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Denial & Consequences

Day One

The first edge happened around 7:40 that morning, on a hay bale in the barn, opposite our pig sty.  As far as it goes, I’ve had my pants off in both better and worse places, and let me be honest - I’d far rather have my blue jeans and panties off in the barn than in a men’s restroom someplace.  I’m also the kind of girl who likes to take it off.  My boots and socks were about fifteen feet away, my blue jeans were around ten, and my panties were barely within reach. I was completely naked from the waist down as I laid back on the old blanket I’d thrown over the hay.  It was a decent bed, which made reaching down between my spread legs that much easier.  In my other hand I held my phone, the little teaser story from Master M bright on the screen.

[image: ]

I slowly pulled the double dildo out, feeling the thick rubber probes slide from their twinned holes.  I’m not a fan of things in my ass, so it wasn’t like I was feeling this urge to masturbate much.  Sure I was horny.  Who wouldn’t be? I hadn’t cum in, oh… twelve hours or so?  The reality was that I’d been tightly stuffed with the double dildo, front and back, since five that morning, with orders not to cum.  That in itself wasn’t so bad, but I’d also been told to edge three times during the day.  Edges are all about sexual frustration. You get yourself all worked up, right to the edge of… well… climax.  Then you stop.  Cold.  Don’t step off the edge or the punishment you earn could be more than you can bear.  That’s what I was told.  The name of the game was denial.  

Denial.  It’s not just a river in Egypt you know.  And if it were just a river in Egypt, my knees would be as wet as my slit.  Master M had made it clear that he wanted me driven mad with denial, days of it.  And the little story I was supposed to read while edging?  Oh that was just a way for him to needle me, to stimulate my imagination, all with the intent of pushing me that much closer to falling off the sexual wagon as it were.  Julie, the diabolical and sadistic brunette who I called Mistress was salivating at the thought that I’d mess up, explode in a burst of wetness and moans, leaving her free to inflict some rather serious punishments upon my person.  All of that meant that I was toeing a number of fine lines; the edge of a cliff as it were, between denial and release, between Master M’s desire to drive me bonkers with need, and Julie’s want to have me bound open, ready for the whip, or God only knows what other implements of sexual torture she had waiting.

With the double dildo in my right hand I drew it out slowly then pushed it back in.  My eyes went to the screen of the phone and began reading, a sentence per thrust.  The story was good enough.  Not very long though. But good nonetheless.  It was about a cute little submissive called “Snowflake” who was stretched tightly, naked and vulnerable, between two palm trees, the rushing sea and morning sky before her.  She’d been there all night.  Her mistress approaches stripping a palm frond of its green, leaving just the vein.

And the snowflake is whipped.  

It’s a razor, leaving long, shallow cuts all over her rump, then breasts, then sex.  And while all this was going on, pictured vividly in my fertile imagination, I was slowly, deeply, thoroughly driving that double dildo in and out of my own soaked slit and ass, imagining what it might be like to be there, held taught like that, cut over and over, my own skin treated to the light, ice like marks that whip would leave.  One of my friends, another sub with the Society of the Golden Rose, is covered with those kind of marks.  Her former mistress, a woman named Danielle, had a flogger with little bits of metal woven into the strands. According to Alissa, it frequently left her bleeding, even after light strokes.  Kari and I stole it when we got Alissa out of Danielle’s place and it was locked up tight and I think Kari might have even thrown it away.  But I have to admit a certain sick fascination. Just what would that really feel like?

The story ended. It just wasn’t long enough and even though I felt the urge to cum, I wasn’t quite there.  I pumped more until I felt the blossom of orgasm, but a single hard thrust, ramming the double dildo in, then going for my panties and jeans to keep the thick rubbed probes buried deep and tight, was enough to stimmy the urge.  I put on my socks and boots and stood, feeling the twin phalli move within me.

With a deep breath I tried not to think about what I was doing.  There was a pressure now that hadn’t been there before, a sort of simmering beneath the surface. Next edge?  Around noon…
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Day Two
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The vibroballs were driving me nuts and they weren’t even on.  For the seventh or eighth time I leaned up against the wall and closed my eyes, concentrating on breathing.  Admittedly I was a bit tense, but I’m sure you can understand that.  I’d spent the entire previous day stuffed to the brim with a set of double dildos, which I’d only pulled out on three different occasions (sans bathroom breaks of course) to immediately and forcefully thrust the diabolical sex toy back into my box in masturbatory frenzy.  To my credit, or perhaps the uncomfortable anal penetration, I’d managed to avoid falling off the metaphorical “cliffs of orgasm.”  My success had pleased Master M but no doubt set Julie’s teeth on edge.  In fact I knew it had because that morning I’d received a text from her.

“Breanne - again no orgasms allowed today.  You will stuff yourself with your double vibroballs but you don’t have to turn them on except during your edges.  On that note you will complete not three edges like yesterday, but four.  Each edge will be completed with only your vibroballs.  One should be inside you, the other pressed to your clit inside your panties.  You can’t touch.  Only use the controller.  Hope to see you tonight! - Julie”

See what I mean?

Three times I brought myself to the edge, that line between need and release, and managed to fight off the every mounting pressure that made my hips churn and my breath catch in my throat.  There was this itch inside me and the urge to scratch it became deeper and more intense after each time I danced along the cliffside and stopped myself from jumping.  Master M would have been proud of me if he knew just how close I’d come to falling. And here I was, Day 2, this time walking up that orgasmic mountain for a fourth time with just two egg-shaped vibrators nestled in my slick slit.  And they weren’t even on.  Yet.
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I glanced down at my watch. It was time.  Slowly I reached down and unbuttoned the top of my jeans, exposing a bit of white belly and then quite a lot more pink colored panty.  I pushed my fingers underneath the cotton and elastic and followed by touch the trailing wire that led from the remote stuck in my jean’s front pocket to where it disappeared between the soft petals of my flower.  I was wet.  Very, very wet and the touch of my fingers grazing my clit was almost enough to drive me over the edge all by itself.

Except I wasn’t allowed to do it that way. I knew it, the little voice in the back of my head saying over and over “she’ll hurt you.  Don’t let her win!”  I knew Julie wanted me to fail, to give in. I also knew that whatever punishment she had in mind for me would be something I could handle, maybe even enjoy in my own sick way. Still, there is this part of me that rejects authority. I get snarky, sarcastic, willfully disobedient.  It means I fight, just a little.  Julie wanted me to fail?  Fine.  I’d resist. I’d hold out as long as I could.  So with my left hand I drew out the controller and turned the vibroballs on.  Immediately a heavy rumble began inside me, making my sex tighten in rhythmic spasms and a ripple of pleasure shot up through my spine.  My hips began swinging in time to the pulse of the vibroballs and I began tugging on the wire, pulling until I felt the pressure of one of the trembling eggs press at my opening. I didn’t want to pull it out.  Waves of pleasure washed over me and it was practically everything I could do to keep from pressing my thumb against my clit.  But I pulled anyway.

Then the first vibroball emerged and I immediately let go of the elastic waistband. The front of my panties snapped closed against my abdomen, keeping that buzzing bullet right there.  The vibrator still inside me slid back inward and I let out a groan.  The egg-shaped sex toy I’d pulled free was now nestled between my petals, one end against my clitoris, held tightly in place by the cotton material of my underwear.

I fiddled with the dial as the vibrators did their work.  I didn’t do myself any favors either.  I didn’t just turn them to max and grit my teeth.  Oh no. I fiddled with the dials.  Up and down and soft and hard.  I turned them off for a second or two, then took the rumble back to full power.  I didn’t just edge.  I tormented myself.  Minutes passed as I basically fanned the flames, adding kindling to the burning that was already happening between my legs.  Eventually I couldn’t even sit still, my hips were jerking around so much.  Then the fluids began to gush and I knew that I was there, right at the edge, staring out into space.  My face flushed and my chest heaved with need, my nipples hard and tight. I swayed in place, trembling as every part of my body prepared to jump off that cliff, to cry out with release, to blow around in the gusts of euphoria that comes with climax.

And then I just stopped. I turned the dial off and the vibroballs quit tumbling.  My hips churned and had any man on the planet been right there, just then, they would have been ravished, me riding their cock in desperation.  Oh my God I wanted to cum so bad.  Still… I was happy.  I’d survived another edge and Julie had been specific.  I wasn’t allowed to use my hands.  So mixed blessings?  I’m not sure.  I only knew one important thing.  

I needed to cum. Bad.
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Day Three

"Meet Mike outside," the text message read and I blinked in confusion. It was five thirty in the morning and I had just finished getting dressed in my usual attire of blue jeans and tee shirt. Julie, who usually sends me a text the night before outlining my toy of the day, had been unusually silent, so I still had the vibroballs stuffed into my slit and after two days of slow sexual torment, the incessant edging I’d been required to do, I was way beyond needing to pop. Seven edges, the slow, torturous physiological push toward climax, followed by the sudden cessation of stimulation, had left me wound like a watch spring, strained to the breaking point. It wasn't fun let me tell you, and there were moments when parts of me demanded satisfaction.

But in the back of my brain the little voice kept saying, "Nope. Not a good idea." See, I knew that Julie was waiting for me to slip, to edge past sanity, to give in. All it would take was a single unauthorized orgasm and I would no doubt be tied with my delicate parts hanging vulnerably to whatever cruel instrument she chose to wield. And while that didn't actually sound that bad, I didn't want it to be easy for her. I wanted her to be forced to wait.  After all, why should I be the only one experiencing denial, right?

I glanced out the window, just a bit shocked to see Mike's truck parked near my own Ford F-150. I hadn't even heard him pull up. I hurried downstairs, struggling to get my socks on, ignoring the incessant but minor stimulation of the rolling vibroballs. They weren't on since I’m positive I wouldn’t have been able to keep from exploding in a wet mess. So they were off. But I could still feel them shifting and rolling inside me as I took the stairs two at a time. I grabbed my boots and jammed my feet in only half a second before I hit the door.

Mike was waiting for me in the barn and I grabbed hold of him for a passionate kiss before he could even say good morning. We fumbled for a moment as he struggled to drop the backpack he had slung over his shoulder. Then our tongues met.  It was a good kiss and while my brain kept repeating this little mantra of "he won't help you," my body hummed with need. I wanted his hands on my body. In a flash I imagined his mouth suckling my clit, or his thick and perfect cock sliding in and out of my wetness. When I broke the kiss I was already going to my knees, tearing at his clothes. I had every intention of fucking that man's brains out right there on the floor of the barn. Orgasm? Oh hell YES. Punishment? Who gives a fuck?

"Breanne," he said softly as I pulled that beautiful, thick cock out of his trousers. I had it halfway down my throat in seconds, humming with excitement. He let out a small groan, his hands on my head. I felt the pressure of his thrust and he began pumping, the tip of his shaft striking the back of my throat.  I spent maybe a minute on my knees before I couldn't take it any longer. His shaft was exquisitely hard and ready and my fuse was already lit. That dynamite was going to blow. I stood, peeling out of my shirt despite the cool air.

I didn't strip to tease. I stripped to fuck. Clothes were an impediment, nothing more. My boots went flying and I didn't even bother removing my socks. I pulled my panties off with the jeans and then grabbed the wire leading to the vibroballs.  They went flying.  Then I went after Mike’s trousers, trying to rip them off his body. He didn't resist per se, but he wasn't as cooperative as I'd have liked. I growled in frustration.

"Bre," he said softly as I glanced around, my eyes falling on the stack of half bales along one wall of the barn where I’d edged multiple times the two previous days. I pulled on him and he shuffled forward, his pants around his knees. "Bre," he said again, this time in protest. "I don't think this is a good idea."

I totally ignored that. Of course it was a good idea.  Scratch that. It didn’t matter if it was a good idea or not. I had to have him. So instead of answering him I threw myself down on the stack, leaned back and spread my legs. My knees bent provocatively and I put one hand between my legs, my fingers spreading my soaked petals as I stared at him.

Mike looked down at me and I could tell he wanted me. His shaft was hard and slick, bobbing slightly with his pulse. "I'm not sure this is a good idea," he said again, coming closer.

My fingers slid through my petals and I was so desperate that if Mike delayed any longer I'd send myself into oblivion. I could feel the pressure boiling over. If I were a teapot I’d be whistling. I gave him a hard look that would have served any dominant proud.

"Mike," I said forcefully. "Fuck me."

He still hesitated. "You aren't supposed to cum," he protested.  My breathing had become heavy, my bare breasts heaving. One hand came up to twist and tug on my own piercing even as I drove two fingers into my sopping wet hole. I whimpered, my back arching.

"Mike, I'm going to cum regardless," I said breathlessly, my voice dropping into a wheedling whine. "I want your cock in me." I could see the indecision on his face but I was now beyond caring. The fire I'd carefully kept smoldering over the last two days suddenly exploded into rolling waves of heat.  I began pumping the fingers, opening them inside myself, every pore of my body wanting that explosion.

I could see it when he made the decision.  He moved forward, falling to his knees.  I pulled my hand free as he maneuvered into position, the tip of his shaft striking at my clit. I rolled my hips, mewling like a cat in heat until I felt him slip in, a single thrust impaling me so deep and strong that I reached out and clung to him, afraid I might lose it all.  His hips began to move in long, slow, mind-numbing thrusts that weren’t yet what I needed, but only added fuel to the fire.  That little voice in the back of my mind, the one warning of Julie’s punishment was silent, the waves of need shutting off everything that wasn’t immediate for me.  And then, between one slow thrust and the next, I wrapped my arms and legs around him, threw my head back as his mouth found my left nipple.  The words tumbled from my lips.

“Mike, I love you,” I whispered mindlessly.

And that was enough.  It was like kicking your horse from a cantor to a gallop.  Suddenly the stallion mounting me began to pound and my vision went white.  Everything was about the overwhelming need, the desperation, the satiation of my desires.  Mike may no longer have been thinking of me, or perhaps he was, but I was lost to the physical sensation.  I had thick, hard cock inside me, thrusting fast and deep, and that was just what I wanted, what I needed. I cried out in exultation, the flames leaping higher and higher until I was consumed.

Punishments be damned.
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***

It was just a little after ten o’clock and I shifted my weight uncomfortably as I bit my lip.  For a girl who had just cum that morning in a wild moment of extreme sexual heat, I was distinctly uncomfortable.  You would think that exploding like that would take some of the pressure off, but evidently one mind-blowing orgasm wasn’t quite enough to counter the two days’ worth of edging and denial.  And considering what Mike had done to me after our little hay roll it was perhaps understandable that I was feeling just a bit tense.  Sexually.  How could I forget it?

After that first monumental explosion in days I had sighed in relief. Mike pounded away and the moment he saw that expression of euphoria on my face he’d opened up and used me for his own satisfaction.  I loved every second of it and to be honest, if he’d taken just a little longer to climax I’d have been well on my way up that mountain a second time.  As it was he opened up and tugged himself free just in time to send a wild spurt of cream across my belly.  I moaned in disappointment, my sex tightening around emptiness. Finally our eyes met and he looked down at me with an apologetic smile, as if he’d done me some sort of disservice.  It looked like he was expecting me to berate him or something. Instead I ran a finger through the frosting he’d left on my belly and brought it up to my lips with a slinky, overblown seductive smile.

“Yum,” I said, licking my finger wetly.

Mike let out a sigh of exasperation and slowly stood up.  He shook the moisture off his cock and then pulled his boxers back up, followed by his trousers. I was still too relaxed to move so I just laid there, still open and exposed, and watched with appreciation.  

“You are terrible.  Do you realize what she’s going to do to you tonight?” He asked me.

Julie.  Right.  Shit.  She wasn’t going to be happy.  And what would Master M say?  I just totally lost it.  But in my defense, how was I supposed to resist?  I mean seriously.  That’s like putting a steak in front of a starving man and expecting him not to eat.  Which meant… this was a setup.  Julie wanted me to fuck Mike, to cum, so that she could torture me.  I sighed a little and shrugged my shoulders.  What could she do to me that I wouldn’t actually enjoy on one level or another? I let out a soft chuckle as he got his pants buckled up and back in place.  I didn’t even bother closing my legs.

“I don’t care. That was worth it,” I said languorously, stretching.

Mike glared at me again, shaking his head, then went to retrieve his backpack where he’d dumped it at the start of our little tryst.  “I didn’t come over here to fuck you,” he pronounced.

I laughed, like a string of silver bells ringing. “Yes you did.  You may not have known it, but if Julie sent you, you were meant to screw my brains out,” I assured him.  I watched as he brought over his pack, unzipping it.

“Actually, she sent me over to put this on you,” he said, drawing out a mess of wires and a white blob of plastic.  Immediately I felt a shiver form and I almost closed my legs.  Instead my eyes widened as I recognized the ergonomic lines of Julie’s portable TENS unit.  Designed to provide low level electrical stimulation transcutaneously, the device ran the gambit of slight discomfort to leaving you gasping in electrical agony.  I’d been attached to it a number of times before and to be honest, it had been designed for easing back, shoulder, and foot pain.    In fact the blue buttons on the thing actually read “waist, shoulder, and joint” along with “hand-foot” and “sole.”  There were speed settings and you could turn it on to this scary massage setting, a beat, or even to knead.  Talk about cool, right?  I knew Julie was planning on purchasing a more intense version that plugged into a wall for her dungeon, but this one had only been about fifty bucks and she’d used it on me before.

Except not to make back pain go away.

Immediately I spotted a couple of new modifications.  The normal version came with two sets of stim pads.  You were supposed to place these to either side of the muscle you wanted shocked into submission.  Now there were three sets of wires, one set splitting out of the second.  This pair no longer had stim pads at the ends. In fact, there weren’t any stimpads on any of the wires.  All of them had been replaced, each set sporting a copper wrapped clamp.  I felt my throat go dry. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what was about to happen and this time my legs did start to close.  Mike went to his knees in front of me and put his hands on my moving thighs and pushed me back apart.

“Sorry Bre.  But I’ve got to put these on you.”

I blinked, still trying to shake the bliss of orgasm out of my head and I struggled to sit up.  Mike pushed me back down onto the hay with a single finger.

“Wait,” I said. “Mike. Wait!” I repeated as he pulled the scariest looking clamp out of the bundle and held it up.  It was metal, but rubber pads had been mounted on the ends, and the exposed metal of the stim was wrapped around the jaws.  I felt his hand move along my inner thigh and then he was touching my sex, his fingers pinching my clitoris delicately as he set the clamp over the hood.

I gasped, expecting it to hurt, but it didn’t.  In fact the tension on the clamp wasn’t even as bad as a clothespin.  Still, I wondered what this was going to feel like.  Then Mike pulled the other two clamps loose and brought them up to my nipples.  I concentrated on controlling my breathing as he attached the second set of clamps to the tips of my breasts and I groaned as little shards of discomfort came from my nipples.

Uh… it felt great actually. Talk about sexual stimulation!

Mike stood and held out his hand. “Come on. I’ll help you get dressed.”  I took his hand and closed my legs for the first time in about twenty or thirty minutes and let him pull me up.  The wires were everywhere and I stood still as he retrieved my clothing.  Slowly he helped me step into my panties, which he pulled up my legs and then into place, covering the electroclamp on my clitoris, the wires sticking out from under the waistband.  Then he helped me into my jeans.  My bra came next, nicely covering the obvious bulges of the little clamps on my nipples, and then my tee shirt, concealing everything.  That left me with a white box the size of a television remote stuck in my back pocket and a lot of wires going up under my shirt and into my pants.  It was sort of obvious.

I stood there for a moment and then Mike pulled the little portable TENS unit controller out and switched it on.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

Invisible fingers dug into my breasts, pinching both nipples, but from inside my tits, instead of outside.  Down below, between my legs, something was kneading my clit, as if a huge thumb had mashed down on it and was trying to masturbate me into cumming.  I shuddered and reached out a hand to cling to him and then he adjusted the dials into something a little less intense.  Finally it was manageable, as if there were just light fingers playing with my body and in a flash I realized I was going to go mad with need again.

Mike pulled his phone out and dialed a number.  A moment later he spoke. “It’s done.  She’s in it.”  Whoever was on the other end asked a question and Mike’s cheeks turned red.  He frowned and then replied with a curt “yes.”  I could hear the laughter and then another word.  Mike held out the phone to me.

“Hello?” I stammered, still dealing with the incessant and light pulsing at my nipples and clit.

“How do you feel, Bre?” Asked Julie.  Ah. My mistress. Of course.  

I swallowed. “A little shocked,” I replied sarcastically. It wasn’t a particularly witty, but it was accurate.  She just laughed.  

“And did you cum?”

I paused for only half a second. “Yes, Mistress,” I told her.  I knew Mike had probably already admitted to it.  So why shouldn’t I? Besides, I’m not a liar.  At least not deliberately.

“Good.  Tonight you will get your punishment. Be here around seven-thirty.  But let’s talk about today.  First of all, you will keep the TENS unit on for thirty minutes of every hour.”

I gasped, my eyes widening. “What?” I demanded.  There was no way I could tolerate that much! I almost said it aloud.

She laughed again. “You may select whatever settings you wish, even at the lowest and slowest option if you desire.  But it has to be on.”

“Julie! That will drive me crazy!” I protested.  The idea of me walking around, trying to function with invisible hands kneading, pinching, prodding, and poking my clitoris and breasts for thirty minutes out of every hour sounded like pure hell.  How would I even be able to think straight?

“I know. That’s the point.  Since you so disobediently orgasmed this morning, it is necessary for me to torment you back to the same point of mindless sexual need.  So that is why you’re doing thirty minutes each hour.”

My lips pressed together in a fine line. I didn’t say anything.  Julie didn’t seem to care.  “And on top of that, you will edge as well.  Five of them today, all before you come to me this evening.  You will use your Husky dildo and you will do at least one of them in a public place. Do you understand?”

Holy crap.  This should have counted as the punishment for my unauthorized orgasm!  Had I known this was what she had in mind I might not have been so willing to drag Mike down under the bus with me.  I bit my lip, considering the possibilities.  Running away to Mexico seemed a little extreme under the circumstances, but eloping with Mike and going on a honeymoon to San Antonio actually held promise.  But finally there really wasn’t anything to say but one thing. “I understand, Mistress,” I said bleakly.

“I’ll see you tonight, Bre.  Happy cumming,” she whispered, then hung up.

I blinked and handed the phone back to Mike.  He gave me a questioning look.

“Are you alright?” he asked, tucking the smartphone away.

I thought about it for a moment.  My nipples and clit were tingling, as if I were already masturbating.  How would an edge feel?  I shook my head. “I’m better than alright,” I said, a slow smile spreading across my face.  “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and this is just a normal day for me, right?”

Mike laughed. Then he kissed me. Hugged me. And left me to my morning chores.
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And now?  Now I was having issues. The TENS unit pulsed, sending what amounted to little flicks of a finger against my clit and nipples. It left me wanting. I pushed my jeans downward, exposing my pale blue panties, the bulge of the clamp on my clit clear as day.  I had the Husky dildo in hand and around the electricity I ran it across the petals of my cloth covered sex.  Then I pushed my panties down and jammed the thick tan colored rubber inward.

Oh it felt so good.  So firm. So perfect. I shuddered in bliss and a horrible thought went through my mind.  I’d already cum. I was already to be punished.  What more could she do to me? I began pumping frantically as the wet smacking sounds of the thick rubber going in and out filled my ears.  My other hand found the TENS unit controller and I fiddled with it, turning up the intensity and power and speed and everything I could find.  My body tightened as the unseen force chewed at my nipples and clit and my hand pushed the synthetic cock deep.  A wave rippled inside me, my toes curling in my boots and then I let out a cry, my entire body shaking dynamically. Orgasm.  Oh God yes.  It blasted through me perfectly.  Endorphins flooded my brain, dopamine and oxytocin sending me spiraling into perfect rapture.  My fingers fluttered on the controller and the shocks stopped. I sighed in relief and just lay there, my jeans around my ankles, my knees splayed open, wet cream dripping from my slit, the dildo half in, half out.

My phone buzzed, yanking me out of my stupor.  A text message.  I blinked and struggled to tug the damn thing out of my jeans as the dildo slid all the way out. I ignored that and slid my thumb across the screen.  It took my eyes a moment to focus as the words scrolled.

“Just remember that additional unauthorized orgasms will not only result in doubling your punishment, but will tack on more days of denial.  Be good Breanne.”   

It was from Julie. I sat up and bit my lip. Oh shit.
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***

As distracting as the TENS unit was, I managed to make it through the next two edges without blowing a gasket but each one left me trembling and closer to the edge than the previous.  My Husky dildo, nine inches of firm yet pliant rubber had served its purpose well and in between getting things done around the farm I’d taken time to drop my britches, turn up the electricity, and give myself a little thrill, driving the dildo home.  Each time I’d been tempted to just let go, to accept the punishment waiting for me, but that little voice had become louder, warning me that giving into Julie like that wasn’t exactly smart.  Julie isn’t cruel or abusive, but she knows what makes me tick and I’m not sure she wouldn’t hesitate to do cruel and abusive things to me, knowing that under certain situations I’d accept it, even crave more.

So I’d been good.  Except I left the Husky in there after the third time, which admittedly didn’t help either.  Sometimes I’m not the sharpest knife in the drawer.  It was closing on six-thirty when I pulled my truck up into the parking lot adjacent to the restaurant.  I’d replaced my blue jeans with something a little easier to handle and now wore a skirt that barely came down to my knees.  Still, I was respectable.  My boots and socks had been traded for a pair of flip flops and I looked exactly like a twenty something coed out for her dinner.  Of course most twenty something co-ed don’t have a portable TENS unit delivering low level shocks to their nipples and clit.

It didn’t take me long to order or find a seat.  There weren’t that many people in the restaurant. In fact the cooking staff outnumbered customers.  I looked down at my plate of fried fish planks and coleslaw and then surveyed the rest of the place.  Target wise there wasn’t that much to choose from, but there was one solitary gentleman fiddling with his phone.  It wasn’t hard to find a spot across from him, maybe fifteen feet away.  I couldn’t help smiling when I saw him glancing at me, or more accurately, at my bare legs.  When I had seated myself I’d made sure that the skirt and ridden up my thighs, showing off an awful lot of skin. I knew that there were probably some interesting shadows down there between my knees.  I shifted my weight, feeling the Husky dildo move inside me as I took a bite of my dinner.  

Our eyes met.  I smiled and the expression on his face was delicious.  I didn’t look away.  Instead I spread my legs a little more, arching one eyebrow up in what I hoped was a wickedly naughty look.  I could see him swallow and I knew I had him.  I put one hand down by my side, reached up under the skirt and even stood a little. He watched as I tugged my panties down over my ass, though he couldn’t really see anything.  When I felt the Husky start to slip out I settled back down.  Slowly, teasingly, I began working my panties down my legs.  Each inch seemed to correlate to a darkening of blush in his cheeks and by the time he realized what I was really doing, eyes wide in shock, my pink panties were over my knees, falling to my ankles.  I pulled one foot out of the fallen cotton and left the panties around my right ankle.  See?  Who says I don’t have a heart?

And then I really spread my legs.

Thank God the guy was done eating because he’d have choked to death as I tilted back and pulled my skirt up all the way to my soaked slit.  He surely had to have caught sight of the clamp on my clit, though I suppose it’s possible all he really saw was the base of the Husky dildo.  I tilted back and still quiet, pulled the phallus half way out of my slit.  I stifled a groan and began to pump the thick rod of rubber, opening my mouth into a silent “O” that matched my half-lidded eyes.  He couldn’t have torn his eyes away from me as I tilted my hips and quickly began to push myself into orgasmic ecstasy.  The only thing was that I knew I had to stop before I got there.  My chest started to heave, the electricity zapping my nipples strong enough to trigger a cascade of sensation driving me toward the cliffs of orgasm.  I closed my eyes, licking my lips roughly, clearly lost in the swooning drive of need.  My audience was frozen, his pulse thudding at his neck, wanting me to cum almost as much as I needed to.  And then, right when I felt like bursting, like giving in, I shoved the Husky in deep, tilted forward and pulled my hands away.  My knees thudded together even as I pulled my skirt back down.  The only thing I didn’t do was reach for my panties.

It took me a moment to pull myself together. My cheeks were hot and I sucked down some Diet Coke through the straw, pretending for just a moment it was Mike’s cock.  I nibbled a bit more of my food and then realized that I didn’t have the time or the appetite.  I pushed it away and slid out from behind the table.

The Husky dildo fell out.

It left a massive wet smear on the seat and I snatched it up quickly, tucking it under an arm where I could feel the juices of my near orgasmic experience soak into the material of my shirt.  I gave the gentleman watching a quick wink, my hips swaying as I lifted my right leg up to my hand.  Perhaps he got another look under my skirt, or perhaps he was just wondering what I was going to do with the panties still wrapped around my ankle.  I pulled them off over my flip flop, the crotch wet.   His mouth had fallen open and as I walked past him I dumped the soiled pink cotton in his lap. Dinner done. Fourth edge finished.  And I had to be too Julie’s place in about thirty to forty minutes.  I was in trouble.  I knew it.

I still had one more edge to do before getting the punishment I so richly deserved.
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***

I finished up just a tad bit breathless, soaked, desperate, wanting, and...  late.  It was only five or so minutes, but I knew it was just going to add insult to injury.  I’d actually been sitting in Julie’s apartment complex parking lot for the previous five minutes, frantically pumping a nine inch dildo in and out of my pussy, working myself into a visible froth as I danced along the edge of the metaphorical orgasmic cliffs. The TENS Unit was on as well, zapping the tips of my breasts and my well fried clit, leaving me only the tiniest bit of room between safety and the dizzying drop.  My sex was beyond soaked and the two orgasms I’d had that morning were long forgotten in the soup of sexual pressure that I’d rebuilt over the last ten or so hours.  I tossed the slimy dildo on the seat next to me just as I was forced to grit my teeth and strain, tightening up every muscle just to keep myself from earning another stupid punishment.  I sucked in a sharp breath and pushed my skirt down, covering up my slick and shaved slit and climbed out of my truck.

