead and her bared body.  She flushed in humiliation, and pushed the vibrator between her legs, slipping the curved head through her petals and then deep into her sex.
 
    
 
   Her mind couldn’t escape the simple fact that she was being observed, the driver of the truck watching as the pink toy sank deeply into her body.  Her back arched, eliciting a desperate moan, and her thumb spun the dial on the end of the vibrator, turning the shuddering vibrations to a higher level.  The rushing air streamed against the petals of her sex and she felt the dichotomy of cool air and hot sex.  The sound of the vibrator was lost in the roar of the wind and she pulled the vibe half way out before plunging it back in deeply, twisting it as it rotated in.  The truck faded from view, only to be replaced by another.
 
    
 
   “Look out the window as you fuck that thing, Breanne.  I want you to see the faces of the people who see you,” Kyle ordered.
 
    
 
   Breanne turned her face, seeing a large pickup’s roof, along with the astonished and pleased look of the man driving it.  He grinned and lifted his hand, giving her a thumb’s up sign.  She made no acknowledgement, but continued to thrust the vibrator in and out, her foot tingling in the rush of the wind.
 
    
 
   It only took a few more vehicles appearing in her view before the sensations were too much for her body.  She arched her back, her mouth opening in desperate pleasure. 
 
    
 
   “Please sir?  Please can I come?” she begged, her hips thrusting forward as her hand mashed the vibrator deep.
 
    
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “No.  You just keep masturbating. No cumming, or you get punished.”
 
    
 
   Breanne moaned, realizing that it was his intention to punish her no matter what.  She tried to slow the pace of her masturbation, holding the vibrator in place, rather than slipping it in and out frantically.  Her left hand snagged the chain between her nipples, pulling on it sharply in an effort to force her mind away from her sex and the parade of faces looking down on her.  The pain rushed through her breasts, but then swirled down between her legs, driving her need into desperation.  She cried out, ramming the vibrator home, her body shuddering as her orgasm rocked through her in loud frantic cries.
 
    
 
   Kyle watched as she slumped in her seat, the vibrator still buried in her wet snatch.  He grinned, pleased with her performance.  Over twenty drivers had looked at her naked body in shock and pleasure, and Kyle had done a good job in deciding who would get a glance.  The beautiful little college cutie lay gasping on her seat, her body the perfect vision of wanton sluttiness.
 
    
 
   They had met online, in an adult room, where Breanne was a popular young lady.  Being one of the few girls who would get on the microphone, and later, after she became comfortable, on camera, her bubbling personality attracted a large assortment of men.  But it wasn’t so much her personality, but her physical beauty and sexual perversions that kept her held in such high regard.  From the first, Kyle had been amazed at her need for the discomfort of pain in order for her pleasure to be maximized.
 
    
 
   She wasn’t sadistic to the extent of some.  Her limits were pretty simple.  No blood, and no disfigurement.  Easy limits.  They had chatted for over a year and Kyle had found himself enjoying her company, her bright wit, and her beautiful sexual body.  She was the one who had introduced him to sex wagering, an online game where two people agreed to play online pool, or chess, or hangman, and offered up a sexual wager.  After several months of beating her at online pool, he had finally made his most important wager.  If she lost, she had to agree to fly up to Chicago for an extended weekend, three days of sexual torment and humiliation, the very thing she craved.  He would pay all her expenses.
 
    
 
   She was a very good player, but to his surprise, the game seemed almost too easy to win.  Her fingers had seemed to miss more often and he suspected that she had thrown the game in order to lose.  Still, he admitted that he wouldn’t have been surprised had she not shown up at O’Hare International Airport, bailing out of her agreement.  Her incredible body pressing up next to his for that kiss had been incredible.
 
    
 
   And now she lay next to him, her bare leg resting on the window sill of his car, her denim skirt a thin band of blue at her waist, her bare slit pulsing with a thick vibrator stuck halfway in.  Her eyes were closed and her clamped breasts rose in the shallow breathing of orgasmic relaxation.
 
    
 
   “That little orgasm earned you a punishment, Breanne.  Don’t stop though.  Keep pumping that vibrator,”  Kyle said pleasantly.  “And turn it back up to high, but you better not come again, or that will earn you a second punishment.”
 
    
 
   Breanne turned her head and looked at the ruggedly handsome man driving the car.  She nodded softly as her fingers turned the vibrator up to its highest setting.  She let out a low moan and began once again, thrusting it in and out of her body.  Her hips reacted a few times as she set her pace, once more letting the vibrator piston in and out.
 
    
 
   Breanne was no stranger to vibrators.  She had a large collection of them at home.  Everything from tiny little pocket ones to keep in her purse, to large knobbed ones with extra arms that tormented her clit while inside her.  She had posted her golden rule on her internet profile: That any girl chatting online should be required to have a vibrator inside her, on low, and that she should have to provide proof of that, either on microphone or via webcam, to whom ever asked.
 
    
 
   It was a dangerous rule, one that resulted in frequent conversation starters.  Many men merely scanned her profile, enjoying the picture of her body and one exposed breast, followed by an immediate instant message demanding proof.  Over and over, she would turn on her microphone, holding it down by her sex, letting men hear the buzzing toy plunge deep into her body.  Eventually she bought a cam and was soon proving it through more visible means.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t till later that she discovered the “Wagering” room.  She had loved it from the first moment, the risk of losing, even the joys of winning.  When she won she usually tormented her opponent, forcing him to masturbate for her, or having him write her poetry or a story.  Losing always was sexual torment of various kinds, the more creative the wager, the more excited Breanne became.  Meeting Kyle in that chat room had been a stroke of luck, for his wagers were always innovative and very exciting.
 
                 
 
   Breanne felt the Camaro exit off the freeway and begin a series of turns in a more sedate setting.  Breanne saw the signs of business through the open window, foreshadowed by her high heel encased foot.  She continued to pump the vibrator, feeling her body tighten just as quickly as before, due to the high setting.
 
    
 
   She closed her eyes as her hips bucked, her thighs opening wider.  The sucking plunging pink rod between her legs forced her to moan, and then with a shuddering cry, she exploded once more in orgasmic bliss.  Kyle certainly noticed, inwardly pleased she couldn’t control herself, yet adopting a stern look of displeasure.
 
    
 
   “That’s your second punishment.  Keep fucking yourself.”  It took every ounce of will he had to keep from grinning.
 
    
 
   She nodded, once more moving the vibrator in and out, her body trembling at the repeated intrusion.  Kyle finally grinned as she closed her eyes again, wondering if she would manage to orgasm before they arrived at his home.  The poor girl lay in the seat, her arms almost wooden with exhaustion as she used her wrist to slip the vibe deep, then pulling it out.
 
    
 
   There was a bump in the road and Breanne felt the car shake once and then she saw the eaves of a small condominium.  There was the hum of a garage door opener and the Camaro moved into the small parking space, sliding into the garage much like the vibrator slipped into Breanne’s pussy.  Kyle turned off the ignition and pressed the garage door remote, letting the garage door come back down to conceal the vehicle and its two passengers.
 
    
 
   “Not bad, Bre.  You’re always boasting about how long you can endure the vibrator if it’s on low, so you can turn it down now,”  Kyle said, reaching over and running a finger down her left thigh.  She nodded and used her fingers to turn the dial, sighing as its tormenting buzz decreased to a barely discernable hum.
 
    
 
   “That vibrator is very unique.  You ever use one angled like that?” Kyle asked, running his finger up between her legs, lightly grazing her swollen clit which stood swollen above embedded pink stud.
 
    
 
   His touch was almost enough to set her off again, but she shook her head.  “No sir.  I’ve got some straight ones, and one with an extra arm, but I’ve never had one angled like this.”  She bit her lip and tensed as his finger rubbed her steadily.
 
    
 
   “Well, the really cool thing is that it should stay inside you unless you deliberately you pull or push it out.  You probably can even walk with it in.  So, I’d like you to get out of the car and I’ll show you my place.  If it falls out though I should point out that you will earn yourself another punishment.”
 
    
 
   With a demure “yes sir”, Breanne brought her right leg back into the car and smoothed down her skirt over the vibrator.  The buzzing was a distraction, but Breanne had ample experience with vibrators.  It was one of the more endearing things about her.  Most of the time she was online she tried to follow her vibrator rule and was something of an attraction.  One day while online she had even managed to keep her vibrator in and on low for six hours straight.
 
    
 
   She opened the car door and stood, wincing slightly as the large sex toy inside her angled into her thigh.  Kyle had been right, the twisting curve at the end of the vibrator kept it securely embedded in the still wet and hot well between her legs, and she quickly figured out how to walk without the bottom three inches chaffing the insides of her thighs.  She tried hard not to squeeze it though, knowing that if she tightened her muscles it might just pop out.
 
    
 
   Breanne looked at his smiling face and followed him into the house.  Her body trembled with excitement as she walked around the Camaro.  She knew that whatever was coming, it would be fantastic.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 2: Trial and Punishment
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne took a moment to look around the garage.  It wasn’t very large, and Kyle was storing a few things against the back wall.  She saw a yellow kayak and several large backpacks with metal frames hanging on hooks, as well as a shelving unit full of camping gear.  A few tools hung from a peg board near the door.  Oddly, the whole place was relatively organized for a man.
 
    
 
   She followed Kyle through a white painted door, trying very hard not to let the vibrator buried between her legs fall, and she found herself in a small square kitchen that was separated from the dining area by a counter top.  It was cozy; perfect for one cook, possibly two who were best friends, but the bar stools at the counter made conversing with the cook easy.  Kyle led her through the kitchen and dining area and turned left, into the living room.
 
    
 
   Some men choose tools, some computer equipment.  For Kyle, it was obvious that he was proud of his home entertainment center.  Breanne’s eyes widened as she saw the large plasma screen television with surround sound speakers, and dark cherry wood cabinetry.  A soft brown leather sofa, easily big enough to have sex on, stood opposite the television, along with two matching easy chairs.  A corresponding leather ottoman took the place of a coffee table, where a large wooden tray sat on top of it.  Small lamps on the end tables bathed the room in a soft glow.
 
                 
 
   Breanne looked around.  The room was surprisingly free of knickknacks, and she looked at the few pieces of art and framed photographs around the room.  Kyle had tried to make it look like a home, and less of an altar to the technology gods, but hadn’t quite succeeded.  However he looked comfortable here and he moved past her and sat down on the couch, motioning her forward.
 
    
 
   “First you can go ahead and remove that skirt and halter top you’re wearing.  I want to see you naked,” Kyle said, his eyes bright.
 
    
 
   Breanne nodded and quickly peeled off her halter top, dropping it to the floor. Her denim skirt quickly joined it, leaving her standing naked before him, the silver chain between her breasts, the alligator clamps on her nipples, and the small protruding end of the vibrator the only accoutrements to her pale skin and long auburn hair.
 
    
 
   “You’ve been boasting for over a year now about how good you are at sucking cock.  I’d like to try it now.  If you can make me pop in under five minutes, you can take your clamps off while we eat lunch.”  He smiled, motioning her over.
 
    
 
   Breanne bowed her head, nodding as she quickly came forward and knelt between his legs.  She didn’t bother to check the time, concentrating on the task ahead of her instead.  Her fingers went to his belt, unbuckling it smoothly as he smiled down on her.  The button was just as easy and he helped her tug his trousers down, lifting off the couch as she pulled.  Kyle was a “boxers” guy, and Breanne had to stifle a laugh as the black boxers with yellow smiley faces appeared.  Kyle noticed her grin and let out a loud guffaw.
 
    
 
   “Okay, I admit, I chose them because you were coming.  I couldn’t resist letting you know how happy I was to see you!”
 
    
 
   Breanne laughed, her chained and clamped breasts shaking as she smiled.  “Kyle, you are so funny!  I’m so glad I decided to come!  Now, let me get to work here, please!”  She reached for the waistband of the boxers and tugged pulling them downward until Kyle’s cock sprang forward, hard as a rock and standing turgid.
 
    
 
   Breanne had seen Kyle’s cock before, on cam, but never in person, and the feel of it in her hand was a different experience.  She was no virgin of course, having had several lovers before this trip, but she knew Kyle, and it was a special to her that she now got to touch him for real.  Slowly, she stroked his cock with her fingers, then wrapping her palm around it at the base, moved up and down his length.  She bent her head, opening her mouth and using her tongue on the tip, swirling it across the head of his prick like a schoolgirl with a lollipop.  Kyle moaned as she began softly sucking, the tip enclosed in her soft mouth.  He realized that despite the movements of her mouth, he never felt her teeth.
 
    
 
   Suddenly, his whole cock went deep, the tip hitting the back of her throat as she swallowed.  Her fingers encircled just the base squeezing, and when his rod came out of her mouth, she ran the tight bind of her thumb and forefinger up the length, pulsing his entire shaft.  He groaned as she did it again, using her hands and mouth to endlessly caress him.  It was difficult to tell where her mouth ended and her hand began as she worked his cock.
 
    
 
   She lifted off his cock and then began stroking him with both hands, her right jacking him up and down while the left began a soft twisting stroke around the head of his cock.  She had described it before while online as a caress that could never be duplicated by a man while masturbating.  It had to be performed by a willing, knowledgeable partner.  Kyle knew she was right and felt his loins tighten as the caress tightened his balls and brought him to the climax of explosion.
 
    
 
   She felt his cock tighten in her hands, and the look of ecstasy on Kyle’s face told her that she had succeeded perfectly in her duties.  She quickly bent down, opening her mouth, sucking hard while her hands caressed the base of his shaft and balls.  There was a tremor and then he exploded into her, white cream frothing in a squirting spurt that hit the back of her throat.  She let a little trickle from her lips, knowing men liked to see it dripping, and swallowed the rest, tasting the salty cream.  She continued to suck until he was limp.  Her own body was still tingling from the earlier orgasms, not to mention the continued vibrations coming from between her legs.
 
    
 
   “Oh my…Bre.  You ARE a good cocksucker, aren’t you?” Kyle asked, leaning back in satisfied pleasure.”   He glanced over at the clock.  “And in under five minutes too.  I’m impressed.”  He motioned toward her breasts.  “You can take off the clamps.”
 
    
 
   Breanne nodded and reached up, delicately squeezing the clamps.  She let out a soft hiss as the metal teeth released her swollen and tender nipples.  Both sported red teeth marks.  She held out the clamps, returning them to Kyle.
 
    
 
   “How do they feel?” he asked, gesturing at her breasts as he accepted the chain.
 
    
 
   She smiled softly, cupping her bosom and gently stroked each nipple with her thumbs.  “They’re sore, but okay.  I’ve had clamps like that on before.”
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded.  “Better or worse than clothespins?”
 
    
 
   Breanne thought about it for a moment, still kneeling exposed between Kyle’s legs.  “I don’t think either is better.  It really depends on what kind of sensation you are trying to cause.  Clothespins are better for a tight achy pinch, while those clamps can be tightened and they’ve got those teeth, so they hurt in a different way.”
 
    
 
   “So which do you prefer?”  Kyle asked.
 
    
 
   Breanne shrugged.  “Which ever clamp you want to use on me sir.  It’s your option.  You can use the alligator clamps on me and make them as tight as you want.  It’s your prerogative sir.”
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded, obviously pleased.  With a grin he dropped the chain and clamps on the side table.  “Well, I’m pleased to find you so agreeable.  Of course, there is still the issue of your earlier disobedience when you came without permission in the car.  I think you will receive your punishment for that, and then we’ll have some lunch.”
 
    
 
   “As you wish, sir” Breanne nodded, wondering what torment he had in mind.
 
    
 
   “Stand up.”  His voice was short and abrupt, causing Bre to immediately rise, facing him, her hands down by her sides, pearly white skin glowing.  
 
    
 
   “Remove the vibrator.  For your punishment, you’re going to have a different toy inside you.”  He reached back over to the side table, opening a small drawer, and extracted another silver wrapped box, the metallic colored bow matching the two she had already opened earlier.  With trembling fingers she slit the tape, only to find two large purple egg shaped objects nestled in the silver tissue.  Each was attached to a remote with long wires and Breanne could see the large dial on the controller. A series of numbers, ranging from one to eight, lay engraved in black along its circumference.
 
    
 
   She didn’t hesitate though.  Spreading her legs wide apart, she reached up between her thighs and tugged on the curved vibrator.  The buzzing grew louder as it came out of her body, slick with her juices.  There was a soft squelching noise as the curved tip was exposed and she held it up, twisting the base once to turn it off.  Without even a thought, she lifted it too her lips and quickly sucked off the juices coating it as Kyle watched in pleasure.  When she was done, she put it standing upright on the small side table and picked up the two vibro-eggs, weighing them in her hand.  They weren’t that heavy, but she could tell that they would fill her almost as completely as the vibrator had.
 
    
 
   She put an egg in each hand and then reached down between her thighs with the first, slipping the narrow end of the egg shaped vibe through the wet petals of her flower.  Kyle licked his lips as he watched her; the purple oval was almost instantly coated in her juices and Breanne’s eyes narrowed in pleasure as she pushed it up into herself with a pop.  The second egg followed almost immediately and Breanne rolled her hips a few times, settling the large egg shaped ovals in her well.  They felt similar to the ben wa balls she had worn on the plane ride and her body trembled slightly as it responded to the new sensations.
 
    
 
   Kyle kept a tight grip on the remote through the entire implantation, his thumb barely able to contain his urge to turn them on, even before they were inside her.  Watching the vibrating bullets disappear between the wet pink lips of her sex, her eyes closed in contentment, was like a dream come true.  Finally she was finished, standing before him like a puppy on a leash, except it was the remote wire that held her fast and the collar was actually the two vibro-eggs inside her.
 
    
 
   “Now lay down on the ottoman, face up.”  Kyle ordered, motioning toward the large leather covered ottoman that took the place of the traditional coffee table.  Breanne nodded and immediately took a step over to it, bending over at the waist to pick up the small wooden tray that sat upon its padded top.  A small television remote and a program guide sat upon its lacquered top and she deposited it gently on the opposite end table, feeling the tug of the remote wires as she traversed the width of the couch.
 
    
 
   The ottoman was huge.  Easily five feet across and four wide, it could easily hold two people seated comfortably, or even one laying across it, as long as that person didn’t mind their legs hanging off over the edge.  Breanne looked at the ottoman for a moment and then turned, sitting down at the edge and scooting upward until she was in the center.  She lay backward, feeling the edge of the ottoman under her calves and just barely under the back of her head.  For the first time, she noticed the fan in the center of the room above her, rich dark wood molding offsetting an inset ceiling.
 
    
 
   Kyle moved toward her, putting the remote down on the ottoman next to her thigh.  With tender fingers, he moved her arms above her head, stretching her out slightly so that her wrists were at the corners parallel to her face.  Breanne could hear him fidgeting around underneath the ottoman for a moment, and then felt the familiar tight encircling of padded wrist cuffs being strapped tightly around her arms.  She smiled as she realized that this whole thing had been planned.
 
    
 
   When it was apparent he was finished securing her wrists, she tested her bonds, first lightly, and then with diligent strength.  Each arm had very limited movement, and she realized that whatever held her to the ottoman was very strong.  She suddenly laughed as Kyle ran his fingers down her side, tickling her softly as his hand found the sole of her left foot and pulled her leg outward.
 
    
 
   Breanne spread her legs wide apart, well aware of Kyle’s desires.  She felt the tingling ache in her thighs, that special quiver she felt when tied and spread, her pussy already moist and desperate despite her earlier orgasms.  For a moment, she wished that Kyle would activate the bullets, but then shook her head at her own wishes, remembering that it was he who was the one in need.  Her desires were inconsequential.  Right now he needed and wanted to bind her, torment her, and punish her.
 
    
 
   The ankle straps took only moments to attach and Breanne once again felt a rush to her sex.  The very act of being bound, tied, and the resulting loss of control was such a turn on for the college junior that she found her hips thrusting even without the churning tremors of the sex toy inside her.  Kyle moved around to her other foot, pulling it taut as he attached the final cuff, forcing her body spread-eagled on the ottoman, her head and legs tilted slightly at the edges.
 
    
 
   “Can you move, Breanne?” he asked politely, standing over her and looking down at her naked body.
 
    
 
   Breanne once again tested her bonds, each on in turn, only to discover that the slight bend downward in her legs and head forced her body taut in unexpected ways.  She had trouble even moving right or left, much less freeing her limbs from their bondage.
 
    
 
   “No sir, I’m tied pretty tightly,” she replied, smiling up at him.  She turned her head as he sat down on the couch, directly to her right.  He picked up the remote lifting it up.  She held her breath as he turned the dial and she felt her entire body tense suddenly as both vibro-eggs began a low intensity hum inside her.
 
    
 
   The sensation was dramatically different from the vibrator.  First, both were separate, and set at slightly different speeds somehow, causing the trembling sensation to cascade, rather than merge.  It was as if two different vibrators were pressed against her.  Second, the two eggs colliding inside her caused other shocks, rolling slightly around.  In some ways it was like her ben wa balls, but in others it was more concentrated, more desperate.  She sighed and tried to imagine what level eight would feel like.
 
    
 
   Kyle put down the remote and once more dug through the drawer at the side table. It took him only seconds to find the special items he had placed there the day before.  The long multi-strand whip landed with a soft thud on the couch, while the heavy leather sap made no noise.  Breanne opened her eyes at the silence and saw the two weapons of punishment, her throat closing with sudden anxiety.
 
    
 
   “For your punishment, I’m going to deliver ten strokes to each breast, and ten to your pussy, for every level on this remote.  I’ll alternate between the sap and the whip, so as not to over whelm you.  Once were finished, if you haven’t already come, then you’ll be whipped on the clit until you do.  Any comments before I begin?”  Kyle asked, lifting the multi-stranded whip.
 
    
 
   Breanne shook her head.  “No sir.  I understand I deserve this punishment.”  Her auburn hair seemed to shine as it lay splayed out on the ottoman.
 
    
 
   Kyle grinned.  “Oh yes you do.”  He checked the remote, making sure it was on level one and then lifted the whip.  He swung it fast and hard at her right breast, the closest too him, feeling the impact through his palm and into his arm.  There was a loud snap, and Breanne’s eyes opened wide, her mouth forming a soundless gasp.  Her body arched momentarily, but then collapsed back down on the ottoman.
 
    
 
   He didn’t even wait, but lifted the whip a second time, swinging it in rapid strokes at her right breast.  He counted silently in his mind as the whip smacked her body, forcing her breast to jiggle with the impacts.  The cracking sound of the strands landing against the soft flesh of her bosom filled the room and in moments she was moaning, little cries of pain interspersed with the swish of the whip.
 
    
 
   When Kyle hit ten he stopped and examined his target.  To his surprise, it wasn’t even pink and he could barely tell where the strands had fallen.  He ran his fingers over it, feeling the supple but firm mound under his palm.  With his left hand he cupped it, holding it as he raised the whip to strike her other breast, swinging the dark leather strands a little harder.
 
    
 
   Breanne shook slightly under the impact, her breast seeming to compress and expand as the whip smacked her.  Already moaning, she hissed slightly as the light strokes tingled through her bosom.  It wasn’t really painful, she had endured much harder blows before, but she knew that her punishment was just starting and worse was yet to come.  Her lip caught in her teeth as she endured the ten strokes and then mentally prepared herself for the punishment between her legs. Kyle moved the whip downward, still clutching her right breast as he swung the whip down at Breanne’s clit.  His angle wasn’t quite right and while the strands stung against her outstretched slit, they didn’t bite.  She never even moved, quietly enduring the ten lashes between her legs with stoic demeanor.
 
    
 
   Putting the whip down, he picked up the leather sap, snapping his wrist forward several times to test its action.  His left hand went to the small control, his fingers moving the dial upward and Breanne let out a tiny moan as the vibrations between her legs were amplified.  Her hips rocked forward and she whimpered in sexual need as Kyle took hold of her right breast, plumping it with his hand before swinging the sap downward.  To Kyle’s delight, the sap elicited not only the sound he wanted from her lips, but her skin immediately turned a pale pink.  He deliberately held back on the strength of his strokes, knowing that so many more levels awaited her, and as he moved from the first breast to the second he felt his shaft harden with renewed excitement.  Her bosom burned.
 
    
 
   She tensed as his hand next went to her sex, spreading her shaved slit wide apart and exposing the tiny kernel of her clit.  The sap came down hard on her slippery petals and she finally let out a cry, thrusting her hips forward in response to his blow.  Closing her eyes, she shook with each impact, her breath coming in ragged gasps as the buzzing of the bullets, combined with the punishing sting of the sap, forced her closer to orgasm.  Once more Kyle switched weapons, turning up the vibro-balls with a flick of his thumb.  Swinging harder with every stroke, he began to notice the light pink stripes he wanted crisscrossing her bosom.  Her pussy seemed more sensitive as well as he turned the whip back across the swollen and moist petals of her sex.
 
    
 
   Breanne soon began to moan constantly, the punishment burning her body with fiery sensations.  With each turn of the dial, the vibroballs picked up speed, and the incessant paddling with either the sap or the whip quickly brought her to a state of sexual arousal that could only result in orgasm.  When Kyle moved the dial to level six and just as the heavy leather sap came down for its fifth stroke against her clit, she screamed, startling Kyle.  Her toes curled and her fingers tightened into fists as she came, pulling hard against her bonds.  
 
    
 
   “Don’t stop!” she gasped at the surprised man, who had paused, wondering if he had truly hurt her.  Kyle realized she was in the throes of orgasm and began slamming the sap between her legs, harder and faster than before.  He lost count of his strokes as she continued to thrash in orgasmic ecstasy, her body tightening, and rising to meet each swing as if possessed by some demonic need.  Her sex was inflamed, a bright pink, and the leather sap made a sucking wet sound as it smacked her delicate flesh.
 
    
 
   Then the orgasm ended.  Kyle stopped, putting the sap down and letting the punished beauty relax.  It took several moments for her to settle back down, the wash of pleasure seeping through her body.  He sat there, staring at the marvel before him, the wanton girl, this pain slut, who had delivered herself to him, knowing he wanted to torture her, abuse her, use her, and love her.  
 
    
 
   “You okay?” he asked, concern written across his face.  He was no dark sadistic dominant who could torment a woman with no interest as too what she was feeling.  His heart was much softer, despite his slightly deviant desires.
 
    
 
   Breanne turned her head and looked up at him, a small smile across her lips.  He heard a soft sigh and she nodded.  “I’m great,” she replied.
 
    
 
   “Should I let you up?” he asked, running his fingers over her thigh in a massaging tender touch.
 
    
 
   For a moment she hesitated and then looked at him directly.  “I thought I had to get to level eight?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Kyle laughed.  “Well I think what just happened sufficiently meets my requirements for your punishment.”  He patted her arm affectionately.
 
    
 
   “You’re the master sir.  If you feel that I have met those requirements then I must obey, however sir, I just want you to know that if you feel that I have to complete the punishment you outlined at the beginning, I can still endure it,” she replied, her voice soft and sexy.
 
    
 
   He swallowed hard in surprise, his mind churning over her response.  It was fairly obvious that she was more than willing to take another sixty strokes.  He hadn’t turned down the vibro-balls, and she was due for another increase.  He mulled it over, trying to decide if he should continue.  Did she truly desire more punishment?  Did he?
 
    
 
   “If I were a master,” she said, continuing, “I would make sure that whatever punishment I stated would be mete out to the fullest extent.”  She turned her head away from him.  
 
    
 
   Kyle scowled at the implication and immediately picked up the whip and the vibro-control.  He didn’t bother with level seven, turning the dial all the way up and caused an immediate reaction in the bound beauty before him.  With a groan, her hips moved upward in supplication and he once more began swinging the whip.  In moments she was back on the plateau of desperation, her body once more straining for release, and Kyle hit her with passion, driving her onward.  He switched out the whip for the sap, knowing that it brought more intense sensations to her body.  He enjoyed the way her breasts flattened, pink and swollen, as he brought the heavy leather down upon her tender nipples.  As her chest heaved, he moved toward the cleft between her legs, targeting her clit once more.  He resolved to keep striking until she came again.
 
    
 
   It was on his fourteenth stroke that he achieved his desired results.  Her cry filled the room, her back arching, her head thrown backward.  He watched as tremors caused her limbs to shake and he continued his smacking blows as she moved through the phases of her orgasm.  Then, to his shock, she passed out, seeming to fall asleep in the middle of her orgasm.
 
    
 
   He immediately stopped, dropping the sap and quickly unbinding her arms.  As he pulled them downward, frantically rubbing her limbs and repeating her name, she roused, her eyes opening and blinking rapidly in confusion, and then she gave a sigh of ultimate pleasure.
 
    
 
   “Breanne!  Are you all right?” Kyle demanded, practically gathering her up in his arms.
 
    
 
   She let out a soft groan and lifted her head, arms entwined in his embrace, looking down her body at the bright pink of her breasts and deep red between her legs.  “That was the best orgasm I’ve ever had.”  She gave out another sigh and dropped back down onto the ottoman.  “Oh my God, that was good.”  She turned and looked at him again with a smile.  “Can you turn the vibro-balls off sir?  I’m very sensitive right now and could use a little recuperation time before you hit me again.”
 
    
 
   Kyle shook his head in amazement, his thumb immediately turning off the vibrating bullets.  “You are totally crazy, you know that?   You passed out!” he said, his fingers going to the cuffs on her ankles, releasing them as well.
 
    
 
   Breanne let out a small chuckle.  “I’ve never done it before, but I’ve heard about some girls who pass out when they come.”  She slowly sat up on the table, his hand helping to pull her up.  He couldn’t help the irresistible urge to kiss her, and he leaned down and passionately pressed his mouth to hers.
 
    
 
   Finally he pulled back, his mind reeling at the thought of the auburn haired beauty, willingly, intentionally, wantonly giving herself to him.  With a smile he turned toward her and pulled her up.  “Are you ready for some lunch?”  he asked.
 
    
 
   With a laugh Breanne nodded.  “Absolutely.  After all that exertion, I need to replenish my energy.”  She looked at him slyly.  “It’s my understanding I have another punishment coming as well.”
 
    
 
   He took her hand, pulling her close, feeling the warmth of her body.  “Absolutely, and I have no doubt you will do your best to earn even more of them.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 3:  Meeting Friends
 
    
 
    
 
   “All ready?”  Kyle asked, sticking his head into the bathroom.  Breanne was busily applying the lightest touches of makeup to her eyes before smiling at him and straightening the tight mini skirt and halter top.  Her delicate feet were already encased in the gold colored high heels.
 
                 
 
   “Are you sure this is okay for me to wear, sir?” she asked again for what seemed the millionth time, her fingers nervously fluttering over her curves.  When she had originally packed her bags for the trip she figured she wouldn’t be wearing much in the way of clothes.  It never occurred to her to pack a dress.
 
                 
 
   Kyle sighed.  “Look Bre, all we’re doing is going over to a friend of mine’s place.  We’ll have some dinner, some drinks, and some fun, and that’s all.  You look like a million bucks.”
 
                 
 
   She turned to the mirror once more and nodded, quickly running her fingers through her hair.  “All right sir…” she said, her voice trailing off.  He gave a soft chuckle and leaned over, kissing her softly.  
 
                 
 
   “You really do look fantastic.  I’m going to enjoy sharing you tonight.”
 
                 
 
   Breanne turned and looked him in the eye with a smile.  
 
                 
 
   “So are you ready now?” Kyle asked, his face lighting up.
 
                 
 
   She nodded.  “Yes sir, I’m ready.”
 
                 
 
   “Good.  Then let’s hit the road!”  He took her arm and led her out into the garage.  Kyle was a perfect gentleman, escorting her to the passenger side door of the Camaro, even opening it for her.  She settled down into the low slung seat and enjoyed the leather scent of the vehicle’s interior.  It took Kyle only a moment to get behind the wheel and the car started with a muted roar that betrayed the power concealed under the hood.  As soon as they were moving down the road, Kyle hit the button that lowered the windows and the wind whipped into the vehicle, causing Breanne’s hair to stream behind her. 
 
                 
 
   “Your leg needs to get up on the side of the door, Breanne.”  Kyle ordered, enjoying the breeze while his hand dug deeply into the pocket of his sport coat.  Breanne nodded, her face an inscrutable mask.  It was still daylight out, fading certainly, but her high heel incased foot would be an instant attractant to anyone watching; the delicate curve of her insole, a white cream against the perfect gold of the shoes.  She tilted her seat backward until she was lying down.
 
                 
 
   Just like the ride from the airport, her skirt slid up her thighs all the way to her waist and in moments her pink and swollen sex was exposed.  Kyle extracted a large pink vibrator from his pocket and handed it to her.  He didn’t say a word, but she knew exactly what to do, taking the sex toy and turning it on to high.  The tip twisted in her hand and she pointed it downward, slipping it deep into her body.  Its sheathing elicited a small moan from her and she closed her eyes, hips thrusting in tiny movements.
 
                 
 
   “Feel good?” he asked.
 
                 
 
   “Oh yes…” she moaned, one hand going up over her breasts, touching herself through the cotton halter top.
 
                 
 
   “I think that halter needs to come up please,” Kyle said, trying to divide his attention between the writhing girl and the road.  It wasn’t that far of a drive to his buddy’s place, but he wanted to make it in one piece.  He reached up and moved his rearview mirror so that it looked down directly onto Breanne’s now exposed bosom.
 
    
 
   After a quick dip in his pocket, he handed her the nipple clamps and it took her only a few moments to attach them, pinching her delicate nipples in the tight bite Kyle expected her to endure.  A soft moan escaped her lips as once more she felt the incredible surge of pleasure mix with the acute discomfort of her position, but Kyle was aware that her humiliation and embarrassment at being so exposed was the real turn on.  He grinned and gunned the engine, streaking down the darkening back roads as they made their way toward their dinner date.
 
                 
 
   Breanne’s hips were pumping slightly, tiny thrusts which felt incredible as if they were slipping up and down a man’s cock.  Her clit was swollen and had become partially exposed on the ride, and Kyle could tell it was only by sheer force of will that she wasn’t slipping her fingers over her clit, stimulating herself into orgasm.  Kyle didn’t want her exploding, at least, not yet.  He sighed and reached over, twisting the control of the vibrator to off.  Breanne groaned and then sighed, her hand moving between her legs and pressing hard on her clit.
 
                 
 
   “Hey now!  None of that!” Kyle said, surprised that she had touched herself without permission.  Breanne made a sound that was part moan and part sob and pulled her hand away, fingers wet even from the brief contact.  .
 
                 
 
   “Have I earned another punishment?” she asked, her voice a little ragged from the deep heaving breaths she was taking.
 
                 
 
   Kyle grinned.  “Oh yes.  You know you shouldn’t have touched yourself.  We’ll discuss your punishment a bit later, but I don’t want you cumming right now.  You’ve told me time and time again how you can take a vibrator buzzing inside you for hours.  I realize that this afternoon was difficult, and that you’re probably sensitive, but I want you sexually charged and right on the edge.”
 
                 
 
   “Sir, I’ve been on the edge since I left Houston,” Breanne said softly, feeling the cool breeze on her breasts and thighs.  “I will do my best to please you sir, and I understand that if I fail you will have to punish me.”
 
                 
 
   “Damn right I will,” Kyle said, turning the steering wheel.  “But right now, you’re a very lucky girl.”
 
                 
 
   “Why sir?”  Breanne asked, curious.
 
                 
 
   “Because we’ve arrived,” Kyle replied brightly.  The car thumped upward as they turned on to a long paved driveway that wound it’s way through a veritable forest of trees, finally ending at a cabin type home that sported huge windows and dark stonework.  A large porch wrapped around the entire home and Breanne could see handmade rough cut wooden rocking chairs positioned in choice spots.  They drove around to the back and Kyle pulled the Camaro up next to a dark blue sedan across from the three car garage.                
 
   Kyle stopped the car and reached over across Breanne’s lap and took hold of the vibrator.  He pulled it from her body, watching as she tensed.  He knew from experience that removing anything from inside Breanne caused the girl to slide down the sexual torment scale.  He definitely got the impression that orgasm denial was the absolute worst thing anyone could do to Breanne.
 
                 
 
   “I think you should sit up now,” he ordered, using a handkerchief to wipe off the glistening toy.  He opened the car door and stepped out, reaching behind the seat to grab a large black bag.  The vibrator was dumped into the dark depths of the mystery carrier.  
 
                 
 
   Slowly, Breanne righted herself, pulling her foot off the door edge and bringing the seat upward.  Kyle moved around to her door, shielding her body as he helped her up, the skirt falling downward to cover her tormented and wet sex, placing the bag on the pavement.  Her shirt was still raised and he lifted his hands and took hold of the clamps, pinching them open and pulling them away.  She let out a soft hiss, but smiled as he dropped them into his pocket and then pulled her halter top down.
 
                 
 
   “You look stunning,” he whispered, and bent down, kissing her cheek softly.
 
                 
 
   For a moment, he thought she blushed in the fading twilight and he returned her smile with a grin.  Taking her hand as well as the bag, he walked her toward the house, pulling her up a flight of stairs toward the main level of the structure.  They finally made it to the porch and Kyle avoided the obvious back door and maneuvered her through the various rockers and house plants until they had arrived at the ornate front door.
 
                 
 
   Breanne felt nervous as there was some sort of activity inside and she wished the butterflies in her stomach would settle.  She had no clue what was to happen that evening, but she knew that sexual torment would be a part of it.  How could it not?  This very trip was all about sexual submission, giving in to whatever torment Kyle wished to inflict.  It was why she came. Right after Kyle knocked Breanne heard footsteps approaching and the door opened, revealing the excited face of a sixteen year old boy.  His eyes widened as he saw her and for a moment he forgot to even greet them.
 
                 
 
   “Hey Josh, how’s it going?” Kyle asked the boy, distracting him from his intense and obvious examination of Breanne’s body.  The boy blinked and then seemed to shake his head slightly, finally turning to greet Kyle.  
 
                 
 
   “Oh.  Hey Kyle.  I’m doing great.  Dad and Andy are in the family room playing a game of pool already.  Andy’s been here since four.  Come on in.”  Josh replied, stepping back to let them come in.
 
                 
 
   As Kyle led Breanne through the door he grinned at the still stunned teenager.  “Josh, I’d like you to meet Breanne.”  
 
                 
 
   Josh nodded, licking his lips slightly, obviously nervous at being in the presence of the scantily clad beauty.  Breanne smiled, the butterflies disappearing for a moment as she realized Josh was even more nervous than she was.  She stepped forward and held out her hand.  “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Josh.”  
 
                 
 
   The boy nodded and took her hand and then stiffened as she leaned in, pressing her breasts against him and planting a soft kiss on his cheek.  He turned red and bobbed his head, immediately infatuated with the stunning red-head who had greeted him, yet flustered at her touch.  Kyle watched the whole exchange with amusement, wondering if Josh’s father had bothered to inform him about the evening’s activities.  Breanne seemed to understand exactly what Kyle intended, because she didn’t release Josh’s hand, holding it in her own.
 
                 
 
   Finally Josh got over Breanne’s kiss and led them into the house, taking the lead as Breanne followed, still attached, allowing Kyle to bring up the rear.  The house was exquisitely furnished and Breanne saw the subtleties of a woman’s touch in the decorating.  She wondered where Josh’s mother was, but then put the question aside.  Off from the entrance foyer was a sitting room, but Josh led them back and through a small hallway into a great room that easily took up half the cabin.  It was enormous, and even the huge pool table took up little of the space.  Despite the warm evening outside, a blaze burned in the stone fireplace and the soft off-white furniture seemed inviting.
 
                 
 
   Two men were playing pool, one bent over concentrating on a shot, as Breanne entered the room.  Josh led her directly to the pool table and Breanne once more felt nervous as she was presented to Kyle’s friends.  Only then did Breanne release the young Josh’s hand.
 
                 
 
   “Hey guys, I see you started without me,” Kyle said.  The man bent over the table preparing to shoot never even raised his eyes, all thoughts focused on his shot.
 
                 
 
   “Well, Andy arrived early and we thought it would be fun to get a little practice in.  Besides, I don’t think we could actually start without you and your guest.”  He suddenly moved the cue stick, knocking the white ball across the green field to strike another, knocking it in to the side pocket.  He stood up, the stick in his left hand and reached out with his right, grasping Kyle’s arm.  “It’s good to see you, Kyle.”
 
                 
 
   “Terry, let me introduce to you Breanne.”  Kyle inclined his head toward Bre, who smiled.  “Breanne, this is Terry Cairnes, Josh’s father.”
 
                 
 
   Terry reached out a hand to Breanne and took hers, grasping it firmly, but not squeezing.  “It’s a pleasure to meet you, and I’m sure it will be a pleasure to get to know you…intimately,” he said.
 
                 
 
   Breanne stared up into the man’s eyes.  He was easily six foot three, and muscular.  There was a slight buildup in the man’s gut, but he was obviously controlling it and he had a rugged mountain kind of look.  She could see similar shapes and likenesses in his son’s face and she felt herself drawn to him.
 
                 
 
   “I look forward to it sir,” she replied, her face blushing slightly.
 
                 
 
   “Hey now, don’t get so involved you forget about me!” the other man said, coming forward around the pool table.  He reached out a hand and grinned.  “I’m Andrew Pierce.  Call me Andy,”  he said, introducing himself.
 
                 
 
   Breanne took his hand and studied him for a moment.  Andy was blonde and not as tall as either Kyle or Terry.  He was wearing a blue polo shirt that covered a thin but hardened frame.  Breanne got the impression that pool wasn’t really Andy’s favorite sport, and that she could expect to find him in a gym on a regular basis.
 
                 
 
   “It’s nice to meet you, Andy,” Breanne replied.  His infectious smile settled the butterflies and she grinned.
 
                 
 
   “Well now that introductions are finished, why don’t you two help yourselves to some food and drink while I finish stomping Andy’s ass.  There are some platters on the wet bar, along with the usual poisons.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle laughed and headed over to a well stocked wet bar, motioning Breanne to follow.  Josh quickly stepped forward, his fingers grazing her arm.  
 
                 
 
   “Can I get you anything, Breanne?” he asked, dragging his eyes away from her deep and exposed cleavage up toward her face.  He looked at her face for a moment and then his eyes were drawn back down.
 
                 
 
   She smiled at the infatuated boy.  “Are you a bartender too?” she asked with a laugh, ignoring the placement of Josh’s eyes.
 
                 
 
   Josh nodded.  “Dad has taught me how to make most drinks, and we’ve got a bartending book that gives me the mixtures for just about everything.”
 
                 
 
   Breanne laughed.  “I don’t suppose you know how to make a Celtic Creamsicle do you?”
 
                 
 
   The boy’s eyes widened and he shook his head.  “I’ve never even heard of it,” he admitted.  “What’s in it?”  They stepped up to the bar and Breanne followed Kyle’s lead, picking up a plate and depositing choice varieties of finger foods on them.  
 
                 
 
   “Its got vanilla ice cream, butter schnapps, Irish cream, and caramel syrup in it,” she said, licking her lips.  Josh nodded, “Sounds like a variation on a mudslide.  Let me see what I can do.”  Breanne smiled as the young man scurried out of the room.  
 
                 
 
   Breanne followed Kyle back to the pool table where Andy and Terry were finishing up their game.  It was fairly obvious to Breanne that Terry was the real pro.  Andy wasn’t bad, but Terry was downright dangerous, giving few opportunities for Andy to make a come back.  
 
    
 
   “So where are Dawn and Megan?” Kyle asked Terry, sipping his drink. The fact that only Terry and his son were present made their absence conspicuous.  Dawn Creevy-Cairnes was Terry’s second wife and had brought Megan to the marriage.  Terry leaned over the edge of the table, sighting down the cue stick and grinned.
 
    
 
                 “Dawn went to a girl’s night out party downtown; hotel, spa, nails, the whole treatment.  I told her she deserved it.”  Terry laughed.  “And to be honest, she does.  Dawn is pretty awesome.  Megan is at a girlfriend’s house, spending the night.”
 
    
 
   Breanne watched the game eating a few snacks when Josh appeared at her elbow, holding out a fluted glass, filled with a white cream and marbled with caramel.
 
    
 
   “Oh my!”  Breanne said, her eyes widening in pleasure.  “You made it!” she exclaimed, reaching up and taking the drink.
 
    
 
   Josh grinned.  “We had everything we needed, and it’s not that different from a mudslide.”  He shrugged, obviously pleased with himself.
 
    
 
   She took a sip and smiled, eyes closing.  “Oh this is perfect, Josh.  Thank you so much.  I wish I could give you a special thank you,” she said, her eyes flashing.  
 
    
 
   Kyle laughed.  “Don’t worry, Bre.  You’ll be giving him his special thank you in just a bit.”  He stood up and stepped up to the pool table.  “If you two sharks are ready, I’d like to get this show on the road.”  
 
    
 
   Terry looked up and shrugged, stepping back from the table and leaning against a small bar table.  Andy grinned, silently laughing and waved for Kyle to take the floor.  Kyle looked back at Terry.
 
    
 
   “Is Josh aware…”
 
    
 
   “Nope,” Terry replied, even before Kyle finished his question.
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded.  “Ah.  I see.”  Kyle turned back toward Andy, Josh, and Breanne and grinned.  “Breanne plays pool and is in fact something of a shark at it. She loves to play so tonight we are going to let her play to her heart’s content.  She will play us in turn, starting with Terry, Andy, Me and finally Josh.  I’m sure we will each get to play several games with her.  But to make things more interesting, these games will be played for wagers.”  Kyle said.
 
    
 
   Bre swallowed hard.  She had been expecting something like this, but she had no idea that Kyle was going to be so forthright about it.  During the time they had gotten to know each other over the internet, one of Breanne’s favorite games had been “Pool and Sex Wagers”.  The games had been simple.  Both of them would log onto an online games server, select a table, and play until someone won.  There were a lot of variables.  But no matter what, prior to each game, there was always a wager.  Breanne had a feeling that tonight’s wagers would match the ones she was used to making online.  There was one major problem however.  While Breanne was relatively adept at playing online virtual pool, her skill at a real table was abysmal.  
 
    
 
   Kyle grinned as Terry began racking the pool balls.  He glanced over at Josh who sat in one of the easy chairs, watching Breanne’s every move.
 
    
 
   “Well Bre, your first challenge is to play Terry.  This will be your one chance for reprieve.  If you can beat him, tonight’s activities will be all soft.  If you lose, we’ll turn on some music and you will do a revealing little dance,” Kyle explained.
 
    
 
   Bre nodded.  “Yes sir,” she replied, and glanced over at Josh.  The poor boy’s eyes were wide with astonishment and he flushed red before looking down.  Breanne couldn’t help chuckling.  This first wager was almost exactly what she expected.  Usually the first game online was one to get her undressed.  It was later games that added more distracting disadvantages.  
 
    
 
   They allowed Breanne to break, which resulted in an open table.  Every man there stared, watching as the beautiful girl bent over the green felt, her mini-skirt riding high, and the deep cleavage of her breasts easily seen as the halter top strained to contain her tremendous breasts.  Her feet were perfectly incased in the gold strap heels and everyone was anticipating her strip tease.
 
    
 
   Terry tried to go easy on her, but annihilated the table. It didn’t matter how good a player Breanne was, Terry only let her hit the cue ball twice.   As the eight ball finally dropped into a pocket, Andy moved over to the stereo system and turned on some music.  All eyes turned to Breanne as each man settled down in one of the plush seats.  Josh was already sitting in the love seat and Breanne moved forward until she was standing in the middle of the assembled audience.
 
    
 
   The lighting was practically perfect as she began to sway to the music.  The crackle and snap of the fire, along with the dancing flames, highlighted her moving curves as her fingertips began to slip along her sides.  She tossed her head, the long auburn locks of her hair flipping backward over one shoulder as she licked her lips sensuously.  Every eye in the room was upon her as her nails slipped beneath the bottom edge of her halter-top, tugging it upward to expose the taut soft belly.  She began to rotate, turning to each man in turn, stretching and moving the material covering her chest so that the barest glimpses of her full and ripe breasts could be seen.  To Terry, she pulled the collar downward, leaning forward as her deep cleavage was presented for his pleasure.  Andy received a tantalizing sliver of one nipple, the halter pulled upward to expose half a breast.  Kyle received just the opposite; one side of her collar pulled down to flash the dark pink areola of both breasts.
 
    
 
   Josh sat enraptured, his eyes locked on the swaying girl as she turned to him.  Her lithe body moved so gracefully, with such sexual connotation, that he felt his manhood swell in response.  Her beaming smile and huge blue eyes seemed to fill him with primeval need.  Suddenly both her breasts were completely exposed as she rolled the red cotton halter top upward, pulling it off her body in a move that seemed half dance and half martial arts.  Eyes widening in surprise and pleasure, he jumped as she tossed the shirt and it landed on his head.  He reached up quickly, pulling it off, not wanting to miss even a second of her performance, but then he noticed her scent, the soft fruit fragrance of her skin.  He inhaled deeply as he watched her turn once more to his father.
 
    
 
   Breanne had never been a real erotic dancer before, but it was a skill most girls possessed naturally.  The concept was simple.  Move your body in ways that presented certain portions to the assembled watchers.  Shake, sway, roll, and peel.  The theory wasn’t hard.  Breanne smiled, once more looking at the assembled men with dark flashing eyes.  She knew their eyes were glued to the exposed surfaces of her breasts, and she pressed her arms downward, elbows turned in, pushing her breasts forward and out.  Slowly her fingers traced lines back up over her ribs until they cupped each mound and she made sure to turn to each man in turn.
 
    
 
   When she had once more faced Josh she gave him a quick wink which she could see increased his pulse.  The unmistakable bulge in his pants let Bre know exactly what effect she was having on the young man.  Hoping she wasn’t going out of Kyle’s prescribed bounds, she stepped up to the boy and quickly climbed up onto the loveseat, straddling him and pressing both breasts to his face.  Her arms wrapped around his head and she could feel his deep breaths coming from between the soft pillows of her body.
 
    
 
   Both Kyle and Terry chuckled while Andy grinned as Josh wavered between jerking like a landed fish and freezing like a marble statue.  He settled somewhere in between, fingers clenching open and closed while his head remained motionless in Breanne’s supple embrace.  She began twisting, rubbing her breasts back and forth across his mouth and nose, reveling in the sensations.
 
    
 
   It took him only a moment to figure out that opening his mouth could provide an even greater pleasure.  As her nipple slipped across he parted his lips and let her tender nub slide across his tongue.  He felt her shiver and stop, leaving her right breast at his mouth.  His lips closed and he suckled her, hands coming up to hold her.  It was his first breast taken as a man, and she tasted of strawberries and cream.  
 
    
 
   There was a strong laugh and Josh heard his father’s voice.  “Careful, son.  That girl’s so hot she’s likely to leave a wet spot on your jeans.”  Both Kyle and Andy laughed, but it mobilized Breanne who slowly pulled away from Josh’s hungry mouth.  The boy’s longing eyes slid to hers as she moved off his lap, but she quickly leaned down, planting a moist kiss upon his mouth.  Even as Josh was still dealing with the kiss, she spun away, once more moving to the music.  A second song had started and she faced away from the men watching, moving her skirt covered bottom in time to the beat.
 
    
 
   Standing with her legs spread, she bent over at the waist, still swinging her bottom back and forth.  Reaching behind her, she pulled up on the cloth until the sweeping curves of her buttocks were totally exposed.  Holding the hem of the skirt in her hands, high in the small of her back, she straightened, hips churning to the sides.  Suddenly she let go, once more concealing the depths of her secrets, only to find the single zipper at the side of the skirt, thumb and forefinger tugging it down.
 
    
 
   When Breanne had first arranged to fly up to meet Kyle, he had been very insistent on one issue: she was to come without bra or panties.  To Kyle, this was the ultimate surrender for a woman.  Breanne had gone “commando” style before, but never for so long.  The explicit submission to Kyle’s demands flashed through her mind only a second before the skirt she was wearing fell to the floor.
 
    
 
   Breanne Erikson stepped out of the fallen cloth with grace, kicking it out of the way.  Once more she turned around, swaying to the music as every man got the first sight of her shaven sex, the pink petals glistening slightly with moisture.  Her hips swayed in circles and then she knelt down on the carpeted floor, rolling over and turning, her legs opening and closing in eye popping movements.  For Josh, the sight of her open and inviting sex was too much and he suddenly stood up and left the room, an embarrassed look in his eyes.
 
    
 
   As the song ended she slowly came to a stop, still on all fours, and looked up at Kyle.  He smiled at her.  “I think that was an excellent show, Bre.  Hopefully, your nudity won’t distract you to much while you play Andy,” Kyle said.
 
    
 
   Breanne bit her lip.  She had been expecting as much.  Carefully, she stood up, her high heels still encasing her dainty feet.  She stood loosely, her graceful arms down at her sides, as if totally comfortable with her unclad state.  “I would imagine that my udity would be more of a distraction for him sir,” she replied politely.
 
    
 
   Terry laughed.  “Well, you’re certainly beautiful, Breanne.  We’ll see.”  Terry glanced over at Andy who was still staring at Breanne’s unclad body and shook his head.  “On the other hand, maybe it will be too much for him.”  
 
    
 
   Andy tore his eyes off of Bre incredible naked body and gave Terry a rueful grin.  “I think I can hack it.  I’ve been giving you a run for your money all these years.”  Andy reached out and took hold of the cue stick as Terry began to set up the next round.  He couldn’t help wondering how many sticks Breanne would soon be wrapped around.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 4 – Clamps on the Rocks
 
    
 
                 
 
   “Nice rack,” Andy said, the target of his comment somewhat nebulous since Breanne had moved closer to the table, her hand wrapped around a cue stick.  Terry looked up at the double entendre with a grin and finished racking the balls.  The room still felt the same to Breanne, despite her lack of clothing, and she still felt a slight thrill whenever Terry or Andy looked at her, which was often.  Just as Terry stepped away from the pool table, balls ready, his son came back into the room.
 
                 
 
   Josh seemed to be much calmer now and Breanne noticed immediately that he had changed pants.  He had replaced the jeans and tee shirt with black trousers and a nice knit polo shirt and frankly looked scrumptious to the twenty two year old girl.    He froze momentarily as he spotted her, his face flushing as his eyes took in her bare skin.  There was an awkward moment as their eyes locked and then Terry was stepping out, his hand coming down on Josh’s shoulder.
 
                 
 
   “Ah.  Son.  Excellent.  We’re about to play another game and Kyle was going to tell us Breanne’s next little wager,” Terry said.
 
                 
 
   Josh glanced at his father, seemingly unwilling to tear his eyes off the unclad beauty who stood patiently next to the pool table.  He seemed a bit perplexed at Breanne’s behavior and Kyle noticed.  He stepped up to Josh and nodded.
 
                 
 
   “I guess you’re a little confused, Josh.  The last wager was not just to do a strip tease, but to spend the remainder of this evening in nothing but her high heels.  She knew what she was doing,” Kyle said.
 
                 
 
   Josh glanced around Kyle at Breanne.  “And she’s okay with this?” he asked, a tone of chivalrous nobility in his voice.
 
                 
 
   Kyle looked over his shoulder at his auburn girl.  “Breanne, are you okay with this?” he asked.
 
                 
 
   Breanne nodded.  “Yes sir.  I’m okay with this.”  She brought her hands together in front of her, at the waist.
 
                 
 
   “How okay are you?  Would you be willing to play another game?  This time for something more daring?” Kyle asked.
 
                 
 
   She nodded, once more looking straight at Josh.  “Yes sir,” she replied confidently.
 
                 
 
   “Then here is the wager.  If you win against Andy, you get your clothes back.  If you loose then you get twenty lashes across your breasts and then get to wear these for the remainder of the night.”  Kyle reached into his pocket and extracted the cruel metal clamps that Breanne had worn twice before.  They dangled from his fingertips and Breanne could see Josh’s astonished expression behind the silver chain.
 
                 
 
   Breanne took a deep breath, her eyes glued to the nipple clamps.  Not only was she to be paraded for Kyle’s friend’s eyes, but she was to be tormented and punished as well.  Her mind churned for only a moment.  This was the reason she had come to Chicago, wasn’t it?   She nodded, looking up at Kyle.  “I accept sir.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle turned and grinned.  “Well why don’t you go ahead break the table, my dear.  See if you can properly distract Andy.”  Kyle replied.
 
                 
 
   Breanne flashed her own smile and stepped over to the table, hips swinging as her nudity accentuated her movements.  Kyle clapped Josh on the back and handed him the silver nipple clamps.
 
                 
 
   “Can you hold on to these for me?  I got to get something from my bag.”  Kyle asked as Josh tore his attention away from Breanne’s rear end.  
 
                 
 
   “Uh…sure,” Josh replied as Kyle dropped the silver chain and clamps into the outstretched hand of the boy.  Josh glanced down at the length of chain and the two clamps, noticing that a series of metal teeth lined the inside of each clamp.  He squeezed one open and ran his thumb across the toothed edge.  They weren’t sharp, but would still hurt.  His eyes widened and he looked up at Kyle.
 
                 
 
   “Great.  Keep an eye on my baby,” Kyle replied and moved away, back toward the doorway where his black bag had been dropped.
 
                 
 
   Josh nodded and watched as Breanne moved around the table and bent over the end.  Her breasts dangled deliciously as she lined the cue stick on the white ball.  Her first shot was successful as she knocked one of the striped balls into the pocket.  Josh watched as she moved around the table, practically ignoring her unclad state, concentrating on sinking balls.  Unfortunately, after two additional balls, she missed, resulting in Andy stepping up with his own pool stick in hand.
 
                 
 
   Breanne moved around the table so that she stood directly opposite Andy’s best shot and she bent down, palms on the edge of the table, swinging her breasts back and forth, trying to distract the concentrating pool player.  Despite her best efforts though, Andy made his shot, and then another, steadfastly ignoring the bouncing breasts Breanne made her best effort to keep in his line of sight.  Another few balls in and it was Breanne’s turn once more.
 
                 
 
   “Better start knocking a few balls in Bre or you’re going to be wearing a bit more than just those shoes.”  There was a gleam in Terry’s eye as he watched Josh fingering the nipple clamps.
 
                 
 
   Breanne smiled in return and bent over the table, presenting her bare bottom as she lined up her shot.  With a delicate wiggle and another wink at Josh she lined up her cue stick, one breast actually resting on the edge of the pool table.  Another miss practically guaranteed Andy’s win, and after a few more minutes she straightened up with a sigh.
 
                 
 
   “Sorry, my dear, but your loss is our gain,” Kyle said as he stepped up.  The black bag was in his hand and he reached into its depths to remove a thick, leather strung whip.  Multiple strands dangled from the wooden handle and Kyle dropped the bag as he approached.
 
                 
 
   “How do you want me sir?” Breanne inquired politely, trying to ignore Josh’s dumbfounded look.  The poor boy kept glancing back and forth between Breanne and Kyle’s whip.  He hadn’t really registered the whipping Breanne had agreed too at the start of the round.
 
                 
 
   Kyle looked thoughtful for a moment and then smiled.  “Why don’t you just lean backward against the pool table, with your palms on the edge.  Spread your legs and tilt your head back.”  Breanne nodded.
 
                 
 
   She moved to the very middle of the table, stepping backward until she felt her bottom hit the edge.  Carefully, she leaned backward, putting her weight on her hands as she spread her legs, arching her back.  She took one step outward as she presented herself, following Kyle’s orders.  This forced her breasts to jut out just a bit more, the perfect targets for Kyle’s cat-o-nine-tails.  She closed her eyes in expectation of the first blow as Josh watched in fascination, noting her swollen and moist sex, the petals slightly parted.
 
                 
 
   Both Andy and Terry had come around the table to get a better view of Breanne as Kyle swung with confidence.  The sound of the whip swishing through the air was short, not even enough to truly prepare Bre for the stinging impact against the presented curves of her chest.  She gasped as the first burst of pain rushed through her.  Like lightning it seemed to travel down her spine directly to her pussy, causing every muscle to tighten in need.  As Kyle pulled back for another blow she was glad he was using a multi-headed whip on her.  It almost guaranteed that each nipple would get struck and it was that tingle on her nubs that excited her.  As the second stroke landed she moaned, not with pain or discomfort, but with the sudden sexual energy that flooded through her.  Heat suffused both breasts and she closed her eyes in a mixture of pleasure and pain that couldn’t even be described.
 
                 
 
   Josh watched in rapt attention, his knuckles white as he clenched his own pool stick, clearly aroused by the sight of Breanne’s torment, but not sure whether it was right.  Each stroke seemed to dance across her chest and her body was fluid, dealing with the impact gracefully, yet yielding to the inevitable pain.  Kyle picked up the pace, landing each blow across both breasts, leaving delicate pink lines from nipple to nipple.  They couldn’t even be called welts, so soft was the leather, and at ten he stopped and turned to Andy.  
 
                 
 
   “Want to finish?” he asked, holding out the whip. “You beat her at the game. It’s only fitting you beat her with this too.”  Andy grinned, reaching out to take the leather cat-o-nine-tails from Kyle.  He gave it a practice swing as Kyle moved out of his way, the leather whistling.
 
                 
 
   Andy moved next to Breanne and pulled his arm back as she closed her eyes, tensing.  The corded strands snapped against her breast, a tad bit harder than Kyle had struck and she let out a pitiful moan.  A shudder passed through her, causing the petals of her sex to pulse and her mouth opened sensuously.  Andy swung again and again, the flush of whip caused heat turning the pale skin of her chest pink
 
                 
 
   With the twentieth stroke Kyle moved forward, reaching out to cup both of Breanne’s breasts.  “Hot and heavy now, aren’t they?” he asked, gently lifting and squeezing them.  He could feel the warmth of the whipping.  She nodded, her breath a little ragged.
 
                 
 
   “What are you thinking about now, my dear?  Be specific,” Kyle asked.
 
                 
 
   Breanne looked at him directly.  “My body, sir.  Mostly my breasts.  They’re hot and ache, sir.  I’m also thinking about my pussy, and how much I wish I had something in it.”   Her words came out in a rush, soft and whispered, yet clearly audible to every male in the room.  She remained in position, still leaning backward against the pool table as his fingers roamed over her chest, touching lightly the still tingling hot globes of her breasts.  She trembled as his thumbs began slipping back and forth across each nipple, making them rise.  It took only moments for them to harden.
 
                 
 
   “Kyle?  You want to cool those down before you clamp them?”  Terry suddenly asked, holding out a tall tumbler filled with ice cubes.  Kyle grinned, letting go of Breanne’s left breast to snag one of the half moon shaped ice chunks.  A clear trickle of water dripped down his fingers as he lifted the ice to Breanne’s breast.
 
                 
 
   Josh watched in rapt astonishment as Kyle began icing her nipples.  His eyes followed the icicle as it circled first her left areola, then her right.  Thin rivulets of melted water began to trickle downward under the curve of her breast, only to drop to her stomach as she bit her lip, enduring the intense cold.
 
                 
 
   “See Josh,” Kyle commented as he once more ran the ice back and forth across one nipple, “because of the whipping, her skin is hot, so this ice feels twice as cold as it would to us.”  Kyle glanced over at the bemused teenager and grinned.  “Why don’t you grab a piece and help me.”
 
                 
 
   The excited look on Josh’s face belied the boy’s desire and his face beamed.  “Thanks Kyle!”  Terry thoughtfully held out the glass, letting the boy pull out another cube.  Kyle moved over so that both of them could stand in front of Breanne.
 
                 
 
   Josh copied Kyle’s movements, pressing the ice to Breanne’s right breast, playing the edge of the frozen water back and forth across her nipple.  In seconds, due to the double stimulation, Breanne was groaning, twisting slightly as her tormentors froze her nipples into rock hard nubs. Water dripped downward and somehow managed to find its way between her legs.  Kyle made sure to drag the edge of the melting ice back and forth across Bre’s hardened nipple, enjoying the trembling girl’s hardship.
 
                 
 
   “I think this side is ready,” Kyle announced as the last remnants of his ice melted against Breanne’s body, held in place with his thumb.  He shook his hand, letting the last of the water fall away before he reached into his pocket to extract the nipple clamps.  “Keep icing that other breast until the cube melts, Josh,” Kyle ordered.  Josh nodded and concentrated on the pink tipped nub in front of him.  Back and forth Josh dragged the ice until it was nothing more than a sliver.  Josh pressed it to her nipple, emulating Kyle and eliciting a moan from Breanne.
 
                 
 
   Her eyes were open and she let out a soft whimper as Kyle raised his hand, fingers already pinching open the metal jaw.  The tiny thumb screw that allowed the clamp to be tightened or loosened stuck up and Bre couldn’t tell if Kyle had adjusted it after her last time to wear it while in his car.  The cruel little clamp came up to her still tingling cold nipple and Kyle slowly closed it, watching with satisfaction as the metal teeth bit lightly, then deeper, into the skin.
 
                 
 
   She gasped, a shudder racking her body as the first clamp latched firmly on.  Kyle let go, letting the chain and second attached clamp dangle, pulling on Breanne’s left nipple.
 
                 
 
   “You finished there, Josh?” asked Kyle, who turned to look at the boy.  Josh grinned and held up his hand.  Breanne hadn’t even noticed that the ice cube had finally melted.
 
                 
 
   “Yes sir.”  Josh replied.
 
                 
 
   Kyle nodded.  “Good.  Take that other clamp and latch it on good.  You don’t want to get it right on the nub, but slightly behind.  Yes, that right!”  Kyle said as Josh clutched the other clamp and applied it with almost professional skill.
 
                 
 
   Breanne sucked in another breath, eliciting a moaning cry that seemed perfect for the moment.  Her eyes closed as she clenched her fingers against the pool table, still arching her back, legs spread.  The silver chain dangled between her breasts, an obscene ornament of jewelry that titillated not only the men, but her as well.  Her breasts were still a blotchy patchwork of red tinged welts that only accentuated the silver chain and clamps.
 
                 
 
   “You okay, Breanne?” asked Kyle, his hand coming up to cup her face.  Breanne opened her eyes, tilting her head to look at her master.   She suddenly smiled.
 
                 
 
   “I’ve endured far worse before, sir.  I have a set of clamps just like these at home.”
 
                 
 
   “Well good!  Too make things more interesting though, I’m going to allow you to tighten the clamps yourself.  But as a warning, don’t make them too loose.  If they come off accidentally, you’ll be earning yourself a punishment.  And you’ll only be allowed to adjust them this once,” Kyle warned.
 
                 
 
   Breanne nodded.  She straightened up to reach her left breast and began adjusting the tiny screw that controlled how much pressure was inflicted on her nub.  Kyle clucked his tongue as he noticed she lightened the bite.  In moments her right breast was done as well.  Breanne sighed and once more leaned back against the table, presenting herself and giving Josh a mischievous wink.
 
                 
 
   Kyle laughed while Josh suddenly blushed.  Terry and Andy chuckled in the background, the sounds of drinks being poured barely noticeable.  Terry approached with a full glass, handing it to Kyle, his eyes on Breanne
 
                 
 
   “Well if you three are ready, I think it’s time for another round of pool,” Terry said his face beaming as he admired Josh and Kyle’s handiwork.  Kyle accepted the drink and took a deep sip, grinning as they admired the flushed pink lines criss-crossing Breanne’s breasts.  
 
                 
 
   “I think so too,” Kyle replied.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 5: Another Round
 
    
 
                 
 
   Kyle took a sip of his drink and grinned at Terry’s suggestion.  “Sounds like a plan.  My turn isn’t it?”  Terry nodded.
 
                 
 
   Andy, who had taken a seat nearby to watch laughed.  “Sure you won’t get distracted Kyle?  She’s a pretty sight,” he warned.
 
                 
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “I’ll try to contain myself. Besides, those clamps will distract her just as much,” he replied, the turned toward Breanne.  “All right my dear, the next round is between you and me.  If you win, we’ll take the clamps off.  If you loose, we get to implant a new little toy in your bottom, right after you take ten spanks of the paddle.”
 
                 
 
   Breanne pushed herself upward off the pool table, straightening so that the chain dangling from her breasts hung straight downward, rather than against her belly.  She brought her hands forward and ran her palms down across her midriff down over her loins until the long fingers caressed her own thighs.  It was a highly sexual movement, without touching a single sexual part, but it helped relieve, if just for a second, the building sexual urges she was feeling.
 
                 
 
   “All right sir, but I have to warn you, I’m going to do my best to win,” she replied, a teasing tone in her voice as she reached out to take her cue stick from Terry, who held it out with a warm smile.
 
                 
 
   Kyle shrugged. “I’d be disappointed in you if you didn’t!” he said.  It took only a moment to set up the table, and Kyle allowed Bre to break.  Every man’s eyes were on her breasts as she leaned over the table, the heavy silver chain lying softly on the green felt beneath her.  With a crack, the cue ball shot out, striking the triangle of striped and solid balls, forcing ricochets across the board.  Bre was lucky and sunk one ball, which enabled her to shoot again, but missed the second shot.  Whether it was due to her throbbing nipples or the wetness between her legs was only a matter of speculation for the guys watching.
 
                 
 
   Kyle was not nearly as good as Terry, and only marginally better than Andy, but his skill level was still good enough to tromp Breanne quickly.  Ball after ball dropped into the various pockets as Terry, Andy and Josh each watched with rapt attention.  Breanne, for her part, seemed to revel in the attention and it was quickly apparent that she walked, moved, and even stood in positions that would attract the most stares.  During Kyle’s shots she would stretch, as if merely relaxing, but exposing herself in even more tantalizing poses.  For Josh, his favorite moment was when she had moved around the table till her back was to him, bending over to make another shot.  Her legs were slightly spread, the pink petals of her sex swollen and moist, totally visible.
 
                 
 
   As the eight ball dropped decidedly into the pocket, Kyle stood straight and smiled at Breanne.  “You lose, my dear.  Time for your punishment.”  He leaned his stick against the wall and once more went to the black bag as Breanne straightened and moved around the pool table.  She stopped against the side that faced the two couches and easy chair, bending over at the waist until the locks of her auburn hair dangled down upon the felt next to the silver chain.  Her bottom was pointed directly at Josh, Terry, and Andy who were more than ready to see Breanne get the spanking she deserved.
 
    
 
   Kyle had retrieved a black rubber paddle from his bag and was swinging it with gusto as he moved back over to Breanne.  It was easily a foot and a half long, with large holes drilled throughout its length.
 
                 
 
   “So much for the rule of thumb,” Terry commented wryly, glancing over at the thick paddle.
 
                 
 
   Kyle laughed.  “Yeah.  This should sting pretty badly.”  
 
                 
 
   Josh looked at his dad with a bewildered look.  “Rule of thumb, Dad?”  he asked, still watching Bre, who hadn’t seen the new weapon yet.
 
                 
 
   Terry nodded.  “There used to be an old common law that said you couldn’t beat your wife with anything thicker than your thumb.”  He grinned.  “Though since Breanne isn’t a wife, and is here of her own accord, I would imagine the size of the rod, or paddle in this case, doesn’t matter much.”
 
                 
 
   Andy nodded and stepped up to the table across from Bre.  “True, but I have to ask.  Will she stay in that position while you spank her?”  He looked over at Kyle.
 
                 
 
   Kyle gave Andy a bemused glance and then bent over, putting his head down by Breanne’s.  “Now Bre, Andy wants to know if you will stay in position.”
 
                 
 
   Breanne’s voice was soft but held the quiver of tension.  Everyone in the room knew Breanne was about to be paddled, but no one felt that expectation greater than the girl herself.  “I will do my best sir,” she replied, her voice wavering.
 
                 
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “That’s not good enough.  You can’t move from that position.”
 
                 
 
   There was nothing for Breanne to say.  “Yes sir,” she replied.
 
                 
 
   Kyle looked back up at Andy.  “Satisfied?”
 
                 
 
   “Well if you are so confidant, lets make sure that we’ll know it if she does.”  Andy took hold of two cue sticks and extended them both across the table.  The tips moved just under Breanne’s lips and she quivered as Andy moved them through the nipple clamp chain between her breasts.  The tips stopped at the felt bumper and Andy let the sticks rest on the other side of the table so that they sloped downward.
 
                 
 
   “There.  If she pulls up, she’ll move the sticks and we’ll know it.”  Andy replied.
 
                 
 
   Terry laughed as Kyle nodded in appreciation.  “Hey, put some balls on those sticks.”  Terry said suddenly.
 
                 
 
   Andy chuckled and pushed the two sticks together, the chain still under them, so that they formed a long trough.  He began to pick several of the pool balls out of the pockets and began rolling them down the trough until they began to stack up underneath Bre.  Soon five balls sat poised for Breanne’s slightest movement.
 
                 
 
   Kyle laid a casual hand on Breanne, causing her to jump slightly.  The clack of the chain was easily heard, but none of the balls were disturbed.  “Well now, Bre.  This certainly makes it easier on all of us, doesn’t it?  But detecting your movements is nothing without a little incentive, right?  So just that we are all on the same page, each one of those balls counts as a separate punishment.  You already had one coming from earlier, but having a bunch more might not be the way to go.  So if I were you, I wouldn’t move during this spanking,” Kyle said.
 
                 
 
   Both Andy and Terry grinned, while Josh, still wide-eyed and in perpetual astonishment, watched as Kyle took a step back and raised the paddle.  Breanne saw the paddle lift out of the corner of her eye and braced herself as it came swinging around toward her bottom.
 
                 
 
   There was a sharp crack and a wave of pain blossomed out from both cheeks, causing Breanne to gasp loudly, fingers clenching as she felt herself rocked forward against the table.  But despite the intensity of the first stroke, the nipple clamp chain only rattled against the propped up cue sticks, rather than unseat the balls lying atop them.  She wanted to reach back and rub her hands over her buttocks, but resisted the urge, closing her eyes instead, sucking a breath through clenched teeth as the pain turned to heat.
 
                 
 
   “My my…” murmured Andy, who watched Breanne’s self control with admiration.
 
                 
 
   Terry nodded.  “Impressive willpower, Breanne.”
 