Climbing the stairs to Julie’s place left me pleasantly winded, especially since I’d been climbing two or three steps at a time.  I knocked hurriedly, as if doing so might spare me.  It seemed to take forever before the door opened and Julie Uterro stood there looking at me with an expression that was one part corybantic excitement, one part irrational irritation, and one part “you’re going to pay for that.”

“Hi Julie,” I said cringing at her demeanor.  She wasn’t happy.  “Sorry I’m late. Traffic was bad.”  I know I shouldn’t have lied, but it didn’t matter.  She seemed to know.  Maybe she’d been watching out the window or something.  Instead her eyes narrowed into slits and she took a step back to let me in.

She was wearing a black leather skirt that was shorter than mine and looked like it had been painted on.  A matching onyx colored band was wrapped around her miniscule bosom and it showed off her shoulders and belly.  Of course it would have helped if Julie actually had breasts.  If ever a girl needed a boob job it was Julie.  Except she didn’t want one.  She’d told me often enough that breasts were only meant for one thing, so she didn’t mind not having a rack big enough.  I took a breath as she put her hands on her hips and nodded toward my skirt.

“Strip Bre,” she said softly.

I plucked the remote for the TENS unit out of my waistband and took off my skirt, letting it fall to the floor.  Then I slipped out of the flip flops, kicking them off to the side.  If she noticed the swollen and saturated state of my sex she didn’t mention it, her eyes following my hands as I lifted my shirt and pulled it up over my head.  It wasn’t easy, what with the remote to the TENS unit in one hand.  But finally I managed it.

“Are those on?” Julie asked, nodding toward the small clamps on my breasts.  I nodded. Of course they were. I could feel the kneading pulse of the electricity.

“Turn them off and take the clamps off your tits,” Julie ordered.

I took a deep breath. It didn’t take much imagination to know where this was going.  One of the things Julie has always been known for is her forceful greetings.  I turned off the electricity and then gently pinched open the clamps, gasping as the blood rushed back into the smashed nubs.  Carefully I put everything on the floor, leaving just my clitoris still latched to the inactive TENS unit.

“Hands behind your head,” Julie warned me. I complied immediately, my chest already heaving, my pussy tightening in expectation. I knew what was coming.  I bit my lip, then thought better of it and clenched my teeth as Julie’s hand came up.  The slap she delivered to my breasts sent both heavy globes smashing to the side and only my widened stance kept me from falling over.  I cried out as my left boob tried very hard to move over to the right side of my chest all while forcing its partner off the patio entirely.  Then, before I could even really recover from that stinging blow, Julie delivered another one smashing everything back the other direction.  My body turned with the punch.  I let out a pained whimper and Julie began beating my breasts harder than she’s ever done before.  Usually I suffer through maybe a dozen strokes, usually open hand slaps.  This time she clenched her fists and punched my breasts as I stood there like a good little nympho humiliation pain slut and grimaced.  A couple of times I lost my grip, my body’s natural reaction to cover myself and protect the soft flesh of my front.  But even as that happened Julie glared at me, reached out and grabbed hold of both nipples, twisting and pinching until my knees buckled. “Hands back up!” she snarled, twisting until I complied.  Then the moment I was back in position the buffeting of my breasts continued.

I’m not sure how long it was before she finished with my boobs but both were darkly scarlet and burned with a scarlet heat tinged with blue fire.  I was going to have bruises; interesting ones.  I knew it right down to my soles.  Tears streamed down my cheeks and it seemed a struggle to suck in air.  Then Julie grabbed the TENS unit, turned it on to full power and speed, set the bloody thing to “knead” and as it began to do things to my clit, she turned and began pulling me to the dungeon.

Julie’s new apartment is much bigger than the old hole in the wall she used to live in, but admittedly it was much nicer.  The living room was twice as big, with a fireplace.  The dining room was bigger too.  But what was really unique was that Julie decided to go with a two bedroom place.  Granted, she could afford it.  But I didn’t live there with her. No one did.  The second room was dedicated to her hobby.  Torturing me sexually.

There was a rather unique and interesting wooden horse along one wall, complete with a crank shaft so it could be lowered and raised by one little girl.  A metal stool lacking a seat but sporting two wicked looking rubber dildoes sat in one corner, waiting for someone desperate or stupid enough to sit.  Along the opposite wall was a pillar surrounded by a leather kneeling pad.  I hadn’t even been introduced to that thing yet and I wondered if this was the night.  And last but not least there was a beaten up old coffee table, the one item of furniture transplanted from her old place to the new.  I’d been screwed on and to that table a number of times and it was to this old standby I was led again.

“Lay down. On your back,” Julie ordered.

I swallowed and did as told, my arms cradling my wounded bosom.  I sat down.  The table was solid oak and heavy enough that it had taken three burly guys to get it up there and in place. Slowly I lay back and Julie kindly placed a folded towel and pad under my head.  

“Wrists,” she said. I held up my arms, my breasts falling free.  Julie wrapped a pair of dark leather cuffs around each limb.  These were then pulled above my head and a moment later secured to the table itself. I’m not sure how. I just knew that nothing I did enabled my elbows to come down.  Forget covering my breasts.  If she wanted to take a cane to my boobs there would be absolutely nothing I could do to stop her.  So I stared up at the ceiling.  There were eye hooks everywhere.  Mike the Hardware Guy had come in and attached over a dozen different fasteners to the studs.

Julie began bringing a panoply of things out of the closet, lining them up on the floor down by my feet. She plugged a power strip into the wall and I saw her set the Hitachi massager down next to her violet wand. There was the scent of cinnamon as she lit a tall, red pillar candle and a bottle of mineral oil was placed within reach. A bowl full of clamps and clothespins rattled as it was tossed to the floor and last but not least, Julie produced a leather flogger I'd never seen before.

My breasts seemed to throb in time with the TENS unit still electrically pinching my clit and I studied this new weapon as she draped it over her shoulders. It seemed handmade, the leather straps cut in inch wide strips. It was long too, over two feet, and very supple. The handle was unusually thick as well, wrapped in the same leather straps.

Julie began by binding my legs open. Two leather slings were placed behind my knees and cordage run to eyehooks off to the ceiling above and to the sides. She drew each leg up and out separately, spreading me open and making it very clear where her intended target lay. The pillow under my head have me an excellent view of my own exposed sex, my clit visibly twitching between the pads of the electroclamp. My bare feet dangled loosely as Julie brought out another thin cord and wrapped it judiciously around my waist and then thighs, securing my lower half to the coffee table without blocking access to my petals. Finally she was ready. She pulled the whip from off her shoulders, shook out the dozen supple straps, and then swung it hard.

The stroke snapped the TENS unit clamp right off my clitoris and a loud, scary sounding crack filled the little room. A bright sting sensation suddenly bathed my entire crotch and instantly I tensed, toes curling. I gasped two, my hands pulling on the ropes holding them above my head but I wasn't going anywhere. Julie had done a perfect job binding me.

The sting became heat but then Julie swung again. My hips tried to thrust upward as my petals were again smashed flat. This time the sting felt worse, as if she'd poured acid over my flower. I bit my lip, twisting as the heat blossomed and she struck again. And then again. And again.

She didn't stop until I was crying out, my loins on fire, the flesh from inner thigh to my belly button flushed red. You could see the rectangular marks of the flogger on my skin bug as far as I was concerned it merely felt like she'd poured boiling water on me. My feet kicked wildly and then she dropped to her knees, picked up the Hitachi massager, turned it on high, and pressed it against my throbbing, burning, beaten clit.

The human brain is wired to provide analysis of sensory information in order to protect the body. It's why we jerk away from hot things, or flinch from an incoming blow. My own brain was still focused on trying to protect my sex from the flogger, so the sudden introduction of a powerful vibrator held against the super sensitive fold of flesh at the top of my slit made absolutely no sense on a visceral level. It confused the lower brain functions as the endorphins released by the pain mixed with the dopamine and oxytocin of pleasure. In essence, my mind was blurring and confusing the lines between agony and ecstasy. I found myself so painfully aroused that my clit swelled and I began panting. My hips rolled as I tried to push my pubis harder against the massager head, but Julie wouldn't let me. Frustration built quickly.

"You've been a very bad girl," Julie said as she worked me. "I told you not to cum and you disobeyed me."

I gasped. "You set me up," I moaned, shaking with need as the incredibly familiar sensation of extreme arousal blossomed between my legs.

Julie yanked the massager away and slapped my pussy hard. I yelped, again jerking wildly, but she pushed the rubber head right back into place, rubbing my clit. I began panting, my muscles tightening as I felt the orgasm approaching.

"That's my prerogative, slut. Oh my. Are you close to cumming? Look at your cute little toes curl." She pulled the massager away and again I cried out. This was the worst fucking edge ever! She flicked the Hitachi off. Stood up. And then to my horror swung the flogger at my pussy.

Pain exploded between my legs and some of the straps actually began soaking up some of the wetness. She beat me for at least two or three minutes non-stop and it wasn't until I was actually screaming that she stopped. I didn't even realize the flogger was no longer striking my petals. The scalding inferno between my legs held my attention, at least until she dragged the violet wand through my sex.

That made me jerk.  Generally I don’t find the violet wand to be that problematic.  In fact, I actually like the tingling sensation.  But then?  At that particular moment?  It wasn’t exactly painful, but it wasn’t pleasure either.  My confused brain didn’t know what to make of it, at least until she turned the flogger around and jammed the handle so deep into my sex that it struck my cervix.  Now that I could comprehend.  Julie began playing me at that point, pumping the thick, uncomfortable, amazing, please fuck me more handle through my tormented depths as she ran the violet wand along my legs.  She got this sick delight out of shocking the bottoms of my feet, running the wand along my calf and up to my thigh, down to my clitoris and then back across to the other side.  It was insane.  I blubbered.  I sobbed.  I begged. I pleaded.  I thrust back against the handle of her damned flogger and she just kept it up.  I have no idea how or when it happened, but suddenly I was there again, right at the fucking edge of the cliff, staring down as the orgasm rushed straight at me.  I clenched my teeth tightly together, not wanting Julie to know. I didn’t want her to stop it.

She yanked the flogger out of my sex, dropped the violet wand and then once more began to whip me between the legs.  The cry that escaped my lips was more about the frustration of not cumming than the hurt, at least for the first ten or so strokes.  She didn’t let up either.  The sting and heat of the flogger spread across my loins like fire in dry grass.  My petals, swollen and red jumped and danced as the leather strips lashed at them.  I squealed, keening out my distress and Julie stopped a moment later, leaving me struggling to breath, my entire body tense with pain.  

She tweaked my nose and shoved a rubber ball gag in my mouth.  It took her only a few seconds to get it buckled despite my twisting head and now muffled protestations. When I was satisfactorily silenced, she picked up the flogger and went right back to mining my discomfort.

I lost it.  My vision darkened, pain filled my senses, and I had no idea when it was going to end.  I wasn’t even kicking by that point as exhaustion overwhelmed me.  Finally it stopped and the throbbing of my clit matched the pulse of heat in my temples.  The only other thing besides the pain that I could really concentrate on was my breathing.  My chest heaved constantly.  I’d totally lost sight of what Julie was doing. I didn’t care.  Then I felt something cool land on my chest and I forced my eyes to focus.

“That whipping was your punishment for cumming this morning with Mike,” Julie said simply.  “Now I’m going to punish you for the second orgasm.”

I stared at her.  I was done.  Really.  There wasn’t really much more she could do.  My pussy felt like someone had used it as a baseball in a major league game.  I couldn’t take any more.  I shook my head, eyes widening as she began to rub the oil into my breasts.  She tweaked my nipples and then with her other hand moved it down between my legs, spread more oil.  I stiffened as her fingers found my sex and even though she was gentle, it still smarted.  Julie began working her fingers into my actual depths, slowly fingering me, her other hand still playing with the tips of my breasts until I groaned.  I couldn’t believe it. Not again.  Oh God please NOT AGAIN!

Five minutes, then ten, then fifteen and I finally felt the surge.  It combined with the deep setting ache left by the flogging and I marched, quite unwillingly let me assure you, back up the mountain, shoved along by the vicious and cruel dominatrix who was using me.  Two fingers had become three, then becoming four and eventually Julie slipped her entire hand into my pussy, making fists inside me while rapidly pumping.  I made all sorts of noise, from squeals of protest to groaning moans indicating that I was beyond resisting.  Julie played me like a master pianist tickles his ivories.  And then, right when I was there, peering over the metaphorical edge, my chest heaving with need, my pussy tight around her fist, she drew her hand out, wiped the good on my inner thigh, and picked up the God damned candle.

Wax, melted wax, fell down upon my open slit and the first two or three drops splashed onto my labia.  I’m almost positive I heard a hissing noise but it might have been my imagination.  My toes curled, my back arched and had it been possible, I probably would have jumped up screaming.  A long undulating wail escaped from my throat to be blocked by that damned rubber ball gag and then her aim improved and the next sizzling droplet of liquid paraffin found my clitoris.  I’m no stranger to being waxed and she had oiled me up nicely before.  Still, the sensitivity of my sex, the swollen beaten petals, my clit, which remember had been repeatedly and almost constantly shocked for hours, was just too sensitive.  It felt like she’d rested a hot iron on me.  The eyehooks Mike fastened to the ceiling?  Amazing.  Who would have thunk that they’d support the wild thrashing of a nympho humiliation pain slut in agony?

As soon as my labia and clit were completely coated she went for my breasts.  The heat surged into the tips of my nipples, coating the piercing and padlock on my right side.  I tried to thrash, but with my hands tied above my head so tight there wasn’t anywhere I could go.  I had maybe three or four inches of wiggle room.  And trust me, I used it.  That sent wax everywhere. On my belly, my sides, my collarbone.  Julie punished me for that by making sure she dripped hot wax on the undersides of arms, along that soft and sensitive line from elbow to pit.  Vicious. Mean. Horrible.  Or so I thought.  Because after she put the candle down and allowed my breathing to return to normal, she did the really vicious mean horrible thing.  She picked up the flogger.

Whack.  She brought it down across my boobs with enough strength to make it feel like I’d rolled around in a bed of nettles.  Paraffin went flying in little chips all over the place and my nipples sprung up so hard you could have used them to tee a golf ball.  There’s an idea… right?  It scares the hell out of me but wow…

“Now,” Julie said between strokes. “I hope,” stroke. “That you,” stroke. “Understand,” stroke. “That I,” stroke. “Have little,” stroke. “Patience,” stroke. “For your,” stroke.  “Antics.” Stroke.  “The reality Breanne, is that you aren’t supposed to cum.  I can sort of accept the situation with Mike, and yes, it was a test, or set up if you prefer.  But the second orgasm? Oh no.  That was just you being you.”  

My breasts felt as if they were on fire.  I was trembling terribly.  Pain washed over me.  Even the fact that it was being done to my sexual bits made no difference now.  She seemed to realize it and moved downward, the flogger flicking a few errant drops of wax off my abdomen.  And that’s when she hit me between the legs.

I know I should have been expecting it.  I should have.  I mean she’d left about a half a cup’s worth of wax covering my cunt.  But I wasn’t.  My brain had stopped working about an hour before and I was basically at the point where I was merely reacting to stimuli.  Talk about toast.  The flogger came up and then those strips of leather slashed down, smashing apart the appallingly thin covering of wax, and scoured my petals.  I screamed.  No. Really. I screamed.  As in please stop killing me screaming.  The ball gag caught most of it thank God, or think someone would have summoned the police despite my little torture chamber being on the outside wall of the apartment on the end.  I have no clue how many time Julie hit me between the legs, but then suddenly it was over.  I was sobbing and she was unbuckling the gag and holding my head. I felt my face pressed to her chest with her saying “sssshss” over and over, stroking my sweat soaked hair.

She untied my wrists first and I just wrapped my arms around myself.  My breasts hurt so much, but even that was nothing compared to my pussy.  My God.  I don’t think I’ve ever felt so much pain.  The leg slings went next and my feet flopped to the ground. Julie helped me up. I could barely stand.  Slowly we went to the bathroom and set me down on the toilet while she started the water.  I was so far gone that I actually peed with her standing there, something I’ve never done before.  Then she stripped herself, grabbed hold of me, got me into the hot water, and slowly, patiently, carefully checked every beginning bruise and mark on my body.

And I was marked.  The flogger had certainly left its mark.  Red lines were everywhere and while she never, not once, had broken skin, there was plenty of damage.  It would be at least a week before it really began to heal.  I hissed in pain as she washed me, though I admit when she did my hair I just sort of sunk into a half stupor.  I was half asleep when she pulled me out, dried me off, and took me too her bed, both of us naked.

I had just enough presence of mind to grab my phone…

Day Four

I woke up the next morning with Julie shaking me awake.  I hadn’t slept enough and groaned.  A quick glance at the clock made it clear she was trying to be nice though.  I still had a twenty minute drive across town.  Sometimes being a farmer absolutely sucks. I struggled into my skirt and blouse from the night before, grabbed a banana from the kitchen (no I did not fuck it first y’all,) and then shambled out to my truck.

I ached everywhere. Honestly, I wanted a spa treatment.  The throbbing of my breasts had sort of evened out, but my sex was still hurting.  Deeply.  Julie had asked me to text her when I got home so I pulled out my phone and did so.  At first I thought it was because she was worried about me.  The response made it clear that Julie’s real reason was just more torture.

And denial.

“Breanne, since you’re sore today, I think stuffing yourself with your Core Driller dildo would be perfect.  Tie it in with that old hemp thong you have, the one with the scratchy knot right above your clit.  Oh. And don’t forget you will need to edge six times. Make sure each thrust of that dildo is fast, hard, and deep. I want it to hurt.”

I think I let out a snarl, or a groan, but I went up into the house and upstairs to my bedroom.  I stripped naked and stood staring at myself in the closet mirror.  There were bruises forming everywhere.  Around my sex, on my labia and my boobs.  Good lord.  If I were to flash folks the goods the first thing they’d think was that I was the victim of domestic violence.  It looked like someone had beaten me half to death.  I cupped my bosom and winced.  Still, my nipples were hard.  I took a deep breath, grabbed hold of my toy box and carried it to the bed. It didn’t take me long to find the toy Julie wanted me stuffed with since it was the biggest damn thing in the box. I pulled out my Core Driller dildo and held it up.  

Originally called a “Colt Driller” I’d accidentally renamed it ages ago after I first got it as a present from Kari, my former mistress.  She’d wanted something a little thicker and bigger to go in me and while I’d been resistant to the idea, over the last few years I’ve come to really enjoy that massive dildo.  It stood literally a foot off the ground from base to tip and changed width in three not-so-easy stages.  To be honest it looked like a Saturn V rocket and I’ve said it before, but if it were white you could technically slap a NASA logo on the side and sell it in a kid’s toy store. No one would know the difference.

It also had a key ring on the bottom which was good because holding the Core Driller in was no easy task. Still, that wasn’t an issue because I laid back on my bed, spread my legs, and gently, very, very gently, began rubbing the tip back and forth across my sex.  I surprised myself.  I thought that after what Julie had done to me, masturbating would have been the furthest thing from possible.  But I was wet in seconds.  Seconds mind you.  And not just damp.  I’m usually “damp”.  It’s my natural state.  Me equals horny.  But I was wet. Soaked even, and the tip of the Core Driller slid in easily, pressing my bruised petals apart in ever widening stages.

I didn’t bother holding it in, or tying it in, or getting dressed. I was there, oddly aroused (considering what I’d gone through the previous evening) and it was just simpler to draw the Core Driller back out and then thrust it back in.  I started off with a set of slow and easy penetrations, not even putting in the full length, at least until I remembered what Julie had actually asked for.  So as I tightened up around the thick dildo I picked up the pace and depth and worked myself into a froth.

I edged. It hurt.  It was close.  I was scared of falling off and stopped early, but it didn’t matter. I was going at such speed, or maybe it was my sensitivity because I narrowly avoided the orgasm.  It would have been terrible had I been forced to go back to Julie’s for round two.  There was just no way I was going to allow that and so with my sex tingling and my breasts aching, I stopped with the thick rod inside me, struggled up off the bed, and plucked the hemp thong from my toy box.  Made a few years ago, my rope panties were nothing more than a circle that went around my waist made of thin nylon cord, while an inch thick piece of scratchy, dry, abrasive and unpleasant rope was connected at the back and front.  I slipped the crotch piece through the ring at the bottom of the Core Driller and then tied the slip knot at the front.  As designed, the heavy bump sat right over my abused clit.  Gingerly I got a pair of jeans and pulled it up, feeling the denim push against the knot.  I took a step, then another, feeling the excoriating action as the rope rubbed on my clit.

Oh my God. Five more edges?  The hell with that. Just walking was going to be a challenge.

***

My bottom lip trembled as I stripped.  I was in my bedroom and I was scared my clitoris would look like raw meat.  I pulled the jeans away and cringed.  Sure enough, my sex was bright red, the petals chaffed from the constant wetness and the hemp sliding through with every step.  I sat down, spreading my legs, feeling the thick Core Driller go just a bit deeper. I leaned back, sighing and reached down to untie the knot for the umpteenth time.  Pain radiated out and I decided that I didn’t like this.  Denial sucks and I’d spent the entire fucking day walking as if I were on eggshells.  Alternate that with the deep, fast, brutal masturbatory edges I’d been required to do, each of which kept me constantly wet, all while achingly filled with the biggest dildo I owned, and you can imagine where I was mentally, if not physically.

Not good.

I was frustrated. Beyond frustrated.  I needed orgasm.  Five times.  I’d already done it five times.  Out in the barn.  Out in a field on the tractor.  In my bedroom twice.  And once in the bathroom.  And here I was again, naked and laid out like a buffet on my own bed, legs spread, wetness leaking down, the thick rubber post sliding in and out, my own wrist working the action.  

Hard. Deep. Fast.  I’m gonna die.  I feel the urge to cum, the sudden and immediate pressure.  I’ve edged so much that now I can get from the bottom of the metaphorical mountain of orgasm to the cliffs in seconds.  It’s too fast and I force myself to a skidding stop as I dangle perilously over the edge, almost falling.  Tears form in my eyes as I struggle. I want to cum. I need to cum. Not fun…oh no.  Not fun at all.

Day Five

They say that time heals all things and despite the hemp thong of the previous day’s torment keeping my clit delicate bits sensitive and tender, I felt tremendously better when I woke up on Easter Sunday.  I stretched, feeling the thick Core Driller shift inside me.  I’d cast aside the thong when I’d gone to bed so the dildo was only being held in by a pair of tight blue and white striped panties, which was all I was wearing.  I resisted the urge to masturbate and instead climbed out of the sheets and found my phone.  Again there was a new text message from Julie and a dark chill spread through me as I read it.

“Bre - today’s toy is the Rotating Venus Penis, but you only have to turn it on while you’re edging.  Again, no cumming or I will punish you, so please cum.  I want you to cum!  Now you will need to edge seven times today and I want three of them to be done while you have cock in your mouth, with your breasts bared.  I want the men you suck to ask about your tits and why they look like that. Hoping to see you tonight. - Julie”

My mouth went dry.  The Rotating Venus Penis?  She couldn’t be serious!  That thing drove me nuts on a good day!  There was no way I’d be able to withstand seven edges with the RVP purring inside me!  It didn’t just vibrate! It ROTATED, like a finger swirling around inside a peanut butter jar, getting the last bits of tasty goodness out.  Was she nuts?

Then I realized I was being set up.  She knew what this would do to me.  The memory of the brutal whipping I’d endured was more than enough to chill me however.  I trembled, hugged myself, climbed out of bed, and removed my panties and the Core Driller.  My pussy tightened with needy spasms, reporting to my brain that yes I really did need sex.  There was this urge, this desperation that had formed from the torment of the day before and I began to wonder if the next punishment would really be that bad.   I mean, it wasn’t like I couldn’t handle another whipping, right?

Thank God we don’t remember pain very well.

I cleaned the Core Driller with the simple expediency of putting it in my mouth, licking it up and down before wiping it down with alcohol.  Keep your toys clean ladies.  You know that!  Then I plucked the RVP from my toybox, slipped the four inch rubber cock into my dripping slit, settled it all in place with the straps, and then stood in front of the mirror hanging on the door of my closet.  I stared at myself.  My breasts were black and blue with shades of sick green marring the curved flesh.  My sex was mostly hidden by the base of the RVP, but I’d seen the red and swollen flesh, the petals all engorged and sensitive.  I braced myself, focusing on the piercing and padlock on my right nipple, and turned on the RVP.

To low.

Just the vibe.

I gasped as my hips swung forward violently, my body reacting to the stimulation without even a mental component.  My brain realized I was actually fucking a moment later as my butt bobbed and weaved like a prize fighter in a box match.  My eyes widened as I realized, almost too late, that even enduring the single function, set to low, was going to push me over edge faster than I’d thought.  I let out a low moan and bit my lip as one hand found my bare nipple and began pinching.  Sometimes I’m not very bright.

I almost came. It was close and I turned off the RVP and just pinched as hard as I could, gasping as the pain finally overwhelmed the need to explode.  It was enough.  I held off, but I began to understand just what I was in for.  I’d need to be careful.  Horribly, terribly careful or I’d be spending the evening with Julie. Again.

***

“Mommy? Can we get donuts?” Rachel asked.  I looked down at her and smiled.  One thing I have to admire about seven year olds is how dedicated they are to the concept of dessert.  Or sugar.  My own mother was something of a sugar tyrant when I was growing up and I remember going over to Kari’s place one evening for a sleepover only to discover that most parents considered three Oreo cookies to be a “serving.”  I’d been traumatized. For years my mother had only let me have one.

I shouldn’t really complain since I’d stayed lithe and trim and looking good all through my school age years well into college and it wasn’t until my junior year at UH that the freedom from my mother’s gastronomic control got to me.  I put on thirty pounds.  It wasn’t pretty. Add pregnancy and I remember walking across the stage to get my diploma wearing a pair of jeans that would have doubled as a parachute had I fallen off the raised platform.

But that was about six years ago and one thing I have to say about being a cowgirl and rancher is that hard work and manual labor is a trimming force to be reckoned with.  That and eating my mother’s cooking for the entire time had quickly and easily put me back to my pre-college days of around a hundred and seventeen pounds soaking wet.  So donuts?  Sure. Why not.

My parents were hobnobbing anyway, a social activity that happened every Sunday without fail. I’m not personally much of a church-goer, but it was Easter and my mother would have blown a fuse if I’d chosen not to go.  So I’d put on a really nice and prim Easter dress that left my legs bare from the knees down, put on some makeup, got my hair braided and off we went.

I’m Catholic in case you weren’t aware of it and I think the pomp and pageantry of the whole thing is both awe inspiring and insanely boring.  Our priest, a saintly old man who had resisted every single one of my attempts to seduce him, was the most boring speaker on the planet and only the fact that my daughter was sitting next to me kept my RVP from being accidentally switched to “tumble and spin”.  So instead I was a good girl and tried not to fall asleep.

After mass came the obligatory breakfast and social gathering, which was the part my daughter preferred.  Donuts, every Sunday, along with juice and as she settled down with a couple of friends from Sunday School I found myself leaning against a nearby wall, arms crossed over my still bruised bosom, watching the crowd.  And that was when Bill Mays found me.

“Hi Breanne,” he said, sliding up next to me with a coffee in his hand.  Bill and I had known each other for years since he’d been one of the regular boys Kari had allowed to screw my brains out on a regular basis.  We’d gotten together a few times since, for quickies, but for the most part he wasn’t my type.

“What’s up?” he asked wickedly.  His hand went around my waist, behind my back and since we were still against the wall, I felt him slide his palm downward over my ass.  His fingers began tugging on the back of my dress, pulling the hem up.  “Anything fun?” he asked.

I gave him an exasperated look. “RVP,” I said shortly and brushed my hand behind me.  It knocked the material of my dress out of his fingers.

“RVP?” he repeated, clearly not recognizing the acronym.  

“Rotating Venus Penis,” I replied with a wicked, teasing smile.

“Sounds like fun,” he whispered in my ear. “Is it on?”

I laughed and shook my head.  “Hardly, or I’d be panting,” I assured him.

“I’d love to see that,” he replied, his eyes bright.

I gave him a shocked look. “Bill! It’s Easter! And we’re at church!”

His fingers tightened around my buttock again and gave me a squeeze.  “What can I say? I’ve missed having you.  Are you still a pain slut?”

And then I realized I had a golden opportunity.  I gave him a seductive smile. “Want to see?  Meet me at the AV closet in the upper hall,” I said, then walked away.  My daughter would be busy the next few minutes and my parents would be easy to find.  So I threaded my way through the masses and wormed my way through the church.  The back classrooms were easy to navigate and I found my way to this one little spot I’d discovered when I was still a sophomore in high school.

The AV closet.  Or Audio/Visual.  It’s where the church Sunday school classes stored their televisions and tape players and stuff like that.  But on Easter? No classes.  So no one would be dropping off their equipment or getting new stuff.  Bill was only a few steps behind, admiring my ass as I opened the door and snipped on the light.  It was crowded in there, but not bad.  There was room for two.  Bill joined me with a bright look on his face and I turned and faced him.

“No sex,” I said to him simply.  “But I will give you a blowjob.”

I wasn’t sure if the look that crossed his face was disappointment or satisfaction, but then his eyes widened as I began to take off my sun dress.  I was wearing a bra but the only thing I had wrapped around my lower half was the Rotating Venus Penis.  As I tossed my dress over a nearby television, he grinned with appreciation.  

“I like a girl who knows how to enjoy church,” he said tritely.  I laughed and then took off my bra.

“Holy shit!” Bill gasped.  “What the hell happened to your tits?”

I looked down.  They weren’t pretty, that’s for sure.  Blue and green marbling made my boobs like a granite countertop, with bruise colored veins.  Actually it was sort of impressive if you think about it.  I waved a hand in the air and gave him a rather exasperated glance.

“Bill, it’s me,” I said, putting a hand to my chest.

He blinked but then shrugged. To be honest, even back in high school I was sort of known to be a deviant pain slut.  It was sort of my stock and trade.  Look, I don’t have time here to go into it all.  Besides, that story is already told.  Just read “Coming of Age” if you want the gory details of my high school and college sex lives.

So with breasts bared and my RVP exposed I sank to my knees and began unbuttoning Bill’s trousers.  He was already at half-mast it wasn’t that difficult to bring him up the rest of the way.  I’m actually pretty good at sucking cock so within a minute of my heading bobbing up and down on his shaft he was hard as a rock.

My hand moved down to my hip and found the spot where I’d secured the control box for the RVP.  There were two dials, one which handled the vibrations centered in the base of the device, which then translated up through the four inch long plastic cock, and the other which controlled the rotation function, basically churning that phallic probe so that it swirled inside me like a stick in a butter churn.  I’ve never been able to handle that sensation very well, having that stirring feeling.  I cum in minutes. Really.  The vibrations I can handle.  

So I turned everything on to low.  The vibe came to life, sending a ripple of exquisite pleasure humming through my clitoris and petals while the phallus began its own dance.  Combine the vibrations and the rotation and you’ve got a recipe for sexual overload.  Think of a bomb.  The timer was set and frankly, unless something was done, I was going to explode.

I like sucking cock. I admit it.  I could very happily spend most of my day with cock in various holes and my mouth is always one I would gladly open.  There is just something so sexy and delicious about having a man that way.  I know I’m submissive, but for just a moment, for that time period, unless you’re bound and being skull-fucked, he is yours.  You control when he’s going to cum, how fast he moves, what happens to him.  You can worship him for hours or make him pop in minutes.  You can practice to become more skilled too.  

Bill was putty in my hands to be honest.  And has his eyes closed and he clearly became more and more entranced with what my mouth and tongue were doing, I was slowly losing control of my own needs.  I felt the orgasm inside me blossom, filling me up with waves of mindless pleasure that just sort of took a life of their own. I had no idea how it happened.  I might have stopped, turned off the RVP or something, but just at that moment I had to deal with two tablespoons worth of cum shooting down my throat as Bill erupted wildly and during the oral commotion my loins exploded on their own.

See? It wasn’t actually my fault.

Crud. I’m so going to get punished.

2nd Punishment

I wasn’t late this time. Even though I’d spent the entire day in sexual frustration except for my morning blowjob with Bill, I knew better than to show up late.  So when I arrived at Julie’s apartment for my admittedly earned punishment, I was right on time, with my button up shirt opened down the front, and the short skirt I was wearing ready to fall off with just the right twitch of my bottom.  It was a fetching look and I knew it was perfect because the guy I passed while climbing the stairs to Julie’s third floor apartment almost dropped his groceries.  And I didn’t even “accidentally” open the shirt.

But I did pass him.  I’m betting he looked up my skirt too.  Well good for him.

Julie opened the door of her apartment and was still dressed in her work clothes.  Damn she looked good!  Granted, I’m betting the top two buttons of her blouse had been closed during the day, but now, while getting ready to cut loose?  She was hawt and I liked it.  The smile on her face made me tremble and since I was so wet my plan was simple.  Let her do whatever she liked to me, enjoy it, and hope to God she’d fuck up and let me cum.

“Breanne, so ready…” she whispered as the door shut behind me.  I couldn’t help grinning, despite knowing what was about to happen.  Julie’s idea of a greeting generally involves my boobs and her open palm.  She didn’t even have to say anything to me. I just opened my shirt enough to let my breasts hang out.  Her hand came up as I interlaced my fingers behind my head and then she attempted to move my bosom to a new time zone via aggressive impact.

It hurt. More than usual.

I think that’s because my breasts were still covered in the bruises from her beating two days before and that sort of ache doesn’t go away for quite a while.  Within two or three strokes of her hand I was keening under my breath, my stamina much lower than usual.  And like any responsible dominatrix, she recognized that the physical damage necessitated a slightly lighter response.

So she only hit me about half a dozen times.  Somewhere around the fourth, or perhaps third, my body twitched enough that my skirt fell down to my ankles, exposing the straps and plastic mass of the Rotating Venus Penis.  The toy was silent at that moment, which was a good thing.  I’d had it on a number of times that day, and since Julie hadn’t quite specified settings or anything like that, I’d kept the thing tightly reined in, especially after I’d lost control at Church.

“I think we’ll lose that now,” Julie said, her hand trailing down my body, making me tremble.  Her fingers got to the first of the straps and she began tearing at the Velcro until I felt the loosening.  The four inch plastic cock slid from my sex and I resisted the urge to moan.  You have to understand; I’d EDGED all day.  Multiple times. Six edges and only one orgasm.  And Bill hadn’t been the only guy to get a blowjob and boob show.  

So I was pretty darn wet.

She held the RVP up to my mouth and I obediently opened up so that she could stick the sticky, gooey, Bre soaked toy against my tongue.  I slurped noisily and fast, mostly because the taste was a little strong.  That unpleasantness only last four or five seconds though and then she was tossing the RVP on the couch.  She grabbed the little covered container, opened it, and brought out a pair of alligator clamps on a chain.

I took a deep breath.  Julie’s clamps are our way of communicating needs to each other.  If I get to select the clamps, I can choose between a number of different options.  For example, the vibrator clamps mean that I really need to cum; hard and fast and multiple times.  If I wanted a long, drawn out session of sexual torment, with hours of denial, then the Clover clamps were the torment of choice. If I was in desperate straits, mad with desire, needing intensity and pain, I was to pick the alligator clamps. If I needed her to go easy on me, then I was to wear the clothespins, the direction of application itself a sign. Straight on meant she could basically do whatever she wanted to my breasts, while placed from the bottom meant the opposite. Up meant she could go to town. Lastly the vice clamp meant that she could do to me as she pleased.

Of course occasionally Julie got to pick the clamps.  The meanings were the same, but it just meant that she needed me to feel certain things, and having the sharp toothed metal jaws biting on my nipples meant just one thing.

This was going to hurt.

She led me trembling to her new dungeon.  She didn’t need a spare bedroom, which meant that the only reason she’d paid the money for so much space was to actually torture me sexually, which was kind of complimentary if you think about it.  The room itself had already undergone several interesting changes since I’d first seen it.  Then it had been stark white with just a simple light fixture on the ceiling.  Now the walls were painted in different shades of gray, in strange strips ranging from almost white to almost black.  It was actually a bit disturbing.  Sort of a “dungeonesque” type style except so modern that you almost wanted to cringe.  I sensed Kari’s influence, especially since two sconce lights had been added and the ceiling light fixture had been replaced by this steel construct that cast light everywhere but on the floor.  Several spot lights on two tracks were used for that, leaving strange pools of shadow and light in unexpected locations.  

There was furniture too and that hadn’t really changed.  The wooden horse was right there, one of Mike the Hardware Guy’s constructs.  It didn’t exactly scare me, but I figured that was where I was heading, at least until Julie pushed me past it.  The coffee table she’d bound me too for the brutal whipping I’d endure two night previous was pushed off to the side, and instead she led me to the one thing I’d yet to experience, where my curiosity had been focused.  She took me to the pillar.

It was about four feet in height and constructed of solid oak.  The edges were slightly sanded and the whole thing was stained black, then polished enough to gleam.  On each side of the pillar were a number of steel rings, clearly meant for binding.  The base of the pillar was clearly mounted in some sort of holder, but Mike the Hardware Guy had padded a square roughly three feet wide with foam and black leather, so I had no idea how the pillar was attached to the floor.  Frankly I didn’t care very much either.  

There were also holes in the pillar, on the sides opposite the steel rings.  The holes looked ominous and were drilled close together, with only an inch or so of hard wood between each one.  Of course these really didn’t get the focus of my attention since there was also a set of steel stocks bolted to the top of the pillar.  There were five holes and it was pretty clear that the stocks could be removed from the pillar and my ankles and wrists could be put in them at the same time, or my head and wrists.  Talk about multipurpose torture tools, right?

The other thing I noticed was that there were two blocks of sanded, unpainted two x four, lying on the leather pad to either side of the ring sides of the pillar.  Julie looked at me with an evil smile.

“Kneel on the blocks with your back to the pillar,” she said simply.  I nodded obediently and went to my knees.  It took a bit of wrangling my body to get where she wanted me, but eventually I managed, feeling the slick smoothness of the pillar against my rump.  The blocks were not padded and I hoped I wouldn’t be on them very long.  My toes pressed against the leather pad and I would have much preferred to be kneeling on that.

Julie pulled two sets of bondage cuffs and the black leather collar from the nearby closet and went to work.  I tilted my head to the side as she quickly wrapped the bondage gear around my neck, though I was a bit surprised when she rotated it so that the ring was in the back.  Then she did my wrists and ankles and by the time she was done I was shifting my weight back and forth between my knees, which were hurting quite a bit.

“Hands up,” she said.  I lifted my hands and Julie clipped the cuff to the one of the steel rings on the pillar, effectively binding my right hand up near my ear.  Then the left side followed and I pulled, relieving some of the weight on my knees.  It wasn’t much, and I couldn’t get myself all the way off the blocks, but it was something.  

“Ack!” I said a moment later.  I’m not sure what she did, but my collar was now pulled back and was pulling against my throat.  Not comfortable at all and while I was still getting air, there was a slight tightness to it, just enough to make it feel like I was about to be choked at any moment.  I felt Julie’s touch on my feet and then my ankles were clipped together on the back side of the pillar.  She left my toes pressing against the leather pad. Then she went back to the closet and when she reappeared she was holding a stick.

For about half a second I thought she was going to hit me with it.  She was holding it like a club and the thing was at least a foot and a half long, easily two inches thick, slightly tapered at both ends, and looked like a belaying pin on a Spanish Galleon.  (I know because I once toured the Juan Sebastian de Elcano when it was in Galveston ages ago!)  Or actually, now that I think about it, it looked more like a French rolling pin.  

It was unstained but looked varnished since it also glistened in the flood lights and after I got over the initial impression that Julie was going to beat me with the damn thing, I wondered if she were going to jam it up inside me, using it as some sort of dildo.  That concern increased dramatically when she dropped to her knees in front of me and began rubbing the edge of the wooden dowel against my sex.

I moaned. Instantly I left about a sea’s worth of juice on that stick and she liberally lubricated it by rubbing the end and sides through my petals.  But no penetration. She didn’t stick it in at all and let me tell you that by the time she’d done half that dowel I wanted her to jam it up inside me.  Three inches thick and a foot and a half long?  Hell yes.

I felt her push and I tilted my hips, taking some of my weight on my bound wrists, hoping to make it easier for her to get inside me.  Instead the gooey tip skidded across my perineum, barely touched my ass, and then, to my shock, penetrated the pillar behind me, sliding neatly and perfectly into one of those holes.  It settled in with a firmness that shocks me, though considering Mike’s handiwork, it probably shouldn’t.  I could feel the dowel pressed against me though, my petals just barely touching the thing.  And the sad part is right at that moment, I couldn’t see what was coming.  And I should have.

“Brace yourself,” said Julie.  I blinked and then she reached down and tugged the 2 x 4 blocks out from under my knees. Immediately I fell two inches, only to be brought up short, my kneecaps a full inch above the padded platform, by the wooden dowel now supporting my entire weight, right between my legs.

As far as wooden horses go, this wasn’t actually that bad.  I was mostly upright, with my weight going straight down, and the dowel was curved instead of shaped like a prism.  So while it was distinctly uncomfortable, it wasn’t as agonizing as the real wooden horse.  This was like a… hmm… distant cousin?  It obviously wasn’t a pony of course, but… I don’t know.  Mule?  Oh well, I have no idea what to call it.  I guess we’ll call it a mule or something.  In any event I could pull down on my wrists and get at least a third to maybe even half my weight off the pin and since my clit wasn’t anywhere near getting smashed against the tapered wood, I didn’t fret too much.

See, riding a wooden horse creates a simple physics paradigm.  You have no support, meaning that all or most of your weight (depending on how you are secured) is on the small spot between your legs.  What makes a wooden horse cruel and vicious is that within seconds the pressure overwhelms the nerves on any one spot, so you start to rock back and forth.  This allows the spine of the horse to dig into your ass, then into your perineum, then actually into your pussy. Eventually you will mash your clit into the edge as well, just in desperation.  And that’s how it’s sexual torture.  So you get this back and forth rocking movement.

Forget that on the mule.  There was no rocking movement. I was just me going up and down, like on a pony ride.  My clit never came close to the dowel.  Which was fine by Julie since she suddenly produced a toy I’d never seen.  The bottom half was shiny silver while the top was made of purple silicon.  It was also oddly shaped, looking more like a tuning fork than a sex toy.  I’ve never had the money to purchase expensive toys and while Kari had occasionally gotten something high priced, she’d never purchased a teaser like this.  Kari had always thought things like floggers, or leather saps were appropriate purchases for me.

Julie pressed the button on the side and I could barely hear the motor start.  The dowel continued digging in between my legs but that sensation was suddenly washed completely away as Julie lightly touched my clit with one of the forks of the vibrator.  

“W-what is that thing?” I asked, my voice tense and strained.

“Crave Duet,” she replied. “Like it?”

Had I been able to I would have rolled my eyes. Did I like it? Of course. It was a vibrator pressed up against my clit and I was so horny I’d have been fine humping a fence post in an earthquake.  Hell, any vibrator would have been fine and while I have to admit the silicon was so soft and pliable that it felt amazing, I’m not that picky.  Sure Cadillacs and Corvettes are nice, but a Ford F-150 gets you around too.

“And it does this,” Julie whispered, moving her hand.

She slid the Crave Duet across my sex and suddenly my clit and petals were between the forks of the vibrator.  Oh my God.  Imagine taking two high dollar vibrators and pressing them to each side of your clit.  I gasped, rocking my hips and squirming in my bonds as Julie used her hand to tilt the Crave Duet back and forth.  My mouth opened in a low moan and then my breasts were heaving as I felt the orgasm I’d been needing since I’d blown Bill come roaring forth.

And she stopped. She turned off the vibrator and pulled it off my clit.  I let out a cry of dismay as the stimulation ceased, leaving me just the discomfort of the dowel digging into my crotch.  Julie tossed the Crave Duet down on the pad in front of me, walked around to the back, and grabbed the metal chain connecting my ankles.  She pulled upward violently, tipping my entire body forward. I tried to compensate with my wrists, but the force on my feet made doing anything with my arms pointless.  The tightness of the collar digging into my throat increased and suddenly breathing became twice as difficult. I gasped, sucking in air, my chest heaving.  I struggled to figure out how to relieve the pressure on my windpipe and finally managed to get a full breath as my arms relieved the pull on my throat.  That’s when my clit, which had been feeling pretty awful thanks to the denial of clitoral orgasm, reported a new sensation, and it sure as hell wasn’t the sensual perfection of the Crave Duet.

Julie had secured my feet to the pillar using a pair of chains no doubt hooked to one or both sides, where the steel rings were embedded. I’d tell you, but it’s not like I could actually see how she’d secured me.  All I knew was that I was now tilted forward by about fifteen degrees.  My boobs were hanging deliciously, my bare feet and toes were in the air on the other side of the pillar, you could have slid a broomstick between the pad and my kneecap, and my tormented, swollen, desperate clit was now mashed on the dowel.

I began to frantically rock my hips, trying to relieve the pressure and was relatively unsuccessful.  The Crave Duet had lubricated me and soaked the dowel so that my movements looked more like me humping the stick than trying to find a more comfortable seat.  Julie picked up the Crave Duet and moved back around to the other side of the pillar. I heard the luxury vibrator activate again and she began dragging it across the sole of my right foot.

I’m not exactly ticklish.  Okay, I am.  But only in certain ways. For example, I love having my feet rubbed.  You could lightly drag your fingertips across my soles for hours on end and have me singing your praises.  I would gladly suck cock for hours as long as someone was rubbing the bottoms of my feet.  I love the sensation.  It’s almost tickling, but it isn’t.  Do you know what I mean?  And that’s what having the Crave Duet run across the bottoms of my feet felt like. Almost tickling, but in a good way.

Of course usually I’m not sexually frustrated, humping a hard dowel of wood, with my nipples caught in a pair of steel toothed clamps.  I shook with desire and with pain and with pleasure.  Julie’s fingers found my other foot, the left side, and to my horror, she began to actually tickle me, her nails scrabbling against my sole.  It didn’t hurt, but suddenly it was so intense, so terrible, so overwhelming that I began bucking.  The whole pillar shuddered as the one hundred and seventeen pound redhead who was completely attached to it and nothing else, managed to make it shift.

I have no idea how long the torment lasted.  Pain was flooding up from between my legs and I was crying - though not from the pressure on my clit. I was crying from the tickling.  The Crave Duet vibrator moved to my left sole and then Julie began tickling the right foot.  

“Stop! Oh fuck! Stop!” I screamed between insane giggles and a number of choked sobs.  My arms were getting tired and I was hurting.  She kept it up for another minute, though it felt like hours, and then she suddenly released the chain that kept my feet up and my body’s angle changed suddenly. My ass pressed up to the pillar once more, I rocked back, taking the pressure off my squished clitoris, and took a full breath, the wracking sob of relief overwhelming me.

Julie came back around, still holding the Crave Duet and without a word of warning, slipped the forks right back around my clit. The noises coming from my mouth sounded a lot like the pained bleating of a goat and my hips rocked back and forth.  My nipples throbbed as my pulse pounded through my body, my sex struggling to meet the goals set by my demonic tormentress and the seven edges that had left me desperate.  The intensity of the vibrations changed, pulsing and throbbing and caressing my clitoris and my eyes locked onto Julie’s.  We stared at each other, the tension between us almost palpable.  Once more I could feel the burst of orgasm approaching.

“Please,” I sobbed.

And Julie took the Crave Duet away from my clit.  I choked back a string of expletives, totally unaware that she’d moved behind me again.  My feet came back up. I rocked forward, my air cut off, choking me as I struggled to move my arms again and then the pain between my legs burst through it all like lemon juice through cream, curdling everything.

I blinked through my tears and watched as Julie dragged the coffee table in front of me. My hips rolled, rubbing my crushed clit against the dowel.  She sat down on the table top, spreading her legs, her black dress rising up.  She pulled her black lace panties down her thin legs and off over the high heels.  And then, with a look of utter cruelty, she pressed the Crave Duet against her own flower, pinning her clit between the prongs.  Her eyelids fluttered as she pleasured herself, but she never closed them. Instead she stared at me, at my suffering, at my need, at me fucking the wooden dowel in exquisite agony, knowing that I wasn’t going to cum.  Her breathing became heavy and labored just as mine had and then she threw her head back, mouth open in a cry of ecstasy that made me so jealous that for a moment I hated her with all my heart.  The Duet was jammed against her sex and she’d even slipped a good portion of it into her depths, pumping manically.  

She came down from the cliffs of orgasm like a falling leaf, fluttering back to earth with deep and luxurious sighs.  She blinked the bliss of euphoria out of her eyes as I whimpered and moaned, shuddering violently as my body tried to deal with the stresses placed upon it.  At that very moment I didn’t know what I needed more - to have the pressures on my clit relieved or increased until I popped.  Julie turned off the vibrator and dropped it on the leather pad, then hurried around to the pillar.  In seconds my feet were free, then the choke hold on the collar, and then to my shock, my wrists.  I fell forward only to have her catch me and pull me off the dowel.  My hands went between my legs and I felt the river of fluids coating my petals and thighs.  Julie grabbed my wrists, clearly concerned I was going to masturbate, but I hurt too much.  She held me in her arms as I let out another choked sob.

“Ssshhh,” she whispered, stroking my hair. “You’re okay.  You survived it.  And that’s your punishment for tonight.  No more, okay?”

Tears poured down my cheeks.  Not because of the pain I’d endured.  But because I felt so tense, so needy. I wanted her to throw me down and take me, to run her tongue through my folds.  I wanted her to get a baseball bat and fuck my violently with it.  Or better yet…

My fingers found the Crave Duet and I held it up.  I found the button to turn it on immediately and instead of bringing it to my own sex, I pushed it up against Julie’s.  She gasped, eyes widening.  She let out a low moan as I rubbed it back and forth and I could see the pulse in her throat.  I pinned her clit between the prongs of the Duet and played with her until I could see the same need bubbling in within her.  Her hips churned, pressing up against me and then, just before she was able to achieve climax, I pulled the Duet away, turning it off and tossing it to the ground.

Julie gasped and fell back as I pushed myself up and away.  My own sex was still dripping and I began unbuckling the cuffs.  Julie just sat there, her legs splayed open, her dress up around her waist, her shaven sex pink and wet and her clit swollen and extended.  She blinked in shock.

“What the fuck?” she demanded.

I finished taking off the ankle cuffs, tossing them down.  My body trembled with energy, with need, with desperation and honestly, I was sort of hoping she’d hop up and grab me, forcing me into more torment, to punish me because at that point, even whipping my pussy would have made me cum.

“You know what?” I said, glaring at her.  “The wooden horse isn’t the scariest thing in here.”  I kicked the Crave Duet over to her so that it landed between her knees.  One of her high heels had fallen off and the delicate curve of her bare foot was so damned distracting. The milky white of her skin contrasted so perfectly with the black leather pad.  

“That is,” I said.  Then I turned tail and marched my perfect ass out of Julie’s dungeon and into the living room.  She didn’t cum out as I pushed my legs into my skirt, or whimpered as I pinched open the stupid alligator clamps, dumping them back into the wooden box.  I didn’t bother with the shirt, flinging it over one arm as I opened the door and stormed out into the evening.  The door closed behind me and two minutes later I was in my truck, heading for home.

The Crave Duet indeed.

Day 6

Clamps; they’re nefarious.  That’s my new word for the day and I think it describes a number of things: clamps in general, specific clamps, the sensation caused by clamps, and hell - I should add in Julie just because.

In general clamps are nefarious because of what they are.  And I’m talking about clamps used for sexual stimulation purposes guys.  I don’t want all you carpenters or metalworkers out there to get all bent out of shape because you think I might not like your tools.  Trust me. I really like your tools.  But clamps are designed to place a great deal of pressure on a specific point and if that specific point happens to be one of my nipples, my clitoris, or even my psyche, then that does seem to be pretty nefarious.

I’ve got lots of different clamps.  I started out with clothespins when I was young and those wooden pegs with the metal spring tight and the wood hard, are still one of the best tools for tormenting a girl’s daring bits.  Whether you set them on my nipples or between my legs, clothespins have got to be one of the most versatile, creative, and terrible sex toys around.  You haven’t experienced clothespins until you’ve had about two dozen of them attached to your body, all connected with string, the last three on your nipples and clit, only to have them ripped free at the moment of orgasm.

But that’s not all. I have a couple of sets of duck bill clamps as well.  These simple pressure clamps, usually capped with rubber and adjustable are just run of the mill stuff.  Every couple experimenting with BDSM ends up with a pair of these and they have a tendency to slip off.  I don’t use mine very often.  And they only come in pairs, which sort of sucks. I have a pair of bell clamps too, or I guess I should call them tweezer clamps since essentially they’re just a set of metal bars, connected on one end, that you essentially slide on to the delicate part you want clamped.  They can hurt, or not and they ring with every step.  Talk about humiliating.  But it’s good too.  

My clover clamps are the favorite choice of my various mistresses and masters, both in real life and online. They’re tough, come with assorted hardware for attachments (from connecting chains to weights, to spring loaded weights, to even bells!) and thanks to Mike the Hardware Guy, every single set I owned, or that anyone I knew owned, each pair sported the same sort of ridges you would find on a pair of really good pliers. They don’t slip.  And when you’re coated with oil, pussy juice, or just perspiration, that’s a good thing.

Hmmm…. or is it?

I’ve got another set of clamps too; my alligators.  Honestly, these are painful, but mostly for show.  They hurt, don’t get me wrong. I don’t like wearing them for longer than an hour tops.  But mine have been altered to reduce the pressure, and the metal teeth dulled, mostly because I didn’t want to bleed.  These are for show.  If I’m going to be made to go around showing off my breasts, then this is usually what I’m told to wear.  People’s eyes widen in alarm when they see my chest looking like an electrician’s wet dream.  And God help them if my clit is in the same condition.

There are electro-clamps too.  I’d already worn them for a full day earlier that week, but that torment wasn’t about pressure.  It was about the steady beat of the TENS unit zapping my nipples and clit until I was half mad with desperation and ready to fuck just about anything remotely resembling cock.  Zucchini, bananas, gear shifts, staplers, water bottles, barrel cactus...  Have you got any idea what it’s like to be walking around, horny as fuck, with the sensation of someone giving the tips of your breasts and your clit a light squeeze every second?  It can drive a girl nuts…

And then…. then there are my vibrator clamps, a trio of battery driven toys, just lightly attached to my most sensitive bits, a single switch commanding a tiny motor to begin spinning, a small offset weight at the end of the shaft, making the entire casing shake, tremble, and rock.  Whatever little nub these kind of clamps are attached to endure a non-stop tirade of seismic shocks, the epicenter of their own little man-made earthquake.  And when you’ve got three going, well… there’s not a whole lot you can do except hold on for the ride and pray it’s over quickly.

Or not.

I stood there for a second trying to get a grip.  It wasn’t easy.  I’d spent the vast majority of my morning caught between that same proverbial rock and hard place, except for me the rock had been the trio of vibrating clamps while the hard place had been the requirement of edging myself close to orgasmic release and stopping when I was breathless and desperate.  Julie’s orders had been simple and diabolical.  Wear the clamps all day.  Turn them on for my edges.  But if you think about it, that wasn’t going to be easy.  In order to edge with the vibrator clamps it meant I had to turn on three individual clamps, with three separate switches.  The first thing that had gone through my mind was how the heck I was going to get them all off in time to keep myself from sliding off the orgasmic edge? And then Julie also felt that I needed motivation or something because she texted me just a few minutes after I’d put the clamps on, but before I tried for the first edge:

Breanne - why don’t you also put the Thrusting Anal Vibe in your ass?  Wear it all day, on or off, your choice.  But this afternoon head to the mall in NHPS attire, with a set of rubber bands and get 10x10 snaps to each foot with the TAV on.  Oh.  And do one of your edges at the beginning and end.

I groaned.  Could the day get any worse?  A trio of hard to stop vibrators buzzing on my clit and nipples?  A forced edge in public, where I was being humiliated by not only an inappropriate outfit, but by asking strange men to snap a rubber band against the soles of each foot?  And a public edge at the back end as well?

Why not just drag me out into the yard and shoot me?

I moved woodenly as I grabbed the Thrusting Anal Vibe from my toy box, a distinct frown on my face. I lubricated it completely, and not using just pussy juice. I used oil. Lots of it.  Grapeseed is my personal favorite. Only then did I reached behind and spend the next five minutes gingerly, uncomfortably, and annoyingly shoving the massive motorized plug up my derriere.

I turned it on the moment it was in, mostly because I knew the vibrations would help my ass adjust to the feeling of being stuffed and not because I was trying to push myself over the edge or anything.  What I hadn’t really anticipated was the sort of priming those sensations did to my pussy.  I was already damp and by the time I’d dressed and made it down to the barn I was soaked.  I concentrated for a while on chores and then, when I felt emotionally ready, I turned off the Thrusting Anal Vibe and got ready to edge. You should have seen me!  I opted for going mostly naked, scared that I’d get so close that taking the time to unbutton my shirt or yank down the jogging pants I was wearing would mean automatic failure.  And after the previous night, there was no way I was letting that happen again.  

The memory of Julie’s whipping was still very fresh and present in my mind, mostly because I could still see and feel the damage.  My breasts were the worst oddly enough, covered in a series of dark blue and green bruises that looked pretty bad.  They ached, were sore, and the idea of cumming and going back to Julie’s for round two of “Beat Breanne’s Bruised Boobs” didn’t sound like the sort of game show I wanted to do a repeat appearance on. At least, not for a while.

My groin also sported visible damage, something I’d noticed that morning while putting the first vibroclamp on my clitoris.  I was still quite flushed down there, my petals and clit slightly abraded from the abuses heaped upon that particular part of my body. I found a few flakes of wax which I plucked off, and I was sensitive, even tender.  Had someone ordered me to ride the wooden horse for longer than thirty minutes I’d have probably called for a medical out.

Maybe even twenty minutes.  I know.  That’s serious!

The first edge, with me standing there tossing feed to the pigs, had only lasted about four minutes.  The Thrusting Anal Vibe had left me wet, and not just my normal wetness, but the terrible “I need to get screwed now” sort of moisture that men dream about, where a simple, single thrust can drive their cock deep - no foreplay required.

Hold that thought.  Foreplay is always required. It’s just that with me, the foreplay starts at five in the morning and pretty much doesn’t stop all day.  That’s the point.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and there are even rules about being wet and ready at all times.  So there I stood, my ass stuffed full, my shirt open, my pants around my ankles, my bottom lip caught between my teeth and I let the clamps pull me up the mountain, waves of sweet pleasure caressing me, until I could see the precipice ahead.  I was moving at a decent pace, not too fast, not too slow, but steady and as the edge came closer and closer my hand began to move.  I turned off the clamp on my right nipple.  It was set behind my piercing and padlock and bothered me the most of the two on my bosom.  I think the hardware I was wearing made it more effective, since the added weight was dangling out there and responded favorably to being rattled.