                 
 
   To Kyle, such words were the impetus for another stroke of the paddle, and he wasted no time in bringing the rubber mallet once more into contact with Breanne’s rear.  The sharp snick it made as it flattened her bum was almost instantly overwhelmed by the whimpering moan made by the girl, who’s fingers had long since clenched into fists.  Once more she was rocked forward, but managed to keep from moving enough to unseat the pool balls, despite the sting and burning heat.
 
                 
 
   Kyle let loose with a fury of strokes, quickly striking her bottom one and after another, barely giving her time to brace for the next.  Each blow sounded harder, yet the almost immediate change of color from white to pink to red made her bottom seem softer.  On the fifth strike he scooped upward, catching the point where her thighs met the soft globes of her rear.  With a scream, Breanne pulled herself upright, hands first moving to her bottom, but then coming up to her breasts as the pool balls went flying and the cue sticks were lifted by the chain and clamps, only to pull them free.
 
                 
 
   For a moment, all three men and the boy stood staring in astonishment and then Kyle began shaking his head.  “Oh dear,” he said softly.
 
                 
 
   As the immediate pain faded, Breanne realized she was looking up into her master’s eyes and she glanced back at the table, the scattered balls signaling her upcoming punishments.  One side of the nipple clamp chain dangled down by her belly, just as sure a sign of her disobedience as the fallen pool balls.  She licked her lips and took hold of the fallen clamp and returned it too her breast.  Slowly, with her head lowered, she returned to the table, bending over it.  She spread her legs and presented her sore and scarlet bottom as her clamped breasts once more rested on the green felt.
 
                 
 
   It was Terry who spoke next.  “Andy, I think you need to put those cue sticks back in place.”  He said, pointing at the two sticks that lay helter-skelter across the table felt.  Andy grinned, picking them up, once more slipping them under Breanne’s chest, yet atop the clamp chain.
 
                 
 
   “Excellent, Andy.  But I think the real problem here is that those clamps aren’t tight enough, are they Bre?  And what did I say earlier?”  Kyle asked.  He set the paddle down on the table and reached down to Breanne’s left breast.
 
    
 
   She let out a soft whimper as his fingers found the small screw, twisting it to allow the clamp a firmer bite.  “You said that I would earn another punishment if the clamps came off.” She closed her eyes as a flash of pain radiated up from her breast.  Kyle tightened it much harder than she had.
 
    
 
   Kyle moved around to the opposite side, adjusting the other clamp, tightening it down upon the swollen and tender nub.  “That’s right, I did.  That means you’re already up to seven punishments now,” he said.  “That’s a lot of punishments coming.  What do you think about that?”
 
    
 
   Breanne bit her lip as another spark of pain blossomed in her breast and shot upward through her body.  “I deserve it sir.  I’m sorry I couldn’t control myself.  I deserve the punishment,” she replied, her voice somewhat subdued by the intensity of the sensation from her nipples.  The pain from the clamps was already fading, to be replaced by a dull throb that only stimulated her more.
 
    
 
   “That’s right you do,” Kyle replied, straightening up.  He put one hand on her back and pushed her back down until she had resumed her earlier position; rear end pushed out, back arched, breasts almost touching the soft felt of the pool table.  With a grin he took hold of the two fallen cue sticks and carefully threaded them back through the chain between Breanne’s nipples, making sure the two lengths of wood were close together.  Finally, he motioned at Andy.  “Can you please reset the balls on the cue sticks?”  Kyle asked politely.  “Bre still has three more spanks to take.”  Andy nodded and quickly snatched up the fallen balls, letting them roll down the two sticks until they lay stacked beneath Breanne’s body once more.
 
    
 
   Kyle picked up the paddle and moved around her body until he was once again in position.  With a somewhat softer swing, he slammed the paddle into Breanne’s bottom, causing the flesh of both cheeks to bounce.  Bre whimpered, shaking, her eyes leaking tears as the sting of a thousand wasps flooded through her bottom, only to turn into a fiery heat that matched the smoldering simmer from her delicate and tormented nipples.  She could feel the juices of her sex beginning to leak, wetting her thighs.
 
    
 
   Kyle ran his hand over her rear, feeling the heat.  Each buttock was flushed scarlet and he could even see the circular pattern of the holes embedded in the skin.  Tiny welts outlined the smacks of the paddle and he grinned as he stepped back and swung again, hard.  She jumped, but not enough to upset the balls and Kyle listened to her groan, watching the involuntary clenching of her bottom as she struggled to deal with the impact.
 
    
 
   Once more he pulled the paddle back, trying to decide how hard he should smack her.  A blistering blow would cause her to jump, making the balls fall once more, earning another five punishments.  A soft blow would give her the chance to recuperate for the next torment, not to mention all the earned punishments coming her way.  Kyle decided to let her make the final decision and gave her a soft spank that would do no more than reignite the heat.  To his surprise, she jumped, pulling upward, once more sending the five pool balls beneath her rolling.  This time, the nipple clamps held, and she quickly returned to her position, bent over the table, but the damage was done.
 
    
 
   When she tilted her head to look at him, he caught the tiny hint of a smile and he laughed.  “All right, Bre.  That’s another five punishments you’ve earned.”  Kyle announced, shaking his head.  It was fairly obvious to him that Breanne had deliberately moved, sending the balls cascading across the pool table and it gave him the perfect opportunity.  Moving around the table, he extracted the two cue sticks from under her chest and laid them aside the paddle.  
 
    
 
   “Stand up straight, Bre.”  Kyle glanced over at Josh, who continued to watch in rapt attention.  Breanne straightened up, hands down at her sides.
 
    
 
   “How does your ass feel?” he asked.  Her eyes glanced at the face of each person in the room before stopping back at Kyle’s.  
 
    
 
   “It’s hot and sore, sir.”  
 
    
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “Sore, and yet you’ve managed to earn yourself a total of twelve punishments.”
 
    
 
   Breanne blushed and looked down.  “I’m sorry sir,” she said softly.
 
    
 
   “Well, first of all, I don’t want you thinking you’ve managed to get out of having me ram that bottom plug up your ass.  But the truth is that I’ve got an offer for you,” Kyle said.  Both Andy and Terry looked at Kyle in surprise.
 
    
 
   Kyle continued.  “Either you can endure two of the twelve punishments now, or you can give Josh a five song lap dance.”
 
    
 
   Josh stiffened in surprise as Breanne’s eyes lit up and she smiled.  With an eager nod she flashed the teenager an excited look and turned back to Kyle.
 
    
 
   “I’d like to do the dances sir,” she replied with a smile.
 
    
 
   Kyle grinned.  “Good.  You can take him over to that corner so you have a bit of privacy.”  Kyle then turned to Josh.  “Have you ever had a lap dance, Josh?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Josh shook his head.  “Unless you count what Breanne did earlier, then no,” he replied, hardly believing his luck.
 
    
 
   Kyle smiled and clapped him on the back.  “Cool.  Well, here’s your chance.  Lap dances are fun, but there are a bunch of rules you have to obey when you’re getting one from a dancer.  Like the first one is that you can’t touch her unless she takes your hand and puts it on herself.  The cops are always trying to catch the girls going to far, so they usually try to behave themselves.  It’s kind of an experiment in temptation and will power.  She rubs herself all over you, and you have to remember to be a man, and not an animal.”
 
    
 
   Andy laughed.  “Sometimes you can be an animal though.”
 
    
 
   Terry nodded.  “True enough.”  Josh’s father picked up one of the cue sticks and delicately coated it with chalk.
 
    
 
   Kyle gave Josh a hand up from the plush seat he was in and pushed him toward the corner.  “Go have a seat and I’ll send Breanne over in a second, okay?”  Josh grinned and went to the far corner of the room, disappearing in one of the easy chairs.
 
    
 
   Breanne grinned when Kyle turned toward her, moving close so that neither Terry nor Andy would hear his words, his lips at her ears.  “Break every rule, Bre and make him a man.  Suck him, fuck him, ride him good, but don’t come back before five songs.”
 
    
 
   She looked at him and nodded, “What if he comes before five though?”
 
    
 
   Kyle gave her a disbelieving look.  “You’re telling me you can’t make a man hard after one orgasm?”
 
    
 
   “He’s already had one!”  she said, loud enough for both Kyle and Andy to hear.  
 
    
 
   “Too bad.  If you want out of the punishments, I’d figure out how to do it.  If you don’t do things right I’ll up the number of punishments to fourteen,” Kyle said.  He lifted his hands and gave her soft push toward the corner.  “Do me proud.”
 
    
 
   Terry had already fiddled with the stereo system and another song was just starting as he watched Breanne approach his son on the other side of the great room.  As Andy racked up the balls for a friendly game, Terry turned toward Kyle.
 
    
 
   “My boy going to loose his virginity?” he asked, his tone totally betraying his pleasure at the thought.   Kyle nodded with a grin.  Breanne was already leaning over the young boy, their distance from the table providing a measure of privacy.
 
    
 
   “I told Bre to break every rule.”  Kyle replied.  “That girl is an expert.”
 
    
 
   Terry gave a smile that only a proud papa could have as he leaned over the table for his first shot.
 
    
 
   Breanne walked over to the corner, bottom still tender from the spanking she had received.  The dangling chain hanging from her breasts was also a distraction, but both sensations were the kind that enhanced her sexual drive, rather than suppressing it.  This condition, what some would call an abnormality, allowed her to experience levels of pleasure that would rock the chart had some scientist been allowed to study her endorphin levels during sexual intercourse.
 
    
 
   She approached Josh with a mental attitude somewhere between hungry sexual predator and loving first girlfriend.  Both mental states had their pros and cons.  Bre could feel her own sexual needs stewing inside her, especially between her legs, but her concern about making what would obviously be Josh’s first time special, dampened her own requirements.  She accentuated her walk as she approached, his eyes on her hips as they swayed back and forth.
 
    
 
   When she stood in front of him, she bent over, breasts and chain dangling downward over his lap and she gave him a starter kiss, soft and moist.  “You’re not nervous are you?”  She asked him softly so that the men on the other side of the room wouldn’t hear.
 
    
 
   Josh shook his head no.  “Not really,” he replied, but then his eyes moved down her body.  “Okay, a little.”
 
    
 
   Breanne smiled, running her fingertips across his cheek.  “Well, Kyle made the rules sound more complicated that they are.  I can touch you anywhere unless you tell me not too.  You aren’t supposed to touch me anywhere unless I take your hand and put it there.  Okay?” she said.
 
    
 
   Josh nodded, still unsure of what was going to happen.  “Okay.”
 
    
 
   Breanne smiled.  The first song had already started and she wasn’t sure if Kyle was counting it or not.  Regardless, she straightened up and began to sway in front of Josh, who watched in rapt attention.  It was a repeat of her earlier strip tease, hands stroking her body, the presentation of the juicier parts.  Josh got a much better view this time, especially because she was already naked. As the next song rolled around she turned her bottom to him and then lowered herself into his lap, rolling her hips and pressing back into him.
 
    
 
   Josh kept very still.  His hands gripped the armrests as the wiry beauty squirmed on his lap and he breathed in deeply as the scent of her skin and hair filled his nose.  She wore a fruit flavored perfume that made him think of strawberries.  After a moment, he felt her get up again and she turned to face him.  She kneeled down between his legs, hands running up from his knees to his crotch.  He stiffened as her fingers found the hard length of his manhood and began stroking it underneath the denim of his jeans.
 
    
 
   “Josh…”  She said.  “I’m worried about your jeans.  Since I’m not wearing any panties, and I’m very very wet, I don’t want to leave a wet spot on you.  Can I take them off?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Josh’s eyes widened and he nodded, licking his lips.   He moved to unbuckle his pants but her fingers stopped him, holding his hands and putting them on the armrests with a pat.  With gentle movements, she unbuckled his belt and unzipped him, her fingers almost constantly stroking the stiff rod beneath his boxers.  He lifted up from the chair for a moment as she reached to his waist with both hands, fingers and thumbs tugging at his jeans.
 
    
 
   In moments the crumpled denim was around his ankles and Breanne quickly pulled off the young man’s shoes, tossing them aside.  The jeans followed and she ran her hands back up his legs, feeling the strong muscles.  
 
    
 
   “You look like you play football,” she said admiringly as she pressed her body against his legs, still on her knees.  Her breasts slid along his shins and he felt the cold of the chain between her nipples.
 
    
 
   Josh nodded.  “Yeah, forward,” he said, almost in a whisper.  His breathing was much more rapid than normal and he couldn’t tear his eyes from her clamped nubs.
 
    
 
   Her hands moved back up to his lap, once more stroking his cock though his blue and white plaid boxers.  Without a moment’s hesitation, her fingers dipped through the front fly of the shorts, pulling out Josh’s cock.  He stiffened as her fingers surrounded him, giving him a soft squeeze.
 
    
 
   She looked up at him and smiled.  “It’s alright,” she said as her finger began sliding around the tip of his shaft, stroking him.
 
    
 
   Josh nodded and tried to relax.  But the situational tension was replaced by sexual, and he felt himself pulsing as the beautiful auburn haired girl played with him.  Then, to his surprise, she bent down, opening her mouth in a perfect “O”, and let her wet lips surround the tip of his shaft.  With a gasp he jerked, but she held his cock fast with one hand, bobbing downward upon him.  Deeper his rod penetrated, almost entirely encased in her warm wet mouth.  Her tongue swirled around the tip as her hand began moving up and down, firmly stroking the entire length.
 
    
 
   To Josh, the sensation was as if liquid ambrosia was being poured down his throat, flooding not only his stomach, but every part of him.  He closed his eyes, fingers clenching, and then he moved his hand to her head, caressing her lightly as she worked on his cock.  He felt himself begin to quicken, as if one more powerful draw from her lips would suck the very nectar itself out of his body, but she suddenly stopped, squeezing the base of his cock tightly until he felt the rumbling geyser subside, still boiling, just under the surface.
 
    
 
   “Not yet…” she whispered.  She stood up, silver clamped breasts bobbing, and then climbed into the chair, straddling him.  Her sex, glistening with her own moist desire hung suspended only inches away from his cock.  Slowly, she began to lower herself and Josh felt the tip of his shaft suddenly slipping along the wet flesh, pushing aside the pink petals.  She stopped when just his shaft was hidden in her folds, and she moved his hands to her hips.
 
    
 
   “A man on his first time should control his own penetration,” she whispered.  Josh nodded and pulled downward on her hips, not knowing if he were ramming up into her, or pulling her down to be impaled upon his shaft.  All he knew was that the warm wet feeling surrounding his cock was thirty times better than her mouth had been.  He pressed his face between her breasts, wishing that the chain and clamps were not there.  Breanne seemed to understand, cupping her breasts and practically presenting them to him as she whispered.
 
    
 
   “You can take these off, just as long as you put them back on later,” she said, her hips still rocking as she slowly ground downward upon his pillar.  Josh nodded, reaching up, stroking her breasts until his fingers found the metal clamps.  In seconds he had managed to release both, tossing the chain to the ground as Breanne hissed, the blood rushing back to her tormented nubs.  His mouth immediately found one nipple, suckling it hard as she pressed against him, still shaking back and forth as he took what every man wants from a woman.  It was only moments before he began to groan, almost crying out as his body shuddered.  He thrust upward into her, his hands roaming over her body, her breasts and bottom frequently cupped, and then he let out a cry that Breanne smothered with a French kiss, her tongue diving deeply into him as he exploded inside her, filling her completely.
 
    
 
   For almost half a minute they were locked in ecstasy, bodies wetly entwined as Josh erupted.  Breanne could feel the pulsing wetness inside her as his juices so totally filled her.  She rocked her hips again, squeezing his shaft gently, rapidly, as if to pull every last drop from him.  When he finally slumped against her, breathing hard yet totally relaxed, she held him close.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Josh.  That was one of the most wonderful experiences I’ve ever had,” she whispered in his ear, kissing him.
 
    
 
   He looked up at her.  “I don’t understand,” he said, bewildered.
 
    
 
   She smiled, reaching up to cup his face.  “Thank you for letting do this to you.  Other men I’ve been with have taken me like I’m an object, or a toy, not that I really object to that.  I get a lot of pleasure out being that for some men. But you let me have your body without conditions.  That was really sweet.”  She began rising, eliciting a sexual groan from the boy.  He grasped at her, but she was intent and as soon as his flaccid cock was exposed she slid down his lap until she once more knelt between his legs.  Her fingers reached out and grasped his boxers, pulling them gently off his body.
 
    
 
   Then, to his surprise, she opened her mouth and once more took his cock between her lips, licking their combined fluids from his shaft.  One hand strayed down to his balls and began stroking them, eliciting another groan from the boy made man.  It felt incredible and after a few minutes he felt the stirring again, a deep churning that once more caused his shaft to harden.  He wondered if she would mount him again just as he felt the urge and she pulled him out of his seat, almost rolling to the floor.
 
    
 
   He followed her as she moved onto her back, spreading her legs, letting him see the pink flower of his desire.  She wanted him, he could tell, and he knelt down and positioned himself as best he could.  Still inexperienced, it took a minute for him to get in the right position, her hand still playing with him, yet guiding him, showing him where and how to move.  Suddenly, his cock was where it needed to be and he penetrated her, thrusting in deeply. 
 
    
 
   She pulled him down on top of her, arms wrapped around his young shoulders as her mouth found his, their bodies moving together.  Josh pulled away from her mouth only long enough to bury his head between her breasts, sucking at each nipple in turn, until his own blood boiled at a fever pitch.  He grunted, eyes closing and practically falling atop the auburn hair girl beneath him, her legs wrapped around his waist.  There was a shudder that streamed downward from his head to his loins and he felt his manhood begin to jerk inside her, once more exploding in exquisite pleasure.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 6: Plugs, whips, and a surprise
 
    
 
                 
 
   Breanne had been so close when she felt Josh come, once more turning to stone inside her before throbbing deep and hard.  She clutched at him as he collapsed on top of her, holding him as he buried his nose in her hair.  She moved under him, wishing that he was hard again, but knowing that three orgasms were all the young man would be able to handle in such a small space of time.  
 
                 
 
   Slowly, he extricated himself from her tight embrace, sitting up and rolling to the side.  
 
                 
 
   “You’re incredible,” Josh said softly.  Breanne laughed, despite the powerful desperation she felt.
 
                 
 
   “Speak for yourself,” she said, eyes narrowing coyly.  
 
                 
 
   He shook his head.  “But that was amazing.”
 
                 
 
   She stretched her arms above her head.  “I’m glad you thought so.  I think you were totally awesome too.”
 
                 
 
   He looked down at her body, noticing the glistening smears at her thighs.  “Did you…um…I mean…did I…?”  he tried to ask, motioning once toward her flower.
 
                 
 
   Breanne smiled, beaming at the young man, so concerned.  “You gave me some of the finest pleasure I’ve ever experienced Josh,” she said sincerely, reaching out and patting his arm.  “But I hope maybe later tonight we’ll have a chance for me to teach you a trick or two for the next girl you sweep off her feet!”  She shifted a little, grimacing as the tender skin of her bottom rubbed against the carpet.
 
                 
 
   “Oh God!  I’m sorry!  I didn’t even think about that!” Josh said, scrambling to his feet and pulling her upward.  His expression was full of concern.
 
                 
 
   Breanne smiled.  “I wasn’t thinking about it either when you entered me.  Don’t worry about it.  I’m used to it,” she replied.  She reached out and snagged the nipple clamps, holding them up.  “You better put these back on.  I’d hate for Kyle to think I was trying to get out of wearing them.”  She turned to face him and arched her back slightly, presenting both breasts.
 
                 
 
   Josh looked uncomfortable.  “Do these hurt?” he asked, as he experimentally pinched one open, despite his earlier experience with it.  
 
                 
 
   Breanne shook her head.  “Yes, but not like you think.  It all depends on how tight they are, but these just make me constantly think about my breasts.  Sometimes they’re put on really tight in order to punish me.”
 
                 
 
   Josh’s face looked grim.  “I don’t like that, the whole punishment thing,” he said.  Breanne’s eyes widened and she reached out to the young man.
 
                 
 
   “Oh no!  It’s not like that at all.  It’s a type of game; a sex game, Josh.  That’s all.  You know when you’re really cold, and then put your hand into warm water, it feels really hot?  Well it’s kind of the same thing with me, except a little bit of hurt makes the pleasure so much more intense.”
 
                 
 
   Josh looked intrigued.  “So you like getting punished?”  he asked as he held the nipple clamps up.
 
                 
 
   Breanne grinned.  “Absolutely, a lot of women do.  It’s like icing on a cake.  So why don’t you punish my breasts for me by putting on the clamps.”  She cupped her breasts, presenting them to the boy.
 
                               
 
   Josh shook his head and then grinned.  “If that’s what you want, I’ll do it.”  He pinched both clamps, opening them up as he moved them over Breanne’s still puckered nipples.  As he let go she sucked in a hissing breath, eyes closing as the sparks of pain shot upward through each globe.  After a moment, the pain subsided to a dull throb and she reopened her eyes to see a concerned expression on Josh’s face.
 
                 
 
   “I’m good.  Really,” she said.  She leaned over and gave him a soft kiss, right on the lips.  “You know that there’s going to be a lot more happening to me tonight, right?” she asked him, reaching down to take his hand.
 
                 
 
   He nodded.  “I figured.  Kyle promised you that anal plug.”  Breanne gave a wry smile.
 
                 
 
   “And I’m pretty sure the next game will be for another sex toy, but this time up front.”  She said, pointing downward with a rueful grin while Josh flushed scarlet.  “I suspect a nice whipping will accompany that.  Are you okay with all this?” she asked.
 
                 
 
   It took him a moment to find the right words.  “I guess so, if you are,” he replied, shrugging.  She smiled and gave him a tight hug and then nodded.
 
                 
 
   “Why don’t you get dressed again and then we can head back over.”  Josh nodded and picked up his boxers and jeans, quickly donning them before taking her hand.  Together, they returned to the pool table, an incongruous sight as the fully dressed teenager and the totally naked twenty something year old girl approached the other three men.
 
                 
 
   Andy and Kyle were taking turns at the pool table and Breanne could see that Kyle was ahead, but not by much.  Terry was leaning against the wall, cue stick still in hand, looking back and forth between the match and her exposed body.  She felt a sudden chill and shuddered slightly in erotic ecstasy as the thought of having the father just as she had taken the son.  Kyle looked up from his shot and gave her a beaming smile and wink, then moved back over to his black bag and extracted a small bag that looked like a shaving kit.
 
                 
 
   “Here Bre.  Go to the restroom and get cleaned up,” he said, handing her the kit.  Breanne had noticed the restroom earlier and bowed her head, quickly moving off as she left the men.
 
                 
 
   “So how did it go, Josh?” Andy asked while pushing Kyle back to the table to make his shot.
 
                 
 
   Josh was at a loss for words.  “It was um…great.”
 
                 
 
   Andy rolled his eyes.  “First time and the kid’s speechless.”  He laughed out loud and gave Terry a knowing glance.
 
                 
 
   Terry gave Andy a dark look.  “I seem to recall your first time wasn’t until college.”
 
                 
 
   “Different times, my friend.  But hey, I think Breanne must have done a fairly nice job because the kid is glowing.”  Andy turned toward Josh.  “Was she good?”
 
                 
 
   Josh nodded.  “She was incredible.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle made his shot, knocking another ball into a pocket.  “Well as soon as she cleans up, we’ll finish the preparations for another game and continue playing.”  He leaned down and pocketed another ball, much to Andy’s consternation.
 
                 
 
   Breanne spent a few minutes cleaning up.  Kyle had thoughtfully provided all of the things a girl needed to freshen up, especially after a frantic fucking, and she sighed with pleasure as she rubbed the lotion into her breasts.  She had taken off the clamps while in the bathroom and tried to ignore the still wet pulsing between her legs.  Cleaning herself had relieved a little of that tension, but she still felt it deep inside her.  Kyle had also added a small tube of lubricant, and knowing what was coming she squeezed a small amount onto one finger and liberally greased her bottom.  With something between desire and resignation, she washed her hands and reapplied the nipple clamps. A quick check of her makeup and she headed back to the den to continue her humiliation and sexual subjugation.
 
                 
 
   Every eye turned upon her as she threaded her way through the chairs and couch toward the table, hips rocking sensuously with every step.  Once more, each man gazed in rapture at her exposed body, taking in her perfectly shaped breasts, the hollow of her throat, the tapering waist.  Even the slightly reddened curve of her bottom was attractive.  The high heels she wore did nothing but accentuate it all.
 
                 
 
   When she arrived at the pool table, Kyle was just finishing, knocking the eight ball into a pocket.  He smiled at her, reveling in the knowledge that this pretty girl, who so readily followed his every command, was his.  Leaning his cue stick up against the wall, he returned to his black bag, picking out the bottom plug and grinning.  Breanne nodded, clearly expecting that this penetration was inevitable, and she bent over the table, once more letting her clamped breasts rest on the green felt as she raised her bottom.
 
                 
 
   As Kyle approached, Josh studied the sex toy.  Clearly, it was not designed for the sitting person.  A large ring stood out on the base, making it look more like a lawn dart than a plug.  Kyle had his forefinger through it and Josh surmised that the ring was there to make insertion and removal easier and faster.  To the young man’s surprise, Kyle didn’t position it at the small brown button of Breanne’s anus, but lower down, at the moist wet slit of her sex.
 
                 
 
   “We need to lube this thing up,” Kyle said, more to explain to the other men what he was doing than for her necessity.  Kyle knew she would allow practically anything.  “Hope you don’t mind me fucking your pussy with this, Breanne.”  Then he pushed.
 
                 
 
   The bottom plug was much shorter than any dildo or cock, but its quickly widening body filled her as she gasped.  She wriggled her hips, much to their delight and Kyle began pumping the plug in and out of her flower, eliciting a series of sexual moans and causing her to gush.  Her sexual juices liberally coated the plug and everyone could detect the musky scent of her need.  She pushed back against the plug, thrusting herself onto it, clearly close to the throes of sexual orgasm.
 
                 
 
   Just as she moaned and clenched her fists tight, Kyle extracted the plug, leaving her in a state of wantonness that far surpassed the sensations she had exhibited to that point.  She whimpered, even as the tip of the plug moved upward through the crack of her bottom until Kyle pressed it softly against the tiny hole.  With a push, it began to enter, and Breanne let out another lust filled cry.  Josh watched in fascination as the plug disappeared, deeper and deeper until the widened base seemed to snap into place, leaving nothing exposed but the ring.
 
                 
 
   Kyle patted her still welted and sore bottom.  “There you are my dear.  This should serve as another distraction for your next game.  Josh, you’re up!”
 
                 
 
   Andy was racking the balls as Breanne straightened up, fidgeting as she dealt with the large intruder stuck up inside her.  She trembled, her sex pulsing with need as she humbly accepted the cue stick Terry handed her.  As she moved around the table to make the first shot, or “break” as it was called, Kyle stepped up to the edge and announced the next wager.
 
                 
 
   “All right gentlemen and our esteemed lady.  This wager is for the removal of the bottom plug if Breanne wins.  If she looses, she will have to endure the sensation of a vibrating egg inside that luscious little pussy of hers, along with the usual tenderization of the targeted part.”  Kyle looked around.  “Everyone okay with that?”
 
                 
 
   Both Josh and Breanne nodded.  Josh, having been clued in by Bre had clearly expected the next wager.  Both Terry and Andy however were grinning, incredibly pleased and surprised at the next step in Bre’s humiliation and sexual torment.
 
                 
 
   As Breanne leaned over the table to make her first shot, she realized that the added pressure of the plug in her ass distracted her even more than the nipple clamps.  It almost seemed to move inside her and she unconsciously clenched her buttocks around the rubber insert almost constantly.  
 
                 
 
   Online, whenever Breanne had played pool, the usual method was to make a single wager, for either one or best of three games, with the end result a non-game activity for the winner.  Unlike the real deal, Breanne was terribly good at online pool and won just as much as she lost.  In fact, she frequently threw the games she played, only interested in the sexual play at the end.  Over the years she had made a wide variety of wagers, from webcam humiliation to actual masturbation.  She had even made inroads on the path of self-inflicted discipline and shown a masochistic streak a mile wide.
 
                 
 
   But Kyle had introduced her to a new method of playing, called “hot seat” pool.  Each game was played for a sexual wager of increasing intensity and was designed to make every consecutive game harder to win for the loser.   The beginning wager was almost always stripping to the skin, followed by nipple clamps.  With over a year of games with Kyle, Breanne knew that he was well aware of all her wagers, making this live game even easier.
 
                 
 
   Easier for her to lose that is.  Hot Seat Pool was a game you won at the very beginning or not at all.  Playing pool for real added a dimension that Breanne was certainly not prepared for, even without the added distractions Kyle was pushing upon her.  Her next shot underlined that very issue as she missed her shot, sinking one of Josh’s balls.  It was clear her error was not purposeful, but it made the men laugh.
 
                 
 
   “That eager to lose?” Kyle asked.  Breanne looked up as she moved out of the way and grinned at Josh.  The young man returned her smile and began shooting, sending his own striped balls scattering into pockets.  To Breanne’s surprise, Josh was incredibly good, easily rivaling Andy and Kyle.  Breanne only got the opportunity to sink balls twice more before the eight ball was finally sunk by the excited teen.
 
                 
 
   Breanne leaned her cue stick against the wall and turned to Kyle with a demure smile.  “Against the table again sir?” she asked, stepping around the table and pushing her rump against the side.  She started to lean back, once more presenting her breasts as she spread her legs.
 
                 
 
   “Wait!  I’ve got a better idea!”  Terry said suddenly, taking a few large steps over to one of the couches.  He snatched up a large folded blanket that had been strewn across the back of the couch and tossed it into the middle of the pool table.  “I think you should lie on the table, Breanne, and sit on the blanket with those awesome legs of yours spread wide apart,” he said.  Both Josh and Andy looked shocked, but Kyle shrugged.  
 
                 
 
   “It’s your table, dude,” Kyle said, nodding at Breanne.
 
                 
 
   Bre bit her bottom lip and then gave a sudden sigh.  Reaching out to Josh and putting a hand on his shoulder, she clambered up onto the table.  It took her a moment to position herself the way Terry had described, but soon lay spread eagled upon the pool table, her swollen spread sex only a foot and a half from the bottom edge of the table.  She wriggled a bit as the ring of the anal plug pressed against the blanket
 
                 
 
   Kyle knew why Terry had tossed the blanket down, and it certainly wasn’t for Breanne’s comfort.  Her pussy was already soaked and each man could see little streaks of moisture that had leaked from her wanting body.  Terry was merely protecting his precious pool table.  Re-felting a table was a pain in the ass. Kyle retrieved his whip from the black bag and moved to the top of the table, looking down between Breanne’s spread legs.
 
                 
 
   “I’m thinking after the last whipping we should hold her open Kyle,” Andy said, stepping up to the table. His fingers reached out and ran up her leg from ankle to thigh.
 
                 
 
   Terry nodded as Kyle glanced at his friends.  “All right.  Josh and Andy, you each get a foot and a knee.  Terry, if you’ll grab both wrists, I think we can do this properly,” Kyle said.  The instructions sounded mechanical, as if Kyle was organizing a barn raising.  Terry moved to the far end of the table and took hold of her wrists as she felt both Andy and Josh reach out, holding open her already spread legs.  The instantaneous sensation of bondage merely stimulated her more.
 
                 
 
   Breanne had already spread herself open, but the grasping hands of the men pulled her taut.  She groaned softly as she felt the muscles of her thighs ripple in strain as Josh and Andy opened her and kept her there.  Terry tugged on her arms until they were stretched out above her.  Breanne found that not only was she more aware of her body, but she was perfectly restrained as well.
 
                 
 
   Kyle swung the whip downward hard.  He knew where Breanne’s thresholds lay from earlier that day, when she had been in practically the same position on his living room ottoman.  The multi-headed whip impacted directly upon her sex, causing the young woman to cry out, pulling her legs and arms against the tight grip of her captors.  Kyle could see the first light pink streaks against her skin and he swung again, once more landing a direct hit.
 
                 
 
   He targeted not the fleshy mons at the tip of her sex but lower, the petals, so that the entire whip would curl from the base of her opening upward.  After four strokes Breanne was crying out, thrashing, unable to close her legs or move away from the vicious sting on the whip and Kyle was beginning to see the soft welts left by the leather whip tips.  Her entire body bucked as she neared orgasm, stimulated by the repeated impact of the whip against her clit.
 
                 
 
   Suddenly the entire group was distracted by the sound of the front door opening.  Breanne realized the whipping had stopped and looked up in time to see a pretty athletic girl walk into the room and freeze, obviously startled by the strange tableaux arrayed before her.  She had short cropped dark hair, almost black, but not quite, that framed her face in a boyish, yet delicate manner.  Her skin was pale, easily lighter than Breanne’s, even without the whip marks, but while Breanne had a smattering of freckles across her skin, the young girl’s complexion was clear as a fresh field of snow.  She was dressed in a white tee shirt, emblazoned with pink sequins, and a pair of denim shorts that were extremely tight.  
 
                 
 
   “What the hell?”  The girl suddenly demanded as Terry hurried around to the front of the pool table, blocking the teenage girl’s view of Breanne. 
 
                 
 
   “Megan.  It’s not what it looks like…” Terry stuttered, still recovering from the surprise intrusion.  Breanne realized quickly that this girl was Terry’s step-daughter, the one who was supposed to be staying at a girlfriend’s house for the night.
 
                 
 
   Megan glared up at her step-dad and looked around him, taking a few extra steps into the room.  “It looks like the four of you are whipping that poor girl between the legs, while holding her down.”  There was a touch of feminist anger in her voice and Breanne couldn’t help but smile at the small girl’s bravado.
 
                 
 
   Kyle stepped forward, still holding the leather whip.  “Megan, Breanne is a guest of mine, and she is totally doing this of her own free will.  She has some kinky sexual needs and we were meeting those for her.  Besides, she got into this predicament herself, by making a wager she didn’t win.”
 
                 
 
   Terry winced again at the explanation, but Megan looked around her step-father and once more glanced at Breanne.  Both Andy and Josh had released Breanne’s limbs, and the naked beauty was trying desperately not to masturbate, her chest heaving with desire.
 
                 
 
   Megan pursed her lips and glanced at Kyle.  “What do you mean? She made a bet?”  She crossed her arms and looked at her step-father and Kyle, waiting for an explanation.
 
                 
 
   Kyle sighed.  “She bet Josh that she could beat him at a game of pool.  If she lost, then she got ten strokes to her clit, followed by Kyle inserting a vibrator toy that would remain inside her for the rest of the evening.”
 
                 
 
   Megan’s face cleared and the anger was replaced by incredulity.  “You’re kidding?”
 
                 
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “Not in the least.”
 
                 
 
   “She agreed to be whipped on her pussy?”  The tone in Megan’s voice was a combination of disbelief and envy.  
 
                 
 
   Kyle nodded again.  “And you might notice that she has a pair of clamps on her breasts, and a bottom plug shoved up her ass too.  Breanne is the very definition of a willing sex slave.”  He emphasized the word willing.
 
                 
 
   Terry cleared his throat, clearly wanting to interrupt the vein of the conversation.  “Why are you home?” he asked, his voice gruff, as if trying to reassert his lost authority. 
 
                 
 
   Megan shrugged and continued to look at Breanne.  “Beth was being stupid tonight and wanted to smoke some marijuana.   I told her I wasn’t interested and left.”
 
                 
 
   Megan’s step-dad sighed and nodded.  “I guess that a good reason.  All right, you need to head to your room and stay there for the rest of the evening.”
 
                 
 
   “And Josh gets to stay?” Megan suddenly demanded, pointing at her slightly older step-brother.  Breanne looked back and forth between the two children, and figured there was less than a year between the two.  If Josh was sixteen or seventeen, Megan wasn’t much younger.  They probably were in the same grade.
 
                 
 
   “Josh is a guest and was invited to participate by Kyle and Breanne.  You, however, have not been.”  Terry replied sternly.
 
                 
 
   “Well I am not just going to walk away while the four of you brutalize that girl,”  Megan declared, glaring at her father.
 
                 
 
   “Megan, that’s enough!”  demanded Terry.  “You have no idea what is going on.”  His voice thundered and he took a step closer to Megan.
 
    
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “Megan, look.  I understand what you’re thinking, but really, this is all consensual.  Breanne made a wager and she lost.  It’s that simple.  Now I really think you need to listen to your dad.”
 
                 
 
   Megan rolled her eyes.  “She wagered?  And who beat her?  Josh?” Megan shook her head.  “Tell you what, since you seem to like wagers so much.  Let’s play a game of pool, if I win, you let her up and she doesn’t get whipped between the legs.  Deal?”
 
                 
 
   Terry stood stock still, surprised.
 
                 
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “I don’t think so.  Breanne made that wager.  It’s not up to you to try and negate it.  Besides, what happens if you lose?  It isn’t worth our while to accept such a wager unless there’s something in it for us.”
 
                 
 
   Megan’s eyes flashed and she bit her lip.  “What do you mean?” Megan asked tentatively.  
 
    
 
   Kyle shrugged.  “Well, simply put Breanne is our willing entertainment tonight.  If you want to save her from that, we need something in return to make it worth risking the loss of Breanne.
 
    
 
   “Sir?  May I…” Breanne started to say.
 
    
 
   “Hush, Bre,” Kyle said.  He turned and looked at Megan.  “So what do you have to offer for us to risk not having Breanne to torment tonight?”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Megan looked at Breanne, her tongue darting out quickly.  Then she spoke.  “If I lose I’ll take her place.”
 
                 
 
   “WHAT?” said Josh, totally astonished at Megan’s offer.
 
                 
 
   “Over my dead body,” Terry announced.  “Your mother will kill me!”
 
                 
 
   Even Andy shook his head, his eyes a little wild.
 
                 
 
   “Megan, I’m sure you think you’re doing the right thing, but Breanne is an adult woman with lots of experience and knowledge.  You have no idea what changing places with her entails,” Kyle replied, looking just a bit disturbed, but still rather intrigued by the idea.  “I was thinking more along the lines of if you lose you go to your room and stay out of this.”
 
                 
 
   “Yeah, like that’s going to happen.  Besides, I understand more than you think!” replied Megan, looking at her step-father.  “I don’t see that you have a choice anyway.  If you don’t accept my challenge, then I tell Mom about this whole escapade.”  She crossed her arms across her chest.
 
                 
 
   Terry suddenly shifted his weight and everyone in the room turned and looked at the big man.  Breanne was shocked at his daughter’s ability to manipulate the men and she gazed over at the petite girl, wondering what was behind Megan’s offer.  Was it truly an act of heroism, trying to rescue Bre from more abuse?
 
                 
 
   “Megan.” Breanne said suddenly.  “Really, you don’t need to do this.  I’m fine.  Really…” she said, but suddenly Kyle’s hand was on her thigh, squeezing her softly.  The look in her master’s eyes was enough to silence Breanne.
 
                 
 
   Kyle looked at the teenage girl and shook his head.  “Look Megan, we can’t accept your wager.  First of all, your conditions are kind of light, not to mention disturbing.  If you lose, you’d be forced to strip, have clamps applied to your breasts, get stuffed with an anal plug and then get whipped on your clit before having a vibrator rammed up inside you,” Kyle said bluntly.  “Worse, you would have to stay like that for the remainder of the evening, unless you tried to wager yourself out of it.  This is no way to lose your virginity.”
 
                 
 
   Megan gave Kyle a condescending smile. “I won’t loose.”
 
                 
 
   Terry let out a disbelieving cough.  “And who would you challenge?”
 
                 
 
   “Josh of course” she replied.
 
                 
 
   There was a sudden silence and the three men all glanced at the young man.  Josh had remained quiet through the whole thing, his fingers still wrapped around Breanne’s ankle.  He couldn’t believe what he was hearing and his face flushed as he became the center of attention.
 
                 
 
   Kyle stepped over to Terry, whose expression was a cross of anger and concern.  “Dude, we don’t have to do this.  We can close this down, go out, go back to my place, go to a club…anything,” Kyle said softly.
 
                 
 
   “She could still tell Dawn,” Terry replied with a sigh.
 
                 
 
   “Tell her what?”  Andy demanded, joining the conversation.  “That we had a naked girl on the pool table and were using a whip on her?”  Andy shook his head.  “All you have to do is tell Dawn that it was Kyle, not you or Josh.  You get a little flak for the bachelor’s party thing, and then kaput.  Done.  It’s not like she knows what’s been going on.  Besides, only Josh has gotten to fuck Breanne.”
 
                 
 
   Terry glanced back at Megan, who had crossed her arms and was tapping her foot.  “I don’t think that will work.  Dawn and Megan are pretty tight.  We need to assure her silence.”  His words were suddenly very strong.
 
    
 
   Kyle took Terry’s arm.  “Are you out of your mind?  She’s your step-daughter!”
 
                 
 
   Terry gave Kyle a glare.  “I’m well aware of that, thank you.” 
 
                 
 
   Kyle took a deep breath and then turned back toward Megan.  “All right, here are the terms of the wager.  You play Josh.  Regardless of winning or losing, you have to agree to keep your silence. If you win, Breanne gets to skip her whipping, and then you head up to your room and stay there for the rest of the night.”  Kyle replied, suddenly a little more sure of himself.  “But the smart thing right now is just to head upstairs to your room.”
 
    
 
   Megan just looked at him.  Terry put a hand out to steady himself.
 
                 
 
   “But if you loose, then not only does Breanne still get her whipping, but you have to take everything she is taking: the plug, the clamps, the whipping.  All of it.  And you stay that way until we release you,” Kyle said.  
 
    
 
   Megan nodded, clearly wanting to go through with the wager.
 
                 
 
   Kyle gave Andy a look, who shrugged.  The tension in the air increased and then Kyle finally gave in.  “Get off the table, Bre.  It looks like there is a new game to be played.”
 
                 
 
   Breanne nodded, gratefully accepting Josh’s hand as she slid downward, finally hopping off the table.  Her high heels wobbled for just a moment, but then she gave Josh’s hand a squeeze and moved over to Kyle, wrapping herself around him.
 
                 
 
   Terry removed the blanket and motioned for Josh to start racking the balls.  The young man nodded and began prepping the game as Megan moved to the wall and removed a pink and blue pool stick from the holder.  Terry took one step toward Josh and whispered quickly into the young man’s ear.  The boy nodded and then quickly went back to setting up the table.
 
                 
 
   Terry moved back around toward Kyle and took a position next to his long time friend.  Kyle looked at the big man and then asked, “which of them is the better player?” 
 
                 
 
   “Usually Megan wins.  I’d say sixty percent of the time at least.  It won’t matter though.  I told Josh to let her win on the last ball, but not to make it obvious.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle chuckled, but then quickly quieted, not wanting to tip off the young feminista.  “Crafty.  I’m impressed.  She plays, wins, saves Breanne who doesn’t get whipped. She goes to bed, and we get to continue the wagers.  Slick.” 
 
                 
 
   Terry nodded, looking a little down though.  “To be honest, she’s sexually active already.  Dawn and I caught her with a boyfriend three months ago.  We got her on birth control and got her a box of condoms.”  He sighed.  “I never thought I’d be buying condoms for a sixteen year old girl.”
 
                 
 
   It only took a few more moments for Josh to finish setting up the table as they watched.  Megan kept surreptitiously stealing glances at Breanne who was leaning against Kyle, her naked body still showing the loving marks of her whipping.  She had wrapped one arm behind Kyle’s back, snuggling up into the hollow of his shoulder.  Megan couldn’t help admiring the auburn beauty, whose long lines and luscious curves seemed to exude sexual femininity.  Megan took her personal cue stick and twirled it once like a baton, clearly enjoying the discomfort she had caused in her step-father and his friends.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 7: Break
 
    
 
   “Challenger gets to break” announced Josh, moving away from the end of the table.  Breanne watched as Megan moved into position and slammed her stick into the cue ball, making it hammer the triangle shaped pack of spheres that ricocheted along the table.  She sank one, and Bre clung to Kyle as both Josh and Megan began worked the table.
 
                 
 
   It was fairly obvious that neither player was incredibly skilled, especially when compared to their father.  However, Breanne watched carefully when it was Megan’s turn and after a moment she knew what was happening.  She debated warning Kyle, or even Terry, but then realized that she herself had done the same thing countless times, even on the game that brought her to Chicago.  It was the right of the player.  Both Megan and Josh were missing simple shots.
 
                 
 
   Three balls remained on the table; the eight ball, one striped, and one solid, giving both players even footing.  It was Megan’s turn and she stepped up to the table.  Breanne realized that the shot Megan had been waiting for had come.  Everything lined up.  If she had been playing it probably wouldn’t have worked, and even now, with Megan’s skill, it would be tough to pull off.  It would still be a difficult shot, but if done correctly, Breanne had no doubts about the outcome of the game.
 
                 
 
   Megan pulled back her stick and sighted down its length.  With a certain flick forward, the tip rammed the cue ball and went streaking down the felt until it cracked Megan’s solid red ball, sending it streaming toward the corner pocket.  But the angle was just slightly off and it bounced at an odd angle, streaking down the table to the other end, as if it meant to fall in the opposite corner pocket.  There was just one problem.  The eight ball stood in the way.  Megan’s ball tapped it, causing it to move the final three inches need for it to fall into the pocket.  Breanne expected it and was impressed with Megan’s gasp and sudden “NO!”  The play acting was phenomenal.  Breanne held back a smirk.  It’s tough to win a game of pool.  It’s not exactly hard to loose it.
 
                 
 
   Josh’s face colored and he looked up at his dad.  Terry’s eyes widened and his face drained of color.  Even Kyle tensed as Megan looked over at the assembled men, her face a mask, hiding her desires and needs.  Breanne wondered if Terry suspected Megan’s duplicity. Breanne bit her lip, surprised that none of them had seen Megan deliberately throw the game.  She leaned in toward Kyle’s ear, pretending to nibble on it.  
 
                 
 
   “She threw the game, sir.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle gave a barely perceptible nod.
 
                 
 
   “Terry?”  Kyle said, poking his friend.  “Terry, um… are you okay with this?”
 
                 
 
   Terry licked his lips and ran his hand across his forehead.  It was clear he was having a difficult moment.  After a few seconds he sighed in defeat and looked down.  “Kyle, would you please enforce the wager,” he said softly.
 
                 
 
   Everyone stood stock still as Kyle nodded and moved over to Megan.  He gently took the stick out of the young girl’s hand and laid it on the table.  Breanne anticipated Kyle’s needs and quickly grabbed the sports bag Kyle was keeping the sex toys, bringing it to her master.
 
                 
 
   “Megan, you need to take off your clothes please,” Kyle said, his voice a combination of strength and gentleness.  Megan’s face was impassive.  Everyone, including Bre, watched as Megan obediently took hold of the bottom of her white shirt, pulling it up and over her head in a fluid motion.  Her pink lace bra was the kind that made the most out of a woman’s cleavage, and she reached behind her back, unclasping it firmly.  For a girl who was about to be whipped, directly on the clit, she was certainly steady handed.
 
                 
 
   When the bra fell, every man there marveled at the pink tipped whiteness of Megan’s breasts.  They were full, despite her young age, totally firm, and while not as large or lush as Breanne’s, both were still a handful for any lover.  Even Terry had a look of appreciation on his face.  In moments the nipples had hardened into little pink nubs.
 
                 
 
   Megan shucked out of her denim shorts and surprised those assembled with sudden exposure.  She was going commando, totally bare beneath her shorts, a thin line of down running straight to her clit.  Evidently it was a big surprise to both Josh and Terry.  Megan stepped out of her flip flops as she removed the shorts and then stood naked in front of Kyle, Andy, her step-father and step-brother.
 
                 
 
   It took several moments for Breanne’s master to move and he took Megan’s arm and led her to the end of the pool table.  Andy quickly threw the blanket back onto the felt surface as Kyle reached for his bag.
 
                 
 
   “Have you ever been clamped before, Megan?” Kyle asked delicately, extracting another set of nipple clamps.  Breanne sighed in relief as she realized that they were the rubber tipped ones, rather than another set of metal alligator clips.  The ones on her own breasts still throbbed painfully.
 
                 
 
   Megan shook her head.  “Not like those Kyle.  Just clothespins,” she replied, looking down at the two black colored rubber tipped duck clamps.
 
                 
 
   “Well at least you’ve got a basic idea of what’s coming.  Cup both breasts for me.  This is going to be a bit uncomfortable,” Kyle explained.
 
                 
 
   Megan licked her lips, her hands coming up to her breasts, holding them gently in her palms.  They needed no support, but the pressure caused her nipples to poke out just a tad bit more and Kyle pinched open the first clamp, settling it over her right breast.
 
                 
 
   She gasped, wincing as the clamp closed tightly on her nipple, a strange look crossing her face.  Breanne knew the sensation well, first a sharp pain that quickly settled down into a dull throb that eventually became nothing more than a tight hold.  Kyle repeated the process with Megan’s other breast, fidgeting with the adjustment screw, until he was certain that the clamps would stay on.  Everyone watched with different expressions and Breanne hid her smile behind a lifted hand.  Andy was gazing at the young girl with open longing.  Josh was looking on in detached interest, while Terry actually winced when Kyle closed the clamps.  For Breanne, she merely hoped that the remaining wagers for the evening would get creative.
 
                 
 
   “All right, Megan.  Turn around and bend over the table.”  Kyle told the naked teenager as he reached into his bag and extracted a slim looking bottom plug along with a tube of lubricant.  Breanne marveled for a moment at Kyle’s collection of sex toys and wondered whether he would have gotten around to using every single one on her.  Megan obediently followed Kyle’s instructions and in seconds had taken the position that left her gorgeous rear end totally exposed.  Without a word, she spread her legs wide, revealing the small button and an already glistening slit.  Breanne watched in admiration as Megan raised herself up onto the balls of her feet, arching her back slightly to raise her rump.  It was a provocative position, one meant to arouse.  To Bre, it meant that Megan was no stranger to butt plugs.              As Breanne watched Megan’s submission, she began to suspect that the teenager was much more familiar with the whole bondage and discipline concept than she let on.  Breanne herself began her own sexual servitude at the same age.
 
    
 
   Kyle finished lubricating the plug and then gently pressed his still slick finger against Megan’s bottom.  She flinched slightly, the muscles of her buttocks tightening, only to be immediately and consciously relaxed.  Kyle smiled his appreciation for her control and positioned the plug, slowly pushing it into Megan’s ass.  She gasped as it went in deep, probing her depths, and Kyle quickly straightened and wiped his fingers on a small towel that he also extracted from the bag.
 
                 
 
   “I think we’re ready for you to get up on the table now,” he said, patting Megan on the rump.
 
                 
 
   Megan slowly stood upright as well and shifted her weight, trying to get used to the odd sensation of the bottom plug.  She rolled her hips slightly as she turned around and began pushing herself up onto the pool table.  Both Andy and Kyle grabbed hold of an arm and helped Megan clamber up, twisting her around so that she lay on her back.  Breanne couldn’t help grinning at the actions of the two men.  Such gentlemen!  First they help the beautiful girl up, then hold her down and whip her!  At first, Megan closed her legs, keeping her bent knees together, but Andy wrapped his fingers around one knee and pulled it gently outward.  Megan at first resisted but then relented, cooperating and in seconds her body was splayed apart, knees bent, matching the position Breanne had been in only fifteen minutes before.
 
                 
 
   “Josh, can you get an ankle?”  Kyle asked politely as he reached out and grabbed Megan by the hips, moving her closer to the edge.  Josh swallowed hard and moved forward to grasp his step-sister’s foot, pulling her right leg outward as she slid forward.  
 
                 
 
   “Terry?  Will you get her arms?”  Kyle asked.
 
                 
 
   Breanne glanced at Terry who had remained frozen during the whole process.  He still seemed torn and his eyes were filled with a mixture of tears and angry glares.  
 
                 
 
   “I’m sorry Kyle. I can’t,” he mumbled, turning away.
 
   
  
 

              
 
   Breanne’s heart went out to the big man and she stepped forward.  “I’ll do it master,” she told Kyle.
 
                 
 
   Kyle nodded and Breanne moved to the table.  Unfortunately she wasn’t as tall as Terry and couldn’t figure out how to grasp the teenager’s wrists from the far end of the table.  Before either of the men folk could object, Breanne climbed up onto the pool table, joining Megan, so that there were now TWO naked girls on the table top.  She knelt down with Megan’s head right between her thighs, and took hold of the young girl’s wrist, holding them against her legs.  Megan looked up at Breanne with surprise, getting a closer look at Breanne’s glistening sex.
 
                 
 
   With Josh on one side and Andy on the other, Megan was ready to receive her strokes.  Kyle swung the same cat-o-nine-tails he had used on Breanne, but with only half the force, bringing it directly down upon the now glistening pulsing pink of Megan’s pussy.  It landed perfectly, the leather strands impacting against the pink folds of her sex, spreading the flesh and then curling around her body to lightly lash against the trimmed strip of hair.  Megan stiffened, letting out a soft moan, her eyes closed.    Kyle swung again, this time with a bit more force, eliciting a quiet yelp from the gorgeous teenager.  It took only moments before Kyle was giving Megan repeated swings, counting upward toward the ten strokes he had planned on giving her.
 
                 
 
   Right before the last, he leaned down and laid a hand on Megan’s thigh, giving the soft flesh a squeeze.  “All right, Megan, this last one is going to be a scorcher.  Brace yourself.”
 
                 
 
   Breanne glanced over at Terry, who stood against the wall, arms folded, and a look of defeat upon his face.  He watched as Kyle lifted the whip and brought it crashing down between Megan’s legs at full force.  This time Megan cried out, swearing and pulling hard against the hands that held her.  Only Josh’s grip failed, but he quickly snatched at Megan’s ankle, bringing her back under control.  Megan’s throaty cry turned into tears and Breanne felt a flush of sympathy for the teenage girl.  As Kyle dropped the whip and removed a curved vibrator from his bag, Breanne leaned forward slightly.
 
                 
 
   “Sir?  Can I please give Megan some pleasure to make the pain subside?” Breanne asked.  Both Josh and Andy glanced at Kyle with grins and Kyle chuckled.  
 
                 
 
   “Only if Megan agrees, Bre.”  Kyle looked down at Megan, who still was quivering from the stinging stroke of Kyle’s whip.  “How about it Megan?  Breanne wants to pleasure you before I ram this vibrator into your body.”
 
                 
 
   Megan opened her tear blurred eyes and looked up at Breanne.  With a nod, she tacitly gave her permission and Breanne released Megan’s wrists and moved closer, placing her knees against Megan’s shoulders.  Breanne bent forward, her long hair brushing against Megan’s chest, then stomach, until Bre was on all fours, her face inches away from Megan’s clit.  The heavy nipple clamps and chain on Breanne’s breast dangled down to caress Megan’s torso.
 
                 
 
   Breanne was just as experienced with girls as she was with boys.  Being bi-sexual had its advantages.  With delicate strokes she applied her tongue to Megan’s slit, gently licking away the juices.  Megan moaned again, lifting her hips, pressing her clit upward in desperate longing, and Breanne obliged the young girl, sucking the tiny nub into her mouth.              
 
                 
 
   But then Breanne felt movement beneath her, and Megan wrapped her arms around Breanne’s bottom, pulling her downward.  The warm breath of the teenager flooded across Bre’s own swollen and needy sex and then the stabbing darts of Megan’s tongue began to repay Breanne’s own kindness.  The men all took a step back, watching with interest and admiration as the two girls began a writhing sixty-nine that was wet, sensuous, and all girl.  Even Terry had moved forward to watch.
 
                 
 
   It took Megan only moments to reach climax, and Breanne felt Megan begin to loose control as Bre worked the poor girl’s clit.  Megan pulled hard against Breanne’s body, burying her mouth in Bre’s slit, suddenly screaming her pleasure.  As it subsided, Breanne lifted her head, only to find Kyle standing close, the vibrator in his hand.  He didn’t even wait for Megan’s pleasure to subside, but quickly moved forward, placing the tip of the large purple vibrator at the entrance of Megan’s well, pushing it deep.
 
                 
 
   Megan stiffened again, her hips thrusting upward.  Breanne was well aware that Megan was no doubt feeling the effects of the penetration.  Women could experience two different types of orgasm, both clitoral and penetrative.  Breanne knew that her own ministrations had caused a clitoral orgasm, but that being penetrated by the vibrator could easily rouse Megan to a second release.  Breanne wondered whether Kyle would let Megan explode a second time.
 
                 
 
   Kyle thrust the vibrator in and out of Megan a few times, watching as the young girl’s body responded perfectly.  Just as Megan was about to orgasm, Kyle stopped pumping, turning the vibrations to low, and sank the vibrator deep, leaving it to hum inside her.  Breanne grinned, knowing the kind of sexual agony Megan would be in, and she caught the young girl’s hands as they went for the vibrator, intent on giving herself release.  Megan fought for a moment, and then began moaning.
 
                 
 
   “Please!  Please! I need to come!” she said, her voice thick with need.
 
                 
 
   Kyle laughed.  “Sorry, that wasn’t part of the agreement, and frankly, you’ve already come once.  You can wait.  Besides, it’s Breanne’s turn to get whipped.”
 
                 
 
   Megan trembled, half in desire, half in memory of her own simple punishment.  She nodded and slowly disentangled herself from Breanne, the two girls separating.  Josh and Andy assisted Megan off the table until she stood upright, hips involuntarily thrusting as the embedded vibrator continued its low intensity stimulation.  The young teen pressed her legs together, trying to hold still and ignore the burning need between her legs. Breanne quickly moved around and took the same position that Megan had so recently occupied.  In seconds she was on her back, knees bent with legs spread, arms above her head, fingers laced.  Megan watched as both Josh and Andy held Breanne’s ankles, holding her apart.  Kyle picked up the whip.
 
                 
 
   A large hand came down on Kyle’s shoulder and he turned to see Terry standing there, an intense look upon his face.  “Kyle.  Do you mind if I do this?” Terry asked.
 
                 
 
   Kyle looked at his friend in surprise.  “Not at all!  I can hold her arms then,” Kyle replied.  He twisted the whip around and handed the handle to the big man.  With a grin he moved around to the top of the pool table and quickly grasped Breanne’s wrists.  Terry took a few steps forward and positioned himself between Breanne’s legs and then swung the whip twice through the air, getting a feel for its weight and power.  Then he aimed and swung the whip.
 
                 
 
   It was like a volcano exploded between Breanne’s legs, the whip crashing down upon her with tremendous force.  She cried out, pulling hard against the men holding her, her sex pulsing in heat and pain and desire.  She rolled her hips, thrusting, and Terry took it as a sign for another stroke.  Breanne met the whip, her hips raised, her mons an open target, and the leather straps licked against her swollen petals.  Kyle’s eyes widened in astonishment at the force Terry used, but held his peace as Breanne squealed, once again thrusting upward.  She spread her legs even wider, opening her body to Terry’s violence, giving him the white cream and pink target of her depths.  He struck again, driving several of the cat-o-nine-tail’s lashes into her gash, working the leather deep.  Breanne screamed, her toes curling, and she let out a cry that made everyone but Terry wonder if her limits had been reached.
 
                 
 
   But then Breanne opened her mouth.  “Oh GOD YES!  WHIP ME!” she cried, her legs trembling.  Terry’s face took on a demonic look and he swung the whip, over and over, smashing it down into Breanne’s sex until the auburn haired beauty let out a yell and shuddered, pulling her legs closed, even against the strong hold of both Josh and Andy.
 
                 
 
   She lay quivering on the table, her chest heaving in wild breaths as Breanne struggled to calm herself.  Her loins were on fire, but the clitoral orgasm the whip had induced had flooded her body with pleasure, and she knew that the pain of the whip’s bite would fade quickly.  The men stood by, quietly waiting for Breanne to regain control of herself.  It was Kyle who moved around the table, gently moving Terry out of the way, and checked Breanne’s body for damage.  While red, she was unhurt and Kyle grinned in appreciation for this beautiful girl who so willingly gave herself up for their entertainment.
 
                 
 
   He reached into his bag and removed another toy, the set of two purple bullets that Breanne had already worn once this day.  A thick roll of duct tape followed and he gave Breanne a soft pat on her leg.
 
                 
 
   “Bre, I need you to open up.  I’ve got to put the vibrator in you now.” Kyle said.  In what could only have been described as incredible, Breanne trembled slightly and then twisted on the pool table, her knees parting.  Slowly, but surely, she spread her legs, knees wide, no doubt mentally forcing her body to cooperate despite its natural inclination to curl up into a protective ball.  Kyle took one of the bullets and barely touched it to her slit, spinning it in his fingers as it collected the copious juices still flowing from Breanne’s inflamed gash.  Considerate of her state, but still forceful, Kyle moved the bullet into her depths, staying away from her tender clit, and pushing the bullet inward.
 
                 
 
   Megan watched in astonishment as Breanne gasped, her body tensing as the small egg shaped vibrator disappeared into the auburn beauty’s sex.  Megan’s own fingers were pressed against her clit and she realized that she was close to coming again, just from watching the incredible tableau before her.  Her own whipping had been enough to excite her, but to see Breanne actually orgasm just from the strokes of the whip, had Megan trembling.
 
                 
 
   Kyle picked up the second bullet.  The purple egg shaped vibrator was part of a pair and he moved it toward Breanne with every intention of filling her body with the small device.  Andy nodded in approval
 
                 
 
   “Didn’t you say you were going to put a vibrator in her?  I realize those thing shake, but I thought it would be long, like a dick,” Andy asked.
 
                 
 
   Kyle chuckled as he spun the second bullet through Breanne’s wetness.  “I know as odd as this seems, but I only had one true vibrator in the classical sense, and since it’s in Megan right now, we’re going to have to improvise a little.  Breanne’s had these inside before and to be honest, they’re much more intense than the vibrator.  They will move around inside her as she walks, plus the vibrations are much more intense than the regular kind.”  Kyle motioned over at Megan.
 
                 
 
   Everyone turned to look over at the teenage girl and she quickly removed her hand from her clit, not wanting to be seen frigging herself.  Kyle turned away and inserted the second bullet and then reached for the controls, despite Breanne’s whimpering, and turned the bullets to their lowest setting.  Breanne let out a desperate moan, her knees trembling has her body once more tried to involuntarily close itself.  Kyle nodded and then reached up to take Breanne’s hand.
 
                 
 
   “Time to get off the table, dear heart,” he said.  Bre’s fingers grasped his and she let him pull her upright, her legs swinging down over the edge.  She scooted forward once, the huge ring of the bottom plug catching on the edge of the table and she gasped, her eyes closing with sensation.  Kyle reached around her waist and lifted her, setting her upright, but her legs wobbled and she fell forward against Terry, who caught her.
 
                 
 
   The wires of the bullets still stretched back to the control remote that sat on the pool table and Kyle grabbed the roll of duct tape.  With a loud rip, he tore a strip of tape from the roll, and quickly held the remote to the small of Breanne’s back.  It took only seconds to secure the remote, the wires caught up tight.  With a friendly grin, he patted Breanne’s bottom.
 
                 
 
   “There we go.  All set,” Kyle announced, tossing the duct tape to Andy who put it back in the bag.  Breanne turned around and looked at Kyle, a demure smile on her face.
 
                 
 
   “I think in fairness, we ought to offer the next wager to Megan, if she wants, and give Breanne a moment to collect herself.”  Andy said.  “And its Kyle’s turn to play.”
 
                 
 
   Both Kyle and Josh nodded, though Terry gave a sort of strangled mutter.  Kyle looked at Megan, whose eyes had widened.
 
                 
 
   “Well Megan, you’ve got an opportunity here.  You can offer a wager with us, and hopefully get your clothes back, or you can just have a seat there, look pretty, and we’ll let Breanne make the next wager.  It’s your choice.”
 
                 
 
   Megan glared at Kyle in surprise.  “You expect me to play pool, naked, clamped, and with a vibrator going inside me?”
 
                 
 
   “Totally.  But those are the terms. In order for us to risk giving you your clothes back, you have to offer something in return if you loose.”  Kyle replied.
 
                 
 
   “Like what?”  The teenager asked, crossing her arms.
 
                 
 
   Kyle shrugged.  “Oh, lots of things are possible.  A blowjob, twenty swats across your rump with a paddle, a lap dance, an object fuck,” he paused.  “There are lots of possibilities.  Or stay safe.  Your choice.”
 
                 
 
   Megan bit her lip, trying to decide.  “What’s an object fuck?” she asked, her voice wavering.
 
                 
 
   Kyle shrugged.  “You agree to fuck whatever we decide to give you.  Three different items.  Then the vibrator goes back in.”
 
                 
 
   Megan looked at Kyle suspiciously.  “Like what items?”  she asked.  Kyle laughed.  “I’ve got no clue.  We’ll figure that out when and if you loose,” he replied.  “So, are you game?”
 
                 
 
   “Does this get Breanne back her clothes too?” Megan asked, looking at Breanne who still clung to Terry, wobbling slightly in her high heels.
 
                 
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “Nope, you can’t make wagers that affect Bre now.  You’d need to get all your clothes back first, and then you can try for that.”
 
                 
 
   It took almost a full minute for Megan to decide, but then she took a step forward.  “I’ll do the object fuck wager thingy in return for all my clothes.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle grinned.  “Excellent.”  He turned toward Josh.  “Josh, my boy, can you please set up the table.  “You get to break, Megan.”
 
                 
 
   The room moved back into activity, with Terry gentlemanly leading Breanne a few feet away and helping her sit down on the sofa.  Megan took up her cue stick, trying desperately to ignore the sensations from between her legs and the slowly building desire that threatened to overtake her.  She shook her head, trying to concentrate, and realized that the game was rigged, no matter what wager she chose.  Kyle could have beaten her soundly, even if Megan had been totally clothed, with no distractions.  Her current state would merely quicken the outcome.  Megan sucked in a breath as Josh stepped away from the pool table, motioning his naked step-sister to make the break.
 
                 
 
   As Megan bent down, the chain of the nipple clamps dangled against the felt and the tingling sensation against her nipples radiated through her, straight to her sex.  Her loins tightened as she sighted down the stick, and with sudden effort, she ignored her body and struck the cue ball with a resounding smack.  It sailed down the table, striking the triangular set of balls, sending them ricocheting around the table.
 
                 
 
   She got lucky, and got to shoot again, but missed the second shot, leaving the table open for Kyle.  The man ignored the sight of two naked women, and unlike Breanne, Megan wasn’t experienced or savvy enough to position herself to distract Kyle.  In the end, the game finished as Megan expected, with four of her balls still sitting on the table top as the eight ball was sunk.
 
                 
 
   Megan stood there, silently waiting.  Kyle grinned, took her cue stick and replaced it in the wall holder.  Then he grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the main sitting area, positioning her in the middle of the room.  Terry and Breanne, who were still sitting on the couch together, could easily see Megan, and both Josh and Andy quickly moved to available seats, including the easy chair Josh had already occupied once for his lap dance.
 
                 
 
   “Megan, I just want you to wait there while Josh, Andy, and I go and find a few things.  No touching yourself, and no masturbating.  Got it?” Kyle said.  “Josh, Andy, you want to come and help me?”
 
                 
 
   Josh and Andy looked up and both stood again, moving to Kyle.  They huddled for a few moments and then the three men left the room.  Megan looked over at her step-dad and Breanne.  Breanne’s head was tilted back and she was snuggled up under Terry’s arm.  Her legs were spread, with one thigh draped over Terry’s leg, while Terry’s hand caressed her, moving from her breasts downward through the petals of her flower.  Megan stared in astonishment, surprised that Breanne could tolerate the touch after such a brutal beating.  But despite the swollen appearance of Breanne’s sex, Megan could see that there wasn’t even much redness, and she suspected that the whip was designed for maximum sensation, rather than maximum damage.
 
                 
 
   Terry slipped a finger into Breanne’s well, adding a third dynamic to the vibrating bullet’s movement.  Breanne gasped, her fingers curling around Terry’s arm, and Megan watched in abrupt jealousy as the red haired girl exploded again.  Megan couldn’t help herself.  Her fingers almost involuntarily went down to her pussy, pushing against her clit.  Almost frantically, she rubbed at herself, eyes closed, working her body into a frenzy as her hand took over for the vibrator.  Just as she was about to match Breanne’s orgasm, Kyle entered the room.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 8: Choices Choices Choices
 
    
 
   “Megan! Stop this instant!” Kyle barked, his eyes flashing.  Megan jerked and snatched her hand away from her clit, opening her eyes to see Kyle storming down at her.  She blushed, realizing that he had caught her doing exactly what he told her not to: no touching herself.  Kyle came across the room, shaking his head.
 
    
 
   “That’s earned you one punishment, young lady.  I hope for your sake, you don’t do anything to earn any more.”  Kyle said stiffly.  Megan cringed.  
 
                 
 
   “Punishment?  What do you mean?”  She glanced at her step-father who was now watching her, his face a stony mask, though his fingers continued their delving caress between Breanne’s legs.  She thought about objecting, but it was fairly obvious how Terry felt about the matter.
 
                 
 
   “I specifically told you not to touch yourself.  You’ve earned one punishment.  You will receive it at the end of the evening when Breanne gets her punishments,” Kyle replied.
 
                 
 
   Megan’s eyes widened.  “She’s getting punished too?”
 
                 
 
   Kyle nodded, “except she’s already earned several punishments today; ten in fact.”
 
                 
 
   Megan swallowed, folding her hands together tightly across her breasts.  “What kind of punishment?”
 
                 
 
   Kyle let out a small barking laugh.  “What ever I think is appropriate.  Terry will no doubt decide yours.  As for, Breanne, I’m think about using a combination of humiliation, hot wax, and some painful objects to stuff inside her.  And that’s just for the first one.”  Megan’s eyes bulged a third time and she seemed to loose some of the color in her face.
 
                 
 
   Just then both Andy and Josh returned.  Josh was holding a medium sized cardboard box and his face held an expression of barely concealed glee.  Evidently, Josh had found a lot of entertainment in gathering up the items Kyle had requested.
 
                 
 
   Kyle grinned as Josh set the box down on one of the extra chairs and Andy plopped into the love seat, making himself comfortable.  Megan stood nervously in the center of the sitting area as everyone but Kyle sat down, waiting for the show to begin.  Finally Kyle moved over to the box and looked through it for a moment, even moving some of the items around.  He turned and looked at Breanne.
 
                 
 
   “Bre, will you be ready for another wager soon?”  Kyle asked.
 
                 
 
   Breanne nodded, her face still flushed with the pleasure Terry was continuously causing between her legs.  “I’m ready right now, sir” she replied, her voice husky.
 
                 
 
   “Great.  Your next wager will be the same game as Megan’s.  Sound okay to you?”  
 
                 
 
   “Yes sir,” Breanne responded, her voice still dreamy.
 
                 
 
   “Excellent,” Kyle said. “All right, Megan, since this is your first time with this game, I thought we’d take it a bit easy on you.  I’ll hold up two objects and you get to decide which one you are going to fuck.  Now let’s be clear: you have to insert as much of the object has possible into your pussy, thrust it in and out at least ten times and then extract it.  You are not allowed to orgasm.  If you do, that will earn you another punishment, so be careful.  Do you understand?”
 
                 
 
   Megan nodded nervously. “All right.  I understand.”  She wondered how she would keep from having an orgasm with so much forced masturbation.
 
                 
 
   Kyle grinned and then reached into the box.  With a flourish he brought out two items, one in each hand.  In the first was an obviously cold beer bottle, complete with metal cap and icy droplets coating the sides.  The other hand held a huge cucumber, straight from the fridge, its green width easily three inches thick.  
 
                 
 
   “Choose, but choose wisely, for which ever one you pick, the other will, almost assuredly, get pushed into Breanne,” Kyle said in a pompous voice.
 
                 
 
   Megan frowned.  She hadn’t been expecting that.  She looked back and forth between the cucumber and the beer bottle, trying to decide.  Her indecision was so apparent that Kyle eventually decided to motivate her.
 
                 
 
   “Either decide, or you get to fuck both, and one won’t count, and then I’ll use them both on Breanne anyway,”  Kyle said, his voice hard.
 
                 
 
   Megan swallowed hard and reached out a trembling finger to tap the cucumber.  While much thicker than the neck of the beer bottle, she couldn’t imagine pushing the cold glass into herself.
 
                 
 
   Kyle nodded, a pleased smile on his face.  “Now lie down on your back on the rug, spread your legs, and remove the vibrator please,” he ordered.
 
                 
 
   The young woman nodded and sank down to her knees.  She rolled until she was sitting and then laid back, spreading her legs wide apart, consciously trying to emulate Breanne’s earlier cooperation.  She reached down and took hold of the bottom part of the vibrator, tugging on it until it came out.  It’s curved tip resisted removal, but she finally had it in her fingers.  With a twist of her finger, she turned it off.  She held it out to Kyle who stood right next to her.  He clicked his tongue and shook his head.
 
                 
 
   “You are so lucky you aren’t my personal slave.  Any girl worth her salt knows not to give a slimy vibrator to her master.  She’d lick her own juices off first,” he said, his tone filled with disgust, even though he held out his hand.  Megan stared at him, but then, rather than surrendering the vibrator, she brought it down to her mouth and slowly slipped it in.  For a second, she thought she would gag, but then she realized that the taste wasn’t unpleasant.  A combination of musk and salt, along with another flavor she couldn’t identify coated the vibrator.  Carefully, she licked the long plastic vibe, finally closing her sultry lips over it, drawing it in and out as if she were giving a blow job.
 
                 
 
   She had no idea how lewd and provocative she appeared, lying on her back while sucking her own juices off the vibrator.  Every man there had a hard on, even Josh, who after having three of his own orgasms should have been down and out for the count.  Megan spent almost a full minute slurping her own juice off the vibrator before she handed it up to Kyle.  He replaced the vibrator with the cucumber, its cool thickness lying heavy in her hand.
 
                 
 
   “Well, go on.  Fuck yourself with it,” Kyle said, motioning with the sex toy, the crudity of his language shocking to Megan.  “And remember, full penetration, as deep as possible, with at least ten thrusts, and no orgasms.  Of course, personally, I’d love for you to earn another few punishments.  Maybe your dad will let me put some electrodes on your clit and nipples and let me shock you.”
 
                 
 
   Megan looked up at Kyle in horror and she quickly moved the cucumber between her legs.  She was already soaked so it took very little effort to lubricate the tip of the vegetable and begin pushing it into her own body.  Her hips rose as it speared into her, its broad width filling her completely.  She managed to force almost a full five inches into her crevice before running out of room, and she shuddered as she began her mandatory ten thrusts, in and out.  It was only from the effort of counting that she managed to hold herself back, keeping her body from tensing in final relief.  She pulled the cucumber out, gasping as her sex seemed to gape open, desperate for filling.  Had Kyle offered her the beer bottle at that moment and given her permission to explode, even the cold glass would have been enough.
 
                 
 
   She held up the cucumber, looking at its slimy length, and then quickly brought it to her mouth.  Kyle’s eyebrows went up in surprise and then he chuckled as they all watched Megan clean the cucumber.  Even Breanne was now watching enraptured at the petite teenager, even as Terry’s fingers continued their nether-worldly dance.  Since there was no way for Megan to get the entire cucumber into her mouth, she licked it up and down, finally lifting it back up to Kyle.
 
                 
 
   “Thank you, Megan.  I’m impressed.  You learn quickly,” he replied, stepping back over to the box and dropping the cucumber into the cardboard container.  He bent back down and removed the next two items, bringing them over to Megan and holding them above her head.  “Here are your next two choices.”
 
                 
 
   In one hand Kyle held a full sized office stapler, while in the other he held a small twelve inch plastic carpenter’s level.  Megan stared at the two objects for a moment and reached for the level.  It was two inches wide, and twelve long, with embedded water bubbles to tell you if the object you were measuring was level, and she recognized it.  Her father was a bit of a handyman, and his workbench was a neatly ordered space with rows of tools hanging from a peg board.  He had several levels, and the smallest one was now in her hand. Megan quickly brought it downward and carefully parted the petals of her sex, working the level back and forth until she was able to penetrate her own depths.  The level slid in and she winced from the intense edges of the tool.  Slowly at first, but then with more speed, she began to thrust it in and out of her body.  In one way, it was easier than the cucumber, since the unusual shape had not stimulated her sex in the expected manner and she was able to handle the sensations.
 
                 
 
   Pulling it out however, was still a difficult thing.  Her body was getting used to the penetration, and while not quite on the edge of orgasm, her pussy wanted to keep it in.  She twitched, mentally dealing with the realities of conflicting messages.  Her body wanted more, to take hold of the level and ram it hard and fast through her well, while her mind whispered over and over that doing that would result in punishment, and that she must be a good girl.
 
                 
 
   It came out with a squelching noise that reminded Megan of pulling her foot out of a mud hole.  Over half of the level was coated in her juices and she went about the process of cleaning it, licking it one way and then the other.
 
                 
 
   “I swear Kyle, you are going to be sterilizing that later” Terry said, his voice a combination of chagrin and amusement.  Kyle shrugged.
 
                 
 
   “Hey, at least you’ll have pleasant memories every time you use it again.”  Kyle replied, holding it up after Megan handed it to him.  He gave Terry a grin and then returned to the cardboard box where the sounds of cellophane paper rustling could be heard.  Megan lay on the floor, trying hard to regain control.  Her body ached in need and it was everything she could do to keep from plunging her own fingers into the sopping wet hole between her legs.  Kyle picked up his final two objects and brought them over to Megan, presenting her choices.  In one hand was a frozen corn dog, still coated in frost.  In the other was a cylinder type hair brush, the bristles thick and wiry.  
 
                 
 
   Megan didn’t hesitate but reached out and took hold of the hair brush pulling it down.  As Kyle returned the corn dog to the cardboard box, Megan turned the brush around and pushed the narrow handle into her sex, pumping it in relief.
 
                 
 
   “Oh boy.  Sorry to tell you this, Megan” said Kyle, turning around.  “But you’re fucking the wrong end of that brush.”  
 
                 
 
   Megan turned her head and looked at Kyle. “What?  Are you kidding me?  I can’t stick the bristle side in there!” she exclaimed.  
 
                 
 
   Kyle spread his hands.  “No choice actually.  If you refuse, we’ll just hold you down and ram it in ourselves, AND you get a punishment.  So what’s it going to be?”
 
                 
 
   Megan bit her lip and both eyes welled up with tears.  She turned and looked toward her step-father, but he gazed down at her with an emotionless expression.  Megan didn’t even have to read between the lines.  
 
    
 
   Suddenly Terry said “You threatened me.  You made your own bed.  Now fuck in it,” his voice was harsh.
 
                 
 
   Megan’s tears came a little stronger now, but she dutifully turned the hairbrush around, pressing the flat top against her sex.  She tried to push it in, but the bristles were uncomfortable, and even her positioning seemed awkward.  After a minute or two, Kyle tapped his fingers and nudged her.
 
                 
 
   “Well…get it in there, princess, or you’re going to have help.”  He demanded.
 
                 
 
   Megan tried again but once more tensed as it started to penetrate.  “Please!!! I can’t!”  she cried out.
 
                 
 
   And then Kyle was taking the brush handle even as he motioned both Andy and Josh to assist.  In moments the three of them had taken hold of Megan, forcing her open even farther, and readying her for Kyle.  Breanne’s master took the brush and placed it at the now gaping hole of Megan’s sex, pushing the top inward.  The bristles folded downward as the puffy lips enclosed over the thick brush.  Another four inches hid the entire cylinder from view, and it was only then that Kyle reversed his movement, causing the flattened bristles to rise, filling Megan’s interior cavity.
 
                 
 
   Megan went crazy as the hairbrush bristles began to poke and prod at the insides of her well.  As Kyle began thrusting, they were like tiny pin pricks; not especially painful, but intensely strong, and Megan couldn’t help it when her hips began lifting, thrusting back.  Kyle’s thumb found her clit and mashed down upon it as he pumped the brush and Megan screamed, reaching out to grab both Andy and Josh with iron fingers as the orgasm rushed through her.  Before it subsided, Kyle yanked the brush out and then smacked the bristles several times against her clit, causing a second rush that overwhelmed her.  She lay panting as the orgasm subsided.
 
                 
 
   Kyle allowed Megan several moments to regain her senses, putting the sex soaked hairbrush back in the box.  He turned back around and went to the young teenager, whose body lay loose and relaxed upon the sitting area floor.  A dreamy look was on Megan’s face and a huge smile, unforced, stretched from ear to ear.
 
                 
 
   “Well that was certainly dramatic, Megan.  I hope you enjoyed yourself.”
 
                 
 
   Megan slowly opened her eyes.  She looked at Kyle and then nodded.  “Very much.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle grinned. “Good.  It’s too bad you earned two more punishments though.  That makes a total of three.”
 
                 
 
   Megan didn’t react at first, and merely blinked.  Then her face took on an expression of confusion.  “What?  Two punishments?  I don’t….”
 
                 
 
   Kyle held out his hand, stopping her.  “I had to help you with the brush, so that’s one.  Then you came without permission, when you were specifically told not to.  That’s the second.  You already had one punishment coming, so that totals three now.”
 
                 
 
   A harsh glare crossed her face. “That’s not fair!  I really tried with the brush, and YOU made me cum when you pressed on my clit!”
 
                 
 
   “Young lady,” Megan’s father said from the couch.  “You will keep a civil tongue with Kyle or you will find a fourth punishment coming your way.”  Terry’s voice was unsympathetic.  “You made your agreements.  You earned two more punishments.”
 
                 
 
   Megan stared up at her step-father, clearly astounded at his attitude and bit her lip, trying hard to keep quiet.  She looked at Breanne who gave her an almost imperceptible shake of the head.  Megan suddenly realized that the whole wagering game wasn’t about giving her power, it was about taking it away.  She thought about what had just happened, how her body felt, and she discovered that she wanted it.  Megan seemed to relax as she made her decision.  No longer would she fight these more extreme measures.  It was true that she hadn’t known what she was getting in too when she deliberately lost that first game, but she never expected a sexual experience as intense as the one she just had either.
 
                 
 
   She looked up at Kyle.  “I understand sir.  I’ve earned three punishments.”
 
   She sat up, clearly about to stand, but Kyle suddenly held out her purple vibrator.  “This needs to go back in, Megan.  On low please.”  
 
                 
 
   She stared at him, but silently took the toy and twisted the base.  It began rattling in her hand and she swallowed as she brought it down between her outstretched legs.  For the first time since the evening began she was able to examine her pussy and she was surprised at the condition of the skin.  She was flushed, a deep red color, and there was a scattering of dark red indentations from the hair brush bristles.  She was swollen and her own juices still leaked from her, but even as she put the tip of the vibrator to herself, running it down from her still sensitive clit to the deep well, she felt a shiver of pleasure.  The vibrator sank home, delving deep and causing a rebirth of desire in Megan.  She let go, resisting the impulse to masturbate again.
 
                 
 
   Kyle held out a hand and helped her up, setting her upon her feet.  With a grin he patted her rump and nodded toward one of the chairs.  “You should think about resting for a bit.  It’s Bre’s turn now.  This round is against your brother.”
 
                 
 
   Megan turned and looked at Josh who was grinning deeply.  There was a deep sigh from Breanne and Megan looked over in time to see her father pull two soaked fingers from between Breanne’s legs and hold them to the willowy red-head’s mouth.  Megan had no idea how her father had managed to get his fingers inside Breanne, especially since it was obvious that she was still stuffed with the vibrating bullets.  Breanne licked Terry’s fingers clean and then maneuvered herself upward, standing delicately in her high heels, her naked body glorious with the light whip marks that clearly stretched across her bosom, thighs, and bottom.  The nipple clamps seemed to sparkle in the light, and Megan wondered if her own breasts looked like that.
 
                 
 
   “All right, Bre. You’re playing Josh now.  If you loose, you get to fuck all the objects that Megan declined, no options.  What do you want to play for?  Removal of the bullets?”  Kyle asked.
 
                 
 
   Breanne stepped up to the table, gratefully taking the cue stick that Josh handed too her.  “I think if I win, I want something else.”  Breanne looked at Megan with a compassionate smile.  “If I win, I want two of Megan’s punishments,” she said.  Kyle’s eyes widened and he shrugged.
 
                 
 
   “That’s up to Terry and Megan.  Usually, I wouldn’t allow it, plus you’ve already got ten coming.  That’s a lot of punishments,” Kyle replied, a little concerned.  He turned and looked toward Terry.  “What do you think?”
 
                 
 
   Terry shrugged.  “I don’t mind.  A punishment is a punishment. Besides, I have a feeling that Megan will probably earn a few more tonight anyway.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle laughed and looked at Megan, who had given her step-dad an angry glower.  “What about you, Megan?  Willing to give up two punishments to Breanne?”
 
                 
 
   Megan hesitated.  “Well, I really appreciate it and all, but I don’t know if that’s fair,” she began.  The look on Breanne’s face however silenced her.  She nodded and then turned to Kyle.  “I’ll yield to Breanne’s experience and wisdom,” Megan said.
 
                 
 
   “Okay, that settles it.”  He turned to Breanne and Josh.  “Off you two go.”
 
                 
 
   Breanne gave Josh an intense look and a wink and went to the head of the table to break.  Megan watched as Breanne stretched, pressing her clamped breasts against the felt, rolling her hips.  Josh was clearly watching Breanne and not the game.  The break was smooth, but none of the balls went in, leaving Josh an open table.  As Josh checked the position of the balls, Breanne moved opposite him, making sure she was in line of sight.  As he decided on his shot, she leaned forward, both hands on the edge of the table, lined up perfectly with his stick.  Her arms straightened and both of her breasts were pressed together, causing them to jut outward.  The chain connecting her nipple clamps seemed to dance as her arms moved her bosom from side to side.
 
                 
 
   It was a horrible distraction for Josh and predictably he missed as his eyes kept moving back and forth from his chosen ball to Breanne’s bouncing breasts.  She let out a slight giggle and moved around the table, her endowments returning to their normal positions.  She sighted on the best available shot and set it spinning into the pocket.
 
                 
 
   Megan watched in astonishment as Breanne seemed to handle the physical distractions of the bullets, plug, and clamps with unusual ease.  Megan was slowly being driven crazy but the constant buzzing of the vibrator and she looked on in envy as Breanne sank another two balls, all seemingly without difficulty.  The teenager resolved to speak with Breanne later, to find out how she possessed such self control.
 
                 
 
   It was Josh’s turn again and Breanne once again moved into Josh’s line of sight.  This time however, she lifted the nipple clamp chain and dropped it over her cue stick, moving the long wooden rod between her legs.  She rode it like an old wooden stick pony, angling it up against her clit, while the thin end pulled tightly on her breasts via the chain.  It was an amazing sight as Breanne slipped herself up and down the stick, leaving wet slippery marks along the handle.
 
                 
 
   Josh missed.
 
                 
 
   Breanne dismounted with a grin and sauntered around the table, this time sinking another two balls before missing.  Josh stared resolutely ahead, clearly troubled.  Megan kept an eye on the table, and almost missed Kyle’s approach.  The man stepped up to Breanne, wrapping one arm around her waist.  Megan was standing opposite them and watched as Breanne suddenly stiffened.  The auburn haired girl seemed to shudder and then Kyle stepped away, smiling.  As Josh began computing angles, Breanne once more circled the table, trying to keep in Josh’s line of sight.  As she passed Megan though, the teenager heard an audible buzz, and Megan realized that Kyle had turned up the intensity of the bullets.  Megan felt a twinge of anger.  It wasn’t fair!
 
                 
 
   But the increased sensations inside Breanne didn’t seem to prevent the older girl from continuing her campaign of distraction.  As Josh bent down to aim, Breanne lifted one leg, placing her high heel shoe upon the edge of the table.  Her gaping sex, complete with two small wires disappearing into the soft pink folds, was perfectly visible, her long leg a curving landscape that led directly to the pot of gold.  Josh’s eyes widened and he stared at Breanne like a thirsty man in a desert.
 
                 
 
   “Come on Josh, focus.  It’s just pussy,” Terry said, his eyes following the game.  Megan turned and glanced at her step-father, who had a smile on his face for the first time since she had entered the room.  Josh nodded, took a deep breath, and then shot, sinking the ball.  He moved around the table, stopping to check his aim, and this time Breanne stepped up behind him, her fingers sliding up and down his back.  Josh ignored the caress, despite how good it felt, but just as he was about to shoot, her hand slipped around his waist and then downward.
 
                 
 
   “Now that’s just not fair,” Josh complained as Breanne’s fingers found his cock through the cloth and began stroking him.  Both Kyle and Andy laughed.  
 
                 
 
   “Want me to tell her to stop?” asked Kyle.  
 
                 
 
   Josh shook his head and bent to aim.  Despite Breanne’s gentle kneading, Josh was accurate and another ball was sunk.  He moved away from Breanne who followed him around the table, a grin on her face.  Even before he was in position, Breanne pressed herself close, this time working her fingers underneath his waist band and into his pants.  She knew exactly what she was doing and her fingers found the hardened shaft of his manhood.  As he sighted down the cue stick, Breanne had her fingers wrapped around a different sort of rod, and began slowly stroking.  This time Josh couldn’t concentrate quite right, and his shot went wide.
 
                 
 
   “You’re being a naughty girl,” Kyle warned Breanne, his face reflecting his amusement.  “If you don’t keep your hands to yourself, I’m going to have to do something to distract you.”
 
                 
 
   Breanne laughed, her voice pleasant.  “Sir, I have two vibrators going at full strength inside me and I’m still doing pretty good.  You can distract me any way you want, Master Kyle, but I am going to do my best to beat Josh.”  She glanced down at the table.  Besides, I only have one more ball, and then the eight.”  She leaned over, eyes intent.
 
                 
 
   “Wait a moment.  Are you saying that anything I do to distract you won’t keep you from sinking that ball?”  Kyle suddenly asked.
 
                 
 
   Breanne looked up.  “Provided you don’t jostle my arm, sir” she said.
 
                 
 
   “I like a challenge.  All right, stand up straight for a moment, hands on top of your head.”  Kyle suddenly ordered.  Megan stared in amazement as Breanne immediately followed Kyle’s orders.  He reached into his sports bag and rifled around in it for a moment, pulling out two items.
 
                 
 
   The first was a good sized tube of IcyHot, a kind of cream that changed temperature and was used to relax muscles.  The second was an item Megan had never seen before.  It was a butterfly, shaped out of semitransparent blue plastic, with three long elastic bands attached to it.  Megan was at a loss as to its purpose, but Kyle picked it up along with the IcyHot and moved over to Breanne who stood at attention, patiently waiting for Kyle’s administrations.
 
                 
 
   Kyle started by kneeling down in front of her, quickly lifting the plastic butterfly and securing it around her waist. It dangled above her sex for just a moment until he took hold of the third strap and tugged it downward.  Breanne spread her legs for him as he repositioned the butterfly directly above her clit, securing it into place with the last strap, a thin piece of nylon that spread her petals slightly and buried itself in the wet flesh between her legs.  He reached out and pressed on the plastic bug and Megan saw several small lights activate in its wings.  Breanne’s reaction was immediate, and Megan realized that Kyle had added ANOTHER vibrator to the mix, this time directly applied to Breanne’s clit.  The auburn haired beauty trembled slightly, but stayed in position.
 
                 
 
   For a moment, Megan admired Breanne’s splendor.  The red haired girl stood like a Greek statue, totally in control except for the slight trembling of her thighs, her petite toes tucked away in a set of red high heeled shoes.  Her skin was a darker hue than Megan’s but still possessed a glow of ivory colored marble, peppered with brown freckles that only enhanced her beauty.  Even her clamped and chained nipples appeared beautiful to Megan, who took a deep breath, setting her own chain swinging between her still firm breasts.
 
                 
 
   Kyle was now standing even with Breanne, towering over her by at least four or five inches.  He reached up to her breasts and carefully released the left clamp.  Bre let out a sharp hiss and Megan moved slightly to get a better view.  The first thing she noticed was that the clamps on Breanne’s nipples were not the rubber coated toys that dangled from Megan’s chest.  These were harsh biting monstrosities with rows of teeth that bit deeply into the skin.  Megan could clearly see the small red dots along Breanne’s nipple.  Kyle dropped the chain, allowing it to tug and yank on the other clamp as he uncapped the IcyHot.  He squeezed out a generous dollop of the white cream and began to rub it directly into Breanne’s exposed nipple, never going outside the generous areola.  The nub puckered almost immediately and Breanne closed her eyes, leaning her head back in obvious distress.  Her lips pressed together firmly, clearly stifling a cry of discomfort.  Kyle didn’t bother to completely rub the cream in, leaving a patina of white encircling Breanne’s hardened nipple.
 
                 
 
   He reached back down and took up the fallen clamp, opening it once more.  Bre let out a whimper as it went back on, its metal jaws maliciously biting into her body once more.  Kyle gave the chain a soft tug just to make sure the clamp was secure, before moving on to the other breast.
 
                 
 
   Megan couldn’t believe the cruelty.  The clamps themselves were vicious, but to endure them for God knew how long, and then to add the torment of the muscle cream cooling and heating seemed more like medieval torture than sexual fun.  Breanne was obviously doing her best to control her expressions and Megan couldn’t understand how Bre was able to keep from screaming and yanking off the chain.
 
                 
 
   But as Kyle rubbed the IcyHot into Breanne’s other breast, Megan felt another surge in her own body.  She had been enduring the vibrator for over fifteen minutes and already her sex was simmering again.  She idly wondered what it would feel like to have the IcyHot on her own nipples, and the rush between her legs intensified.  It suddenly dawned on her that Breanne enjoyed the pain; it was a stimulant, designed to intensify the sexual longings she was feeling.  Everything that Kyle was doing to her was designed to heighten Bre’s final orgasm, building her up to a fever pitch that would leave her flushed with pleasure and totally spent.
 
                 
 
   The nipple clamp went back on and Kyle gave Bre a chaste kiss on the cheek.  He picked up her cue stick and handed it back to her.  Breanne was no longer as steady as before.  Her chest seemed to heave, shaking the chain in short quick bursts and she wobbled on her high heels as she made her way back to the table.  Megan could only imagine the sensations, especially from the butterfly vibrator, and Meg couldn’t help herself as her own fingers found her teenage clit and began pinching it.
 
                 
 
   But everyone was watching Breanne as the poor girl aimed.  It was almost a good shot, but the ball glanced off to one side and she straightened, leaving Josh the table.  This time Breanne could barely walk, much less move behind Josh to stroke him.  Her condition left Josh enough freedom to quickly sink all of his remaining balls, leaving him the eight ball.  
 
                 
 
   Megan had moved back away from the group, sitting down in one of the large overstuffed chairs, hoping no one could see as she flicked her finger back and forth across her clit.  Josh called out his intended destination for the eight ball, but missed, leaving Breanne another chance.  Bre moved around once more, slowly, dealing with the overwhelming distractions.  Once again she took aim and missed, leaving Josh the perfect opening.
 
                 
 
   The young man took it.  With a sharp clunk the eight ball disappeared and Breanne shuddered, finally relaxing into the sexual torment.  Her thighs seemed to twitch as she leaned against the table, and Josh quickly moved around, setting his cue stick down, in order to help her.  Together, with Breanne leading, they walked toward the sitting area and the hearth rug that Megan had performed on earlier.  Meg quickly snatched her hand away from her clit as they walked past, followed by Andy, Kyle, and her step-father.  Without a word, Breanne knelt in the middle of the rug and faced the men as they settled down, and Megan turned her chair around to watch.  
 
                 
 
   Breanne turned toward Kyle.  “Can I remove the vibrators now sir?”
 
                 
 
   Kyle laughed and nodded.  “Only if you can do it without cumming.  If you do, it’s another punishment.”  Breanne nodded and quickly tugged at the butterfly vibrator, moving it away from her clit.  Megan could see that the small nub was distended, totally erect and swollen.  Breanne pulled the straps loose, turned the toy off,  and put the strange clitoral vibrator aside.
 
                 
 
   “Josh?  Would you help me?” Breanne asked softly.  Her fingers took hold of the two wires that ran from behind her back to her sex and tugged.  It took steady pressure, but eventually Megan saw the two purple colored bullets slowly emerge, still vibrating, clattering against each other as Josh worked to remove the controller from Breanne’s back.  Josh finally located the proper control to still the two shaking devices and Breanne put them aside with a sigh.  She looked over at the cardboard box and Kyle quickly stepped over to it and extracted the beer, handing it to Josh.
 
                 
 
   It wasn’t exactly ice cold any more, but it still was cool to the touch.  Josh was unsure how to handle the situation, but was preempted by Breanne’s fingers closing around the bottle’s neck.  She widened her stance, spreading her knees even farther apart as she moved the metal cap of the bottle between her legs.  Then, without any hesitation, she simultaneously moved down and lifted the bottle, letting it glide into her sex.  She groaned as it entered, then lowered herself even more until the base of the bottle was pressed up against the rug.  To everyone’s surprise, she began to lift herself up off the bottle, only to lower and come back down.  Deeper and deeper it went until half of the label disappeared, covered by the swollen and wet petals of Breanne’s sex.  When she lifted herself back up the bottle stayed inside her and she was forced to reach between her legs to tug it unceremoniously downward.
 
                 
 
   She repeated this time and time again; almost completing a full removal, only to lower herself down upon the impaling container.  With each downward movement Breanne moaned, obviously enjoying the deep spreading sensation of the cold beer bottle.  It was almost intoxicating to watch and Megan clenched her fists to keep from running her fingertips across her clit again.  The young teenager almost wished that she HAD accepted the bottle, rather than the cucumber.
 
                 
 
   Breanne completed the required number of thrusts and pulled herself off the bottle, letting it fall onto the rug.  Josh quickly grabbed it and moved it aside, clearly concerned for Breanne.  Reaching out with a hand, Breanne took hold of Josh’s shoulder and lowered herself down into a sitting position, her legs spread in an awkward but revealing position.  Kyle stepped forward with the stapler.
 
                 
 
   Megan grit her teeth, seeing the stapler from the side, rather than under it, and she felt a rush of anger.  It was her stapler, straight from her desk, and she bristled at the thought that it would shortly be used as a fuck toy.  It was standard size of course, a perfect office stapler that held over a hundred of the small sharp metal prongs.  It was also over six inches long and an inch and a half wide.  But as Megan looked at it, she suddenly became intrigued, wondering how the heck Breanne would manage to get the monstrosity into her body.
 
                 
 
   The auburn haired girl looked up at Kyle and took the stapler, clearly knowing how to proceed.  With an experienced touch, she turned the stapler around so that the back of the device was pointed toward her.  She laid back, legs drawn up while both hands went down to her crotch, spreading the lips of her nether mouth and slowly working the angled intruder inward.  Within two minutes Breanne had managed to work almost a full four inches in and the jaws of the stapler had closed from the pressures applied to the top and bottom.  With a sigh, Breanne began pumping it, moving it in and out, yet not extracting it from the wet folds of her flesh.
 
                 
 
   Megan watched in amazement as Breanne seemingly did the impossible, and the teenage girl suddenly wondered if there was anything Breanne couldn’t fuck.  Two additional minutes of in and out were followed by the squelching extraction of the stapler, punctuated by Breanne’s moans and Josh’s fawning expression.  Megan was torn between the desire to gag at her step-brother’s obvious infatuation, and studying the interesting sexual activity going on with her desk stapler.
 
                 
 
   Breanne handed the stapler to Josh who took it with reverence and Megan wondered if she would ever get it back.  Everyone watched as Breanne relaxed, trying to physically and mentally prepare herself for the next challenge.  As the stapler was put aside, Kyle handed Josh the freezer burned corndog which no longer sported its frozen layer of frost.  Megan however had no doubts that the interior of the snack was still a popsicle. It still looked cold.                Evidently Breanne agreed and she stared at the corndog for a moment, only to look over at Kyle, eyes begging.
 
                 
 
   “Sir, I don’t think I can handle this one by myself.  Would you mind if Josh put this one in me and worked it?” Breanne asked softly.
 
                 
 
   Josh’s eyes widened and he nodded eagerly as Kyle shrugged.  “I guess, if Josh is okay with that,” Kyle replied.
 
    
 
   “Sure.  I can do that for you, Bre” Josh said instantly.  Breanne gave him another grin and pulled her knees up.  Her fingers encircled the heels of each shoe, giving her a firm grip on her drawn up legs, and then she spread her thighs apart as he started to move between her legs.
 
    
 
   “Um…Josh.  Not there,” Kyle said politely, tapping the young man on the shoulder.  “You’ve got to do it from her side, over her leg.  That way you’re not blocking the view of the audience.” 
 
    
 
   Josh looked embarrassed for a moment and nodded, moving to Breanne’s hip and holding the corndog awkwardly in one hand.  Kyle leaned down and quickly whispered a few tips and instructions, which Josh received with a grateful look.  As Kyle moved to his seat, Josh quickly moved his left hand between Breanne’s legs, stroking her already soaked sex, spreading the petals until she was once again gaping.  Then with a twist, he moved his other hand around Breanne’s outstretched leg, positioning the corndog.
 
                 
 
   Breanne let out a loud hiss of protest as the tip touched her pussy, the cold treat reacting almost violently with the steaming heat of her body.  Josh wiggled the stick and worked a full inch into Breanne, only to find her clamped down upon the corndog, muscles locked as her body resisted the frozen penetrator.  
 
    
 
   Kyle let out a tiny chuckle as the confrontation continued.  “I guess I should have prepared an ice dildo when we got here.  The corndog seems to be a bit too rough.”
 
                 
 
   Andy glanced over at him.  “You’re not going to let her slide on it are you?” he asked, his voice filled with disappointment.
 
                 
 
   “No way!” Kyle exclaimed, looking around at his friends.  “Bre is a competent pain and humiliation slut.  I have no doubt that Josh will have that thing pumping in and out in a few moments.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle was right, and after another minute Breanne was able to relax her body, allowing Josh to get another few inches in.  Her moans were a delight to hear, but the real pleasure was seeing the shuddering tremors which started between Breanne’s legs and seemed to roll across her body.  Her skin was covered in goose bumps and she rolled her head side to side as Josh kept up the pressure.  Soon the entire corndog disappeared into her body, leaving only the pointy stick poking out.
 
                 
 
   “Very nice, Josh.  Now start pumping,” Kyle ordered.  Josh nodded and pulled on the stick, inching the corndog outward.  Breanne’s body didn’t resist and even helped, actually ejecting the entire dog.  The men laughed, but Megan couldn’t join in.  She knew that Breanne would have to go through the entire penetration process again.  Worse, it was obvious that the outside corn bread covering of the hot dog was thawing, and rapidly too.  Already little chunks had begun to separate from the main cylinder of the treat, and small crumbs peppered the folds of Breanne’s flower.
 
                 
 
   But none of this stopped Josh from gently inserting the corndog in to her again.  He repositioned the folds of Breanne’s pussy and then tenderly guided the thick object inward.  Breanne couldn’t help herself, once more contracting her muscles to prevent the cold and impersonal object from impaling her.  But as Josh wriggled the corndog, she slowly relaxed and let him sink the full length into her depths.
 
                 
 
   Josh didn’t wait this time, but immediately began pumping the corndog.  He held the end firmly, preventing Breanne from pushing it out completely.  With a solid thrust he would ram the corndog upward into her, and then relax, letting her own physical reaction eject the corndog outward.  Over and over he did this, not even counting as he realized that Breanne’s response was no longer the resistant involuntary contractions of prevention, but the slowly heated buildup of actual need.  Josh continued to jack the corndog in and out of Breanne’s tunnel until the girl herself let out another orgasmic cry.
 
                 
 
   Megan was astonished.  Not only had Breanne mastered her own body enough to deal with the frozen phallus, but she had actually felt stimulated enough to orgasm!  Megan tried to envision herself lying there, legs parted and held up, while a frozen corndog was slowly and repeatedly driven into her body.  Would it be the sensation of temperature?  Was it the position of the legs?  Could the desire and lust stem from the being forced?  Or was it the audience, gazing on in rapture?  To Megan, it didn’t really matter, and once more she found her fingers pressing inward upon her clit, her body involuntarily trying to release the building pressure.
 
                 
 
   The teenage boy pulled the corndog out of Breanne and held it up.  There wasn’t much left of the cornbread covering, leaving a still frozen and rock hard hot dog sticking straight up.  Breanne lay still, her chest heaving she tried to recover from the massive orgasm.
 
                 
 
   Kyle began clapping and was soon joined by the rest of the audience.  Even Megan joined in as they all applauded Breanne’s awesome performance.  Kyle moved over to the supine girl and held out a hand, clearly intending to help her up.  Breanne reached upward and took it, rising to her feet.  She clung to Kyle, a little shaky.
 
                 
 
   “Bre, I think that was totally awesome.  All of it.  Bet you’re pretty cold now, though”  Kyle said.
 
                 
 
   Breanne nodded, her teeth chattering slightly.  “Yes sir.  P-p-pretty cold.”  
 
                 
 
   Kyle wrapped his arms around her and turned to look at Terry.  “Terry, would you mind escorting Breanne to the shower?  Maybe keep her company and help her get clean?  She needs a bit of hot water on her now.”
 
                 
 
   Terry looked at Breanne with a combination of relief and arousal in his eyes.  A guilty glance at his step-daughter was enough for Terry to nod and immediately reach out to take Breanne.  Together they left the room, heading for the master bath.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 9: Punishment
 
    
 
                 
 
   For a few moments no one moved as they all reflected on the evening’s entertainment.  Josh felt a momentary surge of jealousy as Breanne headed upstairs with his father.  He had no illusions about what they would be doing and he tried to imagine what it would be like to shower with Breanne.  The image of her naked, covered with suds as they fucked in the steaming water burned through his mind’s eye in a thousand different permutations, his inexperience creating one unlikely scenario after another.  The teenage boy would have given anything to have her again.
 
                 
 
   Andy too had thoughts of Breanne in his mind, but the very naked and barely legal Megan was enough distraction to keep him from being too focused on the auburn haired beauty.  Megan’s nubile youth was just as desirable.  Now that Breanne had left to go upstairs with Terry he surreptitiously watched the short haired brunette as she struggled to deal with the overwhelming arousal she was experiencing.
 
                 
 
   For Megan, it was agonizing.  The tips of her breasts ached from the nipple clamps and the soft buzzing between her legs kept her stimulated to the point of desperation.  It was tough for her to imagine Breanne enduring not just one, but three different vibrators, all at the same time.  Even the orgasm she had felt rush through her before Breanne’s game with Josh had done little to stem the sexual lust she was feeling.  She had no idea why her body was responding this way.  She watched as Kyle began cleaning up the mess, carefully returning the fucked objects back to the box and sweeping a few of the crumbled corn dog pieces into his hand.  
 
   
When he finished, Kyle turned toward Megan and gave her an evil little grin.  
 
                 
 
   “Care for another wager and a round of pool, Megan?”  He asked.  “It’s Andy’s turn.”
 
                 
 
   Megan glanced over at Andy who grinned, a glimmer of rapturous hunger in his eyes.  His need seemed to pierce her and she looked back at Kyle with a certain hesitation, but the itch between her legs could not be stilled and she wondered what his offer would be.  She could always refuse.
 
                 
 
   “What did you have in mind?” she asked.
 
                 
 
   Kyle shrugged.  “Oh, just another round of pool.  If you win, you get to take out either the vibe or the plug or take off the clamps.  If you loose then Andy gets a blow job and a lap dance, in that order.”
 
                 
 
   Megan gave Kyle a corkscrew expression.  “That’s it?  Just a blowjob and a lap dance?”  That didn’t seem like that bad of an offer.  Even if she lost it would be quick and the opportunity to take off the clamps or get the anal plug out of her ass was just too tempting.  She also was no stranger to blowjobs though she had never done a lap dance.  How hard could it be?
 
                 
 
   Kyle leaned over and put his lips near her ear.  “I know what you need and I’ll give you permission to take that vibrator out for your lap dance.  That way if you ‘happen’ to dance in a certain way, it’s possible some of your personal needs might get met,” Kyle whispered conspiratorially.  
 
                 
 
   Megan looked at Kyle and then quickly nodded, suddenly feeling that things were about to get easier on her.  It was a win-win situation.  Kyle glanced at Andy who was already racking the balls, his face showing his delight at the prospect of having a very naked and beautiful teenager squirming across his lap and wrapping her perfect lips around his cock.  He immediately began the game, urging Megan to shoot first.
 
                 
 
   As soon as Andy was deep in the process of letting Megan lose, Kyle grabbed his drink and moved over to Josh who was sitting dazed in the easy chair.
 
                 
 
   “You doing okay, Josh?” Kyle asked, lifting his drink to his mouth and taking a sip as he relaxed on the sofa.
 
                 
 
   Josh nodded and looked up at Kyle.  “Yeah, I guess so.  I’m just a little blown away.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle laughed.  “I have no doubt.  She’s hot, isn’t she?”  Kyle knew Josh was thinking of Breanne.
 
    
 
   “Yeah.  I’ve never met a girl like her before,” he replied.
 
                 
 
   Kyle shrugged.  “They’re out there; you just have to go to the right places.” He grinned and looked over at Megan who was bent over the table, the chain of the nipple clamps resting on the soft green felt.  “Truth is that they don’t make ones like Breanne Erikson very often.  She’s hot, she’s intelligent, she’s submissive, she’s a masochist, and she lives, eats, and breathes sex.  The first time I met her was online and she was serving as the official ‘chat room slut’.  She was on cam, wearing only high heels and a microphone, sitting at least four feet from the camera, totally spread open in her chair, doing her best to greet everyone who entered the room, granting access to her cam, and every fifteen minutes agreeing to whatever sexual torture the room voted on.  When I got in the room, she had already been doing it for about an hour.  Four hours later she was still the ‘official room slut’.” 
 
                 
 
   “Wow!” Josh replied, eyes wide.  “You’re kidding!”
 
                 
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “Nope.  She’s got a list of ‘objects she’s fucked’ that’s about as long as my arm, and she keeps adding to it.  Add that to an adult toy box that would make most women blush and Breanne is the poster girl for nympho humiliation pain sluts worldwide.”  Kyle paused.  “I’m looking forward to punishing her in a little bit.”
 
                 
 
   “So you’re still going to punish her? Even after everything she’s done?” Josh asked, his voice incredulous.  Both men ignored the sudden exclamation of success from Andy at the pool table.
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded.  “Absolutely.  You have to understand that for Breanne, punishment is like a button: it turns her on.  It makes the sex more powerful.  She needs that.  She’s admitted to me time and time again that vanilla sex, just rolling around on the bed, doesn’t turn her on.”  Kyle looked over at Andy who had led Megan to other side of the room.  Andy’s jeans were around his ankles and Megan was already on her knees, her brunette head bobbing.
 
                 
 
   “For example, right now, if your dad and Bre are already done in the shower, she is no doubt giving him the massage of his life.  He is no doubt covered in baby oil while she slips and slides across him.  Eventually, she will fuck him until he explodes, but the truth is that she won’t feel any extreme sexual pleasure from the whole experience.   She’ll do it because she likes pleasing men, but without the pain or humiliation to bring her to the higher level, it’s like eating talking on the phone, or eating.”
 
                 
 
   For Josh, the revelations into Breanne’s psyche were intriguing as well as enlightening.  He glanced over at his step-sister who had only now risen and planted herself in Andy’s lap.  Her movements were not sideways, but up and down, leaving no doubt as to the special type of “lap dance” she was conducting.  He ignored the flushed look on Andy’s face as well as the soft mewling noises his step-sister was making.
 
                 
 
   “Is Megan like Breanne?”  Josh asked, cocking his head toward the bouncing girl in the corner.
 
                 
 
   Kyle turned and looked at Megan who was clearly enjoying herself, totally enthralled with the rapid pounding Andy was giving her.  “Well, I wouldn’t say that Megan is just like Breanne, at least not yet.  Megan is still developing, figuring out what she needs, how she likes it, and when and where.  It’s still too new.  She’ll have to experience a lot of different aspects of sexuality to determine where she is on the spectrum.”  Megan suddenly let out an excited squeal and Kyle watched as Andy took her to the floor and drove himself deep.
 
                 
 
   “On the flip side, she does seem to be responding quite well to the submission factor.”  Kyle muttered, his eyebrows narrowing in exasperation at Andy and Megan’s enthusiasm.  He turned back to Josh.  “Does it disturb you?  Megan’s behavior?”
 
                 
 
   Josh shrugged.  “A little I guess.  I mean, it’s not really socially cool to be known as the guy whose step-sister is a slut.”  He held out his hands to emphasize his position.  “However, if I get to make sure that some of my buddies get a little…”
 
                 
 
   Kyle laughed.  “I suppose.  But better run that one by both your sis and your dad.  I can’t help thinking that I’ve created a monster over there, one that will hardly be willing to go back into the cage.”
 
                 
 
   The teenage boy shook his head, a rueful expression on his face.  “She’s been out of the cage for a while.  Dad doesn’t know it, but Mom caught her with Jess Davins three weeks ago, in the shower, wearing handcuffs.   Tough to explain away.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle chuckled.  “He knows it.  I think that’s one of the reasons that he eventually accepted her involvement tonight.”  Once again Kyle looked over at Megan and Andy.  It was fairly obvious that Megan had exploded once and that Andy was on the verge of finishing.  Kyle didn’t want Terry coming back down to find his little girl being pinned to the floor of the den by one of his best friends.  Kyle reflected that Megan was actually a beautiful looking girl, a girl which under the right circumstance he would gladly screw as well.  But tonight would not be the night in which he sampled Megan’s charms.  Besides, Breanne was more than enough woman for him and truth be told, he preferred Bre’s more mature demeanor and grace.  Contemplating Megan was like thinking about eating a slightly under ripe banana.  If that was all you had, you could do it, but you’d prefer to wait, thinking of how much sweeter it would be a little later on.
 
                 
 
   “Why don’t you give me a hand with getting the punishments ready?” Kyle suddenly asked Josh.  “I know where most of the stuff is, but it might go quicker if I’ve got someone helping?”
 
                 
 
   “Sure.  What do you need?” Josh asked.
 
                 
 
   Kyle stood up.  “Well I’ve got most of it in my bag, but there will be a few things I’ll need from the garage.  The majority of the stuff will be in there, and I’ll tell you what I’ve got in mind for our two naughty ladies.”
 
                 
 
   Josh grinned and stood, following Kyle.  They threaded their way through the great room, past Andy and Megan’s writhing bodies, and headed downstairs to the giant two car garage that occupied the very bottom level of the house.  Josh went first, flipping on the giant over head lights as they entered.  Kyle shook his head in amazement, just like every time he had seen it before.  
 
                 
 
   Terry was something of a handyman and he had used the extra space to build himself a massive work station.  The wall above the work bench was covered with storage bins and a huge metal tool chest, ostensibly on wheels, sat in a corner.  An arc welder sat next to an acetylene torch.  There was an electronics repair station with an electric Weller Soldering Iron and static mat.  One corner of the bench had a mounted miter saw, along with tubing that went to the built-in sawdust vacuum.  Kyle was no tool junkie, but even he couldn’t help feeling overwhelmed by Terry’s collection.  Worse, Terry used this stuff!   Kyle remembered from a previous visit where Terry stored some of his extraneous material and he found the large box in one corner.
 
                 
 
   “Ah! This will be perfect!”  Kyle announced as Josh watched in curiosity.  Kyle pulled out a long and heavy piece of steel.  Ostensibly for use as either raw material or some sort of fencepost, it was bent in the middle lengthwise, creating a triangle shaped rod about seven feet long.  One side was open, but that didn’t matter to Kyle who leaned the piece of metal against the bench.
 
    
 
   “Think that will support two hundred pounds?”  Kyle asked Josh.
 
    
 
   Josh looked at the rod.  He had spent quite a few hours in the garage with his father and he nodded.  “It should.  That’s 1040 steel stock and pretty expensive.  You aren’t going to ruin it are you?  Dad would be pretty unhappy.”  
 
                 
 
   Kyle laughed.  “Not in the least.  It will be totally usable when we’re done with it.  I just don’t want it bending.”  He ran his thumb down the bent edge of the rod.  It was smooth and not sharp.  “This will work perfectly.  Next we need some rope.”
 
                 
 
   Josh knew exactly where the rope was and took Kyle over to the ridiculously large selection.  Terry had everything from binder’s twine to massive braided hemp that would have restrained an elephant.  Kyle looked through the selection until he was able to find something about the width of his finger and made of soft nylon.  He told Josh the lengths he needed and the teenager quickly cut the lengths and used a cigarette lighter Terry kept on the bench to melt the ends to keep the cord from unraveling.  While Josh finished that task Kyle puttered around, pulling a few more items from Terry’s collection and gathering them up in his arms.
 
                 
 
   Kyle dumped a large stack of old newspaper into Josh’s arms, ignoring the questioning look in the boy’s eyes.
 
                 
 
   “Ready to head back upstairs?” he asked Josh.  Josh shrugged but nodded.  It was all the answer Kyle needed and together they went back upstairs.
 
                 
 
   Megan and Andy were obviously done, lying in a tumbled heap in the center of the rug.  Andy looked up, grinning, and gave Kyle a thumbs-up while Megan just lay there in a daze.  The vibrator which had been buried in her slit was about four feet away, still buzzing merrily and Kyle picked it up, turning the small electric toy off.
 
                 
 
   “Megan, you need to head to the bathroom and get cleaned up. I don’t want Terry to come down and find you like this,” Kyle said, nudging the sex-dazed girl with his foot.  She opened her eyes and looked up at him, blinking.  She took a deep breath and sighed, slowly pushing herself upright.
 
                 
 
   “You enjoy that, honey?” Andy asked, reaching out to cup her breasts.  Kyle noticed that the nipple clamps were laying on the floor not far from the vibrator.
 
                 
 
   Megan turned and looked at him, nodding. “It was very different.”
 
                 
 
   Andy laughed as Kyle grinned. “Maturity makes all the difference,” Kyle responded.  “Now get up and clean up.  It’s punishment time as soon as Breanne gets back down here.”
 
                 
 
   Megan’s eyes widened slightly and she rose to her feet, swaying a little.  A mixture of clear and white fluids were visible on her thighs and she bit her lip.  Kyle pointed toward the bathroom and she nodded, clearly still flooded with the endorphins of sexual release.  Andy watched her go and then stood up, grabbing his boxers and pants.
 
                 
 
   “Was she good?” Kyle asked clinically.  Andy chuckled as he pulled his clothes back on.
 
                 
 
   “Not bad.  She has a lot to learn still, especially cock-sucking.  But it was fun screwing her. Nice and tight.”  
 
                 
 
   Kyle smiled and Josh blushed.  Despite their relationship as siblings, both had come from totally different genetic stock without an ounce of shared blood between them.  When Josh had first met Megan they had both been on the cusp of adolescence, and it had been very difficult for him not to think of her in a sexual manner.  The two years that followed their parents’ marriage had been one of tension and deliberate distance.  Josh still enjoyed the occasional site of Megan’s body, but he had never allowed himself to long for her.   Now her exposure was complete and he couldn’t help feeling the sexual urges her young nubile body created within him.
 
                 
 
   Kyle put down his various supplies and Josh deposited the stack of newspapers next to Kyle’s stuff.  Kyle puttered around for a few moments but then became distracted when Megan emerged from the bathroom.
 
                 
 
   Her face was washed and she had combed out her short hair, changing it from mussed to its normal straight page boy cut.  The various fluids had been washed from her body and he could tell that she was no longer sexually frustrated.  Kyle also noticed and he grinned at her when she approached.
 
                 
 
   “Enjoy getting cleaned up?” Kyle asked.  Megan nodded, looking around the room.  Her expression was a mixture of relief and discomfort, as if she had finally realized what she had gotten herself in to.
 
                 
 
   “Yeah.  It felt good,” she replied, wrapping her arms across her chest.  Josh noticed that even the nipple clamps were missing.  A quick glance back to the floor where Andy and Megan had screwed like bunnies determined exactly where they were as well.
 
                 
 
   Kyle took a deep breath and looked at Megan, a disapproving glare on his face.  “So are you trying to earn another punishment or are you just forgetful?” he asked, his tone playful.
 
                 
 
   Megan’s look of surprise was treasure enough as the thought of earning another punishment flashed through her mind.  
 
                 
 
   “What?  I mean…I don’t understand!” she said, honestly bewildered.
 
                 
 
   Kyle took a few steps and snagged the nipple clamps from the floor.  The vibrator that had been buried in Megan’s sex just a few minutes before was in his hand.
 
                 
 
   “I’m sure you remember.  You’re supposed to have these in and on you for the entire evening.”
 
                 
 
   “But you gave me permission to take it out!” she said, the pitch of her voice rising.
 
                 
 
   Kyle nodded.  “I did, but it needs to go back in.  And I never gave you permission to remove the nipple clamps.”
 
                 
 
   She pointed at Andy. “But he did that!”  
 
                 
 
   Kyle shrugged.  “So?  They needed to be put back on after you were done.”
 
                 
 
   Megan seemed to slump.  “So I’ve earned another punishment?” she asked softly.
 
                 
 
   The grin on Kyle’s face was mischievous.   “Well, technically you have.  But I’m willing to forgo it in favor of a new wager.”
 
                 
 
   Megan’s face immediately showed her suspicion. “What new wager?”
 
                               
 
   Kyle lifted his hand and pointed at Josh.  “You play another round of pool with him, no vibe, no clamps.  If you win, the only thing left for you this evening is the three punishments you have coming.  If you lose then the vibrator, butt plug go back in and the clamps go back on.  Then I pussy whip you till you’re red.”
 
                 
 
   The color drained from her face.  “That sounds as bad as a punishment,” she said, finding her voice.  “Being pussy whipped!
 
                 
 
   Kyle nodded.  “It is.  Basically all I’m doing is giving you the chance to get out of the punishment.”
 
                 
 
   “But if I loose then basically I’m getting four punishments!” she challenged.
 
                 
 
   “Which you would have gotten anyway if I decided not to offer the wager and for all you know it would have been a pussy whipping anyway. Make your choice,” Kyle declared.
 
                 
 
   It didn’t really give Megan a chance.  Either way it was a decent offer.  The only thing she didn’t know was what the earned punishments would be.  Finally she nodded, her naked body still totally exposed to everyone.  
 
                 
 
   “Fine.  I’ll do it,” she said in exasperation.
 
                 
 
   Kyle clapped his hands together.  “Excellent.  Josh, get the table set up.”
 
                 
 
   For the second time that night Josh set up the table for a match between himself and Megan.  Her nakedness was a distraction, but he was still enamored with Breanne so wasn’t as completely in awe of his step-sister’s sexual presence.  It only took a few moments and he grabbed hold of his cue stick.  He sidled up to Kyle, a look of concern on his face.
 
                 
 
   “Did you want me to try to win this one?” he asked under his breath.
 
                 
 
   Kyle nodded.  “Absolutely.  Do your best.  Don’t let her distract you.  She only has the added self-consciousness that comes with being naked.  Try and focus her attention on it.”  His words were low key and soft enough that Megan couldn’t hear.  Josh dipped his head in acknowledgement and headed back to the table.
 
                 
 
   Has had been the custom the entire night, Josh let Megan break, giving the naked teenager the advantage.  Unfortunately it resulted in an open table and Josh took the initiative, sinking three balls in a row.  As Megan stepped back up to the table edge he moved across from her first obvious shot and looked at her, making it obvious he was staring at her breasts.
 
                 
 
   “Is it hard playing pool naked?”  Josh asked just as she was bending over to make her shot.  She looked up, her eyes hard as diamond.  
 
                 
 
   “Not as difficult as it playing with someone who is constantly interrupting your shots” she replied.
 
                 
 
   Josh shrugged, ignoring the jibe. “I suppose it could be worse.  You could have a vibrator buried in your pussy.”  
 
                 
 
   Megan frowned and took her shot.  The cue ball caromed off its intended target but ricocheted off the edge, completely missing the pocket.  Josh grinned as he moved around the table.  
 
                 
 
   The brunette teen’s eyes narrowed and Megan moved around the table to make sure she was well within Josh’s view as he examined the various shot possibilities.  As he bent down she matched his movements, mashing her breasts down upon the edge of the table.  It was incredibly distracting.
 
                 
 
   Josh missed, but whether it was because of Megan’s personal presentation or the difficulty of the shot was hard to judge.  They changed places; Megan coming back to the table as shooter while Josh stood next to her.
 
                 
 
   “You aren’t self-conscious are you?  With all of us staring at you?”  Josh asked, once more interrupting her aiming.  Megan ignored him and managed to put her first ball in the pocket.  She straightened and moved around the table, a smirking grin on her face.  Josh shrugged and followed.
 
                 
 
   “So how many guys have seen you naked now that you have to add me, my dad, Andy, and Kyle?”  Josh asked.  Megan shot another ball into the far pocket.
 
                 
 
   “Did you really want to eat Breanne out?”  Josh asked next.  “You know I fucked her earlier and came inside her.”
 
                 
 
   The last comment seemed to rattle Megan and she missed, giving Josh an opportunity to increase his lead.  As he pondered his opportunities on the table, Megan walked over to Kyle and took the nipple clamps out of his hand, a determined look on her face.  Kyle released his grip on the sex toy with surprise, letting her have them.
 
                 
 
   Megan returned to the table and waited for Josh to make his decision.  As he set up for his shot, she moved into his line of view and cupped her left breast, making her intentions obvious.  Josh’s eyes couldn’t focus on the ball and kept glancing up at her as her face took on the pained expression that comes with wearing seriously tight nipple clamps.  The ball he was aiming for spun off wildly, dramatically changing the layout of the table.  With a rueful grin he stepped back and held out his hand, indicating to Megan that the table was hers.
 
                 
 
   With a chuckle she quickly removed the nipple clamp and dropped it on the side of the table.  She spotted her target almost immediately and tuned out Josh’s next comment.  As the ball went in she smiled and moved around the table again.  This time however Josh picked up the nipple clamps.
 
                 
 
   “You seem really sure of yourself.” Josh said suddenly.  Megan shrugged.
 
                 
 
   “I am.  I can even beat you naked.”  
 
                 
 
   “Maybe” he conceded.  “But if you were really serious then maybe we could up the ante a little.”
 
                 
 
   Megan gave him a disbelieving look.  “I’m already under wager for this.  You want me to risk more?  You’ve got to be kidding me.”
 
                 
 
   Josh held up his hand.  “No, no, not like that.  But I want to spice things up a bit.”
 
                 
 
   She looked at him suspiciously.  “What did you have in mind?”
 
                 
 
   Even Kyle was a bit leery of Josh’s actions.  “Yeah, what are you thinking, Josh?”
 
                 
 
   Josh grinned.  “Well, I suggest since we’re still pretty much matched up, we add a little caveat.”  He pulled one of the pocketed balls out of its hole and held it up.  “For every ball we sink, we can apply a little bit of the IcyHot cream to our opponent, anywhere we want.”
 
                 
 
   Megan put her hands on her hips.  “Anywhere?  You mean I could coat your dick with it?” she asked sarcastically.
 
                 
 
   Josh nodded solemnly.  “Yep” he replied.
 
                 
 
   Kyle got a funny look on his face.  “Uh…I don’t think that’s such a good idea.”
 
                 
 
   Megan cut Kyle off though.  “I do.  I think it will be a lot of fun.  It’s still my turn.  If I sink this ball your dick will be burning soon.”  Her tone was almost malicious.
 
                 
 
   She bent down, focused entirely on the ball.  Josh moved around the table and waited till she pulled her arm back.
 
                 
 
   “I’m going to do you clit first,” he whispered in her ear.
 
                 
 
   The crack of cue ball smacking Megan’s target filled their ears and everyone in the room watched intently as the balls scattered across the green felt.  Kyle watched with baited breath as two balls rolled into pockets, one striped and one solid.  Megan looked up, a look of triumph on her face.
 
                 
 
   “I sank my ball!”
 
                 
 
   Josh looked a little cross.  “Only on accident!  And you sank one of my balls too!”
 
    
 
   Megan sneered.  “So I guess you don’t want this one to count!  Worried about your dick?”
 
    
 
   Josh glared at her and almost seemed ready to smack her silly when Kyle reached out and placed restraining hands on both.
 
    
 
   “Actually, Megan did sink her ball, which means that the next shot is hers.  However, since the agreement was for every ball sunk, I think both of you will need to get to apply the IcyHot.  Since Megan gets to shoot first, she also gets to apply the cream first,” Kyle said.
 
    
 
   Josh looked up in horror.  Obviously he hadn’t contemplated this turn of events and he shifted uncomfortably.  Megan grinned and held out her hand as Kyle slapped the large tube of muscle cream into her hand.  
 
                 
 
   “Pull ‘em down, Josh.  I’m going to lube that cock of yours.  And don’t get used to it because this will be the one and only time,” Megan said, her eyes hard.  She uncapped the tube as Josh pulled off his trousers and stood in front of her in only his boxers.  She squeezed out a generous amount into her palm and then reached out, yanking down her step-brother’s undies.
 
                 
 
   Josh was hard and it wasn’t really much of a surprise to anyone.  As Megan was about to clasp his shaft with her cream laden hand Kyle stopped her with a warning glance.
 
                 
 
   “One part only and you might bear in mind that he is about to match you.  You might want to consider that over-zealousness might result in a predictable response,” Kyle warned her.  Megan nodded and then grabbed hold of Josh’s prick.
 
                 
 
   He stiffened as her fingers closed around him and began moving up and down.  Megan sank to her knees as she pumped his cock, smearing its entire length with the white cream.  The expression on Josh’s face was priceless as the cold heat of the muscle cream seeped into his cock.  
 
    
 
   But Megan didn’t stop rubbing.  She continued to pump him, her hand quickly changing the icy to hot and Josh’s cock began throbbing in her hand.  He moaned, his hips thrusting forward involuntarily as she masturbated him.  It wasn’t until Kyle tapped her on the shoulder that she stopped, standing up with a self-satisfied smirk on her face.
 
    
 
   Josh was clearly in an agonizing predicament.  His cock seemed to swell and it jerked spasmodically as he dealt with the flashes of cold and hot that seemed to burn his shaft.  A small amount of the cream had seeped in through the tip, burning into his urethra and he wanted nothing more than to run for the bathroom.  It was only grit that kept him in place, his chest heaving with deep breaths as he struggled to maintain his tough demeanor.
 
    
 
   Kyle looked at him in concern.  “You okay?” he asked.  Josh nodded.
 
    
 
   “Yeah, I’m alright” he replied, teeth clenched together.
 
    
 
   “Can you handle her application?”  Kyle asked.
 
                 
 
   Josh reached down to his cock and ran one finger through the film of cream that still coated his shaft.  A liberal amount was scooped up, all bunched together on the tip of his forefinger.  He stepped forward as Megan’s eyes widened and he followed her example, kneeling down in front of her.
 
                 
 
   “Better open up, Megan.”  Kyle said, a little irritated with the girl.  “You don’t want him just ramming that up in there.”
 
                 
 
   Megan’s look of surprise and concern was beautiful to Josh’s eyes and she immediately opened her legs, spreading them.  Her thighs trembled as his hand closed in and she couldn’t help jumping slightly as the cold cream was applied in one large glob to her distended clitoris.  Josh wasn’t cruel.  He removed his finger almost immediately, but Megan made the mistake of clamping her thighs shut almost as soon as Josh had taken his hand away.  Her movement caused the cream to smear against her thighs.  Her first step back to the table transferred the cream to the petals of her flower.  In moments, her entire crotch was on fire, burning with an external heat.
 
                 
 
   Like Josh she tried to stoically endure, bending down to make her next shot, but it went wide, the muscle cream clearly affecting her ability to concentrate.  Josh stepped up next.  He had discarded his boxers and stood naked from the waist down, his stiff cock bouncing up and down with each movement.  It was just as obvious that his discomfort continued as he too missed his next shot, leaving the table matched between the two players.
 
                 
 
   Megan was clearly in distress as she waddled back into position.  Beads of perspiration had appeared on her forehead and she was just as unsuccessful with her shot as Josh had been.  Kyle reasoned that the large amount of mucus membrane in contact with the muscle cream was the problem.  He was a fan of the cold and hot cream, but had only used it rarely.   Breanne was the real cream whore, often using it during her pool games as a lubricant – one with disastrous consequences.  Kyle had bought the extra large sized tube fully expecting that Breanne would be the one with the burning itch between her legs.
 
                 
 
   Josh seemed to be doing slightly better as he returned to the table.  To Megan’s horror he managed to sink two additional balls, leaving only three more including the black eight ball needed to win the game.  She swallowed hard as he approached her, the tube of muscle cream in his hand.
 
                 
 
   “Both nipples this time I think,” he said smartly.  A little dab on his finger yielded predictable results as Josh worked the white muscle cream into both turgid and raised nubs.  Megan couldn’t help closing her eyes as he circled each areola over and over until the white color disappeared.  Heat seemed to blossom in her breasts and Megan couldn’t help wincing as she returned to the table.  Every step was like fire racing through her, now joined with the tingling warmth of her nipples.  She swallowed, trying to concentrate as she leaned down for her next shot.
 
                 
 
   Another miss resulted in a frustrated sob and Josh stepped forward, seemingly oblivious to his own nudity and discomfort.  Megan suspected that the muscle cream’s heat was wearing off and she wondered why her own torment was still so pronounced.  She had no idea that her own movements and the desire to press her thighs together had worsened her torture.  Josh wasted no time in sending his last two balls into the pockets.  Before he made a go on the eight ball he looked up at Kyle. 
 
                 
 
   “Do I still get to put the cream on her if I win?”  He asked suddenly, after announcing the eight ball would go in the left corner pocket.
 
                 
 
   Megan shook her head.  “Absolutely not.  If you win, I’m going to get pussy whipped anyway!”
 
                 
 
   Kyle crossed his arms, ignoring Megan’s outburst.  “Hmmm…that’s a good question.  What do you think, Andy?”  Kyle turned and asked.
 
                 
 
   Andy shrugged.  “The original agreement was that every ball that went in resulted in the application of the muscle cream.  I think they need to stick to that regardless of who wins.  I think Josh should be allowed to cream her up for the two he’s sunk, and the eight ball if he gets it.”  Then Andy laughed.  “Of course, that’s presuming he’s going to sink the eight.”
 
                 
 
   “No way am I letting him do that!  Once the game is over the agreement is over.” said Megan hotly.  She glared at both Andy and Kyle.  She figured Kyle would side with Josh, but for Andy to do it?  She had just sucked and fucked him silly!  
 
                 
 
   Kyle shook his head.  “You never said that.  There were no specifics.  So you’re stuck.  Unless of course you are forfeiting right now, in which case you get the punishment for not putting your vibrator and plug back in, an extra one for not putting on the nipple clamps, and one for forfeiting the game.  That will bring you up to six punishments.”  Kyle said, raising his hands.  “Hey.  You’ll almost have caught up to Breanne!”
 
                 
 
   Megan slumped in defeat.  She should have known that this would be turned against her.  Mentally she kicked herself.  Why oh why did she accept the agreement?  Her clit burned as did the entire length of her pussy!  Even her nipples tingled in chemical response to her fiery loins.  Now Kyle was threatening her!  She almost broke down into a sob but decided she didn’t want Josh to see her crying.
 
                 
 
   Resolutely she turned back to look at the table.  She would accept the final applications of muscle cream.  Besides, where else could Josh possibly put it?  There was also still a chance he would miss the eight ball.  
 
                 
 
   “Are you going to forfeit?”  Kyle asked.
 
                 
 
   Megan shook her head.  “No.  I accept the terms of the agreement,” she said softly.  Josh grinned at Kyle and Andy who both smiled in return.  The teenage boy bent back down and smacked the eight ball across the table, directly into the left corner pocket.
 
                 
 
   Megan had expected it.  Even had he missed it would have meant an extended torment for her.  Instead she would be able to have it done all at once.  She picked up the tube of ointment before Kyle could reach for it and held it out to her step-brother.
 
                 
 
   “How do you want me?” she asked, the defeat in her voice readily detected.
 
                 
 
   Josh smiled.  “Bend over the table and spread your legs,” he ordered.
 
                 
 
   Megan shuddered.  Evidently she had been wrong as to where the next application of muscle cream would go and she closed her eyes as her breasts touched the green felt.  She opened her legs, feeling a cold waft momentarily turn the heat to ice.  Her clit didn’t just tingle, but burned as if it had been over-stimulated and then continuously fondled for hours.  She held her breath as she sensed Josh moving behind her.  She tensed, frightened for the first time, and then she felt the slightest touch of his finger directly on the small brown button of her anus.
 
                 
 
   She jumped, bottom clenching, but it was too late as she whipped around.  Josh had already taken a step back as the icy cold seared into her bottom.  She let out a strangled cry, clutching her butt cheeks as she danced around for a moment, her body trembling as the dollop of cream worked its way into and around her rear.  She hissed, partly in fury, put partly in agony and it wasn’t until Kyle grabbed her arm and pulled her back to the pool table that she began to get control of herself.
 
                 
 
   “I think you have two more applications to apply Josh,” Kyle said smartly.  “Where are you going to put them?”  
 
                 
 
   Josh still held the cream tube in his hand.  “I’m not sure.  Do you have any suggestions?”
 
                 
 
   Kyle looked thoughtful for a moment as Megan tried to twist in his grip.  He tightened his hold and then smiled.  “Well, you could go ahead and do both her breasts, not just the nipples.  Or you could do her ass cheeks.  But if you really want to have some fun, you can grab the vibrator, coat that, and then ram it in her pussy.  Then we can give her the first of four punishments she’s earned.
 
                 
 
   Josh’s eyes widened and he looked over at the girl he called step-sister.  Her eyes filled with tears and he could see her begging silently.  His mind churned over the possibilities.  Finally he decided to follow Kyle’s advice.  He went over to the vibrator which was still sitting next to the large black bag Kyle was keeping his sex toys in.  He picked up the hefty cock shaped object and began lubing it.
 
                 
 
   Kyle motioned to Andy and the two men picked up Megan and tossed her onto the pool table.  A quickly positioned blanked protected the green felt and Megan burst into tears, clearly dreading the coming torments.  Her entire body burned, from her breasts to her clit to her ass, and she couldn’t imagine it hurting more.  Josh arrived holding the vibrator, its white cream covered tip up in the air.  Kyle nodded in approval as Josh took his position.
 
                 
 
   Both Andy and Kyle had to hold her open.  Both men grabbed a wrist and ankle, tugging Megan into a more exposed position.  She squealed as the vibrator touched her slit, sliding in easily due to the creamy covering.  It disappeared with a soft squelch leaving the little black bottom sticking out from between her swollen petals.  Josh twisted the controls to maximum and Megan mewled, back arching.  Suddenly the pain became something else as her pussy reacted to the stimulation.  Her thighs trembled and Kyle went back to his bag, extracting a long thick leather sap.  It was the same tool he had used on Breanne earlier that day and Kyle held it up with the same expectations.
 
                 
 
   “Time to begin your punishment, Megan.”  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 10: Switching Out
 
    
 
                 
 
   Megan lifted her head, ignoring the still burning sensation throughout her body.  The intensity of the muscle cream was beginning to dissipate, but the buzzing of the vibrating dildo was steadily reigniting the sexual drive that had been so thoroughly ripped from her by the muscle cream.  Her thighs quivered and she pulled against the taut and strong grips of Andy and her step-brother, Josh, as if she would be able to escape the brutal punishment that was most certainly coming her way.
 
                 
 
   In fact, Kyle was holding the instrument of that punishment.  A cruel looking tawse was in his hand, black leather only seven or eight inches long.  Megan had no doubt where he was going to strike her, the open target between her spread legs so available.   Her hips bucked as she tried to prepare herself for the first blow, wondering how bad it was going to hurt.
 
                 
 
   Kyle swung, mostly from the wrist, bringing the leather sap through a full forty five degrees.  It impacted wetly, centered perfectly upon the swollen, red, and tenderized clit, the edges of the sap smashing down into the folds of her sex.  The crack of the stroke was loud, cutting through the air until it was drowned out by the teeth-clenched cry that escaped from Megan’s lips.  Her body bucked, back arching, her legs pushing violently out as her pussy exploded into pain that seemed to rush back up through her.  Her bottom lifted up off the table, the rounded mons of her sex rising up involuntarily, only to meet the sap a second time.  Her fingers clenched into fists as she let loose another cry.  Her body tried to crush the vibrator inside her, squeezing it over and over as Kyle smacked the leather tawse into her sex yet again. 
 
                 
 
   She broke free from Josh, yanking her leg and arm away from the teenage boy.  Rolling, she covered herself, moving into a small fetal ball as the men scrambled to hold her down.  Josh was able to grab her leg and pulled her toward him onto her back, yanking her knee outward as he reached for her arm.  Andy tugged her wide and Megan gasped as Kyle managed to land another painful stroke between her legs despite her thrashing.
 
                 
 
   Her hips seemed to jump off the table as Josh managed to get a hold of her arm again.  Her thighs trembled as she let out a keening wail, her pussy exploding in sensation.  Kyle smacked her again, lighter this time, resulting in a thrusting jiggle that had her soaked and filled pussy quivering.  
 
                 
 
   “What the hell?” a loud voice suddenly asked.  Megan looked up, opening her eyes to see her step-father standing at the doorway, one arm wrapped around a still naked Breanne.  Both of them looked freshly scrubbed.
 
                 
 
   Kyle straightened, looking over at Terry.  “We’re handling one of Megan’s punishments,” he said, the tone of his voice level.  Together Terry and Breanne approached as Megan relished the pause in her pussy whipping.  
 
                 
 
   Terry looked down on the spread teen, noticing the puckered nipples and swollen red sex.  The little wire spooling out of her soaked and leaking cunt seemed to reassure him and he nodded at Kyle.  “How many more strokes does she have left?” Terry asked.
 
                 
 
   Megan couldn’t believe her ears.  How could he support this?  Kyle grinned and held up four fingers.
 
                 
 
   “Just four more.  Then I thought I’d take her upstairs and get her cleaned up,” Kyle replied.
 
                 
 
   Terry nodded.  “I guess that works.  Will you leave Bre down here with us?”  
 
                 
 
   “Absolutely.  This will be a good opportunity to start HER punishments,” Kyle replied.  
 
                 
 
   Megan’s step-father grinned and motioned down at her.  “Then don’t let me stop you.  Finish up.”
 
                 
 
   She couldn’t help tensing as Kyle moved back between her legs, holding up the leather sap.  Megan felt Josh and Andy tighten their grips on her limbs and she held her breath as Kyle swung the sap.  Red heat exploded through her groin as it landed wetly, smashing down the petals of her sex.  Her hips bucked hard and she pulled against her captors.  The next two strokes followed almost immediately, sending Megan spiraling downward through a crimson haze of sexually tinged agony that seemed only to fuel the fires of her lust.  Kyle paused before delivering the last stroke, reaching out to cup her tender sex with his hand.
 
                 
 
   “I’ll let you choose who delivers the last stroke, Megan.  It can be anyone,” Kyle said softly.  Megan was trembling, her breath coming in short gasps as she processed his offer.  For a moment she almost said “just hit me, Kyle!” but then her eyes fell on Breanne.  The cool appraisal of the red-head spurred a hope in Megan’s heart.  As a woman, Breanne would be more understanding of what Megan was going through.  
 
                 
 
   “Breanne!  I want Breanne to do it,” Megan gasped.
 
                 
 
   Kyle’s eyebrow lifted and he took a deep breath.  He turned and handed the wet leather sap to Breanne who took it without comment.  Not a word was exchanged.
 
                 
 
   Bre stepped up between Megan’s legs, her bare breasts still showing the soft red marks of her earlier torment.  A pair of silver nipple clamps were still attached to each nub and the chain dangled as Breanne lifted the sap and brought it down directly on Megan’s clit.
 
                 
 
   The sound of the blow seemed to fill the room like the crack of lightening and Megan once more pulled loose from Josh’s grip.  Her cry filled the space after the crack and she managed to close herself as the brutal pain of Breanne’s stroke exploded up into her like a hot iron.  Breanne had hit her twice as hard as anything Kyle had done and the naked woman stood watching, still coldly appraising the teenage slut on the pool table with calculating eyes.
 
                 
 
   It took a moment for Megan to calm down.  Her body burned, her clit was on fire, and she couldn’t stop shaking.  Kyle reached out, wrapping protective arms around her, his lips whispering words of encouragement as he helped her into a sitting position.  Finally she found her breath and she looked up at Breanne with tears in her eyes.
 
                 
 
   “Why?  You’re a woman!” Megan asked, her voice cracking with strain.
 
                 
 
   Breanne shook her head.  “Exactly.  I know that what Kyle was doing to you didn’t really hurt.  It stung, it burned, but it was just making you wetter, making you want it more.  What I did was the punishment.  It really hurt.  I’m a woman, and I know what it’s like to be truly punished.”  She handed the sap to Kyle and moved back into the arms of Terry.  Her dark eyes stared right at Megan.
 
                 
 
   For a second Megan glared at Breanne but then realized that the beautiful red-head was right.  It wasn’t until the last stroke that Megan had truly reacted to the physical stimulation, rather than responding the way she THOUGHT she should.  Her pussy still tingled and she bit her lip in sudden understanding.  Kyle helped her off the pool table and she clung to him, not sure she would be able to stand without assistance.
 
                 
 
   Both Josh and Andy kept quiet as Terry reached out and patted Kyle on the shoulder.  “Take care of her, okay?”
 
                 
 
   Kyle grinned.  “I will.  Take care of Breanne for me?”  
              
 
   “Sure.  Any specifics?”
 
                 
 
   Kyle shrugged. “I’d recommend that the three of you each fuck her in a different hole, and between fuckings spank her ass, tits, and pussy.  But that’s just a suggestion.  Or if you want could always ask her to think up a punishment.”  
 
                 
 
   The expression on Terry’s face was more revealing than any words and he grinned.  “Not sure I can get it up again, but hey, if anyone can get me hard a second time it will be Breanne.”
 
                 
 
   “No kidding,” said Andy.  Even Josh looked pleased.  
 
                 
 
   Kyle helped Megan walk toward the door of the living room, the tiny brunette teen clinging to him in a mixture of exhaustion and strain.  He gave the other guys a thumbs up as he disappeared through the doorway.  Josh waved back a little and then they turned toward Breanne.
 
                 
 
   Bre stood stock still in the middle of the floor, still holding the leather sap.  Her incredible breasts, rounded buttocks, and wide hips still bore the various marks and welts of her earlier wagers and punishments.  Each nipple was delicately crushed by the silver clamps that held the silver chain connecting her breasts.  Her long legs were perfectly sculpted, calves hard due to the high heel shoes that were the only article of clothing she was wearing.
 
                 
 
   It was Andy who spoke first.  “Got an idea.”  He went over to the pile of supplies that Josh and Kyle had brought up from the garage and he pulled out the long length of rope.  It was easily twenty or so feet and he uncoiled it, pulling it across the length of the living room, right past Breanne’s outstretched feet.  She watched in polite interest, wondering what her next torment would be.
 
                 
 
   It was Terry who figured out what Andy wanted to do first and he grinned in pleasure as he moved to the opposite end of the rope.  When Andy finished stretching the hemp he picked up the end.
 
                 
 
   “Breanne, please step over the rope so that it’s between your legs.  Josh?  Would you mind grabbing that sap?”  Josh reached out and took Breanne’s leather paddle as the auburn haired beauty nodded and complied with Andy’s order, lifting her left leg and straddling the line still lying on the ground.  Terry picked up his end and suddenly the whole thing lifted up, smacking lightly into Breanne’s sex.  Bre jumped as it touched her and she spread her legs a little wider.  Then she lifted her hands to the back of her head.  She hadn’t been ordered to, but it just felt right.  She closed her eyes and let out a little moan as the rough and coarse rope rubbed at her sex.
 
                 
 
   Slowly, Andy began to move the rope.  He not only pulled it upward, guaranteeing that the rope would remain in contact with the tender petals of Breanne’s pussy, but toward his body, literally tugging the rope through Breanne’s sex.  She gasped in astonishment, rocking forward, taking a single step in order to preserve her balance.  Andy grinned, but stopped at approximately four feet, glancing around Breanne’s naked form to nod at Terry.  Terry duplicated Andy’s pull, bringing the same four feet of semi-sex-soaked hemp back through Breanne’s split legs.  This time Breanne let out a sharp cry as her clit was snagged and abraded by the cord.
 