That slowed the forward progression, but didn’t halt it.  My pussy was pulsing, even though there was nothing inside it to squeeze, which just felt wrong. Instead my ass clenched around the Thrusting Anal Vibe, simulating getting nailed in the rear.  It didn’t make it easy to bear. I was still heading toward the line.  A moment later I shut off the other nipple clamp, leaving just the buzzing between my legs.  I slowed even more, but there was the edge, looming just in front of me.  My hand went quickly down and I didn’t even bother to turn off the clamp clinging to my clit. I just pulled it off.  That tingled and actually pushed me forward for a second, but then, with only an inch or two to spare, I slid to a metaphorical stop on an allegorical cliff, my chest heaving, my ass compressed around an absurdly thick plug, a fiery desperation chewing at my nerves.

I think it took me five minutes to pull it together.  I buttoned my shirt and pulled up my pants.  Then I turned the Thrusting Anal Vibrator back on.  And to think, just seven more edges to go...

***

I was standing in the mall, attracting way more attention than I really wanted.  Part of it was because I was an attractive, lean, pretty redhead. They always get attention.  But the other half of the equation had to do with the fact that the attractive, lean, pretty redhead was wearing an outfit the screamed “do me!”  The skirt which was wrapped around my waist was blue denim with a ruffle and was barely long enough to keep me from going to jail on public indecency charges. My top wasn’t any better.  I’d been given a peasant blouse almost a year before that was one of those off the shoulder types of things, except this one didn’t go down any further than the bottom of my boobs. Actually it looked like a set of pleated drapes hanging across the top of a window, covering up just enough to be decent, while leaving so much exposed that you couldn’t help but think incredibly naughty thoughts. So with bared midriff, shoulders, arms, and legs, my boobs and butt barely covered, I plodded down the concourse between stores lined up on either side, trying to get a grip.  It certainly wasn’t easy considering everyone was staring at the local whore.  Part of me cared and part of me didn’t.  The part that didn’t was just a tad bit more concerned about the more immediate problem;

Vibration.

Usually when you hear someone complaining they have to worry about vibration it’s a rocket scientist over at NASA or Virgin Galactic or whatever.  Or maybe it’s a seismologist whose sensors are just a little too close to the nearby freeway.  For me however, vibration was more visceral.  It started in my ass, leapt like lightning to my clitoris, and then jumped up to my nipples, tingling and rippling in waves that created all sorts of dangerous tensions.  I was like a fault line getting ready to let rip.

I’d edged a number of times already that day, but Julie had been a little more specific about my torment that afternoon, ordering me to head to the mall after I’d called and queried her. After a brief phone conversation I’d found myself with the daunting task of dressing like an absolute slut, heading to the mall, vibrating myself close to orgasmic overload using just the clamps and thrusting anal plug, followed by a slow walk around the mall, seeking what Julie likes to call 10x10 snaps to the soles of my feet.  This would then be followed by another edge. Talk about overkill in the nympho, humiliation, pain, and slut categories.

I’d managed the opening edge by disappearing into a clothing store and just letting the waves of reverberating pleasure take me to the brink, hunkered down behind a clothing rack.  When you stand there, eyes closed, a Thrusting Anal Vibe wriggling in your ass like a living thing, while your nipples and clit are slowly and terribly rubbed into orgasmic bliss, stopping in the middle of a masturbation isn’t exactly easy.  Earlier my clothing had made it a challenge to get all three of vibrating clamps turned off. I had to admit though that the outfit she’d picked out for my afternoon soiree made it a damned sight easier to get to the offending toys, turning them off when I was close to cumming.  So trembling with need, wet with desire, and thanking God the clamps were no longer on, I set out in my slip on, crystal soled, fuck me heels, looking for sadists.

It’s not easy.  Finding sadists I mean. Oh sure, most men are willing to do a fuck and a spank at a moment’s notice, but finding ten different someones each willing to put ten snaps to each foot wasn’t exactly easy.  Or was it twenty different someones each willing to put ten snaps to one foot each?  Fuck.  Well damn it, if you people want me to do specific things next time come along on the damn assignment and ride herd.  Sheesh.

Back out in the mall I took a deep breath and adjusted my thinking.  I might look like a flaming slut looking to whore out her body, but what I needed was a new mindset.  The stares I was getting made it clear that my every move was going to be watched, which meant that I needed a little privacy.  I took another deep breath (definitely a mistake since I found out a bit later that deep breathing caused almost the entire bottom half of both boobs to emerge from beneath the peasant blouse) and set out down the concourse, looking for Mr. Right.

Perhaps you’re wondering why Julie would require this of me.  After all, it wasn’t like I was offering free sex.  No, this was all about humiliation.  She wanted me to embarrass myself because she knows that one of the brightest stars in the personal constellation of my messed up sexual psyche is my abasement.  See, it wasn’t about me giving out sexual favors, or showing off the goods.  It was the conversation she was after.  Just words.  She wanted me having to explain to someone who I’d never met before, who was physically smitten with me, why I was asking them to do something to me that was painful and kinky.

There’s a skill involved in a situation like this; picking out the right person to approach.  Generally I need a guy.  Girls might be willing to do help me out, but unless they’re eye-fucking me and giving me that “look” I’m always afraid I’m misreading their reactions.  Guys, almost hands down, are more than willing to at least hear me out.  The first guy I sidled up to was just about my age, and couldn’t keep his eyes off me.  He’d even followed me into a clothing store and that was more than enough for me. A half moment later I’d turned and gone right up to him, a massive, although false smile on my face.

Inside I was terrified.  And that made me wet.  Very, very, wet.

“Hi. I’m Breanne,” I said quietly, trying to look sexy and seductive, which probably wasn’t that hard since he wasn’t looking at my face. He blinked in sudden astonishment, or was it panic?  Either way he stammered something.  I took advantage of that momentary lapse and put a hand on his arm.  “I was wondering if you’d be willing to help me out a little?”

I didn’t wait for an answer.  Instead I steeled myself and took a deep breath.  “I’ve been a bad girl and my mistress ordered me to come here and find someone to punish me.  I’ve got two rubber bands around each foot and would you be willing to snap them ten times each?”

The words probably came out a little wooden and faster than they should have.  I blushed scarlet as I said them too. My lip caught in my teeth and I waited, watching as he processed what I said.  Now his eyes came off my breasts and up to my face.

“What?” he asked.

I glanced around.  None of the clerks were looking at us and we’d made it to the back of the store.  So I furtively grabbed his hand, and then dragged him to one of the dressing rooms.  It opened easily and the look on his face was so surprised that you’d have thought I’d just stripped in public.

Once in private I pushed him down on the little bench.  “Snap the rubber band. Ten times please,” I said a little more firmly as I turned around, presenting my ass too him.  Then I bent forward, put my hands on the wall opposite, and slid my right foot out of the high heel.  I held it up to him as if I were a horse getting shoed.  He took my foot, but his eyes weren’t on my sole.  They were on my ass, and to be honest my pussy.  I mean he could see everything; the base of the Thrusting Anal Vibe, the vibrator clamp on my clit.  And since the monster cock in my ass was still going, he could hear it too.

I wiggled my toes.  “Hey?  Snap snap?”

I suppose he considered that the cost so he drew the rubber band out and snapped it.  A light and totally bearable sting crossed the arch of my foot and I nodded in approval.  “Again,” I told him.

Snap.

His fingers repeated the action, snapping the rubber band against my foot multiple times.  I kept the count in my head but I also reached back with one hand and just pulled my skirt up all the way.  I pumped my hips as he used the rubber band and by the time he got to ten my right foot stung just a bit.  I pulled my ankle out of his hand and back into the shoe, then did it to the other side.

Snap.

When we were done I rewarded him with a nice shot of my breasts before I sank to my knees and took his cock in my mouth.  I swallowed every drop too.  Could you imagine me trying to walk around cum stained?

Snap.

***

I put my foot up on the bench next to him.  He was in his teens, probably eighteen, but I didn’t bother to ask for identification or anything.  You should have seen his eyes.  They locked onto my painted toe nails, then slid up my leg.  They widened when they got to the spot where my skirt had been raised and I know he could see everything.

“Can I ask you a favor?” I said softly.  We were in a niche and I didn’t want to attract any more attention than I had too.  “See the rubber band?  I’ve been a bad girl.  Give me ten snaps?”  I said it darkly and seductively and his eyes went back down.  But that is not how I felt. I was mortified. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I turned around and put my hand on the wall, lifting my right leg so that it was raised and my bare foot right near him. I watched customers walking past us, a few glancing in, probably wondering what the hot redhead was doing.  Was she asking her boyfriend to look at her foot?  I wanted to bend over but I really couldn’t because the peasant blouse was not compatible with that position, at least not if I wanted to keep my boobs underneath it.  

“You want me to snap the rubber band?” he asked incredulously.

I nodded. “Yes please sir.  I’ve been a naughty girl.”

“Oh I bet you have,” he replied.  Then he grabbed my ankle tightly, plucked the elastic away from my sole, dragged it into low earth orbit, and let go.

Snap.

Had he been the first, or maybe the second, third, or fourth person to do this to me, I’d probably have been alright.  But I’d already gotten forty snap of that same band, delivered at different strengths, spaced a bit apart.  My sole was already nicely red with little lines and walking had become uncomfortable.  Strike that. I mean MORE uncomfortable than walking around in those stupid shoes already made me.  It actually hurt.  I hissed and let out a little yelp, which did not make things easier.  More glances my direction.  Not good.  I bit my lip as he did it again and my entire body jerked.  I put my head down, not willing to look up, a few tears coming to my eyes.  

Snap.

“Nice ass, sweetie.”  Then he snapped me again.  A moment later I felt his hand slide up my leg to my rump, caressing my bottom.  He stretched out the rubber band again and let it go as his fingers found my slit and began wiggling the clamp on my clitoris.  I let out a gasp as my entire body tightened and now I was bent over, my breasts dangling out from the bottom of my shirt.  I’m not sure I really cared.  The hard sting on my foot continued and it was only through an act of God that I didn’t cum as he finished the tenth snap.  I yanked my foot away and straightened up.  I twisted around quickly, smoothing out my skirt and peasant blouse.

“Thank you for punishing me, sir.”  I said it flushed and rushed and then started to hurry away.  He was up and after me in seconds.

“That’s it?” He demanded, holding up his hand. I couldn’t fail to notice his first two fingers were wet. I nodded.  

“Yes, that’s it. You got a feel and a look,” I said primly. He grabbed my wrist and pulled me to a stop.  I whirled, eyes wide.

“I don’t think that’s fair. Not for what I provided. You have to give me more,” he said sternly. His fingers were iron around my arm.  I glanced around. Now people were watching because my body language wasn’t saying “slut wanting sex.”  It was saying “uh oh.”  But I didn’t want that kind of attention either.  So instead I stepped in closer, mashing myself against him.  That shocked him as I put my mouth to his ear.  

Snap.

“Let go, now.” I whispered.  It wasn’t a plea. It was a demand.  My eyes narrowed and I let a touch of anger flash across them.  He let go of me.

“Now, you will follow me as I go into the next store.  You will then go into a changing room. I will follow a moment later. I will then suck your cock and you will snap the rubber band on the other foot. Do you understand?”

He gave me a skeptical look. “You’ll just leave me there and disappear.” He said it unkindly.  My eyes widened and then the anger came back.  

“Fuck off,” I said and yanked my arm away. I stormed off and this time he didn’t follow.

Snap.

Day 7

I fell back on the bed, my naked body reveling in the moment.  I’d spent the night empty, my body craving fulfillment, and since the “toys” I’d been tormented with the previous day had been nothing but clamps, (not counting the Thrusting Anal Vibe) I’d taken them off to sleep.  Now I was craving something thick and hard and filling.  Still, I wasn’t allowed to cum and that was the danger.  After what Julie had done to me the other night I didn’t want to risk slipping up and falling off that wagon.

Julie was also in rare form that morning.  Evidently failing to get an explosion out of me the previous day made her vindictive because her “toy of the day” and the stipulations accompanying it were not designed to take my delicate balance into consideration.

“Breanne, today I’d like you to edge nine times.  So considering you’re awake approximately sixteen hours means you’ll need to edge once every one hundred and five minutes.  I like that idea.  But just to make sure it doesn’t bore you, each edge needs to be done with a completely different toy. No repeats. Hope you have fun cumming!”

“Fun cumming?” Bitch.  She was trying to make me lose it!  I threw down my phone and fumed as I went to the closet and grabbed my toybox.

I selected the first toy in about two seconds, grasping my Husky Dildo with tight fingers.  At nine inches long it was something I really enjoyed and I think you would have appreciated the sight of me lying there, wearing absolutely nothing, nestled in the white and pink sheets of my bed, running the tip of that flesh colored rod between the immediately wet and open petals of my sexual flower. And then I pushed.

It wasn’t a hard push. That wasn’t needed.  Even with the dildo unlubricated it slid in easily, perfectly, the first time.  That’s what guys want isn’t it?  To mount me with absolutely no foreplay necessary?  Hah.  My entire LIFE is foreplay, right?  I didn’t care. Still don’t.  All I know is that I wanted that dildo so badly and having it spread me open, filling me up, giving me exactly what I craved was almost nirvana.  

At first I just used my wrist as I closed my eyes and let out a little moan.  I’d pull the dildo out four or five inches and push it back in, the edge of my wrist a heavy pressure on my still tender clitoris.  But after two or three minutes of mindless pleasure I needed more. I had to have it.  I began pumping more enthusiastically, drawing the full length of the phallus almost completely out before driving it back in.  The squelching sound of my pussy taking the thick and long probe filled my ears, but it was my rising pulse that timed the steady and repetitive impalement.  I let out a whimper, feeling the rise of pressure within me, the need and want and desperation folding in on each other until there was this manic desire to throw caution to the wind and let loose.  Give in. Fall of the wagon.  Punishment? Who cares…

Pain. The ridge between my legs. Julie’s whipping. Oh My Fucking God… No.

I yanked the dildo out of my pussy and threw it across the room.  It hit the wall and bounced to the floor, leaving soupy wet marks where it had struck.  I crossed my arms across my chest and folded into a ball, curling up as I struggled to keep from cumming.  In my mind’s eye I could see myself dancing on the edge of the metaphorical “cliffs of orgasm,” my heels over empty air.  A single misstep would send me plunging.  But without the dildo inside me the pressure was lessened, at least a little, and as I whirled I moved slowly but carefully away from that precipice.  The tremors running through my nervous system slowed and then stopped and I felt the gritty sensitivity fade.  I took a deep breath.  That was so close.  So dangerous.  Almost insane.  But I’d managed.  And to think, I just needed to do it eight more times.

Oh my fucking God.

***

I bit my lip.  It was becoming increasingly difficult to select the appropriate “toy” for the next edge.  After my Husky dildo I’d used my seven inch G-spot vibrator, followed by my Core Driller.  Both of those edges had gone exactly like I’d expected them too; mind-numbing pleasure and an almost frightening close-call toward orgasm.  What can I say? I respond very well to large, uncomfortably long objects stuck up inside me?

But I hadn’t been allowed to stop there.  The next edge had seen me stuff my double dildo in, which certainly wasn’t comfortable since the anal probe had to go up my ass at the same time.  Still, it had done the job, driving me right back up to the line, daring me to cross it.  And after that I’d jammed in the Thrusting Anal Vibe.  I know - it’s for the back door, but you have to understand that I was running on empty here.  Besides, the Thrusting Anal Vibe makes for one hell of a dildo. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator looks like the leftovers of an Alien Castration, except the surgeon lopped off the Xenomorph’s cock instead of its balls, presuming a xenomorph would even have testicles in the first place.  My Thrusting Anal Vibe is made of shiny rubber, has strange edges and ridges, move of its own accord, and is not terribly comfortable to have shoved up your ass.  For that matter, it doesn’t exactly make for a comfortable vaginal penetrator either.  It’s a little too stubby, too strangely shaped, too firm.  Still, I’ve stuck worse things up there.  

I wasn’t even home when I did it.  I’d been sent to the grocery store and since I’d changed out of my typical blue jeans and tee shirt into a light summer dress, all I’d needed to do in my truck was tug my panties down, delicately insert the oddly shaped phallus, and turn it on.  I settled the cotton back in place, climbed down from my truck, and gasped as the programmed pattern of shaking and extension began inside me.

See, that’s the thing.  That’s why it’s called a “THRUSTING” anal vibrator.  It literally lengthens, as if that Alien thing had stuck a probe up inside you and was implanting an embryo.  You’ve got little control at that point, especially if you just randomly pick a program.  So with that thing jittering inside me, my pussy tightening uncomfortably, I headed into the store.

Bananas. Check. Cucumbers. Check. Squash. Check.  I glanced down at the list.  Why was everything on it vaguely phallic shaped?  I made it out of the produce section feeling tense beyond reason and my loins were doing this delicate dance, tightening and loosening as the Thrusting Anal Vibe did exactly what I was expecting it to.

Torment me.

By the time I made it to breakfast cereal I knew that the orgasm was coming.  I could feel it.  Five minutes of that… thing… inside me was about the limit, at least under the mental and physical strain I was under.  Sure, maybe if I’d just cum, exploding with force I could have handled two or three hours of alien sex, but after edging four times already?  And with no relief the previous day and seven edges pushing me, raising the sexual temperature a notch each time?  I’m damned lucky I didn’t scream my head off and go with the flow.

It was almost too late when I turned it off, mostly because I tried to find an unoccupied aisle where it wouldn’t be too much of a hassle to lift up the bottom of my dress and go digging.  Those extra twenty seconds were almost too much and got me dangerously closer to the edge than I’d intended.  My face was flushed, my breasts heaving and I could have squeezed juice out of an orange had it replaced the Thrusting Anal Vibe in my pussy. I leaned against a shelf, tiny beads of perspiration appearing on my forehead as I struggled to hold it in, to stand firm against the hormones and endorphins screaming through my bloodstream.  I concentrated on just breathing, ignoring the pulsing in my pussy as the Thrusting Vibrator went still.  My God I needed to cum so bad.  Had anyone told me, right at that point to strip naked and fuck every item in my basket, I’d have done it without hesitation.  I put my basket down and hurried to the women’s rest room.

I had to have the damn thing out.  Right then.  But I it wouldn’t fit in my purse.  And… I tugged it free and put it in the only other available spot.  Ugh… talk about uncomfortable.  I waddled out of the bathroom. I shuddered as I felt the edge recede, the immediacy of my body’s demands lightening until I could function again.  And then I took a step, and another step, feeling the ridged cock inside me still moving, still probing, buried so deep in my ass.  It was so hard.  So thick. I wanted suddenly, irrationally, to turn it on again...

Breathe Breanne.  No cumming…

***

I frowned at my reflection in the mirror.  I was at the end of my rope and the strain was definitely beginning to show.  It wasn’t with bloodshot eyes or wrinkles from lack of sleep, but there was something feral in my irises, as if I’d been pushed just a bit too far.  I felt as if I’d been given five too many doses of caffeine, along with a gallon of Kool-air for a sugar high, after not sleeping for twenty four hours. I wasn’t tired. I was… on edge.

Which was actually the case.  I’d spent the day edging, over and over, the sexual practice of masturbating oneself to the very limit, destined to pop like a balloon in a cactus garden, only to sever the experience, terminate it just before reaching climax, leaving oneself in a state of heightened, hyper-awareness, the lust swirling through your veins until the immediacy fades into a sort of heat that never quite disperses.  

One more edge to go.  That’s what I told myself.  One more edge.  And then, maybe I’d be lucky.  Maybe the next day wouldn’t be about denial.  I wasn’t sure I could handle it if it was.  What would Julie do to me?  Would there be ten edges required of me, instead of today’s nine?  What toy would she require to be stuffed inside me?  What if it was the Rotating Venus Penis, or the Core Driller, or something worse?  How would I hold off?  I was dry tinder and the fire was right there, just inches away.  The tiniest spark could set off a conflagration that would roast me.

And I was out of toys.  That was the more immediate problem. I’d used the Husky Dildo, the Core Driller, my double dildo, my G-spot Vibe, even misusing the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and the Titanmen Inflatable Vibrating Anal Plug.  I’d packed myself with an old six inch dildo that I haven’t used in ages, just because I wasn’t technically allowed to repeat any toys.  And an hour before?  An hour before I’d held my Rotating Venus Penis in by hand, letting the rotation and vibration functions churn me into a froth in less than a minute.  Now?  Now I had no idea what to use.

All the rest of my toys were insertables; vibroballs and the like.  How can you masturbate with one of those?  Sure, I could just leave it in and turn them on, thrusting my hips like a lunatic, but would it really be masturbating?  And I needed something IN ME, plunging in and out.  I could feel it in my bones, the urge, the need.  Vibroballs would set me off, but not in a good way.  I bit my lip and ran my brush through my hair. I still needed to edge one more time. Just one.  But with what?  I wasn’t supposed to use something twice and it needed to be phallic shaped…

I suddenly realized what I had to use.

I took my own virginity, at least technically, breaking open myself when I was the tender age of twelve.  My chosen instrument of destruction and purifying flame?  A simple hairbrush, the handle forming the perfect cock-like object, small and thin enough for a pre-pubescent girl to… well… handle.  I remember being desperate, my fingers having rubbed my clit into a state of swollen need and then placing that soft but firm brush at my petals.  Then with one steady pull I’d driven the five inch piece of plastic deep.  I’d cried out in both relief and agony, never realizing that one drove the other.  I’d pumped frantically and then exploded wetly.

That particular memory didn’t end well since after I’d discovered the blood stain on my sheets I’d freaked out and presumed I’d broken something in there.  Kari had been the one to straighten me out and the hair brush had become a permanent tenant of my little love box after that.  And even at an early age, I’d been creative with it.  At least until it wore out.

And it had been a long time since I’d fucked a hair brush.

Hair brushes come in all sorts of shapes and sizes and perhaps the best description of my sexual nature could be seen in the brushes I’d purchased from that point on.  Each one was cylindrical, no thicker than two to three inches in width, and covered with bristles.  Like I said, I hadn’t actually done anything with my hairbrush in ages.  And that was about to change.

Energized, I took the brush from my hair to my sex.  I was soaked, as I’d been all day, fluids dripping non-stop down my thighs.  I ran the bristles along my petals and gasped as they tickled my labia and then prickled against my clit.   I twisted the brush, essentially spinning the head and allowing the bristles to lick sharply along my sex.  That in itself was almost too much.  I groaned and twisted my hand, aiming the head of the cylindrical hair brush right for where it would do the most good and pushed.

It wasn’t easy.  The bristles began to fold down as I worked the head between my soaked labia.  The petals flared outward and then as more of my makeshift dildo worked its way in I felt the widening of pressure.  I pushed a little harder and after an inch or two of delving I felt the first bristles compressed by the insertion give, springing out to fill the interior cavity of my sex.  There really is no way for me to describe that sensation.  It isn’t “like” anything.  You either have to experience it yourself or imagine it.  I wish I could explain how it feels to have the bristle expand inside me, scratching at my insides as I push and twist.  It’s like being tickled, scratched, fucked, and tortured all at the same time.  I gave the brush a bit more force, letting it sink home before I began that short, jerking movements that constituted masturbation with a hairbrush.

I made four jerks and then had to stop. My pussy was squeezing the brush so tightly that I could feel each bristle digging into my vaginal walls.  I couldn’t even pull it out, frightened that I might graze my clit with those bristles and send myself into orgasmic overload.  It was late enough I wouldn’t be forced to go to Julie’s that night, but it would certainly count against me!  So instead I breathed, and held my breath. I trembled and I stood still.  I folded and I straightened.  Eventually I looked myself in the eyes, feeling the brush still inside me, the handle digging into my wet, tender inner thigh.  Should I try to sleep with it in?

There.  Stable.  Not cumming.  No punishment.  And maybe, just maybe, tomorrow she’ll let me cum and my days of denial and consequences would be over.

Please God. Please just let it end...

Day 8

I knocked frantically on Mike the Hardware Guy’s door.  It was cool out thanks to a slight change in temperature, which made the tight shorts I was wearing, along with my ratty tee shirt just a bit inappropriate for the weather.  It didn’t help that I was wearing a pair of simple sandals, my bare toes wiggling as I crossed my arms across my boobs and hopped up and down.  It took another minute or so and then Mike appeared, still wearing his boxers and a tee shirt, not even dressed for the day.

“Breanne?” He said curiously as I looked up at him.  “Is everything alright?”

The smoldering look I gave him may have been answer enough but he immediately stepped back as I barged my way into his home.  Mike is just over six feet tall and built like an NFL linebacker.  He’s got a bit of a paunch, but his shoulders are still wider than his belly.  His beard is meticulously groomed and he’s got fair skin with sun spots and freckles on his shoulders and arms.  He looks like he could bench press me, but to be honest, most men probably could.  

His home is nicely decorated but only through default.  Mike is a widower and while the ghost of his wife still occasionally haunts him, he’s moved past the grief and in general remembers her positively.  That’s good for me, but sometimes I wonder what she thinks of me, sitting up there at the Lord’s feet.  Am I trespassing on her “property?”  Am I a harlot seducing her husband?  Or am I a good thing for Mike?  I don’t know.  All I know is that we occasionally make each other very happy, satisfying urges that would be difficult to appease in other ways or with other people.  I marched right into the living room, right past the coffee table and began stripping.  It didn’t exactly take long. I wasn’t wearing much.

Mike stood there, eyes wide as I peeled off the shorts, revealing a distinct lack of underwear along with the black plastic base of a very high powered, six inch long vibrator.  It was buzzing and that was half the problem.  Tense and excited, I reached down, tugged the phallus from my dripping, buzzing snatch, and turned it off. I set it on the coffee table and looked at him.

“Fuck me,” I said in as demanding a manner as I could.

Mike’s eyebrow went up. I knew Julie hadn’t spoken to him, or even communicated with him about my torment, which was only just continuing.  I’d woken up that morning horribly horny, wanting to immediately masturbate, and too my absolute fury, discovered that I STILL WASN’T ALLOWED TO FUCKING CUM.

Eight days, damn it.  Eight days with just three orgasms and non-stop sexual stimulation.  It had been over 48 hours since I’d last exploded and I was beyond feeling the tension.  I was so ready to snap, crackle, and pop that you could have used me for breakfast cereal.  

Or you know… just about anything else sexual in nature.

Julie’s orders had been just short of causing mutiny.  No orgasms allowed, and I was to edge a full ten times.  Half of those, in alternating order, were to be completed using my six inch vibrator, the simple one, on high power.  Okay. That’s not so bad.  Right?  But what about the other five edges?

“You want me to make love to you?” Mike asked suspiciously as I sat down on his couch and spread my legs wide, showing him the shaved, wet petals of my sex.  I nodded vigorously.

“Yes.  I want you to come here, let me suck on you, and when you are hard and ready I want you to pump me full of your cock.” I said with snark and just a bit of anger.  I wasn’t mad at him or anything but the frustration of so much denial, combined with this over the top requirement from Julie was beyond understanding.  How the hell was I supposed to allow a man to have sex with me, give him satisfaction, and still not cum myself? Like that was even a possibility? Was this the most extreme test of my will power?  Or was she just setting me a task she knew I’d fail so she could punish me again?

“Are you allowed to cum?” Mike asked suspiciously.  I snorted.  

“Does it matter at this point?” I said as I slipped my hands under my shirt and tugged it upward, exposing my very bare breasts, the tips hardened into points.  I played with the padlock hanging from the right side for a moment before dragging a single finger downward.  It went over my clit and through my petals and then I dragged it back up, leaving a wet smear from clit to navel.  “You obviously don’t mind me getting punished for orgasm anyway,” I said.  

Mike let out a grunt and came right up to me.  He put his bare foot on the coffee table and with a single push it slid away from the couch.  I could see immediately that he was already hard and ready, the front of his boxers tenting nicely.  I leaned back and rocked my hips forward so that all I needed to do was kneel and aim.  Mike looked at me for just a moment, then smiled.

“I’ll try to stop when you’re close. Just tell me, okay?” He said as he dropped to his knees.  He pulled down his boxers and his cock just popped out. Talk about perfect for each other. His tip actually landed right on my slit. I gasped.

“I’m supposed to give you satisfaction,” I growled as I grabbed hold of him and got the tip in the right spot so that a single push from him would bury the full length to the hilt.  He nodded and then leaned forward.  Seven inches of absolute perfection slid into me, feeling so much better than the six inch vibrator ever could.  I let out a moan as my eyelids fluttered and my body arched.  Mike the Hardware Guy drove himself into my well with a single fluid thrust and that was it.  There was no more hemming or hawing or wondering when or if I should stop.  It felt so amazing to have him in there, so perfect and satisfying that Julie’s prohibition on orgasm meant absolutely nothing to me.

It took less than five minutes and even before Mike had popped off I was screaming out his name, coming half up off the couch to grasp at him.  He wrapped his muscular arms around me, lifted me up off the sofa, still impaled upon his manhood, and then carried me to the carpeted floor as I shook and trembled, the orgasm overwhelming.  Even as I let out a spastic series of moans and cries he kept thrusting, matching the intensity of my release with his own.  And then, just as I passed into the wave of euphoria that comes from cumming, he let out his own throaty groan, jammed himself in as hard and deep as possible, and began pumping me full of his cream.

Oh God, yes.

Punishments be damned.

***

Walter did construction.  I know that it might appear that I have a penchant for outdoorsy, craftsmen who wear work boots, jeans, and have calluses on their hands, I’m not actually that selective. I’m more of a heuristic opportunity girl.  If you’re there, and I need it, then you’re the guy.  Thin, thick, tall, short, plump, lean, drinker of beer or tea, I just don’t really care.  As long as you don’t smell like a cess pool and aren’t slovenly, there is a damned good chance I might just come up to you smiling like a wicked, sinful vixen, begging you to take me someplace private and show me a good time.

I bumped into Walter at McDonalds.

We were both in line getting our food and his eyes were roaming over me with as much enthusiasm as he had for his Big Mac.  I was still wearing the ridiculously tight short shorts, along with the tee shirt that looked like it had been through the apocalypse.  My cute little bare feet were in sandals and I’m pretty sure the whole ensemble screamed “do me!”  Either that or “she’s just survived the apocalypse. Do her!”  It might also have been my stance, since I was still just a tad bit stuffed with the six inch vibrator, off at that point, but still buried deep between my petals, keeping me nice and wet.

After I’d screwed Mike that morning I’d gone back to the wagon, hoping that a single orgasm wouldn’t incite Julie quite as much.  I’d already let her know of course, but she hadn’t exactly gotten back to me.  So after I showered with Mike I’d calmly stuffed the vibrator back into my slit, headed for home, and once I got to the barn I’d calmly, rationally, and patiently, proceeded to once again masturbate myself to the edge.

It wasn’t hard. I’d just had a mind-blowing orgasm and doing that dance wasn’t all that tough an act.  Granted, I was still wet, still horny, and still needy.  One orgasm wasn’t going to fill in two and a half days of agonizing denial, but it sure took the edge off.  I felt like a junkie given their first fix in a week.  It felt so good, but I wanted more.

So the edge was good.  When I finally stopped and took my hand away from my pulsing pussy, turning off the vibrator in the process, I knew that having sex again wouldn’t be easy.  The sensation of having actual cock in there was just too good.  So I’d yanked up my tight shorts, feeling the blood circulation to my brain restrict, and proceeded to finish the chores I’d left undone that morning.  By eleven o’clock I was dripping wet, my sex pulsing around the silent vibrator still jammed between my cervix and the soaked crotch of my shorts and I knew it was time, especially since I still had to do the assigned edges, regardless of the outcome.

And I was hungry. I figured eating lunch first would be the smart thing to do.  And it was.  As soon as Walter had moved off with his food I collected mine and then, looking around the restaurant, found the perfect place to sit.

“Hi! I’m Breanne.  Can I sit with you?” I asked Walter.  I knew his name because it was embroidered on his shirt.

His eyes widened nicely and he stammered something that sounded vaguely affirmative and I plopped down with a little groan.  That was because the vibrator dug in just a little deeper.  I set about unwrapping my grilled chicken sandwich as he stared at me and I gave him another million watt smile.  

“Do you like them?” I asked, popping a French fry into my mouth.

Walter blinked. “Like them?” he repeated, clearly baffled.

I laughed.  Or was it a giggle?  “My shorts,” I clarified.  I wiggled a little and even though he couldn’t see my hips go up and down my boobs certainly did.

Whoa.  I should stop right here.  I need to explain something.  Perhaps you’re scratching your head thinking “what the hell is a bottom bdsm girl like Breanne Erickson, a self-proclaimed nympho humiliation pain slut, doing teasing a man.  Shouldn’t she be like, you know, submissive?”

You’re probably right, except for one thing. I have always loved the few times when I approach a man like this and am clearly in control.  I love the sensation, of still being the slut but pushing all the buttons.  It’s called topping from the bottom and it’s a time honored tradition for me.  I love these little moments. I get tunnel vision, performing for just one man and when he’s so clearly out of his depth I don’t feel humiliated. I feel empowered, turned on.  Sexy.

I am SOOOOO fucked up.

Walter blinked. “Uh... I wasn’t… I mean… I was, but… I didn’t… mean… offended…”

I mentally played Wheel of Fortune and translated the stammered sentence into something coherent and just continued to smile. “Oh I don’t mind. Not at all.  But really, if you’re going to look at my ass, you should do it when I’m naked from the waist down. It’s much better,” I assured him.

I’m glad he wasn’t chewing at that moment because he would have choked and I’m not sure I could have done the Heimlich maneuver on him.  He was pretty big.  I took a bite of my sandwich and watched him come unglued.  It was cute.

“So, what do you like to do for fun?” I asked him between bites.

Walter blinked and I could tell the problem. He didn’t know if this was a come on or not.  Some men are just oblivious and you really have to hit them over the head with it.  So I decided that I’d just go ahead and proceed with the conversation as if he knew what the hell he was doing.

“Me?” I asked in surprise, not even waiting for him to stammer a reply.  “Oh, I’m a naughty girl.  I like finding interesting men and testing the sexual reflexes,” I told him sincerely.  “How are yours?”

Subtle enough?

Finally his eyebrow went up. “Direct aren’t you?” he managed to say.  I laughed and ate a bit more of my sandwich.

“Tell you what,” I told him. “After lunch why don’t you take me some place where I can take off these shorts and show you the six inch vibrator I’ve got stuffed up my pussy?”

I saw his eyebrow get on the elevator and take it two floors above his scalp.  “Vibrator?” He asked curiously.

I nodded. “Yep.  It’s off right now and frankly, I’d rather have something real in there.  Know where I might be able to find a decent sized cock to satisfy me?”

Walter suddenly grinned. “I might.  But it might be fun to see you with that vibrator on too,” he told me.

My smile froze. “Well, that’s not really practical right now see.  I’d have to take my shorts off just to get to the dial.” I looked around. “And we’re not really in private.”

“I don’t mind,” he assured me.

“But the manager might.  And I make it a point not to get arrested for public lewdness,” I retorted.  “Besides, I’m not supposed to cum and if I turn it on I can pretty much guarantee that I’m going to have a bit of a sexual accident.”

That caught his interest. “You aren’t supposed to cum?” he asked in bewilderment.  “What does that mean?”

I shrugged. “I’m a sexual submissive and I have a mistress who set me a challenge today.  I’m supposed to edge ten times today and not orgasm.”

“What’s an edge?” he asked.  

I leaned back grinning. “It’s where I masturbate, or have sex, right up to the point where I’m about to orgasm. Then I stop without climax.  The idea is to drive me absolutely crazy.”

Walter snorted but the smile on his face was huge. “I think you’re there already.”

I sighed dramatically. “You have no idea.”

“So what happens if you do cum?” he asked a moment later.

I shrugged. “She’ll punish me this evening.”

“Punish?”

I smiled. “Whips, chains, clamps, paddles.  That sort of thing.”

His eyebrow did that thing again. I could see he didn’t believe me.  So I glanced around.  No one was really watching and my back was to the rest of the dining area, so I took the shortest route between points A and B, which just happened to be the hem of my shirt.  I flashed him quickly, making him blink in shock as I displayed my breasts for less than a second. I kept my arms pressed to my side to limit the scope of the flash even more. But that second was still more than enough for him to see the fading bruises Julie had left on my boobs a few days before.  

“Holy shit!” Walter exclaimed, though quietly.  This was after all, McDonald’s.  “What the hell happened to your tits?”

I shrugged as I smoothed my shirt down and back in place.  “I told you. I was punished.”

“And you’re okay with this?” He asked incredulously.

I grinned and nodded. “I’ve already earned one today.” I leaned forward conspiratorially. “I was lying on a couch with cock in me and I wasn’t supposed to cum.  Oops.”

Walter couldn’t help smiling. “So I’d be… what?  Number Two?”

I laughed. “Today,” I said, then took another bite.

“You get around.”

I swallowed, something I’m very good at. “I’m very popular.”

“I have no doubt,” he replied. “So what happens if you cum again?”

I took another bite, chewed it slowly, all while staring at him. “Two punishments? Maybe?”

“So if I don’t want you to have to go through the second punishment…” he left the question hanging.  

“Then while you’re pumping that wonderfully thick cock through my pussy, listen for me to say ‘now!’ and when you hear that, pull out and let me finish you off with my mouth.”  

Walter’s grin was huge. “I think I can handle that.”

We finished eating with a bit more sexually charged chit chat, mostly with me telling him about Julie’s punishment sessions.  Then in short order we cleaned up our trash and headed out.  Walter’s arm wrapped around me and if his hand happened to slide down a little lower than respectable, I sure as hell didn’t mind.

Twenty minutes later we were in his apartment and I was lying naked on his bed, legs spread, with my six inch vibrator standing straight up on the night stand.  Walter knelt between my legs and after letting me suck and lick on him, had let me put a condom on his full length.  Then we’d gotten down to it.  As far as lovers go, he wasn’t bad.  In fact, he was definitely on the pretty damn good side.  Which was the problem.  I intended to hold off, really.  I wanted to give him as long as possible inside me.  But between the vibrator and everything else, the sexual tension, even the conversation I’d had with Walter over the last hour did nothing but make me even riper for an accidental explosion.  His hips were powerful and my entire body was depressed into the bed, and then, when he swung a leg over my knee and ended up straddling me, my thighs pressed together, there was nothing I could do.  My brain was saturated with endorphins and if I said “now” at any point it was lost in the cacophony of our grunts, moans, and squeals.  

So much for the wagon.

He rolled off me with a satisfied sigh as I laid there like a limp noodle.  I almost wished I smoked because this would have been the moment to pull a cigarette out, light it, and just relax.

“Are you going to get punished for this?” He asked quietly, putting a hand on my hip.

I nodded but spoke without a trace of remorse. “Yep.  But it was worth it,” I told him.

“It was?”

I rolled over, resting my breasts on his chest. I looked him in the eye.  “Absolutely.”  I’d made my decision.  Julie might be able to punish me for one, possibly two orgasms.  But there were limits to what she could actually do to me.  Now that’d I’d figuratively screwed the pooch, could she really punish me three times?  What about four?  

Or five?  And why the hell was I holding back at this point anyway?  I was toast. She was going to do things to me that would leave marks for WEEKS.  Why not just enjoy myself?  I took a deep breath and reached over to the vibrator sitting on the nightstand.  I held it up so that Walker could see it.

“Do me a favor?” I asked softly.

He let out a sleepy murmur.  “Sure baby, whatever you want.”

I lifted his hand and put the vibrator in it.  “Take this and shove it hard and fast into me, then turn it on,” I told him.

The bliss of sex seemed to break at that moment and he jerked his head up. “What? You can’t be serious!  You want more?”

I nodded and pulled his hand down between my legs.  The tip found my petals, opening them, the wetness seeping out and leaving me glistening.  I took a deep breath and felt Walter move.  The full six inches went in hard and fast.  I let out a sharp whimper and then I felt him twist the base, turning the damn thing on to full power.

“You okay?”

I laughed insanely, almost maniacally. Hell no I wasn’t okay!  But at least I knew what I was doing.  I had another edge coming and I was going to do it right, and because I still had to find three more guys, and I knew what was coming.

Me. Repeatedly.

***

I was kneeling on the couch and John’s hands were on my breasts.  With my bottom lip caught between my teeth I closed my eyes, sliding downward, the tip of his erect shaft gliding through the soaked petals of my sex.  It felt amazing and I needed it.  Walking around for an hour and a half with a six inch vibrator buzzing inside me hadn’t exactly made things easier.

“I thought the idea was for you not to cum,” he said with a grin as my hips began to roll, gyrating as he slid in deep.  I pressed myself up against him, enjoying the sensation.  Still, I had the temerity to shrug.

“At this point I hardly think it matters,” I said stoically.

“In for a penny, in for a pound?” He asked.

I couldn’t help but to laugh.  “Something like that,” I replied, getting into the steady rhythm needed.  Oh God it felt good to have him in there!  “I was thinking more along the lines of ‘why worry about smoking in bed when your house is on fire’.”

His left hand began to twist the padlock dangling from my right nipple, gently of course.  The little sparks of sensation shot through me and I tilted my head upward, arching my back. His talented fingers were already kneading my left breast and it seemed as if my pussy tightened nicely around his shaft because of it.

“You really think Julie is going to let you off easy?” He asked, letting go of my breasts and sliding his hands down to my hips.  Our gyrations increased in tempo and our breathing became heavier.  I nodded, not really thinking, just feeling.

“One punishment, two punishments, ten punishments,” I said with a groan.  “Does it matter?” I asked.

John laughed. “I’m betting it does.  Julie is not the kind of girl who will let this sort of disrespect for her authority go unrewarded.”

I knew exactly what he was talking about.  Some little part of my mind, way in the back, was screaming the same thing, but the rest of me didn’t care.  And to be honest, the rest of me wasn’t exactly that far off.  It was a setup.  I’m not stupid.  She’d kept me horny and desperate and then tasked me to have sex, actual live sex, with real guys, five times.  How was I supposed to NOT cum?  Hmmm?  I was going to get punished no matter what I did.  So why not enjoy it?  Why not just let it happen?  The reality is that I’ve always been a masochistic hedonist with a penchant for sexual abuse.  

I gotta be me.

“Let me know when you’re close,” John said, his voice slightly strained.  He was in his late fifties with short gray hair, fucking a girl half his age, so I was careful not to get too wild.  Slow, steady, full length thrusts of my hips drove me repeatedly down on his extended manhood. I smiled warmly.

“Why?” I said naughtily and got a pinch on both nipples as a reward.  I gasped and immediately tried to think of other snarky things I could say.

“Because maybe I want to try to help you?” He replied incredulously.

I blinked. “You don’t want to see me punished more?” I asked, still rolling my hips.  I could feel the pressure inside me building up.  This was so much better than the vibrator.  That had just tormented me, sitting in there, jammed between the crotch of shorts and the soft folds of my depths.  It had buzzed non-stop, except when I was driving, nearly driving me mad with need, but not over the edge.  John had been more than willing to volunteer to be the fifth and final guy I’d needed to edge with.  Even though I hadn’t edged with a single one.

“I love seeing you punished, but you’ve already earned enough.”

I sighed and bent down, my mouth finding his for a romantic kiss. He accepted it eagerly and our tongues met for a moment before I pulled back.  “John, I appreciate it, but at this point, one more orgasm isn’t going to change a damn thing.”  And with that I picked up the pace.  His eyelids fluttered again and he let out a groan.

“Damn it Breanne,” he whispered.  “Don’t you know what...ahhhh.”

What I was doing?  Absolutely.  I grabbed his hands from my waist and brought them back up to my breasts.  “Yes.  Pinch me.  Hurt me.  Use me.  Make me cum.  Take me!” I whispered, our hips rolling together in fiery heat.  His fingers tightened and I felt it, the energy bursting inside me.  It came boiling up and I jammed myself down on him over and over as he throbbed inside me.  I cried out, throwing my head back in explicit wonder, lost in the overwhelming sensation of release, his nails digging hard into my nipples.  And then, even better, he cried out as well, pulling me toward him, clutching at me, joining me in that exquisite ending that filled us both with satisfaction.  And then I folded, loosening in his arms, my hips gently rocking against his as he began to soften, his arms wrapping me up, holding me with a tenderness that almost brought tears to my eyes.  We stayed like that for what seemed like ages, him holding me, our wetness seeping out, until finally he patted my rump lightly.

“Bre?  You’ve got to get going.  It’s almost six.  You’ve got to be there by seven and you know what traffic will be like.”

I sighed. “I know.  It’s just…” I sat up and he bent forward and kissed the tip of each breast. Then he helped me off.  I stood up. I was a mess.  “Mind if I use your shower real quick?” I asked.

John looked at me with a smile. “No.  Go ahead,” he said. “I’d join you but that wouldn’t make it real quick, would it?”

I laughed. “I’d be willing to be late if you’d like,” I said honestly.  He stood up with a grin and then grabbed his khaki shorts and boxers.  

“No. Not this time.  Go on. Sluice the juice off and then hit the road, kiddo. I’m curious as to what Julie is going to do to you.”

The shower was quick and when I got out I grabbed my clothes and vibrator and hurried back out into the living room.  John came from the kitchen and smiled when I handed him the vibrator.

“Back in?” he asked.

I nodded. “On high please,” I said wickedly.  Then I sat down in the easy chair, lifted my legs and draped them on both arm rests.  This left me widely exposed and John placed the tip of the six inch vibe against my clit.  Then he turned it on.  For a man trying to push me out the door, he sure took a long time stuffing me. He rubbed the running vibe against my clitoris for almost a minute, working me back up until the moisture glistened on my petals.  Then he ran the toy downward, going a bit deeper with each movement of his hand.  Finally he pushed and I groaned, whimpering, as the vibe went deep.  My back arched as my pussy tightened around the vibrator.  He held it in as I closed my legs.  His fingers found my shorts and he helped me into them, sliding the cotton up my calves until I was able to stand and bring them the rest of the way.

“How can you possibly stand that after having sex and cumming?” he demanded with amusement, seeing the strain in my eyes.

“I’m a woman,” I retorted, buttoning the shorts.  I knew I’d be turning off the vibe in a moment anyway, as soon as I got to my truck.

“Most women can’t handle what you do,” he retorted.

I shrugged. “Some can.”

He sighed. “Breanne?  How many times have you cum today?” He asked as I pulled on my tee shirt.

“Five,” I said.

“And how much of today have you spent in sexual aggravation or need, desperate for a fuck?”

I paused, considering his words.  How long had it been?  I’d put that six inch vibe in thirteen hours before, at five in the morning.  I’d had it in the entire time except when I’d replaced it with something infinitely more suitable.  I blinked, then smiled.

“All of it,” I told him as I slipped on my flip flops.  “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. It’s who I am.”

John gave me a hug, and a can of Diet Coke, then a kiss as he walked me to my truck.  He watched with some heat as I opened the door, then unbuttoned the shorts, right there in his drive, and tugged them down far enough to expose my bottom and the base of the vibrator.  I had to hold them up to keep them from falling and I began to turn the vibrator off.

“Why not just go half naked?” he said with a grin.  “Won’t that be a turn on?”

I gave him one of those looks, but then smiled.  With a shimmy I wiggled my ass and the shorts fell down to my ankles.  Carefully I stepped out of them, trying to keep my thighs together to hold in the vibrator.

John reached down and picked up my shorts and to my embarrassment, held them up to his nose for just a second. I rolled my eyes and climbed into the truck.  The vibrator dug into the seat and shifted inside me, but it wasn’t unpleasant.  In fact, it turned me on.  John shut the door and I reached out my hand.

“I’ll need those to get up to Julie’s apartment,” I told him. A wicked smile crossed his lips and he took a step back, my shorts in hand.  My eyes narrowed dangerously.

“Hey. If you ever want me to stop by again…” I warned him.

John laughed teasingly. “Of course you will.  That’s not the issue.”  He shook his head. “Either I keep the shorts, or I keep your shirt.”

My stomach tightened and I glared at him.  “Isn’t that a little excessive?” I demanded.

He dangled the shorts up just out of arm’s reach. “Do you want these or not?”

We stared at each other for a moment and then I let out a grunt of exasperation and peeled off my shirt.  There wasn’t a bra underneath and my breasts, still showing the marks of Julie’s beating from a few days previous, were exposed in all their glory.  John held out his hand.

“Shirt,” he said, still dangling the shorts.  I threw my shirt at him and he caught it.  I was buck naked, sitting in the truck, riding a six inch but silent vibrator.  Suddenly I wondered if he really would give me my clothes back.  He bunched the shirt up with the shorts and my eyebrow went up.  Then to my dismay he tossed all of it in the bed of my truck.

“Hey!” I protested.  I twisted my head around.  My clothes were bundled and up against the tailgate.

John laughed.  “Oh, and don’t forget to turn the vibrator to high the moment this thing isn’t moving.”  He came right up to the window and put his finger on my chin.  I wanted to glare at him, but the softness of his eyes was too adorable.  “And Breanne?”

“What?” I tried to say sullenly.

“Enjoy your punishment.”  He tapped the side of the truck twice and turned, walking away, right back up to his house. I sat there feeling exposed, turned on, and just a little nervous.  I bit my lip. Get out now and put on the clothes?  I took a deep breath and put the gear shift into drive.  I had a bit of a ways to go and I was going in style, wasn’t I? The math was simple. Buck naked plus five edges plus five orgasms. It all equaled just one thing: punishment. Lots and lots of punishment.

3rd Punishment

I pulled up into Julie’s apartment complex just before seven in the evening and took stock of my situation. The drive up had been maddening.  First, traffic had been bad and so instead of having about ten minutes of time to get things together I only had two.  I’d planned on pulling in behind some store or something so that no one would see me hop naked out of the truck, one hand holding in the vibrator, only to scramble to the tailgate and grab my clothes.  I’d had to scrap that idea as it became readily apparent that time was short.  So here I was, parked below the stairwell that led to Julie’s third floor apartment, buck naked with my shirt and shorts a good ten foot walk behind me.

I was also incredibly wet.  The drive had been exasperating and while in stop and go traffic my right hand had frequently dropped down to the dark crevasse between my thighs. With increasingly deeper thrusts I had begun fiddling with the vibrator while inching along behind a semi-truck.  This masturbatory bliss was further complicated by the fact that a number of my fellow Houstonians had managed to pull their attention away from their texting long enough to notice that the pretty girl with red hair in the Ford F-150 next to them didn’t appear to be wearing any clothes.  I got more than a few stares, a number of thumbs up, and two date requests through rolled down windows.  This attention was humiliating and made my static state of constant arousal just a bit more dynamic.  I hate being embarrassed like this but there is something messed up in my brain.  It turns me on.  Talk about disturbing.

So by the time I arrived at Julie’s place I was sticky, uncomfortable, just a little desperate, and still very naked.  John’s comment about turning the vibrator on reverberated in my brain and I reached down between my legs and twisted the dial. It roared to life and I let out a gasp of alarm. Holy crap! I wasn’t going to be able to handle this very long! I looked around frantically. The parking lot wasn’t exactly packed, but it wasn’t empty either.  Still, there wasn’t much I could do.  If I sat there any longer I’d have to just grab my stuff and run up the stairs in the buff, all while stuffed with a purring sex toy.  I took three or four deep breaths and then popped the door.  The mad dash to the back of the truck took less than three seconds and then I was hopping into my shorts.  The vibrator slipped out and I yelped as it clattered to the pavement, rattling loudly.  I bent down, my shorts still around my knees and I picked it up.  Hurriedly I jammed it back in, an action that left me breathless and moaning, not to mention the addition of about eight more seconds to my total exposure.  Then I pulled up my shorts, feeling the tight cotton press the buzzing phallus even deeper.

Not good.

I buttoned the shorts and didn’t even bother with the shirt. Flip flops aren’t made for running so I dashed as fast as they would let me, pounding up the stairs.  I pulled my shirt down over my head on the way and by the time I made it to Julie’s door I was once again completely dressed.  Breathless, I knocked quickly, shifting back and forth, trying to ignore the waves of pleasure streaming up from between my legs and the incessant purring of the vibrator.

Julie opened the door and my eyes practically popped out of my head.  I was overdressed, or underdressed, or something.  She was wearing lingerie.  Fancy, expensive, rocking lingerie.  And no, this wasn’t something you could pick up at Victoria’s Secret.  This was naughty lingerie, the kind you got from Frederick's or even more questionable sources.

It was all black lace, almost a fine mesh and was cut sort of like a shift except with a neck string.  Her bare breasts were completely visible underneath the see through material and there were some sort of tattoo like swirls literally stitched into the front so that they ran along her tummy.  Underneath she wore a pair of black lace panties that obviously matched, the tiny triangle doing absolutely nothing and everything to cover the petals of her sex, which were already suspiciously wet.  She wore a pair of high heels too, black ones, with open toes and her nails were painted the same color as my hair.  The straps on the shoes were pencil thin but completely encircled her ankle.  She looked amazing.

Like I said, I was both underdressed and overdressed.  There’s a rarity, right?

She took one look at me with this wicked, wicked smile on her face and then she stepped back, letting me in.  I suppressed a shiver and willingly followed her.  My heart thudded painfully in my chest and as the door closed behind me I knew I was in for it.  It was punishment time.

Julie looked confident and very much in charge.  Her stance was half causal, have dominant, and all woman.  Even her hips were cocked at an angle, emphasizing her lines.  Despite her almost anorexic physique, the clothing made her look like a sex goddess.  Her shoulder length dark hair framed her face perfectly.  She wore minimal makeup, mostly around the eyes and there was a single gold strand around her neck that flashed.  

“The shirt,” she said darkly. “Lose it.”

I peeled out of the shirt.  Fast.  I was about to toss it aside but Julie took it from me with a quick motion.  Then she began folding it.

“Hands behind your head.”

Oh.  Uh oh.  Gingerly I lifted my arms.  My breasts hung like ripe fruit and the buzzing vibrator was loud enough to actually hear under my shorts.  If Julie heard it she didn’t say a word.  Instead her eyes bored into my still bruised bosom.  Then she lifted the hand holding my shirt and with a controlled hard swing, slashed at my chest.  The shirt struck me across my breasts and the sting was enough to make me grimace.  Just a bit.  The tip of the shirt material had caught my nipple and while it didn’t really hurt, it had given me a tiny bite.  Julie wasn’t disappointed.  In fact I think she expected that because she didn’t even wait on the backstroke.  The folded shirt struck me again, this time from the opposite side, catching my right breast fully.  I gasped and my knees actually folded slightly.  I didn’t say anything, but I think that was more from the combination of vibration and flogging, than just what Julie was doing.

Julie began to methodically whip me using my own shirt, back and forth.  Some strokes ached.  Some stung.  A few were even delivered so that only the last little inch of material hit me and I know she was aiming for the tips of my breasts.  Ten, then fifteen, then twenty strokes landed and turned my bosom coral.  I was also having some serious problems involving the vibrator and now that my shorts and boobs matched color, I was definitely contemplating having another accidental orgasm.

But Julie seemed to sense my discomfort.  My breasts stung and felt heavy and hot and that alone kept me distracted as she tossed my shirt over the back of the couch and then grabbed hold of my shorts.  Her fingers flew and she roughly tugged at my clothing, yanking the pink cloth downward.  She wasn’t gentle and I barely was able to keep my balance as Julie stripped me.  I lost the flip flops and then her hand was on the vibrator.  She held it in and our eyes met.  She stepped even closer, our breasts touching with just the lace of her nighty between us.

“You’re so close, aren’t you?” She whispered to me.  Her eyes seemed to burn with emotion.

I nodded, swallowing.  “Yes Mistress.”


“And how many times have you broken my command today?” She asked me, her fingers taking hold of the base of the six inch vibe, drawing it halfway out.  I can’t even tell you how close I was too swooning.  Instead I groaned and closed my eyes. I didn’t want to look at her.  

“Five Mistress!” I sputtered, my body so tense that I could barely stand it. I slowly rose up on tiptoe as I felt her move the vibrator.

“Five,” she said cruelly.  “Five times you disregarded my word.”  She pushed the vibrator back in, slow and steady.  Then she pulled it out again.  I froze, my pussy tightening hard around the firm, buzzing plastic.  She let it slip back out, then penetrated me once more.  Twice, three time, four.  The fifth time she pushed the vibe back in I let out a wail as the orgasm began to hit me.  There was nothing I could do to stop it. I was going to cum!

“You want to know what your punishment for cumming will be?” She whispered as I began trembling.  She wrapped one arm around me, her hand between my legs.  The vibrator inside me suddenly began pounding as she took the base and began thrusting it fast and hard.  The rising orgasm exploded between my legs and I cried out, shaking as the euphoric release of everything rocked me to the core.  I let out a wild sob as she held me, still fucking my brains out.  And then, as the intensity of it all came crashing down she put her lips to my ear.

“More.”

She pulled the vibrator out of me, turning it off only to stick it between my open and panting lips. I sucked it clean, a mindless sexual animal and then let her lead me to her bedroom. Not the dungeon.  I stumbled along in a daze of sexual satisfaction and found myself unresisting as she pushed me onto the silk sheets.  It felt so soft.  I didn’t even say anything as she carefully took my ankles and buckled the leather cuffs around each limb.  She drew me wide apart and I just laid there, still lost in my sexual delirium.  It wasn’t until she secured my wrists to the bedframe above my head that I began to comprehend her intention.  My wet vibrator had been placed on the nightstand, but she didn’t pick it up again.  Oh no.  Instead she had other things laid out.  The Hitachi massager wand was placed against my clitoris and turned on, the wetness of my explosion oil enough.  She rubbed me, tormenting me, pushing me forcibly back up the hill toward another orgasm.  It was almost too much.

Almost.

I exploded again, pulling hard against the ropes holding me down and open.  She held the massager too my clit for an extra minute until I was making squealing noises. Then she pulled it away.  For a long minute I lay there, lost in a daze of exhaustion and steam.  My eyes were closed and then I felt a cool drop land on my clit. I twitched and another drop fell.  It didn’t burn or anything, but then another and another drop fell.  I opened my eyes.  Julie held a small bottle of oil above my sex, slowly and surely teasing another miniscule amount of the lubricant out of the bottle and onto my pubis.

Oil trickled down my labia and into my depths as Julie put her little bottle away.  Then she climbed up onto the bed with me, settling down on her stomach between my knees, propped up on her elbows.  Her face was only a foot away from my sex and I could feel her breath on my petals. But her hands were even closer and I couldn’t help sucking in a sharp breath when her fingertips touched me.  With the softest strokes she began running her fingers along the petals of my sex, gently caressing me.  She avoided my clit for the first few minutes, saying nothing, and I moaned at the pleasure.  She rubbed the insides of my folds, the outer edges, the ticklish points where thigh meets torso.  Her oiled fingers found my perineum and then even swirled around my bottom for a moment before dipping in just enough to set me on edge.  The scent of vanilla filled my nose.