                 
 
   They began sawing, moving back and forth, picking up speed, and alternating with quick drops and jerks of the rope, so that it smacked repeatedly into Breanne’s crotch.  Thick red scratch marks appeared on the insides of her thighs and it wasn’t long before she was trying to go up on tip toe, hissing as the thick twine continued to torment her swollen flower.
 
                 
 
   “Pull it tight, Terry.”  Andy suddenly said, wrapping one end of the rope around his waist.  Terry nodded and followed suit, creating a taut line that dipped down where it ran under Breanne.  Breanne hissed again and tried to lift herself up but was unable to disengage from the rope.
 
                 
 
   “Okay Breanne.  I want you to walk backwards all the way to Terry.  Keep your hands behind your head.”  Andy looked at Josh who was leaning up against the pool table watching, his hands idly playing with the leather sap that had so recently tormented his step-sister.
 
                 
 
   “Josh, would you mind motivating Breanne?  I think a few judicious strokes to her ass and above her pussy would get her moving.”
 
                 
 
   Josh grinned and took a step forward toward the naked girl who was already taking tiny steps backwards.  She looked at him with an expression of concern, but not of fear and he aimed the paddle for the soft little pad of flesh directly above her clit.  The rope was in the way, so the stroke was short, impacting with an audible snick of leather and flesh.  Breanne jumped as it landed, moving a full six or so inches down the cord.  She groaned again, trembling as her body dealt with the rope sliding through her labia, striking her clit, and Josh couldn’t help giving her another motivational smack.  Another six inches slid through her sex and Breanne’s chest began rising with sharp breaths as she dealt with the mixture of sexual stimulation and pain.
 
                 
 
   It took four more strokes of the sap before she bumped into Terry.  Already her crotch was turning scarlet, her normally white thighs crisscrossed with rope burn.  Her pussy was an even darker shade, the soft and tender petals ravaged by the friction of her movement across the cord.   She gasped when she got to her assigned target, leaning back against the large man.  Terry grinned and wrapped one arm around her waist, his hand coming up to snag one finger on the dangling chain between Breanne’s breasts.  He tugged softly, repeatedly, causing Breanne to jerk spasmodically, eyes closed.
 
                 
 
   “Okay Bre.  You’re punishment is almost over” Andy said with a smile.  “Now I want you to walk to me.  Josh, you paddle her ass now until she gets here.”  
 
                 
 
   Breanne nodded, trembling.  Her hips were thrusting in an awkward but perverted display as she took her first tentative step.  Both Andy and Josh could see how difficult it was for her, how much discomfort she was enduring.  Josh hesitated for a moment, unwilling to bring more pain to the incredibly beautiful girl in front of him.
 
                 
 
   “Josh?  Motivation?”   Terry reminded his son.  Josh looked up at his dad and then nodded, swinging the sap with a half hearted stroke.  Breanne jerked slightly, but didn’t move any further down the rope from Josh’s spank.  She took another step of her own volition, but the pain of the movement flashed clearly across her face.  Josh hit her again, a little harder and she took another step, a few more inches of rope sawing through her sex. On and on it went, tiny steps punctuated with a sharp stroke of the sap, followed by a few tiny steps.  Tears filled Breanne’s eyes and her breathing began to come sharp and fast.  It took a full five minutes for her to traverse the full fifteen or so feet and when she was with an inch of Andy’s hand he dropped the rope and grabbed Breanne, pulling her to him in a tight embrace, his mouth finding hers.
 
                 
 
   Terry dropped the rope and chuckled slightly as Breanne melted into Andy’s embrace.  The blond man picked her up, literally carrying her to the opposite side of the room, laying her gently down upon the soft run in front of the couch and fireplace.  He unbuckled his pants, dropping them, and the pulled his gray boxers down.  Josh turned away in embarrassment as Andy’s cock sprang to life.  Andy knelt down between Breanne’s outstretched legs and positioned himself at her opening.  It was soaked, swollen, and incredibly tender, the soft flesh of her sex appearing as if someone had taken a bristle brush to it.  He plunged in, encasing his member in Breanne’s heat and he began pumping, inspired to hammer strength thrusts due to Bre’s whimpering moans.  
 
                 
 
   For Breanne, it was exactly what she needed.  The pain of her punishment faded to heat, to be replaced by the thick penetration of Andy’s cock.  Every plunge ignited a new twinge of ache which quickly combined with her body’s sexual tension.  Soon she was wrapping her arms around him, pulling him to her as he thrust into her.  His teeth found the chain between her breasts and he tugged on it, sending even more sparks of hurt through her.  Those sparks acted like a catalyst and it spiraled through her, changing into a powerful hunger.  Breanne cried out, hands clenching around Andy, holding him, pulling him toward her.  Her heels thumped against the carpet and she tilted her head back, letting out a mixed cry of pleasure and agony that roused Andy to the very heights of sexual ecstasy.  
 
    
 
   She grit her teeth when she felt him cum, exploding inside her with a powerful surge.  His cock hardened into granite and he gasped, groaning, his brow furrowed with physical strain as he experienced orgasm.  She felt him softening and wailed in frustration, pumping her hips furiously in an effort to match his explosion before he wilted within her.  Andy softened too rapidly however and she gasped, throwing her arms wide in the agony of denial.
 
                 
 
   Andy rolled off her, dazed by the intensity of his explosion, was totally unaware of how close she was.  Both Terry and Josh watched as Breanne moved one hand down between her legs, clearly about to finish herself.  Terry looked at his son.
 
                 
 
   “Get over there and fuck her!” he ordered Josh.
 
                 
 
   Josh’s eyes widened.  “What?” he asked, clearly astonished.
 
                 
 
   “Can’t you see she’s not done?  Get your cock in her now!” Terry said urgently, pushing Josh over toward the splayed and desperate girl.
 
                 
 
   Josh fumbled with his pants as Breanne glanced over at Terry with a grateful look.  It only took a few seconds for Josh to get out of his pants and then he was down between Breanne’s legs, taking Andy’s place.  He moved in for sloppy seconds, unaware of the negative connotations behind such an act, only aware that a beautiful naked woman was desperate for him, wanting him, needing him.  He drove his shaft in, bringing a look of pain and pleasure back to her face.
 
                 
 
   Bre gasped, clutching Josh to her.  Her own need had receded slightly with Andy’s withdrawal from the playing field, but Josh’s intercession had fanned the flames of her lust and she was quickly back to her previous level, hovering just beneath the necessary stimulation to cum.  She reached up to her chest and grabbed the chain between her breasts and tugged on it, pulling and twisting the steel links until her nipples were distended, clamps literally twisting the delicate nubs in a circle.  She could feel the friction of Josh’s pubic hair scraping against her tender clit and the combination of pain from her breasts and the strong fucking she was receiving finally took her over the edge.
 
                 
 
   She screamed through her orgasm, hands at her breasts, fingers tight around the breast chain.  Her legs were wrapped around Josh, holding him in as a series of spasms shook her, muscles tightening against the teenage boy in a vice grip.  He groaned as his cock was squeezed and he realized that he couldn’t even thrust against her grip.  Her face took on expression that astonished Josh, a look of pleasure and pain that was uniquely sexual.  And then she let out a soft tiny cry and passed out.
 
                 
 
   Josh looked at her in alarm.  “Breanne? Bre?”
 
                 
 
   Terry was there in a flash, kneeling down next to the still connected couple.  He touched her forehead for a moment and then grinned.  “The orgasm was too strong for her.  She passed out.  Keep going Josh.  Finish.  She would want you too.”
 
                 
 
   His father’s words were enough to move Josh.  He began pumping wildly, wetly, the limp and unresponsive body beneath him.  He straddled her, pushing her legs together beneath his knees and he reached up and removed the nipple clamps, tossing them aside as he bent down to suck and kiss her breasts.  He came moments later, just as Breanne was starting to move again.  She let out another soft moan as he spurted in her well, filling her with his cream.  He collapsed on top of her just as she reached up and wrapped her arms around him.
 
                 
 
   Andy had rolled into a sitting position and had leaned back against the side of the couch to watch.  “Geeze, I must be getting old. I had to let the kid finish her off for me.”  
 
                 
 
   Terry chuckled.  “Hey, remember she’s a sex slave, Andy.  It was your pleasure that was important.  You got what you needed.  If Josh hadn’t been so horny, she would have just had to endure.  More torment.  It would have been fine.  As it was, Breanne got lucky Josh needed another good fucking.”
 
                 
 
   Andy nodded and rose, grabbing his boxers and pulling them back into place.  “She was a pretty good fuck,” he said.  Terry grinned, nodding in agreement.
 
                 
 
   “She is indeed.”
 
                 
 
   “So what do you think Kyle is doing with Megan?” Andy asked, looking over at Terry.  The big man’s face darkened a bit, flushing with color.
 
                 
 
   “I guess a shower and another fucking.  I suppose if she is going to be a slut, it would be better to be with a responsible guy I know.”
 
                 
 
   Andy pulled his pants up and buckled his belt.  “Dude, I feel for you.”
 
                 
 
   Terry looked over at him.  “Did you fuck her?”
 
                 
 
   Andy paused for a moment and then nodded.  “Yeah.  She’s a good lay and she knows how to suck cock.”
 
                 
 
   Terry sighed.  “Yeah, that’s something to put on the resume.”
 
                 
 
   “Dude, she’s a fine piece of ass, a lot like her mother.  You might consider…” Andy’s voice trailed off as Terry shook his head.
 
                 
 
   “She is my step-daughter, Andy.  I just can’t. Not for any reason.  I can overlook her behavior and allow you and Kyle to do it with her, if she’s willing.  But there is just no way I could myself.  How would I look at my wife in the morning?”
 
                 
 
   Andy reached out and clapped a hand to his friend’s back.  “You know, I think I respect you even more for that.  You are an honorable man.”  Terry smiled ruefully.
 
                 
 
   Both men watched as Josh and Breanne began to untangle themselves, slowly sitting up and then standing.  Breanne was still dazed, clearly stunned from the intensity of her orgasm and both Terry and Josh helped her to the couch where she slumped down.  Terry pushed Josh down next to her, letting his son wrap his arms around the exhausted girl.  Breanne snuggled up against the boy and was soon fast asleep.
 
                 
 
   Andy looked at Terry.  “Up for another round of pool?”
 
                 
 
   Terry laughed.  “At least until Kyle comes down.  You’re on.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 11: Breakfast Revelations
 
    
 
   Breanne blinked as a small ray of sunshine penetrated through the blinds into the darkness of the room.  For a moment she was disorientated, but it only took a second for her to remember where she was, and more importantly, the name of the man lying next to her.  She stretched, disentangling her bare legs from between his, feeling their naked bodies touch.  Slowly, she crawled out of bed, standing in Kyle’s room while her sleeping companion dozed on.
 
                 
 
   Slowly her mind went back to the previous night, remembering the final torment inflicted by Kyle’s friends Andy and Terry, along with that incredibly awesome orgasm she had experienced after being screwed silly by both Andy and Terry’s son Josh.  She had ended up falling asleep wrapped around the teenage boy, and it wasn’t until a freshly showered Kyle had gently roused her that she realized how intense the evening had been.  Kyle had decided right then to head home, though her had marched her naked back out to his car, rather than have her dress.  Breanne hadn’t seen Megan either, and figured that Terry’s teenage step-daughter had been put to bed, just as exhausted as Bre.
 
                 
 
   A quick trip to the bathroom revealed a few brand new welts and bruises forming on her skin, the results of an entire day of punishment, but mostly from last night’s entertainment.  She brushed her teeth with her very own toothbrush, one of the few personal items she had brought with her to Chicago.  Feeling somewhat human, she washed her face and ran one of Kyle’s combs through her long red hair, then returned to the bedroom.
 
                 
 
   For a moment she considered her options.  Should she wake him up?  What if that displeased him?  Finally she made her decision and pulled back the covers, slipping back into the warm comfort of his bed.  She snuggled up next to him, slipping her naked smooth skin down his body.  There was only a slight murmur as she disappeared under the covers and softly took his cock into her hands.
 
                 
 
   She began with a series of soft strokes that eventually led the way to an open mouth and a darting tongue.  Kyle moaned, rousing slightly and Breanne began suckling, working her tongue up and down the length of his shaft.  It began to harden inside her mouth and soon she was bobbing her head up and down his cock, rather than just circling it with her tongue.  
 
                 
 
   Kyle was beginning to wake and a soft hand touched her shoulder, stroking downward toward her hip.  She continued to work his cock as his fingers found her thigh and pulled the curvaceous bottom upward toward the top of the bed.  Breanne moved, compliant with his testing fingers, even lifting her leg over his body, straddling him as he pulled her hips forward.  She tried to concentrate on his cock, but when his tongue darted into the folds of her sex, she quivered, trembling as his mouth found her clit, working it violently back and forth.
 
                 
 
   It was her undoing, and while she tried desperately to focus on Kyle’s cock, her lover’s tongue broke the orgasmic barrier first, causing her to let out a small cry of satisfaction and quake in his grasp.  Immediately after her wave of orgasmic wave she went back to sucking, only to have him throw her off to the side with a laugh.  She looked up in surprise as he rose above her, a large grin on his face.
 
                 
 
   “So, sucking me in the morning without permission?  That’s earned you another punishment,” he said, eyes glittering.
 
                 
 
   Breanne still had trouble figuring out whether he was being serious or not.  She bowed her head slightly and bit her lip.  “I’m sorry Master Kyle.  I just thought…”
 
                 
 
   He suddenly leaned down and kissed her soundly on the lips.  “I applaud your proactive nature Bre.  It’s given me another opportunity to punish you,” he whispered in her ear.  Breanne chuckled slightly and wrapped her arms around him, pulling his face down to her breasts.
 
                 
 
   “You don’t need a reason, Master Kyle.  You can punish me all you want, whenever you want, however you want,” her words slightly breathless.
 
                 
 
   Kyle grinned and grabbed her wrist, flipping her over.  His hand lightly smacked her bottom a few times, eliciting giggles rather than cries and then he was on top of her, penetrating her pussy with his thick cock, driving deep into her wet well with vigorous strokes.  Breanne sighed, content with the ravishment, enjoying the feeling of his solid granite pumping in and out.  It took Kyle only a few moments before he gasped and quivered atop her, sending ribbons of white goo streaming into her sex.
 
                 
 
   With a cry of release he collapsed onto her body, crushing her into the yielding pillows.  Breanne felt his weight, enjoying it, wanting him to stay on top of her, but he cuddled her for only a moment before disappearing into the bathroom.  Breanne, without any specific instructions, remained face down on the bed, wishing she could have another orgasm.  But she didn’t dare touch herself as she heard the toilet flush and then the door opened again and Kyle came out, reaching for her.  He pulled her to her feet and gave her a tender kiss.  
 
                 
 
   “Let’s take a quick shower and then I’ll whip us up some pancakes for breakfast.  Do you like pancakes?” he asked.  Breanne nodded, her eyes sparkling.  
 
                 
 
   “I love them!” she replied, suddenly aware of her rumbling stomach.  Dinner had been a sparse affair the night before: hurried snacks between lots of cock.  While she didn’t mind, she was looking forward to breakfast.
 
                 
 
   Together they went into the bathroom and Breanne enjoyed the size and feel of Kyle’s overlarge shower stall.  It even had two heads, a small hand sprayer that Kyle directed at her, while he fit his larger frame under the regular head.  There was a lot of playful touches and she did her duty, completely washing him from head to toe, adding a lot of extra kisses, fondles, strokes, and even another quick blowjob that got him erect and ready, even though he claimed to need a bit more time before climaxing a second time that morning.  
 
                 
 
   She had started the process of washing her own body, but Kyle had intervened, taking the soapy poof from her hand and stroking her lithe form, spreading bubbles across her skin.  At one point he even made her hold on to the shower head above her, stretching out and standing on tip toes.  But his caressing wash only made her want more.  She moaned as his fingers slipped in and through her sex, but either he was oblivious to her needs or was deliberately ignoring them.  Breanne didn’t beg, or say anything.  It was his place to do anything he wanted to her and it was the place of the slave to accept it.
 
                 
 
   When he was finished she could easily have brought herself to climax within a minute of self-masturbation.  Instead she bit her lip and quietly calmed herself as they dried off.  She was handed a paddle brush and she quickly ran it through her wet hair, concentrating on her auburn locks while Kyle quickly prepared for the day.  A quick shave, a little antiperspirant, and a cursory comb through the hair enabled her paramour and master to head out into the master bedroom.  Breanne continued to work at her hair as the sounds of him dressing filtered into the bathroom.
 
                 
 
   When he reappeared he was wearing jeans and a tee shirt, clearly with no intent on fucking her again for a while.  Breanne sighed and finished with her hair, only to have Kyle take the brush from her fingers.  There is something sensual about a man combing a woman’s hair, and for Breanne, Kyle’s gentle ministrations did nothing to calm her libido.
 
                 
 
   “Now bend over.  Put your arms on the vanity.”  Kyle said softly.  Breanne’s heart thumped as she followed his command immediately.  Her mind pictured his hard cock entering her from behind.  Or maybe he was going to fuck her rear?  Sexual need exploded back through her and she was instantly wet, the muscles of her pussy tightening as if surrounding cock. She waited, eyes closed.
 
                 
 
   But it was the brush and not the cock she felt.  Kyle swung the flat-backed hair accessory against her buttocks, smacking her much harder than the playful spanks he had given her earlier.  Bre gasped, fingers clenching as she sucked in a breath.  Another stroke had forced her back to arch and her entire body to go up on tip toes.  He swung again, a loud cracking sound filling the room as the brush landed with incredible force, literally driving her forward so her breasts banged painfully against the edge of the vanity.
 
                 
 
   Breanne was near tears, feeling the blistering heat of the spanking.  He continued to hit her bottom, moving from side to side without warning.  Sometimes he layered spanks, turning soft flesh scarlet as the back of the paddle landed solidly on her bottom.  Soon she was groaning, and then keening, as the torrent of torment blistered her butt.  Her fingers turned white and just as she thought she would break, tears streaming down her cheeks, he stopped, dropping the brush.  His fingers gently stroked her back and rear end, calming her as a few tears rolled down her cheeks.
 
                               
 
   The heat from her spanking had totally overwhelmed the heat of her need and as his arms wrapped around her, cupping her breasts and pulling her upright, she felt his hard cock through his jeans.  She wondered if he would take her and she tilted her head as she felt his lips on her neck, leaning back into his arms, totally forgiving and totally willing.
 
                                             
 
   “You hungry yet?  Want some pancakes?” he asked, still nuzzling her.  It didn’t help that his thumbs and forefingers were rubbing her nipples.
 
                 
 
   Breanne’s needs caused her to be a little careless in her response. “I’m hungry for your cock, Master Kyle.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle laughed, letting go of her and taking a step back, knowing that orgasm denial was not a torment Breanne handled well.  In fact, it was one of the few tortures Breanne had confessed to hating during so many of their online conversations.  Her ideal was constant use and had even confessed to frequently keeping sex toys inside her for long periods of time, masturbating and cumming as often as possible.  Kyle knew she was on edge but wanted to keep her there until after breakfast.  He had plans for the day.
 
                 
 
   He leaned forward and gave her a soft kiss on the mouth and then pulled her out of the bathroom.  Obediently she followed him out of the master suite and into the small kitchen.  A box of pancake mix, eggs, milk, and a bottle of real maple syrup stood on the counter and Kyle opened a drawer and pulled out an apron. 
 
                 
 
   “Better put this on. I don’t want your front getting as toasted as your back side.”  He held out the apron and Breanne ducked her head as he slipped it on.  It was a little big and almost immediately her breasts fell out of the apron, eliciting a laugh from Kyle.  Breanne tied the apron behind her, knowing that her entire cooked and pink colored bottom was totally visible.
 
                 
 
   “Oh that’s perfect.  Just keep it like that.  Now, what else do you need for cooking?  Oh yeah!”  He leaned over to the bar and picked up a small box.  Opening it, Kyle removed to small latex covered balls and Breanne tried hard to keep her face emotionless.  The last thing she wanted was to seem weak in Kyle’s eyes.  But inside she quaked.  Ben wa balls were nothing new to her, and she wore them frequently, but in her current state of sexual arousal, where the juices from her pussy were already trickling down her thighs, the last thing she needed was to try and cook while the soft torment of the balls rolled around inside her.
 
                 
 
   Kyle pushed her over, putting her back in the same position she had endured in the bathroom, except this time he kicked her feet apart.  Trembling, she braced herself as first one then the other ben wa ball was slipped into her gaping and ready hole.  Kyle pushed them deep, causing her to shudder as his knuckle struck her clit.  Then he reignited the fire in her ass by patting her on the buttocks with both hands.
 
                 
 
   “There we go.  Let’s make pancakes.”
 
                 
 
   For Breanne every step was sexual agony.  There was no pain, only the lingering heat of her spanking, which itself was fading fast.  The agony she was experiencing was the need that threatened to overwhelm her.  It was rare for her to be this desperate and she had been known to be a “bad” girl while in this state, just to get fucked or punished.  But Kyle kept her busy, first mixing up the pancake batter and then setting the table.  This last task was almost too much for her, since it involved taking plates and forks and knives to the long dining room table on the other side of the bar and required her to walk back and forth.  Worse, Kyle gave her the place settings one piece at a time.  A task that should have required two or three trips ended up taking around fourteen as she put butter and jam on the table.
 
                 
 
   The small of frying sausage links filled the kitchen as round cake after round cake was flipped off Kyle’s small griddle.  A small blue stoneware pitcher was filled with the syrup and then quickly heated to piping hot temperatures in the microwave.  Kyle moved the sausage and pancakes to serving plates and took them out to the dining room.
 
                 
 
   He looked at the table curiously for a moment as he put down the pancakes and sausage.  Breanne looked at him expectantly, not for a moment planning on sitting before him.  She was hungry, and the smell of the breakfast food almost overcame the sexual needs she was feeling.  She wished she could do both.
 
                 
 
   Kyle suddenly walked away into the living room, leaving Breanne breathing the warm sweet scent of the syrup as it wafted its way to her nose.  She watched him as he opened his covered ottoman and extracted the same ropes he had used to bind her to the soft square the day before, when he had delivered a brutal whipping to her tits and pussy.
 
   But now he brought them back to the table and Breanne’s heart thumped as he picked up her place setting and put it on the bar, clearly intending it not to be used.  Kyle pushed all of the breakfast food and condiments to one side of the table and then held out a hand to his slave girl.
 
                 
 
   “Get up on the table Breanne.  Lay on your back.  And I don’t think I need to tell you to spread your legs, right?”
 
                 
 
   Breanne shook her head. “No Master Kyle. I will spread myself for you.”  Turning around, she sat down on the cool wood top, putting her weight on the large dining room table.  Carefully, so as not to disturb the other items scattered around she moved to the center and spread her arms and legs until she was spread-eagled. Juice leaked from between her legs as the position excited her.  As hungry as she was, she wanted a fucking more.  Kyle wasted no time, grabbing her hips and tugging her down toward one end so that her knees were right at the edge.  He disappeared under the table and she felt him wrapping the soft nylon cord around her ankles and then he reappeared at the opposite end, pulling her legs tight, bent at the knee, and spread to the far sides of the table.  The ends of each rope were wrapped around her wrists and she could tell that her own feet kept her arms pulled upward.
 
                 
 
   “Well as far as table centerpieces go, you’re one of the best,” Kyle said.  He picked up his own place setting and moved it up to Breanne’s side.  “Oh.  I guess we need to get those ben wa balls out of you.”  
 
                 
 
   He leaned over her and she moaned as his finger delved into her slit, slipping around inside her until he was finally able to grasp the small strand of looped string that enabled one to pull out the sex toy.  He dropped the ben wa balls with a clatter on the table, ignoring the pooling sex juices.  Then he reached for the pancakes and sausage, and placed heaping amounts of both on his plate.
 
                 
 
   The scent of the food was almost as much torment for Breanne as Kyle’s sexual harassment.  She wanted cock, and pancake, in that order, and she would gladly have accepted sausage from either the plate or Kyle’s pants.  As soon as Kyle’s plate was full he stabbed two more hot cakes from the serving plate and dumped them on Breanne’s bosom, one for each breast.
 
                 
 
   Bre arched her back as the heat suffused her soft mounds.  Her nipples contracted and she couldn’t help squirming.  Then Kyle was lifting the syrup pitcher and he held it up over her body.  She lifted her head, watching it, and then almost cried out in objection as he tipped it over right above her pussy.
 
                 
 
   It wasn’t any worse than hot wax, but it caused her to pull tightly on her bonds and only the odd splay of her hips and legs kept her from bucking and knocking the pancakes off her breasts.  Heat, just as bad as that morning’s spanking, flooded through her pussy and she felt the gooey hot syrup literally seep into her slit.  It pooled beneath her as well, sticky and hot, touching the button of her bottom as her hips rocked and her heels thumped against the underside of the table.
 
                 
 
   Kyle poured a bit of syrup on his own plate and then picked up a knife and fork.  Using the fork, he stabbed the pancake on Breanne’s left breast and she could feel the tines pricking her skin.  The knife was a butter knife, and wouldn’t have been able to break skin, but she felt him slicing the pancake, making sure to make every cut so that the slightly rough edge of the butter knife would graze her nipple.  A small piece was extracted and he picked it up with the fork.  Then Breanne felt him dabbing the piece against her clit, sopping up some of the syrup.  It was like sexual lightening and she couldn’t help thrusting upward, trying to get more stimulation from the small bite.
 
                 
 
   Kyle brought it up to her mouth and Breanne ate it quickly, sweetness exploding in her mouth like a man’s orgasm.  She didn’t really need to chew it, since the cake was so soft, and she took her time, enjoying the taste of the pancake as Kyle prepared a second piece.
 
                 
 
   It took almost a full five minutes to eat her first pancake, especially since Kyle took moments to have a bit for himself.  But slowly, he fed her, bite by bite.  After the first pancake, he took one of the sausages and pushed in deep into her pussy, letting it marinate in both her sex juice and the syrup.  A second pour of maple sap on her clit elicited the appropriate cries and Breanne was soon eating the sausage, liberally seasoned with her own sauce.
 
                 
 
   To Breanne’s surprise, Kyle too was dipping his own forkfuls into her sticky slit, seeming to enjoy the taste as well as Breanne’s sexual tension as he frequently prodded, stroked, and teased her swollen clit.  He added more syrup to her pussy, using a pancake laden fork to literally hold her vagina open so that the sweet maple goodness could seep deep into her body.  
 
                 
 
   It took a while, but Breanne was able to slowly quell one of the monsters gnawing at her desires.  Four pancakes and a few sausages later found her stomach quieting and she only needed a strong fucking to round out the breakfast.  Kyle was putting more into his own mouth than hers, but continued to dip every little piece into the syrup coated and filled pussy near him.
 
                 
 
   When the doorbell rang Breanne stiffened.  Even Kyle looked surprised and he put down his fork with a polite smile.  “Excuse me. I’m not expecting anyone,” he told her, bending down to give her a quick kiss on the forehead.
 
                 
 
   Bre nodded as he left her bound to the table and she tried to relax.  She heard the sound of the front door open, a surprised greeting from Kyle, and a soft but muted voice that she couldn’t recognize or understand.  Then she heard Kyle speaking clearly as the door shut.
 
                 
 
   “Sure.  Come on in.  You can join us for breakfast.  We’re almost finished but we can rustle you up a spot.”  
 
                 
 
   Breanne tilted her head, trying desperately to see who Kyle was letting into the dining room, turning scarlet at the thought of meeting another of Kyle’s friends in this undignified position.  But the fresh scrubbed young face of Megan appeared in the doorway, eyes widening in shock, mouth open in a soundless “oh!”
 
                 
 
   “Look who dropped by, Bre!” Kyle exclaimed.  “Megan said she needed to talk to you and I invited her in for breakfast.”  Kyle grinned, his face beaming.  “Here Megan, you sit here and I’ll get you some pancakes.”  He pushed the young girl to the chair directly between Breanne’s outstretched legs, putting her within inches of Breanne’s sticky gaping pussy.  Megan obediently took her seat, her hands unconsciously smoothing the white mini skirt and tee shirt she was wearing.  Her rubber soled athletic shoes seemed to squeak on the tile floor and she sat there, staring at Breanne’s crotch.
 
                 
 
   “Here.”  Kyle said, laying two large cakes directly atop Breanne’s shaved but still sticky pubis.  “Here’s a fork and knife.  Oh yeah, and you probably want some more syrup.”  He picked up the small pitcher and poured a liberal amount on top of the pancakes, the overflow leaking down onto Breanne’s skin and then flowing down the bare petals of her flower.
 
                 
 
   Megan just sat there, too shocked to do anything.  Kyle gave her a teasing look.
 
                 
 
   “What’s the matter?” he asked.  Her astonished eyes told him everything he needed to know but he decided to hammer her hard instead.  He stabbed a sausage and held it up.
 
                 
 
   “Oh!  You want sausage too!  Okay!”  Then he lowered it down and pushed it up into Breanne’s syrup coated hole.
 
                 
 
   “Oh my God!”  Megan blurted out!  “What are you doing to her?” she demanded, looking somewhat horrified.  Kyle ignored Megan’s outburst and picked up his fork and knife.  With a patient sawing motion that clearly pushed against Breanne’s clit, he cut a pancake, dipped it in the syrup coating Breanne’s petals, and then lifted it to Megan’s mouth.
 
                 
 
   “Eat it Megan. You tasted her last night so this is just one more little fun adventure.  Do it,” he ordered.  With only a moment’s hesitation Megan opened her mouth and accepted the Breanne seasoned bite.  Chewing slowly she soon accepted another piece.  Kyle practically spoon fed her until he extracted the sausage, dragging it up over Breanne’s exposed clit, and then handed Megan the fork.  To the young girl’s credit, she ate it willingly, even closing her eyes as she tasted the sweet syrup combined with the musky flavor of Breanne’s sexual need.
 
                 
 
   “So what did you need to talk about, Megan?” Kyle asked, sitting back down at his original place.  He stabbed another pancake and deposited it on Breanne’s left breast, eliciting another startled look from the brunette teenager.  
 
                 
 
   “Um…well I was hoping to talk to Breanne actually,” Megan replied, her voice a little tentative.
 
                 
 
   Kyle gave her a warm smile.  “About what happened last night?” he asked.
 
                 
 
   Megan blushed and nodded, and began picking at the remnants of her pancake delicately positioned above Breanne’s clit.  
 
                 
 
   “Well the most important thing to ask, is did you have fun?” Kyle queried, punctuating his words with his fork.  He reached for the pitcher of syrup and poured some over Breanne’s breasts and stomach, dipping his pancake into the pooling syrup.
 
                 
 
   “I think so,”  Megan answered cautiously.
 
                 
 
   “Master, that’s the wrong question,” Breanne suddenly said.  Megan jumped slightly.  She hadn’t expected Breanne to say anything considering the position she was in.
 
                 
 
   “It is?” Kyle asked, a little surprised.  He dabbed another mouthful of pancake against Breanne’s syrup covered nipple, eliciting another little moan.  “Then what is the right question, Bre?”
 
                 
 
   “Did you cum?” Breanne said, her tone expressing her assurance.  “How many times did you orgasm?”
 
                 
 
   Megan blushed again, nodding.   
 
                 
 
   Kyle gave Breanne a skeptical look and swallowed his bit of pancake.  “So it’s not about having fun?”
 
                 
 
   Breanne shook her head.  “No sir.  I like the things you do to me because they make me cum sir, hard.  But a lot of them scare me, or embarrass me, and are NOT fun, but they make me cum, Master Kyle.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle thought about that for a moment.  “So if I asked you what you do for fun, you’d say?”
 
                 
 
   “I like riding horses, discussing politics, going hiking, playing piano, cooking, reading, having sex, lots of things.”  Breanne answered, hissing slightly through her teeth.  It didn’t help that Megan was rubbing a piece of pancake back and forth across the auburn haired girl’s clit.
 
                 
 
   “So what makes you cum?” Kyle asked.  He reached out and turned Breanne’s head so he could look into her eyes.
 
                 
 
   She didn’t hesitate a second.  “Submitting to you sir.  Doing what you tell me; begging you to torture me, to hurt me, to use me, to fuck me, to abuse me, sir.  Spank me, whip me, fill me, anything sir.”  Her litany was delivered breathlessly, almost like a prayer.
 
                 
 
   Ignoring Megan, Kyle stood up and leaned over Breanne, his lips close to hers.
 
    
 
    “Breanne, did you cum last night?”
 
                 
 
   She nodded, looking up into his eyes with a look that couldn’t be mistaken.  “So many times sir, that I lost count”.
 
                 
 
   Then Kyle was kissing her, deeply, passionately, and she felt his tongue touch hers and they were lost in a kiss.  Then suddenly Breanne felt a cold strong penetration between her legs and she gasped, breaking the kiss.  Kyle looked up to see Megan working the handle of her butter knife in and out of Breanne’s pussy.  He gave her a frown.
 
                 
 
   “Sorry.  Couldn’t resist,” she murmured, putting the knife down..  Kyle returned to his seat and leaned back.
 
                 
 
   “So, Megan, I guess the appropriate question is ‘did you cum last night’?”  
 
                 
 
   Once again Megan blushed.   Her barely perceptible nod answered the question, but it wasn’t good enough for Kyle.
 
                 
 
   “Answer me!” he demanded loudly.
 
                 
 
   “Yes!” she exclaimed, surprised at his sudden insistence.  She gave him a frightened look and then meekly nodded.  “I came a lot.  I had six orgasms last night.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle grinned.  “Well then that’s a job well done.”
 
                 
 
   “And two more this morning remembering last night,” Megan confessed quietly, looking downward.
 
                 
 
   “Well aren’t you a little slut,”  Kyle said with a smile.  “Maybe you should be my sex slave today too.”
 
                 
 
   Megan gave him a hopeful look and Kyle realized what she was really after.
 
                 
 
   “Is that what you want?  To spend a day with Breanne and me?” Kyle asked, leaning over and reaching out to touch her cheek.  Megan gave him a sly smile and nodded.
 
                 
 
   “Please, Kyle? Please? I promise you can do anything you want to me! Really!  Anything! I just want to have more of what we did last night.  I kept thinking about it all last night.  I dreamed about it!  I just want to do more.”
 
                 
 
   Kyle gave a rueful laugh and then stood up.  Picking up the empty serving plates he began carrying them into the kitchen.  “I don’t know, Megan. I mean, first of all you’re what, seventeen?  You’re old enough, barely, but being a sex slave isn’t just a weekend fantasy.  You have to really want it and become it.  Look at Breanne there.  She literally lives that role twenty four seven.  She is a self proclaimed nympho humiliation pain slut and does everything she can to live that life.  It’s a major decision.”  He dropped the dishes into the sink and began rinsing them, looking at Megan and the still bound Breanne from over the bar.  Megan stood up and brought the silverware over, handing them across to Kyle.
 
                 
 
   “But Kyle, after last night, that IS what I want! I want to be a sex slave!  I want to be like Breanne!”
 
                 
 
   Kyle sighed.  “Megan, look, it’s just not that simple.  You’re young, you’re impressionable, and you just don’t BECOME a sex slave.  You have to learn what your limits and desires are, what you are willing to do, and even the most important part, when to say no.”
 
    
 
   Megan looked confused.
 
                 
 
   “All right.  Tell you what, you can come with us today.  You will be a sex slave and everything I make Breanne do or do to her, you will experience right there next to her.  Just for today though.  That way you understand what it’s all about.  Then tonight we can talk about this again.”
 
                 
 
   Megan smiled, her eyes flashing brightly.  She almost jumped up and down and clapped her hands, but instead bowed her head.  “All right Kyle,” she replied, trying to restrain her obvious excitement.
 
                 
 
   “That’s the first thing.  It’s Master Kyle now.  Fail to use it and you get punished.  Got it?”  Kyle said, pointing the kitchen scrub brush at her.
 
                 
 
   “Yes Master Kyle, I understand.”
 
                 
 
   “Good.  Now strip naked, immediately.”  
 
                 
 
   Megan didn’t waste any time.  She grabbed hold of her tee shirt and pulled it up over her firmly sculpted breasts, exposing a soft pink lace B cup bra that firmly held her orange sized melons in place.  Then she unclasped the bra, freeing those breasts that Kyle had already tasted, whipped, and fondled the previous evening.  Hard pink nipples stared back at him from across the bar and he felt his growing hard on press against his jeans.
 
                 
 
   Then she stepped out of her shoes, practically kicking them off and tossing them into a corner.  He socks followed next and then she pushed her mini-skirt down, exposing a matching set of pink lace panties that obviously went with the missing bra.  These too were sent to the floor and Megan stepped out of them, spreading her legs and presenting herself to her new master.
 
                 
 
   Kyle gave her a decent eye-fucking and then grinned.  “Now the fun begins.”
 
    
 
                  
 
   Chapter 12: Showers & Spankings
 
    
 
    
 
   Megan stood with her legs spread wide apart, giving Kyle more than just a glimpse of her moist slit, not to mention the perfect roundness of her breasts.  Here and there she still showed the marks from the previous night’s torments, and knowing that Kyle had been the one to put several of those marks there had only excited Megan more.  She turned and glanced back over at Breanne who was still bound to the dining room table, her delicious white cream body covered with the golden maple syrup Kyle had used to sweeten the pancakes.  Megan still wanted to talk to Breanne and she wondered if she would have the opportunity.  The revelation of “the appropriate question” posed by Breanne had told Megan that the auburn college age beauty had many more secrets to share.
 
                 
 
   “All right Megan, I want you to go and untie Breanne.  Then both of you will present yourself for instruction.  Get to it.”  He waved his hand at Megan.
 
                 
 
   Megan quickly approached the dining room table and began untying Breanne’s wrists.  Bre sighed in relief as the pressure drawing her tight was loosened and her legs swung freely at the end of the table.  It only took Megan a few more moments to get the rope off of Breanne’s ankles and help Breanne to a sitting position.
 
                 
 
   “Thanks,” Bre said, stretching slightly.  The new position did nothing to relieve the sexual frustration she was still feeling.
 
                 
 
   “No problem,” Megan replied.  “That was really sexy.”  
 
                 
 
   Breanne looked up at the girl.  “What was?”
 
                 
 
   “You being the breakfast plate like that.”
 
                 
 
   “Oh.  Kyle tied me down.  It wasn’t like I volunteered,” Breanne replied, looking down at her pussy.  She could tell her clit was just a tad bit swollen despite the amber fluid thickly coating her crotch.  “Though I would have.”
 
                 
 
   Megan grimaced, wondering if she had said something wrong, but Breanne moved, rising from the table, leaving a sticky squelchy mess that clearly held an imprint of her bottom.
 
                 
 
   Breanne shrugged and nodded toward Kyle.  “Come on.  We were ordered to present ourselves.”
 
                 
 
   “Um…you’re dripping.”  Megan said, pointing at Breanne’s crotch.  With a finger, Breanne wiped off a bit of the excess syrup and wiped it on the table.  Then she gave Megan a quick smile and together they went and stood in front of the bar.  Breanne lifted her hands and laced them behind her neck and Megan duplicated the position, figuring that if it was good enough for Breanne, it was good enough for her.
 
                 
 
   Kyle looked up from his rinsing of dishes.  “All right ladies, here are my instructions.  Megan, you are to take Breanne to the shower in the master bedroom and lick her pussy and breasts completely clean of syrup.  Once those parts are clean you may turn on the water and scrub and wash each other to your hearts content.  Then, once you are both clean, you will dry each other off and then move to the bed.  Megan, you will put Breanne across your lap and spank her.
 
                 
 
   Megan blinked.  Clearly she had no expected an order like this.  “Uhhh…how many times?” she asked.
 
                 
 
   Kyle gave her a harsh look.  “You need to address me properly, Megan.  It’s MASTER Kyle, and as far as the number of spanks, you just keep spanking her until I come in and tell you to stop.”
 
                 
 
   Megan blanched, the color draining from her face.  She hadn’t expected to have to spank Breanne!
 
                 
 
                  “Oh, and by the way, you better spank her really hard.  If her ass isn’t red with an imprint of your hand on it, then I will order the two of you to switch places and I can guarantee you that Breanne will spank you correctly.  So if you want to save your own ass, do it right.”  Kyle motioned with his head toward the bathroom. “Go get cleaned up.”
 
                 
 
                  Breanne answered first.  “Yes Master Kyle.”  She bowed slightly and immediately headed toward the Master Bedroom.  Megan repeated the acknowledgement and also bowed, then hurried to follow the auburn haired beauty.
 
                 
 
                  Megan had never been in Kyle’s bedroom before and found it a little sterile in a masculine sort of way.  The black and white bedspread with its long lines, along with the black wooden bureau and nightstands made the room very modern.  A flash of color above the bed was a huge picture of a city nightscape, a backlit frame providing glimmers of illumination through strategically cut holes in the picture.  Thousands of windows sparkled in the darkened room.  The rumpled bed sheets made it very clear that Breanne and Kyle had spent a wild morning on the bed, under the stars and lights of the Chicago sky line.
 
                  
 
                  Breanne was already in the bathroom and Megan turned right, finding that the black and white color motif moved from the bedroom to the bathroom.  It had the effect of making the floor look like a checkerboard and Megan almost laughed as she moved across to the glass lined shower.
 
                 
 
                  Megan stepped in, glancing over at Breanne, just a little unsure how to accomplish Kyle’s order.  Bre was leaning against the tile wall, a dark sultry and sexual glimmer in her eyes.  A few red locks were strung across her face and Megan felt as if she were being appraised by a predator.  Megan shook that image off as Breanne reached for her, pulling her close and into a wet sticky embrace.  A soft kiss tasting of maple syrup connected the two girls and then Megan felt the sticky syrup on her own breasts and pussy as Breanne rubbed herself against her.  
 
                 
 
                  Breanne pushed down on Megan’s shoulders, forcing the teenager to move her head to Bre’s soft breasts.  The brunette girl opened her mouth and began licking the thick maple syrup off Breanne’s nubs, eliciting a quiet moan from the red head.  Megan relished the sweet taste combining with the firm softness of Breanne’s bosom and soon she was enthusiastically sucking Bre’s nipples deep into her mouth.  
 
                 
 
                  It wasn’t long before Breanne’s chest was clean and she pushed Megan downward until the teenager was on her knees.  It wasn’t the first time Megan had used her tongue on Bre, but it was the first time done in private, without a cadre of men watching with eager eyes and hard cocks.  Megan took her time, tantalizing Breanne who began grinding down on Megan’s mouth.  Swirling tongue met swollen clit and Breanne grabbed hold of Megan’s head and held her in place as Bre face fucked the young girl.                 Megan wrapped her arms around Breanne’s bottom, squeezing and kneading the firm but syrup soaked buttocks, totally unaware that those cheeks had just recently received a scarlet spanking with a hairbrush.
 
                 
 
                  When Bre came it was with a squirt, soaking Megan’s face while she keened in sexual gratification.  It wasn’t cock, but it was enough, and Megan’s curious tongue brought Breanne to her needed orgasm with little trouble.  Megan was actually surprised Breanne came so soon, not knowing of her orgasm denial since before breakfast.  Quietly smug and more than a bit self-congratulatory, she stood as Breanne began to recover.
 
                 
 
                  “Ready for that shower now?”  Megan asked, one eyebrow arched as Breanne took a few more deep breaths.
 
                 
 
                  Breanne gave her a smile and nodded. “Yes, but first we need to get that syrup off you too!”  She moved forward and pushed Megan up against the glass wall and began hungrily sucking on Megan’s breasts which were lightly covered with the remnants of Breanne’s own sticky goo.  It took only a moment, but Breanne’s talented tongue soon had Megan panting and when Breanne fell to her knees and drove her face up between Megan’s legs, the brunette teenager almost fell over as her clit was enthusiastically stimulated.
 
                 
 
                  “Oh God! Bre! I’m going to explode!”  Megan cried out as Breanne’s tongue darted frantically against Megan’s clit.  The red haired girl didn’t pause but lifted one hand and drove three fingers into Megan’s pussy, thrusting with as much passion as her tongue movements held.  Megan lifted her hands and grabbed hold of the shower head, lifting up on tip toe, the stimulation intense between her legs.  She could barely hold on as Breanne drove upward, sucking, licking, tickling, stroking, and pushing her fingers into Megan’s body at a corybantic, orgasm inducing pace.
 
                 
 
                  Then Megan cried out, popping hard as the explosion rocked through her.  She thrust her hips forward, grinding her pussy against Breanne’s face and soaking the pretty red-head in a syrup and sex juice spray.  Breanne didn’t even stop, holding tight as Megan shook and trembled, and Bre sucked hard on Megan’s clit.
 
                 
 
                  Megan gasped and put a hand down on Breanne’s head.  “Please! Stop!”  she begged, her voice hoarse.  Breanne pulled back and looked up at the teenager from her kneeling position.
 
                 
 
                  “You can’t say that Megan, ever.”  Breanne replied, still holding on.
 
                 
 
                  “What?” Megan asked in confusion, her chest heaving as she tried to recover from her orgasm.
 
                 
 
                  “You can’t say stop like that.  It’s very inappropriate behavior for a sex slave.”
 
                 
 
                  Megan stared at Breanne with incredulity.  “But I was tender.  It was too much.”
 
                 
 
                  “Too bad.  That’s the way it is.  Now spread your legs wide,” Breanne ordered.
 
                 
 
                  The teenager’s eyes widened and she swallowed hard.  Her body was still buzzing from her orgasm and she contemplated disobeying.  Breanne wasn’t Master or Mistress Bre, she was just another slave girl.  But Megan took a tentative step, spreading her legs.  Breanne reached up with one hand and pushed a thumb into Megan’s pussy, slowly thrusting it in and out.
 
                 
 
                  “Now listen to me, Meg.  The first thing you have to do is decide whether you’re submissive or a slave.  There’s a big difference, trust me.”  Breanne added a thumb thrust with every other word.  The red-haired girl’s other hand began stroking up and down Megan’s body.
 
                 
 
                  “What’s the…uh….difference…uh.” Megan asked, punctuating her question with little gasps.
 
                 
 
                  “In its simplest form, submissives are the one in control.  Slaves have no choice.”
 
                 
 
                  “What?  Uh…that doesn’t…uh…make any…uh…sense!”  Megan asked, her voice taut with the tension of Breanne’s caress.  The sensations flowing from Megan’s sex were almost too much.  Her hands went to Breanne’s head and entwined them into the auburn locks.
 
                 
 
                  Breanne continued thrusting.  “Sure it does.  A submissive always can say stop.  She is the one in control, not the dominant.  That’s the real secret behind dominant/submissive relationships.  I’ve done D/s before and trust me, having the power to say ‘stop’ is a powerful tool.”
 
                 
 
                  Megan was beginning to shake from the repeated thumb fucking.  “But you didn’t have the power to say no last night!” She grimaced and then groaned as Breanne brought her hand up to Megan’s soft breast, pinching and rubbing the nipple.
 
                 
 
                  “That’s because on this trip I agreed to be Master Kyle’s slave.  I have no right to say no and must submit to everything,” Breanne explained.  “I put my total trust and loyalty in him.  He knows what I like and I don’t like, what my limits are, and I’m hoping he won’t violate them, but I can’t stop him if he does.”
 
                 
 
                  “Limits?  What…uh…limits?” Megan asked, gasping again.  Her face was flushed and Breanne could tell Megan was nearing a second orgasm.
 
                 
 
                  “My sexual limits.  I don’t like sex with kids or animals. I don’t like toilet play.  I don’t like blood in any way.  Master Kyle and I have talked for over two years and he knows what I like and what I don’t and one of the reasons I was willing to do this was because he had similar dislikes.  Now don’t cum until I tell you too,” Breanne said sharply.
 
                 
 
                  “Oh please, Bre! I’m so close!”
 
                 
 
                  “I know but you can’t. Controlling yourself is paramount if you are to be submissive, or a slave for that matter. You’ve got to try.  Unless you’re trying to earn punishments, and after last night you know what those can be like?”
 
                 
 
                  Megan stood there trembling.  Her entire body vibrated like a harp string, plucked and stroked by a virtuoso.  Breanne held her on the cusp, perched on the ledge between extreme pleasure and sexual tension.  Finally, Bre combined a thrust with a rapid stroke of Megan’s clit and the little teen girl cried out and exploded, leaping off that cliff in one quick jump.  Breanne held her, tightly as Megan cried in relief, sagging against the wall.  Slowly the brunette girl slid down until both woman were curled in each other’s arms, the cold tile heated by their combined heat.  
 
                 
 
                  The stall was permeated with the scent of their love-making and Megan put her head on Breanne’s shoulder, letting the older girl rock her, thin strong arms almost pulling Megan into her lap.  Together they sat for a while and then Breanne gave Megan a soft kiss, right on the lips and pushed her to her feet.
 
                 
 
                  “Come on, we need to shower,” Breanne said.  
 
                 
 
                  Megan nodded.  “All right.”
 
                 
 
                  Bre twisted the faucet and a sluice of cold water jetted out, causing Megan to squeal and jump out of the way.  Breanne didn’t bother, enduring the cold as it started to wash away the juices of their intercourse.  But soon the water began to heat up and Megan joined her under the spray, with Master Kyle’s bar of soap finding its way into the nooks and crannies of both girls’ bodies.  Breanne kept her hands away from Megan’s sex, understanding that the poor girl would need a bit of time to recover.  Two forced orgasms are always a bit to tolerate.  Megan on the other hand, caressed Breanne all over, as if finding her own lesbian lover was the most awesome thing to ever have happened to her.  And while they washed Megan asked Breanne questions, most of them deeply personal, trying to discover the ins and outs and dark secrets of being a sex slave.
 
                 
 
                  Breanne for her part answered as honestly and openly as possible, giving little hints and pieces of advice to the interested teenager.  They discussed men, women, submission, positions, dealing with her time of the month, even how to tell a master or mistress that you will submit and do something, but that you didn’t really want to.  Megan absorbed it like a dry sponge thrown into a tub and surprised Breanne by wanting to know more and more.  To be honest, it didn’t really shock Breanne.  Bre’s journey into sexual submission had begun when she was 15, two years younger than Megan.  The only difference was that Breanne had not the benefit of an older wiser mentor, someone who could give her the low down on the right way to do things.  It had been “on the job training”, which had only worked because the girl that Breanne had been submitting too was as much a novice dominatrix as Breanne was a novice submissive.
 
   
  
 

              
 
                  Finally they rinsed and turned off the water, still chattering away, a deep friendship building.  Megan still granted Breanne the same sort of courtesy and respect that she accorded her teachers, but the ability to relate, to really share something deep and personal had expanded that.  They dried off and combed each other’s hair, cementing that relationship.  When everything was done Breanne took Megan’s hand and pulled her into the master bedroom.
 
                 
 
                  “We’ve tarried a bit. I’m surprised Master Kyle isn’t in here yet,” Breanne whispered, glancing toward the open door.  There weren’t any sounds coming from the kitchen, which meant either that Kyle had finished cleaning up, or he had paused in his efforts.  Megan began to tip toe over to the door but Breanne grabbed her hand, shaking her head negatively.
 
                 
 
                  “We do what we were told!”  Bre whispered harshly.  Megan gave her a look of apology and then nodded.
 
                 
 
                  “So I guess I have to spank you,” she said, biting her lip.  Breanne nodded.
 
                 
 
                  “Have you ever spanked anyone before?” Bre asked, giving Megan an inquisitive look.
 
                 
 
                  Megan shook her head this time.  “No, not really. I mean I’ve swatted people before, but it didn’t hurt them or anything, and they were always clothed.”
 
                 
 
                  Breanne sighed.  “All right, well you’ve got two options.  First of all, help me straighten the bedclothes.”  Megan reached out and snagged the other end of a sheet and together the two girls folded back the comforter and top sheet, piling all the pillows and bolster against the head board.
 
                 
 
                  “Okay, there are two ways to do this,” Breanne said.  “The first is you sit on the edge and I lay face down over your lap.  Your weak hand can squeeze and pinch my nipples while your strong hand can do the spanking.”
 
                 
 
                  “What’s the other way?” Megan asked, starting to blush.
 
                 
 
                  “You sit at the head of the bed leaning against the pillows and I straddle you facing away.  You use your toes to flick at my nipples, while one hand can finger fuck me and pinch my clit and the other spanks.  Oh, and you’re supposed to alternate.”
 
    
 
                  Megan grimaced. “Well the second one sounds more fun.”
 
                 
 
                  Breanne shrugged.  “It’s harder to actually spank someone.  I think we probably should do the first method.”
 
                 
 
                  “But I want to do you like you did me in the shower.  Please Bre?”  
 
                 
 
   Breanne gave her a concerned look, but then shrugged.  “Just make sure you spank me hard and often. I don’t want us having to switch.”
 
                 
 
                  Megan laughed.  “Don’t worry, I can handle smacking you.”  She turned and climbed up onto the bed, moving to the very top and sitting with her legs stretched out.
 
                 
 
                  Breanne soon joined her, crawling across her on all fours until she was bent over Megan’s legs, face down by the teenager’s feet.  Breanne moved up a bit and lowered herself down until she felt Megan’s toes touching her breasts.  The brunette teen laughed and wiggled, causing Breanne’s nipples to rise from the unexpected manipulation.
 
                 
 
                  “That’s kind of fun, you know?” Megan said with a giggle.  She reached out and stroked Breanne’s exposed bottom which was only about a foot away from Megan’s belly.  It was also the first time Megan had ever had the opportunity to really study another woman’s pussy and bottom.  With tentative fingers she stroked Breanne’s slit, caressing and teasing and finally pushed her thumb into Breanne’s hole.  Breanne didn’t even moan, her control impeccable.
 
                 
 
                  “If you don’t start spanking me you’re going to be in serious trouble,” Breanne said, her voice a bit harsh.
 
                 
 
                  “Well fine!”  Megan replied and pulled her thumb out of Breanne’s pussy.  She swung her hand down and delivered what she thought was a hard blow.  Breanne rocked forward, but didn’t make a noise. A very slight pink tinge appeared on Breanne’s tender bottom and Megan smacked her again.
 
                 
 
                  Megan continued the spanking, surprised that Breanne was barely responding.  She thought she was hitting her really hard and she was worried about hurting Breanne.  The other distraction was Breanne’s pussy, which was glistening with moisture.  Megan couldn’t resist teasing the red-haired girl and once again began stroking and pinching and pulling at Breanne’s pussy, punctuating the caress with single spanks.
 
                 
 
                  For Breanne, the caress and spanking was off-kilter, with Megan’s inexperience making it difficult for the two activities to combine into one sexual event.  There was too much stroking and finger fucking, and not enough spanking, and Breanne knew that unless Megan seriously picked up the pace, she would soon be the one getting spanked.
 
                 
 
                  “Is that the best you can do on the spanks?” Breanne said, glancing back at Megan who looked up in surprise.  “I’m barely feeling them.”
 
                 
 
                  “I didn’t want to hurt you!” Megan protested, a little hurt herself.  
 
                 
 
                  Breanne rolled her eyes.  “That’s the point you twit!”
 
                 
 
                  “Hello ladies!”  Kyle booming voice interrupted things as he strolled into the room.
 
                 
 
                  Both girls looked up at him as he walked to the edge of the bed.  He was grinning, obviously eyeing their strange position and enjoying it.  He was still dressed in his khaki shorts and polo shirt, and both girls admired his muscular chest and flat tummy.  Kyle was in his prime and it showed.
 
                 
 
                  “So how goes the spanking, Meg?  Is Breanne nice and red?” he asked, coming around to the front of the bed.
 
                 
 
                  He leaned over, draping one arm across Megan’s shoulders with his hand cupping her left breast.  He looked down at Breanne’s waving rear and then gave Megan a disappointed look.
 
                 
 
                  “Uh.  Did you spank her?” he asked, his tone dark with displeasure.
 
                 
 
                  Megan’s eyes widened.  “Yes!  I spanked her!  Really!  Tell him Breanne!  Kyle I did it,”  she blabbered.
 
                  
 
                  Kyle stood straight and sighed, holding up his hand to silence the panicked teen.  
 
                 
 
                  “Obviously Breanne will have to demonstrate the appropriate way to spank someone.  Why don’t you ladies switch positions?”  
 
                 
 
                  Breanne immediately rolled off Megan’s legs and turned to look at the brunette teen.  Megan bit her lip but then complied, moving out of the middle of the bed to let Breanne sit, legs straight.  Trembling slightly, Megan assumed the same position Breanne had just vacated, soft breasts hanging directly over Breanne’s feet, back bent, rear end facing Breanne, presenting perfectly.
 
                 
 
                  Megan felt three touches almost simultaneously.  First, Breanne’s toes began to rub against Megan’s nipples.  It was a rough caress and caused Megan’s breasts too bounce.  Then there was Breanne’s left hand which was stroking Megan’s clit and pussy.  Lastly, all of the other caresses were swallowed and erased by the excruciating smack delivered to Megan’s right butt cheek.
 
                                
 
                  “Ahhhhhhh!” Megan cried out, rocking forward and lifting one hand to cover her rear.  Breanne swatted Megan’s wrist away and smacked her again, the loud crack filling the room.  This was punctuated by a thumb thrust fuck that Megan felt but couldn’t react too.  The little teen felt the sting and heat of the first two spanks and tried to move forward, her body reacting instinctively to the blows.  But Breanne held on, literally, by Megan’s pussy, squeezing the girl tightly with her grasp.  Bre’s toes struck at Megan’s tits, pushing her back toward Breanne and another spank landed on the other cheek.
 
                 
 
                  “Ohh…are we having problems staying in position, Megan?”  Kyle said.  He got up on the bed and knelt in front of Megan, keeping her close to Bre.  “Harder Bre.  Show her what a real spanking is.”
 
                 
 
                  Bre obeyed, sending a flurry of hot spanks against Megan’s butt.  In seconds the white skin had turned pink and was quickly moving to scarlet.  Megan cried out, hips churning as she tried to avoid the scalding strokes of Breanne’s hand.  Kyle reached out, grasping hold of the teen’s shoulders, keeping her in place as Breanne began alternating spanks with deep penetrative thrusts of her thumb.  Megan let out a piercing wail as the fingers of Breanne’s left hand began stroking Meg’s clit, sending waves of sensation through the teen’s body even as it dealt with the repeated impact of Breanne’s hand.
 
                 
 
                  For Megan, it was like nothing she had ever felt before, even from the previous night.  The whippings and spankings she had received were never so closely entwined with the burgeoning needs of her sex.  She desperately wanted something more inside her, and Breanne’s fingers teasing her clit, toes teasing her nipples, and the hot heat of the spanking was melting her into a pool of sexual jelly.  Her loins were a riot of stimulation and the heat from her abused buttocks only seemed to turn her on more.  
 
                 
 
                  Suddenly there was cock in her face.  Megan blinked, trying to understand and realized that Kyle had pulled off his shorts and boxers and was kneeling there in front of her, dick hard and ready.  It bounced against her lips several times before she finally opened up, eyes staring as she rocked forward with yet another combination of spank, thumb fuck, and four fingers rubbing against her clit.  She took it deep, sucking on Kyle’s shaft like it was a life line, bobbing her head up and down in sexual desperation.
 
                 
 
                  Kyle let out a soft moan.  “Oh yeah, Megan, suck it baby,” he said softly, holding his shaft in one hand so she could move along his cock.  Breanne continued to work her rear end until finally Kyle was ready and pulled out.  He grabbed Megan by the shoulders and pulled her off of Breanne, throwing her face up on the bed.  Breanne looked at him in surprise.
 
                 
 
                  “Sit on her face Bre,” Kyle ordered as he knelt down between Megan’s legs.  The brunette teen’s swollen clit was soaked with her own juices and Kyle didn’t waste any time.  He pushed the tip of his cock into her well just as Breanne straddled Megan’s face, planting her pussy across the poor girl’s mouth.  Bre controlled herself perfectly, barely putting any weight on Megan, allowing her air to breathe.  Megan responded by wrapping her arms around Breanne’s thighs, pulling her down to dart a tongue deep into Bre’s slit.  Megan shook from the intense sexual pounding Kyle was giving her, thrusting deeply into her pussy, all while licking and sucking, tasting Breanne’s sweet juices.
 
                 
 
                  Then someone was pinching her nipples, hard.  Megan shuddered, the sensation rising up inside her like a monster.  She screamed into Breanne’s slit as the orgasm rushed through her, burning her nerves and shredding every last bit of will power she possessed.  
 
                 
 
                  Kyle was matching Megan’s cry and pulled out just in time to squirt massive amounts of white cream across Megan’s bare belly.  He gasped; face flushed, and fell back and to the side with a sigh of contentment.  Breanne continued to grind on Megan’s face until Kyle looked up and held out his hand.
 
                 
 
                  “Clean her up,” he ordered Breanne.
 
                 
 
                  Breanne nodded, and leaned forward across Megan’s body.  With a darting tongue she began licking the white cream Kyle had deposited across Megan’s belly.  Megan shivered and clung to Breanne’s legs, trying to lift her head up enough to get to Bre’s glistening wet pussy.  Breanne however scooted down Megan’s body, obeying Kyle’s order immediately and slurping up the remnants of Kyle’s orgasm.  Megan released Breanne and laid there, trying to catch her breath as Breanne slithered off Megan’s body.  When Breanne was done, Kyle grabbed her by the back of the neck and lifted her slightly.
 
                 
 
                  “Are you still horny, Breanne?”  Kyle asked softly.  Megan stared at the two of them, both kneeling above her.
 
                 
 
                  “Yes Master Kyle.”  Breanne said softly, obviously in distress.
 
                 
 
                  “I suppose that means you want to cum?” Kyle squeezed her neck slightly and Breanne stiffened.
 
                 
 
                  “Only if it pleases you Master Kyle,” Breanne replied obediently.  
 
                 
 
                  “What if your suffering pleases me?” he asked, a grin returning to his face.
 
                 
 
                  “Then please make me suffer,” Breanne said simply, lowering her eyes and visibly yielding to Kyle.  “Hurt me or use me however you wish, sir.”
 
                 
 
                  Megan was astonished watching the interplay.  She could tell that Breanne wanted a good fucking, maybe even another whipping.  Her pussy was soaked, her clit swollen, and it was obvious how aroused Bre was.  And yet here she was yielding to Kyle and accepting anything he wanted to dish out.  Megan wondered if she could be as submissive and then realized that if she wanted to escape punishment she would emulate Breanne.
 
                 
 
                   Kyle laughed, leaned forward and passionately kissed the red-haired vixen kneeling in desperation above Megan.   He pulled away and got up off the bed.
 
                 
 
                  “Both of you clean up and then get dressed.  And Breanne?  No cumming,” he ordered.  “We’ll be leaving shortly.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 13: Sexual Olympics
 
    
 
                  Breanne was quiet and Megan felt slightly awkward as the two girls quickly cleaned up and got dressed.  Kyle had left the stunning red-haired beauty in a state of sexual agony, filled with a need that could only grow worse as the day progressed.  It made Megan feel slightly bad, especially since her own needs had been satisfied in a spate of intense orgasmic waves coupled with a decent spanking.  Even now, despite a quick wash, the careful application of her makeup, and slipping back into her skirt and halter top, she felt the warm afterglow of her explosion.  Megan had tried to engage Breanne in conversation while they were both in the bathroom freshening up, but it was immediately apparent from Bre’s reticence that Breanne was suffering.
 
   
               "Is orgasm denial that bad?"  Megan asked suddenly, looking over at Breanne.  Bre was staring into the mirror, carefully applying a few highlights of color to her eyelids.  

               Bre took a deep breath, glancing at the teenage vixen with a slightly strained look.  "I don't handle it very well."

               "How come?" Megan asked, hoping that the older girl would be forthcoming.

               Breanne licked her lips and then focused on her face.  "I'm conditioned for orgasm, Megan.  I've been doing stuff like this since I was fifteen and I'm not physically used to being brought to the brink and then not only denied, but left stone cold."  

               Megan looked confused.  "But last night you were..."

               Breanne interrupted with a shake of her head.  "Last night was not denial, it was extension.  I was kept in a state of arousal, even though I wasn't allowed to orgasm until the end.  It was like a dam was built and then once all the water was held back, it was released in a single wave.  What Kyle did to me this morning was dam the flow and then, rather than release it, he let the water leak out slowly.  No wave. No orgasm."

               The teenager thought about Breanne's analogy and then nodded her head.  "So it isn't the denial that's the problem, but the resolution."

               Breanne eyes were all the answer Megan needed.  "I'm sorry, Breanne. I had no idea."

               Bre shrugged. "You will eventually.  I was lucky when I started. Kari was very sweet to me and she felt that the best torments were the kind that never stopped.  She would tie me down and torment me for hours, not letting me come, building me up and then letting me explode.  And if she made a mistake and let me come too soon, she would immediately start a session of multiple orgasms, trying to see how many times she could force me to explode.  It made for some very intense conditioning."  Breanne took another deep breath.  "Kyle is very different than Kari. Maybe it’s because he is less experienced or maybe he just wants a certain type of control."

               "Why don't you tell him what you need?"  Megan asked, suddenly angry at Kyle for not understanding Breanne's desires.

               Bre's eyes widened and she shook her head.  "Subs can have that kind of discussion with their masters.  I'm not a sub this weekend. I'm a slave, so whatever Kyle wants is what Kyle gets.  I have no say in the matter."

               "On anything?" Megan queried, a little shocked at the idea.

               "Well, before coming up here I explained my limits.  Part of the agreement was for him not to violate them.  So I won't go home with bandages or permanent damage, nor will I have to do any really gross or dark sex stuff."

               "Dark?  Gross?"  

               "Like scat play, or pissing, or animals," Breanne explained, finishing up at last in front of the mirror.  The red haired girl did some final adjustments to her halter top and then smiled, turning toward a still shocked and appalled Megan.

               "There are lots of kinds of deviance out there Megan.  If you are going to be in this lifestyle, you need to be aware of the variety of kink available.  Since you are a submissive, rather than a slave, you will have options.  And like I said before, submissives are the ones truly in control."  Breanne leaned over and gave Megan a soft kiss, her lips warm and moist.  Megan felt a sudden surge of sparks and practically seemed to melt.

               Suddenly Breanne's eyes sparkled as she pulled away and looked into the teenager's eyes.  Megan noticed the change and could tell the Breanne had thought of something that altered her attitude. "Of course, there are ways for a slave to get what she desires as well."  She grabbed Megan's hand.  "Let's go let Master Kyle know his two sex sluts are ready!"

               Megan followed obediently as Breanne led her out of the master suite and out into the main living areas.  Kyle was sitting on the sofa, idly flipping through television channels as he waited for the two girls.  He was dressed in khaki slacks and a nice polo shirt and looked rather suave.  The large black duffel bag from the previous night was sitting on the couch next to him.  Without a word, Breanne pulled Megan in front of Kyle and then went to her knees. Megan followed suit, wondering what was happening.  Breanne knelt with her legs spread, the mini-skirt she was wearing riding high up her thighs.  The palms of her hands were laid face up on her legs and she seemed to be pushing her breasts forward.  Megan surreptitiously glanced over at the red head and dropped down, trying to echo the position.

               Kyle grinned.  Kneeling before him was two of the most beautiful girls in all of Chicago and he marveled at his luck.  He reached out and stroked Breanne's face, noticing that her eyes were averted away, looking down, and a true subservient expression on her face. Megan looked directly at him, with sidelong glances at Breanne. Kyle excused her inexperience with a knowing smile.  To his delight, both girls were now dressed alike, albeit in different colors.  Both wore low cut, curve hugging halter tops with no bra, letting the small bumps of their nipples be easily seen through the thin stretch cotton.  Both wore mini-skirts: Megan was in pleated denim while Breanne had a soft black elastic wrap around her hips.  Both girls were wearing high heels, though Breanne's lifted her up a decent four inches while Megan's shoes only gave her two.  

               "Are you both ready to go out and have some fun?" Kyle asked.  Breanne nodded politely and Megan grinned, obviously excited.  "Excellent.  Let's go," Kyle said, standing up.  He reached out with both hands and pulled the girls to their feet.  Both evidently had plenty of experience in their selected footwear, since neither stumbled.  Kyle led them to the garage, picking up the large black duffel bag.  Neither girl had any doubt that it was stuffed with all sorts of sexual and cruel instruments.

               They entered the garage and Kyle paused before opening the door of the Camaro.  "Both of you stand next to each other, shoulder to shoulder.  I need to find out which one of you has longer legs."  Breanne immediately moved to Megan's side and together they stood while Kyle examined them.  "Well, it's sort of hard to determine with the heels on, but I'm pretty sure Breanne has the longer legs.  So Breanne, you get to sit in the back seat."

               Breanne nodded but Megan gave Kyle a quirky but curious look. "Why should she sit in the back seat if she's got longer legs?  Wouldn't it make more sense for her to sit in the front?" Breanne's eyes widened in alarm at Megan's audacity to question Kyle, but he only laughed.  

               "You'll understand in a moment, Megan."  He motioned for Breanne to get in the Camaro as he opened the door.  "Sit in the center Breanne," he ordered.  Breanne wordlessly bent over and climbed into the low slung sports car, maneuvering herself somewhat inelegantly into position.  The central drive shaft created a large bump in the middle of the floor and she found her legs straddling it, her black stretch skirt slipping up her legs.  Kyle grinned and pulled Megan closer so that she could see into the back seat of the car.

               "Now Breanne, please spread your legs until your feet are touching the sides of the car.  Oh, and lean back too."  Kyle ordered.  Megan's eyes widened as Breanne immediately stretched her legs out, practically doing the splits on the back seat.   The mini-skirt rode clear up to her waist, pulling itself out from under her bottom.  Her exposed sex suddenly gaped wide apart, clear moisture making it very apparent that despite her earlier denial she was still very much in need.  Breanne shifted a bit, sliding down into the seat, making her position even more lewd.  Her spread thighs were like white roads leading to a very pink and wet crevasse.

               "Bare your tits,"  Kyle ordered Breanne, eliciting another exclamation from Megan.  Breanne again followed the order with no comment, immediately grabbing hold of the bottom of her halter top and pulling it up.  Both magnificent breasts popped free of the restraining cloth, but Breanne's mature youth kept them in place. Megan swallowed, wondering if she would momentarily be similarly attired.  

               "Stay in that position, Breanne, until I say otherwise," Kyle said.  Kyle then took Megan's arm and walked her politely around to the other side of the Camaro.  "Have a seat, Megan."  

               The brunette teenager did as she was asked, clearly trembling in anticipation.  Carefully, she sat down in the low seat and then looked up at Kyle.

               "Your skirt needs to be around your waist, young lady," Kyle said, his face beaming.  Megan had expected it, despite the flush of humiliation, and she pulled the denim high, lifting her rear up so that she could sit bare bottomed on the cushioned seat.  "Now tilt your seat back just a bit.  A bit more.  Yes.  Right there."  Kyle nodded as her hand found the release latch and the seat back tilted.  Megan found herself staring up at the ceiling.  

               "Now we will just take care of this..." he reached out and grabbed hold of Megan's halter top and pulled it up, baring her young B cup mounds.  Megan's chest heaved as her breathing increased in intensity.  She felt her loins ripening and the gush of wetness between her legs had her gasping.  Kyle noticed and ran his hands down her body, over the scrunched up material of her denim skirt, and into the soft wet hole of Megan's sex.  She spread her legs a bit farther and let Kyle finger fuck her, closing her eyes and thrusting her hips lasciviously. 

               "Mmmm...don't get too excited, Megan. I don't want Breanne to have an unfair advantage," he said softly, his other hand coming up to softly pinch a delicate nipple on the teenager.  Megan let out a tiny cry, her hips beginning to thrust frantically.  Then Kyle cruelly pulled his hand out of her crotch and stepped back, shutting the door.

               Suddenly Megan understood Breanne's earlier discomfort.  Orgasm denial was not just a torment, but agony.  Megan moaned loudly as Kyle walked back around to the driver's side door.  She knew that she wanted another fucking, and was a little put off by Kyle's casual use of her.  But she kept silent except for her reactions to the stimulation.  Kyle sat down and picked up the black duffel bag and lifted it to his lap.  A quick shuffle inside the bag produced two vibrators, each a different color.  He grinned and resealed the bag and passed it back to Breanne, who obligingly put in on the floor board behind the driver's seat.  He handed one vibrator to Megan and the other to Breanne.

               "Those need to go in, on their lowest setting, no pumping, stroking, priming, or anything.  Just stick them in.  Orgasm will result in punishment.  Capiche?" Kyle explained with a grin.  Megan practically snatched her vibrator out of Kyle’s hand and quickly twisted the base.  With a moan of satisfaction she drove the vibrator deep into her well.  She couldn't help letting it slip out once and she rammed it back in.  Kyle reached out and grabbed her wrist when it became apparent she intended to do it repeatedly.

               "Do that again and the pussy whipping you got last night will seem like love taps," Kyle said, his voice suddenly hard.  Megan swallowed hard, nodding.  "Now close your legs around the vibrator and keep your hands away from your pussy.”

               Megan nodded wordlessly and quickly pressed her thighs together.  This kept the vibrator buried in her pussy with only the vibrations moving her back and forth.  It quickly became an itch she couldn't scratch.  As Kyle started the Camaro, she twisted around in her seat and glanced back at Breanne.

               The red haired beauty was still sitting splayed, high heel clad feet touching the sides of the car.  Megan looked down to the obscene tableau of Breanne's exposed vagina and was startled to see the buzzing end of the vibrator wedged against the seat, Breanne's very posture keeping the vibrator in.  Her hands were lying on her thighs, relaxed and loose and Megan couldn't even begin to imagine how the red-haired girl was doing it.  Megan herself was so tense that she could barely control herself.  Her hands were constantly tightening into fists.  Breanne however was sitting quietly, as if the vibrator was nothing. Megan couldn't begin to comprehend that sort of control.  The only evidence of Breanne's sexual torment was her heaving chest.  Deep steady breaths caused the pale skinned girl's bare chest to swell, moving her breasts enticingly.

               As Kyle started the car he looked back at Breanne and then activated the garage door.  As the Camaro rolled down the driveway and out into the street, he spoke.

               "All right, today we are having the nympho humiliation pain slut Olympics!  There will be a number of competitions between you two girls and the winner at the end of the day gets a special surprise.  The loser gets punished.  Seriously punished.  Okay?"  Kyle glanced at both girls, each of who vaguely nodded, clearly distracted.  "So the first event of the day is called 'try not to cum'.  So you have until we arrive at our destination not to cum.  If you both succeed then each of you gets a point and we move on."

               Megan took a deep breath and tried to steady her own nerves.  Already she was feeling the impetuous need to touch herself, to rub her clit frantically.  Knowing she was supposed to be preventing her own orgasm, she tried to calm down, moving into a more Zen like attitude similar to Breanne's.  For her part, the red-haired beauty in the back seat still sat immobile, her legs apart, appearing for all intents and purposes calm and accepting.  Only her deep breathing and the quivering petals of her sexual flower indicated the intense sensations streaming up through her.  The brunette teenager tried to distract herself by looking out the window as Kyle sped through various residential neighborhoods and then got on the freeway to head into town.  Megan was thankful for the dark tinting on the window, alleviating her embarrassment at being seen by other drivers.  Megan realized she must be quite a sight, especially with both breasts bared and her skirt up around her waist.

               After half a dozen miles, the tingling between Megan's legs was becoming more difficult to ignore and the teenager couldn't help clenching tightly around the impaling vibrator.  Kyle noticed the constant shifting of Megan's seat and he moved his hand to the door control panel.  A quick push of a button slid the heavy tinted window of Megan's door down, causing a blast of cool air to strike both girls.  Breanne closed her eyes but held her position.  Megan squealed and held her hands up, covering her breasts.

               "I think I'll dock you half a point for covering those delicious breasts, Megan.  Now get your hands down," Kyle ordered, his voice a bit hard.  Megan nodded and swallowed her humiliation.  She dropped her hands, exposing her breasts.  She quivered in a combination of fear and cold.  Breanne too was twitching, though it was more in response to the chilly breeze now blowing directly into the back seat.  It seemed to strike her exposed skin and then blast its way across her sex toward her opposite leg.  Goose bumps appeared on Breanne's inner thighs, her stomach, and even around the puckered and hardened areola of her nipples.  Megan also felt her skin rising, but it wasn't as much cold air as Kyle's maneuvering of the car until they were driving neck and neck with a semi-truck.

               "Put your foot out the window," Kyle suddenly told Megan.

               "What?" demanded the teenage girl, shocked at the suggestion, as if sitting naked with her breasts and thighs clearly on display wasn’t bad enough.

               "Get your right leg up and stick your foot out the window."  Kyle ordered.  "That's how Breanne drove around yesterday."  Megan looked at Kyle in horror, clearly unwilling to follow Kyle's command.

               Kyle's playful tone dropped in a heartbeat.  "If you are going to submit to me, then that means following my orders.  Now if you don't want to have me pull over right now and spank the crap out of you, you'll get that leg up into the air.  Now."  

               Her heart thumped painfully in her chest but she nodded, lifting her leg.  The movement changed the angle of the vibrator, causing ripples of sexual tension to spiral up through her body.  With hesitant movements, she propped her right leg up on the side of the door, feeling the cold air swirling over the arch of her foot, underneath her sole, and then up her shin.  Like Breanne, her raised leg acted as a funnel, directing cold air down and toward her sex.  Worse, the vibrator was slipping out and Megan found herself with one hand between her legs, holding the buzzing sex toy in.  It was incredibly difficult to keep it in place and not let it piston.  Even then she found herself ripening quickly and when she heard the roar of another truck she looked up to see a grinning man nodding with pleasure at her.  

               It happened in a rush and Megan practically had no control of it.  The appreciative leer of the truck driver sent Megan over the edge and she couldn't stop it.  With a gasp she shuddered, her skin crawling with both humiliation and orgasmic bliss.  Her pussy contracted tightly around the vibrator and she couldn't help herself, thrusting it in and out rapidly.  Her spread legs widened, giving the truck driver an even better view as Megan pounded away, fingers grazing her clit.  Kyle noticed and was surprised at Megan's lack of control.  The brunette teenager let out a self-satisfied cry as her orgasm rushed through her.  Moisture squirted out over her hand and onto the seat making Kyle grimace just a bit.  Megan finally let out a sigh of relief and slumped into her seat, pulling the vibrator out of her sensitive and tender pussy.

               "Did I say you could pull that out?" Kyle asked in a rough tone despite the fact he was secretly delighted that Megan couldn't control herself.  Megan glanced at him in surprise, the wet motorized dildo in her hand.  "Put that back in immediately!"

               Kyle harsh command shocked Megan out of her blissful relief and she flinched at the apparent anger in his voice.  She wondered if she would be punished sooner than tonight.  With a somewhat hesitant hand, she repositioned the vibrator and slowly pushed it back in.  The tender walls of her sex contracted around it, silently protesting the continued stimulation.  With one high heel clad foot sticking out the window, Megan realized she was still advertising her predicament and she bit her lip, knowing that it would only be moments before another truck was looming next to the sports car.
 
    
 
                  Megan glanced back at Breanne again, and noticed that the red haired girl was trembling.  The problem was that Megan couldn’t tell if Breanne was cold or sexually charged.  With a flood of concern Megan reached out and touched Kyle on the arm.  
 
    
 
                  “Kyle?  I think Breanne is really cold,”  Megan said, raising her voice over the rushing of the wind.  Honestly, Megan was feeling the chill as well.  Despite the season being early summer, the speed of the Camaro and the morning breeze off Lake Michigan had dropped the temperature in the sports car significantly.
 
    
 
                  Kyle glanced up into the rear view mirror and tried to determine if Breanne was cold or just horny, but finally decided to close the window.  “Get your foot in here” he commanded Megan, who gratefully pulled her calf of the window sill and brought a rather chilled limb back into the car.  The window went up with a mechanical swoosh and the cool eddies of wind ricocheting around the sports car ended.
 
    
 
                  The cold had been a torment for Breanne, much more than the vibrator buried between her legs.  To be honest, she had felt this was an unfair competition.  Kyle knew very well that Breanne had tons of experience sitting for extended periods, stuffed with vibrators on low speed.  It was one of her chat rules for God’s sake!  Written clearly on her internet profile was the sentence “I believe that all girls who are on the internet should have to sit with a vibrator inside them, on low.”  It was a rule she was pretty good about following, and the few times she had been caught violating her own rule, the various online masters she chatted with had been eager to punish her.
 
    
 
                  But despite Breanne’s ability to deal with the sensual vibrations between her legs, she discovered that her earlier arousal had not completely faded away.  She was certainly at a higher level than usual after inserting the vibrator and she figured that her after breakfast session had “primed the pump” to put it mildly.  It was a different experience for her, one that made her curious.  Maybe there was something to be said for orgasm denial after all.  
 
    
 
                  Megan sighed in relief as the window closed, bringing her legs back together in an attempt to deal with the buzzing torment buried in her sex.  She wasn’t used too continued stimulation after orgasm and it was a new experience for her.  She couldn’t help the fact her vaginal walls were contracting around the pink plastic rod and it only took another five or so minutes before she was nearing her limits of control a second time.  
 
    
 
                  Kyle took an exit, guiding the Camaro down the frontage road until he pulled into a long but somewhat shabby looking strip mall.  Megan, despite living in Chicago her entire life had no clue where she was.  Breanne wasn’t even looking.  The sports car bumped up into the parking lot and pulled into a clear spot.  Kyle turned off the car and pulled up on the parking brake.
 
    
 
                  “We’re here!” he said with a smile.  “I think it’s very clear that Breanne earned herself one point.  Congratulations Breanne!” Kyle twisted in his seat and gave her a beaming grin.  Then he glanced at Megan.  “Megan showed a little lack of self control, which is not a good sign for the day.  In addition, she gets a deduction of half a point for her earlier indiscretion.”  Megan flushed scarlet, not sure if it was due to Kyle’s less than glowing comments about her behavior, or the fact that she was about to cum.
 
    
 
                  He reached behind the seat and grabbed the duffel bag from the floor. “Now I would like both of you to remove the vibrators, clean them, and give them back.”  
 
    
 
                  While Megan jerked in surprise, Breanne smoothly reached down between her legs and extracted the blue vibrator with grace and ease.  A quick roll of the hips freed it from its lodged position and she turned it off with a simple twist.  It was already in her mouth by the time Megan extracted hers.  The brunette teen had learned the previous night about the correct way to return sexual toys and she found her own juices to be a strange but not unpleasant taste.  Breanne finished first, holding out a slightly damp vibrator.  Kyle had pulled what looked like an alcohol wipe from a small container and quickly disinfected the vibrator before sticking it back into his big bag of goodies.  Megan finished sucking her own vibrator and handed it to him, watching as a fresh wipe cleaned her toy.
 
    
 
   “Excellent” Kyle said as he put away Megan’s vibrator.  He put the duffel bag back behind his seat and then opened the car door.  “You both can get out” he said off handedly.
 
    
 
                  Megan hesitated even as Breanne moved her legs for the first time since she had gotten in the car.  “But Kyle! What about our shirts!” she demanded.  Breanne gave her a look with an almost imperceptible shake of the head but again Kyle only laughed.  
 
    
 
                  “I’ll let you pull them down in a moment,” he replied.
 
    
 
                  Megan swallowed hard and then pulled at the door latch.  She climbed out of the low bucket seat of the sports car and noticed she had put a pretty decent sized wet spot on the upholstery.  She closed the door, looking around wildly, one arm across her middle, ready to cover her breasts should someone appear.  Her skirt had fallen back down, covering her rear end and pussy, and she was suddenly grateful for gravity.  She walked around the car and stepped up next to Breanne.
 
    
 
                  Breanne however was not as lucky.  The elastic material of her skirt was clinging to her waist and she stood next to the red Camaro fully exposed.  Kyle couldn’t help eye fucking her a few times before he sighed and nodded.
 
    
 
                  “Both of you need to cover yourselves now.”  Megan immediately grabbed her halter top and tugged it back over her breasts in relief.  Breanne moved a bit more slowly, almost as if she wished to stay exposed.
 
    
 
                  Kyle looked around the strip mall and Megan followed his gaze as Breanne finished her adjustments.  The strip mall was actually two separate malls facing each other with the parking lot in between.  A number of what looked like wholesale merchandise shops advertising everything from watches to clothing to videos filled up a good portion of the available space.  But one of the largest stores, the one Kyle had parked in front of her, took her breath away.  A large sign displayed at the front announced “Adult Video, Toys, and Novelties” and Megan suddenly had the sinking feeling that they would shortly be inside that store.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 14: Novelty Store Sex
 
    
 
                  “All right, here’s the deal” Kyle said.  “When we go in to the store I want the two of you to be either arm in arm or holding hands the entire time.  Never let go.  In addition, if any guy smiles at you I want you to kiss each other, full tongue.  Got it?”  
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded, still a little wild eyed.  Breanne dipped her head in what looked like a bow and acknowledged Kyle’s order with a muted “yes sir.”  Bre reached out and took Megan’s hand as Kyle turned and then led the way across the parking lot.  Together, Megan and Breanne followed obediently.
 
    
 
                  “Have you ever been in a place like this?” Megan whispered to Breanne as they stepped up onto the sidewalk in front of the shop.  Breanne gave her a little conspiratorial smile.
 
   
               “Lots of times.  You’ll find yourself in places like this a lot now that you’ve discovered your sexuality.  You can pick up all sorts of toys here.  You should see my toybox at home!”  Breanne said.  Kyle held open the door for them and they entered the sex shop with Megan taking a deep breath as she crossed the threshold.
 
    
 
                  The place was rather large and Megan looked around in a mixture of curiosity and embarrassment.  Racks of DVD boxes were spaced throughout the room while two whole walls were dedicated to a massive collection of dildos, vibrators, plugs, whips, cuffs, clamps, and a variety of other oddball sex objects.  Megan turned scarlet as she realized that there were several men in the store, all of whom had turned to look at the two scantily clad girls who were standing at the entrance.
 
    
 
                  Kyle turned toward the girls.  “I’ve got a bit of shopping to do for our Olympics today.  Why don’t you ladies browse the store.  Each of you pick out one item you want to play with.  Oh…and don’t forget the kissing and hand holding.  I seem to see a few guys giving you smiles right now,” he said expectantly.
 
    
 
                  Megan stiffened but then Breanne was pulling her into an embrace.  Soft lips pressed together and Megan felt Breanne’s tongue pushing at her, forcing her mouth open.  Tongues entwined, Megan kissed the auburn beauty back, letting out some of the tension.  Then Breanne broke the long wet kiss and took Megan’s arm.  With a smile at Kyle, she immediately guided the girl to the back wall where they began examining the largest dildos.  Breanne made a few off-color remarks and Megan began giggling, forgetting just a bit of her discomfort.
 
    
 
                  Kyle watched for just a moment, still just a bit astonished at the way things turned out.  As awesome as Breanne was, he knew that she would be getting on a plane in a little over twenty four hours.  There was no way she would quit going to school in order to stay with him and it would probably be months before she would have an opportunity to fly up again.  Maybe the summer break?  But the rapid development of Megan into something almost as precious as Breanne was an unforeseen blessing.  Should Megan decide that she liked what was happening, Kyle knew that he would have a regular outlet for his dark sexual perversions.  He resolved to make sure that Megan experienced as many orgasms as possible during the day.  Grabbing a basket he headed over to the BDSM toy section and began selecting a few items that he needed for their olympics.
 
    
 
                  “Look at this!”  Megan exclaimed, pulling a monstrous dildo off the wall.  It was encased in clear plastic, in order to reveal its full width and length and Breanne glanced down at it.  
 
    
 
                  “The Husky? Looks pretty big,” she said to Megan.  “Let’s see.  Nine inches long, three wide, and even comes with synthetic balls.”  Breanne looked up.  “Does that mean the rest isn’t synthetic?” she said jokingly.  Megan rolled her eyes.  
 
    
 
                  “What do you think it feels like?” she asked.
 
    
 
                  Bre shrugged.  “A really big dick.  I’m not much into dildos,” Breanne replied with a shrug.
 
    
 
                  “Why not?  They seem nice.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne put it back on the rack.  “Because I need something more going on inside of me.  Dildos just go in and out, and usually you have to provide the power for that.  I prefer vibrators because you can pump them, or you can leave them in.  Either way, something is happening.”
 
    
 
                  Megan considered her words.  It made a lot of sense, but Megan still couldn’t help wondering what something so large and thick would feel like.  While her boyfriend, Andy, or Kyle hadn’t been small, none of them sported a cock this size.  Finally she reached up and grabbed the Husky dildo and pulled it off the shelf.  Breanne looked at her in amusement.  
 
    
 
                  “So what are you going to get?” Megan asked, tucking her new dildo under her arm.
 
    
 
                  Breanne looked around. “I’m still not sure.  Let’s wander over to the BDSM section.”  They walked hand in hand across the room and then Megan squeezed Breanne’s fingers.
 
    
 
                  “That man just smiled at me!” she said suddenly, inclining her head toward one of the other store patrons.
 
    
 
                  “Then you better kiss me,” Bre replied with a grin.  She turned toward the startled teenager.
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded and moved into the embrace.  She wrapped her arms around Breanne and tilted her head up so that their lips could touch again.  This time however it was she that initiated the French kiss, slipping her tongue against and inside of Breanne.  Bre kissed her back with passion and Megan suddenly wished that the two of them were alone.  She would give anything to have Breanne toy with her, and maybe even use her new dildo to make her come.
 
    
 
                  Finally they broke the connection and Megan was a little breathless, giving Breanne a tight hug.  Bre grinned and pulled Megan toward the wall with all of the darker toys.
 
    
 
                  “My God! I didn’t realize all this stuff existed!” Megan exclaimed, peering curiously at a few of the more esoteric items.  “What the hell is this?” she asked, pulling it off the wall.  Breanne laughed.
 
    
 
                  “It’s a spreader.  The little clamps get connected to your labia and it spreads your pussy open.”  It was immediately obvious that Breanne had personal experience with the device.
 
    
 
                  Megan’s mouth fell open.  “Oh my God!”  She hurriedly put it back on the wall, cheeks flushed in embarrassment.   Breanne couldn’t help smiling.
 
    
 
                  “Oh don’t fret about it. It isn’t bad” she said.  “But I admit that it can be a bit uncomfortable.”
 
    
 
                  Megan turned away and looked for Kyle.  Evidently he was on the other side of one of the racks because she couldn’t see him.  As she was turning away she caught another smile from a random guest who was staring and Megan squeezed Breanne’s hand.
 
    
 
                  “I just got another smile,” she said half apologetically.  Breanne turned and looked and grinned.  
 
    
 
                  “Don’t apologize. I like it. Now kiss me,” Bre ordered.  Megan chuckled and once more fell into Breanne’s embrace, pressing her lips to the auburn haired beauty’s mouth.  For some reason there seemed something more to this kiss, an urgency or need that hadn’t quite been there before and Megan felt sudden electric shocks of pleasure when Breanne put her hand on Megan’s breast, thumbing the nipple through the soft cotton halter top.  When Breanne broke the kiss, it left Megan breathless.
 
    
 
                  “Wow,” the brunette teenager said, eyes glittering.
 
    
 
                  Breanne gave her a warm smile and turned back to the wall of BDSM toys.  Megan watched Bre pick up and examine several different items, from clamps to whips, but she put everything back. 
 
    
 
                  “Looking for something specific?”  Megan asked, curious.  Breanne had four times the amount of experience Megan did and one of the reasons she was submitting to Kyle was to spend more time with Breanne.  She wanted to learn.
 
    
 
                  Breanne shrugged “Honestly, I’m looking for something a little more extreme than this stuff.  None of this is going to do what I want and need it to do.”
 
    
 
   Megan glanced at the wall.  Black leather saps, cat-o-nine tails, several different kinds of cuffs and collars and chains and restraints all hung in neat little rows.  There were a zillion things she didn’t recognize and a few she had no idea how to use, or even what they were for.  
 
    
 
                  “What do you need it to do?” Megan asked, a little confused.  Bre gave her a queer look and then turned back to the wall.
 
    
 
                  “I need it to hurt,” she said softly.  Megan didn’t reply to that.  She didn’t know what to say.  Technically Megan had no desire to feel pain.  She didn’t want it like Breanne seemed to.  But her memories from the previous night, of being held open while Kyle pussy whipped her, reminded her that her strongest orgasms had come right after or during pain.  She wondered when Breanne had finally realized that she liked to be hurt when she had sex.
 
    
 
                  “Um…Breanne?  When did you…um…figure out you liked being … um.”
 
    
 
                  “A sexual masochist?”  Breanne asked, one eyebrow up.  Breanne turned away and picked up a leather sap.  She smacked it once into her palm and she looked back at Megan who nodded.
 
    
 
                  Breanne held out the sap and lightly ran the tip across Megan’s breasts, startling the poor teenager who took a step back and almost let go of Breanne’s other hand.  “I was shown who I was by my first Mistress.  We were fifteen, best friends, and lovers.  When we discovered kinky sex she became entranced with it, exploring the entire world.  I went along for the ride.  She discovered she was a sadist and enjoyed inflicting pain on people.  At first I was just doing what she wanted. Submitting, being a willing victim, letting her whip me and pinch me and hit me, until I realized that I was experiencing orgasms twice as hard as any that I had gotten when it was vanilla.  She realized it too and soon she was doing things to me that went far beyond a playful spanking.”  
 
    
 
                  She sighed, once more dragging the edge of the sap across Megan’s bosom.  This time Megan didn’t pull away, but looked down at her hardened nubs reacting to Breanne’s touch.  
 
    
 
                  “But that isn’t to say I enjoy pain” Breanne said, looking directly at Megan’s eyes.  “I certainly won’t get turned on if you come over to my place and break my arm.  It has to be sexualized pain for me.  And even then, technically, I don’t ‘enjoy’ it.”
 
    
 
                  “You don’t?  Really?”  Megan asked, still astonished.  Her own body was reacting visibly to Breanne’s caress.
 
    
 
                  Breanne shook her head.  “Not in the least.  But remember what I said?  Asking about enjoyment isn’t the right question.”
 
    
 
                  Megan understood.  “So we shouldn’t ask if you enjoy pain.  We should ask if pain makes you cum.”
 
    
 
                  “You learn well grasshopper,” Breanne said with a grin.
 
    
 
                  “So do you think you’ll find something here?”  Megan asked with a much deeper insight into Breanne’s personality.  
 
    
 
                  Breanne shook her head.  “I kind of doubt it.  I would probably have more luck at a hardware store,” she said ruefully.
 
    
 
                  Megan’s shocked expression delighted Breanne and she laughed.  “Oh don’t look so surprised.”  She plucked a set of clamps off the wall and held them up. “See these?  You can find the exact same thing minus the little plastic covers for about fifteen bucks cheaper at the hardware store.”  She swung the package.  “I’ve got seven different sets of clamps back home and only a few of them are from a place like this.”
 
    
 
                  “Really?” Megan asked, just a tad bit amused.  “So you make and buy your own toys?”
 
    
 
                  Breanne laughed. “You do when you don’t have a permanent master.”
 
    
 
                  “You don’t?  But I thought…” Megan glanced over at Kyle who was picking items off one of the walls and depositing them in a plastic basket.
 
    
 
                  Bre followed Megan’s gaze.  “Oh, Kyle is my master this weekend.  But right now I live with a roommate who I’m not sexually engaged with and do most of my sex stuff online.”
 
    
 
                  “Really?” Megan asked again, repeating herself.
 
    
 
                  There was a long sigh.  “You will find that finding the perfect master to fit your needs is a bit more challenging than you’d think.  First of all you have to find one who respects your limits.  But you also have to find one who is constantly pushing you as well.  Then there are the more realistic issues about life.  I’m working on my college degree.  I don’t want to quit school, and while there are dozens of potential masters out there, I recognize my need to finish my education, so I just can’t go submitting to the first guy who makes me cum and wants to whip me.  I’ve got responsibilities.  So I tell guys I’m a free spirit.  I haven’t let anyone collar me.”
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded. “How do you choose a master?”
 
    
 
                  “Usually you don’t choose your first master or mistress.  Mine was my best friend when I was in high school and things got intense, but were always consensual.  We stayed together up till a year and a half ago.  That’s when we decided that we needed a break from each other and I moved out of the apartment.  But eventually you do it slowly, with a couple of vanilla meetings, lots of talking, and then work into actually having sex.”
 
    
 
                  Megan stared at Breanne in rapt attention so the auburn haired beauty continued.
 
    
 
                  “When I moved out, I dated a bit, but I couldn’t find a guy who could make me orgasm the way my Mistress had.  I was already getting on the internet a lot, doing some microphone and camera sessions, and basically performing some self sex torture in order to relieve myself.  Every once in a while I’d find a competent guy to direct me.  Or I increased the excitement factor with sex wages or games.”  She took a deep breath.  “So despite the fact I’ve had offers I’ve pretty much refused them all to focus on school.”
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded, clearly fascinated.  “I didn’t realize how complicated it was.  So what are you looking for in a master?”  She followed Breanne down the row, both of them still idly looking at various sex toys.
 
    
 
                  Breanne considered Megan’s question.  “You know, that’s kind of hard to answer.  I guess what I’m looking for is a guy who understands how I work.  I need a guy who keeps me on edge and constantly cumming.  If it was a perfect world, I’d be a twenty four seven sex toy.”  Bre smiled.  “You know, wake up in the morning, take out the vibrator you’ve been sleeping with, wake up your master or mistress with your mouth and let them take you, then get cleaned up and have the next sex toy implanted inside you.  I want a Master who will screw me often, embarrass me constantly, and hurt me enough so that I’m in a constant state of arousal.  I need to cum several times a day.”
 
    
 
                  Megan didn’t know what to say.  Breanne was certainly complicated, but Megan liked the idea of being a free spirit.  There were things she still didn’t understand, like the whole collaring thing Breanne mentioned, but Megan was beginning to get hints and she felt as if she wanted similar things.  She felt herself pulled along as Breanne suddenly got interested in something on one of the walls.
 
    
 
                  “Geeze, that’s expensive,” Breanne muttered. One hand was touching a large box while the other was still clutching Megan.  The teenager stepped a bit closer to see what Breanne was looking at and her eyes widened.  
 
    
 
                  “A chastity belt?”  she asked in confusion.
 
    
 
                  Breanne shook her head.  “Not exactly.  Oh sure, it will prevent the wearer from having sex with someone else or even herself, but look.  See the attachments?  This thing has both anal and vaginal vibrators, not to mention this wonderful little bump here that vibrates as well.  And all of it is controlled with a wireless remote.  That’s pretty awesome.”  Breanne checked the price again.  “I can’t select this.  It’s so expensive.”  She spent a bit more time looking at it before they were approached by Kyle.
 
    
 
                  “Hello ladies, pick out your toys?” he asked.  He was holding a basket and Megan could see a plethora of clamps, vibrators, and various items that all intrigued her.  She held up her Husky Dildo and grinned.  
 
    
 
                  “I choose this,” Megan said and handed it to him. He looked at it for a moment and then calmly put it in the basket.  
 
    
 
                  “What about you Bre?  See anything you like?” he asked.  Breanne blushed slightly.
 
    
 
                  “Not really sir.  You probably should take me to the hardware store instead.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle laughed and Megan’s face darkened slightly.  “She isn’t being totally honest sir.  She likes this chastity belt, she just thinks it’s too expensive to select.”  Megan pointed at the box sitting on the shelf.  Kyle tilted his head and studied it.
 
    
 
                  “Wow, that is an interesting piece, Breanne.  Why are you interested in it?”  Kyle asked.  His eyes had rolled over the price tag but it wasn’t astronomically high.  In fact, it was cheaper than Breanne’s plane ticket by quite a bit.
 
    
 
   Breanne gave Megan a little glare but then she turned to Kyle.  “Well sir, it would keep me plugged at all times, and both phalluses are vibrators.  Plus there is the clitoral bump which also vibrates.  All three vibrators are controlled by remote and they can be activated individually or in one of these six pre-set patterns.”  Breanne was practically reading the stats right off the box.
 
    
 
                  Kyle nodded.  “Do you want it?” he asked.
 
    
 
                  Breanne shook her head.  “Sir, it’s too expensive.  I’m not worthy of such expenditure.  I will be fine.”  She gave Megan another glare.
 
    
 
                  He looked thoughtful for a moment.  “You have agreed to submit to me for this entire weekend, yes?” he asked Breanne.
 
    
 
                  “Yes sir,” Breanne replied, looking confused.  Why would Kyle ask such a thing?
 
    
 
                  “So that means that you are under my orders until you get home tomorrow afternoon, correct?
 
    
 
                  Breanne hesitated.  It meant that she might be required to perform some task when he wasn’t present, but then she let out a small sigh.  Would it be any worse than what he had made her do thus far?  “Yes sir, I am under your orders until I get home sir,” she replied.
 
    
 
                  Kyle reached up for the box and pulled it down, breaking her grip with Megan and pushing it into her arms.  Breanne protested slightly but realized it was a moot point as Kyle grinned.
 
    
 
                  “Now you’ve got something to wear home,” he said viciously.  Breanne’s eyes widened in alarm.
 
    
 
                  “All right ladies, let’s go,” he said, motioning them to follow him up to the counter.  Breanne and Megan exchanged glances but obediently followed Kyle up to the register and the beady-eyed guy who had given them all a glance over when they entered.
 
    
 
                  Megan’s hand had crept back into Breanne’s as they stood behind Kyle, watching the clerk slowly ring up the assorted items Kyle had selected.  Megan watched the Husky dildo get put into the bag and smiled slightly, looking forward to trying out the large phallus.  Finally the clerk finished, but before he rang up the sale, he looked at Kyle with a peculiar expression.
 
    
 
                  “Would you be interested in earning a ten percent discount?”  The clerk asked.  Kyle’s face perked up immediately.  
 
    
 
                  “When you spend over four hundred dollars on sex toys, a ten percent discount always attracts attention.  What’s the deal?” Kyle asked politely.
 
    
 
                  The clerk nodded at Megan and Breanne.  “Have them try out any of the toys you just bought, right here, and I’ll strike ten percent off the cost.”
 
    
 
                  Megan’s eyes widened in shock.  How dare he suggest such and outrageous thing!  She flushed scarlet, her fingers tightening in Breanne’s hand.  Bre had no such reaction and just stared a head.  
 
    
 
                  Kyle thought about it for a moment.  He didn’t bother to look back at either of the girls.  Instead he leaned forward and looked through the bag.  He pulled out the Husky Dildo as well as set of anal beads.  With a grin at the clerk he turned to face Megan and Breanne and held up the sex toys.
 
    
 
   “You’ve got to be kidding me!”  Megan demanded, eyes flashing in a mixture of alarm and anger.  “I’m not doing anything here.”  
 
    
 
                  Kyle’s eyes flashed darkly and he took a step forward.  “Young lady, you will immediately strip naked, lie down on the floor, spread your legs, and allow Breanne to fuck you silly with this dildo.  If you refuse we will go back out to the car and I will drive you immediately home.”
 
    
 
                  Megan looked at Kyle with a shocked expression that slowly melted into dismay.  She glanced at Breanne but got no help, the auburn beauty impassive.  Megan looked back at Kyle, her lips trembling.
 
    
 
                  “Kyle?  Sir?  Please?” 
 
    
 
                  Kyle crossed his arms, tapping his fingers against his bicep.  Megan stood there, a single tear appearing on her cheek.
 
    
 
                  He turned away from her and looked at Breanne.  “Strip, slave” he ordered.
 
    
 
                  Breanne nodded and immediately grabbed hold of the halter top, pulling it over her head and baring her luscious breasts.  The clerk let out a little exclamation of appreciation.  Before Breanne had even managed to push down her skirt all the way there was a collection of guys standing around, all ogling the auburn beauty.  They had been very aware of the commotion and had come up to watch.
 
    
 
                  Megan watched as well, wondering whether or not she had just totally screwed up.  Her eyes flitted from Kyle to Breanne, and back to the men surrounding them.  As Breanne bent down, slipping her skirt to the floor and then stepping out of it, Megan couldn’t help feeling another jolt of sexual need.  Breanne spread her legs slightly and then stood up straight, putting her hands behind her head, which caused her breasts to push out.  Everyone was staring at Breanne, including Kyle and Megan realized that if she was going to follow in Bre’s footsteps, it had to be now.
 
    
 
   The brunette teenager wiped away the solitary tear and grabbed her own halter top, lifting it upward and over her head, trying to ignore the stares of half a dozen guys.  Her breasts bounced free of the restraining cotton and she ignored the little whisper that ran through the crowd, focusing instead on her clothing.  The denim skirt went next, unbuttoned and pushed down until she too stepped out of it, kicking it aside to stand naked next to Breanne.  Then, still not daring to look Kyle in the eyes, she slowly sat down on the floor and then laid back, arms outstretched, legs spread wide with her knees up, totally ready for Breanne to use the Husky Dildo on her.
 
    
 
                  The clerk produced a box cutter and handed it to Kyle who quickly freed the large nine inch long dildo from its plastic incarceration.  He handed the large rubber dong to Breanne who took it quietly and then moved between Megan’s legs.  Kneeling down, she lifted the rubber cock to her mouth and began to suck on it, clearly giving it a deep throat blow job that left a shiny sheen of moisture along its entire length.
 
    
 
                  Breanne didn’t spend that much time pre-lubing the dildo.  It was readily apparent that despite Megan’s earlier objections, she was terribly wet.  Breanne brought the dildo downward and pressed the tip against Megan’s clit.  The teenager arched her back, her eyes still closed, and let out a soft moan.  Breanne worked the rubber cock downward, slipping the large head through Megan’s petals, stroking her, tormenting her.  The little teen rolled her hips and Breanne moved the tip even lower, pushing it against Megan’s opening.
 
    
 
                  It was larger than anything Megan had ever experienced.  Easily four inches across a little ways down from the tapered tip, Breanne worked it gently, easing it into Megan’s inexperienced orifice.  The gathered crowd had enlarged even more and the men were starting to exchange comments, complimenting the beauty of the girls, ordering them to do certain acts, or for Breanne to ram the dildo into Megan’s body.  Kyle stood silent, his arms crossed as he watched.  Breanne ignored it all, focusing completely on Megan.  Slowly she worked the dildo in, knowing that once Megan had adjusted to the size and length of the rubber cock it could be worked rapidly back and forth.
 
    
 
                  More and more rubber disappeared into Megan’s pussy, pushing apart the petals in a rather obscene display of deviance.  The Husky dildo was easily twice as big as any man there and Megan was handling it with only slight whimpers of enjoyment.  Granted, a good portion of that enjoyment came from Breanne’s patient and delicate hand, but the distended condition of Megan’s sex caused a few eyes to widen.  When Breanne had most of the dildo in the moaning teen she began pumping it slowly, picking up speed.   Megan responded as expected, her hips thrusting upward, head tilted back.  Evidently she had completely forgotten her audience, or was at least ignoring it.  The truth was even more disturbing.  The audience was exciting her.
 
    
 
                  Breanne continued to work Megan and Kyle reached back to the counter and grabbed a hold of the string of anal beads. They were all strung along a thin cord, creating a length of marble sized pearls, each made of hard plastic.  Kyle grinned and then moved behind Breanne.
 
    
 
                  “Bre, push it in and then suck her clit until I tell you to stop”  Kyle ordered.  Breanne dipped down immediately, driving the phallus in until it we completely imbedded.  Her mouth latched down on Megan’s clit, eliciting an excited squeal as the small nub was sucked between Breanne’s lips.
 
    
 
                  Kneeling down behind Breanne, Kyle lifted the anal beads and began rubbing them against Breanne’s pussy.  She was nearly as wet as Megan and she let out a tiny groan and wiggled her hips, giving him better access as he lubricated the beads.  When he removed his hand and brought the first bead up to the tiny button of her ass, Breanne let out a soft moan and arched her back.
 
    
 
                  “That’s a girl,” Kyle said softly, patting the white creamy roundness of her buttock.  He pushed the first bead into her rear, smiling as Breanne let out a little gasp from around the teenage clit she was nibbling on.  Breanne tugged the Husky dildo about five inches, and then combined another thrust with a long solid pull, sending a series of tremors through Megan’s body.  It was clear the little teen wouldn’t last much longer.
 
    
 
                  Kyle kept pushing beads in, each one causing Breanne to shake.  He was totally aware that what he was doing to the red-headed girl was slightly on the cruel side.  She hadn’t experienced orgasm since early that morning.  He knew she wasn’t used to denial and he wanted to capitalize on that sensation.  He also knew she wasn’t a fan of things in her ass, but only tolerated it.  He knew it would add a bit of discomfort as well as sexual tension.  Standing up he wiped his wet fingers on her butt and then backed off, enjoying the sight of Breanne with a little piece of string sticking out of her rear end.  
 
    
 
   “Okay Breanne, make her scream.”  Kyle ordered.  A second later Megan let out a loud yelp, crying out, her hands going down to her crotch. Breanne caught them, holding them tight as Megan shuddered.  Kyle wondered what was going on until he realized that Breanne was actually biting Megan’s clit, making her scream.
 
    
 
                  “I mean by making her cum Bre,” Kyle said quickly, reaching out to lay one hand on Breanne’s rump.  Megan’s cry stopped almost immediately though the heaving of her chest continued.  Breanne rose up a bit and began rapidly thrusting the Husky dildo in and out of the excited and moaning teenager.  Megan’s eyes seemed to roll into the back of her head and she brought one hand to her mouth, biting her knuckles and smothering a cry that sounded almost inhuman.  
 
                 
 
                  Breanne was lucky she wasn’t wearing her halter top.  A long stream of juice suddenly squirted out of Megan’s cunt, spraying across Breanne’s breasts in a sexual eruption that rivaled a male porn star’s ejaculatory finish.  Breanne blinked, wiping away a few stray droplets that had splattered her cheek as she continued to slowly pump the rubber cock in and out of Megan’s trembling and limp body.
 
    
 
                  There was a round of applause, not to mention a few raunchy comments as Megan slowly recovered.  Kyle grinned and turned back to the clerk, his face beaming.
 
    
 
                   “I think that will suffice for my discount” he said with a grin.  The clerk nodded, still distracted by the fact that Breanne continued to pump the dildo into Megan despite the fact that the teenage slut had already cum.  The clerk pressed a few buttons on the cash register and quoted the new price.  A card of plastic was handed over the counter and in moments Kyle was turning around, his hand on Bre’s shoulder.
 
    
 
                  “That will suffice, Breanne dear.  Let poor little Megan up.”  
 
    
 
                  “Yes sir” she replied and tugged the phallus out of Megan without even a final push.  Megan groaned as the huge intruder left her empty and she rolled slightly, adjusting to the absence.  Breanne lifted the dildo and to the dismay of the crowd, brought it to her mouth.  She licked it clean of Megan’s juices, receiving another round of appreciative exclamations from the assembled audience.  
 
    
 
                  Megan slowly sat up, watching Breanne suck the dildo clean.  Carefully, still slightly dazed from the flood of endorphins and adrenaline that had pumped through her body like a giant nine inch dildo, Megan rolled to her knees and then stood.  Standing naked she took a deep breach and reached down, helping Breanne to her feet.  The two girls embraced and Megan found herself kissing Breanne, holding her tight. Part of it was sexual, but part of it was also appreciative, a special thank you for being awesome.
 
    
 
                  Kyle grabbed his bag and thanked the clerk.  Then he turned toward his two submissives and grinned.
 
    
 
                  “All right ladies.  Time to go.  Get dressed.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 15: Ben Wa Ball Torment
 
    
 
                  Megan looked out of the car window and felt a small shiver that complimented the buzzing of the vibrator as the scarlet Camaro swung into the mall parking lot.  Fortunately, it wasn't a mall she frequented, especially since it was on the other side of town.  That was a tiny relief, especially considering the revealing nature of her outfit, not to mention whatever Kyle had in store for both her and Breanne.  Megan shifted in her seat, trying to find a comfortable way to sit that didn't cause her to experience an overwhelming desire to masturbate right there in the car.  Kyle's very generous allowance to let her touch her breasts had actually been a trick, since a series of electric like shocks had run from the tips of her nipples down to her clit with every minor caress and pinch.  Sitting there with her hands down would have actually been easier to endure.

               Breanne of course was sitting perfectly still, hands open and palms up on her outstretched legs.  Megan couldn't understand how the auburn beauty was doing it.  Both of Breanne's feet were touching the sides of the sports car, causing her thighs to ripple.  The black stretch mini skirt was again pulled up around her waist, exposing both her rear end as well as her pussy.  The softly thrumming tube inside her seemed to have no effect and Breanne's bare breasts seemed to barely move.  Megan was both jealous and irritated at Breanne's almost inhuman control.  Despite the torments they endured together at the sex shop, Megan was hoping that she would start earning a few more points in this strange sexual game Kyle was playing with them.

               The car slowed to a stop and Megan looked out the window again.  They were parked in front of one of the main entrances and there were quite a large number of people walking about.  Megan sunk down in her seat, thankful that the heavily tinted window was closed and that her breasts weren't on public display for a third time that morning.  She twitched in her seat again as Kyle stopped the car.

               "All right ladies.  You can lower your tops and remove the vibrators.  I think both of you have earned a point!" Kyle said, smiling.  Megan sighed and pushed her hand between her legs, pulling out the offending sex toy.  She twisted the base to turn it off and immediately put the tip in her mouth, tasting her sweet juices as she licked it clean.  By the time she handed it to Kyle, Breanne was doing the same thing, her position relatively unchanged.  Both Megan and Breanne tugged down their shirts, though Breanne stayed in the splits, splayed across the back seat with her pussy exposed.  Kyle cleaned off both toys with one of his alcohol wipes and stuck them in the bag.  Megan reached for the door handle, but Kyle stopped her.
 
               "Just a moment Megan, unless you want to do this exposed in the parking lot" he said with a grin.  Carefully, he pulled out a small cloth bag and handed it back to Breanne.  Wordlessly she took the bag and opened it, pouring two large round spheres, covered in latex and connected with a string, into her hand.  There was a soft ringing sound, as if the small balls were bells.  Megan stared at them until Kyle coughed, drawing her attention, and she found herself reaching out to accept her own bag.  Megan opened it and extracted her own pair of spheres, looking at them curiously.  

               "Ben wa balls.  A nice matching set.  Please insert both balls into your pussies" Kyle ordered.  He twisted in his seat to watch as Breanne immediately pressed the first of the two balls up against her clit, rubbing it back and forth until it was coated with juice.  Megan did the same, gasping out loud as the latex sphere rubbed against her sex, causing massive waves of pleasure to rock through her body.  As she pushed, it seemed to Megan that the first ball was practically sucked into her well, causing the string attached second sphere to press tightly against the petals of her sexual flower.  She pushed that one in as well, rolling her hips in order to settle the two small golf ball sized objects.  She glanced back at Breanne, whose own set had disappeared into the pink pulsing gash between her legs.

               Kyle looked at both girls, clearly happy with the situation, and he nodded.  "All right.  Let's go."  He opened the car door and pushed his seat forward to allow Breanne to escape the back seating area.  Megan grabbed hold of the handle and let herself out, stepping gingerly as she felt the ben wa balls move inside her.  She stood up, rolling her hips slightly, trying to understand why two non-vibrating spheres could possibly be considered sexual torment.  When she took her first step she quivered as the sex toy seemed to move inside her.  The two golf ball sized objects bounced against each other, the ringing clappers changing the weight distribution inside the latex covered plastic.  Megan's second step was just as intense and her sex clenched around the toy.  Kyle and Breanne came around the side of the car, Breanne's hips swaying wildly, her entire body curving in time with each step.  Megan noticed instantly that Kyle was carrying his black duffel bag.

               "Like them?" Breanne asked, a sparkle in her eye, obviously referring to the two latex covered spheres buried in Megan's snatch.  Breanne's black mini-skirt had been pulled back down making her decent, though her hard nipples still raised tiny bumps in the front of her halter top.  Megan nodded, a confused look still on her face.

               "They will roll around inside you with every step.  The faster you walk, the more intense it gets," Breanne explained.  "The balls have tiny clappers inside that change where the weight sits."  She took another step and Megan thought she could hear a faint tingling sound.  "That, and they make music."

               "The perfect fashion accessory for our trip," Kyle declared!  He stepped between the two girls and took both their arms in his, so that they were forced to fall into step with him and keep his pace.  In seconds Megan's sex had become a riot of troubled sensation and her face flushed.  Breanne was evidently much more experienced at dealing with torments like this, since Megan noticed that Bre wasn't having much trouble at all.

               "How can you stand it?" demanded Megan, looking across Kyle's chest as they stepped up onto the curb leading to the mall entrance.  
 
    
 
                  Breanne laughed. "Practice.  Hopefully, Kyle will let you keep these and I recommend you wear them a lot."

               "I'll go crazy if I do!" Megan declared.

               Bre nodded. "That's the idea.  My last mistress used to make me wear toys like these to class everyday."  She suddenly looked a little embarrassed.  "Just wait until you experience vibroballs, especially if it's in public." 

               Megan's eyes widened. "Vibroballs?" she asked.

               Breanne nodded.  "They're just like these except vibroballs are vibrators too.  Some have a little control box that you have to keep in your pocket or tucked into your waist band. Some have wireless remotes so someone else can control the intensity."

               Kyle grinned at Megan's astonished expression.  "Oh don't worry Meg. Those are for later."  He nodded toward the door and smiled again. "Let's get this first little event out of the way and we'll try out the vibroballs afterward."

               Megan swallowed hard, trying to imagine what torments lay before her, but her attention was drawn back to her own sexual suffering relatively quickly.  When they entered the mall Megan found herself to be almost immediately a focus for attention, right next to Breanne.  Hundreds of eyes seemed to center on her and the brunette teenager couldn't help wondering if each man looking at her knew about the churning cauldron of sexual lust between her legs.  Realistically, logically, she told herself that there was no way for anyone to know about the ben wa balls.  But she still flushed pink in embarrassment, wondering if there was something about her that they could detect, pheromones, or the rolling of her hips, or maybe a slight streak of moisture on her thigh.  

               Breanne, of course, was carrying herself like a goddess, totally at home with the direct attention being give her appearance.  Her low cut halter top, black mini-skirt, and fuck me high heels were everything but a hand lettered sign, all which declared her to be a slut.  Megan wondered if she exuded the same sort of atmosphere, especially considering how similar their outfits were.  Kyle steered them down the main concourse and Megan wondered where they were going.

               They walked for about five minutes and Megan was pretty sure that she was dripping.  There was definitely moisture on her thighs now, a soft glistening that said more about her state of mind and body than anything else.  Every step was becoming a trial as the ben wa balls rolled around inside her inexperienced well.  Finally they found the food court and Kyle moved toward a semi-quiet section and sat down at one of the tables.  Both girls sat down directly opposite him, knees pressed tightly together.  Megan worried about a wet spot appearing on her denim skirt.

               "All right, here is your first task.  Breanne, you have three minutes to make it to the department store down at the end of this wing, and then back here.  If you make it in under that time, you get a point.  If you take longer, then you get a point subtracted for every minute you're late.  Got it?"  Kyle asked.   Breanne nodded.

               "Then get going."  He looked down at his watch, already starting the timing as Bre quickly rose and walked out of sight, moving as rapidly as her sexually charged body would allow.  Megan watched her disappear down the hallway, her wide hips moving sensuously with each step.  

               "Do you think she'll make it?" Megan asked, looking back at Kyle.  He shook his head.  

               "I doubt it very much.  The faster you walk in ben wa balls the more intense the sensation is.  By the time she gets back here she'll be desperate and dripping."  Kyle shrugged.  "I'll give you a bit more time since you aren't used to it."

               Megan blanched a bit. "I'm already dripping."

               Kyle grinned.  "Gonna have a wet spot?"  Megan nodded, a worried expression on her face.
 
               He laughed.  "I wouldn't worry about it.  People will just think you sat in something.  And they were probably already looking at your ass anyway."  A mischievous look crossed his face.  "Tell you what, why don't you pull your skirt out from under your butt.  That way you don't leave a wet spot."

               Megan looked at Kyle with a horrified expression. "Here?  In the food court?" She glanced around at the other shoppers, wondering if anyone had heard her objection.  Kyle nodded.  

               "Absolutely.  If you're really worried about a wet spot, pull your skirt out from under your ass and plant that beautiful spankable bare bottom on the seat," he said.  She hesitated and he gave her a sharp look.  "Do I need to make it an order?”
 
    
 
                  Megan literally winced at the sharpness of Kyle’s words.  “No sir,” she replied and immediately put her hands down to her skirt.  Glancing around to see if anyone was watching, she slowly pulled it out from under her butt, trying desperately to do so with as little movement as possible.
 
    
 
                  The seat was cold on her rear end and she squirmed just a bit as she felt the moisture from her leaking pussy spread slightly.  She swallowed hard and looked back down the hallway, wondering how soon Breanne would be back, and how difficult it would be for her to do the same thing.
 
    
 
                  Kyle had pulled out his cellphone and was busily working away at it, evidently typing something important.  Another few minutes passed and Megan saw Breanne approaching. The auburn haired girl seemed lost in thought, her eyes glazed over.  Each step seemed awkward as her hips moved erotically and Megan realized that Bre was crossing her ankles as she walked, moving like a fashion model down a stage.  Breanne arrived back at the table and stood there in front of Kyle, her chest rhythmically moving up and down, drawing Megan’s gaze to Bre’s heavy breasts.
 
    
 
                  Kyle checked his watch. “Six minutes, forty five seconds.  How do you feel?”  He asked Breanne.  She slowly sat down, clearly experiencing residual effects from her ben wa ball impregnated walk.  
 
    
 
                  “I’m fine, thank you Sir.”  Breanne replied, her voice soft, but filled with tension.  “The walk was very stimulating.  I’m sorry I didn’t get back in time though.  It was a long way and speeding up caused me to experience a few difficulties.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle nodded in understanding.  “Anything you can’t handle?” he asked politely.  Breanne smiled and shook her head.
 
    
 
                  “I’m good, sir.”  
 
    
 
                  “Good.”  Then he turned toward Megan.  “You’ve got six minutes and forty five seconds to make it back here.  Walk all the way down to the end of the hall.  You must actually step into the department store and then head back. Got it?”  
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded.  “Got it.”
 
    
 
                  “Then go,” Kyle said with a grin, holding up his watch and making it clear that he had started the timer.  Megan stood up quickly, her hands reaching behind her to push her skirt down when she realized that it had scrunched up, leaving a portion of each buttock clearly exposed.  She glanced around and realized that no one close by had noticed and she immediately walked off, intent on her mission. She didn’t even notice the very dramatic wet spot in the shape of her rear end clearly imprinted on the seat.
 
    
 
                  Almost immediately Megan felt the stirrings of the ben wa balls rotating inside her.  She tried to shift her pace, moving differently, but that only caused a different stimulation inside her.  Finally she found the most comfortable step that kept her moving forward without causing her to double over in orgasmic bliss.  It still tormented her, each step pushing just a bit more against her endurance as her pussy contracted moistly around the two latex covered spheres.  She hurried down the wing of the mall, intent on reaching her target and getting back quicker than Breanne.
 
    
 
                  It was terribly difficult.  She kept looking around her, wondering what every person who glanced her way was thinking.  She couldn’t help feeling awkward, wondering if her swaying hips were attracting undue attention.  Could they see the sheen of pussy juice that she could feel trickling down her thigh?  Or could they hear the very audible ringing of the bells buried in her sex, letting out a little tingle with every step?  Megan hurried forward, trying to keep her mind on other things than the churning in her loins.
 
    
 
                  When she arrived at the department store at the end of the wing she took one step, entering into the store and then made an immediate u-turn, heading back toward the food court where Kyle and Breanne were no doubt sitting.  Megan wondered what they were talking about.  Would Breanne’s skirt be pulled it up, her bare bottom on the wooden seat?  Could they have been caught and ejected from the mall, leaving her stranded here with no phone, no money, dressed like a harlot?  She quickened her pace, her imagination running wild.  The faster pace created a need in her sex that was almost impossible to resist and when she finally saw the food court, along with both Kyle and Breanne sitting quietly at the table, she almost wept.  She quickly approached the two.
 
                 
 
                  “Wow, Megan, I’m impressed,” Kyle said after glancing at his watch.  “That was under six minutes!”  He looked her up and down and then grimaced.  “Why don’t you get a few napkins from one of the restaurants?  You’re dripping pussy juice on the floor.”
 
    
 
                  The color drained from Megan’s face and Kyle laughed out loud.  “I’m joking!  Really!  You aren’t dripping.  At least not that much.  Have a seat.”  He pointed at the chair next to Breanne, who was still sitting motionless.  Megan’s eyes narrowed as she sat down and she looked at Breanne.  
 
    
 
                  “Are you okay?” she asked the auburn haired girl.
 
    
 
                  Breanne didn’t say anything, but gave Megan an almost barely perceptible nod.  Megan saw tiny beads of perspiration forming on the older girl’s brow.  Breanne’s hands were clenched tight, the knuckles white with tension.
 
    
 
                  “She’s fine Megan.  She’s just concentrating,” Kyle said with a grin.
 
    
 
                  Megan glanced back at Kyle.  “She’s concentrating?  On what?”
 
    
 
                  “You’ll find out, eventually.  I’ve got one for you too, but right now Breanne is trying desperately not to orgasm.  Evidently the maximum setting might be a bit high for her.”  He checked his watch.  “Two more minutes, Bre.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne let out a tiny whimper and Megan watched in alarm as the pale skinned sex slave trembled slightly.  Megan couldn’t imagine what devious sex toy was causing Breanne’s control to waver.  The teenager turned toward Kyle.  
 
    
 
                  “What happens if she doesn’t make it?” Megan asked.
 
    
 
                  “Punishment.  Oh, and of course losing another point in our game,” Kyle replied.  He gave Megan a rather mischievous smile.  “Megan, please give one of Breanne’s nipples a hard pinch for me.  Right through the shirt.”
 
    
 
                  Megan’s eyes widened in alarm, but she nodded curtly and turned toward Bre.  The auburn haired beauty was clearly on the edge, holding herself together through will power alone.  Taking a deep breath, Megan lifted her hand.  Breanne’s nipples were clearly visible underneath the taut stretched cloth of the halter top and Megan’s forefinger and thumb found the tiny bump easily.  Gently at first, Megan started to squeeze, not realizing that gentleness with a slow buildup was even worse than an immediate hard pinch.  Breanne stiffened as Megan worked the nipple, rolling it back and forth between her fingers until she had delivered what she felt met Kyle’s requirements.
 
    
 
                  The effect on Breanne was incredible. She held it together for a few seconds, but then let out a loud groan, her eyes fluttering into the back of her head.  Her hips suddenly jerked spasmodically and one hand went down to her crotch, pressing on something right through the material of her skirt.  Megan thought she heard a buzzing sound as she flinched at Breanne’s sudden movement.  Breanne gasped and let out a thin cry, eyes closed, as she orgasmed in her seat.
 
    
 
                  Megan blanched, looking around to see if anyone had noticed.  Breanne’s antics had drawn a few curious stares and Megan flushed crimson, embarrassed just by being seated next to the climax experiencing girl.  To Breanne’s credit, she managed to get things under control relatively quickly even as Megan hung her head, trying to let her bangs fall down to cover her eyes.
 
    
 
                  Kyle clucked a few times, his tongue making a sharp clicking sound.  “Too bad, Breanne.  You were short a minute and a half.  More punishment for you.  Turn it down to low.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne nodded and Megan watched as Bre’s left hand slid up under the skirt and grab hold of something vaguely spherical that seemed attached to her sex.  The buzzing sound Megan had noted before was audible again, but then seemed to decrease as Breanne moved her hand slightly.  
 
    
 
                  Kyle stood up.  “All right, let’s go” he said, reaching out and literally helping Breanne up out of her seat.  Megan noticed that Breanne too had been sitting on her bare bottom and the wet spot left on the plastic chair bottom was easily three times as large as the one Megan had left earlier.  Bre smoothed down her skirt, still a little wobbly from her orgasm, and she clung to Kyle as Megan stood up and came around to Breanne’s other side.
 
    
 
                  Kyle walked them down the corridor and turned into the very first clothing store.  It wasn’t anything Megan would have normally chosen, catering to a more professional than teenager look, but she dutifully followed Kyle and Breanne to the very back of the store.  Once there, Kyle looked around and then, satisfied that they were relatively unobserved, turned to Breanne.
 
    
 
                  “Punishment time, girl.  You know the drill,” he said.
 
    
 
                  Breanne’s eyes widened just as large as Megan’s did.  It was obvious that neither girl had been expecting this.  Megan was about to protest when Breanne gave Kyle a curt nod and murmured a quiet yes sir.  Then she her hands went to her halter top, baring both breasts as she turned around and presented her bottom to Kyle.  Almost as quickly she brought her hands back to her rear and flipped up the skirt.  Megan was standing in the wrong position to see the sex toy Kyle was still forcing Breanne to endure, so she started to move around Kyle to get a better glimpse.  However Kyle was quicker.  He raised his hand and smacked Breanne hard, a red imprint of his hand emblazoned across her rump.  Then he flicked down her skirt even as Breanne gasped out loud, her throat closing down on her cry.   Kyle reached under her bent over body and grabbed hold of her halter top and tugged it down over her breasts.  It wasn’t a neat job, but it covered her.  Megan was still too shocked to realize what was going on when suddenly one of the clerks, an elderly woman with a clearly suspicious look, approached them.
 
    
 
                  “Can I help you?” the clerk asked.
 
    
 
                  Kyle shook his head.  “No thank you.  We were just browsing.”  He grabbed Breanne’s hand, gave the clerk a beaming smile, and then motioned for Megan to precede them out of the store.  Megan felt a little wobbly herself.  She never dreamed that Kyle would do something like that!  What if someone saw!  Worse, anything that he did to Breanne he could just as easily do to her!
 
    
 
                  Once they were back in the main corridor, Kyle led the way, still holding Breanne’s hand.  Megan followed in their footsteps, still lost in the daze of her thoughts.  Kyle only took a few steps before leading both girls into the very next store.  This one was a toy store and Megan was barely cognizant of Kyle leading them to the back corner and waiting for an appropriate moment.
 
    
 
                  “Just the skirt this time, Breanne” Kyle said, glancing around.  Breanne nodded and lifted the hem of her skirt, bending over.  The spank was sudden and very hard, rocking Bre forward.  To Megan’s disappointment, she again had missed seeing the toy that was still buzzing away against Breanne’s pussy.  In mere moments Breanne’s posterior was covered again and Megan was forced to follow as Bre and Kyle moved on.
 
    
 
                  The next store was another clothing franchise and Breanne was forced to bare both breasts and bottom again while tucked into a back corner.  This time as Breanne bent over, her large naked breasts swinging like round pendulums from her chest, Megan finally saw a round oval spheroid object that seemed to dangle against Bre’s pussy.  Megan actually bent over, neck arching, trying to get a better look, not understanding what the object was, or how it was secured.  But Kyle delivered his third stinging blow to Breanne’s butt before Megan could figure anything out.
 
    
 
                  “Oh!  Megan?  Are you volunteering for a spanking too?” Kyle asked, clearly enjoying the bent over position Megan had adopted trying to see between Breanne’s legs.
 
    
 
                  “Uh…no sir!  I was just…uh…curious about Breanne’s toy,” Megan confessed, blushing slightly.
 
    
 
                  Kyle laughed softly as Breanne covered herself back up, wincing slightly as her hands brushed her abused rear.  “Oh, you’ll know soon enough.”  He looked around.  Evidently their little punishment session had gone unnoticed.  “But right now seems okay.  Lift the front of your skirt and spread your legs,” he told the startled brunette teen.
 
    
 
                  Megan’s face lost all its color at the order.  Her interest had been purely academic, and the thought of enduring the same kind of torment, applied in such a public place, was enough to cause her to tremble.  She felt a flush of wetness between her legs and wondered if it was the continual torment of the ben wa balls still rolling around in her pussy, or whether it was from contemplating what was about to happen.  She swallowed and then nodded, her hands going down to the hem of her skirt even as she spread her legs wide.
 
    
 
                  Kyle dug around in his duffle bag for a moment and then found what he was looking for.  Megan was still unable to get a good glimpse of the object as Kyle handed it to Breanne, who accepted it without comment.
 
    
 
                  “Bre, if you would be so good as to attach it to Megan in the appropriate spot.”  Breanne nodded and moved toward Megan, kneeling down directly in front of the startled teenager even as Megan lifted her skirt, exposing her pulsing and very wet pussy.  
 
    
 
                  Breanne held up the toy and Megan finally saw the whole thing.  The large spheroid was obviously a vibrator of some kind, elliptical and shaped like an elongated bean.  Attached to the spheroid was a clamp, rubber tipped and wide, so that the vibrator would dangle slightly.  Megan’s heart leapt in sudden fear as Breanne pinched open the clamp and then moved it toward Megan’s sex.
 
    
 
                  Suddenly Kyle was there, holding Megan.  She leaned against him, body trembling at what was about to happen.  Eyes darted around the store and then back at Breanne, the frightened teen not sure whether it was the possibility of being observed or the impending clamp that scared her more.  She felt Breanne’s fingers against her wet slit and then a hard fingernail was scraping her clit, fondling it, stroking the sensitive nub until it emerged from the hood, swollen and needy.  The bite of the clamp was an instant shock and Megan’s mouth opened in protest, only to be covered by Kyle’s hand as the teenager let out a sharp but muffled cry.  Kyle held her as she bucked, her hands trying to go to her crotch to free herself of the cruel implement.
 
    
 
                  “Full power, Breanne!” Kyle whispered quickly, still holding the struggling girl.  Breanne quickly flicked a tiny switch on the vibrator and it roared to life even as Breanne pulled Megan’s skirt down.  Megan moaned, her chest heaving and she pulled her legs together, almost kicking Breanne, who was already moving back and rising.  It took Megan a few moments, still locked in Kyle’s arms, to find some sort of foundation.  When Kyle felt she would remain silent, he removed his hand from her mouth.
 
    
 
                  “You okay?” he asked.  
 
    
 
                  Megan let out a soft whimper.  “Oh god…”
 
    
 
                  “You have to endure that for five minutes without cumming.  If you cum, you get punished.  Understand?”
 
    
 
                  Megan didn’t respond, still overwhelmed by the new sensations coming from her pussy.  Kyle flicked a finger hard at Megan’s nipple, hard and clearly visible under the tight cotton of her halter top.  The pain made her flinch and blink, looking up at Kyle.
 
    
 
                  “Understand?” he asked again, his voice a little harder.
 
    
 
                  “Uh…no cumming.  Right.”  Megan whispered, her voice cracking.  It was hard for her to even think, much less answer.  There was the crushing bite of the clamp on her clit, which was an agony all by itself, but then there was the thrumming vibrations that not only tickled her labia along her entire sex, but also translated up the chain to the clamp.  She shuddered as jolts of orgasmic pleasure mixed with pain exploded into her through her clit.
 
    
 
                  Breanne stepped up next to her, wrapping an arm around the wobbly teenager.  “Come on, Megan.  You can do this.  After what you endured last night, this is nothing.”  Breanne encouragingly.  
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded faintly and took a few short steps.  Her eyes rolled and she let out a desperate cry, her hands moving toward her crotch.  Kyle’s eyebrow went up as Megan almost collapsed, held upright only by Breanne’s strength.  
 
    
 
                  “Wow.  She’s sensitive,” Kyle commented wryly as another series of spasms seemed to rock the teenage girl.
 
    
 
                  Breanne shook her head.  “I think it’s the ben wa balls.  You didn’t make me walk around when I did this.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle paused thoughtfully.  “You might be right.  Well, I suppose we can always knock a minute or two off the time she has to hold it.”  He patted Megan on the butt softly, encouraging her to take another step.
 
    
 
                  Megan did and let out another cry.  This time however she leaned against Breanne, her hips suddenly moving in an out.  The teenager seemed to quiver like gelatin and then she let out a soft groan of release that made her orgasm very noticeable.  She slumped against Breanne, ignoring the astonished looks from both of her companions.
 
    
 
                  “My goodness.  Megan earns herself a spanking too,” Kyle said softly.  He looked around.  A number of the store’s clientele were giving them odd ball looks.  “We’ve attracted a bit of attention here.  We’ll need to move to the next store before we turn down the vibrator.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne glanced at him in concern.  “I don’t think she’ll make it, sir.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle nodded but took Megan into his arms even as a concerned clerk approached them.
 
    
 
                  “Is the young lady alright?”  he asked, his face a mask of suspicion and curiosity.
 
    
 
                  Kyle nodded and gave the young man a smile.  “Absolutely.  She just had a really powerful orgasm and you know how that leaves teenage girls.”  He spoke casually, as if they were discussing the weather.  Breanne gave Kyle a wild look but then schooled her expression into something more appropriate.
 
    
 
                  “Uh…excuse me?” the young man said.
 
    
 
                  “Absolutely,” Kyle replied, confusing the young man even more.  “Come on, Megan.  Can’t stay here, sweet heart.”  
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded, eyes still closed and she began walking, letting Kyle keep her upright.  Breanne gave the astonished clerk one of her “million watt please fuck me with a clothes rack” smiles and followed Megan and Kyle out of the store.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 16: Severe Consequences
 
    
 
                  Megan was obviously having some difficulty and Breanne realized that the young teenager was clinging to Kyle because she was deep in the throes of another orgasm.  Breanne was sympathetic because she herself had sat through a climax herself earlier.  In fact, the buzzing little oval Kyle had handed her was still clamped to her clit, shaking against her petals, her sensitized sex barely able to handle the stimulation.  For Breanne, it was pleasant agony, the kind that she loved to endure and did so willingly.   Hours spent in front of the computer or walking around town, vibroballs or vibrators stuffed inside her had largely prepared her for this specific torment.  Granted, the two large golf ball sized spheres buried in Breanne’s pussy did nothing to quell the sexual urges streaming from Bre’s clit and every step was a difficult trial balanced between giving in and suffering humiliation.
 
    
 
                  Breanne was acutely aware of the sensations Megan was experiencing and her heart went out to the teenage girl.  Breanne had spent lots of time in similar situations and had developed, if not a resistance to it, at least a tolerance for such direct stimulation.  Megan, whose sexual experience could be measured with a few short sentences, had no such history.  
 
    
 
                  Kyle kept one arm wrapped around the brunette teen and guided her down the mall corridor.  He seemed to have a particular destination in mind, passing several stores and ignoring the occasional concerned glance as Megan stumbled along, her body quivering.  Breanne followed a few steps behind, her own sex churning with desire and she knew that she would be joining Megan were even one more stimuli added to her burden.    Since Bre didn’t know the mall, she was a bit surprised when Kyle pulled Megan to the right and the two of them disappeared down a narrow hallway.  Breanne saw the restroom signs hanging above the entranceway and followed obediently.
 
    
 
                  The mall was becoming busier, but this out of the way restroom was certainly quiet enough.  They made it all the way down to the end of the corridor, and Kyle quickly opened the door of the “family” restroom.  Breanne’s shocked expression was enough to make him grin after he motioned her into the small room, locking it behind her.
 
    
 
                  “I know…I know.  Not cool, right?  But we won’t be in here long and there isn’t anyone needing it.  Can you turn her vibe down?”  Kyle asked as he turned Megan toward the older girl.  Breanne nodded, ignoring the diaper changing counter and small toilet, her expression of disapproval disappearing as she knelt between Megan’s legs.  Breanne had to push the young girl’s knees apart; spreading the delicate and delectable thighs so that she could get a grip on the small ovoid that was energetically bouncing along Megan’s slit.  To Breanne’s surprise, the egg shaped vibrator was actually wedged in between Megan’s thick outer petals.  Purple plastic met pink folds and it almost appeared that with just a little more pressure the little egg would actually sink into Megan’s pussy, tugging against her clit.
 
    
 
                  Breanne resisted the urge to add that pressure, unsure of what Megan’s response would be.  Instead, she gently tugged the ovoid out of its nest, eliciting a whimper from the brunette teenager that would have sounded great on a porn movie’s soundtrack.  Bre’s long fingernails found the tiny switch at the top of the vibrating egg and moved it to its lower setting. Letting the diabolical toy loose, Breanne decided that pushing it back in between Megan’s pussy lips would be beneficial for the young teen.  Megan whimpered again, her thighs closing just as Breanne pulled her hand back.  Kyle tightened his grip on Megan as she squirmed in response to having the ovoid embedded back between the swollen petals of her sexual flower.
 
    
 
                  “Hey?  You okay?” Kyle asked Megan, turning the teen toward him.  Megan’s eyes opened and it took her a moment to focus.  She nodded, swallowing hard as if she were trying to find the strength to speak.
 
    
 
                  “I’m o-o-kay,” she stuttered slightly, the trembling of her body interfering with her speech.  
 
    
 
                  Kyle had a concerned look on his face, but then slowly let go of her, allowing Megan to stand on her own.  His hands stayed outstretched though, just in case he needed to catch her.  Megan managed to find her balance, though both Kyle and Bre noticed that the brunette teenager’s hips were still grinding back and forth involuntarily.  Breanne was pretty sure Megan wasn’t even aware of it.
 
    
 
                  With a nod and a smile, Kyle patted Megan on the arm and turned toward Breanne.  “Well, while we allow Megan a moment to recuperate, let’s handle the rest of your punishment, Breanne.”  He grinned as the color seemed to drain from Breanne’s face.  “Strip naked and turn your vibe to maximum.”  Then he set the black duffle bag on the diaper changing counter and opened it up.
 
    
 
                  Breanne took a deep breath and grabbed hold of the bottom of her halter top.  Slowly, she peeled the tight cloth upward revealing her magnificent soft breasts, still lightly marked with the crisscross lines of the previous day’s whipping.  It came up over her head and she laid it down on the counter next to Kyle’s bag.  As she was pushing down her skirt, she watched as Kyle pulled out his leather sap, a thick yet supple rectangle of leather attached to a wooden handle.  Her breath caught in her throat and she trembled slightly at the thought of another beating with the evil instrument.
 
    
 
                  The skirt slid down her thin legs and she stepped out of it, graceful after years of practicing in high heels.  She laid it next to her shirt.  Then she bent down, grasping the dangling vibrator which was still hanging from her clit.  It was wet and slippery from its constant contact with her pussy, but Breanne was able to change the vibrations with a quick snap of her nail against the switch.  Her clit responded first, but as she released the ovoid, it began tormenting her labia as well, like little tongue flicks against her sex.
 
    
 
                  “Hands on the counter sweetheart,” Kyle ordered, motioning to the diaper changing station.  Breanne nodded and stepped forward.  Slowly, she bent over; presenting her bottom, legs spread obscenely, and the little buzzing egg clamped to her clit now dangling straight down.  Megan watched in silence as Kyle stepped up to Breanne and swung the sap hard at her right buttock.
 
    
 
                  The crack of the sap filled the tiny room and was immediately followed by a desperate gasp.  Breanne stiffened and Megan’s eyes widened as a dark red rectangular print appeared on Bre’s cream colored bottom.  The little clamp attached to the red head’s clit swayed viciously as Kyle immediately let loose another swat, this one on the left butt cheek.
 
    
 
                  While Megan was still having trouble adjusting to the inexplicable sensations between her legs, she couldn’t help feeling sorry for Breanne as the paddling continued.  Several more strokes fell before Breanne began to cry, her body involuntarily jerking away as her frayed nerves began rebelling against the brutal punishment.  Megan wanted to comfort the older girl, but part of her wanted the whipping to continue, for Breanne to melt in fiery heat.  When Breanne’s rear was a mass of scarlet, tinged red from the small of her back down to her thighs, Kyle put one hand on the red head’s shoulder and ordered her to turn around.
 
    
 
                  Breanne did, trembling, her hands going to her bottom just once.  Megan could almost feel the heat herself.  Then Kyle pushed Breanne backward, placing her hands on the counter so that she was leaning.  The vibrator clamp was now pressed against Breanne’s sex, bouncing ever so slightly along the entire length of Bre’s slit.  Breanne spread her legs even more, arching her back as Kyle moved next to her and raised the sap again.
 
    
 
                  Megan couldn’t believe Kyle could be so cruel as the sap smashed Breanne’s right breast flat.  The strokes came quick and clean, alternating between breasts.  They shook and bounced as Kyle alternated between straight on smacks and light stinging flicks that almost seemed to be targeted at just Breanne’s nipples.  Megan could see Breanne’s fingers clenching, the desire to cover her breasts overwhelming.  Just as Megan thought that Breanne would break down, her crimson tits enflamed and swollen, Kyle stopped.  Breanne stayed in position, even as the cruel master bent forward, opening his mouth to suckle one of Breanne’s nipples.  Breanne trembled, but remained in the punishment posture, accepting Kyle’s right to suckle.
 
    
 
                  Kyle came up for air with a smile and then turned to look at Megan.  He snapped one finger at the startled teen and pointed to Breanne’s quivering snatch.  “Turn off the vibrating egg and remove the clamp from Breanne’s clit.” 
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded and took a step forward.  Walking was still a trial for the teen thanks to the combination of ben wa balls and clit clamp, but she managed to get close to Breanne.  She knelt down on one knee, her delicate fingers coming up to take hold of the egg.  It took her a moment to locate the little switch, working it downward to turn off the vibrator function.  Breanne hissed as Megan tugged a little too hard, pulling the sensitive clit outward.  Finally Megan reached up and squeezed the little duck billed clamp, freeing Breanne’s clit and eliciting a cry of pain as the blood rushed back into the small nub.  Breanne’s legs moved together and her hands dropped down to her crotch.
 
    
 
   
  
 

               “Back into position Breanne,” Kyle ordered, a look of disappointment on his face.
 
    
 
                  Megan stood back up and got out of the way, unsure of what was about to happen.  The expression on Breanne’s face was indescribable, as if she knew what was coming, but couldn’t decide if she was dreading it or wanting it.  Breanne leaned back again, her palms on the counter, her legs opening wide, even wider than before.  Her breasts were only barely starting to regain their usual color around the edges, the vast majority of her bosom still a startling shade of pink.  Megan couldn’t imagine Kyle hitting Breanne there again.
 
    
 
                  He didn’t.  Instead he brought the sap up in a sort of underhand stroke, targeting Breanne’s tender pussy.  The blow literally lifted Breanne up a few inches, her mouth opened in a soundless cry.  Megan froze in shock as Kyle smacked Bre again.  He wasn’t hitting her as hard as he did on either Breanne’s buttocks or breasts, but Megan couldn’t imagine the sharp flicks of the sap against Breanne’s sex could feel good.  Kyle picked up the pace even as Breanne rolled her hips, thrusting her groin forward in a lewd motion that made it seem like she wanted more.  The sap licked at the poor girl’s pussy and Megan suddenly heard the wet smacks becoming louder as the sap was coated with Breanne’s juices.  
 
    
 
                  Bre began jerking, her fingers clenched as she pistoned her hips, moving them forward to receive each licking caress of the sap and then she bit her lip, squealing as her legs seemed to buckle and her thighs closed involuntarily.  Her posture slipped and she seemed to slump as a series of tremors raced through her.  Megan watched in astonishment, wondering if Kyle had hurt her too much, only to realize that the pretty red head was climaxing!
 
    
 
                  Kyle stepped back, watching.  Megan wondered if he would be angered by the unauthorized orgasm, but then figured that he knew what he was doing.  It took Breanne maybe a minute to exert a measure of control over herself and Megan watched in amazement as the other girl finally straightened…and got right back in position.  To Megan’s horror, Kyle stepped forward without a word, the sap tight in his hand.  He bent over, bringing the sap upward and let loose a flurry of strong slaps against Breanne’s sodden slit.
 