And then, just at that point, I felt her shift, moving closer.  Her hands went low, one pressing into the crack of my ass while the other slipped two fingers into my depths.  I shivered and then felt the most amazing thing ever; her tongue. It darted against my clit, tapping lightly, only to swirl around in a circle.  My back arched as if I’d been shocked and I let out a keening moan that I could only hope expressed the sensation of ultimate pleasure I was feeling.  Her mouth continued to nibble at me and she began suckling and kissing and licking and blowing cool air across my clit, even as her fingers dug in deeper.  I was shocked to realize that she had managed to get almost her entire left-hand forefinger into my ass, while her right hand had two digits buried to the knuckle and she was clearly going for a third.  My hips wouldn’t stop moving and I began panting.  Her mouth took me and then there was this sort of white light behind my eyes and everything just became a frenzied blur.  I cried out her name, my toes curling as the orgasm, my third with Julie and my eighth of the day, rushed up through my body.

She gave me only a few minutes to calm down, rising from the bed, washing her hands and getting a drink of water before coming back to me, settling down next to me. The little bottle of oil came out again and she began coating just my nipples.  Her fingers began to caress me there as she leaned in.

“Does that feel good?” Julie asked.

I whimpered and nodded my head.  

“Are you still wondering what your punishment will be?  Are you expecting the whip?  Clamps?  For me to hurt you?” She asked, her voice turning ice cold.  Her fingertips changed to nails and she raked them lightly down my body back down to my loins.  She pinched my clit, but it wasn’t painful.  Just a pressure to remind me of her touch.  She opened the drawer of her nightstand with the other hand and pulled out a massive dildo, easily as big as my Core Driller.  It was at least twelve inches long and three inches thick, possibly bigger.  She placed this at my slick and oiled opening and began rubbing it back and forth.

“Want to know what your punishment will be, slut?” Julie asked again.  I groaned as she pushed and the tip of the gargantuan cock began to slide in.

“You just had your first one,” Julie hissed.  “Three orgasms for every explosion you took for yourself today.”

I opened my eyes and stared at her.  Three orgasms per one of mine?  I tried to do the math.  How many did I have?  Five, right?  Five times three.  Uh… I tried to think around her pushing that thick phallus in.  Three… oh God… times…. oh my GOD!  Five?  Uhghhh… OOoohhh… Fifteen?  Ohhhhhhhh.  I tried to add them all up.  My five and the next fifteen.  Twenty orgasms? In one…  OHHHHHHHHHHHHH…. FUCK YES!

***

For the next four hours Julie made love to me.  It was sickly sweet and darkly hard. There was a double ended dildo and I remember her feet by my head, her groin against mine as we both moved in rhythm against it, our clits pressed together in wet perfection.  There was music and oil and softness, and there were vibrators. Lots of them.  She cycled me through a litany of pleasures, each one making me softer and more susceptible to the next,  My clitoris throbbed and became swollen, each moment under her ministrations sensitizing me to levels I’d never even thought existed.  Three orgasms became six, which became nine, and I remember crying out as the eleventh rocked me, my entire body nothing more than a shallow husk. I couldn’t even move.  Someone had removed all the blood from my limbs and replaced it with liquid iron, heavy and torpid.

“Ssshhh,” Julie whispered, her head pillowed in my shoulder as I sobbed.  Her left hand was cupping my sex and even that seemed to ache in ways that nature never intended.  The brand new vibroballs she’d stuffed me with were still purring inside my sex, thick dangerous things I’d never felt before.  “It will be all right.  Ssshhhh…” she said, trying to comfort me.  

I let out a shuddering and muted sob and felt the pressure of Julie’s hand change.  She didn’t let me go.  Oh no.  It was still there, still sexual.  She twisted and glanced at the clock.  “You must be exhausted, precious thing.  And you still haven’t finished the punishment for the fourth orgasm.”  Her thumb began tapping on my clit.  It felt like hammer blows to me. I twitched with each touch.

Julie sighed.  “I suppose, in a way, you were right,” she said sitting up.  She still didn’t take her hand away from my slit or stop the light tapping of her thumb.  “I suppose I do have to take into consideration your state.  You’re exhausted. There is only so much more I can do to you.”  She ran her fingers through my sore petals, grazing my clitoris with the pad of each finger in a series of rigid bumps that had me stiffen from toe to nose. My breath caught in my throat. It wasn’t easy to breathe.

“So I suppose we’ll just finish this last punishment and someday soon, I’ll punish you for that last unauthorized orgasm.  Does that sound okay to you, Breanne?  Would you like that?  Just one more?”

I croaked something unintelligible and she laughed.  I felt her hand move away from my sex and more tears, this time of relief, seeped from my eyes.  The red rubber ball gag she’d stuffed into my mouth somewhere around orgasm number five made my jaw ache and there was no way for me to really answer her.  She stood beside me in all her naked glory.  The black lace nighty was gone as were the lace panties and heels.  Her skin glistened with a mixture of residual oil and girl juice and the scent of sex was so strong that she’d lit one of her mulberry candles on the nightstand beside us.

She opened the drawer again and I trembled.  Practically everything she’d used on me that evening had been new and come from that drawer.  There had been a two armed pink vibrator she’d slid into me and I’d been astonished to discover that both of the arms vibrated independently.  She’d slid a massive metal dildo into me that had moved smoothly through my insides like lightning.  One vibrator that Julie had called “FiFi” had two little arms that stuck out after the main probe had been inserted and these sat on either side of my clit.  You can imagine how I handled that when the whole thing began vibrating.

“One more orgasm Breanne.  And it’s time to get serious.  I’ve heard you say it a number of times,” she said, almost talking to herself...  

Strike that. I was gagged. She was definitely talking to herself.  

“And I think I know exactly how I want to make you cum this last time.”  She tossed something down on the bed, dark and foreboding.  I couldn’t see it. I was still tied down, spread-eagled, held open at wrist and ankle. Julie produced another rope and quickly tied it around my knee.  Then she pushed the end of the skein under the bed, tossing it to the other side.  A moment later and she’d pulled my legs even wider apart, this time at my lower thigh.  Then she yanked the pillow out from under my head and began stuffing it under my ass.

“Now, I know this won’t exactly be new to you, and for that I apologize, but rest assured it will be new to the toy.  This one I bought just for you.  So I’ve wanted to properly christen it.”  She tugged the rope tight and then bent over to kiss my forehead. “This is going to hurt you way more than it will me,” she whispered with a grin. ““I’m going to enjoy this.”  Then picked up a brand new leather sap, held it up in front of my widening eyes, and brought it down upon my sore, swollen, sodden, sensitized sex with enough force to make me go rigid, back arched, toes curled, squealing into the thick rubber ball stuffed in my mouth.  The stinging heat seared me from front to back and my fingers tightened into clenched fists.

“Mmmm… oh look at your little clitty!” Exclaimed Julie with a girlish giggle.  “It’s all red and sticking out now!”  She hit me again and lightning struck twice between my legs.  I let out another choked sob, eyes wild.

“You keep saying that you love this, that you can always cum from someone sapping your pussy,” she said simply and slapped the flexible little leather paddle against my sex.  Blistering heat exploded between my legs and I began thrashing back and forth from side to side. Ropes be damned, though my antics obviously didn’t impede her in any way, since she hit me again.

“I have to wonder if responding to a pussy whipping like this is a peculiarity of all nympho humiliation pain sluts,” Julie hypothesized and raised the sap once more.  “Or if it’s just a slut like you.”  The sap landed flat between my legs, mashing my petals and clit down into a single plane of pain.  My hips began pumping as my body instinctively tried to mitigate the agony.  The vibrating balls inside me still churned but it was almost like they didn’t exist.  Instead I tightened up which perhaps just made things worse.  The prickling burn seemed to spread, but not across my skin.  It went deep, making my blood boil.  I clamped down on the vibroballs, pumped my hips, and each thrust upward was met with the blistering wallop of Julie’s new sap.

I lost it.  I mean really lost it.  Had you been standing there asking me simple questions like two plus two my immediate answer would have been “purple elevator.”  Asking me if I was close to cumming would have resulted in the words “bulging cactus.”  My entire world had shrunk down to a pinpoint that was focused on one little spot, a spot Julie was trying to smash into the sexual equivalent of tomato paste.  My vision went dark and then she tapped my clit with the edge of the sap for ten seconds.  Just a simple, rapid, fluttering series of thuds.  And I couldn’t take anymore. I exploded.

In a sense it was a bit anticlimactic.  I’d already screamed myself out and the gag kept the neighbors from calling the police.  And I was already exhausted.  That last orgasm?  I’m not even sure it was the most powerful of the evening.  In fact, now that I think about it, I’m pretty sure it wasn’t. It was like a battery going dead, the last bit of juice drawn from it in a slowing, wheezing stream.  And then I was done. I was barely conscious as Julie began to free me, taking off the cuffs and ropes, freeing my jaw from the hated gag.  I didn’t even have the energy to resist her taking me up into her arms and holding me.

I fell asleep with my face against her breast.

The next morning I woke buzzing.  It was soft and took me about two or three minutes to realize that the hum was coming from inside me and I put my hands between my legs and groaned.  Every part of me hurt, which seemed totally odd considering Julie had only hit me in one place.  The problem I realized, as my muscles rebelled against movement, was that I’d been tied in place for over four hours and strained to the point of breaking.  Repeatedly.  Then I’d been actually broke. I’d pulled practically everything that could be pulled.  The whimper that came from my throat was definitely not happy.

“You okay?” Julie asked, the tenderness in her voice almost ironic considering what she’d done to me the night before.  She was sitting up next to me, still naked, holding the controller for the vibroballs.

I tried to say something, but the words just came out garbled and sounding like my tongue had been caught in a garbage disposal.  But the pained look in my eyes must have been enough to clue in Julie. She nodded sympathetically and hurried away, leaving the vibroballs purring inside me.  She came back a moment later with some sort of muscle cream and without hesitation flipped me over.  Next thing I knew she was kneading my shoulders, my arms, my back and my legs.

As the medicine went to work and I began to relax my body started to respond to it all; the soft touch of her fingers, the whisper of the vibroballs in my sex, the faint tingle of hurt on my clit.  I let out a deep moan.

“Like that?” she asked.

“Oh God yes,” I managed to say, this time sounding coherent.  “It feels fantastic,” I murmured.

Julie’s fingers flit across my skin and I sighed in contentment.  It felt so good, so amazing to be touched like that, by someone who cared for me so much.  And slowly, clearly, I began to feel something else; arousal.  The vibroballs she’d left inside me churned and purred until finally I rolled over and looked Julie in the eye.

“Am I allowed to cum today?” I asked carefully.  It wasn’t just an errant request. I wanted to, right then.

Her eyes widened and she smiled. “Are you capable of it? Last night was pretty tough on you.”

I thought about it for a second.  Just a single second.  And then I grabbed her and pulled her down on top of me, her narrow body light beneath my arms, our breasts pressed together as I kissed her, rolling until I was on top.  I planted a series of kissed on her body from her throat downward until I found that sweet little nectar. I ran my tongue through Julie’s slit until she was gasping.

“Capable?” I asked softly, looking up at her burning gray-blue eyes for only a moment.  “Hell yes. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”

And then we both came.  So much for denial.

I prefer the consequences.

Dissonant Orgasm

There is an order to most things in life, a certain set of parameters that guide our general perception of the world.  Some are natural; night follows day, spring comes before summer, that sort of thing.  And some are man-made; like praying before eating a meal, or eating s’mores around a campfire.  Order is what makes life easier for us to deal with.  It makes the unexpected a little less frequent and makes us creatures of habit. We like what’s comfortable, what’s familiar, what is tradition. That’s why I was standing naked in Julie’s living room, my fingers interlaced behind my head, with my shirt lying on the floor ten feet away, right next to my fallen skirt.  

She had the flogger out this time, a wicked whip made of a handful of rubber strands mounted in a handle that I’d much rather have had inside me than in her palm.  I was on tip toe as well, thanks to a pair of demonic rubber pads with half inch nails driven through them, both of which had been placed under my heels.  Dropping down meant sharp pinpricks along my arch followed by perforation. A lot of perforation. So I had plenty of motivation to stay up on tip toe. My legs were spread as well; not super wide, but enough that had Julie wanted to swing the flogger underhanded up into my shaven and exposed slit she’d have had an easy time doing it.  Still, I wasn’t terribly worried about that. The rubber flogger might sting a little but I could handle that. I was more concerned about staying up on tip toe, and maybe a little about my breasts. Just a little.

The flogger struck me hard and I let out a little gasp as my body turned with the blow.  It stung and my body did exactly what both of us expected it too. I flinched.  That knocked me slightly off balance, which started to drive my heels downward. This in turn made my knees wobble and my toes dig in, trying to stay up.  Even then I felt a tiny dart of pain as a needle point dug into the arch of my right foot.  My pussy clenched around the vibrating bullet inside me, a toy I’d been enduring for most of the morning.  It was set to medium and the steady thrumming of the motor in my sex had left me sopping wet and just a little desperate. Julie struck again and then a third time, fast and cruel, the flogger making a sharp cracking noise every time the strands licked at my nipples.

It didn’t take her very long to add a nice blush to my bosom, the tips of my breasts rosy and tight.  The golden padlock sporting the emblem of the Society of the Golden Rose danced from my right nipple with each stroke.  Julie’s face was focused on me, her eyes intent and the flogger struck me over and over. After about twenty decent impacts I couldn’t hold myself up any longer and rather than putting a number of half inch deep holes in the soles of my feet, I took a step to the side and let myself down, groaning in relief..

“Ohh…” Julie grinned with excitement. “I was waiting for you to do that.  Punishment time!”

I blinked. I hadn’t took my hands off my neck, but you should have seen my chest heaving. I didn’t reply either. To be honest, I wasn’t that surprised.  The life of a sexual masochist with a penchant for humiliation and submission is often placed in an unwinnable scenario.  Whipped if you do, flogged if you don’t.  Does it really matter?

“Well?” she demanded, gesturing at my flat feet. “Get back in position!”  She punctuated this command with a simple swipe of the flogger, which laced around my left hip and flashed across my bottom with a number of hot sparks that made me yelp.

With my lip caught between my teeth I once more stepped over the spiked pads, rising up on the balls of my feet, my stance wide enough for a plumber to crawl through.  I half expected her to go back to whacking my breasts, but instead she swung the whip in a curved, underhand stroke that nailed me right between the legs. I gasped, my legs trembling, every muscle from the waist down tightening.  Had the bullet inside me been an egg I’d have cracked it.

Ever get whipped with a flogger between the legs?  It is very different than a sap, or a ruler, or a cane.  Saps, essentially small leather paddles, smash and flatten everything, leaving this bright sting across your whole sex.  A ruler can be wicked, leaving blistering swaths with an accuracy that is frightening.  And the cane?  I hope you can go your whole life never being suspended by the ankles while a cruel dominatrix who loves canes lands a series of heavy beats from one inner thigh to the other, leaving long purple and red welts across your pubis and labia.  Still, there is something about the flogger; the individual strands dig in.  They open you, spreading your petals, making sure that the inner bits, the soft pink opening, is completely and thoroughly flayed.

Julie nailed me half a dozen times while I trembled and shook, my fingers laced behind my neck.  Finally she let me know my punishment was done by swinging the flogger at my breasts a few more times.  It wasn’t until my boobs were hot and heavy and sported a healthy looking flush that she finally stopped.

“There. Nicely cooked.  Now go to the dungeon and lie down on the coffee table,” she said, running her fingers over my curves, checking the texture of my skin and feeling the heat.

She’d told me to go to the coffee table in the dungeon. That sounds strange, doesn’t it?  How many dominatrixes have coffee tables in their dungeons? Still, Julie actually had one and I was totally fine with the idea of laying down on it. My legs were burning and the arches of my feet hurt. Anything not to stand on tiptoe over those horrible nail things! My God… it was torture.

I stumbled my way forward and passed the hallway that led to Julie’s bedroom, the master bath, and the kitchen.  With the dining room on my left I turned into the second bedroom, which was just as big as the first.  I had to turn on the lights of course, and when I did the now familiar lines of Julie’s dungeon came to light.

Light.  Well, evidently within the interior designer world, light is a subjective thing, evidently as fluid as water.  The standard overhead light had been removed and replaced with this stainless steel… thing.  All of the light from the bulb went straight up, casting a pool of light across the ceiling.  That in itself made some weird shadows, since the ceilings of Julie’s dungeon was studded with eye-hooks (the better to tie you up my dear *cackle*) and two rows of track lighting with individual spot lights.  It also didn’t help someone had painted the ceiling gray.  Like gunmetal gray.

And that was just the ceiling.

The walls were bare of any art, fastening, or other object except for a simple black and white analog clock with a red second hand spinning.  This laid the stark spectrum of *cringe* (dare I say it?) gray that had been painted in random widths along the walls look like the perverted offspring of a cave and geometry teacher.  Each panel stretched from floor to ceiling, and there was no gradient.  Darks were placed next to lights and contrast seemed to be the overriding principle. The place gave me the willies. And yes, as I was shocked to realize (a fan pointed it out) Julie had actually painted the dungeon in Shades of Gray.

Facepalm.

Look, I’m not responsible. Maybe she’s making a point?  Maybe she has a sense of humor?  Maybe she’s just diabolical?  Who the fuck knows? I’ve never counted the number of “shades” in the dungeon, partly because I’m scared it will be fifty and mostly because every time I’m in that room I’m bound in some way getting the tar beaten out of my breasts, ass or pussy while screaming wildly in sexual ecstasy.  Counting the painting on the walls is never really a priority at times like that.

Furniture. Let’s talk about furniture. Right. You already know about the coffee table, but there are a number of other interesting items as well. There’s the Full Bore Machine, a transplant from my former mistress’s more “art-deco” dungeon. The Full Bore Machine is nothing more than the steel frame of a stool lacking the seat.  Two very large and rigid dildos extend upward from a very powerful motor and I’ve spent a number of hours on that thing, bound to the stool, with both dildos pounding in and out at high speed.  Let me tell you that it’s quite an experience. Sort of like riding a horse at full gallop while simultaneously feeling as if someone has shoved a fire hose up inside you and turned the water onto full blast.

There is also a pillar of wood standing about waist high and capped with a steel bar set shaped like medieval stocks.  There are five holes; a center bracket for someone’s neck and four additional places for wrists and ankles.  Even more incredible, the stocks are removable and the pillar itself was studded with rings and holes and I’d suffered quite a bit on the bloody thing already. So if Julie really wanted to she could remove the stocks, force me to put my head and wrists, or head and feet (wouldn’t that be uncomfortable?) in the thing and leave me lying there immobile.  Hmmm… I wonder if it would be possible to get my head, feet and hands in the stocks all at the same time...

The centerpiece of the room was an amazing wooden horse standing on a thick single leg that could be adjusted in height.  Want your nympho humiliation pain slut bouncing up and down?  Just raise the angular spine enough so that it’s digging into her sex when she’s up on tip toe.  Want her rocking back and forth, crushing her clit and moaning in sexual agony while you cane her breasts, bottom, and the soles of her feet?  Crank the damn thing up a few more inches so she can’t touch the floor. Eyehooks on the ceiling are there to keep her upright.

And last but not least, there is the coffee table. The table itself is solid oak, thick bodied and the surface is heavily scarred. It’s the one piece of furniture that looks out of place in the room.  I mean, what the hell is a table the height of my knee doing in a sexual torture chamber?  But if you know me, I have a sordid history with that table.  I’ve been bound to it, whipping on it, iced on it, fried on it, electrified on it, oiled on it, caned on it, fucked in every single hole on it; hell I’ve even been screwed to it.  Me and that table?  We have a relationship. And it’s serious.

I walked past all the other torture and restraint devices and sat down on the table, laying back to look up at the ceiling. The spotlight above wasn’t focused on my face but the other end of my torso was bathed in light. I spread my legs a little and tried to calm myself. It wasn’t easy. The bullet inside me was still rumbling on medium and it’s tough to settle down with that sort of direct stimulation going. I took a deep breath. Focus.  Breathe.  Relax…

Julie walked in, went straight to the closet, and pulled out an inch wide glass vial, connected at the other end to a rubber bulb.  A small bottle of oil came with her.

So much for relaxing.

She came right up to me and knelt down between my legs, setting the suction clamp and the oil down on the carpet.  “Do I need to tie you open?” She asked me seriously.  I lifted my head and looked down between my breasts and thighs.  Her smile was huge.

There are mixed feelings about being tied open within the BDSM community.  Some dominants don’t like it, feeling that their will alone should be sufficient bonds for any submissive.  I see their point.  If Julie were to tell me to spread my legs wide, I’d do it and try to keep my knees far enough apart you could drive a pickup in there.  That said I absolutely love the sensation of my legs being stretched apart and bound there. The wider the better.  There is this tension in my thighs that is such a turn on. And then there is the issue about being out of control. If my legs are bound into the splits, without a snowball’s chance in hell of closing when someone does something naughty to my naughty bits, then I’m at someone else’s mercy.  And that… that… well…

I like that.  That feeling of helplessness. My God, the very idea of it makes me wet.

Uh… wetter. Sorry.

I knew exactly what was going to be required of me though and it was all thanks to a new online dominatrix going by the name “dissonance.”  She had some questions about the versatility, pertinacity, and acceptance capacity of certain portions of my anatomy.  Julie had latched on to the “assignment” that Lady Dissonance sent in and well… here we were. The problem was that Julie liked to elaborate on assignments.

It only took me two seconds to make up my mind. “I think I’d like that,” I said, the idea of ropes binding me open a definite turn on.  I think I sounded confident and sure of myself, but I’m guessing I sounded frightened and timid.  Julie patted me on the thigh, her thumb rubbing my petals a few times. I let out a little moan.

“Good,” she said.  Then she went to work.  Another trip to the closet produced rope and the leather slings I knew she had, since I’d been bound open on the coffee table before.  It only took her about five minutes to get everything set and when she was done my feet were dangling twelve inches off the floor, the leather wraps under each knee, holding me open, the ropes attached to the eye hooks mounted in the ceiling.  A few experimental pulls made it clear that I wasn’t going to be putting my knees together for anything.  Julie finished by wrapping my wrists in black leather and used another shorter length of hemp to secure my hands in place above my head.  Then she picked up her tools.

“Since we’re going to target your clit today, we’ve got to get it nice and ready,” Julie said, as if she were teaching a class on proper clitoral stimulation.  I gasped as she dabbed my already somewhat sensitive clitoral hood with oil and then placed the suction clamp over it.  A half second later I moaned as she began squeezing the rubber bulb at the end of the hose.  Each tightening of her little fist literally sucked the air out of the vial.  This tightened the edge around my clitoris and a half minute later the sensitive nub had been tugged out from beneath the hood by the vacuum.  She twisted the stopper valve, disconnected the bulb and stood up.

“There we go.  While we’re letting your clit swell a little we’ll put on the nipple band.”  Julie went back to the closet.

Nipple bands are a commercially available elastic clamp that you can place around an erect nipple.  It will then tighten, keeping the tips of your breasts hard and pointed.  It’s an intense but non-painful sensation and I actually enjoy them.  At least, I used to.  Now a days the nipple bands aren’t really that applicable to me because of the fucking hardware on my right tit.  In order to put them on I literally have to take off the gold piercing.  That used to be a problem because the first ring I got was sort of permanent.  About six months later though Kari had let me cut it off in exchange for one that was removable.  Except I wasn’t personally allowed to remove it. I’m still not allowed to take it off. So it hadn’t been removed except for once or twice in the last three or four years.

So I didn’t wear nipple bands that often, or if I did, it was just the one on my left nipple.  Still, I miss it.  There is something erotic about your thoughts being constantly drawn to the tips of your breasts.  Julie came right up to me with this strange sort of tiny pliers Mike the Hardware Guy had given her.  They worked opposite to regular pliers, since when you squeezed they opened.  She had the first nipple band on the end, pulled wide, and set it over the still turgid tip of my left breast and let it close. I groaned as the elastic tightened and my pussy tightened on the buzzing, tumbling bullet inside me.  The glass vial hanging onto my clit danced as my hips rolled and then Julie produced a small metal vice clamp.  

“Since we can’t get a second nipple band on there with your padlock in the way, we’ll go with this,” she said simply, screwing the steel clamp down.  A second later a distinctly uncomfortable (and therefore very arousing) pressure seemed to explode through my chest, straight up from my right nipple.  I squirmed a little, my cute little bare feet kicking in the open air as my legs jerked.

A minute or two later Julie moved back down between my thighs.  There was a pop and then I felt my clit tingle.  Julie’s fingers plucked the glass vial off my sex and my toes curled as her fingers began playing with me.  I could feel her nails on my clit, teasing it, touching it, rubbing it.  Every second seemed to get more and more intense and I felt myself starting to tremble.  Julie moved quickly then and picked up a small cloth and the pliers.   

“Okay, we’re going to try this,” she said, dabbing the cloth against my clit with one hand.  “I’m concerned about it staying on.”  I bit my lip as she lifted the tool and stretched the small elastic band wide.  

I’m um… not very big when it comes to clitoral size.  I’ve known girls whose clitoris resembled a tiny penis, sticking out a full inch or so when aroused. I’ve met girls whose clit could swell out from under its hood at the drop of a hat.  And to be honest, I’ve met girls whose clit were like the Lochness Monster - you suspected it was there, and there was plenty of wetness, but all you ever saw was tantalizing glimpses and maybe a little rounded hump.  Me? I’m somewhere in between.  My clit isn’t this massive thing you could pierce, or even clamp easily.  Maybe if you catch the hood you would have a better chance, but my clit itself?  Small.  Even when aroused.  And remember that most women who have their “clit” pierced actually only do it to the hood.  A true clit piercing would be… my God… horrible.  At least for me.

And yet Julie was doing her damnedest to put a rubber band half the size of my pinkie around the tiny, slightly swollen nub.  The pliers closed slightly and elastic shrank until it surrounded the little nub of flesh. It made me gasp, my hips rolling again. It felt… amazing actually.  So intense!  And then, after less than ten seconds of sexual delight, the elastic popped off.

“Yep.  That’s what I thought would happen,” Julie said brightly, as if this were a good thing.

I moaned.  What a disappointment!  And how was I going to write this up for poor Lady Dissonance?  What would she say to this aborted and failed attempt at her assignment?  I started to say something but Julie was clearly not done.

To my astonishment she produced another bottle.  “We’ll give it another go,” she told me.  “Hush now.”

That concerned me.  Another go?  What was in the other bottle?  Glue?

“You’re not going to superglue it on me, are you?” I asked in a submissive, but very frightened tone. Superglue and sex do not go together.  Trust me.  I didn’t an assignment on that once and it… well… one of these days I’m going to write up my bloopers reel.  That one is a predominant feature.

“Superglue?” She asked incredulously as her finger teased my clit again until I let out a tiny whine.  “Never!” she declared. “I would never use superglue on your clit.”

I let out a sigh of relief as the pliers came back up, though a little part of my mind tried to figure out what she might have in the bottle.  My brain came up empty and then was distracted by the second application of elastic around just my clitoris, pulled out from under the hood. I gasped and Julie moved fast.  In one second she had the bottle up, an applicator out, and she began dabbing something on my clit.  I tried hard not to twist or move.  The seconds ticked by and right when the elastic should have been snapping off my extended and tight clit, it stayed on.

“I’ll use Uro-Bond,” she declared.

What a weird feeling. I’m used to my clitoris being retracted, safe under its hood.  To have it pulled out like that, wrapped tightly with elastic, and then glued in place with the medical version of superglue, was beyond wonky.  It was erotic, strange, different, and totally bizarre.  I couldn’t stop pulsing, my hips twitching madly as my body tried to adjust to the very odd sensation. Julie continued to apply the adhesive to my sex and then when she was evidently satisfied, gave my open thigh a gentle pat.

“Ten or twenty?” Julie asked next.  I blinked, no clue what she was talking about.

Julie sighed in exasperation. “The strokes you are about to get?  The ones Lady dissonance has required of you?”

Ohhh… Right.  I remembered.  I had a choice.  Lady dissonance had specified that the first torment applied to my nipple banded clitoris would be a beating. With a suitable object.  What the hell is a suitable object?  A whip? A ruler? A feather? Julie’s new leather sap?  I bit my lip.  The problem was that Lady Dissonance had offered me a choice; twenty strokes if I did it myself, or just a simple ten if I let a stranger do it.

Never mind. That’s not a choice.

“I’ll do it,” I said quickly.  Even with Julie there I knew I could be just as cruel as I liked, and not a bit more.  I’ve never been able to spank “myself” or whip “myself” with any sort of decency. It’s just hard to gauge. Know what I mean?

Lady dissonance’s language made this assignment seem like a sort of experiment

Breanne - First apply one of the small rubber bands over your clit in the morning. Then one on each nipple so that they don't feel left out. Next, either beat your pussy twenty times or have a stranger beat your pussy ten times with a suitable object, making sure that your clit is within the striking area. Any time you cum today you must repeat this step.

And at the end:

As this is an experiment, please do remember to note how much of a difference, if any, the rubber band on your clit makes.

All of which meant that I was about to get it, right between the legs.  Julie nodded and went to the closet, obviously to select a “suitable object” and I laid there hoping she wasn’t bringing me something like a baseball bat.  I should have trusted her on the object thing. She brought the leather sap, which is nothing more than a narrow, flexible, leather paddle, perfect for smacking wet pussy. I looked at her expectantly, waiting for her to release my hands from where they were tied at the top of the table. Julie grinned.

“Oh no. You seem a little tied up.  I’ll handle this for you,” she said wickedly.

Oh God… of course she would. I should have seen this coming. And there was nothing I could about it.

I braced myself as she got in position, kneeling down between my outstretched legs at the end of the coffee table.  She picked up the sap and laid it lightly on my sex and I twitched as the cool leather completely covered my sex, from the extended and protruding clitoris all the way down both labia.  I gasped as it came up and I held my breath as she waited cruelly before bringing the leather down.  Finally I had to breathe and the moment I sucked in another draught of air Julie slapped the flexible leather paddle down hard, aiming not just for my clitoris, but my entire sex.