    
 
                  She endured it, lip caught between her teeth, eyes rolling. Megan could see the muscles in Breanne’s arms trembling, struggling to support her and not to cover her abused sex.  Then Kyle took the edge of the sap and with fast motions of his wrist, smacked her clit repeatedly.   Breanne finally let out a scream, one arm coming off the counter as she pulled away.  Kyle let out a snarl and snagged her around the bottom, his left hand clenching around a single buttock.  He held her, the sap continuing its back and forth slapping of Breanne’s clit even as the red haired girl curled up, her hands on Kyle’s back.
 
    
 
                  Then it was over.  Kyle straightened, wrapping his arms around Breanne.  Quiet sobs filled the restroom as Bre cried into his shoulder, her long red hair spilling over his back.  It took several minutes for her to quiet down and when she did Kyle helped her redress.  The vibro clamp disappeared into the bag even as Breanne slipped back into her skirt, but Megan knew that the older girl was still stuffed with the ben wa balls, and that her sexual ordeal was far from over.
 
    
 
                  “Are you okay?” Megan asked, ignoring her own sexual stimulation, her concern for Breanne stronger than the buzzing still going on, stimulating her sex.
 
    
 
                  Breanne nodded, “I’m all right.  That was just very intense,” she said softly.  Megan noticed that Breanne’s voice was a bit subdued.  Megan gave her a comforting smile and patted Breanne on the shoulder.
 
    
 
                  “Megan,” Kyle suddenly said.  “Strip naked and turn your vibe to maximum.”  He grinned and lifted the sap.
 
    
 
                  Megan stared at him in horror.  He couldn’t possibly think that she was capable of enduring the same sort of brutal punishment Breanne could!  Her eyes widened as she suddenly realized her position.  She was in a strange mall, across town, without her purse, without money, and completely at the mercy of Kyle.  And it was by choice.  She doubted that her step-father’s best friend would leave her here, but she wasn’t sure what would happen if she walked out the door.  She turned and saw Breanne looking at her, a concerned expression on her face, her thoughts plain as day.  “Why wasn’t Megan obeying the command?”
 
    
 
                  Megan took a deep breath.  This was what she wanted.  This was why she had come over that morning.  She knew that Breanne would be returning to Houston soon, and that if she wanted to take her place in Kyle’s world, she would need to be just as strong as Breanne.  Megan grabbed her shirt and pulled it rapidly over her head, tossing it on the counter.  Her naked breasts were just as perfect as Breanne’s, though a tad smaller, still upturned with the elasticity of youth.  Then Megan shoved her skirt down over her thighs, letting it spill to the floor. She stepped out of it, and then, as she bent down to pick it up, quickly changed the setting on her own clit clamped vibrator to maximum.
 
    
 
                  She immediately felt the muscles contract between her legs as the vibrations translated up the chain and into her clit, moving downward to force her pussy to contract.  She grabbed her skirt and put it on the counter, bending forward so that the ovoid vibrator no longer touched her pussy, but dangled straight down instead.  She braced herself for the oncoming spanking and was rewarded with a butt tingling stroke across her right buttock that caused her to gasp.  Her fingers tightened on the edge of the counter and she took a deep breath that was interrupted by another swat.
 
    
 
                  Kyle didn’t pull his blows either.  Each one was delivered with the same blistering heat and speed that he had used on Breanne.  In just a few strokes Megan’s rear felt as if she had been sitting on a hot stove and tears leaked from her eyes.  Finally, one particularly harsh blow had caused her to cover her rear with her hands, which caused Kyle to pull her up from the counter and turn her around.
 
    
 
                  Megan knew what was coming.  She braced herself against the counter, leaning back to present her breasts, emulating Breanne’s earlier pose.  She lifted her chin, gritting her teeth as Kyle began slapping her soft curves with the sap.  The first few strokes came lightly, mere taps that caused her breasts to jiggle.  Then he seemed to change the target of his strokes, aiming at her nipples.  Megan let out a soft moan as the sting seemed to focus on her tender nubs.  She began twisting as the strokes became harder, more focused and her little whimpers turned into tiny cries.  It wasn’t long before both breasts were bright pink and she flinched as Kyle lifted the sap again.
 
    
 
                  “Spread your legs, Megan.  You know what’s coming,” Kyle said, an evil glint in his eye.  Megan glanced at Breanne who was watching with interest, a clinical look on her face.  Slowly, she spread her thighs, exposing the delicate folds of sensual swollen sex. Breanne moved forward without even a word and quickly removed the vibrator clamp, turning it off.  Megan trembled, even before the first stroke, a touch of fear flitting across her face.  She looked away as Kyle readied himself.  
 
    
 
                  It went fast.  Kyle smacked Megan’s clit with rapid blows that had her arching upward, legs shaking at the strain of holding her position and dealing with the sudden flurry of strikes against her mons.  Tears spilled down her cheeks but she felt the heat rising between her legs, the torment of hours, sexual urges and needs, all filtering downward.  She was close to cumming when Kyle stopped and she let out a wracked sob as the burning ache in her pussy overwhelmed her.  She put her hands to her groin and Kyle dropped the sap on the counter and quickly grabbed hold of Megan’s wrists.
 
    
 
                  “Breanne! Her clit!” Kyle barked.  In seconds the red head was on her knees, nose pressed to Megan’s slit.  Her delicate tongue began lapping at Megan’s nub, teasing the swollen, tender, abused nodule.  Megan tried to close her legs, even as her brain screamed in ecstasy, and Kyle used one foot to widen Megan’s stance as Breanne pushed on the other leg.  The pink tongue dipped and dived, working at Megan and it was only another minute before the brunette teenager gasped and her body trembling as the orgasm racked her body with spasms.  But Breanne didn’t stop, continuing to suckle and nibble on Megan’s clit until Megan twisted away.
 
    
 
                  “I think that’s enough, Bre.  I’m not sure she can handle any more right now,” Kyle said, loosening his grip on the teenager.  Megan shuddered and started to topple, but Kyle caught her and moved her over to the wall.  
 
    
 
                  “Here.  Rest for a moment,” he said.  Megan sighed in relief and pressed her cheek against the cold tile.  Breanne glanced at Kyle with a rueful smile, her own sex still burning with the after effects of the brutal spanking and orgasm.
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 17: New Outfits
 
    
 
                  Breanne opened the door of the little family restroom and peeked out into the hallway.  Fortunately no one was there waiting and she stepped out into the hallway alcove.  A quick motion for both Kyle and Megan to follow and the three sexual adventurers joined the throng of people perusing the mall.  Breanne took the lead this time after Kyle had told her to head for the nearest lingerie store.  She had seen one on their quick walk down the mall concourse and it wasn’t much trouble to lead Kyle and the somewhat dazed Megan directly there.
 
    
 
                  The dull roar of the crowds faded somewhat as they entered the store and Breanne was immediately surrounded by pinks and light blues.  Sure, in the back there were some of the more racy blacks and reds, but she turned to Kyle who still had one arm wrapped around Megan.
 
    
 
                  “Are we looking for anything in particular?” Breanne asked with a mischievous grin.  She didn’t know if Kyle had anything sexual planned for this store, or whether he was actually buying.  Kyle chuckled.  
 
    
 
                  “Absolutely.  You’ll need something a little more elegant for tonight.  Find yourself a really elegant but somewhat see through black lace or mesh set of panties and bra.”  Kyle replied.  “Don’t worry about the cost.  It’s more important that you get the look right.”  
 
    
 
                  Breanne nodded, but then Kyle reached out and took her arm.
 
    
 
                  “And I’ll want to see how they fit of course.”
 
    
 
                  She nodded with a knowing smile.  She had figured as much.  She turned toward the back of the store and headed toward those racier items.
 
    
 
                  It didn’t take long for her to pick out several possibilities.  Kyle liked two of the possibilities and sent her toward the small changing room.  For a second, she thought he might try to join her, but instead he waited just outside with Megan, who was only now beginning to react to her surroundings with something more than an endorphin overloaded lethargy.  Breanne slipped into the changing room and quickly removed her skirt and halter top.  Her pussy was soaked and very pink, which she totally expected, but it also presented a bit of a problem.  Etiquette required her to wear something between the un-purchased panties and her overly moist sex.  She quivered and wavered, her good manners warring with her sexual side and the need to obey Kyle.  Finally she slipped herself into the tight black mesh thong and tugged it into place.  The little triangle of shadow over her sex only barely concealed her swollen labia and with just a little concentration was easily seen through.  The bra matched, leaving two very hard bumps and only darker but still visible areola through the soft cup material.
 
    
 
                  She opened the door to find Kyle standing there in expectation.  Megan was a few steps away, idly looking at some of the red colored items, her eyes still glazed.  Her eyes widened in shock as Breanne stepped out of the changing booth and raised her arms up, clearly modeling.  They both had looks of appreciation as Breanne turned once, displaying her bare bottom.  Megan could clearly see the marks Kyle had only recently left on Breanne’s rear, and the teenager wondered if she sported the same coloration.  Kyle nodded and pointed out a few specifically nice attributes and then sent Breanne back into the changing room to try on the other outfit she had selected.
 
    
 
                  The smell of sex filled the tiny room as Breanne changed again and she put the slightly soiled panties down on the small bench.  It only took a moment to remove the bra and put on the other one, and soon she was stepping back out into the store, the mesh net of the bra and panties doing nothing but outlining her nipples and sex.  Kyle was very appreciative and Megan looked shocked, but the rather disgruntled look of the shop clerk brought a wave of humiliation to Breanne and she looked at Kyle in abject embarrassment, hoping he’d make his decision quickly.
 
    
 
                  “As much as I like these, I think we’re going to have to go with the other pair,” Kyle announced.  “These are just too risqué for what I’ve got in mind.  I don’t want you arrested for public indecency,” he said.  
 
    
 
                  Breanne bit her lip.  “Sir?  Can I have both please?  I’m willing to pay for this pair myself,” she said, pointing at her current attire.
 
    
 
                  Kyle’s eyebrows went up.  “Really?  You like those that much? You’d rather have these?” 
 
    
 
                  Breanne shook her head, “no sir, I just want both sets.”  She could hardly explain to Kyle that she was humiliated by her breach of etiquette.  He wouldn’t understand.                 Men bought their underwear in little plastic baggies and the elastic made sizing a trifling thing.  She gave him her puppy dog eyes and a playful smile, hoping to sway her current master into giving in.  Finally he nodded.  
 
    
 
                  “But if you get both pairs, there is going to be a serious price to pay for this second set.”  Kyle warned.
 
    
 
                  Breanne hesitated for just a moment, wondering what Kyle had in mind.  The now seriously disapproving glance from the store clerk, who stood a bit behind Megan was enough for Breanne to discard the thought of getting just one.  The price would be worth it, no matter what Kyle made her do.
 
    
 
                  Back in the stall Breanne redressed and gathered up her new finery.  Both sets of panties had her scent on them, slightly damp, and clearly soiled from her still copiously leaking pussy.  The ben wa balls, while not as intense as the vibrating clamp, were still rolling around inside her.  Breanne’s tolerance made each ringing swirl of the balls into a sort of status quo device.  They kept her wet and sexually charged, but didn’t really do more than keep her that way.  She was used to walking around with ben wa balls in for hours.
 
    
 
                  Megan on the other hand, was still having trouble adjusting to the constant stimulation inside her pussy.  Frequently the teen would stop, her hips involuntarily thrusting in and out as her body tried to fuck something that couldn’t be fucked.  It was actually quite entertaining to watch and Breanne wondered how many orgasms the little teenager had endured just from walking around the mall.  
 
    
 
                  Together, all three headed toward the cash register and Kyle quickly purchased both sets.  The price tag made Breanne’s head spin, but evidently Kyle could afford it and he handed Breanne the shopping bag with a grin.  Evidently Breanne’s decision to purchase both sets of lingerie had evidently appeased the store clerk, who was polite, if not warm, and Breanne felt herself flush in embarrassment again as the clerk’s narrow gaze bored into her.  Bre had no trouble imagining the word forming in the clerk’s mind: slut.
 
    
 
                  Once more they braved the mall concourse and headed back toward the food court.  Both Megan and Breanne attracted a bit of attention in the male passersby.  Both still wore their skirts and low cut halter tops and both had figures that filled the tight clothing nicely.  Breanne’s high heels made her long legs sculptures of fine flesh, while Megan’s  lower high heels looked cute and innocent, giving the teen an even younger and fresh look.  Megan stayed close to Kyle, frequently wrapping her arm in his, while Breanne ranged out in front, making sure to give Kyle something scrumptious to look at while escorting Megan.
 
    
 
                  Lunch was actually pleasant for both girls.  Evidently there were too many people present for Kyle to feel comfortable tormenting either one and sitting down for forty minutes to enjoy their food allowed both girls a respite from the slipping, sliding, ringing ben wa balls, still wrapped in the warmth of their slits.  Megan clearly needed the break and the combination of food and relief brought her out of the daze she had been in.
 
    
 
                  “Having a good time so far, Megan?” Kyle asked after taking a rather large bite of his burger.  Megan blushed and nodded.
 
    
 
                  “Yes sir,” she replied, her fingers picking over the grilled chicken salad she was picking at.  “I’m not used to being…” her voice trailed off as she looked for the right word.  
 
    
 
                  “Stimulated?” Breanne supplied, lifting some of her sushi up and grinning.  Megan returned the smile and nodded.
 
    
 
                  “Stimulated,” she repeated. “Quite this much.  I don’t think I’ve ever had so many orgasms, or been wet for this long.”  She took another bite of salad.
 
    
 
                  Breanne nodded and swallowed her California roll.  “And it’s only lunch time.  We’ve got hours and hours yet before you’ll be done, right Sir?”  
 
    
 
                  Kyle nodded.  “Absolutely.  We have another shop to visit this afternoon, and then we’ll head back to my place to clean up and get ready for dinner.  We have reservations at one of my favorite restaurants.  After that we’ll be going to a club I know.”
 
    
 
                  Megan’s eyes lit up in excitement.  “Really?  A dance club?” she asked.  Kyle gave her a sly look over his drink, his eyes flashing in mischief.
 
    
 
                  “Sort of.  Don’t worry, Megan.  You’ll be dancing tonight. I promise you.”  
 
    
 
                  Megan seemed to shrink backward, suddenly concerned about what Kyle meant.  A quick glance at Breanne did nothing to reassure the sexually charged teen and Megan took a deep shuddering breath before turning her attention back to her food.
 
    
 
                  “Sir, what’s the price for the second set of lingerie?” Breanne asked politely, again forming the words between two pieces of rather delicious nigiri.  Kyle licked a bit of ketchup off a finger and looked thoughtful.
 
    
 
                  “I’m not sure yet, to be honest, Bre.  The money isn’t the issue of course, it’s that you manipulated me into buying it for you.  I haven’t had time to formulate a decent punishment for that, though I imagine it will almost certainly involve you wearing that second set.  I’ve got a couple of ideas I’m playing around with.”  His tone emphasized the word “wearing”, making it clear that whatever he intended to have her do would be humiliating and sexual.  Breanne nodded, her mind filled with curiosity.  
 
    
 
                  Megan looked at Breanne. “How do you do it?” she suddenly asked.
 
                  
 
                  “Do what?”
 
    
 
                  “Handle all this!  Kyle whipped you so hard in the bathroom!  Much harder than me.” Megan said with a little bit of heat.
 
    
 
                  “Master Kyle,” Breanne corrected, giving Megan a stern glance.  Megan blanched a little and then repeated the words.
 
    
 
                  “Master Kyle.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne nodded. “Part of it is the fact that I’m used to it.  When you spend almost every day stuffed with ben wa balls, or cock, or a dildo, or a vibrator, you become a little more able to tolerate the sensations.”
 
    
 
                  Megan shuddered.  “So it was hard for you in the beginning?”  
 
    
 
                  “Terribly.  My first mistress made me hold golf balls in my pussy.”
 
    
 
                  “Mistress?  You had a Mistress?  Are you lesbian?” Megan demanded, clearly astonished.
 
    
 
                  Bre laughed.  “After what you saw me do last night?  I had sex with three fourths of your family! I’m bi of course.  And don’t be so astonished.  Women can be dominant just like men, though it’s a bit rarer to find a bi or lesbian dominatrix.”
 
    
 
                  Megan was clearly intrigued.  “What did she do to you?”
 
    
 
                  “All sorts of things.  Sex toys, sex dates, abuse Breanne parties, whatever came to mind.  I spent about four years as her personal sex toy before we ended our relationship.”
 
    
 
                  “That must be a fascinating story,” Megan said, eyes bright.  “I’d love to hear the details.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne laughed.  “It’s a long story.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle glanced down at his watch.  “Time we don’t really have.  Finish up ladies.  We have errands to attend to.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne told Megan a few minor anecdotes while they finished their lunch, most of which either had the teenager gasping in astonishment or blushing furiously.  Finally they cleaned up and headed for the exit.  Megan didn’t even make it to the car before her face was flushed and her hands fluttered strangely around her loins, as if possessed with desire to touch herself.
 
    
 
                  “Both of you in the back this time,” Kyle announced.  Breanne and Megan glanced at each other and then shrugged in unison, climbing into the back when Kyle opened the door and pushed the driver’s seat forward.  Megan was on the right and Breanne sat on the left, two beauties clearly meant for sexual use.
 
    
 
                  “Now spread your legs as wide as you can.  Megan, put your left leg over Breanne’s right one.  There you go.  That’s excellent.  Now pull up your skirts all the way, I want to see pussy.  Oh…that’s very nice.”  Kyle stood there at the side of the car, looking into the backseat.
 
    
 
                  “Okay, now here’s the game.  Breanne, you will put your hand on Megan’s pussy.  Megan you will touch Breanne.  Both of you need to try to make the other orgasm.  Every orgasm you make the other girl have, you get a point.  And be honest, okay?”  He turned and then slipped into the driver’s seat, turning on the engine.  The deep but muted throb of the powerful sports car rumbled through both girls and they glanced at each other in hesitation.
 
    
 
                  Breanne moved first, reaching across to Megan’s spread legs and deftly slipping one finger into the teenager’s pussy while using pressing her palm firmly against Megan’s clit.  A quick circular motion caused Megan to shudder, but she managed to reciprocate, placing her own inexperienced hand over Breanne’s sex, using her long fingers to stroke Bre’s labia and clit in slow sinuous movements.  Both girls orgasmed before Kyle even made it out of the parking lot.
 
    
 
                  Breanne was so focused on making Megan cum, while trying to ignore her own sexual stimulation, that she paid scant attention to where they were going.  The car was filled with the little sounds of sex: quiet whimpers, moans, the occasional “oh yes”, and the wet smacking sounds of fingers moving in and out of wet slashes.  Kyle was keeping a running tally of orgasms, frequently glancing at the two females in the rearview mirror, and when they finally arrived at their destination he twisted around in his seat and complimented Breanne for getting three points.  Megan had only brought Breanne to climax twice, no doubt distracted by the churning fingertips of her opponent.  Kyle directed both girls to suck their fingers clean and then very sweetly handed both girls little moist towelettes. 
 
    
 
                  It was a bit of a hassle getting out of the Camaro since they were parked on a relatively narrow street in north Chicago.  To Breanne, it didn’t look all that much different from Rice Village or even some of the shopping areas in North Houston.  They moved down the sidewalk, following Kyle and Breanne couldn’t help relaxing slightly.  For the first time in hours she felt sexually sated.  The ben wa balls were barely noticeable, though they were keeping her wet.  Breanne slipped up next to Kyle and pushed one arm through his, so that they were walking together.  Megan struggled to keep up, obviously still having trouble with the ben wa balls despite the three orgasms Breanne had just put her through.  After a minute or so of walking they found themselves standing in front of a pink colored storefront decorated with flowerboxes along the window.  A small bell rang as Kyle opened the door and ushered both girls inside.
 
    
 
                  “Hi, can I help you?” a pretty, yet somewhat matronly woman called out from behind the small glass counter inside the shop and Breanne caught sight of a nicely dressed woman about thirty five years old who smiled brightly as they entered.  Kyle stepped to the front and the woman’s eyes suddenly seemed to recognize him.
 
    
 
                  “Oh! Kyle!  I’m glad to see you!” the woman said.  Breanne saw a name tag that said Beverly pinned to the brunette woman’s shirt.  Kyle grinned.
 
    
 
                  “Hi Beverly.  I told you we’d be stopping by today,” he said politely.
 
    
 
                  Beverly looked at both girls and then gave Kyle a naughty grin.  “But you have two with you today.  You didn’t mention this fine looking young woman,” Beverly said as she motioned to Megan.
 
    
 
                  Kyle grimaced.  “I know.  We’ll have to figure out something for Megan here.  If you’ll give Breanne the outfit to try on, we can try to figure out what to do about Megan.”
 
    
 
                  Beverly smiled and reached out, snagging Breanne’s hand.  Obviously Kyle had something planned and Bre obediently allowed Beverly to pull her deeper into the lingerie and novelty shop.  Beverly stopped at a small display of what looked like black dresses, pulled one out after giving Breanne a quick professional glance, and pushed the red haired vixen toward the changing room.
 
    
 
                  Breanne paused only for a moment, listening to Kyle and Beverly’s conversation about Megan’s evening attire and what Kyle was looking for, before she disappeared into the changing room.  The dress Beverly handed her felt flimsy and she held it up, shaking out the material.  In astonishment, her mouth fell open and she tried to imagine what she would look like in the outfit. The dress itself, while cut in the current fashion of most modern little black dresses, was made of a material that seemed to have been crocheted.  Large holes permeated the entire dress, each opening easily the size of one of Breanne’s nipples, creating a rather net like effect.  Clearly such a dress was not meant to hide Breanne’s charms, but rather to accentuate them.  Immediately she realized that the black bra and panties purchased earlier would compliment the dress.
 
    
 
                  With a deep breath she began undressing.  It only took half a minute to remove the tight fitting halter top and shimmy out of the mini skirt hugging her rear end.  She examined herself in the mirror for a moment, looking at the various red splotches and marks still marring her skin.  There were some light purple marks on her breasts from the previous night’s activities, not to mention a few bruises around her loins.  But despite the odd colorations, her body was thin, trim, and perfectly formed.
 
    
 
                  She pulled the dress over her head and let it fall down over her body.  In a lot of spots it was too tight and she found herself spending some time adjusting the material as it hugged her bosom and rear.  Annoyingly, her nipples tended to snag on the many openings in the material, making it difficult to pull the material across her stretched bosom.  Finally after several minutes, she managed to get everything into place.  The dress clung to her perfectly, though Breanne was just a tad bit disconcerted to find that her nipples had escaped the net-like cloth and literally extended outside of the dress.  After running one hand through her hair, she opened the changing room door to find Kyle and Beverly discussing several more outfits, with Beverly actually showing a few to Kyle.  Megan wasn’t visible, but Breanne heard movement from the second changing room.
 
    
 
                  “Ah!  There she is!  My goodness!  She looks delicious!” Beverly exclaimed, clasping her hands together and beaming.  Kyle turned and gave Breanne a long lingering look and Bre saw the look in his eyes turn from satisfaction to hunger.  
 
    
 
                  “Wow.  You look fantastic Miss Erikson,” Kyle said politely, but with a rumble in his throat that sounded more like a growl of lust.  His eyes drank in the sight of her amazing body.  “You’ll be a bit more presentable with the other items we recently purchased, but this is very nice.” 
 
    
 
                  Breanne couldn’t help blushing in pleasure.  To be honest, she DID feel incredibly sexy, and not just like a sex object.  There was a very different attitude to being sexy, rather than just being used for sex.  She rather enjoyed the difference.  A noise behind her caused her to turn around and raise a single eyebrow in surprise. 
 
    
 
                  Megan emerged from the dressing room with a rather disgusted and humiliated look on her face and Breanne couldn't help grinning as the brunette teen stepped out to model the outfit selected by Kyle and Beverly.  Breanne took one look at the too short green plaid skirt, too thin white blouse, and silly burgundy tie, not to mention white thigh high stockings and black pumps, and chuckled.  The bottom half of Megan’s ass was clearly visible and it looked as if a single skip would expose even more.  Megan gave Breanne a rueful glance but then noticed the almost totally revealing nature of the elegant but see thru dress the lustrous red-head was wearing.

               "Wow. Nice dress, Bre.  But it looks a little drafty," Megan said with a touch of sarcasm, no doubt in retaliation for Breanne's chuckling.

               "At least I don't look like an extra in a Japanese porn cartoon."  Breanne responded quickly, still smiling.  “You need to put your hair up in pigtails though.

               "Ladies! Please!" Kyle said, interrupting the exchange.  He looked at Megan and then shook his head.  "While I like it, Beverly, it's a little too young.  We're already on the very edge of what's legal and I'd rather not have Megan looking younger than she actually is.  Let’s try the latex piece and we'll go from there.

               Beverly nodded and Megan had a look of relief on her face as the store clerk went and collected a few items of shiny black rubber material.  She returned after just a few moments and handed the pile of rubber and latex to Megan.  

               "Do you think you'll need any help?"  Beverly asked politely, clearly offering to assist Megan with getting dressed.  Megan blushed and mumbled something before shaking her head no and disappearing back into the changing room.

               Kyle turned back to Beverly.  “I really appreciate the help. I wasn’t expecting Megan to be accompanying us tonight. I’m glad you had several ideas.  I think we will go a head and buy the schoolgirl costume, even if she doesn’t wear it tonight.  I’m sure we’ll find another opportunity soon.”
 
    
 
                  Beverly nodded.  “Sure.  When she brings it back out I’ll box it up for you.  I think you’ll like the latex bit.  It’s as revealing as that dress.”  Beverly pointed to Breanne, who blushed again.
 
    
 
                  Kyle glanced over at Breanne and grinned.  “I especially like how the nipples stick out through the dress.”  He took a step forward and lifted both hands.  Using just his forefingers he touched Bre’s nubs and rubbed them.  Breanne didn’t think her nipples could get harder, but they did, rising even more out of the black netting that covered her body.  Kyle chuckled at Breanne’s physical response, but then backed up and dropped his hands.
 
    
 
                  “I think that will work,” Kyle said to Beverly.  He turned back to Bre.  “Why don’t you go ahead and get back in your skirt and halter.  We can’t exactly have you walking back to the car in that,” Kyle said with a grin.  Breanne nodded and returned to the changing room.
 
    
 
                  When she emerged with the dress, she found Megan standing between Beverly and Kyle, her fingers tightly laced behind her head.  Her back was to Breanne, and Bre could see that the tiny brunette was wrapped in a black rubber body suit.  It appeared to be made of two pieces, a shirt and a pair of shorts.  Both parts of the outfit immediately attracted Breanne’s attention.  The shirt, if it could be called a shirt, was backless, leaving only the black rubber around Megan’s forearms and thin strips around her neck and the small of her back holding it to her body.  In many ways it was like a cut down halter top or full front bikini top, or at least from what Breanne could see.  The shorts however were much more interesting.  Megan was poured into the tight rubber latex just like the shirt, but in this particular case the entire crotch was missing, exposing Megan’s delectable rear end, inner thighs, and sopping wet pussy.  
 
    
 
                  Breanne, dressed now in her normal slut clothes, stepped around Megan, the little black net-like dress draped over one arm.  As she came around to Megan’s other side, she blinked.  Megan’s breasts were barely contained between the upper and lower halves of the front of the shirt, and a two inch wide slit crossed both breasts from left to right, leaving the teenager’s large nipples clearly visible.  Megan’s face was scarlet and Breanne could see what looked like tears in the teenager’s eyes.
 
    
 
                  “Well obviously we’ll need to do something about that,” Kyle was saying to Beverly.  The clothier nodded and quickly pulled a matching black latex mini skirt down from a nearby rack and quickly wrapped it around Megan’s waist.  A zipper up the side closed it nicely and in seconds the open crotch shorts were concealed.
 
    
 
                  “How about that?”  Beverly asked.
 
    
 
                  Kyle nodded.  “That will work.  What about for her tits?”
 
    
 
                  Beverly took a deep breath.  “There’s not really anything that will work to be honest. It’s meant to be worn like that, with the breasts exposed.”
 
    
 
                  Suddenly Kyle grinned mischievously.  “Never mind.  I know how we can handle that.  It’ll embarrass her and be even more sexy.”  
 
    
 
                  Breanne exchanged a look of sympathy with Megan.  Kyle took a deep breath and clapped his hands together in excitement.  “Well this turned out better than I had hoped.  If you’ll just ring everything up, Beverly,” he said.
 
    
 
                  “Uh…sir?”  Megan asked, clearly ready to get back into her miniskirt and halter like Breanne.
 
    
 
                  Kyle looked over at Megan.  “Oh.  Right.  Beverly, it’s all right if Megan wears the latex costume out right?”
 
    
 
                  Megan’s horrified look was basically ignored as Beverly smiled and nodded her ascent.  Breanne took one step forward, wrapping her arm around Megan and pulling her close.
 
    
 
                  “I’ll be right there with you, okay?”  Breanne whispered.
 
    
 
                  Megan choked back a sob.  “You’re not the one who has to walk down the street with her tits hanging out,” she whispered back even as Kyle and Beverly handled things at the register.
 
    
 
                  Breanne took a deep breath.  “You know, you’re right.  You shouldn’t be the only one, right?”  She grabbed a hold of her halter top and pulled it off, completely baring her upper half.  Both perfect creamy breasts bounced in front of Megan’s eyes and the little brunette looked up at Breanne in astonishment.
 
    
 
                  “Bre? You don’t have to…” her voice broke off in tight emotion.  Bre laughed and shook her head.  
 
    
 
                  “Hey, we’re doing this together, okay?”  Breanne replied.  She pulled Megan closer and gave her a soft kiss, lips touching.  Megan melted in her embrace and sniffed away her last tear.  Finally she smiled and nodded.
 
    
 
                  “All right.  Together.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 18: Censured and Uncensured
 
    
 
                  The walk back to the car was not easy for Megan.  She made the trip with one arm firmly plastered across her chest, trying desperately not to flash the various passersby and drivers who caught glimpses of them.  Of course, even had Megan been walking with her hands cuffed behind her back, the narrow two inch wide sliver of exposed skin and turgid nipples wouldn’t have attracted even half of the attention Breanne was getting.
 
    
 
                  As she promised, Breanne was walking slightly ahead of Megan, her body clearly perfect in the early afternoon sunlight.  A slight breeze was coming in off Lake Michigan, even deep in this shallow canyon of humanity, and Breanne’s long auburn hair swirled.  Megan didn’t understand how Bre could be so blasé about her state of attire.  The delicate red-head wore only her high heels and skirt, her upper torso completely exposed, nipples hard and pointed, her breasts full and perfectly rounded.  Her halter top was casually draped over one arm and Megan couldn’t help thinking that even the shirt was a pathetically small and revealing piece of cloth.
 
    
 
                  There were a few appreciative honks, but other than that the trio made it back to Kyle’s Camaro with no interruptions.  Both girls hesitated as Kyle unlocked the door, tossed in the shopping bag filled with his purchases, and then announced seating arrangements.
 
    
 
                  “Breanne in the back.  Megan is up front.”
 
    
 
                  “Can Breanne put her shirt back on?” Megan asked politely as she moved around to the opposite side of the car.  Kyle shook his head.
 
    
 
                  “Nah.  I like looking at her tits.  Though she’ll need to put it on for our next stop,” he said thoughtfully.
 
    
 
                  “Which is?” Megan asked as she struggled to get in the car while trying to keep her exposed nipples concealed.
 
    
 
                  Kyle laughed as Bre climbed in and then sat down in the driver’s seat.  He glanced in the rear view mirror.  “Spread those legs, Breanne.  I want to see pussy,” he told the red-head in the back seat.  Then he turned to Megan.  “Well, we need to do something about your outfit.  I can’t take you out in public quite like that.”
 
    
 
                  Megan bit her lip.  “So what’s the plan?” she asked.
 
    
 
                  Kyle started the engine.  “You’ll see.” 
 
    
 
                  The brunette teenager made a rueful grimace and began buckling up.  She was at a bit of a loss trying to decide how to get the seatbelt across her body.  Finally she pulled her arm away from herself long enough to get the strap in place, but then immediately covered herself back up.
 
    
 
                  Kyle rummaged around in his black duffel bag for a moment, pocketing some object while Megan was busy with her seatbelt.  Then he pulled out into traffic and headed south.  Megan turned once to look back at Breanne, who was quietly sitting in the back seat, practically naked, her little mini-skirt artfully bunched up around her waist, creamy white thighs ending in a spectacularly pink slit.  Megan could see the glistening moisture and was reminded of her own tingling pussy.
 
    
 
                  To Megan’s surprise, she realized that she was starting to get used to the ben wa balls.  Now, rather than an immediate sexual surge every few steps, all she felt was a gentle swirl that kept her sexually excited, but not depraved.  With a small smile of satisfaction, she began to understand how Breanne could tolerate so much, and Megan promised herself that she would be Breanne’s match eventually.
 
    
 
                  As soon as Kyle pulled up on the freeway, he reached into his sports coat pocket and extracted the object he had tucked away earlier.  He reached over across Megan and handed it to her.
 
    
 
                  “Here.  Put these on,” Kyle ordered, his tone slightly dark.
 
    
 
                  Megan grabbed the object instinctively and paled slightly when she recognized a set of nipple clamps on a chain.  They were solid black, even the connecting metal links, and each little pincer had a soft rubber covering.  Little thumb screws could tighten or loosen the clamps.  Megan trembled however, knowing that Kyle was basically telling her to remove her arm from her breasts.
 
    
 
                  She looked down at her chest, still terribly embarrassed.  Unlike Breanne, whose exposure was complete, only a small sliver of Megan’s breasts were exposed.  A slit in the material allowed a swath of bosom to literally gape through the front of the shirt and the slit seemed specifically positioned to expose both hard nipples.  In fact, the entire areola on each mound was clearly visible.  For Megan, it was the partial exposure that humiliated.  She’d rather be naked than half dressed.  Breanne was elegant.  Megan looked like a slut.
 
    
 
                  Slowly she opened the first of the two clamps and positioned it over her right nipple.  Getting it firmly attached was the hard part.  It took three tries to find the right pressure to keep the little mouth gnawing on her nub.  She applied the other clamp and felt the immediate sexual intensity.  It was as if everything was drawing her thoughts to her breasts.
 
    
 
                  “Good.  Now tighten both clamps,” Kyle said.  “Two more turns of the screw please.” 
 
    
 
                  Megan gave her master a begging look, only to be ignored.  Finally she lifted trembling hands to her breasts and began tightening the clamps.  Slivers of sharp pain suddenly shot through her breasts, exploding at the nipple and traveling back toward her spine.  When both clamps were sufficiently tightened, she moaned, shuddering, the pain actually making her pussy swell, producing a bit more juice.  She couldn’t help jerking her hips spasmodically, her body sauced in its own fluids, wanting sexual relief.  
 
    
 
                  Putting on the clamps had caused Megan to forget about covering her bosom and when she opened her eyes again she saw that Kyle was keeping pace with a semi-truck.  The driver was glancing continuously back and forth between Megan’s exposed breasts and the road.  He gave a little wave as Kyle sped up and continued southward. Megan felt the heat rise in her cheeks almost as intensely as she felt it between her legs.
 
    
 
                  There weren’t any more incidents of exhibition before Kyle got off the freeway and started driving through a commercial district.  Megan hadn’t been in this part of town before, and it was all new to Breanne.  Both girls looked out of the windows, wondering where they were headed.
 
    
 
                  “You can put your shirt back on now, Breanne.”  Kyle said.  Breanne nodded.  Kyle had been really cool back at the fetish clothing shop when he discovered that Breanne wanted to go topless, thus distracting any passersby from Megan’s exposure.  He had only chuckled and nodded.  Breanne had really appreciated that, since he could just have easily squashed the whole idea.  Breanne wiggled into her halter top, pulling the thin and stretchy material over her head and into place, finally covering her bared breasts.
 
    
 
                  The Camaro bumped slightly as Kyle pulled into a large strip mall filled with tiny shops.  They threaded their way through a few rows and down the drive until Kyle parked in front of a small hardware store.  He fished out his wallet and handed Megan a five dollar bill.
 
    
 
                  “You and Breanne go in and buy a roll of black electrician’s tape,” Kyle ordered as Megan trembling fingers took the money.  
 
    
 
                  “What?  But… but what about this?” Megan stammered, motioning to her still clamped and exposed nipples.
 
    
 
                  Kyle shrugged. “Keep your arm across your chest.  Just don’t remove those clamps.  Now get out.”  
 
    
 
                  Megan stared at him for a moment and his eyes hardened.   Breanne placed a comforting hand on Megan’s shoulder and squeezed lightly.  The brunette teen took a shuddering breath and popped the door, stepping out with one arm already pressed tightly to her nipples.
 
    
 
                  Breanne got out and smoothed down her skirt.  She gave Megan a warm smile and then they closed the door and headed into the store.
 
    
 
                  “Look, we do this quick okay. I know where the electrical tape will be.  Let me do the talking.  Okay?  You just stay sort of invisible.”
 
    
 
                  Megan’s voice cracked as she replied. “Invisible.  Yeah, right.  I’m a walking advertisement for a cheesy porn story.”  Her obvious discomfort tinged her words.  Breanne took Megan’s hand and squeezed.
 
    
 
                  “You need to stop worrying about that.  First of all, you look exquisite.  Second, this is part of what being a sex slave is all about.  You are a sex object. Get used to it.  Besides, do you really care what any of the men in this store think of you?  They will only think one thing; that you’re incredibly hot and they would give anything to fuck you.  If I were you, I’d leave that arm down and just be yourself.”  Breanne reached out and opened the glass door and led Megan into the hardware store.
 
    
 
                  Megan stopped her for just a second, squeezing the red-head’s hand.  “Thanks, Breanne, but I don’t think I can do that.  It’s just too… difficult.  But I appreciate the encouragement.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne smiled. “Don’t mention it.  Come on.  I know why he wants the tape.  Let’s go get some.”
 
    
 
                  While both girls got a few strange looks from the cashier as they hurried past the register, they managed to make their way down the center aisle.  To Breanne’s irritation, none of the aisles were labeled, and in the end they had to approach an older gentleman wearing a blue apron and ask where they could find electrical tape.
 
    
 
                  His eyes bulged as he examined Megan’s outfit and it took a bit of will power to tear his gaze away at the form fitting latex.  “Sure.  Electrical tape is on aisle seven, next to the electrical supplies.  Whatcha need it for?” He asked, curious.
 
    
 
                  Breanne gave him one of her million watt “ please fuck me with a hammer handle” smiles and said “to cover these.”  As she spoke the words she reached out, grabbed Megan’s wrist, and pulled her arm away from the clamp covered nipples.
 
    
 
                  The clerk only got a second’s glance before Megan yelped and yanked her arm out of Breanne’s grasp.  Breanne gave Megan a harsh look.  “What did I tell you coming in?  What are you?” 
 
    
 
                  It was as if the clerk was no longer standing there.  Megan stared at Breanne, the words forming on her lips.  “A-a-a sex object,” she stuttered the words.  Breanne didn’t reply, only giving Megan another hard look.  Megan knew what Bre wanted her to do.  It was a struggle to comply.  Everything in her education, social morays, everything told her to stay covered.  It was one of the hardest things to do, dropping her arm, but she did it, and as she did she felt as if a huge and terrible weight had been lifted from her shoulders.    Megan looked at the clerk who was now openly staring at the clamped breasts.  Megan felt another surge of wetness, the ben wa balls swirling in the soup of her need.  She was an object.  A sex slave.  A slut.  She WANTED to be looked at, touched, used, ordered, commanded.  She wanted to be forced to orgasm over and over.  She NEEDED it.
 
    
 
                  Breanne turned back to the clerk.  “Thanks.  We’ll go to aisle seven.”  She grabbed Megan’s hand and led the still shaking teenager back to the center aisle and toward the appropriate aisle.  Megan didn’t bother to cover up and her nipples throbbed from the clamps  She felt the ben wa balls rolling and the combination of humiliation, release, and sexual stimulation was too much for her.  She put one hand down between her legs and pulled up the latex skirt.  Her exposed crotch, still framed with the black latex rubber shorts, was soaked and her fingers found her clit in seconds.
 
    
 
                  The orgasm was short, dirty, and very wet.  Breanne had to move back as Megan let out a juicy squirt that sent a spatter of pussy juice across the aisle floor.  Fortunately Megan’s back was to the center aisle when the clerk appeared, obviously still infatuated with Megan’s attire.  
 
    
 
                  Breanne grabbed a spool of electrical tape off the shelf even as Megan was starting to calm down.  The teenage girl’s face was flushed, this time with the heat of sexual orgasm, rather than with embarrassment.  She lowered her skirt and turned to follow Breanne as both girls made their way to the front of the store.  The clerk followed.  He couldn’t help it.
 
    
 
                  There was already another customer before them, a nice elderly gentleman whose silver hair was nothing more than wisps across the top of his head.  He caught a glimpse of Megan, whose clamped breasts, still on display, were attracting the attention of the cashier as well.  Breanne noticed that even the clerk had moved around to the opposite side so that he could continue to unobtrusively observe Megan’s unusual attire.
 
    
 
                  “Don’t you think that’s a bit inappropriate, young lady?” the man demanded, looking directly at Megan.  Everyone was staring at Megan’s chest.
 
    
 
                  Megan glanced at Breanne before replying.  “If you don’t like it sir, don’t look,” she said haughtily.  The old geezer frowned and turned back to get his change, storming out of the store.
 
    
 
                  “I like it,” the cashier said with a grin.  He wasn’t much older than Megan and he was clearly enjoying Megan’s display.
 
    
 
                  Breanne handed over the tape and Megan laid the five dollar bill on the counter.  It only took a moment to ring up the item and soon Megan found her hands filled with coins and a few bills.  
 
    
 
                  “Want a bag for that?” the cashier asked.  Breanne shook her head.  
 
    
 
                  “Nah, we’ll just string it on.”  She reached over to Megan’s chest and quickly pinched open one of the clamps.  Megan gasped, whimpering as the blood rushed back into her crushed nipple.  She started to turn away but Breanne tugged on the chain, pulled the brunette teenager forward by her tit.  Even more white creamy skin bulged out of the tight latex shirt, looking oddly deformed. Bre grabbed the roll of tape and threaded it onto the chain between the clamps.  Then she quickly reattached the right side clamp, letting the weight of the tape roll tug on Megan’s breasts.  The teenager groaned and both the cashier and clerk grinned in approval.
 
    
 
                  “Let’s go.” Breanne said, grabbing Megan’s arm and tugging the suffering teenager out of the store with a smile and a wave for the clerk and cashier.  Outside, Megan stumbled along behind Breanne, the roll of tape swinging painfully on the chain between Megan’s breasts.  When they got to the car, Breanne hoped in first and then Megan sat down.  Kyle’s wide eyes announced clearer than words his curiosity about what happened inside.  Breanne didn’t say anything, merely resuming her usual open leg, skirt up position in the back seat.
 
    
 
                  Megan reached up and released one of the clamps and was in the process of removing the roll of tape when Kyle finally spoke.
 
    
 
                  “Oh, just leave that on there, Megan.  That works better than having it roll around the floor of the car.” 
 
    
 
                  Megan looked at Kyle, her face haunted.  With a sigh, she reattached the clamp, wincing as she hissed through clenched teeth.
 
    
 
                  The ride home was relatively peaceful and it only took another twenty minutes before Breanne began to recognize the neighborhood.  In moments, Kyle was pulling the Camaro into the garage and closing the metal door behind them.  
 
    
 
   They all got out and Kyle led them back into his house.  Megan was obviously hurting, her nipples distended downward and the first thing Kyle did was order her to kneel on the ottoman.  She followed his command without complaint, clearly more comfortable in private than she had been in public.  He unzipped her skirt first, exposing the crotch-less shorts and fully exposed mons.  Kyle began fondling her, touching her petals.  She gasped when he extracted the ben wa balls and dropped them on the floor beside the ottoman.  His fingers touched her clit, rubbing her and it only took moments for her to shudder in waves of pleasure.
 
    
 
   Kyle turned toward Breanne, his fingers still wildly squirming in and out of Megan who was now gasping madly.  “Bre, grab my duffel bag and get out the new butt plug and bring it on over here.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne grinned, her eyes sparkling.  Megan was about to find out what being stuffed was REALLY about.  Bre grabbed the duffel bag and started sorting through its contents.  There were quite a few brand new toys inside, including Breanne’s new chastity belt and Megan’s Husky Dildo.  There were clamps and gels, more dildos than you could shake a stick at, vibrators of various sizes and finally she found it; a thick black rubber anal probe, still in the wrapper.  She quickly seized it and returned to Kyle.  
 
    
 
   Megan was no longer kneeling upright on the ottoman when Breanne returned. She was on all fours.  The nipple clamps and roll of electrical tape still dangled from her nipples as Breanne came closer and held out the anal plug.
 
    
 
                  “Here you are sir,” she said politely.  Kyle looked at her and nodded.  
 
    
 
                  “Lube it up for me, will ya?” he told her, his hand still busy between Megan’s legs.  The little brunette was bucking wildly, the roll of tape swinging as her hips jerked in response to Kyle’s manipulations.
 
    
 
                  “What do you want me to use?”  Breanne asked, her eyes glistening with mischief.  She hoped Kyle would let her stick it in Megan.
 
    
 
                  He shrugged.  “I don’t care.  There’s a bunch of bottles in the bag. Choose something.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne immediately went back to the duffel bag and began looking at the various bottles.  Most were oils or lotions of one kind or another, several of which definitely interested her.  But it was the small bottle of “Tingling Lotion”, a special lubricant designed to heat up like Icy Hot, but was safe to use internally, that caught her attention.  With a nasty chuckle she quickly poured some of the clear gel over the bulbed head of the anal plug.  She could actually feel the skin on her finger puckering.  Just to test it, she lifted her shirt and applied a bit to her nipple.  It certainly did sting, but it also felt good, eliciting a small surge of sexual excitement from her own sex.  She turned back around and headed back to Kyle.
 
    
 
                  “Here you are sir,” Breanne said, holding out the plug.  Megan was rocking back and forth, literally fucking herself on Kyle’s hand, four of his fingers buried in her twat.  Kyle looked up even as Megan began to cry out in orgasmic delight.
 
    
 
                  “Put it in your ass,” Kyle replied, still somewhat focused on the teenager impaling herself on his arm.  Breanne blinked.
 
    
 
                  “Excuse me?” 
 
    
 
                  Kyle looked up in exasperation.  “What part of stick it in your ass did you not understand, Breanne?”  Megan grunted suddenly and Kyle’s hand actually disappeared into the poor girl’s pussy up to the wrist.  
 
    
 
                  Breanne was at a loss for words.  She looked down at the anal plug.  “But, but, I thought you wanted it for…”
 
    
 
                  “Look.  Put that thing in your rear right now or you are about to get the punishment of a lifetime and it won’t feel good,” he said with some heat.  “Just pull your skirt down, set the plug on a chair, and sit down on it.  Then come back over here.”
 
    
 
                  The red-haired vixen nodded, her hand trembling.  Breanne was no fan of anal plugs, and Kyle knew it.  Worse, she had already covered the offending anal phallus with the stinging cream.  Ever since Megan’s whining performance at the hardware store, Breanne had been feeling a bit uncharitable toward the teenager and now she was reaping the rewards of that slight animosity.  She turned around and walked over to the dining room table.  She pulled a hardwood chair out and set the anal plug on it.  One quick motion had her skirt on the floor.  She straddled the chair, she lowering herself down until she felt the tip of the plug touch the small entrance of her butt.  In seconds, the skin around her anus began tingling, cooling and then heating as the lubricating gel did its work.
 
    
 
                  Slowly, she dropped down, trying to relax as the anal plug entered.  It hurt a bit.  She wasn’t all that used to having things up her ass, especially items as wide and deep as the plug.  Worse, the gel immediately began to sting, changing an uncomfortable penetration into something almost too terrible to deal with.  In seconds she was trembling, her rear end on fire.  With the plug firmly embedded, she stood and waddled back over to Kyle and Megan.
 
    
 
                  The brunette teenager had collapsed on the ottoman and was lying exhausted.  The black latex skirt lay in a crumpled heap on the floor nearby and Breanne could clearly see the swollen, reddened petals of the poor girl’s stretched sex between the black latex opening in Megan’s shorts.  The skin glistened almost as much as the shiny latex shorts and shirt Megan still wore.  Kyle was in the process of using a hand towel to wipe his hands clean and Breanne stood there, naked from the waist down.  Her butt was clenching repeatedly around the burning plug in her ass and she quivered uncontrollably.
 
    
 
                  Kyle dropped the towel and scooped Megan up, depositing her limp and sex dazed form on the couch.  The teenager’s eyes were glazed over and she looked like she was recovering from a drug induced high.  Breanne knew what it was like to experience an overload of endorphins from a particularly intense sexual orgasm and had no doubt Megan was barely cognizant of her surroundings.  Bre noticed that the clamps and roll of electrical tape were missing from the young girl’s bare breasts, but that each nipple seemed enlarged and a tad bit red.
 
    
 
                  “Lay down on your back,” Kyle ordered Breanne, pointing at the large soft ottoman.  Evidently it was Breanne’s turn to suffer under Kyle’s ministrations.  Her mind flooded back to the previous day when she had been tied spread eagled to this very piece of furniture while she had been repeatedly whiped with a sap.  She sat down on the edge and laid back, ignoring the spasm that started in her ass and moved up through her body like a tsunami.  
 
    
 
                  Kyle had walked away and grabbed the duffel bag while she was getting into position, and he returned with his collection of evil toys just as she was in the process of getting comfortable, or as comfortable as a girl stuffed with a fire laced butt plug could get.  
 
    
 
                  “Spread your legs as wide as possible.”  
 
    
 
                  Breanne complied, opening her legs.  She felt the ripple of muscle tense in her thighs as she moved her lower limbs to the sides of the ottoman, using the very furniture to help open herself up.  She lifted her arms above her head, stretching herself completely.  Her hips seemed to jerk involuntarily as her bottom continuously contracted around the four inch long cucumber thick plug.  She wondered is she was going to get another whipping.
 
    
 
                  And then Kyle was standing there naked, a large vibrator in his hand.  His finely sculpted muscles seemed to glow in the soft afternoon sunlight leaking through the partially closed drapes and he moved around to her head.  To her surprise, he knelt down over her, knees next to her ears.  Then he bent over on all fours, his deft fingers twisting the vibrator to its maximum roar before slowly dipping his fingers into her wet well and removing the ben wa balls buried deep within her.
 
    
 
                  Breanne moaned, her sex contracting around his fingers in a misguided attempt to keep the ben wa balls inside.  He tossed them on the carpet next to Megan’s sex.  Breanne gasped as he set the tip of the buzzing vibrator at her opening and quickly plunged it in just as his mouth came down to her clit.  Breanne let out a soft moan, almost a whimper and she pressed upward, changing the pressure until he suckled her extended nub into his mouth.  It was almost enough to make her cum, the combination of plug, vibrator, and tongue, but she was distracted momentarily by Kyle’s cock hitting her nose.
 
    
 
                  She brought her hands up and wrapped her arms around his thighs.  She pulled him down, his cock fitting into her mouth perfectly.  He moaned slightly, the humming of his voice translating into Breanne’s clit.  She began swallowing as much of his shaft as possible, enjoying the feeling of being completely stuffed.  She found herself forgetting the stinging of the anal plug, or even being stuffed in the ass as both Kyle and Bre pleasured each other.  It wasn’t long before Breanne was cumming, Kyle’s non-stop ministrations forcing her into orgasmic ecstasy long before she was able to cause him to erupt.  He pulled out after Breanne screamed and squirted, and then turned around and tossed aside the still buzzing vibrator to replace it with his cock.
 
    
 
                  Kyle slid in easily, driving himself deeply into her well as Breanne groaned, eyes rolling.  She reached out for him, pulling him down to her, holding him against her chest as they moved together.  She wrapped her legs around him, totally unconcerned at violating his order to spread herself.  She was lost in the moment.  Everything she had endured during the day, from the constant walking stimulation of the ben wa balls, to the beating she had suffered through at the mall, to the clamp vibrator that had painfully dangled from her clit, all of it came crashing down on her like a rockslide.  Kyle’s cock moved through her in rapid strokes, and then Kyle was mauling her nipples, his mouth hot upon her nubs, suckling.  Breanne moaned, her finger entwined in his hair as his mouth roamed across her hot skin.  It became too much and she came a second time, shaking hard as Kyle pumped his loins against hers.
 
    
 
                  And then Kyle joined her in orgasm.  He grit his teeth and groaned, his rod stiffening inside her to become granite.  She didn’t feel him throb due to her own climax, but when he started spurting she felt it, and it heightened her own explosion like throwing gasoline on a fire.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 19: Restaurant Requests
 
    
 
                  Megan clung to Breanne as the two girls followed Kyle through the darkness.  It wasn’t exactly fear she felt, but total humiliation, as if everyone was looking at her.  To be honest, people were looking at her, at least partially.  Breanne too was an eyeful, dressed as she was in her black net dress, with only the mesh like panties and bra concealing her more obvious assets.  But the brunette teenager wasn’t dwelling on the attire of her partner, but on her own clothing.  
 
    
 
                  After their afternoon tryst, Megan and Breanne had been instructed to shower, ostensibly after Kyle, and the two women had enjoyed getting cleaned up.  Breanne especially had needed attention due to the plug deep in her ass and Megan had felt her bond to the auburn haired sex slave deepen in those private moments away from Kyle.  The lingering touches and soft kisses had been exquisite.  After cleaning up, they had been directed to dress in their finery, which meant slipping back into the black latex top and shorts that Megan had been given, while Breanne had donned her own new dress.
 
    
 
                  Megan wasn’t terribly happy with the outfit.  First of all, it wasn’t very comfortable.  The black latex rubber clung to her skin and she felt as if she had been stuffed into a plastic wrap dress.  While technically more concealing than Breanne’s gown, it made certain things much more apparent, and worse, available.  Her breasts for example, were contained in latex bubbles designed into the skin tight rubber shirt she wore.  However, a large slit across the front gaped, exposing both nipples completely.  Kyle had thoughtfully allowed her to apply strips of electrical tape to her breasts, but unlike earlier today, had set them horizontally, rather than vertically, making her look like one of those pornographic pictures that have been censored.  In essence, rather than concealing her assets, the tape drew the eye directly to her breasts.  She also knew that a quick tug would bare those nipples, and she had been instructed to put the tape in Kyle’s duffle bag.  She knew that the current strips weren’t destined to remain in place long.
 
    
 
                  The hidden shorts were also an issue.  Even though the latex skirt wrapped securely around Megan’s waist, the fact that her entire crotch was exposed underneath made her feel a combination of arousal and discomfort.  That sensation also had started her sexual juices churning and she was already wet.  Even before they had gotten out of Kyle’s Camaro, Megan had known how ready she was.  Had Kyle laid her against the hood of the car and fucked her right then, she would have exploded, thanked him for it, and been happy about it.  It would have only taken seconds.  Walking was tough as well.  If she kept her legs close together the small amount of latex around each thigh seemed to catch like glue, so she was forced to keep her legs apart as she stepped up next to Bre.
 
    
 
                  The lights of the restaurant glimmered as the three of them approached and Megan’s hand tightened in Breanne’s.  Megan had never been to this restaurant, which didn’t surprise her.  While Kyle and her step-dad were both financially well off, they had some very different tastes.  Kyle was more cosmopolitan, moving from beer drinking. football watching. pool playing. best buddy, to something more elegant, more dramatic, with more sophisticated tastes.  His sexual abuse of Megan was proof of that.
 
    
 
                  Megan knew instantly that dinner was going to cost Kyle at least a hundred bucks, if not more, just based on the décor of the establishment.  They were greeted at the door, the maître de’s eyeballs widening in astonishment as he saw the two girls.  Before the man could object, Kyle gave his name and a look of recognition flashed in the man’s eyes.  
 
    
 
                  “Oh.  Yes sir.  Right this way.”  The maitre de led the party into the restaurant.  Megan’s fingers tightened on Breanne as eyes turned toward them.  She stumbled in the high heels, her body tightening up even as Breanne steadied her and they followed Kyle through the crowd toward a private room at the back of the restaurant.  
 
    
 
                  As soon as they entered the private room, Megan relaxed a bit.  The looks she had been getting from the various diners had been penetrating.  Everything from glares of venomous jealousy to outright desire and hunger had struck her like actual waves.  She could only imagine what Breanne had been feeling.  The auburn haired beauty was wearing even more revealing clothes, with the curves of her bare bottom easily visible, and the mesh panties and bra only barely concealing her private parts.  
 
    
 
                  Kyle made a show out of putting down the black canvas duffle bag and then pulling out the chairs at the table for both Breanne and Megan.  The table was circular, and rather small, perfect for a small gathering of close friends.  A white cotton table cloth adorned the top, along with a salt and pepper grinder, a bottle of olive oil, and a small container filled with sugar packets.  The maître’ de waited until they were settled and then provided the name of their waiter right before leaving them to Kyle’s amusements.
 
    
 
                  Breanne looked around the small private room.  There was plenty of room for a larger group, and their little single table seemed lost in the space.  The décor was Italian rustic, with black and white photos of plump looking women in kitchens, surrounded by fresh tomatoes, peppers, onions, and whatever else made a delectable sauce in those days.                 For Breanne, she was slightly disappointed they weren’t sitting with the rest of the diners.  She wasn’t nearly as embarrassed as Megan was, but she had still felt a bit uneasy as they had walked through the restaurant.  It had been a turn on thinking about how every man in the building had wondered just what it might be like to fuck her.  
 
    
 
                  Service was immediate and Breanne wondered how much of that was the professionalism of the wait staff, and how much was the young man’s desire to get a better glimpse of the two girls wearing provocative outfits.  Breanne wasn’t terribly uncomfortable.  The dress, while certainly see-thru and a tad bit drafty, was still rather elegant and accentuated her curves rather nicely.   The expensive bra and panties did their job of concealing her moist slit and protruding nipples, and in the end made her look more ladylike, than slut. At least in her mind!
 
    
 
                  Megan on the other hand was a vision of young teenage fetishism.  The slick, black, light reflecting latex seemed painted on the young brunette’s body, especially around the chest, and her breasts appeared to be attempting escape through the slit along the front.  Just to make things even more garish though, more daring, the two black strips of electrical tape covering her nipples didn’t conceal as much as titillate.
 
    
 
                  Both girls settled into their seats as the waiter arrived, telling them his name was Josh.  Breanne gave the young man a winsome smile, admiring his short blond hair and infectious grin.  Of course, his eyes appeared glued to both her and Megan, but that was her purpose.  This entire weekend Breanne was an object, nothing more than a sexualized toy intended solely for Kyle’s amusement and entertainment.  If he wanted her displayed, than so be it.  As for Megan, Breanne knew that the teenager had chosen this as well.
 
    
 
                  Ice water was poured as menus were passed out and it didn’t take them long to make their selections.  Wine was ordered and moments later Josh the waiter disappeared, only to return in seconds bearing their salads.  After setting the three dishes down he disappeared, leaving them to their privacy.
 
    
 
                  Breanne dug into hers with gusto. She was hungry.  Megan however only played with her food, pushing the Caesar salad around the shallow bowl.  Kyle looked over his own house salad and then reached down to the black duffel bag.  He extracted a purple plastic object and then set it down in the middle of the table.  It was vaguely egg shaped and rather large for a sex toy.  A small rectangular wireless remote went with it, making it very clear that whatever the toy was, it wouldn’t be passive.
 
    
 
                  “Let’s play a game, shall we?” he said, his voice light and friendly.  Breanne smiled, a small chuckle coming from her throat even as Megan stiffened, her eyes focused on the sex toy now sitting plainly in sight, just next to the small salt and pepper shakers.  Breanne was used to Kyle’s sex games.  It was a frequent online way to get her naked and in compromising spots.
 
    
 
                  “I think a quick game of hangman should do the trick,” he said. “But there will be consequences for guessing a letter incorrectly.  You have six guesses to get the word and this,” he patted the large purple egg, setting it wobbling on the table top, “is the prize! Of course, if neither of you guess, we’ll have to have a second item available.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne glanced at Megan as the teenager swallowed.  
 
    
 
                  “We have to be smart about this, Megan” Breanne said, reaching out to touch the teenager’s wrist.  “He’s going to try to trick us.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle’s eyes widened as he smiled.  “Would I do that?” he asked innocently.
 
    
 
                  Breanne gave him a sly look.  “Of course you would.  You want us both to lose.”
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded, suddenly a little more at ease now that Breanne was joking with Kyle.  “Yeah, you would love to punish both of us.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle laughed.  “That’s true, and I will punish both of you eventually.  But for right now, I’m going to play with you, tormenting you bit by bit.  So what’s your first guess?”
 
    
 
                  Megan glanced at Breanne.  “S maybe?”
 
    
 
                  Breanne shrugged.  “I usually go after the vowels first, but S isn’t a bad choice.”
 
    
 
                  Megan licked her lips and then turned back to Kyle.  “S please.”
 
    
 
                  He shook his head.  “Sorry, Megan.  No S.”  He looked over at Breanne.  “If you would kindly wiggle your ass out of those panties and hand them over, I think that would serve as the first consequence rather well.”
 
    
 
                  Megan gasped.  The only thing keeping Breanne’s pussy from view was the shaded darkness of the lingerie she wore underneath the black net like dress.  Breanne gave Kyle a long appraising look, and then pulled the dress up to her waist.  Her thumbs slipped into the thin black elastic waistband and began tugging the panties out of the crack of her ass and down her legs.  Finally she stepped out of the tangled and crumpled panties, lifting one high heel casually and pulling them off in an elegant and erotic movement.  She handed them over to Kyle just as Josh the Waiter stepped back up to the table, a basket of bread and a bottle of wine in his hands.
 
    
 
                  Stiffening, Megan wondered whether the young man would notice Breanne’s current state of exposure.  The auburn beauty had her thighs pressed tightly together even as dark red merlot was being poured.  Josh poured Kyle a glass and then presented Megan with a diet coke.  Megan directed a rueful look at Kyle who smiled.  
 
                  
 
                  “You’re old enough for some things, sweetie, but not enough to drink yet,” he replied to her glare.
 
    
 
                  “Your entrees will be out momentarily,” Josh said, as he poured a small amount of olive oil onto a plate filled with herbs and garlic.  “Is there anything else I can get for you in the meantime?”
 
    
 
                  Kyle nodded, “can I get a small bowl filled with butter please?”
 
    
 
                  Josh bowed slightly.  “I’ll be back with it in a moment.”
 
    
 
                  Megan couldn’t help wondering if Josh had noticed the purple egg sitting so prominently in the center of the table.  The young man didn’t mention it, but he could have just been polite.  She turned her attention back to Kyle, just in time to see him deposit Breanne’s panties in the middle of the table.  He looked up at the two girls and asked for their second guess.
 
    
 
                  Breanne and Megan exchanged glances and then had a hurried but whispered conference.  Finally the two girls looked up at Kyle and Breanne gave their answer.
 
    
 
                  “The letter E” she announced.  
 
    
 
                  Once again Kyle shook his head.  “Oh, I’m terribly sorry.  There are no E’s in this word.”  He picked up one of the pieces of bread and dipped it in the oil before taking a bite.  He looked at Megan and then smiled.  
 
    
 
                  “Megan, if you would so kindly hand me one of your pieces of tape, I’d appreciate it.”
 
    
 
                  The brunette teenager’s eyes widened and her arm came up to her breasts.  “But what do I do if the waiter comes back?” she asked in alarm.
 
    
 
                  Kyle shrugged.  “That’s your problem.  You can awkwardly cover yourself or you can just let him see your nipple.”
 
    
 
                  Megan hesitated and both Breanne and Kyle waited.  After a moment, Megan realized there was no way around the order and she reached up to her right breast and peeled the electrical tape from her nipple.  It felt good, the tugging, as the adhesive pulled on her sensitive nub.  It hardened slightly even as she freed it.  She held out the tape to Kyle, the little black rectangle sticking out on one finger.
 
    
 
                  That’s when the waiter put the small bowl of butter cream on the table.  Megan snatched her hand back, using her forearm to cover her exposed tit, the tape still sticking out from her finger.  The look on the waiter’s face made it very clear he had caught sight of Megan’s exposure and the poor girl flushed crimson.
 
    
 
                  “Your butter sir,” the young man said with enthusiasm as he continued to stare at Megan.
 
    
 
                  Kyle thanked him.  “Oh, and if you wouldn’t mind throwing something away for us.  Megan, please give Josh that piece of tape.”
 
    
 
                  Megan glanced sharply at Kyle, but then wiggled her arm slightly so that she could give the waiter the tape.  Her attempts to keep her breast covered were almost funny.  Josh just held out his hand, rather than take the tape from her extended finger.  He was no dummy.
 
    
 
                  The brunette teen was not to be outdone though.  She grabbed the tape with her other hand and held it out to the waiter with a smile.
 
    
 
                  “Here you go” she said, the tone of victory in her voice.  Josh grinned and took the small bit of tape and headed back toward the kitchens.  
 
    
 
                  Kyle didn’t waste time congratulating her, but merely rolled his eyes.  Then, to both girl’s astonishment, he picked up the purple egg shaped toy and dropped it into the butter.  He rolled it around until it was thickly smeared with the white smooth cream.  “Next letter?” he asked.
 
    
 
                  Breanne looked at Megan, a slightly worried look on her face.  “A?” she asked.  Megan shrugged, a matching worried expression on her face.  
 
    
 
                  “There has to be a vowel in the word somewhere.  There are six letters!”
 
    
 
                  The pretty red-head looked at Kyle and gave their answer.
 
    
 
                  Once again he shook his head, clucking his tongue.  “Sorry.  No A’s.  My goodness, you two aren’t doing very well.”  He put down his fork and pushed away the remnants of his salad.  “I think it would be appropriate at this point, Breanne, for you to pull one of those luscious breasts out of that bra.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne gave Kyle a quizzical look.  “You want my bra off?”  She asked, obviously confused.
 
    
 
                  Kyle shook his head.  “No, just slip your breast out of the cup.  That bra will cushion it nicely.  I want to see your nipple.”
 
    
 
                  The deep breath Breanne took made her breasts swell.  It was awkward getting to the bra, but Breanne lifted the hem of her dress up to her waist and Megan watched as Breanne tugged the fine mesh cup downward, exposing her luscious breast.  Bre extracted her arm and smoothed down the black net-like material, once more shifting in her seat to pull the dress back down over her rear.
 
    
 
                  The newly exposed nipple stuck out quite a bit through the dress, the bright pink contrasting nicely with the black netting.  Megan couldn’t help staring at Breanne’s exposure, marveling at the way it didn’t seem to faze the older girl.  Slowly, Megan dropped her arm, allowing her own nipple to match Breanne’s exposed nub.
 
    
 
                  “Well, that’s three, with no correct guesses.  Want to go for the next one?”  Kyle asked politely.
 
    
 
                  Breanne looked over at Megan.  “T or N?” she asked.
 
    
 
                  Megan took a deep breath, trying to focus on the game again.  “I think we should go with N. T seems too obvious.”
 
    
 
                  Both girls looked expectantly at Kyle who gave them a nod.  “You finally got one.  There is one N and it’s the first letter of the word.”  He was clearly disappointed.
 
    
 
                  Breanne gave Megan a quizzical look.  “No E’s or A’s and it starts with N?”
 
    
 
                  Megan was thinking along the same lines and she suggested the next letter tentatively.  “O?” she said aloud.  Breanne nodded.
 
    
 
                  Kyle frowned.  “There’s one O.  It’s at the end.  Three guesses left.”
 
    
 
                  The red haired girl next to Megan was clearly thinking and Megan began to suspect that Breanne really liked the various games that she played with her various online masters.  After the game of pool the previous night, the tests at the mall, and now hangman, Megan was pretty sure that Breanne was addicted.  It was the challenge, with the inevitable sexual repercussions, that turned Breanne on.
 
   Breanne glanced at Megan.  “Got any ideas?”  The brunette teen shook her head.
 
    
 
                  “Let’s go with common consonants then.  Letter T,” Breanne told Kyle.
 
    
 
                  Once again their tormentor smiled.  “Sorry.  No T,” he said, then sipped his wine with a playful look on his face.  He turned and looked at Megan.
 
    
 
                  “You look a little warm, Megan.  Why don’t you pick up that glass of ice water and press it to your nipple.  That might just cool you off.”
 
    
 
                  Megan’s eyes widened in alarm.  She almost asked the inevitable question but didn’t, knowing that the answer wouldn’t be pleasant.  She reached out, picking up the glass of water.  Quite a bit of condensation had formed on the outside of the glass and it left a wet ring on the table as Megan picked it up. She brought it closer, took a sip from it, and then lowered it to her single exposed nipple.
 
    
 
                  Cold seared through her and she gave a little gasp.  Instantly both nipples hardened and Megan couldn’t help pressing the glass against her breast.  Looking down, she could clearly see the pink circle of her areola mashed flat against the curved container, blurry thanks to the chunks of ice and water refraction.  She let out a tiny groan.  It was cold.
 
    
 
                  “You can keep that there until dinner arrives, or until you ask our waiter for a refill.  Next letter please?” Kyle asked with satisfaction.
 
    
 
                  Megan could barely think straight and she only gave Breanne a cursory glance before she said “G!”
 
    
 
                  Kyle looked at Breanne this time.  “I think that other nipple would like to join the first” he nodded toward her still concealed breast.  “Why don’t you release it?”
 
    
 
                  Breanne didn’t bother to respond, but merely repeated the process she had gone through earlier.  One hand lifted her dress, moving up under the material while the other literally went through the material of the dress.  She snagged the fine dark mesh of the bra cup and tugged it down until the cup was bunched underneath her tit.  Both breasts were still supported, however each nipple had found its way through the netting and was clearly visible, hard bumps extending out through the dress.  It was incredibly erotic.
 
    
 
                  “Last guess ladies,” Kyle said, leaning back, clearly enjoying their discomfort.  They exchanged glances and this time it was Breanne who spoke.  
 
    
 
                  “M?”
 
    
 
                  Kyle laughed.   “Absolutely!  The third letter is M!” he told them.
 
    
 
                  Both girls sighed.
 
    
 
                  “Do you know the word yet?” he asked.  Neither girl could guess however and he grinned.  “Guess you need to offer up another letter then.  Better hope you get it right or you both lose.  To be honest, I like that idea.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne’s eyebrow arched. “You do sir?”
 
    
 
                  He nodded.  “Yep.  I like the idea of you both being tormented for my pleasure.  I like watching you squirm.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne grinned. “The letter Y.”  She said it like a declaration, as if she were trying to lose on purpose.  His own expression changed from mischievous delight to astonishment.
 
    
 
                  “That’s the second letter,” he told Breanne, who blinked in surprise.
 
    
 
                  “Seriously?” she couldn’t help asking in surprise.  Kyle nodded, still slightly taken aback.  “But I was just joking!” Breanne declared.
 
    
 
                  “You were trying to make us lose?” Megan asked, the hand holding the ice water to her nipple shaking.
 
    
 
                  Breanne shrugged, “Sometimes losing is more fun than winning.  Trust me.  I deliberately lose games all the time.”
 
    
 
                  “Like when we played for you to come up here and submit to me?” Kyle demanded.
 
   
  
 

 
 
                  The blush on Breanne’s face was more than enough to indict her.  He shook his head and sighed.
 
    
 
                  “And I thought I had won that one all by myself.  Oh well,” he shrugged.  “Got a guess about the word, or do you want to guess another letter?
 
    
 
                  It was Megan who spoke.  “It’s nympho.”  She had been thinking about it while Breanne and Kyle had been talking about their game.
 
    
 
                  Kyle laughed.  “Well well well! We have a winner!”  He pointed at the purple plastic egg, still sitting in the container of butter.  “I’m guessing you think this is going inside you now, but this was always intended for the looser.”  He looked over at Breanne.  “I think this little plaything needs to be inserted somewhere wet and warm and fun.  Don’t you?”
 
    
 
                  “Megan’s pussy?” Breanne asked brightly, grinning.
 
    
 
                  “I’ve got something more appropriate for Megan’s pussy; a sort of ‘winner’s trophy’ kind of thing.”  He pushed the butter container across the table toward Breanne who caught it right before it slid off the edge.  She examined the egg shaped toy for a moment, noticing the thin black wire coming out of the bottom, and the various silver spots located at even intervals around the middle.  A thin patina of smeared butter covered it and she could see a seem in the plastic, right in the middle.  It did seem rather solid though, as if the interior was packed with some sort of device.
 
    
 
                  She put the container back on the table and spread her legs, lifting the hem of her dress up.  She actually stood for a second to move the net like material out from under her ass before sitting back down bare bottomed on the wooden chair. “What does this do?” Breanne asked as she gingerly picked it up between her thumb and forefinger.
 
    
 
                  The shrug was meaningful.  “Why ruin a surprise?  I think you’ll enjoy it.  Of course it has a number of functions, but the most important one is to drive you crazy.”  Kyle took another sip of wine as he picked up the remote to Breanne’s new accoutrement.  
 
    
 
                  Breanne spread her legs to the sides of her chair and Megan watched with interest, despite the now burning sensation in her nipple. Megan had been carefully pulling the glass away for brief moments to relieve the intense cold, making sure that the glass stayed in position between Kyle’s careful eyes and her nipple.  It was just too cold, but the deception gave Megan the ability to concentrate on more than just the freezing torment.  Breanne turned the plastic egg so that the tapered tip was pointed into her pussy and the red haired vixen began rubbing the egg along her slit, smearing the honey cream butter along the pink petals.
 
    
 
                  Megan wasn’t sure if it was because Breanne was already turned on and wet, or that the butter made a difference, but the egg disappeared rather quickly. Breanne let out a brief moan as she pushed the toy inward, but once it was completely buried in her twat, she merely rocked her hips a few times to settle it properly, and then ran her finger along the wet and exposed lips of her pussy.  Excess butter and lubrication came off and she brought it to her mouth with a taunting expression.  The hum of pleasure she made while licking her own finger had an electrifying effect on Kyle, who clearly enjoyed the spectacle.
 
    
 
                  Kyle lifted the remote and pressed a single button at the top, then slid his thumb along the side.  Breanne stiffened slightly and Megan thought she could hear a soft buzz coming from her friend.  Breanne’s legs closed and she shifted uncomfortably in her seat.
 
    
 
                  “How does that compare to your vibrator at home, Bre?” Kyle asked.
 
    
 
                  Breanne swallowed, clearly distracted.  “It’s a bit different.”
 
    
 
                  “Is the setting okay?”
 
    
 
                  Her head bounced up and down.  “It’s about a medium at home.”  
 
    
 
                  “How long can you stand that?” Kyle asked.
 
    
 
                  “Does it matter sir?” Breanne asked, surprising Megan.  “It’s what you want to do to me.  I’ll ask permission to cum if I need to sir.” She took a deep breath, her breasts shifting slightly underneath the black net dress.  “To be honest sir, I’ll be able to stand this for quite a while.  The egg is so big that it’s not shifting around that much.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle grinned.  “Good.  I’m sure you’ll find eating dinner entertaining with that thing going inside you.”  He turned back toward Megan, who had accidently removed the glass of ice water from her turgid and partially frozen nipple.
 
    
 
                  The tsk tsk sound of Kyle’s tongue clacking against his teeth startled Megan who immediately moved the glass back to her breast.  Kyle rolled his eyes and reached back down to his black duffel bag.  Megan’s heart thudded for a second as he extracted the large brown rubber Husky dildo she had selected earlier that day while at the toy store.
 
    
 
                  “This is what a winner gets,” Kyle said playfully, holding up the dildo.  He held it out to her, but as she reached for it, the head dropped and it fell directly into the small bowl of whipped butter that had so recently held Breanne’s vibrating egg.  Megan gave Kyle a hard look, but he returned her gaze with something of a dare.  Humbled slightly she turned the butter dish around and extracted the now marginally covered rubber cock.  
 
    
 
                  “I’m tempted to let you suck on that first.  No doubt it would taste great,” Kyle said conversationally, “but I can’t help thinking that sweet cream would do wonders for that cute little cunt of yours.  Just go ahead and ram it in sweetheart.  I like the idea of you stuffed full of buttered rubber cock.  You can go ahead and put down the water while you get that thing in, but don’t think I’ve let you off the hook,” Kyle pointed at the dripping glass of ice water.
 
    
 
                  Megan put down the glass feeling a mixture of relief and anxiety.  She held the large cock in her hand and realized that she had never ever had anything this large pushed up inside her.  Sure, she had fucked a cucumber the previous night, but to be honest the cucumber had been slightly smaller.  She tried to spread her legs, opening her thighs in order to plant the dildo, but the tight mini-skirt kept her from exposing her hole.  She stood up, one breast still clearly on display, the nipple hard from the cold, and she started to unzip the side of the skirt.  
 
    
 
                  “That’s an excellent idea, Megan!” Kyle said suddenly.  “You don’t need that skirt.  Take it off and let me have it.”
 
    
 
                  “But…” Megan stammered.  She had only been going to loosen it.  Now her entire crotch would be clearly visible, including a good portion of her ass and thighs.
 
    
 
                  “No arguments,” Kyle said, cutting her off.  “You were the one who couldn’t even follow a simple order to keep a glass against your nipple.  You’re racking up punishments pretty fast.  I recommend you comply immediately and get that skirt off.”
 
    
 
                  As Megan unzipped the skirt, Kyle picked up the remote to Breanne’s toy and thumbed the dial higher.  Megan watched as Breanne let out a soundless gasp and literally rocked forward, palms flat on the table as she dealt with the sudden increase in vibrations.  Megan finished and handed over her skirt, the rubber latex reflecting the soft light of the restaurant.  Kyle took it with dignity, placing it on the floor next to his chair.
 
    
 
                  “Now get that dildo in or I’ll show Breanne some of the more interesting attributes of her little toy,” Kyle waved the remote, showing Megan a few more of the buttons.  One looked as if there were a lightning bolt symbol next to it.  Megan took a deep breath and sat back down on the chair, spreading her legs wide.  Her pink slit was already soaked and the butter covered tip of the rubber cock went in easily.  She pushed, trying to take it as fast as possible, but despite the taper it was unusually thick and her body resisted.  Megan just wasn’t used to the size.
 
    
 
                  She had managed to get half of it in when Kyle stiffened slightly.  “You might want to think about getting a move on, Megan.  Our waiter is here with our dinner.”
 
    
 
   Megan glanced over her shoulder sand saw Josh carrying a large tray.  With a mewling cry of humiliation, she shoved the dildo in fast and hard and then sat down in the chair, thighs pressed together.  It took a moment for her body to react to the sudden deep penetration and she groaned as the consequences of the brutal impalement started to trickle up to her brain.  Megan shook slightly, her body attempting to adjust to the thick rubber intruder thrust up into her well.
 
    
 
                  The waiter arrived with their dinners and he immediately started passing out plates.  Breanne’s chicken piccata and steamed vegetables emitted a startling aroma, as did Megan shrimp and linguini.  Kyle’s veal was lightly breaded and sitting in marinara sauce atop a bed of angel hair pasta.  Incredible smells filled the room and the rich scents began to bring both girls’ attention to the table, rather than their sexual organs.
 
    
 
                  Josh, the waiter, had noticed the slight modifications to both Breanne’s and Megan’s attire.  Breanne’s nipples were fully exposed, poking out through the material of her dress, screaming for attention.  His eyes moved to Megan, examining the one luscious breast that seemed to be trying to escape the tight latex shirt.  The sight of it all rocked him a little and he lost his pace, his mind struggling to figure out what to do next.  Finally he grabbed the parmesan grater and asked them if they wanted cheese.
 
    
 
                  Kyle nodded, smiling at the two girls who were both blushing scarlet in their embarrassment.  When the waiter turned toward them, both declined, hoping to escape further stares.  Josh was clearly disappointed and promised to check up on them in a little bit to see if they needed anything else.
 
    
 
                  Kyle dug into his meal even as Megan and Breanne both tried to adjust to the intrusive sexual toys.  The girls glanced at each other and Megan saw that Breanne was having trouble containing her approaching orgasm.  Evidently the egg shaped vibrator that Kyle had given her was quivering intensely enough to bring her up to the edge.  For Megan, the dull ache of her extra large penetration had yielded to her body’s natural lubrication and motion.  She never expected to feel so turned on from an inanimate rubber cock, but the sheer size of it, combined with the soft yet firm texture, had Megan shifting around in her seat, hips involuntarily jerking back and forth.
 
    
 
                  Breanne was only a few forkfuls into her meal when she put down the utensil and gripped the table.  
 
    
 
                  “Master Kyle,” she whispered rather forcefully, obviously struggling for control.  “Sir, please can I cum?”
 
    
 
                  Kyle looked up from his food with a smile.  “No,” he said and then continued eating.
 
    
 
                  Megan watched Breanne swallow, trying to control herself.  “Master, please… the vibrator is too much for me to take.”
 
    
 
                  He lifted his glass to his mouth, taking another sip of his wine.  “I see, so you can’t control yourself because of the toy?”  He reached out and picked up the remote as Breanne nodded.  “Fine,” he said, and switched the remote’s setting to “OFF”.
 
    
 
                  The struggling red-head’s eyes widened as the dull roar between her legs was silenced in the space of a single heartbeat.  She let out an agonized moan, her body tightening in desperation.  She lifted her hands off the table but Kyle shook his head.
 
    
 
                  “Keep your hands there,” he ordered.  She nodded, the movement of her head jerky and under strain.  She grabbed hold of the table again, her knuckles whitening and it took her several moments to gain control of herself.  
 
    
 
                  Megan felt sorry for her.  To be so close to orgasm and then have the stimulation stop suddenly must have been terrible.  From what Breanne had told her that morning in the shower, denial was a difficult thing for the red-haired beauty to bear.  Megan however was starting to understand its use.  Kyle was supercharging Breanne’s sexual urges, and by denying her release he was making sure that when he finally did allow her to orgasm, the explosion she would experience would be twice or even three times as intense as what she would have just felt.  Megan wondered when Kyle would eventually give in.
 
    
 
                  Despite the exposure of Megan’s right breast and crotch, Megan had found that her meal was delicious.  She kept her thighs pressed tightly together, keeping her stuffed slit from being easily seen, but her nipple was totally exposed and the opening in her latex shirt seemed to be expanding, letting the entire areola become visible.  
 
    
 
                  After three or four minutes Breanne began to tentatively eat her meal and Kyle didn’t interrupt again.  The conversation turned toward reminiscing about the day’s events, which ones the girls liked, which ones they didn’t, and Kyle even pressed them for suggestions on things that he should have done.  Megan felt awkward trying to come up with additional tortures to apply to Breanne, while the older red-head seemed to have no trouble suggesting a whole bushel of sexually explicit, humiliating, and even pain-filled ideas that had Megan blushing furiously, all the while rocking in her seat as her pussy contracted frequently around the humungous dildo still stuffed inside her.
 
    
 
                  Breanne was in the process of eating the last few morsels from her plate when Kyle reactivated the vibrating egg, causing the red-haired beauty to stiffen in her seat and give him a look of desperate want.  Megan realized that it hadn’t been turned all the way up as before by watching Breanne.  The older girl only shifted a little bit, her breathing increasing only marginally compared to the seething tension Megan had witnessed earlier.
 
    
 
                  Josh the waiter had returned twice more during dinner and Megan quickly realized that the key to excellent service, at least when assigned a male waiter, was to have at least one partially naked girl at the table.  Each time Josh was sent on a minor errand that necessitated a return, giving him more time to ogle. Kyle also conversed with the young man, asking him which girl he thought looked more “uncomfortable”.  To                Megan’s surprise, Josh had focused on her, rather than Breanne, and when pressed by Kyle, Josh the waiter explained that Megan’s outfit looked “constricting”.  Megan had no idea what Josh had been implying, but she kept her thighs together every time he leaned over near the edge of the table.
 
    
 
                  Kyle kept an eye on his watch and when Josh asked if they needed dessert, Kyle shook his head, announced they had places to go.  When Josh left to get Kyle the check, he tossed Megan’s skirt and Breanne’s panties back to both girls.
 
    
 
                  “Get dressed.  Can’t take you out through the main dining area quite like that,” he said with a rueful grin.  “Though I’d like to.”
 
    
 
                  Megan stood up gratefully and began tugging the latex rubber back up over her ass.  It clung to her skin and was difficult to get in place, but she managed it just as Josh the waiter returned.  To her astonishment, she discovered that the husky dildo wanted to slip out.  Pulling her skirt up became a challenge to keep the sex toy buried up inside her.  Breanne had already returned to her seat, still suffering the onslaught of tremors caused by the vibrating egg, the remote wire emerging from the front of her fine black mesh panties to travel down to her hemline.  Kyle gave Josh his credit card and after a few moments, the three of them trekked back through the main dining room.  Megan kept her arm up across her breasts and took tiny steps, while Breanne just ignored the stares.  The fact that Breanne was being led out of the restaurant by a wire that disappeared under her dress and into her panties was not lost on anyone.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 20: Calli’s Cafe
 
    
 
                  “We don’t have much time, so Breanne in the back seat, please. Megan, you’re up front with me,” Kyle announced as he unlocked the Camaro’s doors.  He turned toward Breanne momentarily.  “Oh yeah, I need your panties.”  Breanne nodded once and quickly reached under her dress and tugged them down.  She stepped out of them, holding on to the remote and then handed both items over to Kyle.  Breanne climbed into the back seat and Kyle put the remote in the center console, within easy reach.  She quickly spread her legs to the opposite sides of the car and buckled the lap belt across her waist.  Megan sat down and felt the juices from her pussy trickle down the crack of her ass.  
 
    
 
                  Kyle got in and quickly pulled out of the parking lot and sped off into the growing darkness.  For Megan, the gathering shadows were a relief, since it meant that passing drivers wouldn’t be able to really see her unusual attire.  One piece of tape was still covering her left nipple, but her right breast was exposed.  She kept an arm pressed to her bosom as they drove.  
 
    
 
                  “Megan, tilt the seat back, one leg up on the dash, and masturbate with the dildo until you cum please,” Kyle ordered, giving her a sly grin.  “Make it noisy too. I want to hear it squishing in and out of you, got it?”  Megan’s eyes widened in horror but the almost immediate contraction of her pussy belied her astonished expression.  She blushed scarlet but it went unobserved in the limited light.  Even as she began tilting her seat back Kyle grabbed the remote going to Breanne’s egg and turned the dial to its maximum setting.  Breanne’s gasp and moan made it clear to Megan that the red-head would soon be exploding.  
 
    
 
                  “Breanne, you can take the other piece of tape off Megan’s tit and then pinch and play with her nipples.  Help her to cum.  Once she cums you can cum.  If you cum first however, you’re both going to regret it.”  The car accelerated onto the freeway and headed north.
 
    
 
                  “Yes sir, I understand,” was all Breanne said.  Megan had already tilted her seat as far back as possible and realized that her breasts were easily within Breanne’s reach.  The red-haired beauty quickly pulled the piece of black electrical tape from Megan’s left breast and discarded it, both hands coming down over Megan’s shoulders to grasp, pinch, and work the brunette teen’s nipples.  
 
    
 
                  Megan had her hands full of rubber cock and she was slowly sliding it in and out of her pussy as Breanne did some amazing things to Megan’s pert little nipples.  The huge Husky dildo was as thick as a baseball bat near the bottom and it spread Megan’s pussy wide apart.  The rubber skirt had rolled up as Megan spread her legs and propped her right foot up on the dashboard.  She knew she had to be leaking on to the seat, but evidently Kyle didn’t care.  For Megan, this was the first time she had ever had the opportunity to masturbate with such a toy and she quickly felt herself ripening.  She could hear Breanne panting, as well as the tightening fingers as Breanne’s tension translated down into Megan’s nipples.  Megan moaned in frustration, moving quicker than she wanted, knowing that if Breanne couldn’t control herself both of them would be punished.
 
    
 
                  But a moment later Breanne gasped aloud, releasing Megan’s nipples in an obvious display of sexual release that even Megan, who was expecting it, was astonished.  Breanne practically screamed her way through her orgasm and clung to Megan while tremors shook her violently.  Megan kept working the dildo however and the intensity and knowledge of Breanne’s orgasm pushed the teenager over the edge to join in the merriment.  Megan stiffened, cried out, and then added her own spasms to the orgasmic bliss filling the car.
 
    
 
   Kyle clucked his tongue a few times as both girls slowly came down from their endorphin highs.  Megan shuddered a few times and then sighed loudly, even as Breanne let out another whimper.  Kyle grabbed the remote and turned the vibrating egg inside Breanne off.  Megan didn’t realize how powerful the toy was until the sound of it’s humming no longer filled the small cabin.  She tilted her head upward to glance back at Breanne, who had this expression of utter relief on her face.
 
    
 
                  Kyle’s hand dug around in the duffel for a moment, even while he smoothly navigated the sports car through the Saturday evening traffic.    A moment later he fished out a handful of wooden clothespins and he handed them back to Breanne.  She took them silently.
 
    
 
                  “Every nipple and clit in this car needs one. Now,” he said with a bit of heat. “That’s what you get for not following orders.”  
 
    
 
                  Megan jerked and looked back at Breanne, watching as the red-haired girl calmly attached clothespins to her nipples.  Megan opened her mouth to object, but Breanne continued, letting the third clothespin from the pile close on her own clit.  She let out a hiss and then looked at Megan.
 
    
 
                  “Breanne? Please?” begged Megan but Breanne only gave her a sad smile, shook her head, and leaned forward.  Megan quickly covered her breasts but Bre reached out and took her wrists and pulled them away.
 
    
 
                  “Megan, don’t resist.  It will only get you more trouble later,” Breanne said softly even as the teenager whimpered.  Megan nodded, her eyes filling with tears even as Breanne brought the first of the clothespins down on the brunette’s breast.  Megan let out a tiny cry as the wooden peg latched on, bobbing a little as she let out a quiet sob.  Breanne moved to Megan’s other breast and attached the matching clothespin as Megan quivered.  Breanne then leaned forward, both hands sliding down Megan’s body until the red-haired girl found Megan’s sex.  The husky dildo was still embedded in the brunette teen’s slit and Breanne moved it slightly in order to get to Megan’s clit.  Megan whimpered as the clothespin came closer and then let out a harsh cry as it closed down on the sensitive nub.
 
    
 
                  Breanne sat back in her seat but kept her hands on Megan’s shoulders, rubbing the poor girl.  Even though both of them were enduring the same sort of torment, Megan was not used to having her nipples and clit clamped and her discomfort was apparent.  Breanne stroked her hair.
 
    
 
                  “You all right?” Breanne asked softly, even as the car continued to purr down the highway.  Megan nodded, not trusting herself to speak.
 
    
 
                  “We’re almost there, just a few minutes more,” Kyle said.  The girls kept quite as he exited the freeway and took a few more turns.  They sat through two stop lights and finally found themselves pulling into a more industrial looking part of town.  Breanne looked out the window over Megan’s streetlight illuminated breasts.  While not run down, the buildings were mostly warehouse and office parks.  Kyle navigated through a few more streets and then pulled up in front of one large building.  There were perhaps two or three dozen cars parked along the front of the blocky structure, and a uniformed security officer driving a golf cart complete with flashing orange strobe light drove past them with an interested look.
 
    
 
                  Kyle pulled the Camaro into an available parking space and Breanne realized that most of the other cars nearby were high dollar luxury or sport cars as well.  In fact, Kyle’s Camaro was almost low end by comparison.  Kyle put the car in park and then turned in his seat and looked over at both girls.
 
    
 
                  “You can take the clothespins off now.  Both of you.  And Breanne, you can remove the egg.”  
 
    
 
                  Megan didn’t hesitate a second.  Her hands reached up and quickly squeezed each peg, a loss hiss coming from her mouth as blood rushed back into her pinched nubs.  She did the same to her clit even as Breanne was slowly removing her own clamps.  Finally both girls handed their clamps back to Kyle who dropped them back into the duffle.  There was a momentary squelching sound as Breanne’s egg popped out and then it too was handed over to Kyle.
 
    
 
                  “Where are we?” Megan asked, looking out at the illuminated parking lot.  The building behind them didn’t have any signs.
 
    
 
                  Kyle was busy unbuckling himself.  He gave Megan a smile. “It’s called Calli’s Cove and it is an exclusive club.”  
 
    
 
                  Megan gave Breanne a suspicious look.  The red-head only shrugged, obviously unconcerned about what was coming.
 
    
 
                  “Let’s go, ladies.”  He pulled his seat forward so that Breanne could scramble out of the rear of the car.  
 
    
 
                  “Master Kyle?” Breanne asked softly, “Do I need to wear my panties again?” she asked delicately.  He laughed.
 
    
 
                  “Not in the least.  In fact, it’s against the club rules for submissive ladies to wear panties.”
 
    
 
                  “Really?” Megan asked, her face screwing up in response to such an odd concept.  Kyle nodded with another chuckle.  
 
    
 
                  “You’ll understand in a bit,” he took Breanne’s arm and walked around the car to take Megan’s hand.  “Let’s go.”
 
    
 
                  Together the three of them walked through the lot up to the large black colored glass door.  There were no signs or other markings, except for the address, and Kyle pressed a button on an intercom box, waiting.  Breanne looked up and around as the box hissed and she saw the surveillance camera tilt toward them.  
 
    
 
                  “Yes?” came a voice through the speaker.
 
    
 
                  “Kyle Williams with two ladies.”
 
    
 
                  “Door’s open,” the voice said and there was a buzzing sound as the lock clicked.  Kyle reached out and opened the door, letting Breanne and Megan enter first.
 
    
 
                  Breanne found herself in a well illuminated lobby with two large oak doors in front of her.  Another security officer sat behind a glass window to the left and he looked rather burly.  Several fake plants sat around in various planters and a man in a suit sat perusing a pornographic magazine.  Megan quivered and stepped closer to Kyle, obviously ill at ease.
 
    
 
                  “Kyle!” the man on the couch said, tossing the magazine aside, recognizing the girl’s escort.  Kyle grinned and let go of Breanne to extend a hand.
 
    
 
                  “My goodness, you weren’t kidding, were you?” the man asked.  Kyle shook his head, still smiling.
 
    
 
                  “Not in the least Edward.”  They shook hands and then Kyle leaned his head toward Breanne.  “This young lady is Breanne.”  
 
    
 
                  Edward looked at her with an appraising expression and Breanne felt hungry eyes exploring her.  “You are an exquisite jewel, Breanne.”
 
    
 
                  She murmured a soft “thank you, sir” and cast her eyes downward, properly submissive.
 
    
 
                  “And this is Megan,” Kyle continued.
 
    
 
                  Edward’s eyebrow went up slightly.  “Young and tender, isn’t she?” he said.
 
    
 
                  Kyle chuckled.  “Oh you wouldn’t believe it.”
 
    
 
                  Edward reached out and took Megan’s free hand.  It was trembling.  “There’s nothing to be frightened of here, my dear.  How long have you been in the lifestyle?” he asked.
 
    
 
                  Megan cast a confused look at Kyle and he squeezed the palm he was still holding.  “Master Edward would like to know how long you’ve been a sexual submissive.”
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded gratefully and looked back at Edward, meeting him eye to eye.  “About a day, sir,” she said politely.  His eyes widened and he glanced up at Kyle.
 
    
 
                  “We all have to start sometime,” Kyle said brightly.
 
    
 
                  Edward made a non-committal sound.  “Baptism by fire, huh?  Well I’m sure Calli would approve.  She’s on stage with her latest sub by the way in case you were wondering.”  He shook his head momentarily.  “I presume that your submissive are aware of the rules?”
 
    
 
                  Kyle sighed.  “To be honest, only the rule concerning their wearing panties.  I didn’t have time over dinner, plus both of them were a bit distracted by the waiter.”  
 
    
 
                  Edward nodded and then glanced at both girls.  “The rules here are simple.  Do not look directly at any master or mistress you encounter tonight.  You must follow the orders of any master or mistress you encounter or risk punishment, or worse having your own master’s membership revoked.  As you have already discovered, submissive girls are not allowed to wear anything blocking access to their cunts.  Lastly, you are here to provide your Master a good time, but should try to enjoy yourselves as well.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle nodded.  “Thanks.”
 
    
 
                  Edward waved a hand at the security officer and another series of locks clicked on the wooden door.  Edward pulled on the door handle and waved the three of them in.
 
    
 
                  This time it was Megan who wore the astonished expression as the trio stepped into a large room outfitted in expensive wood paneling, indirect lighting, carpet walls, and fancy hardwood floors.  Plush rugs lay in various spots, usually under small three or four person tables scattered here and there across the room.  Two hundred people could easily be seated and the scents of food and wine and other beverages permeated through the air.  But none of the posh trappings were what drew Megan’s attention.  There were four stages located around the room and the main stage, brightly illuminated held a screaming girl, bound with legs and arms spread, as a black clad dominatrix whipped her mercilessly.  
 
    
 
                  Megan’s face paled almost immediately and she glanced over at Breanne.  The red-head sported a clinical look of interest on her face, as if she were imaging herself on that stage.  They’re observations were interrupted by a white liveried waiter who approached Kyle.
 
    
 
                  “What sort of seats would you like for your submissives, sir?” asked the waiter.  Both Megan and Breanne looked confused, but evidently Kyle knew what was going on.  He glanced speculatively at both women and then turned back to the waiting server.
 
    
 
                  “I think for the brunette something light and easy.  The red-head however can take something a bit more robust, perhaps even intense,” Kyle replied.  The waiter cocked an eyebrow and nodded.  
 
    
 
                  “I’ll return in just a moment sir.” Then he sauntered off.
 
    
 
                  Megan was just as happy to stand there and cling to Kyle’s arm.  The girl on stage was now being subjected to a rather brutal fucking, courtesy of the whip handle.  A series of red and blue stripes colored her ass and thighs, not to mention her breasts and Megan suspected that the girl had been tortured for days, if not weeks, to receive such coloring.  Her dark brown hair was curled in ringlets and she had one of those “girl next door” faces, soft and round and cute, rather than elegantly pretty.  They watched as the girl begged to be allowed to cum, only to be denied, the whip handle extracted suddenly, and a violet colored wand applied to various sensitive parts.  The girl cried out as the glass translated the electric charge to her skin and the dominatrix on the stage shocked her repeatedly on the clit, the nipples and even in the crack of her ass.
 
    
 
                  “Your table is ready, sir,” the waiter said suddenly, appearing in front of them, and Kyle pushed Breanne forward, indicating she should follow the waiter.  Both Megan and Breanne tore their eyes away from the girl on the stage as they threaded their way through the crowd.
 
    
 
                  The first thing Megan noticed was that there were quite a few young and beautiful girls sitting at different tables in various states of attire.  Even more intriguing to the teenager, was the occasional half-naked man, each one of which had on a black leather collar and chain.  Several women were not only dressed, but dressed similar to Megan, with the exception that their outfits did not reveal the tips of their breasts.  As Megan passed several of them looked at her with hungry expressions.
 
    
 
                  The table they were led too was near one of the other three stages at the back of the room.  They could still easily see the torture session on the main stage, but now their attention was riveted to a bound and naked girl who swung lightly from a suspension unit above the smaller stage near their table.  Her pussy was stuffed with something and from the rolling of her hips, Megan suspected that whatever was inside the girl was vibrating.  The waiter pulled out a hard wooden chair, looked at Megan, and drew her attention away from the dangling, cumming girl swinging above them.
 
    
 
                  The chair had a vibrator in it.
 
    
 
                  Megan looked down at the seat in astonishment.  Embedded in the seat was a thick purple vibrator, complete with slightly angled point.  Leather straps were secured to the undersides of both arm rests and there was even an open leather belt that could be secured across the waist of the chair’s occupant.
 
    
 
                  “Please sit down, miss,” the waiter said.  Megan glanced over at Breanne who had already noticed her own phallic chair.  Except while Megan’s chair contained a simple vibrator, Breanne’s seat sported two probes, one clearly meant for her ass.  The vaginal probe also had a secondary arm, one that would press tightly against her clit.  They exchanged looks and then Breanne moved over her seat and worked herself down.
 
    
 
                  “Pre-lubricated.  How thoughtful,” Breanne commented wryly as she sank down.  Megan watched Breanne’s expression change as the anal probe penetrated and it took the red-head a moment to adjust to the forced incursion.  The waiter touched Megan’s elbow and Kyle looked at her in expectation.  She sighed once and then moved over the chair, letting the vibrator slip between the petals of her sex and slide deeply in.
 
    
 
                  “What setting sir?” the waiter asked Kyle.  Kyle looked thoughtful but then smiled.  “I think medium for the brunette will work nicely, but the red head can be on maximum.”  
 
    
 
                  Megan winced, wondering how Breanne could deal with such stringent torments.  In fact, as Megan thought about the day’s events, Breanne had been subjected to sexual torture many times worse than what Megan had been forced to deal with.  Megan took a deep breath and steeled herself, watching as Breanne let out a groan when the waiter made some adjustments to the back of the girl’s seat.
 
    
 
                  When the waiter stepped behind Megan she tensed, but then she felt the vibrator between her legs begin to shake.  It was a rather odd sensation, since the end of the phallus was embedded in the chair.  Megan couldn’t help feeling pinned, as if she were a bug on a collector’s board.  She shifted uncomfortably in her seat even as her sex responded, quivering in need around the vibrating phallus.
 
    
 
                  Up on the main stage there was another startling scream as Megan noticed the dominatrix changing the probe on the end of the violet wand into something more dildo shaped.  The poor girl cried out as it was reapplied to her clit, run down the petals of her sex, and then rammed up inside her.  The girl bucked, trying to fuck it, but it became obvious that her body was lost in the involuntary muscle contractions of electrified flesh.  Her head swung back and she pulled hard on the ropes and leather binding her.  
 
    
 
                  The dominatrix extracted the wand from the girl and reached over to a small table, just off to the side of the stage.  The contents of that table were lost in darkness, but the black leather clad woman held up a thin spool of what appeared to be wire and she quickly began looping the thin strand around the poor girl’s breasts.  It didn’t take long for the soft welt covered globes to plump up into hard balloons and they began to take on a reddish purple color.  The wire crisscrossed across the girl’s darkening chest and the wire was then tied off.
 
    
 
                  Megan’s observations were interrupted by the placement of a menu in front of Kyle.  He asked her what she wanted to drink and then ordered.  Evidently alcohol wasn’t allowed to submissives, so Megan ended up with another diet cola.   Another choked scream from the stage drew Megan and Breanne’s gaze and they watched as the bound girl endured a blistering beating, right across both bound breasts, with a leather sap.  It looked remarkably similar to the one that Breanne suspected was in Kyle’s duffle bag and had been used repeatedly on her over the last two days.
 
    
 
                  The bound girl on the stage had finally burst into tears and was begging the dominatrix to hurt her, to fuck her, and to abuse her.  Megan couldn’t believe her ears.  How could that girl beg for more?  It was obscene!  She shifted in her seat, feeling the vibrator and then, for just a moment, imagined herself up on that stage, enduring torments for everyone’s enjoyment.  It was too much to take and she gasped as a little wave of orgasmic bliss rocked through her.
 
    
 
                  Kyle hadn’t noticed, but Breanne did, and she gave Megan a knowing look.  You understand now, don’t you? 
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded.
 
    
 
    The leather sap came up between the bound girl’s legs, snapping at her clit and then a huge dildo appeared from no where and it was rammed, brutally, into the poor girl’s crevasse.  She gasped, feet arching in desperation and then the bound girl let out a scream of release that easily matched anything Megan had heard from Breanne the previous night or day.
 
    
 
   As the tortured girl shuddered through her orgasm, the dominatrix hurriedly removed the wire, releasing the blood engorged and beaten breasts to their original, yet marked forms.  Thick red lines encircled both soft mounds where the wires had pressed sharply against the skin.  In moments even her wrists and ankles had been freed and Megan was astonished to see that the girl could actually stand.  Then the dominatrix helped the slave girl off the stage, the two women disappearing behind a curtained doorway.
 
    
 
   Megan was overwhelmed.  She thought she had seen a small smile on the slave girl’s face as she had been helped off the stage and the thought of enduring even a portion of that same torment, and then to smile at the person inflicting it, was so strange to her mind that she could scarcely believe it.  She was still contemplating those events while two orderlies cleaned the stage and reset it.  
 
    
 
   A delicious fruit and cheese tray was deposited on the table, complete with a small basket of fresh bread and a pitcher of honey.  Despite feeling full from the dinner, both Megan and Breanne nibbled, eyes taking in the various sights and sounds of Calli’s Cove.  The girl hanging on the stage behind them was eventually taken down, just as a fresh faced Asian girl was brought out onto the main stage, stripped, and then forced to kneel.  Breanne, Megan, and even Kyle watched as hot candle wax was dripped on the girl, eliciting small cries of pain and suffering.
 
    
 
   “Exquisite, isn’t it?” asked a friendly voice behind Megan.  Megan whirled as Kyle turned as well.  Standing behind them was the dominatrix from the stage.  Next to her was the girl, now dressed in a gauzy see through shirt open down the front.  A white leather collar was snuggly fit around her throat and she wore white high heels which finished the look nicely.  
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded and let out an explosive breath. “Mistress Calli, good evening.”  He extended a hand out to the woman who shook it gently.
 
    
 
   “Might we join you?” she asked. “I try to make it a habit to meet new members.”
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded. “Of course.  We’d be delighted.”  He scooted his chair back and stood as a waiter jumped forward to pull the waiting chair out for Calli to sit.
 
    
 
   “Bring Samantha a seat please,” Calli told one of the waiters, who nodded.
 
                 
 
   “Your usual, Mistress Calli?”  The woman nodded and the waiter hurried away.
 
    
 
   Megan stared at Samantha, who stood silently behind Calli.  She was much shorter than Megan had realized, barely topping four and a half feet.  She also couldn’t have been much older than Megan, maybe a year or two.  Megan ignored the pleasantries of the conversation between Kyle and Calli until the waiter returned with a chair similar to the ones Breanne and Megan were impaled upon.
 
    
 
   Except this one had a much larger and more intricate phallus on it.  Samantha didn’t say anything when she saw it, but Megan saw the tremor, the little touch of fear and resignation in the girl’s eyes.  Megan tried to get a better look at the phallus as Samantha sat down on it, wincing as it penetrated through her already bruised and beaten sex.  The waiters began strapping Samantha in, something they hadn’t done to Megan or Breanne, and the brunette teenager wondered what was going to happen to Samantha.
 
    
 
   The mention of Megan’s name brought her back to the conversation and she heard Kyle commenting that while Megan was new to the lifestyle, Breanne was an old hand at it, a real nympho humiliation pain slut.  Calli asked Breanne a few pointed questions, including her age, college career, and if she had joined a specific sorority.  Calli seemed disturbed that Breanne had never gone Greek, but when she discovered that Breanne had been living with her first mistress at the time, seemed appeased.
 
    
 
   “So you consider yourself a pain slut?” Calli asked her.
 
    
 
   Breanne nodded, her eyes still downcast.  Megan realized that Samantha and Breanne had adopted the same posture.
 
    
 
   “Shall we find out how good you are?” Calli asked.
 
    
 
   “That’s up to my Master, Mistress Calli,” replied Breanne.
 
    
 
   Calli looked at Kyle.  “Care to make a wager?”
 
    
 
   Kyle lifted one eyebrow.  “What did you have in mind?”
 
    
 
   Calli grinned.  “My slave girl Samantha is currently sitting on what we call a ‘punishment’ phallus.  It’s not on though, mostly because very few women can endure it for long.  Samantha though has the current record for time on a punishment phallus.”  Calli paused for a moment and then glanced back at Breanne.  “The phallus is simple.  It vibrates. It rotates.  It corkscrews.  It thumps.  And it delivers electrical shocks.”  Breanne’s eyes widened slightly.  “I suggest that we replace both your ladies’ vibrators with punishment chairs and then see which girl lasts the longest,” Calli said.
 
    
 
   Megan opened her mouth to protest but the frightened look from Sam and the quick shake of her head prompted Megan to closer her lips tightly.  Kyle looked at both Breanne and Megan.  He turned back to Calli.
 
    
 
   “What are the terms?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “Simple.  If Samantha wins, I get your Breanne on the main stage for an hour.  If either Breanne or Megan wins, then you get a free six month membership.”
 
    
 
   Kyle grinned.  “Really?  I accept!” Megan turned and stared at him.
 
    
 
   “Kyle! How could you?” she blurted out.
 
    
 
   His face darkened.  “How dare you address me like that?” He reached out and flicked a finger hard against one of her exposed nipples.  “You will be punished for that.”
 
    
 
   Calli’s face showed a bit of amusement. “Oh never fear about that, Kyle.  She will indeed.”  Calli motioned for a waiter, who appeared in seconds and asked for two more punishment chairs and a wager chain to be brought.  Megan didn’t have time to wonder what a wager chain was, since the chairs arrived in less than a minute.  Kyle and the waiters helped both Megan and Breanne out of their seats.
 
    
 
   Megan clung to Kyle, tears in her eyes.  “I don’t want to do this!” she whispered.  Kyle nodded. “Just give up immediately, all right?  That way you don’t endure too much, okay?”  Megan nodded, shaking as she eyed the new chair planted down in front of her.
 
    
 
   Tentatively, both Breanne and Megan straddled the new chairs and began lowering themselves down.  Megan immediately realized that the punishment phallus was much longer and bigger than her previous vibrator and she could feel it deeply embedded inside her pussy.  Unlike the earlier stimulator, the punishment phallus did not come lubricated, but this wasn’t much of a problem for either Breanne or Megan.  When both had settled down and adjusted to the much larger penetration size, the waiters began fastening the various straps that held wrists, ankles, and waist to the chair.  There would be no standing up, and no way to stop the punishment. Megan quaked.  
 
    
 
   Breanne however just looked on in mild fascination.  It was impossible to tell what she was thinking.  Her black dress looked incredible in the soft light filtering down from above and her luscious breasts seemed to move underneath the net like material with steady rhythm.  One of the waiters opened an envelope and extracted three thin metal beaded chains, the kind similar to what hang from ceiling fans. Each chain sported a small metal clamp, which caused Megan to whimper, but she was relieved when the waiter connected the clamps to a circular metal plate, extracted from the same envelope.                The chains were run from the center of the table out to each girl and a waiter held another small metal tab in his hand.  He directed Megan to open her mouth and bite down on the tab.
 
    
 
   “Ah, I see.  Who ever lets go of the tab last wins?” Kyle asked.  Calli smiled.  
 
    
 
   “Of course.  It’s an easy way to keep track of things and we can’t afford one of our pretties trying to conceal their orgasm, can we?”  Calli eyed Breanne again, her look hungry.  “Are you ready?” Calli asked Breanne.  The red-head nodded and Calli looked up at the waiters.  One stood behind each chair and they activated the punishment phalluses all at the same time.
 
    
 
   Megan stiffened almost immediately.   The vibrations were intense, but not that much stronger than what she had already experienced.  Almost ten second passed and then the punishment phallus began rotating.  Megan couldn’t help it, her hips jerking as her insides were caressed in a way she had never experienced.  Waves of exquisite pleasure washed through her loins and she felt her orgasm building upward.  She rocked in her seat, trying to work herself harder against the punishment phallus.  Another ten or twenty seconds passed, she couldn’t tell, and then the phallus bent inside her, canting to the side a full twenty or so degrees.  It was like a huge thick finger curling inside her pussy and Megan cried out in orgasmic bliss.  It was incredible.  “How could this be called punishment,” she thought?
 
    
 
   Then there was a powerful blow, as if something had shoved an additional two inches of cock up into her body.  Megan gasped, feeling as if she’d been kicked between the legs.  It wasn’t unpleasant, but definitely uncomfortable, and had she endured that motion first without the benefit of sexual stimulation she would have felt the pain of the thump.  Another one followed and Megan grunted.  She looked over at Breanne and Samantha, both who were also jumping slightly as their own phalluses sent powerful thrusts up into their bodies.
 
    
 
   “There is a solenoid switch which drives the phallus upward approximately two inches while an air bladder contracts and changes the mass of the phallus, increasing it’s width by about an inch,” Calli said conversationally as Kyle watched Megan in increasing concern.
 
    
 
   “This isn’t so hard,” Megan thought as another thump almost made her gasp, thus loosing the clip in her teeth.  She bit down, determined to see the test through.  She made it through a few more thumps when Calli warned them.
 
    
 
   “The shocks are about to start.  Brace yourself ladies.”  
 
    
 
   Megan glanced over at Kyle but then stiffened; eyes wide as a stinging explosive pain erupted between her legs and tingled up from her labia through her clit and into her sex.  She couldn’t stand it, letting out a terrible cry that allowed her chain to drop.  The shock continued for a moment longer but then the punishment phallus went silent and Megan sagged in her chair, gasping, her hips churning.  The pain was gone, but it was now replaced by a need for orgasm unlike any she had ever had before.  She whimpered, eyes turning to Kyle, begging for release.  
 
    
 
   “One down.  One to go,” Calli said pleasantly.  The black clad dominatrix turned and looked at Megan who was starting to shake.  “Are you desperate now my dear?  Do you need to cum?  That is the paradox of the punishment phallus.  It hurts, but it makes you want so badly.  Do you want to cum?  If you do it is simple.  Ask me to turn it back on.  You’ve already lost but you can have it back on.  Just ask,” Calli said, her voice filled with sadistic desire.  
 
    
 
   Megan wrestled with it for a moment, but then saw Breanne wincing.  Even Samantha, who supposedly was used to the punishment phallus, was having a more difficult time.  Megan shook her head, still desperate, but not ready to risk the pain again.  Minutes passed and Megan watched as both Breanne and Samantha started to loose their calm demeanors.  Chests heaved, eyes flickered and both girls started to pull tightly on their bonds.  Megan could see Breanne’s pulse flicker in the red-head’s neck and after another twenty minutes both Breanne and Samantha had started to make high pitched croons of pain and pleasure through their gritted teeth.
 
    
 
   Megan could barely watch.  Her own sexual needs had dwindled down to controllable urges, but watching Breanne and Samantha twitch, rock, shudder, and gyrate on their rotating, vibrating, corkscrewing, thumping, shocking rides was almost more than she could take.  Almost thirty minutes had passed when suddenly an almost inhuman expression of release crossed Samantha’s face and she let out another piercing scream, letting go of the wager tab as her body went into paroxysms.  Calli looked at Samantha in surprise, clearly astounded that Breanne had outlasted the precocious Samantha.  
 
    
 
   Breanne came a moment later, released to explode by Samantha’s orgasm.  Breanne cried out, eyes closing in orgasmic bliss as the punishment phallus pummeled her pussy, bringing her to almost unattainable climax.  It took both Samantha and Breanne over a minute to finish cumming, and the sight and sound of their orgasms were enough to attract attention from all over the club.  Even the action on the main stage, with the Asian girl, paused momentarily so that the two nympho humiliation pain sluts sitting at Kyle and Calli’s table could finish their demonstration.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    Chapter 21: Megan on the Stage
 
    
 
   Calli bowed her head in respect to Kyle.  “I commend you on your choice of submissive.  Breanne truly is an impressive piece of work.”  She turned to Breanne.  “If you ever need a job, Breanne, I could use a young lady of your caliber.”  Then Calli stood and left, leaving Samantha still impaled, sitting there at the table.  The hovering waiters went with the club’s owner.
 
    
 
   Kyle looked over at Samantha.  “Do you need anything, Samantha?” Kyle asked, ever the gentleman.  Sam gave him a wan smile and shook her head.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be alright sir. I just need a moment to recuperate,” she said softly.  Kyle nodded and looked over at Breanne who was practically in the same boat.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay, Bre?” Kyle asked, both his eyes and voice filled with concern.  Breanne nodded, but her eyes were glazed over as if she were drugged.  “Breanne?”
 
    
 
   The red-head swung slowly turned her face toward Kyle and looked at him, but her eyes were a bit unfocused.  “Hmmm?” she murmured.
 
    
 
   Kyle snapped his fingers in front of her face as Breanne blinked.  “Are you okay?” he demanded a bit more forcefully.
 
    
 
   Breanne nodded.  “Oh.  Oh.  Oh yes.”  Her voice came out sort of sluggish.
 
    
 
   “Orgasm high,” Samantha said wearily.  “Does she ever pass out when she cums?” Sams voice sounded tired and a little worn. Megan figured that spending an hour screaming up on the main stage didn’t do the poor girl’s throat any favors either.  
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded though in response to Samantha’s question. “Yeah, as a matter of fact, she does.  Does that make a difference?”
 
    
 
   Sam nodded.  “One of my sorority sisters does that a lot too.  She’s a novice, like me, and practically every time she cums she passes out.  The first month or so the sisters and mistresses liked to take her out in public, make her pop, and then strip her naked and hide.  They liked watching her panic when she woke up.”
 
    
 
   Megan grimaced.  “That’s cruel.”  Samantha only shrugged.
 
    
 
   Breanne’s eyes had started to focus and she blinked a few times.  “Sir? Can you untie my hands? I’m a bit thirsty.”
 
    
 
   Kyle quickly untied Breanne’s hands and while she grabbed her glass of soda and downed it, he turned and freed Megan’s wrists.  Both girls were still strapped to the chairs however, by the waist and by the ankles.  He looked over at Samantha.
 
    
 
   “Do you need me to let you up?” he asked.
 
    
 
   Samantha shook her head.  “My mistress will send someone for me or come herself if she wants me up.  I’m just lucky she didn’t leave the punishment phallus on.”
 
    
 
   “But you came.  Why would she leave it on?”  Megan asked, a little confused.  Sam gave her a patient smile.
 
    
 
   “Because it’s punishment and Mistress Calli likes pushing limits.”
 
    
 
   Two white liveried waiters stepped up to the table.  One began untying Samantha while the other looked at Kyle and bowed.  “I was asked to inform you that your performance time is in fifteen minutes.  If you would please follow me, I’ll escort you and your submissives to the back stage area for prep,” he said politely.
 
    
 
   Kyle scooted his chair back and stood up.  “Excellent.”  
 
    
 
   Megan glanced up.  “Performance? What’s he talking about?” 
 
    
 
   Kyle nodded toward the main stage.  “One of the conditions of membership is putting on a bit of a show.”  Kyle ignored Megan’s shocked and fearful look and glanced over at Samantha, who was being helped off the punishment phallus.  The poor girl looked as if she could barely stand.  “Where is Samantha going?” he asked as Sam was led away.
 
    
 
   The waiter glanced over at the brunette slave girl’s disappearing backside and then looked over at Kyle.  “Mistress Calli requires her presence sir.”  Kyle nodded and then bent down to untie Megan’s ankles and release the waist strap.
 
    
 
   Breanne was getting similar treatment from the waiter and both she and Megan rose at the same time.  Both groaned and grabbed hold of the table to steady themselves and Kyle once again marveled at the design and size of the punishment phalluses.  It was tough to imagine any girl willingly impaling herself on such a device and he decided he was going to try to purchase one to keep at his house.
 
    
 
   Megan was in better shape than Breanne, but she seemed to be shaking and Kyle wrapped his arms around her and drew her into a hug.  “Are you all right?”
 
    
 
   “I’m frightened, Kyle!  I don’t want that woman to hurt me!” Megan whispered, her voice quaking.
 
    
 
   Kyle clucked his tongue. “Don’t worry, Megan.  Calli won’t be on stage with you. It will be me, and I won’t hurt you, just make you orgasm, over and over, just like last night, okay?”  The words came out in a rush and Megan tilted her head up and kissed Kyle, surprising him.
 
    
 
   “Thank you, Master,” she whispered.
 
    
 
   The waiter let out a polite cough and Kyle turned toward Breanne.  With Megan under one arm, he held out his other hand and took Bre’s, leading her forward and following the waiter.
 
    
 
   The three of them weaved their way through the assorted tables.  Megan shut her eyes but Breanne took in the sights with various degrees of interest.  Several tables sported barely clad girls providing oral sex, though in one dark corner another dominatrix, this time in red latex, had her legs propped up while her male slave worked his tongue through her pussy.  The whole room was drenched in sexual debauchery and Breanne was surprised there wasn’t a clear space in the middle of the floor for wild group sex.  Breanne also got a better look at the stages.  The main stage still sported the Asian girl, now tied up in a rather intriguing weaving of rope that still left her arms and legs free, but bound her wax covered torso in tight restraint.  The stage right near their original table had girl bound with her hands above her head, legs in a spreader bar, while some sort of mechanical dildo was repeated rammed up into her spread crotch.  The other stages had similar tableaus.  
 
    
 
   They went through a curtained doorway and Breanne found her self in a small room adjacent to a set of steps leading up to the back of the stage. There was also a ramp and several strange pieces of furniture that had immediate bondage application.  Breanne recognized the stocks, the metal frame that Samantha had been bound too, as well as several others.  There were a few that were a little too odd for Breanne to reason out their function.  
 
    
 
   A woman in pink, who was clearly a staff member, pushed a small cart up and gave both Breanne and Megan warm smiles before opening a large pink case.  Megan gave a surprised gasp as the woman pulled out a container and began applying base to both Megan and Breanne.
 
    
 
   “Makeup?”
 
    
 
   “You have to look good on stage dear,” the woman said with a grin.
 
    
 
   The makeup artist did a professional job and Megan could see the new highlights around Breanne’s eyes.  She had gone from being pretty to being incredibly beautiful and Megan found herself wishing for a mirror to see what the woman had done to Megan’s own face.
 
    
 
   “Master Kyle,” a familiar voice interrupted things.  Megan turned to see Mistress Calli striding down the hall toward backstage.  Evidently she had come from the inner workings of the club.  
 
    
 
   Kyle turned to look at Calli and bowed his head slightly.  “Mistress Calli,” he greeted the woman.  She smiled and held out her hand.  A small piece of paper was held lightly between her fingers.  Kyle took it.
 
    
 
   “As promised, your membership has been paid for and extended through the end of the year.  Of course, you will still need to bring a young lady with you for admittance, but I’m sure that won’t be a problem.”  She gave both Megan and Breanne meaningful looks.  Kyle grinned.  Then he glanced at Breanne, his look speculative.
 
    
 
   “Mistress Calli, perhaps you can help me with something.  When I originally scheduled our performance tonight, I was only expecting to bring Breanne with me.  Having two on stage might be more than I can handle.  Perhaps you would be willing to put Breanne through her paces after I work Megan through a few hoops?”
 
    
 
   Calli’s eyes lit up and she glanced over at Breanne.  “I would be delighted!  What are your limits dear?”
 
    
 
   Breanne swallowed hard and looked over at Kyle.  She had given herself over to him, with no safe word or possible objections for the duration of her trip, so he had every right to give her to Mistress Calli.  Kyle saw her hesitate and answered for her.
 
    
 
   “No blood, disfigurement, scat, or pee” he said.  “The other limits are nothing that would get her arrested, though I don’t think that one applies here.”  
 
    
 
   Calli laughed. “No, I think not.”  She gave Kyle another smile.  “I appreciate the gift.  I’ll have Breanne placed in a wall vice so she can watch the show until her turn comes.”  She reached out a hand and took Breanne’s wrist.
 
    
 
   Breanne followed obediently as Calli pushed their way through the curtained doorway leading back into the main room.  The main stage was now empty and two stage hands were cleaning up the spilled wax and prepping it for Kyle.  Calli pulled Breanne between the tables and guests until they approached a darkened wall at the back of the club.  Breanne hesitated as she saw Samantha standing in the shadows.
 
    
 
   The brunette woman was clearly in some state of sexual agony and Breanne suspected that it was only partly due to the strange nipple clamp system attached to the girl’s front.  A sort of support had been strapped to Samantha’s chest, complete with two clamps that pulled her breasts outward painfully.  Further examination revealed that Samantha was once more mounted on something.  Breanne couldn’t really see what it was but Calli stepped in front of Samantha and made a quick adjustment to the nipple clamp rig, eliciting a painful squeal from the brunette.
 
    
 
   “Remove the dress, slave,” Calli said, turning away from Samantha.  Breanne nodded and immediately bent down and lifted the hem, pulling it up over her body.  She held the dress until Calli took it away, handing it to one of her hovering servants.  Calli reached out, taking hold of Breanne’s shoulders and manhandling her into position next to Samantha.  Breanne held her breath as she heard a clicking noise and then she felt something between her legs.  She spread her thighs as two different probes pressed against her holes.
 
                 
 
   “Ease yourself on to them.  It will make things easier,” Calli said.  Breanne nodded and wiggled her hips slightly, working her wet pussy and still lubricated rear end down onto the two probes.  The first thing she noticed was that neither of the dildos were quite as big as the punishment phallus, nor did they feel the same.  She moved a little, trying to get adjusted.  One of Mistress Calli servants moved next to Breanne, fiddling with something along the wall and then spoke.
 
    
 
   “We’re ready to connect the two, Mistress Calli,” he announced.
 
    
 
   “Do it.”
 
    
 
   There was another loud click and then a tremendous pressure pushed up between Breanne’s legs.  She groaned slightly as the two rubberized cocks inside her seemed to swell, stiffen and grow.  She went up on tip toes, trying to lessen the pressure and she heard Samantha sigh in relief.
 
    
 
   The white liveried servant appeared in Breanne’s vision with another nipple clamp apparatus.  The clear plastic base was placed between Breanne’s breasts while the clamps were extended and attached to her nipples.  Breanne winced.  Both metal toothed pincers bit on with tight grips, digging painfully into her nipples.  As the servant tightened the clamp lengths Breanne’s breasts were drawn painfully outward, matching Samantha’s drawn and clipped tits.  Bre realized that the apparatus was self supporting, and that her breasts kept the base from slipping off her body, while the base kept the clamps pulled tight, stretching her breasts forward.  She groaned.  Besides her breasts aching, her legs were beginning to tire and she finally lowered herself back down.
 
    
 
   Breanne felt an odd and uncomfortable pressure against her clit, but the swelling of the two probes in her body didn’t stop. Furthermore, Samantha let out a choked groan.  Breanne found the position quite uncomfortable and after a few seconds, went back up tip toes.  Sam sighed.
 
    
 
   Calli watched as Breanne tried to work out the mechanism involved and then laughed.
 
    
 
   “It’s simple my dear.  The wooden arm that you are mounted on, the one that is pressing into your cute little clit I plan on destroying later, is attached to a hydraulic press.  When you rest your weight on it, the two dildos inside Samantha grow larger and stiffen.”  She looked sad for a moment.  “We tried to get spiked inflators, but they were unavailable.”  She reached out and ran a finger over Breanne’s breast, around the clamped nipple.  “Samantha’s arm of course runs to yours, but since she’s already been in her vice for a few minutes, she is already tired, which is why I suspect that your probes are still at their largest and most uncomfortable.”
 
    
 
   Samantha shifted next to Breanne and the pressure between the red-head’s legs suddenly eased.  She sighed in relief as the two probes buried in her ass and pussy reduced dramatically in size.
 
    
 
   “Can you see the stage from here?” Calli asked, an evil tone in her voice. “I want to make sure you see your friend’s virgin performance.”
 
    
 
   “Yes, Mistress,” Breanne replied.  The performance platform was clearly in view, brilliantly let, and the stage hands had left one of those odd looking pieces of furniture against the back wall of the stage.
 
    
 
   “Good.  Enjoy.  I’ll go prepare myself for your punishment,” Calli whispered, then gave Breanne a kiss on the cheek.  The black clad dominatrix gave Samantha a similar kiss and then reached down, tweaking the brunette’s clit hard before sauntering off.
 
    
 
   Breanne looked at Sam.  “Are you okay?”
 
    
 
   “No, not really.  Are you?”
 
    
 
   “Um.  I guess.”
 
    
 
   Sam sighed.  “You won’t be, not for long.  These things are murder on your stamina.”
 
    
 
   Breanne grunted, already feeling the tingling in her calves.  It wouldn’t be long before she dropped down again.
 
    
 
   “Sorry.  Can’t support myself much longer,” Samantha said, her voice dripping with exertion.  Breanne looked over just in time to see Samantha sag downward.  As she dropped, the two probes inside Breanne swelled again, placing an almost unbearable pressure on Breanne’s pussy, clit, and ass.  Bre groaned even as Sam sighed in relief.  The pressure however caused Breanne’s legs to give out sooner and moments later it was Sam who was gasping as the plug and dildo expanded inside her.  They both dangled there, impaled, breasts aching.
 
    
 
   “Your friend is up.”  Sam said between gasps.
 
    
 
   Breanne glanced up on stage to see Kyle leading Megan out into the spot lights.  The brunette teenager was still dressed in her black latex outfit, complete with skirt.  The only major difference that Breanne could see was that the slit across Megan’s shirt, which before had only revealed the poor girl’s nipples, now had the edges wide apart, and most of the teenager’s breasts were now mashed and pulled through the tight material.  It looked slightly grotesque.  Megan’s wrists were wrapped in leather bondage cuffs and she stumbled as Kyle moved her forward to the center of the stage.  A steel cable, complete with hook was lowered from somewhere above and Megan’s wrists were attached.  Lastly, Kyle took a red rubber ball gag and crammed it into the teenager’s mouth.  
 
    
 
   Breanne managed to once more take her own weight, relieving the pressure on Samantha momentarily as Megan’s arms were drawn up above her head.  The hook kept moving upward though until the poor girl was standing on tip toe, even in high heels.  Her body was stretched and she twisted a bit, trying to find some way to keep her self supported.  She finally found the spot and stilled, her tear filled eyes looking out at the crowd.  Breanne realized that the makeup artist had suspected Megan would cry and had either used waterproof makeup or had done something special to keep the makeup from streaking.   The effect however was still striking.
 
    
 
   Kyle stepped behind Megan and began by stroking the girls back, arms, and then bare breasts, stopping to rub and the tweak the pointed and straining tips.  His fingers slid along the teenager’s skin, moving downward until he found the zipper to the skirt.  He lowered it, bit by bit, until it parted.  As the latex material fell, Megan odd crotchless shorts appeared, her shaven pussy tinged pink and glistening with moisture.  The crowd murmured their appreciation.  Kyle ordered her to spread her legs, but she couldn’t really, so he kicked her heels apart.  Megan’s arms took the strain as her weight came down on her shoulders.  She scrabbled for a moment, crying out through the gag, but evidently whoever was controlling the hook and cable lowered it just enough for her to maintain the position.  She looked at Kyle, a mixture of terror and need in her eyes.
 
    
 
   Kyle went to the same table that Mistress Calli had picked up the toys used to torture Samantha, but Kyle selected something a little easier.  A multi-headed whip swung from his hand and he swung it mildly against Megan’s ass.  She squealed the first time it hit, but then her eyes widened in surprise as she realized that it didn’t really hurt.  Another stroke followed and she mewed in a feline way as her body twisted.
 
    
 
   Breanne gasped as the pressure between her legs returned and the two probes inside her swelled into hard immensity.  She grit her teeth and groaned as Megan began rolling her hips, presenting her ass to Kyle.  Gradually, perhaps not even so Megan could tell, he began hitting her harder, swinging the cat-o-nine-tails against her partially covered rump with steady strokes.  Megan seemed to like it, working her ass back and forth while maintaining her spread position.  It wasn’t until Kyle changed his position and brought the whip upward between her legs, striking her pussy and letting the ends of the lash strike her clit that Megan cried out and tried to close her legs.
 
    
 
   The crowd booed in disapproval even as Kyle kicked at Megan’s legs again.  The girl shook her head, keeping her thighs pressed together and in seconds the two stage hands had come out on stage and were quickly forcing the girl’s legs apart.  Two more heavy leather bondage cuffs came out, along with a spreader bar, and Megan found herself in a similar position Samantha had been in when they first had come to Calli’s Cove.  Unable to cover herself or prevent Kyle from striking her pussy, Megan hung her head and whimpered, even as Kyle swung the cat tail again.  Breanne jerked in sympathetic pain as the whip impacted on Megan’s spread pussy.  The thick outer labia had parted, exposing the inner flesh, still red and swollen from the many masturbations and sex toys that had found their way in and through her pussy.
 
    
 
   Kyle moved around Megan and this time swung the whip at her exposed tits, striking them enough to cause both heavy and slightly mashed globes to bounce and jiggle. Megan squealed, but even as she twisted her breasts away from Kyle, he swung again, this time at her pussy.  The impact landed across her petals and then the tips curled under to lick at her thighs and ass.  Megan reacted instantly, twisting once more and involuntarily presenting her breasts for another blow.  Kyle grinned and snapped the whip across Megan’s chest with a flick of his wrist.  The whipping went on and Breanne watched as Megan screamed and cried behind her gag.
 
    
 
   Despite Megan’s performance, it was getting harder to concentrate on watching, thanks to the two quite different functions of the wall vice Breanne was locked in.  While her own weight pressed into the bar and controlled the phalluses inside Samantha, the bar itself was a torment all its own, pressing painfully into her clit.  That, combined with wanting to keep Samantha from enduring more torment, kept her up off the bar, straining her calf muscles.  But while the bar hurt, the two probes stuck in her holes were much more difficult to bear.  The anal plug felt as if it were ripping her asunder and the vaginal probe seemed to swell to the size of a large cucumber.  Breanne wasn’t sure either, but both seemed to pulse as well.  
 
    
 
   Kyle had stopped the whipping after Megan breasts and crotch were a soft shade of pink. Breanne rolled her eyes.  She could have taken twice or even three times as much as the newbie teenager, but she felt guilty at such a thought a moment later.  Megan would get there.  She had all the makings, she just needed guidance.  Kyle knew her limits.  Kyle put down the whip and picked up a pair of nipple clamps.  Those were attached to Megan’s breasts, the silver chain dangling down in perfect contrast to the black latex underneath.  
 
    
 
   Then Kyle moved the waiting chair forward.  Breanne strained to see, but found it difficult since Megan was in the way.  Kyle plopped the chair down just behind Megan and reached up to the brunette’s wrist cuffs.  Again, the steel cable and hook were winched downward, relieving some of the tension on Megan’s arms.  She seemed to slump against Kyle and Breanne could see her whispering something to the handsome man on the stage.
 
    
 
   Kyle laughed soundlessly and sat Megan down on the chair.  Megan’s legs were still parted thanks to the spreader bar and Breanne realized that the chair had no seat.  Megan’s pussy was clearly visible underneath the rim.  The black latex around her thighs rippled as her hands were cuffed behind the chair back while Kyle moved some sort of device under the chair.  Breanne could easily see the pair of double dildos and after a few moments of adjustment, Megan stiffened as both probes pressed upward against her holes.  Her eyes widened and she tried to get up, but was unable to do more than strain a bit.  Her face contorted in a painful gasp as she rocked her hips and then tried to settle as the dildos were moved into position.
 
    
 
   Then Kyle started the motor.  The hum wasn’t audible to Breanne, but she could see the dildos begin pumping, pushing up into Megan and then coming back down, fucking her repeatedly, non-stop, rhythmically. Breanne would almost have paid money to switch with Megan at that point, thinking that the torment of hydraulically controlled dildos, set to another girl’s whim, was much worse.  Besides, Breanne’s nipples hurt.
 
   Megan had trouble sitting still, but no matter how she moved the double penetration continued.  Next Kyle rolled out a small cart holding a device Breanne easily recognized; a TENS unit, a device designed to apply small amounts of electrical current to the skin.  Kyle evidently knew what he was doing, since he applied small electrical pads to opposite sides of both Megan’s nipples after removing the nipple clamps and chain.  Another set of wires, attached to a clamp, was attached with a loud squeal to Megan’s clit.  More pads were attached to her thighs and her ass.  Then Kyle cranked up the juice.
 
    
 
   It couldn’t have been terribly high current, because while Megan was straining in her seat, her expression was clearly one of surprise, not pain.  Her body began rippling as various parts of her were electrified.  The crowd loved it, with a few enthusiastic participants shouting out for the brunette teen to be shocked into oblivion, or at least orgasm.  After a moment or so it appeared to Breanne that Kyle had that in mind, since Megan’s muscle spasms seemed to increase as she began pressing down into the thrusting probes.  Her breasts jiggled as she shuddered, the nipples both rock hard.
 
    
 
   Megan’s first orgasm was obvious.  Her eyes rolled up into the back of her head, she let out a high pitched squeal through the ball gag, and trembled her way through it.  It was a long one and Breanne was jealous.  Despite working herself up and down on the hydraulic arm, Breanne had been unable to move the two inflatable dildos one iota.  The only movement she could feel was the change of pressure, of size, depending on whether Samantha had enough strength to lift herself off her own painful, clit mashing wooden arm.
 
    
 
   Kyle stood by, watching as Megan suffered through a second orgasm and the crowd began to get slightly bored.  While Megan was still an eyeful, the various guests began turning back to their own amusements.  After a few moments, one of the stage hands came out and spoke quickly to Kyle. Breanne couldn’t hear what was said, and if Megan had, she hadn’t responded to it.  She was lost, deep in her third orgasm of the evening.  The second stage hand came out and both black clad men quickly moved to Megan and lifted the chair.  Megan roused at that point and Kyle pushed the TENS unit cart and the four of them disappeared from the stage.  They reappeared again at the curtained doorway and made a procession to the nearest small stage.
 
    
 
   Breanne watched as Megan was placed on display, again, under a spot light and the electrical unit was plugged in a second time.  The probes, which had never left her body, were activated for a second time and Kyle returned to his seat at the table beneath the stage, watching as Megan was quickly worked back up to a level of sexual need that only orgasm could cure.
 
    
 
   The main stage remained empty for a few moments, but then a white liveried servant appeared in front of Breanne and quickly removed the nipple clamp harness.  Bre let out a sigh of relief as the painful clamps were released, but then hissed at the rush of secondary pain.
 
    
 
   He moved around behind her and there were a few clicks and then Samantha gasped in apparent agony.  The pressure inside Breanne, exerted by the dildos, faded and then the arm dropped.  Both probes came out and Breanne groaned.
 
    
 
   “Mistress Calli is ready for you.  Please follow me,” the white clad man said politely.  Breanne nodded.  He led the way right past Kyle and Megan, both of whom saw that Breanne was now naked except for her high heels.  Breanne gave Kyle a smile, but then was swept away and went behind the curtained doorway.  The servant led her to a small bathroom, instructed her to clean herself and wait for Calli at the steps leading up to the stage.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 22: Breanne’s Stage Torment
 
    
 
   About ten minutes later Breanne stepped out of the bathroom and found Calli waiting patiently for her at the steps leading up to the stage.  The dark haired dominatrix smiled in greeting and then leaned forward to run a caressing hand over Breanne’s bare shoulder, down to her right nipple.  A delicate pinch and then a sharper squeeze followed and Breanne felt herself being pulled up the stairs and out onto the stage by vice like fingers clutching her nub.
 
    
 
   The brilliant spot light shining in her eyes made it difficult to see the crowd, much less Kyle.  She could see Megan however, who was still in her makeshift seat, wrapped in skin tight rubber, breasts and clit clamped, double penetrated, all while being shocked into muscle jumping spasm.  It looked like Megan had endured another orgasm, or even a series. 
 
    
 
   Breanne couldn’t see Samantha however, only dark shadows where they both had stood, mounted on those horrible hydraulic powered dildos.  A sea of faces looked up at her and Breanne quailed for a moment.  Now she understood what it was like to be the center of attention, to have one’s soul and body bared for another’s amusement.  It wasn’t like flashing on a crowded street, were anonymity and a quick pull of the shirt stopped the exposure, the humiliation.  This was so much more intense.  Breanne could feel the expectation coming from the crowd.  They wanted her naked.  They wanted her bare.  They wanted her tortured.  A smattering of applause came as Mistress Calli lifted her hand and presented Breanne.
 
    
 
   The red haired vixen blushed, eyes downcast, as cat calls came.  Shouted suggestions from the crowd, barely intelligible, but explicit in their meaning, disturbed the auburn colored beauty.  She turned to look at Mistress Calli, but the woman was in the process of positioning the oddest restraint device that Breanne had ever seen.
 
    
 
   It was a series of metal pipes, smooth and painted black.  Several pieces were lying on the floor next to it and when Calli motioned, the two stagehands that had earlier helped Kyle move Megan, came out and took hold of Breanne.  She was dragged backward and pushed to the floor of the stage, sitting on her bottom between two of the metal pipe arms.  She was bent forward slightly while her wrists were pulled behind her back and then pulled over another bar that crossed her spine just under her shoulders.  No cuffs were applied, but Breanne felt several more metal bars being positioned around each wrist and after a moment, she realized that her hands were caught and that no amount of pulling or changing position would free them from the pipe maze cuffs.
 
    
 
   Then men then came around to her front and lifted her legs, tilting her backward.  Suddenly frightened, Breanne realized they intended to lock her ankles into the jutting arms of the pipe restraint and she bit her lip as her legs were spread obscenely, the soles of her feet turned upward.
 
    
 
   Her pussy gaped open and even the abused button of her frequently penetrated ass was visible to the crowd.  Her spread legs allowed her breasts to be easily seen between her thighs.  There was another scattered round of applause as the two stagehands disappeared, leaving Breanne secured, exposed, and within range of a sadistic dominatrix.  Breanne wondered if she’d be gagged, but instead watched as Mistress Calli approached with a small wooden cane.
 
    
 
   The first thing Calli did was remove Breanne’s high heels.  Tossed aside, the shoes clattered on the stage and Breanne looked on in trepidation as Calli positioned herself.  She started with soft taps against Bre’s right foot, focusing on the soft area of the arch.  Breanne jumped a bit, but the pipe restraint held her in position, legs up in an open V shape, her body perfectly exposed.  Breanne had discovered that letting her weight rest upon the bar behind her back was uncomfortable and now she was propping herself up with her arms, open palms on the wooden stage floor.
 
    
 
   The soft flicks of the cane against her foot grew steadily stronger and soon Breanne was wincing.  She wanted to hold off as long as possible, denying Calli the reward of hearing her scream.  The cane smacked harder against Breanne’s foot and the red haired girl began biting down, her face filling with the anguished look of true discomfort.  That discomfort led to a pain filled gasp and then a small cry.  Breanne started rolling her hips, pulling hard on the metal frame that held her.  Her foot twisted, toes curling as she began squealing in response to Calli’s repeated strokes until she cried out in agony.  Calli grabbed hold of Breanne’s toes and swung the cane viciously, fast and hard.
 
    
 
   Breanne screamed.  Then the pain stopped, replaced by a dull throb of hurt that seemed to flow from her bruised sole down her leg toward her pussy.  Breanne sobbed, her chest heaving as Calli moved around to the other side of her body.  Breanne burst into a fresh round of tears as the cane began to lightly tap her other foot, the left this time, once more focusing on the soft tender arch right in the middle.  The bound red head lost it much quicker, but it didn’t matter to Calli.  It was as if she were counting strokes, making sure that the beating, called bastinado, matched on both sides.  Breanne cried out, her voice raw and strained as the pain rushed through her.  Her head rolled back as she endured.  Finally it stopped and Calli moved behind the frame and looked down at Breanne.
 
    
 
   Her feet felt as if someone had dipped them in hot water, but that pain was lost as the tip of the cane began smacking into Breanne’s right breast.  Each impact hit the nipple, as if the delicate nub was a target, aimed at by some villainous archer.  Calli again started off light, increasing the pace and heat of her strokes, regulated by some internal clock.  Soon Breanne was gasping, crying out with each cruel tap.  Looking down she saw that her breast had turned pink.  Twenty strokes later it was red, with little welts running vertically up the slope.  Breanne howled as Calli let out a final blistering stroke that almost broke the skin and sent a lance of fire through Breanne’s nipple as if she had been pierced.
 
    
 
   The urge to cover her breast was so intense.  She pulled.  She twisted.  She fought.  But nothing Breanne did allowed her to escape the metal entrapment Calli had put her in.  Even as she tried to escape the horrible cane moved to Breanne’s left breast and started the horrible tapping that Breanne knew would eventually escalate into a fiery heat of brutal punishment.  She began begging, softly at first, but with more heat as the agony of the impacting switch turned her tit into a mesh of pain.  Calli only laughed.
 
    
 
   “Yes, my sweetling, beg.  There are no safe words for you, no surcease.  Only torment.”  Calli bent down and kissed Breanne with a wet lick.  “The crowd wants to hear you beg and scream.”
 
    
 
   And Breanne did.  By the time Calli was done with Bre’s other breast the red-haired vixen sat limply in the metal pipe restraint, her body trembling with torment.  A dull throb of heat came from both breasts and it washed out the pain from her feet.  Calli moved over to the table momentarily and then returned, once more leaning over Breanne’s body.
 
    
 
   The two black colored clamps were plastic and tiny, but tight and toothed and Breanne let out another whimper as the sadistic dominatrix attached them to the poor girl’s already beaten nipples.  They pinched hard, sending sparks of torment shooting down her arms.  Even Breanne’s position, her enforced support, the bar at her back under her arms, all of it designed to place as much discomfort and pain as possible on the poor girl’s body.
 
    
 
   Calli picked up the cane again.  “Be strong little one.  We’ve only just begun.”  And then the cane lightly tapped Breanne’s clit.
 
    
 
   Breanne panicked. She thrashed against the bonds holding her, hair swing violently even as the cane began to pick up speed and force.  Her legs muscles clenched but the steel pipe held fast and Breanne was forced to roll her hips, trying desperately to keep her pussy out of the way of Calli’s cane.  All her motions did however was spread the impact around.  Sometimes it landed on her clit, others her labia major, or even the delicate crease between thigh and torso.  A few lucky shots managed to get not only her clit, but actually drive the cane into Breanne’s slit, bruising the inner labia with sharp, fast strokes.
 
    
 
   The shrieks let out by Breanne as her pussy was caned filled the room and the audience watched in awe.  Not even Samantha had been brutalized like this.  Breanne’s groin was pulsing and then Calli even moved a little lower to add the small, slightly red button of her ass to the target zone.  Little red stripes could be seen through the dark pink and scarlet flesh and Breanne was oozing juice which puddled on the stage between her legs.  Calli grinned and refocused on Breanne’s clit.
 
    
 
   Breanne fingers clenched into fists, her toes curling, her limbs twisting in the pipe restraint, but as the cane whipped quickly against her clit, sparks of agony exploding through her, she felt something different.  There was a deep heat building inside her.  Her muscles contracted around nothing and she felt as if she were fucking.  The first wave of an oncoming orgasm rocked through her, though Calli didn’t realize it.  The gasp was lost in the continuous cries of pain.  Breanne rocked her hips, thrusting outward, her pussy rolling up slightly, giving Calli an even better target.  The dominatrix took it, bringing the cane down upon the entire length of Breanne’s slit.
 
    
 
   “MISTRESS CAN I CUM!” screamed Breanne, her voice raw.  
 
    
 
   It shocked Calli whose eyes widened in surprise.  She faltered momentarily, the cane stopping mid-swing.
 
    
 
   “PLEASE! Please hit me, Mistress! Hurt me! PLEASE  HURT ME!” Breanne yelled again, her body shaking with pent up need.
 
    
 
   Calli’s eyebrows angled downward in confusion.  She hadn’t expected this.  Her indecision lasted only a few seconds however.  She stood up, tossing the cane away.  She turned her back on the desperate creature writhing in the metal restraint, begging, chest heaving in a mixture of pain and pleasure, wanting release.
 
    
 
   “No.” 
 
    
 
   Fresh sobs escaped from Breanne’s lips and she sagged.  Calli left her alone for three whole minutes as the crowd murmured their surprise and astonishment.  Breanne closed her eyes as the sexual urges quieted, only to be replaced by the merciless ache of her beating.  When Breanne had calmed enough, Calli turned back around and knelt down behind her.   Her mouth was at Breanne’s ear, but she spoke in a voice that everyone could hear.
 