I yelled, crying out, my entire body jerking as the pain flashed hard between my legs and burst up my spine. Julie nailed me, that first spank so hard that I thought she’d ripped my petals right off my body. I tightened around the bullet inside me, not sure how I could take another blow. I spasmed like a landed fish as my nervous system struggled to throw off the impulses sent from my groin and it wasn’t until I’d stopped twitching and let out a low moan that Julie smacked me again.  The crack of the sap striking the sodden, sopping wet petals of my sex, not to mention the raised point of my clitoris, was maddening and I screamed out again, gritting my teeth and keening out in agony as I tried my best to yank myself off the table.  No good.  Again Julie waited until I’d completely calmed down before once more landing a brutal, harsh spank.

We made it through maybe eight of the required twenty strokes before the glue failed, or my clit shrunk, or maybe the elastic snapped. I have no idea.  All I know is that things didn’t feel the same through the burning heat of my sapping.  Julie clucked her tongue.

“We’ll put that back on when we’re done,” she said simply, then hit me again.  I clenched my teeth and just groaned as she picked up the pace and let rip a flurry of sweltering strokes that brought me up to twenty in less than a minute.

By this time I was near tears.  My pussy burned and my thighs ached with a pain that was difficult to deal with. Worse, with the soft and flexible silicon bullet Julie had left rumbling inside me, I was horny too.  Desperately, terribly horny.  Julie left me like that too, at least for a few minutes, until she once more placed the vacuum clamp over my now flushed, swollen clitoris and sucked the tiny nub into the Pyrex vial. My eyes bulged as I whimpered, over-sensitized and needy all at once.

“We’ll let you simmer a little bit now,” she said.  She went over to my right foot and grabbed ahold of my ankle.  She was still wearing just the long shirt that barely covered her ass and she brought my toes upward, making my leg swing.  I felt wetness and she began rubbing herself on my toes.  It was kind of erotic and definitely different.  I couldn’t help wiggling a bit and watching her tiny gasps as I hit her clit.  This went on for a few minutes and I was shocked when she pushed as much of my foot into her slit as possible (which wasn’t much by the way) and then exploded with a soft sigh of relief.  Her eyes closed and she let go a minute or two later to let my foot drop.  

She let out a very satisfied sigh and looked down on me. “I think we’re ready now.”  I suppressed a shiver as she stepped back over to my sex.  Her thighs were glistening wet and I could still feel her goo on my toe.  Her hand came up and once again I felt the strange sensation of my clit shrinking back as the air was let out of the vacuum clamp.  She tossed it aside, bent down, and for the second time that morning put the elastic band back on my clitoris.  To me, it felt much more visceral and real than the first, but that might have been the result of the twenty sap strokes she’d just given me.  Once the band was on she placed another dollop of the Uro-Bond on my clit, coating it.  She turned and headed for the door and I jerked my head up in surprise.

“Julie?”

She paused and waved. “Just going to go get dressed.  You need to stay here and let that dry,” she replied, pointing at my exposed slit.

I nodded, but my lip caught in my teeth. “Can you at least turn off the bullet?” I pleaded.  The buzzing inside me was just a little too much. I knew that another orgasm would result in another twenty strokes and I wanted to avoid that at all costs.

Julie came back to me and gave me a cold, hard stare. “No. Don’t ask.  If I turn the bullet down, then that’s my prerogative.  And I’m going to turn it up just for you asking.  She whirled and left and then the bullet inside me jumped and swirled, going to medium. I groaned. LOUDLY.  I didn’t want her to think I didn’t appreciate her motives.

Bitch.

So while I got to stew in my own juices, my hands still bound above my head, my legs held open with the leather slings, my pussy stuffed with the bullet, my nipples clamped and my clit clamped and glued, Julie went and got ready for our outing.  It took maybe fifteen minutes.  When she returned I was holding back the next orgasm by the skin of my teeth, my clit itched, and my right nipple was throbbing in time with my pulse.  The bullet inside me went silent and I sighed in relief as she began freeing first my hands, then my legs.  She held out a hand to help me up and for the first time in forty-five minutes I was allowed to stand.  I groaned.  The coffee table is not a comfortable platform for extended naps, that’s for sure.  But I was careful not to complain.  God knows what that would have gotten me!

Julie beckoned me to follow her and we went into the master bed room. Julie had laid out my attire for the day and again I felt that squirmy-wormy feeling in my gut.  For a second I thought she’d turned the bullet back on, but no - it was just the butterflies of absolute nervousness fluttering around down inside me.  It wasn’t what she’d picked out. It was the lack of what she’d picked out.

For example, when you wear a skirt, there should be enough material to cover your ass.  In fact, if I had my way, the skirt would cover me all the way down to your ankles.  The green mini-skirt she’d selected for me didn’t look daring, or darling. It looked tiny.  Unspeakably tiny.

And the shirt?  What shirt?  It matched, or at least what there was of it matched.  It was nothing more than some sort of tube top slip that left my arms, shoulders, and midriff bare.  There were a number of slits in the material as well, though whether placed there by the design of an artist or by a sadistic woman with a box knife - I have no idea.  

There was no bra of course, but I expected that.  There was however a pair of panties, or rather - material to make a pair of panties.  A coil of rope lay there on the bed.  It wasn’t nice rope either.  Nice rope is made of nylon or silk.  This length of hemp was coarse, scratchy, bristly, and looked like it had been soaked with salt water and dried out in the sun multiple times during the preceding week, making it stiff as well.  Julie picked it up with a grin, turned to me and nodded.

“Spread em’ dearie.”  

I waffled for about half a second, really not wanting this, but I couldn’t think of an official reason not to comply.  It didn’t violate my limits, and I was soaked after all.  So I took one step to the side, spread my legs, and put my hands behind my back.  Julie started off by tying the rope around my middle.  The knot was at the back and she ran the loose end of the hemp line between my buttocks. I grimaced as she tugged it up between my legs toward the front, the abrasive material used to make the rope already scratching at my flesh.  It dug into my perineum and then with a light touch, she opened my labia, fit the rope in, and then pulled it up over my extended, glue coated, rubber band wrapped clitoris.  The end went through the front of my waist rope and she tied a perfect half-hitch.  She tightened it down, wrapping more cord, until a massive knot settled over my clit again, pressing heavily.

“There.  Isn’t that nice?” she asked me sweetly.

I took a single step.  Nice is not how I would describe the sensation.  The crotch rope dug into me and it was more like rug burn, except maybe not quite that intense.   Slow rug burn?  I licked my lips as she held up the skirt, expecting me to step into it. I did, feeling the movement of the rope and more importantly the knot.  It was most intense on my clitoris, the knot shifting and pressing hard.  Of course my petals weren’t spared either and I knew this was going to be a challenge.  Julie drew the skirt all the way up and settled it low on my hips.  It felt like a good twitch of my ass would make the damn thing fall but at least my pussy and ass were covered.  I looked down.  The hem was about two millimeters below my sex.  Okay, maybe a bit more than that. But it felt like it was just two millimeters.  I suppose in reality it was an inch, maybe two.  But that still didn’t leave me a lot of wiggle room.  

Then Julie helped me into the shirt.  Or net.  Or whatever the hell it was.  The moment it was settled into place I knew that it had been Julie who made the cuts.  There were a number of suspiciously placed slits, one right across the bosom.  None of them exposed a nipple, but there sure was a lot of curve showing.  And the tube top was tight enough that it mashed my boobs together like a bra.  

“There,” Julie said in satisfaction, helping me to adjust.  Her fingers played against my right breast for a moment and when I looked down the fucking padlock attached to my nipple piercing was actually dangling down through one of the cuts.  How embarrassing.  “We just need your shoes and we’re ready!” Julie gushed.

I squirmed, the rope between my legs scratching against my clit, the bullet inside me silent but present, ready to be turned on at a moment’s notice. The look on Julie’s face was a mixture of wicked anticipation and sadistic pleasure.  All I could really wonder was what exactly we were ready for?

***

Twenty minutes later I felt the butterflies in my stomach take flight as we pulled into a parking space on campus.  Not my alma mater of UH, but a smaller, community college located on the west side of Houston that I’d occasionally used as a hunting ground to find suitable and willing cock.  Julie climbed out of the car and came around to my side, opening the door for me as if I were some helpless sex bunny, stuffed with a toy while wearing a crotch rope.

Oh. Yeah. Right.

Julie was dressed… well… I don’t want to say provocatively, but it was provocative.  Her long legs were bare and she wore a pair of jean shorts that would have looked amazing on a girl with more butt, but just sort of hung off her hips like a pair of cheap curtains in a shoddy hotel room.  Her shirt was more of the issue.  It was a cut-off tee, showing her lean belly and had the word “pimp” across the front in bold, pink letters.  She wore strap sandals that made her totally cute feet arch perfectly and her hair was pulled back into a simple tail.  She looked like the quintessential college co-ed.  Except for the shirt thing… and the accessory that came with it.

If you’re going to advertise as a pimp, you’ve got to have product.  Which she did.

Fortunately we’d arrived between classes and late enough in the morning that there wasn’t a flood of people walking around.  With a smile Julie took my hand and began leading me into the forest of buildings, letting me take dainty, small steps at a pace that didn’t immediately rub me raw. She’d turned on the vibrating bullet the moment we’d gotten out of the car and it was sending me into dizzying spirals of need that built fast now that I was on public display.

“I figure we’ll take a little walk around the school,” she said enthusiastically, slipping her arm into mine and patting me gently. “And hopefully you’ll be able to control yourself.”  There was a tone of faux sympathy, as if she were honestly and truly sorry that I was being sexually tormented and the she really hoped I’d be able to control myself.  Right. I trembled slightly and glanced around.  A few students were crossing the grounds, but only a few had turned to look at us. The length of my skirt and the high heeled sandals I was wearing were more than enough to draw a few interested looks, and the disreputable state of my shirt made me an even more intriguing character.  

My public humiliation certainly made things spicier, but it was the elastic on my clit, the glue holding it on, and the rope roughly working its way through my slit and over my clitoris that was the driving me nuts.  The bullet inside me purred, adding its own little intensity to the mix and I’m pretty sure the expression on my face made it clear that I was about ten seconds away from exploding.

“You okay?” Julie asked curiously, as if my general status wasn’t obvious.

I glanced at her with wild eyes. “Please!” I moaned.  “Please turn the bullet down!”

One eyebrow went up and to my relief she pulled out the controller for the bullet.  The damn thing was wireless so there was nothing connecting it to me.  “Now Breanne. I explained the situation about the bullet.  You aren’t supposed to ask.  You know what happens when you do,” she said, then turned the damn thing up.

And boom.

I had one hand gripping her shoulder as my hips did this sort of violent shake and I felt my pussy contract so tightly around the bullet that for a second I thought I’d managed to actually make it go silent.  My groin swung back and forth, which was very, very bad since that movement was exactly the kind of thing that forced the scratchy rope spreading my petals to saw through my sex, across my perineum and into my ass.  The discomfort and excoriating motion, especially applied to my clit was the last straw and I closed my eyes, threw my head back with a loud whine and said in a perfectly audible and quite loud voice, “Oh my God! I’m cumming!”

Um… I might have done that as revenge.  You know… to try to embarrass Julie. There’s nothing more humiliating than a “When Harry Met Sally” moment, right?  Except Julie loved it.  Her eyes were bright and big and she looked around with interest as two different guys both slowed to a halt to watch the show.  They weren’t close.  Forty, even sixty feet away?  But I really didn’t care.  Julie loved it though, her voyeuristic attitude eating it up eagerly.  She wrapped her arms around me, kissed me passionately and by that I mean wetly - with tongue, and then put both hands on my ass and lifted my skirt, so that one of the guys who was roughly behind us got a good look at rope filled ass.  She clenched her fingers over both cheeks for a moment, squeezing me good as I finished the explosive orgasm that almost left me swooning, and then let the skirt fall back down.

The moment I looked coherent again, she shook her head in mock disappointment, clucking her tongue.  “Bre, Bre, Bre… you weren’t supposed to cum.  Do you know the punishment for cumming?” She asked, loudly enough that the boy behind me, who had come quite a bit closer, could hear.  He couldn’t have been more than nineteen, had a thick book bag, and was bean pole skinny.  His eyes were huge and he was clearly enraptured.

I swallowed, still just a little stunned with the sexual bliss coursing through my veins.  “Yes, Mistress.  Strokes.”

Julie nodded, speaking to the class and not to me. “That’s right.  So do you want twenty from me, or do we ask the nice boy behind you if he wants to handle the ten?

I glanced back at him and gave him a bit of a smile.  “He can do it,” I said lightly.  Julie grinned and flashed a smoldering look at the student behind me.

“Wow. Aren’t you lucky?”  Julie grabbed my arm and twirled me around so that I was facing him.  “This is Breanne and she is a really naughty girl.”  There wasn’t anything in the way of response except for the open mouth and the “deer caught in the headlights” look.  Julie pushed me forward until I was uncomfortably close to him, and by uncomfortably close I mean that my clamped nipples were touching his chest.

“Now, where shall we go to handle this?” Julie asked.

I knew there were some dorms on campus, but I had no idea if this nice looking gentleman was a commuter student or lived there.  That said, I knew a spot or two here that had potential, including the main library.  And at this time of day?  Perfect.

“Um… the library?” I asked.

Julie, recognizing that I was the expert smiled. “The Library. Perfect.”  She turned toward the boy in front of me.  “What’s your name pretty boy?” she asked him, still wickedly sensual.

He blinked, tearing his eyes away from my outfit.  “Uh.. Peter,” he replied gracelessly.  Julie accepted that easily and grabbed hold of him, letting me go.  I moved to the other side and took his arm, suddenly feeling this fresh surge of need that had nothing to do with the bullet still rumbling inside me, or the rope moving roughly through my sex.  All three of us moved along and headed toward the library.

Unfortunately, with me on the end, the pace was a bit more than my poor little pussy could take and by the time we made it to the library I was in a state.  Granted, it wasn’t like I had to walk a mile or anything. There were only a handful of buildings on the campus.  But we went fast enough to make my pussy gush, leaving my thighs slick and a stinging sensation limning my petals.

The library took up half of one of the buildings and after we went in I led the way.  There’s a bathroom in a back hall that was my target and as expected, no one was around that area.  Peter was still in a daze, too shocked to do more than follow along and nod when Julie spoke to him.  Finally Julie pushed open the heavy door to the women’s restroom, ducked in, then emerged with a grin.

“It’s empty,” she announced quietly.  Then she grabbed Peter and pulled him in, ignoring the spluttering protestations.  I followed along gingerly, my entire low half tingling in ways that were disturbing, uncomfortable, and sexually arousing.  Julie took us to the handicap stall in the back, let go of Peter, and pushed me up against the wall.

“Okay Bre, it’s time for the million dollar question,” she said wickedly, her hand going to the large purse she was carrying.  “What constitutes a ‘suitable object’ to give your pussy ten smacks?”

I looked at her. I had no idea what was in her purse.  How the hell was I supposed to know?  I watched as she gave Peter a wink, then snapped her finger as if she were just now figuring something out.  It was so contrived that it looked silly.

“I know. We’re in a school.  So perhaps something we might find on a teacher’s desk?”  Then she reached into her bag and pulled out a plastic ruler.  Peter’s eyes locked on to it, his mouth open in shock.  “So, lift that skirt and let’s see how your little clit is doing,” she said.

As I pulled up the hem of the skirt Julie turned to Peter. “I put a rubber band on her clit this morning and had to glue it on and she came anyway, so I had to give her twenty strokes with the paddle, which of course knocked off the rubber band and glue.  So I put it on again.  So now the question is whether her panties have rubbed it off.”

Panties.  Right.  I tucked the skirt into my waistband, making sure my loins were fully exposed, and I leaned backward.  My petals were exposed, bright pink, and pushed out to the sides of the scratchy hemp.  Julie grabbed hold and began freeing the knot and pulses of pain shot through my clit.  Finally she pulled the rope away, letting it dangle down between my legs.

I couldn’t see the damage the rope had done, but I could feel it.  There was this sensitivity, like I’d just gotten a sunburn or something, right between my legs.  Julie bent down and I felt a light pressure on my clitoris.

“Oh my,” she said softly. “That’s… well…” She looked up at me. “How does your clit feel?” she asked honestly.

I blinked. “Um, it tingles right now,” I admitted.  Julie nodded.  “Okay.  Lean back, spread your legs, and try not to scream, okay?”  

I felt a sudden cold go through me, but I did exactly what she said. I spread my legs wide apart, leaned back against the wall, feeling the metal support rail under my bare ass, and basically braced myself.

Julie looked over at Peter. “Okay, so this is how this will go. You have to strike her clit with the ruler ten times.  It has to be hard enough to make her gasp.  Otherwise the stroke doesn’t count.  Give her all ten perfectly and you can put your dick in her.  Screw up and all you get is her mouth wrapped around your cock. Understand?”

Peter nodded. “Yeah… but I don’t…” Julie cut him off with a hand.

“All you need to do is what I say.  Disobey me and we’re gone. Got it?”

He nodded, but then glanced at the door. “What if someone comes in?” he said in a frightened voice.

Julie shrugged. “That will be my problem. Yours is making sure that Bre is having trouble standing by the time you’ve given her the tenth smack. Now can you do this?” she demanded, holding out the ruler.

Peter took it.  Not enthusiastically perhaps, but certainly without any hesitation.

“I’m supposed to hurt her?” he asked again, perhaps for clarification.

Julie grinned. “She’s a pain slut and I want tears in her eyes. But don’t hit her so hard that I need to call an ambulance. You want her to be able to fuck properly, right?”

He bit his lip. “I’m not sure how hard to swing,” he admitted.

Julie sighed, snatched the ruler from his hand and exclaimed, “Like this!” Then she swung with an underhanded stroke and the plastic smacked my sex hard.

I gasped and rose up on tip toe, pain flooding my clitoris and petals. I again tightened around the bullet and my hips churned wildly for a moment.  Julie reached up while I was struggling to get a grip and yanked the tube top downward, exposing both clamped breasts.  

“Think you can do it?” she asked.

Peter took the paddle from her. “Hell yeah,” he exclaimed, clearly more at ease.  His eyes roamed over my breasts and then he moved right up to me, taking Julie’s spot as she backed off and stood at the half-opened door of the stall.  I licked my lips and tried not to tremble as he placed the flat of the plastic ruler against my swollen, exposed, glue covered, and elastic wrapped clitoris.  Then without a word of warning his wrist snapped back and forward. A sharp crack filled the bathroom.

I gasped.  Actually I more than gasped. I whined and gasped.  The soles of my feet again curved into delicate arches as my back slid up the wall and it was all I could do not to actually yelp or something.  A stinging heat appeared between my legs and it felt like someone had poured hot water on my clit.  My knees buckled a little and I tipped forward as my body reacted instinctively, trying to protect its soft bits.

“Now, now Breanne. Be a good girl and open back up.  That was just the first!” Julie scolded me.  She turned and gave Peter a big smile. “Do that nine more times and she’ll be fucking your brains out.”

It took me maybe another ten or fifteen seconds before I was able to brace myself again, setting my feet apart and open up enough for Peter to have another unimpeded shot at my clit.  Julie watched with sparkling eyes as the orange plastic ruler was once again set against that little elastic-wrapped nub and then flicked hard.  

Another wave of heat struck me between the legs and Peter was good to his word since I gasped quite loudly.  I whimpered too.  Right after the impact my body rose a good four inches, my heels coming off the ground, my knees turning inward, my shoulders falling forward.  The problem this time, besides the fact that I’d just gotten smacked stupid right on my clitoris, was that a small yellow elastic band, coated with what appeared to be some sort of adhesive, was clearly sitting on the tile floor not a foot away.

Shit.

Peter blinked and took a step back.  Julie laughed delightedly, bent down to scoop up the little tidbit, and then went right back to the stall door. “Guess Lady dissonance is going to find out whether the elastic makes a difference sooner than we thought,” she told me.  Then her eyes darted to Peter and she nodded. “Hit her again.”

Honestly?  I’m not really sure if that third stroke hurt more or less.  I wasn’t really rating things like that.  In fact, I didn’t even realize it at that point, but Julie had also turned up the bullet inside me.  I could barely keep still.  My hips were churning now and I was lewdly thrusting my loins forward, the petals of my sex bright pink with spots of darker flesh where some of the capillaries underneath had ruptured.  My clit was swollen and huge, at least huge compared to what I normally have.  Think going from a pea to a pebble.  Not that much difference I know, but I suppose it was significant.  

Peter got into things after that and took his time.  The fourth stroke landed hard, then the fifth came with just as much force. After each clit smacking I gasped.  We worked through the sixth and seventh slaps much quicker as it became clear that our mutual sexual desperation, and possibly my pain tolerance, were getting a little strained.  Julie watched in sick sadistic pleasure as Peter crushed my clitoris flat with the last and tenth stroke, leaving me a puddle on the floor, sitting in an actual puddle.  My legs were splayed and my pussy was so hot and pink that I could have qualified as a new species of rose.  Julie stepped up, reached down and ran her fingers through my sore petals, and tugged the bullet out.

I let out a sound that was half groan and half whimper.  I didn’t know if I needed to orgasm again or just curl up into a ball and buy a men’s soccer cup.  I may not have a pair of balls but damn if my clit didn’t hurt!  Protection sounded wonderful.  

“Open your mouth and stick out your tongue,” Julie said perfunctorily.

Shuddering, I did as told and she ran the slimy, Breanne juice coated bullet across my tongue.  It was salty and tasted of musk, but I’m familiar enough with the flavor not to be repelled by it.  Peter watched in astonishment.  Julie pulled the bullet away and then fished a condom out of her purse. She tossed it to me, then took the plastic ruler from Peter.  She held up the bullet as our eyes met.

“This will be in the sink. Put it in when you’re done.  I’ll stand guard.”  Then she turned and left. I heard a clatter in the sink, a little rush of water, then the main door of the restroom squeaked.  I tore open the condom package and turned to Peter.  He was staring at me in shock as I slipped the skirt off my waist and it fell to the floor. A second later my top joined it.  Then, there was only one more question left for me to ask:

“You want the top? Or the bottom?”

***

Putting the elastic band back on my clit wasn’t an easy process.  After enduring the cold tile floor with Peter’s jackhammer-like lovemaking, Julie had instructed me to put the crotch rope back on, threaded deeply through my sex and knotted above my clit. I spent the next twenty minutes walking the rest of the campus, with Julie’s fingers on my arm, showing off my barely dressed body while each step caused the rope between my legs to slowly and diabolically remove the very first layer of skin from my clit.  The bullet Julie had dragged across my tongue and then dumped in the sink was back inside me purring gently on the lowest level. This was more blessing than torment, since the abrasive and incessant rubbing of the knot over my nub made it difficult to even think and the steady arousal gave me a sort of anesthetic to the discomfort. Still, it wasn’t easy. Just when I thought I wasn’t going to be able to stand it much longer I found myself standing in front of her car.

It was a bit of a relief to be able to sit still and I sighed in relief, though what I really wanted was the rope panties taken off.  I looked at my mistress, hoping she would grant me permission to remove the abrasive hemp line spreading my petals, but instead she merely put the keys in the ignition and turned on the car.  Julie wouldn’t tell me where we were going, so I was just a bit surprised twenty minutes later when she turned into an industrial area off of I-10 and found a parking spot in the middle of absolutely nowhere.  Some large warehouses stood off a quarter of a mile away, or so it seemed.  She turned to me with a warm smile, her eyes twinkling.

“It’s time to put the elastic back on your clit,” she said brightly.

I nodded eagerly. Are you kidding me?  I just wanted the rope thong off and in order to put the elastic back on I had to have the thong off.  “Of course,” I said and quickly yanked up the hem of my skirt and dug my fingers under the rope. I didn’t even care about untying the knot. I just pushed.  It was a bit hard to get over my well rounded hips, and I think I put a couple of scratches on my own flesh, but I got the damn thing away from my clit and out from between my labia.  I looked down as the thong went down to my ankles.  My pussy was a sight; bright red with fine light scratches were the hemp had just literally peeled bits of my skin away. Ouch.  Thank God no one had lemon juice!  Wouldn’t that be horrible?  Or worse… what if they made me soak the hemp in lemon juice?  *Shudder*

Lady dissonance had made it clear that I needed to spend at least an hour in the rope thong, and at least half of that time moving around.  I’d doubled those requirements so I didn’t feel the least bit bad about taking it off.  Julie reached for her bag and pulled it into her lap, but then to my shock, got out of the vehicle.

I leaned over and looked at her. “Where are you going?” I asked, though there was already a sinking feeling in my stomach.

“It’s not like I can do it in there, silly.”  Her tone was light hearted and playful, but made my blood run cold.  Granted, no one was close, but there was a road behind us, and the buildings around us could have someone in them, looking out the windows.  I glanced around nervously.

“Get out of the car, Bre.”

I smoothed my skirt back down, kicked off the hemp still wrapped around my ankles, and climbed gingerly from the sedan.  With a careful eye on Julie and a worried look around me, I went up to where she stood in front of the engine. She gestured at the hood with a smile.

“Have a seat.”

I eyed her skeptically, dithering. “It will be hot,” I complained.  Julie’s eyebrow went up.  

“And that’s a problem how?” She asked as if the scorched condition of my ass was a concern.

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t want to burn my bottom.”

Julie slapped her hand down on the hood.  We hadn’t been driving more than twenty minutes and clearly the engine hood wasn’t even hot enough to scald her palm. In fact, it wasn’t even ticking as the metal cooled.

“Doesn’t seem that hot to me,” Julie replied sternly.  “Now sit.”

I hesitated, glancing around and then motioned toward the warehouses.  They were block construction and had windows. I doubted they were offices but they might be.  “But what if someone is looking?”

Julie shrugged. “You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut. Time for some humiliation.”

I glowered at her. “We’ve already done that,” I reminded her. “At the college? Remember?”

“We’re about to do a repeat of the pain part too if you don’t sit your ass down and spread your legs,” she warned me, her eyes hard.

Well, I know I can be argumentative, but got the message. I hopped up on the hood of the car.  It was warm, but not hot.  My skirt didn’t do jack to cover my bottom and I felt the heat seep into my skin with Julie right in front of me.  I slowly spread my knees until my skirt started to roll up my thighs.

Julie wasn’t patient.  She put her hands on my legs and pushed, spreading me open enough to allow two gynecologists, a porn producer with a camera crew, and a semi-truck simultaneous access.  Then she reached up and pushed on my chest so that I had to put my hands behind me in order to stay upright.  Her bag got dumped on the hood of the car next to me and she went digging.

I closed my eyes.  In my imagination I could picture about a hundred guys sitting in offices along that wall of glass windows, all of them looking out, several with binoculars, watching the pretty, barely dressed redhead open her legs.  I know it’s impossible, but I could feel them studying me, thrilled to see the glistening petals of my sex, the abraded and bright red clit swollen and wanting.  I imagined them pulling out their cocks, rubbing gently as Julie did her thing.

“Oww!” I exclaimed, opening my eyes sharply as my knees started to close.  Julie snarled something and turned her hip against my knee, keeping me spread apart.  I looked down and saw that she’d put some sort of tweezer clamps on my clit, pushing the hood back.  “Damn! That hurts!” I exclaimed, protesting.

Julie’s face was cold. “Of course it does.  Now open back up so I can put on the elastic band.”

Grimacing, I did as told and spread my knees again.  My heels were on the bumper and this time I watched her closely as Julie grabbed the inverse pliers and put the rubber band on them.  She worked quickly and I gasped as the elastic tightened around my exposed clit, just above the tweezer clamps.  Julie put down the hardware and the bottle of Uro-Bond came out.  A thick and heavy dollop coated my clit and made it feel heavy and awkward.  Julie waved a hand over me and took a step back.  

“We’ll just let it air dry,” she said sweetly, then stepped out of the way so that my line of masturbating, horny, and totally imaginary men could see my inner depths.

“I’m getting hungry,” I complained a moment later.  Sometimes I’m bitchy just to be bitchy.

Julie laughed. “We’ll get some lunch after this,” she said, putting away the bottle and pliers.  Then she reached into the bag, pulled out the remote for the bullet, and turned off the light buzzing inside me.  She turned back to me with a smile. “Time for that to come out.”

I nodded and she reached up to my slit and began pushing her fingers into me.  It was a phenomenal feeling and since I was already sensitive and just a little aroused her wriggling fingertips made things even more stressful.  I groaned loudly as she pulled the bullet out of me, the silicon covered, purple, egg-shaped object full and wide.  

“Stick out your tongue again, sweetie.”

I did and she once more put the bullet to my mouth, dragging it down in one humiliating motion across my tongue.  I shuddered and then she took out a small towel and wrapped the bullet in it.  I expected her to get out another toy, but instead she bent over, put her face between my legs, and then blew across my clit, as if that would make the Uro-bond glue dry faster.  

“Hmmm. I think it’s ready,” she said.  Then she went back to her bag.

The toy she pulled out was only familiar in the sense that I recognized it as a butterfly vibrator.  But this one was radically different than my own insect shaped sex toy.  Mine was just a simple strap on toy that nestled above the clitoris and buzzed, with only high and low settings to take a girl to clitoral climax.  Julie’s “Butterfly”?  Different critter all together. Her’s was light purple and the silicon straps were see through. Mine had Velcro straps.  Julie’s butterfly vibrator itself was cute - formed into a little bug complete with a smiley face and antenna.  But the major difference, and I do mean major was that her butterfly had a cock.  Yes. The butterfly had an actual cock.  It stuck out of the back so that when the butterfly vibe was nestled against your clit, there was a three inch probe sliding into your sex at the same time.  The other thing I noticed?  No controls.

And that worried me.