    
 
   “You want to cum?  You haven’t suffered enough to earn orgasm yet.”  Calli said callously.  The dominatrix rose from behind Breanne and went to the table.  A bucket full of black clothespin dropped down next to Breanne and Calli pulled one out.  Carefully, she applied it to Breanne’s labia.  The bound girl hissed, grimacing.  Another clothespin followed, and then another, until Breanne’s pussy was covered with at least a dozen coal colored, toothed clothespins. The last one had gone on Breanne’s clit and elicited a fresh round of sob punctuated cries.
 
    
 
   Calli pulled a roll of duct tape out of the bottom of the clothespin bucket and tore off two strips.  Then she took the first seven inch long piece of tape and captured all of the clothespins on the right side of Breanne’s pussy.  In seconds the pegs were trapped against Breanne’s outstretched thigh.  The left side followed suit, exposing Breanne’s inner labia and the wide outstretched hole of her vaginal opening.  A tiny piece of tape was torn off and reserved for pulling Breanne’s clit upward, the clothespin firmly latched onto the delicate nub.
 
    
 
   Breanne’s chest heaved with the strain and her face was a mask of pain.  Calli went back to the table and returned with a flickering candle.  It was an odd shape and size, taper like, yet curved.  It widened at the base, easily two or three inches wide and Calli knelt down next to Breanne once more.  Bre’s eyes widened as Calli moved the candle nearer to Bre’s exposed pussy, but rather than drip hot wax onto the tender flesh, Calli began pushing the thick end of the candle into Breanne’s cunt.  The poor red-head gasped at the penetration, the ache and soreness of her flesh, but then moaned as it went deep.  The curve of the candle kept the flame upright and Calli left it in, making Breanne into a living breathing candlestick.
 
    
 
   With the flame right in front of her, Breanne was tempted to blow it out, to strike back at Mistress Calli.  She took a breath and blew, the flame flickering and then disappearing in a puff of smoke.
 
    
 
   “Why you little bitch!” Calli exclaimed in astoundment.  “How precocious.  You’ll pay for that.”  In seconds the dominatrix returned with a gag, two metal clips she forced into Breanne’s mouth, spreading her jaw wide.  A sliver of saliva dripped down the red head’s chin.  Calli buckled the gag on tight, yanking Breanne’s head back in the process.
 
    
 
   “And this ISN’T the punishment.”  She took out a lighter and relit the candle.
 
    
 
   Breanne moaned, eyes watching the flame.  The tip of the candle began to melt and long streams of hot wax flowed down the curved taper.  It was over a minute before the first stream hit her tender flesh, a scorching coat of hot paraffin that quickly pooled along her slit.  Breanne started squealing as more wax began to pour into her pussy, slipping into the deeps and coating her inner labia.  Her gyrations caused the candle to splatter, sending droplets of wax over her crotch, the clothespins, and even down to her ass.
 
    
 
   Which was why she didn’t see it coming.  The heavy wooden paddle impacted against her cheeks with a blistering blow, rocking her entire body.  The candle guttered from the air movement but that didn’t stop Calli as she swung again, crouching down next to Breanne.  The paddle again landed across both ass cheeks, smashing the upturned globes and bringing scarlet to Breanne’s flesh.  The red head’s perineum, the small spot between her anus and pussy was already bruised and welted from the cane, but it received some of the blow as well and a blue purplish tinge appeared.  Calli smacked her again, and then again, delivering a blistering spanking that soon had dark crimson patches clearly outlined against Breanne’s white skin.
 
    
 
   As soon as the spanking stopped Breanne whimpered as the hot wax continued to melt.  It pooled in the valley of her sex and the overflowed, coating her perineum and circling her anus.  Soon there was a steady drip onto the floor as was pooled, cooled, and coalesced into solid form.  The candle must have been fast melting because it was almost down to Breanne’s wax coated petals.  Calli quickly blew the flame out, tossing her paddle away, and extracted the remains of the phallic taper from Breanne’s pussy.  Breanne merely went limp, overloaded from the torment.  Her pussy was still held open by the tape and clothespins, her wax coated clit still crushed by a plastic clamp.
 
    
 
   A few moments later Mistress Calli was bent over the bound girl, hands full of what must have been the most powerful and large massage toy ever constructed.  The end was made of soft rubber and sported a curved cock like protrusion that Calli deftly inserted into Breanne’s pussy.  The red haired beauty gasped, her body quaking as the powerful vibrations rocked her.  The bulbed head of the massager pressed against the wax, shattering it, causing it to flake off as Breanne began pumping her hips, trying to fuck the intensely vibrating tool.  Calli worked wonders with it.  Every move of her wrist resulted in more wax coming off Breanne’s cunt, revealing bright red flesh beneath, heated, beaten, and still covered in welts from the earlier caning.  Breanne’s breathing grew heavier and just as it appeared the bound girl was about to orgasm, Calli drew the massager out of the girl’s body, leaving her gasping like a fish out of water.  The long drawn out moan of need was clearly audible and there were even a few shaking heads in the crowd.  Calli moved the massager downward, running the protrusion that had just been deep inside Breanne toward the girl’s anus, actually sticking the massager an inch into the girl’s ass.  Breanne grimaced and groaned, but then sighed.  The last of the wax flaked off and Calli pulled the vibrator away.
 
    
 
   Breanne’s analytical mind had long since shut down and she wasn’t even wondering what torment she would endure next.  She had come close to cumming twice, both times denied that release by the evil witch torturing her.  She was on autopilot, reacting to stimulus, rather than thinking of what had befallen her, or what was coming.  Breanne was in the here and now, feeling the pain in her feet, her breasts, her bottom, her pussy.  Everything seemed to ache and burn.  
 
    
 
   Calli returned from the table holding items in both hands as she kneeled down to Breanne’s right.  The first item she held up was a clear glassy looking dildo, spotted with hundreds of bubbles, pressure fractures, and cracks.  Breanne blinked, not even recognizing it until Calli pressed it to her crotch.  The bound red-head girl jumped, even in her restraints, as the searing cold burned her skin just as the hot wax had.  Calli rammed the ice dildo in, pushing it deep as the crowd murmured their approval.  Breanne screamed through the open gag, her breasts glistening in a sheen of perspiration and spittle.  She tried to push the offending ice cock out, but Calli clapped a hand over Breanne’s pussy, holding it in even as she lifted the next item up and showed it to the crowd.
 
    
 
   It was a twisted metal rod, corkscrewing slightly, with a number of solid cast metal bumps along its length. In many ways it looked like someone had made a cast of anal beads, poured molten steel into the mold, and came out with the item now held in Calli’s hand.  This she began working into Breanne’s ass, even as Breanne trembled and cried out as the ice dildo began melting inside her.  Cold water began trickling down her crotch, into the crack of her heated and still blistered ass.  
 
    
 
   Calli grabbed the end of the metal butt penetrator and literally stirred it around inside Breanne, eliciting sharp cries of discomfort.  Once it was fully in, Calli let go, leaving the pig tail like handle sticking out of Breanne’s ass like some sort of strange decoration.  The hand covering Breanne’s pussy lifted and it was immediately apparent that the ice dildo had melted enough to sink into the depths of the girl’s hole.  Calli began plucking clothespins off of Bre’s pussy lips, dropping them one by one into the bucket nearby.
 
    
 
   The pressure marks on Breanne’s skin were almost invisible, but not because the clothespins had only lightly bitten into Breanne’s flesh, but because the earlier beating she had received had already turned her pale skin a flushed crimson, the dark red rectangular grip marks were only faintly visible.  Calli finished and returned the bucket and clothespins back to the small side table, only to pick up two new tools and brought both back to the waiting victim still held immobile by the pipe restraint device.
 
    
 
   Calli moved around to the front of the whimpering red head still splayed and held open by the ankle restraints, tilted so that her pussy was wide open and canted upward.  This time Calli opted for something a little more intrusive and placed a giant rubber dildo on the long handle against Breanne’s opening.  The first thrust was brutal, driving into Breanne’s cunt with a sadistic shove.  Breanne gasped, her eyes wide in physical shock as her sex was split apart.  The dildo itself easily topped a foot in length and its width tapered out to a full four or five inches.  It looked as if it were modeled on an elephant cock.  Calli worked it in and then out, penetrating as deeply as possible.  With her free hand, she reached up and removed Breanne’s gag, never stopping the in and out thrusts of the dildo on a stick.
 
    
 
   Breanne only had seconds though to work her jaw and express her discomfort at the brutal fucking before Calli stood, one hand still on the dildo handle while the other tossed aside the gag that had moments before kept Breanne quiet.  Calli hiked up her black leather skirt, exposing a shaved pussy, almost as perfect as Breanne’s, but lacking the same coloring and pressure marks from a dozen clothespins.  Calli straddled Breanne’s head, squatting down until the red haired girl was forced to tilt her head back.  Breanne knew what was expected even without asking and her tongue darted out and began licking Calli’s clit.  Calli reached out and braced herself on one of Breanne’s leg restraints while the other hand continued to pump the giant dildo out of Breanne’s darkening bruised sex.
 
    
 
   Across the hall Megan sat watching her idol abused on stage.  Her own torment was almost as distracting and she pulled hard against her bonds.  Like Breanne, Megan’s pussy was being rapidly and repeatedly penetrated; except Megan’s intrusive shaft was of normal size. She was leaking copious amounts of lubrication, making her entire nether region glisten.  Occasional shocks sent sharp sparks of pain up from her clit, while her nipples, thighs, and ass all seemed to have minds of their own, clenching and tightening, followed by mindless release.  Combined, it led Megan into an endorphin induced non-stop orgasmic wave that had her eyes rolling.  
 
    
 
   The brunette teenager couldn’t help being interested though.  Breanne had endured punishment that Megan felt she could never handle herself.  And yet, there was something about it, especially when Mistress Calli had caned Breanne’s pussy directly and Breanne had asked to cum, that Megan felt a sort of understanding.  As Breanne was fucked on stage, Megan wished that she could change places with the stunning red head, if only for a moment.
 
    
 
   Mistress Calli grabbed hold of the second item she had brought over with her to Breanne.  It had been left on the floor behind the girl and Calli leaned backward to pick it up, switching the device on so that the glass probe glowed.  Breanne never saw it coming, her tongue still buried in Calli’s cunt.  The sadistic dominatrix leaned over slightly, and still pumping the overly large cock in and out of Breanne’s sex, applied the glowing tip to Breanne’s clit.
 
    
 
   Breanne jerked wildly, little good it did her, and the scream was cut off as Calli dropped down a bit, covering Breanne’s mouth with pussy.  The black clad dominatrix began alternating thrusts with shocks and Breanne’s toes curled, her feet moving back and forth in desperate vacillations as her body shook between pleasure and pain.  Her cries were muffled by Calli’s body and it wasn’t until Breanne stiffened, her body shaking, that Calli yanked the dildo out of the red head’s body and thrust the glowing probe into the gaping wet hole, pulsing with need.
 
    
 
   Even covered with Calli’s pussy, Breanne’s scream of orgasmic agony and release was audible and the crowd cheered as the red head began squirting cream outward in a powerful spray.  It continued for almost twenty seconds and then the screaming stopped.  Her toes relaxed and her straining ceased.  Calli looked down and then lifted herself off Breanne, who lay unconscious in the pipe restraint, head tilted back and covered with Calli’s juice.  
 
    
 
   In seconds, Calli turned from sadistic tormentor to concerned host and the two stage hands helped her as Breanne was quickly freed from her bondage.  Calli cradled the auburn colored beauty in her arms as she was laid out on the stage.  Even Kyle immediately got up and headed for the stage, but Breanne blinked and started to sit up before he got there.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” Calli asked, the concern in her voice readily apparent.  Breanne nodded, still a little dazed.
 
    
 
   “I’m okay,” the red head replied, her voice a little slurred.  Another man stepped up onto the stage holding a red duffle bag marked with a red cross.  He quickly began checking Breanne’s blood pressure and temperature, only to turn a moment later and tell both Calli and concerned Kyle that Breanne was fine, just a bit overcome by the intensity of her orgasm.  Kyle shook his head.
 
    
 
   “It’s not her first time.  She has a tendency to pass out when she has powerful orgasms,” Kyle said.  Calli sighed in frustration and then stood up and turned toward the still concerned crowd.
 
    
 
   “Breanne is fine.  Evidently she passed out when experiencing her orgasm,” Calli announced, holding up her hands.  “She will be just fine.”  
 
    
 
   There was a sense of relaxation in the room and then a smattering of applause as Calli turned back toward the two stage hands and the supine Breanne.  “Please take Breanne back to her Master’s table.  I think we should go easy on the phallus though.”
 
    
 
   One of the stage hands nodded.  “A static dildo then?” he asked.  Calli nodded.
 
    
 
   The two men helped Breanne to her feet and walked her to the back of the stage.  Her body was still covered in a sheen of perspiration, spattered with droplets of wax, and criss crossed with red welts.  She limped as well, the soles of her feet sore and hurting.  Kyle met them at the curtained doorway leading from backstage and he escorted the two men back to his table. 
 
    
 
   A new chair was brought forward for Breanne and she winced a little as the thick rubber dildo was gently slid into her pussy.  The stagehands literally held her legs open as she was impaled, lowered with slow precision onto the thick phallus.  She hissed as it went deep.
 
    
 
   “Are you okay?” Kyle asked again as an expression of extreme discomfort flashed across Breanne’s face.  
 
    
 
   She nodded back at him, taking shallow breaths as the stagehands disappeared.  Breanne reached out and took Kyle’s hand, squeezing it.  “I’m okay.  Really,” she said.  She looked back over at the stage which was undergoing a quick cleaning.  “How was my performance?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Kyle took a deep breath. “You were… amazing,” he fumbled for the words.  “I’ve never seen anything like that before.  I almost came out of my seat when Calli started fucking you with that large dildo, but then when she started shocking your clit and you started screaming… well… it was just incredibly erotic.”
 
    
 
   Breanne smiled.  “Are you pleased with me, sir?”
 
    
 
   “Oh yes.”  His eyes widened in emphasis as he nodded happily.
 
    
 
   The red-haired girl smiled softly.  Then she looked around for a moment.  “Where is Megan?” she asked, forgetting she had seen Megan on the small stage behind the table earlier.  Kyle chuckled and pointed upward.  Breanne lifted her head and then gasped as she saw Megan.
 
    
 
   The brunette teen was still sitting on her chair, bound tightly, as the anal and vaginal dildos continued their rapid and non-stop invasive penetrations.  From Megan’s shaking, it was obvious that the sensations were playing havoc with the girl’s libido.  The angle Breanne was sitting in gave her the perfect vantage to see the puffy and swollen petals of Megan’s pussy, as well as the copious fluids the poor girl was producing.  Almost between the varied thrusts of the dildos was the muscle rippling spasms caused by the tens unit.  A clamp was attached to Megan’s clit, red and black wires leading over to the electrically powered device.  Matching lines went to the clamps on Megan’s breasts and ass, though the latter ended in two surgical type pads, rather than forceps clamps.  The gag in Megan’s mouth kept the girl from crying out, but it was fairly obvious that she was in a state of sexual flux.  Breanne suspected that the brunette teenager had already cum several times, but had not been given the opportunity to rest, enduring the never ending onslaught of the pumping thrusting phalluses and powerful, muscle tightening shocks.
 
    
 
   “My God,” whispered Breanne, looking up at Megan’s face.  It was oddly slack, and her eyes were slightly out of focus.  “How much longer does she have to stay up there?” Breanne asked.
 
    
 
   Kyle glanced up at Megan and shrugged.  “Good question.”  He raised his hand and motioned a waiter over.  “How long does my sub have to remain up there on the stage?” he asked.
 
    
 
   The waited blinked in surprise.  “As long as you desire sir.  Generally submissives who ride the double penetrator are removed after about thirty minutes.”
 
    
 
   It was Kyle’s turn to blink.  “Uh.  It’s been over an hour.”
 
    
 
   The waiter nodded.  “Would you like her removed sir, or re-lubricated?”
 
    
 
   “Re-lubricated?” the question was implicit.
 
    
 
   “Yes sir.  We would remove the dildos, coat them in a fresh lubricant of your choice, and then re-insert them in your submissive sir,” the waiter explained.  “We have honey, mineral oil, grapeseed oil, water-based gel, and pepper oil.”
 
    
 
   Kyle’s face took on an intrigued look.  “Really?  Pepper oil?”
 
    
 
   Breanne reached out and took Kyle’s wrist.  Her eyebrows arched downward in a disapproving expression.  “Sir, she’s still new to this.”
 
    
 
   Kyle looked a bit sheepish and then sighed.  “I suppose Megan’s had enough tonight,” he said conversationally. “Just get her down,” he said to the waiter.  The white liveried man nodded and disappeared into the darkness.
 
    
 
   A few minutes later two more white dressed men appeared and they carefully began releasing Megan from her bondage.  The electrical current was interrupted, the clamps removed, the dildos extracted, and then she was lifted from the chair.  She was stiff and moaned through her gag as she was carried off the stage and brought over to the table.  Her chair was on the other side and the servant hesitated a moment before setting her down.
 
    
 
   “Is this the phallus you want inside her sir?” he asked, a look of concern on his face.  Kyle waved a hand and nodded, his attention on the main stage.  Evidently a new girl was being led out, a gorgeous blonde with a china doll’s face and narrow ankles and wrists.  She was quickly secured in a hanging frame and flipped upside down, her exposed loins spread and waiting.
 
    
 
   Megan was still mostly out of it as the servants moved her into position and only a grunt of distress betrayed the deep set penetration.  The servants quickly buckled Megan’s wrists onto the arm rests and then ran a strap across the listing teenager’s waist.  It helped hold her in place.
 
    
 
   “Do you want it on, sir?” asked one of the men who stood behind Megan’s chair.  Kyle, who had been watching the action on the main stage nodded.  
 
    
 
   “Yeah, go ahead,” he replied, still distracted by the golden girl he was watching. 
 
    
 
   There was a humming noise and Megan stiffened in her seat, coming erect with open eyes.  She looked at Breanne curiously, pulling on the black leather cuffs that held her to the seat.  Megan began moaning loudly through the gag and then she jerked wildly, her entire body seeming to flinch.  She squealed loudly into the gag, getting the attention of both Breanne and Kyle.
 
    
 
   “What’s wrong?” Kyle asked, his attention suddenly pulled back across the table.  He started to get up when Breanne gasped.  “Oh god! She’s on a punishment phallus!”  
 
    
 
   Kyle’s eyes widened in alarm and he stood suddenly.  “What!”
 
                 
 
   Megan let out a piercing cry, the gag doing little to stop it as she began shaking violently.  Kyle tripped as he quickly rounded the table, but he caught himself and looked down at the back of Megan’s chair.  A series of buttons, color coded, but with no other information ran down the length.  Desperate as Megan began crying out, squealing into the gag, Kyle pressed the bottom button.
 
    
 
   Megan stiffened, eyes flared in alarm, her body stiffening.  Her voice became a muted wail as electricity coursed through the punishment phallus and drove virtual needles into her pussy.  Kyle flinched and pressed another button, which caused Megan to collapse slightly, only to jump as a loud thump seemed to come from her groin.  Two more buttons later and Megan was limp in her seat, a rag doll who had no spine.  Breanne had risen from her seat and her impaling rubber cock to kneel down next to the brunette teenager.  The red-head’s fingers quickly unbuckled the various straps holding Megan down and then helped Kyle pull the practically unresponsive girl off the punishment phallus.
 
    
 
   “Megan? Sweetie?” Kyle asked as he unbuckled the girl’s gag, tossing it down on the table.  Breanne reached up and felt Megan’s forehead and neck.  Kyle held Megan in his arms, a limp noodle of a girl whose exposed crotch was scarlet, swollen, and very wet.  He barked out a short “hey” to the nearest waiter, who approached, a concerned expression on his face.
 
    
 
   “Yes sir?”
 
    
 
   “I need another chair for the lady.  She can’t handle a punishment phallus,” Kyle said, somewhat angrily.  The waiter glanced down at the offending chair, empty except for the long, thick, metal embedded rod poking straight up.
 
    
 
   “What kind of phallus would you prefer sir.”
 
    
 
   Kyle gave him a look of disbelief.  “None.  Just a normal chair.”
 
    
 
   The waiter hesitated a moment.  “I’m sorry sir, regular chairs are for doms or mistresses only.  I can get you a chair with a small static rubber phallus if you’re concerned for your submissive’s endurance.”
 
    
 
   “What?” Kyle asked again.
 
    
 
   The waiter smiled patiently.  “It’s against club rules for submissives to sit in anything that doesn’t have a phallus of some kind sir.  Unless a submissive is performing a sexual act of some kind, all submissives at Calli’s Cove are required to be stuffed sir.”  The waiter looked over at Breanne with a disapproving look.  “And I would advise you to either have your other slave girl either sit down or perform some sort of sexual activity as soon as possible.”
 
    
 
   Kyle groaned. “Right.  Yeah. I remember the rules.  Thank you.  You can go.”  Kyle let out a small snarl as the man turned and left.
 
    
 
   “What about the chair?” Breanne asked, a little out of her depth.
 
    
 
   The snarl turned into a muttered oath as Kyle looked around for a moment.  Finally he manhandled Megan over to Breanne’s chair and slowly sat Megan down on it.  The poor girl whimpered when the smaller rubber cock speared her pussy, but it was a momentary groan as she practically collapsed into the seat.  Breanne watched with a bit of alarm as Kyle got Megan settled, her gaze going back to the punishment phallus.
 
    
 
   “Do you want me to…” Breanne’s voice broke slightly as she inclined her chin toward the still moist and waiting punishment phallus.
 
    
 
   Kyle looked up from Megan’s chair and shook his head.  “Stay on your knees and move under the table please.”
 
    
 
   Breanne nodded, a surge of relief flooding through her.  She crawled, still naked, under the table.  Once there she watched as Kyle’s trousers finally moved away from Megan’s slumped body and sat down once again in his chair.
 
    
 
   Then to her surprise, he was fumbling with his zipper.  It didn’t take him long to extract his cock from the blue boxers and Breanne moved forward, instinctively knowing what was required.  She lowered her head to his lap, opening her mouth as she began slurping on his cock.  Kyle was as hard as a rock and it was only the work of a few minutes before he was reaching under the table, grabbing hold of her and pulling her up into his lap.  She turned around and impaled herself on his waiting cock, knowing that was what he needed.  They moved in unison, his hands cupping her aching breasts as she bounced on his shaft.  Finally he groaned and exploded, filling her well with warm cream.  For Breanne, there was no release, not after what she had just endured on the main stage.  Every thrust of his cock had resulted in clenched teeth as she dealt with the pressures of sex on abused flesh.
 
    
 
   When Kyle sighed and pushed Breanne off, she slid to the floor and stayed there, wondering if she was about to get placed on the punishment phallus herself.  She only hoped that it wouldn’t be on.  Kyle stood up, wiped his cock with one of the available table napkins, and then zipped up his trousers.
 
    
 
   “All right Breanne, I think we’re done for the evening.  Don’t you?” he asked politely.  Breanne looked up out from under the table and nodded.  He pulled her discarded net mesh dress from the table and handed it to her as she crawled out from under the wooden furniture.  She stood and began dressing, though the holes in the netting made it appear as if she were still readily available.  When she had her dress in order she turned back toward Kyle who was helping Megan stand.  The pale brunette was slightly more alert and was actively helping Kyle who was wrapping the latex skirt around Megan’s hips.
 
    
 
   Breanne stepped forward and wrapped one arm around Megan, steadying her and giving her more support.  Megan turned and looked at the auburn beauty beside her and smiled.
 
    
 
   “You looked incredible up there, Megan,” Breanne whispered in the young girl’s ear.  “How many times did you cum?” she asked.
 
    
 
   A soft laugh escaped Megan’s lips and she smiled slightly, obviously tired.  “I lost count Bre,” she said.  Her voice was weak and watery but Breanne understood and gave her a light hug.  Kyle straightened up, finally finished with the latex skirt.
 
    
 
   “Leaving us so soon in the evening?” a new voice said from nearby.  Breanne looked and saw Calli approaching, her face beaming with a warm smile.
 
    
 
   Kyle turned as well and bowed lightly to Calli.  “We’ve had a wonderful evening, but both my ladies are well used and a bit tired.  This was Megan’s first night,” he motioned at the teenager whose head was resting on Breanne’s shoulder.
 
    
 
   “And what a night it was,” murmured Calli.  She smiled at Megan, looking at her like a hungry tiger might a haunch of deer.  Then her eyes sparkled and she took Kyle’s hands in her own.
 
    
 
   “I hope to see you again often, Master Kyle.  Please bring Breanne as often as possible.  My own little pet, Samantha will be heading home in a two or three weeks and I’d love to have another opportunity to make Breanne pass out.”  She grinned at Breanne who blanched slightly.  
 
    
 
   Kyle chuckled.  “Breanne, I’m afraid, also has to go home.  But I think we might be able to arrange another trip in a few months.  I wouldn’t mind watching you torture her again.”
 
    
 
   “Torture?” Calli laughed.  “That wasn’t torture my dear.  That was just playing around.”  Her eyes glittered.  “You should hear the screams when I actually torture someone.”
 
                 
 
   The silence after that comment was almost a solid object and Kyle cleared his throat, then thanked Calli for the wonderful evening.  She took his arm and began walking him out as Breanne and Megan followed along behind.  They weaved their way through the tables back toward the entrance.  It was Breanne who froze first, realizing that there was a girl bound to one of the large wooden pillars near the exit.  More importantly, Breanne recognized the girl.  It was Samantha, the pretty brunette Mistress Calli had tormented early that evening.  She was bent painfully backward, her body lashed to the pillar, forced to stand on tip toe.  Her arms were drawn backward and tied off to a wooden nail that had been hammered into the floor.  Rope had been wound around each of the girl’s breasts, causing them to bulge, and each strand had been tied and strung to embedded hooks in the pillar.  It looked excruciating.  Samantha’s head was bent backward, almost upside down, her narrow throat exposed, hair dangling down by her wrists.
 
    
 
   “Samantha!” Breanne said, her eyes staring at the uncomfortable position that pretty college junior was currently occupying.  
 
    
 
   “Breanne.”  It came out more as a whimper than a name and Breanne could see the anguish on the girl’s face.
 
    
 
   The auburn haired beauty reached out and touched the bound girl gently on the cheek. “Is there anything I can do for you?”  
 
    
 
   Samantha shook her head, at least as much as she was able too.  “I’ll be alright. I’ve been in worse positions.”  
 
    
 
   “I can’t even imagine, Sam.  Good luck,”  Breanne whispered and then gave the girl a kiss on the forehead.  Kyle and Calli were already out in the lobby and Breanne hurried forward with Megan, her arm still wrapped around the teenager.  In silence, and without a look backward, they left Samantha to her bondage.
 
    
 
   “Ready ladies?” Kyle asked as he opened the outside door, leading them into the parking lot.  Breanne nodded and together they walked Megan back to the Camaro.  Kyle helped get the teenager into the car and then pulled the driver’s seat upward for Breanne.  Bre collapsed into the back seat, so tired and worn that she didn’t even think about spreading her legs, much less Kyle’s unusual silence.  Perhaps even Kyle had experienced enough for one evening.  He started the car and they pulled away from Calli’s Cove.
 
    
 
   Kyle tapped the wheel and pressed down on the accelerator.  “Let’s go home.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 23 – The Morning After
 
    
 
                  Breanne woke with sunlight streaming through the bedroom window to spill over her long auburn hair.  The rumpled sheets were tucked in around her and she was terribly cognizant of the missing presence beside her.  She reached over, only to find an empty spot, already cool, as if he had never slept beside her, curled into the small of her back with one arm across her.  With a grimace she stretched, feeling the small aches and pains of last night’s torment rush through her again. A quick look at the bedside table clock told her that it was already past nine, and quickly approaching ten.  She blinked in surprise and swung herself out of bed.
 
    
 
                  She was naked of course, and she paused momentarily in front of the mirror hanging on the closet door to examine the damage she had taken at Calli’s Cove.  The sadistic dominatrix had brutalized Breanne in an hour long torture session that had admittedly brought Breanne to an orgasmic height she rarely achieved.  Her rear end was still a deep shade of pink and very tender.  Thin welts from the cane crossed her breasts, with a few more strokes laid cleanly across her thighs.  There were even a few hints of the stick shadows across her loins.  She lifted each foot, one at a time, but except for the continued tenderness, the bastinado beating she had received seemed to have faded.  Last night she could barely walk!  All she really remembered was helping Megan get dressed in her blue denim shorts and tee shirt while Kyle walked the girl up to her house.  Then Breanne and Kyle had come home where he had carried Breanne to the bed, spread her legs, and mounted her.
 
    
 
                  She went to the bathroom and quickly freshened up, brushing her hair and teeth, followed with a quick wash at the sink.  She contemplated showering for a moment and then quickly started the water.  She stepped into the stall and hurriedly washed herself, concentrating on her sex, cleaning the last fluids of last night’s multiple trysts away to disappear down the drain.
 
    
 
   While she washed, she couldn’t help feeling a bit sad.  Today she was going home.  Worse, it was an early afternoon flight and it wouldn’t be long before they were heading to the airport.  She couldn’t remember if her flight was at one or two, but she knew Kyle would have it well in mind.  She just didn’t want to leave.  Too many interesting things had happened to her.  She wanted to spend more time with Megan.  She wanted to go back to Calli’s Cove.  She wanted to submit to Kyle, making him happy, and reveling in the sexual debauchery living with him would have allowed her to do.
 
    
 
   But she had responsibilities back at home.  She still had to finish college, and with a year to go, moving to Chicago wasn’t a smart idea.  Besides, Kyle hadn’t asked her to become his permanent subbie, and with Megan’s new interest in the submissive and masochistic side of sex, Breanne wouldn’t have been surprised if Megan stayed with Kyle for the first year or two.  Two is company.  Three is a crowd.  She washed her long hair and then twisted it into a knot as she stripped the water from its length.  She grabbed a towel, wrapped herself in the soft fluffy material, and dried off.
 
    
 
                  It was a leisurely way to get ready in the morning.  Once her hair was presentable, still damp but under control, she decided against getting dressed, and instead paraded out into the kitchen totally naked.  To her surprise, Kyle wasn’t alone.  Megan was also there, naked and tied spread eagled to the dining room table, just on the other side of the bar.  
 
    
 
                  “Morning sleepy head!” Kyle said with a bright and cheerful tone.  He waved a spatula at her and the sound of sizzling came from the stove.  “Breakfast will be ready in just a moment, but if you want to enjoy the fruit platter, go ahead and get started.” 
 
    
 
   Breanne laughed.  “I guess turnabout is fair play.”  The previous morning it had been Breanne who was bound spread eagled to the table.  Breanne walked across the kitchen and stepped up to Megan.  The brunette teenager was gagged, but didn’t look terribly uncomfortable.  A selection of sliced fruit had been laid atop her torso, stretching up from her belly to her breasts.  A gooey substance glistened all over Megan’s pussy and there was even a pool of the fluid between her legs.  Breanne dipped a finger through the goo, ostensibly rubbing Megan’s clit, and put it to her mouth.  Mmmmm… honey.
 
    
 
                  Since Megan’s legs were spread to the sides of the table, Breanne selected a piece of cantaloupe that looked like it had been cut with only one concept in mind.  She angled it into Megan’s honeyed hole and pushed.
 
    
 
                  “Thanks for letting me sleep,” Breanne said conversationally as Megan mewed a little as the cantaloupe moved in and out.  Kyle laughed and waved her off.  “How long has Megan been here?” she asked.
 
    
 
   Kyle flipped the sausage patties.  “Megan showed up around seven thirty.  You were sleeping so peacefully, I didn’t have the heart to wake you.  So I closed the door and let you sleep.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne nodded.  “Did you fuck her?” she asked.  The question wasn’t one of jealousy, just curiosity.
 
    
 
                  Another laugh.  “Of course I did. She deserved it too.  She came hard, though I had to keep my hand over her mouth to keep her from screaming.  She would have woken you.  How do you like your eggs?” he asked.
 
    
 
                  “Over easy please.”  She looked down at Megan and lifted the fruit to her mouth, taking a bite.  While she chewed and swallowed, she took the ragged end of cantaloupe back down to Megan’s clit and began rubbing the edge back and forth across the little girl’s clit.  Megan let out a muted gasp behind the gag and began thrusting her hips forward.
 
    
 
                  “So did you enjoy last night?” Kyle asked.  Breanne nodded, but then swallowed so she could answer. 
 
    
 
                  “Absolutely.  You can take me to Calli’s Cove any time you want,” she replied.  Kyle’s eyebrow arched.
 
    
 
                  “So Mistress Calli can torture you?” The question came out soft, but Breanne knew what Kyle was asking.  She answered with a laugh.
 
    
 
                  “No silly.  So YOU can.  I want you on stage with me next time.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle smiled and cracked an egg into his frying pan.  “I want to be on stage with you next time too.”
 
    
 
                  “And I want you to hurt me more than Calli did,” Breanne said.
 
    
 
   Kyle paused momentarily and then looked back at Breanne.  “I’m not sure I CAN hurt you more than she did, Bre.  Last night was pretty brutal.”  He gave her a look of absolute honesty.  “At least not without causing some damage.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne let out a scoffing sound.  “You could be just as tough on me.”  Kyle nodded, but still looked a little skeptical.  
 
    
 
                  The peeled banana in Breanne’s hands got worked into Megan’s pussy. “You have an amazing creative streak, sir.  I’m sure you can come up with something!”  Bre thrust the banana in and out a few times, but then it broke off, leaving about two inches worth inside Megan.
 
    
 
                  “Drat. Got to get that out,” Breanne said to the bound brunette teen.  She picked up a spoon and began working it into Megan’s sex, eliciting a series of groans from the table decoration.  Breanne stirred the spoon inside the poor girl, deliberately working it from side to side before scooping the banana out.  It was sodden with Megan’s juices, not to mention coated with honey, and Breanne calmly ate it while Megan watched.  
 
    
 
                  Kyle brought two plates over to the table and set one down in front of Breanne.  Two eggs, over easy, sat delicately on a piece of toast, a few strands of grated cheddar a top them.  Four link sausages, smelling of spice and maple syrup sat next to the eggs and an extra piece of toast, already buttered and spread with strawberry preserves was waiting on the edge.  
 
    
 
                  “This looks delicious, sir,” Breanne said, her stomach rumbling.  It had been quite a while since their Italian dinner the night before.  She picked up her fork and speared one of the sausages.  “What time does my plane leave?” she asked.  The fork and sausage went up to Megan’s clit as Breanne rubbed the warm meat link back and forth across Megan’s sex. 
 
    
 
                  Kyle watched Breanne torment Megan, slightly distracted, but then he tore his eyes away, even as Megan whimpered, twisting slightly.  “A little after two p.m.  We’ll leave here  around twelve, eat with you near the airport, and then say good bye.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne brought the link to her mouth and bit down on it, tasting the honey, the spice, and just a little touch of Megan.
 
    
 
                  “I don’t want to go home,” Breanne admitted as she cut into her eggs.  The yolks were just a bit runny, exactly the way she liked them.  “This has been a lot of fun.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle laughed.  “I’d let you stay, but you’ve got responsibilities.”
 
    
 
                  She nodded.  “I know.  It’s just…”
 
    
 
                  “So what was your favorite part?” Kyle asked.
 
    
 
                  Breanne blinked.  What was her favorite part?  Was it the ride to Kyle’s house from the airport?  That first pussy whipping where she had passed out on the ottoman?  The evening of fucking and sucking and punishment while she had lost round after round of pool, or was it helping to get Megan in deeper trouble, only to take the leather sap herself and bring it down blistering between Megan’s legs?  Was it being bound to the table, covered in sticky syrup, to be eaten off of and through?  Or was it the after shower spanking that left her so horny?  Breanne’s mind raced through their trip to the toy store, the mall, the lingerie shop.  Was it the beating she had received in the mall restroom, where the direct strokes to her clit had brought her to mind numbing orgasm?  Or was it the various car rides, legs spread in the splits, her exposed sex churning away at whatever toy was currently inside her?  Was it the humiliation she endured at the restaurant?  Or was it riding the punishment phallus at Calli’s Cove?  Was it her hour long torment on the main stage with Calli?
 
    
 
                  Breanne shook her head.  “It was all wonderful, but if I had to choose a moment, it would be the whipping you gave me at the mall.”  There was no way Breanne was going to admit that it had been Calli’s hour long torment that had been her favorite.  Besides, the mall whipping had been her second favorite.  Hopefully Kyle wouldn’t be able to tell.  She took another bite of egg.
 
    
 
                  “What do you think was Megan’s favorite?” Kyle asked, his voice still light.
 
    
 
                  Breanne laughed.  “I have no idea.  She seemed so out of it last night.  We should ask though.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle nodded.  “Good idea.” He stood up and moved over to Megan’s head.  A few quick movements and the ball gag stuffed in her mouth came loose. She groaned, moved her jaw a bit and then thanked Kyle.
 
    
 
   “So what was your favorite thing we did, Megan?” Kyle repeated the question to the still spread-eagled and bound teenager.  He reached out and gave her nipple a little squeeze, eliciting another gasp.
 
    
 
                  “That’s hard, Master,” Megan said.  “I’m not sure what I liked the best, but the most I came was last night sitting on that chair on the stage.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle laughed and retook his seat. “I guess you liked that.  I’ll have to get a few of those chairs for the house.  He picked up a slice of curved cantaloupe and worked it into Megan’s gaping hole.  She moaned as it went in.
 
    
 
                  “I like you stuffed, Megan,” Kyle said.
 
    
 
                  “Yes Master.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne swallowed another bite but couldn’t help noticing the change in address.  The previous night Megan had called Kyle by name, or occasionally sir.  Never Master.  Breanne wondered if it signaled a change in Megan’s demeanor.  She finished her eggs and started in on her toast.
 
    
 
                  Kyle too was already scraping his plate clean and he began fiddling with the cantaloupe slice in Megan’s slot.  He began wiggling it, then pulling it out an inch or two before pushing it back in.  It wasn’t long before Megan was moaning, her hips thrusting upward in desperation.
 
    
 
                  Breanne finished her food and looked over at Kyle, who was concentrating on Megan’s snatch.  She put down her fork and gave Kyle a penetrating glance.
 
    
 
                  “Sir?  Can I suck on your cock, please?” she asked softly.  Kyle looked up, a spark of interest in his eyes.  He nodded.
 
    
 
                  “Absolutely.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne grinned and slid out of her chair.  Her bare skin seemed to shiver from the sexual thoughts and urges running through her and she crawled under the table, over to his chair.  His boxers were easy to manipulate and in moments she had them down at his ankles, pulling them off so that he was just as naked as either of the two girls in the room.  She slid up his legs as he pushed his chair back just a bit, giving her enough room to get her head in his lap.
 
    
 
                  His cock bounced against her cheek and she grabbed hold, opening her mouth and drawing him in.  Her tongue swirled across the tip, rolling and licking the purplish head of his cock, tasting the musky flavor of sex on his skin.  She began bobbing her head as her hand wrapped around the base, squeezing gently.  He moaned, sitting back in the chair, enjoying the motions.
 
    
 
                  Breanne kept up the caress for several minutes, working his cock back and forth, sucking, licking, and blowing until he was groaning.  Then she pushed the chair away from the table and stood up in front of Kyle.  
 
    
 
                  He could see her need, her eyes flashing with excitement.  He also stood up and together they left the dining room.  Megan begged to be released but she was ignored, still stuffed with cantaloupe.  Kyle grabbed hold of Breanne’s wrist, pulling her into the living room where she was unceremoniously pushed backward onto the large ottoman.  The black duffle lay right there by the couch where it had been dropped the previous night.
 
    
 
                  “So your favorite parts were the beatings?” Kyle asked softly.  “And you didn’t mention Calli’s caning?”
 
    
 
                  Breanne looked lost for a moment.  “I am yours sir,” she whispered. “I want you inside me.”  Her tone was desperate.
 
    
 
                  He pushed her thighs apart, exposing the soft pink flesh of her sex.  There were only a few indications of her previous night’s torment: a few bluish streaks, a lingering welt or two, but mostly Kyle saw wet pink inviting flesh.
 
    
 
                  He thrust two fingers into her sex, finger fucking her.  She gasped, moaning, her hands coming up to clutch the backs of her knees as she pulled her legs even farther apart.  Kyle jacked his hand along her slit, and then he slipped a third, and then a fourth finger into her pussy.  
 
    
 
                  Breanne almost went wild.  She held herself in position, her face contorted in exquisite pleasure. Her eyes sparkled in excitement and need and she arched her back to look at him through her spread legs, over her bruised sex.  “Please!  Fist fuck me!” she demanded.
 
    
 
                  And Kyle complied.  He worked his thumb into her body, forcing her tender labia apart as she winced, her hips grinding.  He pushed, opening her up and then his hand was inside her, fingers wriggling as he twisted his wrist, pulling out a bit and then ramming back in.  The pressure she exerted on his hand was incredible, a deep biting clench that it took force to break.  Already she was crying out, her head swinging back and forth.  One hand came up to her crotch, fingers finding her clit, rubbing herself frantically.  He opened and closed his hand, sending waves of pressurized pleasure through her womb, giving birth to an orgasmic wave that brought Breanne to the peak of her sexual frenzy.
 
    
 
                  And then she came.  The cry was loud, drawn out, and she shuddered in orgasmic bliss.  Her eyes fluttered momentarily, but she didn’t pass out.  The tremors worked their way through her and then she collapsed on the ottoman, the tension easing out of her, leaving her a rag doll.  Kyle removed his hand from her crotch, eliciting a disappointed moan.  He stood, left her like that, and then went to the kitchen to wash his hand.  On the way back he untied Megan and helped the teenager wipe away the excess honey.  Together they approached Breanne who still lay in a contented daze of sexual release.  Kyle’s cock was still hard.
 
    
 
                  “Breanne, honey.  Will you please clean Megan’s pussy for her?” Kyle asked, positioning the horny teenager over Breanne’s face.  Megan squatted obediently, pushing her honey smeared petals at Breanne’s mouth.  There wasn’t a word of complaint, merely a pink tongue immediately lapping at Megan’s pussy.  Kyle went around to the other end, spread Breanne’s legs for a second time, and then pushed his cock in.
 
    
 
                  She wrapped her legs around him, but the fist fucking had really opened her up.  While it felt good, there wasn’t enough friction to move him along.  He pulled out, his cock soaked in her juices, and lifted her legs.  
 
    
 
                  “Megan, hold these,” Kyle said, pulling Breanne’s legs all the way up into the air.  Megan obediently took Breanne’s ankles, keeping her bent in half as Kyle once more brought his dick to Breanne’s slit.  But this time, rather than drill himself into her wet gaping hole, he moved down.  She didn’t even have time to protest as he began pushing himself into her ass.  She groaned, tightening up, but then she relaxed and Kyle managed to get his cock deep into her rear end.
 
    
 
                  The fucking was exquisite, tight and sweet, and the little moans of discomfort made by Breanne were muted by Megan’s downward push, covering the red-head girl’s face.  It was Megan though, who came first, gasping out as Breanne’s tongue delved along her slit, focusing on the little nodule of pleasure at the apex.  Moments later Kyle exploded, filling Breanne’s ass with white cream.  They sagged then, all three spent, happy, and feeling good.
 
    
 
                  Kyle pulled himself out of Breanne, rewarding himself with another groan from the girl.  Megan had sort of fallen forward across the red-haired vixen beneath her and the pile of girl flesh was almost an aphrodisiac itself.  Kyle got up and disappeared for a few minutes, and when he returned he smelled of soap and was dressed in his boxers.
 
    
 
                  “Breanne, Megan, I want you both to go get cleaned up.  Shower.  But when you shower, you can’t wash your self.  Megan, you clean Breanne and vice versa.  Also no orgasms.  Megan, after the shower you will get dressed in what you wearing when you came over.  Breanne, you will get dressed in these.”  Kyle reached down to the duffle bag and extracted the leather wrist and ankle cuffs.  He handed them to Breanne.  She took them with an expression of trepidation.
 
    
 
                  “Am I wearing these to the airport sir?” she asked.
 
    
 
                  Kyle shook his head.  “No, but we have one more thing to do before we go to the airport.” He pulled Breanne up off the ottoman.  “Now hurry.  Go get cleaned up.”  With that he laid a soft smack to Breanne’s bottom, sending her on the way.  Megan grinned as Breanne flounced back toward the Master Bedroom.  
 
    
 
   “Do you need a smack to get you moving too?” Kyle demanded, a grin on his face.
 
    
 
                  Megan laughed and bent slightly, sticking her ass out.  “If you’d like Master,” she said, a naughty expression on her face.  Kyle reached out and gave her a swat, a little stronger than the one he gave Breanne.  She yelped and stumbled forward, but then laughed and hurried along to the bedroom.
 
    
 
                  Kyle stood there and sighed.  “Women.”
 
    
 
                  The hot water was already running when Megan got there and Breanne had dropped the ankle and wrist cuffs on the counter.  Two large fresh fluffy towels had been removed from the small bathroom closet and Breanne was checking the water temperature.
 
    
 
                  “You okay?” Megan asked as she stepped into the bathroom.  Breanne glanced at her and smiled.  
 
    
 
                  “Oh yes.”  Breanne’s face still had a sheen of honey and pussy juice on it.  “You ready?”
 
    
 
                  Megan lifted a hand, motioning for Breanne to get in the shower first.  The red head did and Megan followed.  The brunette teenager grabbed the soap and immediately started running her hands all over Breanne’s body.
 
    
 
                  “So that beating at the mall was your favorite?” Megan asked conversationally, her hands soaping down Breanne’s breasts.  The welts from the previous night were hard to see, but Megan could feel them.
 
    
 
                  Breanne shook her head.  “Just between us, it was what Calli did to me.  I’m not sure but I don’t Kyle could be that brutal.  Only another woman knows the limits like that,” Breanne said, her voice a bit dreamy.  “What about you?  What was your favorite part of the weekend?”
 
    
 
                  Megan worked her soapy hands down to Breanne’s thighs.  “That’s hard for me to say too.”  She pushed Breanne’s leg and the red haired girl opened her thighs as Megan’s soap hands began lightly cleaning the petals and folds of Breanne’s sex.
 
    
 
                  “Last night, sitting on that chair, strapped down while those dildos went in and out of me like that.  And then the electric shocks… well, I thought that I could never do that again.  Now, in hindsight, what happened at the mall, and what happened last night on the stage, I just can’t stop thinking about it and wanting it all over again.”  Megan said, her voice dreamy as if her mind was far away.  “I dreamt about it all last night.  I woke up this morning wet.”
 
    
 
                  “You liked being humiliated and tortured,” Breanne said bluntly.
 
    
 
   Megan’s eyes cleared and she looked up from her kneeling position.  She nodded. “Yeah.  I did.”  Megan looked away from Breanne’s penetrating gaze and began running her hands up and down Breanne’s long legs.
 
    
 
                  “Is that why you’re calling Kyle, Master?” Breanne asked.
 
    
 
                  Megan looked up at Breanne, licking her lips.  She glanced downward and nodded.  “I  want him to continue to do it to me.  I need it, so I thought that if I called him Master he’d keep me.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne smiled softly.  “I think that would be nice, Megan.” She reached out and took the soap from her and began slipping her hands over the brunette teenager’s shoulders.  Megan sighed and closed her eyes as Breanne’s soft hands roamed over her chest and then eventually down the front of her body.  She moaned when Breanne slipped to sudsy fingers into her well, and then giggled as Breanne cleaned around her bottom.  
 
    
 
                  “Sorry, you have honey there,” Breanne said, working one finger into Megan’s ass.  The teenager yelped a little, but leaned against the wall, her rear end sticking out.  Breanne continued to work her forefinger in and out of Megan’s ass and brought her other hand up, hooking a thumb into Megan’s pussy.  The girl moaned and cried out slightly as the waves of pleasure rocked through her.
 
    
 
                  “Remember, you aren’t allowed to cum,” Breanne warned. 
 
    
 
                  “Then you’d better stop soon!” gasped Megan, shuddering.
 
    
 
                  Breanne laughed, did a few more thrusts for good measure, and then pulled her hands away.  But just to be cruel, she dragged her finger tips across Megan’s sensitive clit.
 
    
 
                  “Oohhh.  I hope you’re punished for that!” Megan declared.
 
    
 
                  It took the two girls only a few more minutes to finish and they piled out into the bathroom and dried off.  They laughed as they took turns directing the hair blower at each of themselves, frequently aiming the hot air at exposed parts, laughing when the heated air singed an upturned nipple, or caused hips to turn.  
 
    
 
                  Megan slipped into a denim skirt, very similar to the one that Breanne had worn the previous day.  A turquoise halter top nicely encased her breasts, the tips pressing against the thin material.  Breanne watched as Megan finished, noticing the almost slavish imitation.  Breanne however only lifted the cuffs and began wrapping the heavy leather around her ankles.
 
    
 
                  “Need help?” Megan asked.  Their mood had grown a bit somber once Breanne started putting on the bondage cuffs.  Neither of them knew why she needed the restraints, but both expected something.  Breanne nodded.  
 
    
 
                  “With the wrist cuffs.  They’re hard to get on by yourself,” she replied.  When she was finished with the ankle restraints, she held out her hands, palm up.  Megan gave Breanne a serious look and then began buckling on the heavy leather.
 
    
 
                  “What do you think is going to happen?” Megan asked.
 
    
 
                  Breanne shrugged.  “I don’t know.”
 
    
 
                  “Do you think it will hurt?”
 
    
 
                  Serious blue eyes met Megan’s gaze.  “That I do know.”
 
    
 
                  Megan finished and gave Breanne a kiss.  Then the two girls headed back out to the living room.
 
    
 
                  Kyle was dressed and lounging on the sofa when the two girls came into the room.    Megan looked like the typical teenager, with just a bit too much sexuality oozing from her cute little body.  Breanne however was nude, except for the black leather cuff encircling her wrists and ankles.  She padded respectfully over to Kyle and knelt down in front of him, hands behind her head.  Megan sat down on the ottoman, only a foot away.
 
    
 
                  He had been leafing through a magazine and tossed it aside.  Both girls immediately noticed that it was filled with bondage pornography and the girl on the front cover was in the midst of a scream while wrapped in rope.  The whip curling around her bosom also seemed to play a significant part in her situation.  Breanne swallowed and looked up at Kyle.
 
    
 
                  “Do you remember the car ride from the airport, Breanne?”
 
    
 
                  She nodded. “Yes sir.  You made me masturbate in the front seat with my foot out the window.”
 
    
 
                  “Did you cum?” he asked.
 
    
 
                  Another nod, this time accompanied by a swallow.  “Yes sir.  Twice.”
 
    
 
   “Did you have permission?” 
 
    
 
                  “No sir.” She shook her head, long red hair swinging across the skin of her back.
 
    
 
                  “And what did you earn for those two transgressions?”
 
    
 
                  “Punishment sir,” She replied quickly.
 
    
 
                  “Did you receive both punishments?” Kyle asked.
 
    
 
                  Breanne stiffened.  She suddenly understood where this was going.  She suppressed the shudder that slipped through her and hung her head.  “No sir.  I received only one.”
 
    
 
                  He reached out and took hold of her right nipple, squeezing it painfully.  She let out an involuntary gasp, wincing slightly.  “And what did I tell you about the second punishment?”
 
    
 
                  Already her breaths were coming sharper, faster and the wetness between her legs grew.  She felt a strange longing surge through her body and she arched her back, widening the stance of her legs, exposing her sex.
 
    
 
                  “That it would be worse than the first punishment.”
 
    
 
                  “Lay down on the ottoman.  Face up.”
 
    
 
                  Megan quickly moved out of the way as Breanne stood and then sat down on the ottoman.  She laid across it, arms above her head, legs spread wide.  Kyle rose up off the couch and kneeled down next to the cushioned platform and reached underneath, pulling the various ropes out.  In moments Breanne was tied down tightly, her arms stretched out, her legs brutally spread to the sides of the ottoman.  Her sex was right on the edge and she groaned as Kyle began by running his fingers through her petals.  Megan kneeled down next to the ottoman, eyes watching intently, with just a tad bit of jealousy showing on her face.
 
    
 
                  Kyle took his hand away from Breanne’s sex and reached into the duffle bag.  He pulled out two items and handed them over to Megan, who took them with surprise.  The first was the Husky dildo, the overly large rubber cock that Megan had selected at the toy store.  The second item was a standard vibrator.  
 
    
 
                  “Kneel between her legs.  Use one hand to hold the vibrator on her clit.  The other hand should fuck her with the dildo.  Got it?”  Kyle asked Megan.  The brunette teenager nodded, a small smile on her face.  She scooted over until she was between Breanne’s outstretched legs.  She twisted the vibrator to the on position first, setting the tip against Breanne’s clit.  The red headed girl moaned, followed by a gasp as Megan worked the huge nine inch long four inch wide dildo into Breanne’s cunt.  As soon as it was fully embedded, Megan pulled it out, only to thrust it back in.  The petals of Breanne’s sexual flower bulged and folded as the rubber cock went in and out.  It wasn’t long before Breanne was whimpering.
 
    
 
                  Kyle lifted the leather sap, the thin flexible paddle he had used on Breanne that first day as she lay on the ottoman.  Breanne saw it and whined again, which did nothing to keep Kyle from slamming it hard into her right breast.  Breanne gasped, eyes widening as the pain exploded through her bosom.  She pulled hard on the cuffs and ropes, but nothing happened.  Megan pressed down hard on Breanne’s clit, rubbing the vibrator back and forth even as the Husky dildo was rammed in repeatedly.  Even before the pain had turned to heat, Kyle smashed the leather sap down upon Breanne’s other breast.  
 
    
 
   Breanne let out a wailing cry as both Kyle and Breanne picked up the pace.  The sap landed repeatedly, fast and hard against her bosom as Megan changed her grip on the dildo and began jacking it into Breanne’s pussy as rapidly as possible.  Together they worked her over in a corybantic mixture of torments. When Bre screamed out her oncoming orgasm Kyle tossed the sap down and grabbed Megan’s wrists, pulling her away from Breanne, leaving the poor bound girl in sudden isolation.  The sudden cessation of stimulation left Breanne on the cusp, eyes wide, begging for more.
 
    
 
                  Kyle grinned and sat back on the couch, pulling Megan over to hip as his fingers unbuttoned his slacks.  He pushed the brunette teenager down as his cock sprang free and she immediately began slurping on his shaft, ignoring the straining Breanne.  
 
    
 
                  “Please!  Sir!  Please…no… don’t leave me!” Breanne begged.  Kyle ignored it, closing his eyes as Megan continued to suck.  Since she was kneeling on the sofa next to him, rather than on the floor, he was able to caress her side and eventually lifted her skirt, exposing a bare bottom.  Megan hummed as his hand worked down between her legs, fondling that same little nodule that so tormented Breanne.
 
    
 
                  Breanne watched as Megan was slowly worked, her head bobbing up and down on Kyle’s shaft until the little teenage brunette suddenly stiffened slightly, mewing, eyes closed even as she sucked just a tad bit harder.  There was a visible ripple that started at her hips and worked itself upward until it shook her breasts, the tips taut against the cotton of the halter top.  Kyle seemed to notice and tugged the material down, exposing one hardened nipple. Then Megan let out a little cry as the orgasm rocked through her.
 
    
 
                  After the cry Kyle pushed her off his cock and pulled her onto his lap.  She straddled him, putting one hand between her legs to fit him inside her wet hole and she sank down with a soft sigh. Now all Breanne could see was Megan’s rear end, bouncing above Kyle’s balls.  Together the two lovers moved until it was Kyle’s turn, his face turning slightly red as he suddenly picked up Megan in his arms, twisted on the couch until he was on top of her, and drove his cock in with force.  She gasped, but it was his turn for release and he groaned as he emptied his load into her sex.  Then they collapsed in sex dazed exhaustion, leaving Breanne to stew in her own need.
 
    
 
   Finally Kyle rose from his position atop Megan, leaving the teenager on the couch.  He stooped to pick up the duffel bag and extracted the vibroballs.  He moved down between Breanne’s legs and she let out a terrified whimper, fully aware of what he now intended.  He pushed the two small ovoid objects into her sex, watching them disappear into her pink, swollen, and wet flesh.  He turned the remote’s slide wheel upward and the faint buzzing and Breanne’s face told him that the two bullets were vibrating nicely inside her.
 
    
 
                  “Come on, Megan.  We need to get Breanne’s stuff packed and prepare a few things too.”
 
    
 
                  Megan nodded and slowly got up off the couch.  She gave one apologetic glance to Breanne, who was now rolling her hips, trying desperately to orgasm despite the fact her only stimulation was the torment of the vibrating bullets in her sex.  Then the teenager left the living room, following Kyle into the back bedroom.
 
    
 
                  Breanne wasn’t aware of how much time she spent strapped to the ottoman.  All she knew was that she couldn’t orgasm.  Kyle had turned the balls up enough to keep her attention, keep her wet and needy, but not enough to generate her own orgasm.  Her arms ached from pulling on the wrist cuffs and her spread open legs strained against the ankle bindings.  Every once in a while Kyle or Megan would come out and check on her, often with a playful hand.  The first time it had been Kyle and he had come over and then flicked his finger against her clit hard.  It had been like sexual lighting, but he had left and even Breanne’s please to hit her again had been ignored.  The second time it was Megan who walked by, suddenly dropping to her knees and taking Breanne’s left breast into her mouth, rolling the nipple around with her tongue.  Again, the sexual caress was stopped before it was enough to send Breanne into orgasmic bliss and the red-head shook in desire.  
 
    
 
                  By the time thirty minutes had passed, both of Breanne’s nipples and clit had been clamped with clothespins and she was still hovering right at the point where the smallest caress might push her over into the release she was seeking.  Finally both Kyle and Megan came out of the back bedroom.  Megan was giggling, a naughty look on her face and they sat down on the sofa right in front of Breanne’s nude and outstretched body.  Kyle leaned forward and flicked the clothespin on her right breast, eliciting a pain filled groan from Breanne.
 
    
 
                  “You want to cum, don’t you?” he asked.
 
    
 
                  Breanne nodded.  Her voice cracked as she tried to speak. “Yes please sir.”
 
    
 
                  Kyle sighed and leaned backward.  He lifted both legs and then actually set his feet down across Breanne’s torso, the heel of his right foot actually touching the clothespin attached to her clit.  He moved his foot slightly, getting another gasp.  
 
    
 
                  “Well, that’s too bad.”  He made a show of looking at his watch.  “I’m afraid it’s time to go.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne whimpered and looked at both him and Megan.  Kyle wiggled his foot again, and sharp shoots of angular pleasure blossomed between her legs again.  She gasped aloud and pressed upward, trying to hump his foot.  But Kyle pulled his legs away and then began removing the clothespins.  She hissed as the blood surged back into her nipples, and then her clit, leaving her wanting.
 
    
 
                  “Don’t you think I deserve a whipping sir?” Breanne asked, obviously trying to manipulate Kyle into giving her another orgasm.
 
    
 
                  He shook his head.  “Nope. You deserve something worse.”
 
    
 
                  Her eyes widened in excitement.  “Yes sir! I deserve it!  Hurt me please?  Make me suffer for my disobedience!”  The longing in her voice was palpable.
 
    
 
                  But Kyle shook his head.  “You’ve been so bad, you deserve the worst punishment I can inflict upon you.  No release.”  He cocked his head. “At least not yet.”  With a quick nod to Megan the two of them began unbinding Breanne who was soon released.  She wrapped her arms around herself as she slid to the floor at Kyle’s feet.
 
    
 
                  “Please sir… it’s so hard…” she whispered.  Kyle reached out and took the vibroballs remote, twisting the dial to its off position.  Breanne let out another longing cry and shut her eyes, shuddering as even that little bit of stimulation was denied her.  Megan got up and returned with Breanne’s halter top and skirt and helped Breanne into the outfit. Kyle retrieved a bag, somewhat larger than Breanne’s original carry-on, but still small enough to carry with her rather than checking in as luggage.
 
    
 
                  “What’s that?” Breanne asked as Megan pulled the auburn haired girl’s shirt down over the tender and previously clamped breasts.  Kyle grinned.
 
    
 
                  “We packed your bag for you.  I had to get you something slightly larger since you had a few extra items to take home.”
 
    
 
                  Breanne looked at him quizzically, but he only grinned and failed to elaborate. Megan found Breanne’s high heels and brought them over, kneeling in front of her, helping get them on and strapped up.  Finally Breanne was totally dressed and Kyle and Megan lead her to the garage.  She got in the back of the Camaro, but was a little disconcerted to find Kyle telling her not to spread her legs and to keep her skirt down.  Breanne got even more surly as Megan was instructed to prop one high heeled foot up on the window sill, her bare leg, thigh, and then pussy exposed as her skirt rode up to her waist.  Kyle handed her a vibrator and in seconds the teenager was working it in and out of her pussy.  Breanne couldn’t help letting out a sound of frustration.
 
    
 
                  Kyle backed the car out of the garage and they sped down the street.  For Breanne, no relief was in sight.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter 24: Final Flight
 
   They stopped for fast food, a quick thirty minute meal at a burger joint.  Megan had cum twice in the car, both times filling the small cab with tiny cries of pleasure that only reinforced Breanne’s growing resentment and sexual need.  Megan wore an expression of satisfaction at her own orgasmic morning and Breanne was just a bit surly about the whole thing.  The brunette teenager was still exceedingly polite and friendly, and Breanne tried not to blame Megan, but it was getting hard not to.
 
                  During their meal Breanne asked Kyle if he was going to allow her to orgasm again before she left.  He hemmed and hawed, not giving her a real answer.  Back in the car he had Megan lean backward while Breanne was ordered to keep her fingers on Megan’s breasts.  The auburn colored vixen slipped her fingers under the cotton, trapping both tender nipples between her knuckles.  She wasn't gentle either, pinching over and over as Megan moaned, one leg propped up on the dashboard, her fingers working the same vibrator in and out.  Breanne squeezed hard when Megan began to cum, eliciting a flurry of pain laden cries from the orgasmic teen.  
 
                  Kyle watched the whole thing with occasional glances, trying not to wreck the car.  He could tell Breanne was still smarting from the lack of sexual stimulation and he wondered what she expected.  Had she wanted to ride to the airport in the same manner that she had first ridden with him to the house, one foot hanging out the window, breasts and pussy exposed, working a vibrator in and out of her cunt?  Or was it really a latent desire to head back to Calli's Cove and replace the young and beautiful Samantha as a permanent decoration in the front hall?  Kyle grinned.  Breanne would just have to wait.  He had made his plans.
 
                  A few moments later Megan was instructed to sit back up and cover herself as they went through the ticketing both at the airport.  Kyle maneuvered the car through the maze of airport roads and finally got Breanne to the appropriate terminal.  They parked the car and walked in with her.  Megan held Kyle's hand as they confirmed Breanne's gate and then walked her to the security station.
 
                  "It was a lot of fun Breanne.  I hope you enjoyed your trip as much as I did," Kyle said, taking her shoulders and then wrapping her up in a bear hug.
 
                  Breanne laughed ironically.  "I did.  Sorry, I'm just really bothered right now and I shouldn't be surly.  You're still my master until I leave and if you want me to suffer like this I should be more accepting."
 
                  Kyle chuckled. "Nah, I forgive you.  But I'm still your master until you arrive home in Houston."
 
                  Breanne's eyes looked at him quizzically.  But Kyle didn't volunteer any further information.  He gave her a soft kiss and then stepped aside so that Megan could say goodbye.  The brunette teenager stepped up to Breanne and opened her mouth, but it was obvious she didn't know what to say.  She flailed around uselessly for a moment before Breanne reached out, grabbed her, and hugged her.
 
                  "Email me, okay?" Breanne said softly. Megan nodded. 
 
                  "Thank you! You've taught me so much!  It will never be the same again.  Come back soon," Megan said, tears coming to her eyes.  Breanne used her thumb to wipe away the moisture and then she kissed Megan.  It was a pretty sensual kiss, one of promise and need.  Breanne reached up and tweaked Megan's nipple, the hard bump clearly visible through the thin material of Megan's shirt.
 
                  Kyle sighed.  "Well, I guess it's time for you to go. Here's your bag."  He handed her the new carry on luggage.  The side pocket held her identification and ticket.  There was also a brown paper envelope. 
 
                  "What's this?" Bre asked, fingering the envelope.  
 
                  Her master chuckled.  "Once you get through security open it.  Read what's inside.  Do what it says."
 
                  Breanne's eyes widened. "Am I going to have release?" she asked, her tone hopeful.
 
                  The twinkle in Kyle's eye was plainly an answer.  Breanne grinned and gave him another hug.
 
                  "I hope you're willing to come back, maybe during the Christmas break?" he asked, squeezing her tight.  Her breasts felt wonderful mashed against his chest. She nodded. 
 
                  "Absolutely."  She grinned and finally let go.  He leaned forward for a kiss and she gave it, then smiled, slipped the bag's strap over her shoulder and stepped into the line to get through security.
 
                  "I'm going to miss her," Megan confessed, clinging to Kyle.  He nodded and wrapped one arm around the little teen.
 
                  "Don't worry.  She'll be back up soon enough.  Besides, you'll make new friends."
 
                  Megan looked up at Kyle. "I will?"
 
                  He laughed.  "Sure.  Over at Calli's Cove.  I'll take you there tonight."
 
                  The shiver of excitement that ran through the brunette teenager was almost enough to make her orgasm again and she watched as Breanne put her bag on the x-ray machine and walk through the metal detector. 
 
                  "Should we go now?" Megan asked.
 
                  Kyle held up a hand.  "Not yet.  I'm betting they'll want to search her bag.  
 
                  Breanne stood at the far end of the security counter as her bag was grabbed by one of the officers.  Megan and Kyle watched as Breanne was taken over to one of the side tables and the bag opened.  The crimson humiliation on her face was incredible as the officer pulled out the chastity belt, complete with both the vaginal dildo and the anal plug attached.  Evidently Kyle had taken it out of the box and just shoved it into the bag.
 
                  "You are so cruel!" Megan said as Breanne turned and looked at Kyle with a horrified expression.  Kyle just beamed and waved and Breanne seemed to hunch over, obviously trying to shrink herself down to a small mote of dust.
 
                  "All right. I think that's about it," Kyle said as the security officer put the chastity belt back into Breanne's bag and handed it to the mortified and embarrassed girl.  She took it, raised one more hand to wave goodbye to Megan and Kyle, and then disappeared into the concourse.
 
                  With trembling hands Breanne withdrew the plain brown envelope as she sat in the leather seat of the waiting area.  Her flight still had over an hour to go before boarding, much less departure, and her curiosity and libido were more than enough to provide the necessary motivation to open the envelope.  She slit the top with her fingernail and then extracted several pages.
 
       Breanne - I can't tell you how much Megan and I am going to miss you.  And we know that you will miss us.  Take your bag and this letter and go to the women's rest room.  Don't read any more until you are in a stall.  Go now.
 
                  She stood up, the bag over her shoulder, the letter clutched in one hand.  It was a short walk and she made did it quickly.  Once in the restroom she locked herself in a stall and opened the folded letter once again.
 
   I presume you are in the restroom since you are reading this.  You will get out your chastity belt and put it on.  Both the anal plug and the vaginal probe need to be embedded in that sweet cunt and ass of yours.  Oh, and if you aren't wet enough and need some lubrication, I put that bottle of Stinging Lotion into your bag.  Feel free to use it to lubricate either or both probes.  Now put down the letter, put the chastity belt on, and then when you are finished you can read on.
 
                  Breanne trembled.  Her fingers put down the paper and she opened her bag, extracting the offending sex toy.  She tried to imagine what it would be like wearing it on the flight home, for surely that was what Kyle intended.  A further exploration of the bag uncovered the Stinging O.  She put it back in the bag.  She didn't need it.  Before buckling on the belt, she dipped the anal probe into her pussy. It felt incredible and she rammed it in repeatedly, masturbating with it.  She came in seconds, gasping out her pleasure loudly.  It just felt too good.  As she began to settle, she stood up and repositioned the plug, got the leather strap around her waist buckled, and then slowly pushed the anal plug into her ass.  She brought the strap up between her legs, and the vaginal plug slipped in next. She let out a soft moan at the intrusion, enjoying the sense of being filled.  Then she buckled the crotch strap in place.  She picked up the letter again.
 
       In the side pocket of your bag you will find two small padlocks wrapped in electrical tape.  Take the first one and lock the hasp at the front of the belt so you can not remove the belt.  Then you will find the small switches at the base of the anal plug, the vaginal probe, and the clitoral bump and turn all three vibrators on.  Two of them should be on their lowest setting and one should be on medium. Your choice.  Once this is done take the other lock and secure the access cover so that you can't turn the vibrators off.  Once this is done I will tell you where the keys to the locks are.
 
                  With trembling fingers she fumbled for the locks.  Both were covered in tape and Breanne suspected that it was there to prevent her from using the keys to open them.  She rolled her eyes.  With a grin she slipped the metal link through the buckle at the front of the belt and closed it, locking it firmly into place.  Now without the key there was no way for her to take off the belt short of breaking the lock or cutting the leather.  Then she bent down, reaching between her legs.  She set the anal plug to low and she felt her rear end tighten around the suddenly buzzing probe in her ass.  The vaginal dildo she set to medium and it immediately went to work, roaring inside her softly.  The stimulation was intense.  Lastly, she switched the little clitoral bump to low and her libido went into overdrive as her body immediately began pulsing around the various vibrators.  She picked up the second tape covered lock and quickly secured it in place.
 
                  She sat there for a moment, relishing the sexual torment.  With an hour to kill before getting on the plane, a few quiet orgasms seemed like the perfect way to spend the time. Besides, she would turn off the vibrators before getting on the plane.  Getting close to another orgasm, she picked up the letter and read Kyle's last message.
 
    
    Breanne, I can't even begin to tell you how much I liked having you up.  You are beautiful, sexy, smart, incredible, and everything I desire in a slave girl.  I can't wait to see you again.  Please come up this December.  You and I have a lot to discuss.  I'll talk to you when you get home.  Just send me an instant message over the internet. I'll be waiting.

Oh.  By the way, about the locks.  They're combination locks. There aren't any keys. I'll tell you the combination when you get home.  Can't wait to hear how your flight went!"
 
   Breanne's fingers scrabbled at the locks, ripping the tape off the metal hasp.  A row of numbers gleamed up at her and she slumped against the side of the stall as her mind tried to imagine the repercussions of what Kyle had done to her.  She imagined stuck in that tiny seat, still dressed like a tramp, stuffed in practically every hole, stimulated sexually for the whole two hour flight.  She shivered and trembled and then exploded again in a wet moan.

               It was going to be a very long flight
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   Epilogue
 
    
 
   Breanne sat stiffly, trying desperately to hold herself together.  Her entire body was trembling and her forehead was beaded with perspiration as she struggled to hide her reactions.  Her fingers clenched the arm rests tightly and it was only by the grace of God that she had been lucky enough that no one sat next to her.  Even her nipples had hardened into little bumps through her thin halter top.  
 
    
 
    The first hour while waiting for the boarding had been an orgasm filled wonder, with her quietly sitting in an out of the way spot, eyes closed, letting the waves of orgasmic bliss wash over her.  But now that they were several thousand feet over the earth, and still an hour and a half away from landing in Houston, Breanne was almost beside herself.  Her clit felt as if someone was rubbing sandpaper against the tender nub.  Her pussy contracted constantly in convulsions even as her hips jerked wildly with the spasms that her nervous system created.  Breanne knew she was getting close to another orgasm.  Pain riddled through her sex as her over-stimulated clitoris and vagina dealt with the non-stop tremors.  
 
    
 
   It had been two hours by that point and Breanne was clearly in distress.  The few times the stewardess had stopped by, Breanne had asked first for a blanket, and then desperately tried to hide her increasingly distressed state.
 
    
 
   “Miss?  Please.  Are you okay?  Do you want me to see if there is a doctor or nurse on the plane?” the stewardess asked again, obviously concerned as Breanne shook, her lip between her teeth, eyes scrunched close as another wave rocked her.
 
    
 
   “No!  No… I’m… okay!” she gasped.  She twisted her hips, leaning forward, as if the change in angle would grant her relief.  Both the anal plug and the vaginal probe merely started caressing different parts of Breanne’s internal cavities.  It did nothing to reduce the sexual stimulation. Finally the stewardess moved into the seat next to her, sitting down.  
 
    
 
                 “Then what is the problem?” she asked delicately.  Then the stewardess’ brow furrowed.  “What is that hum?”  She looked down toward Breanne’s lap, where the hum’s muffled noise was clearest.
 
                 
 
                 “No! Please… I can’t!” gasped Bre.
 
                 
 
                 The stewardess reached out and pulled the blanket away from Breanne’s lap.  The girl’s skirt was up around her waist and the stewardess blinked in surprise and alarm as her eyes took in the chastity belt, the two small combination pad locks dangling from the front.  The sound the vibrators made were even louder when exposed and in a flash the stewardess understood.  She pulled back, a look of both fascination and disgust on her face.
 
                 
 
                 “Well, I guess I should have known, considering the way you’re dressed.  I presume you don’t have the combinations?” she asked somewhat harshly.
 
    
 
                 Breanne shook her head frantically even as another wave crested and pushed her onward toward another pain laden orgasm.
 
    
 
                 “Well, there’s nothing I can do for you then.  I suppose you’ll just have to be as quiet as possible, won’t you?”
 
    
 
   Breanne gasped, but managed to keep it soft enough not to disturb the other passengers.
 
    
 
                 The stewardess leaned forward though and suddenly grabbed Breanne’s hard nipple, pinching it between two fingers.  It sent a whole new set of explosion inducing sensations through Breanne’s body and her eyes flew open wide as she looked up at the stewardess.
 
    
 
                 “But if I have to move you to someplace private because you can’t control yourself, that stupid chastity belt you’re in will look pleasant compared to what I’ll do to you.  Understand?”
 
    
 
                 Breanne grunted as her body convulsed again and she nodded, the pinching of her nipple an exquisite pleasure, even though it hurt.  She looked up into the stewardess’ eyes and whispered the only thing she could.
 
    
 
                 “Yes… Mistress!”
 
    
 
   The End
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