“Here, let me help you put this in,” Julie said earnestly.  The straps fit around my legs and without any additional commentary she slid the little phallus into my sex and settled the butterfly against my clit.  I braced myself, but nothing happened. I half expected the thing to start rumbling and squirming inside me.  In fact…

I had seen something similar before.  My RVP or Rotating Venus Penis.  Essentially they were both the same thing.  The probe was a little shorter on Julie’s model, and it was curved to aim at a particular spot, while the RVP was a little longer and spun as well as vibrated, but there were distinct similarities.  

“What is this thing?” I asked curiously.

“G Spot Venus Butterfly,” Julie explained, which made a few things clearer to me.  A GVB?  Whatever.  It was another Venus product.  “How does it feel?” She asked me.

I wriggled my hips back and forth. “I feel…” I paused to consider my available adjectives. “Concerned.”

“Concerned?” Julie’s eyebrow went up and she grinned.  “Concerned how?”

I gave her a very direct look. “There doesn’t seem to be a controller,” I said succinctly.

Julie let out a huge laugh and began digging in her purse. A half second later she produced a little purple key fob that had a button on it.  She waved it at me and then smiled.  “I’ve got that.  Now let’s go get something to eat.”

We climbed back in the car and I looked back at my imaginary line of now disappointed watchers.  No one had come up to us, or called the police, and in all honesty no one had probably even seen us.  The butterfly penetrating me and lightly strapped to my clit stayed silent even as I joined Julie behind the dash and we headed out for lunch.

***

We met Kari for lunch and for the first time in quite a while I felt as if I weren’t the odd duck out.  Kari was the only one of us dressed professionally, or at least decently.  Julie wasn’t flashing anything, but her shorts and tee shirt declaring her new found profession of “pimp” definitely made her clash with the “sophisticated but sexy professional” image that Kari exuded at all times.  Kari was in her usual attire: an ivory blouse made of silk and a cream colored business suit that hugged her figure and made her look like she made a million dollars a day.  She was tall, thin, svelte, and her white blond hair was straight and long.  Julie sort of looked like her kid sister, visiting from a liberal arts college.

Me?  I looked like a slut.

Kari.  My first everything.  She has been my best friend since sixth grade, my first lover, and my first mistress.  We’d been together for years and years, went to college together, only to discover that some of our personal quirks actually made it difficult to live with each other.  Kari is obsessive compulsive, but only to a degree that makes her aggravating.  I on the other hand, am an… untidy person.  At least from her perspective.  Now that doesn’t mean I’m messy. Far from it.  My bedroom is clean.  There isn’t any dirty laundry on the floor or anything like that.  But while Kari will actually clean a used plate, with soap, dry it, then put it away while the dishwasher is running, I’ll dump the crockery in the sink and let it sit until I’ve unloaded the dishwasher and there is room for another load.  This personality quirk on my part resulted in a number of spankings that made living with Kari difficult.  

But even when I moved out we remained friends and lovers.  It had been Kari who had dragged me, somewhat unwillingly at first, into servitude within the Society of the Golden Rose. It had been Kari who had put the gold hoop through my right nipple and locked a padlock on me.  It had been Kari who had taken me to sexual heights I’d never imagined before.  And it had been Kari who had given me to Julie just four months earlier at the beginning of the New Year.

Say what you will; mistresses and masters can come and go. Friends last a lifetime.

“I like it,” Kari said to Julie after casting an appraising eye on me.  We’d sat down at a small table in the busy restaurant and Julie gave Kari a pleased grin.  There was an eight year age difference between the two women, since I was a year younger than Kari (sort of) and Julie was a babe by comparison.  It had been Kari who had pushed Julie to dump the hooker/punk goth rocker look she’d had when I first met her, and showed the blossoming jewelry store manager that there might be something else out there besides heavy metal music and marijuana. As result Julie had grown into adulthood and I appreciated the change, though sometimes I missed the days of stunned disbelief when I’d knock on Julie’s door, never knowing what shade of the color spectrum her hair would be.  The fact that her apartment now reeked of vanilla and mulberry rather than pot and stale beer made all the difference.

We spent the first part of lunch talking about Kari’s upcoming wedding.  One of the reasons Julie had sort of inherited me was because Kari was finally marrying Robert, her long term partner and sexual submissive.  They had been together for years and I was very, very glad to see them officially tying the knot, though I suspect it was more for a combination of financial and familial reasons than anything the two of them needed to declare.  I loved Robert.  In many ways he was sort of the male version of me: intensely submissive, dedicated in every way to Kari, and very much in love with her. He’s very much a hunk and I have on numerous occasion been party to some rather intense carnal intercourse with him. Oh, don’t get me wrong. I’m not jealous of Kari.  Not in the least.  In fact, I’m jealous of Robert. He can tolerate her OCD which was something I never could.  Most of the time he spends his days at home, buck naked, usually with his cock locked in a little harness, while he day traded stock on his computer.  He made more money than Kari, not that it seemed to matter to either of them.  Then, when Kari got home she would sexually torture him, usually through about two hours of intense stimulation and denial until he finally couldn’t take it and popped, followed by her trying to get two or three more orgasms out of him in the shortest time imaginable.

I’m not sure, from a man’s perspective, if that’s heaven or hell.

Anyway we talked about the wedding.  Or weddings to be more precise.  Kari is actually having two ceremonies, one traditional ceremony with her parents and acquaintances with Robert in a tux and her in a stunningly white dress.  I’m the maid of honor of course.  And then there will be a second wedding, officiated by Isobel, and in that particular ceremony I have a very different position.  I’m Robert’s best… uh… submissive?  So for one wedding I get to wear this incredibly beautiful green dress.  The other I’ll be buck naked wearing a collar and bondage cuffs and probably an assortment of painful and alluring clamps.

Won’t that be fun?

The rest of our lunch conversation centered around what I’d already been through that morning, and where exactly Julie and I stood on completing Lady Dissonance’s assignment. It was embarrassing actually, listening to Julie describe how I’d stood there, my legs parted, my skirt rolled up around my waist, a look of blissful ecstasy on my face while Peter had slapped my clit hard with that plastic ruler.  Or the little whimpering sounds I’d made as she walked me through the campus, the rope thong rubbing at my petals. Then Julie expounded on what came next, outlining in gory detail Lady Dissonance’s requirements of me and that damned Venus Butterfly.

Kari looked at me with a grin. “Well, by all means.  Please continue,” she said obliquely, actually talking to Julie.  It came out as more of a command than a request and that made Julie pause momentarily, glancing around the packed restaurant.

“I was planning on waiting till after lunch,” Julie admitted to Kari. “This is a little public, isn’t it? And she’s already gotten plenty of attention from her attire. She has to endure a full ten minutes of the butterfly.”

Kari laughed, a light tinkle of a sound.  “Too public? This is Breanne.  Besides, she’ll keep her lips tightly sealed.  She doesn’t like to be noticed in public.” Kari’s eyes never left mine. “Do you, Bre?”

Across the table I stiffened. The last thing I wanted, or needed for that matter, was a “When Harry Met Sally” situation where I was acting out the scenario except instead of faking the orgasm I was actually having one.  So while my brain folded and contorted around that little gem from Kari, my pussy actually began tightening around the three inch phallus penetrating my sex.  My eyes stayed locked on Kari and I nodded, ever so slightly.  And then, less than five seconds later, the butterfly roared to life.

Ok, “roared” might be a bit of an over-exaggeration on the old “adjective scale” but that’s what it felt like to me.  Remember I was already aroused and my clit was swollen, wrapped in tight elastic, and then covered with medical glue.  I was dressed like a slut in a public venue, with two women who were both admitted sexual sadists.  My legs were bare and my feet were only stuck in some high heeled sandals.  My shirt was artfully cut to reveal way too much but still keep me from being actually indecent, instead drawing even more attention my way.  The slit just under my right nipple actually had the padlock that dangled from my piercing showing, and the outline of the vice clamp was plain and clear. And now… now the plastic motor-filled bug sitting on my clit was vibrating.

A lot.

A whole lot.

The tension started between my legs and my knees slammed together as my body responded predictably.  Then the stress flashed all the way up to my jaw as my teeth clenched and everything between my mouth and my pussy contracted.  The sexual pressure doubled, then quadrupled and my eyes darted back and forth between the two dominatrixes sitting across from me.  The first thirty seconds were strained.  The next thirty were difficult.  A minute in and I was squirming.  By the time I got to a minute and a half everything south of my navel was pulsing in wet and queasy bursts.  At two minutes the Venus Butterfly was actively torturing me and by the time I hit three I knew damned well that I was not going to make it through the full ten minutes. In fact five might be a stretch.

The expression on my face went from concerned to harrowed to panicked in relatively short order.  My hips began rolling in a repetitive thrust, a completely involuntary process that involved forces and energies outside my control. The buzzing pattern of the Venus Butterfly changed and I gave Kari a look of pleading desperation, not sure if I was silently asking for more or less.  Not that it mattered.  As far as she was concerned I was going to either cum or endure. Or both.

I put down my fork and braced myself, clutching the table with one hand and the seat with the other. I was not going to cry out. I was not going to make a scene. I was not going to put myself in that position. Not again.  And so with my bottom lip trembling I anchored myself and let the waves of exquisite sexual pleasure wash up over my metaphorical shore, trying to be the rock that never yielded.  

Too bad I’m not made of sterner stuff.

The orgasm crested and at first I managed to keep it quiet.  But you have to understand that this was more than I bargained for.  My clit was still wrapped in elastic and pressed up to the butterfly directly.  And then there was that stupid dildo inside me, attached to the butterfly and transmitting the same intense vibrations right into my depths. A one two punch that left me in dire straits.  How the hell was I supposed to deal with that? I let out a low pitched whine, closing my eyes, my entire body shuddering with the pressure of arousal and immediate need. There was a moment or two where I balanced there, right at the pinnacle of the climax, my eyes wide as the women sitting across from me watched with passion, their eyes wide and staring, their mouths open in rapture as I popped gripping the table. If anyone else was watching me closely there would have been little doubt in their minds that a massive, internal, orgasmic earthquake had just shaken me to the core.

And I was only a few minutes in.  See that’s the problem with these time frame type assignments.  You cum, you need a few minutes to recover from being discombobulated, but the very thing that drove you up the mountain and then off the cliff is still there, incessantly doing the exact same thing it was before.  And so even though I just came, exploding wetly and thoroughly and forcefully, the buzzing inside and outside my sex, against my petals, but mostly on my clitoris, just kept going.

For Lady Dissonance’s information, yes - having elastic wrapped around my clit made the butterfly feel very, very different.  More intense. More sensual. More direct.  My hips moved more. My whimpering got louder. My now obvious discomfiture more obvious.  And still the buzzing continued. I was already getting close again, no idea how many minutes remained, frightened of what might happen if I came a second time and terrified of the idea of what I’d do if I was right there on the edge and the trembling toy went silent.  Would I beg and plead? Would I offer to do anything? Endure whatever they wanted to do to me?  Sometimes my own thoughts are my worst enemy.

I exploded a second time there in the restaurant, with both women staring at me as I shook in the chair across from them. I managed to keep my mouth shut, but that was about the extent of my capacity.  I must have looked like a landed fish, or perhaps a naked girl strapped to a table with her legs spread while some sadistic bastard repeatedly applied electrical current to my delicate parts.  Needless to say I was pretty much sandblasted with sexual stimulation and when the Venus Butterfly finally went silent, Julie’s hand on the small control, I deflated in my seat like a New England Patriot’s football.

I’m going to step out on a ledge here for a moment and say that it is my sincere and honest belief that the Venus Butterfly was on longer than ten minutes.  I think Julie deliberately extended my torment so that I would explode a second time.  Twelve minutes maybe?  Fifteen?  I have no idea. I should have been counting or keeping track myself, but I was just a bit preoccupied.  The reason I’m mentioning this horrible little bit of accounting is because of what came next.

“My goodness, Breanne.  What a slut!” Julie exclaimed with obviously fake outrage. “Two orgasms?”  Julie leaned in toward me and looked at my flushed and tired face.  “That’s two punishments you’ve earned now.  So how would you like them?  Twenty from me and twenty from Kari?  Or do you want to ask a few strangers for ten each?”  She lifted her hand and motioned toward the restaurant.

I glanced around.  There were a few guys looking at me, but no one was by themselves.  No one was alone.  There was no one I’d have felt comfortable approaching and begging them to find a suitable object to smack my clit with.  So I took the escape route Julie offered.  I didn’t have much of a choice, did I?  Besides, I think that’s what she and Kari were both hoping for.

Thirty minutes later I was standing in the conference room of Kari’s office, stark naked and leaning backward against the massive mahogany table.  Kari is an interior decorator who caters to the fabulous rich and the richly fabulous. The room itself was done up in golds and dark wood and there was the scent of cinnamon beneath it all.  

Both Kari and Julie had selected suitable objects for the clit-smacking punishments I’d earned at the restaurant and the Venus Butterfly was sitting quietly on the table behind me, a wet spot already forming on the oiled surface.  Kari had her very own leather sap which was very flexible and intimately familiar with my soaked slit from previous whippings.  Julie had raided Kari’s in-house collection as well and had chosen a leather flogger.  Actually, that should be kind of disturbing.  What kind of person keeps whips and paddles at their office?  If I were to visit Julie at her new job would I find an assortment of canes and floggers in one of her desk drawers?

Both dominatrixes approached me in tandem and the first well aimed stroke to my clit came from the blond beauty to my right.  The leather sap stung as it struck, forcing me up on my toes and lifting my bottom up over the edge of the table.  Before I could even sink back down though Julie snapped the flogger up between my legs.  I gasped as my pussy tightened, the swollen and elastic wrapped clit extended as if it were begging for a licking. Kari seemed to be aiming for that point too, with sharp underhand strokes that seemed to lift me up in the air.

Over the next five minutes they forced me up onto the conference table itself, driving me backward with repeated swings at my sex. About fifteen impacts in I couldn’t take it and closed my legs, only to have Julie fling the flogger at my boobs.  I curled up into a ball and rolled away across the table.  That made neither of them happy and in seconds I was grabbed, slammed flat onto my back and held down as Kari hurried back to the art room to get some rope.  

I didn’t really care. It was a break. A hiatus. A respite.  When Kari returned things moved fast and the two experienced dominatrixes had no trouble securing me down, open and ready for more abuse. I ended up tied splayed across the conference table like a sick centerpiece and Julie once again stuffed my sex with the bullet, turning it up to a respectable medium before climbing up onto the table to slam the flogger into my sex after I was bound spread-eagled.  But since she’d also removed her shorts and panties and jammed herself down on my face, the sounds I was making as Julie tenderized my sex was effectively muffled, except for the sharp crack of her whip.  Then it was Kari’s turn again, though she opted to remain standing as she struck at my clitoris with the sap.

Forty strokes. At least I think it was forty. It might have been more. I doubt it was less.  I wasn’t counting.  Forty, stinging, hot, sexually aggravating strokes while my tongue danced through Julie’s sex and my thighs strained against the bondage.  Somewhere, somewhen, the elastic rubber band was been beaten off my clitoris, the Uro-Bond glue coating my clit destroyed, and my sexual sanity frayed to the very edge.  My toes curled and I mewled and sobbed and just lay there like a bowl of gelatin, the waves of pleasure and pain coursing through me.  And Julie came, grinding her hips over my face until I glistened from the tip of my nose to the hollow of my throat.

They left me laying on the table like that, the bullet rumbling gently in my pussy, my clit swollen and tender, my nipples still caught in the single vice clamp and the other errant elastic band. My hands were bound above my head and my knees and ankles were both tied off and pulled to the smooth edges of the table. For at least thirty minutes they left me alone. My nipples throbbed lightly from the clamps. It was horrible.  I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. But there wasn’t the opportunity.  I know. I tried. I pushed and rolled my hips but there just wasn't’ the sort of stimulation I needed to get me over the edge.  I couldn’t even get my legs closed. The slick Julie had left on my chin and throat dried into an itchy coating and I started to get thirsty.

“Hello?  Please?  Kari?   Julie?  Can I get up now?” I called out. The door to the conference room was open but I couldn’t hear anyone. If they were still in the suite they’d be all the way down the corridor in Kari’s office.  My mind suddenly pictured the two of them naked, entwined in each other’s arms with Kari’s face between Julie’s outstretched legs. Or would it be the other way around?  I blinked, shaking my head to get the image out of my head.  Weird.  That would never happen.

“Julie?” I said much, much louder, tilting my head so that I could look toward the open doorway. “Kari?  Please?  Is anyone there?”

A moment later Julie came in and I let out a soft sigh of relief.  “Calmed down?” she asked me directly as she ran a finger over my breast, wiggling the heavy metal clamp still chewing on my right nipple. I let out a soft groan.  The teasing of her finger did not combine well with the purring of the bullet in my pussy.  I nodded at her as our eyes met.

“Yes, mistress,” I replied, just a bit sullenly.  I was ready to get up. The table was hard and while normally I love being tied open, I hadn’t liked being left here like that, not knowing where they were.

“Sorry I didn’t get her sooner,” Julie said conversationally as she went to one of the chairs and plucked her bag out of the seat.  She brought it over to the table and set it down near one of my bare feet, still tied with rope at the ankle.  “Kari and I were discussing some of the details of the wedding.”  She began rifling through the contents.

“Which wedding?” I asked curiously.  “The vanilla one or the chocolate?”

Julie laughed and glanced at me as she pulled out a small bottle that didn’t have a label.  My eyes widened and my mouth went dry as she set it down next to my exposed inner thigh. “The chocolate one of course.  You may be the maid of honor at the vanilla wedding, but your role in the chocolate one will be much more intense.”

Intense.  Holy crap.  That was a bottle of Stinging O.

I hadn’t been subjected to Stinging O in quite a while mostly because I’d stopped making the stuff. There was a commercially available alternative called “On4Her” that I’d purchased and found more than satisfactory, though not quite as piquant as my original formula.  Stinging O is an oil mixture that is a combination of grapeseed, cinnamon and pepper oils that when combined in the appropriate way makes a perfectly safe lubricant that stings like the dickens. I’ve been known to do some intensely crazy things with Stinging O, including using it to coat dildoes and applying it to various delicate parts of myself.  Trust me - you’ve never really been butt fucked until you’ve had a twelve inch dildo, coated in Stinging O, slammed into your ass.

Julie pulled out a small paint brush as well and I moaned, my thighs trembling. I knew what was coming now.  She was going to paint me.  I’d endured this kind of torment before, except not with Stinging O.  When Kari had last done it to me she’d just used grapeseed oil, to better arouse me.  I couldn’t help wondering if the swollen and abused state of my clit would make things worse.

“Obviously Robert is going to be the centerpiece of the wedding,” Julie said as she pulled up a chair at the end of the table and got comfortable, opening the bottle and dipping the brush in. My bottom came up off the table, mostly in panic and then she began to dab the oil onto my clit.  Just my clit.  Oh my fucking God!  The scent of cinnamon filled my nose.

“But he’s going to be dealing with giving his vows to Kari, so we need to have someone else getting tormented to the side,” Julie continued.  “Kari was constant moaning, whimpering, and crying during the ceremony.” The oil she spread on my clitoris seeped in under the hood and instantly I felt this tingle of coolness, like someone blowing air across my skin.  I let out another whimper and my hips rocked.  My clit was sticking out from under the little flap, peeking out as the chemical torment changed in temperature and I went from chill to heat.  This was on top of the brush, which Julie was still using on the tormented bud. It was maddening.

“I wanted to put you on the wooden horse,” Julie continued as I arched my back, panting wildly.  “But Kari doesn’t think that’s severe enough.”  She didn’t stop running the soft bristles across my sex, though she did broaden the scope. “I’m thinking that it might be a good idea to have Mike put together some sort of restraint that keeps you tormented unless you relax, which then forces that twelve inch anal cone you got last year into your bottom.”  Now she dragged the tip of the brush down my labia.  It was still coated with Stinging O too, so even as my clit roasted from the pepper oil mixture, my petals began to chill.  It was a disturbing sensation and with the bullet still going inside me, I was rapidly approaching an edge - an edge with a deep and frightening drop.

Don’t get me wrong. I wasn’t scared of orgasm.  I was scared of the ten or twenty strokes I’d earn by having another accidental pop.  That was the problem.  If Julie pushed me over the edge again I’d have the option of letting her find a “suitable object” and give me twenty whacks or to wander out into public and find someone I’d never met do the deed for ten.  Either way I was going to have my tormented little clitty smashed to smithereens.  

“I offered to let you be the reception centerpiece and have you get fucked for days, like in that Michael Alexander story.  Would you like that?  Tied open and spread with a machine fucking you non-stop for three days straight?”

Oh my God… stop. Stop. Stop. Stop.  The words echoed through my brain as my overactive imagination pictured me bound on the iBench, legs spread wide and stretched while one of Mike the Hardware Guy’s machines pounded away, unceasing.  That imagery didn’t help fight off the onslaught of sensation that was pushing me steadily toward orgasm.  My entire body rippled and I let out a whine of desperation that was so heartbreaking, so filled with the agony of expectation, that Julie stopped what she was doing.

“Oh. I’m sorry.  Was that turning you on?” She asked innocently.  The brush came away from my clit and swirled down over my petals, across my perineum and into the little dip of my anus.  More Stinging O was spread, but only a light film.  Still, I felt the cool tingle in my bottom and I tensed even more.

“Please,” I begged softly, unwilling to say more because I didn’t know if I wanted to cum or if I wanted her to stop.  My brain was saying one thing and my heart was saying another.  And my body?  My body was just as confused. My clit wanted it to stop.  The rest of my sex was demanding satisfaction.

Julie put down the brush and stood up, reaching once more for her bag.  I laid there in limbo, horribly and desperately aroused, so close to the edge I could taste it, with my clit burning and tingling and aching.  I closed my eyes and just concentrated on breathing at that point, which is why I didn’t see Julie grabbed her inverted pliers, or position the elastic band on the tip.  A moment later I felt the now familiar pressure of the plier tips slipping beneath my clitoral hood and then the tight but not painful clamping of my clitoris.  I cried out though.  It was so fucking intense, on such a small, delicate, and already tortured part of me, that there was this rush of ecstasy laced pain.  

Julie dropped the pliers and as my bottom came up off the table and I let out a screech, she grabbed the Uro-bond and began applying another coat of the glue to my sex.  She worked fast which was good because even though she wasn’t actively masturbating me, or sexually torturing me at that point, it still was pushing me toward the edge and I was barely hanging on as it was.  Finally she took a step back, a look of satisfaction on her face as I struggled against my bonds and basically tried to fuck nothing.  The bullet suddenly went silent inside me and I let out a wail of disappointment.

“Oh… you poor baby,” she chided me, trailing one finger along the exposed insole of my right foot.  I jerked because it tickled.  “Do you want that back on?” she asked in this patronizing sing-songish voice.  

I ignored her, biting my lip and trying very hard not to think.  Julie ran her hand up my leg, across my hips, over my breast and into the hollow of my throat.  Then she bent down, her face above mine, and gave me the softest, warmest, most loving kiss ever.  Her lips pressed against mine and I reveled in it for just a moment before she pulled away.

“We’ll let that dry for a bit while I get you a drink,” she said sweetly. “Don’t go anywhere.”

Then she left me again.  I could feel the ropes holding me down, snaked multiple times around ankle, wrist, and knee. I was naked, bound spread-eagled on a giant twelve foot long conference table, stuffed with a sex toy, coated in Stinging O, with rubber band clamps on both my clit and left nipple, and a steel vice clamp on my right breast. My entire body thrummed with sexual need.  Where the hell was I going to go?

Oh God… I so needed to cum...

***

The ride back to Julie’s place was relatively uneventful.  Kari had come in about thirty minutes after the elastic band had been replaced on my clit and after a quick inspection of my person, a quick replacement of the batteries that powered the silicon coated bullet, and a few delicate touches, they had let me up.  The chemical irritant of the Stinging O had faded to just little flashes of heat and my clit only tingled beneath the rubber band.  There were ligature marks on my wrists and ankles and even some abrasions on the insides of my knees, but I’ve sported those kind of stamps before and they didn’t really bother me.  Besides, they’re a wonderful conversation starter at parties.

I sat quietly in my skirt and tube top shirt as Julie navigated the murky waters of Houston traffic away from Kari’s office and she even stopped off at one of our favorite Chinese food stops to pick up some dinner.  It was close to five in the afternoon when we got back to her apartment and I was rather quiet.

“You’re rather quiet,” Julie observed as we climbed out of the car.  I gave her a suspicious glance.  I had good reason. I knew what was next on Lady Dissonance’s agenda and it wasn’t like Julie was short of options.  We could have gone back to Kari’s place, since Kari’s wooden horse was still there, waiting for an errant nympho humiliation pain slut to come and oil the damn thing with her pussy.  The Society of the Golden Rose owned a wooden horse as well, which wasn’t quite as nice as Kari’s oak monstrosity, but had seen a ton more action since I wasn’t its only rider.  I also knew that Mike the Hardware Guy had a small version at his house that was excruciatingly cruel, and of course the reason I was not talkative was that I was well aware of the still relatively brand new horse waiting for me in Julie’s Dungeon, just three stories above us. I’d seen it that very morning; a mechanical monstrosity with an adjustable stand so that one moment you could be dealing with the up and down movement of a wooden pony, only to find a second later your toes couldn’t touch the ground and it was time to rock back and forth.

Julie waited for me to respond and then I shrugged.  She held out a hand and pulled me up the stairs behind her.  Finally she unlocked her door and we entered her domicile. I was told strip and I peeled out of my clothes gracefully while Julie went to the kitchen and put the food on plates.  We sat together at the dining room table, my bare bottom sticking to the wooden stool under me. I was kind of surprised she left the bullet off, leaving me to stew in silent peace.

“Do you need a break?” Julie asked quietly, almost as if she were worried about me.  I picked at the Orange Chicken in front of me with my chopsticks.  It was too sweet.  I took a bite of rice instead, contemplating my response.

“A break?” I asked suspiciously. “What do you mean?”

Julie smiled lightly, almost sadly. “A break.  You know, to give your clit time to recover before you ride.”

I squirmed slightly, the thought of having that dulled but still impressive edge digging up into my clit making me wet.  I knew it was going to hurt and I wasn’t sure I was quite ready to go marching into the dungeon just yet.  But I also was still on edge, aroused to a degree and I’d be lying if there wasn’t a little part of me looking forward to what was coming.  I shoved that little voice away and focused on Julie.

“What will it cost me?” I asked suspiciously.  One thing I’ve learned in the submissive BDSM world is that nothing is free, especially when your limits are extreme as mine are.  The things Julie could do to me thanks to prior approval on my part when I agreed to be her submissive were both radical and creative.  And while my clit was probably already on the back end of the “had too much” bell curve, I still wasn’t prepared to ask for a medical out much less mercy.

Julie grinned wickedly.  “Your bottom, your feet, and your breasts,” she said simply.  “But I’ll stay away from your clit.  

I swallowed the bit of rice. “My bottom, my feet, and my breasts?” I asked, my voice thin and just a little frightened.  She nodded.  

“With a cane,” she assured me.

Well fuck that. I dropped the chopsticks. “I’m ready to ride,” I said without hesitation.  That must have surprised her since she just sat there for half a second while I was already marching into the next room.

I didn’t wait for her. I snapped on the overhead light and moved purposefully to the Wooden Horse.  It had already been lowered and the slightly dulled but still agonizing edge was about three inches below my sex.  Mike the Hardware Guy had made this horse too and rather than having four legs this one had a single pillar and two gear tracks.  A crank in the front allowed one to extend the single leg upward, changing the distance between the triangular cut of the horse’s spine and the floor.  I’d only ridden it once before and then it had been raised just enough so that when up on tiptoe I’d been barely suspended above the sharp edge.

I went right up to the bloody thing, turned around to face Julie, who was walking in the door with a shocked look on her face, and straddled the wooden torture device with solid acceptance.  I could feel the wetness building so I dipped down and began rubbing my sex along the sharpened edge.  Hmmm… I say sharpened, but it wasn’t really.  It was sharp the way a wall corner is sharp.  Dull enough it won’t cut you, but yes it’s an edge.  In moments the wood was oiled and glistening and looking down I could see my clit sticking out, still wrapped in elastic.

“Really?” Julie asked with a skeptical eye. “Just like that?”

I gave her a dark look.  “I only have to do thirty minutes. I don’t need a break,” I assured her.

She gave me a penetrating look, then shrugged her shoulders. “Fine,” she replied, then went to the closet.  She returned with two pairs of leather bondage cuffs and I held out my hands as she wrapped the first pair around my wrists.  The second set decorated my ankles and then she began cranking up the horse.

It took maybe twenty seconds before I felt the wooden ridge pressing against my petals.  I was flat footed which was just fine as far as I was concerned and I stayed that way until I felt the first sliver of pain as the sharpened edge dug into the crevasse between my legs.  Then I went up on tip toe, giving myself an additional inch or two.  Julie didn’t even bother to stop cranking the lever below and a moment later I again felt the touch of the wood along my petals, parting them ever so slowly until I could feel the ridge deep.  Julie stopped cranking, which surprised me, since I thought I was supposed to be riding the horse, not the pony.  Sure, I could feel the tension in my calves and I knew I’d tire eventually, dropping down to dig myself into that angular spine, but I could last ten, maybe even fifteen minutes.

“Hold still, Bre. I want to put the bondage collar on you,” she said simply. She went to the closet and retrieved a few things and then came back. She moved behind me and I felt a piece of leather wrap around my throat. She buckled it on tightly enough for me to be very aware of it.  She also pulled out a two foot long piece of chain and clipped it to one of the heavy duty eye hook fasteners embedded in the ceiling right above me. There was no way I was going to tip and fall off the horse, that’s for sure. I felt her fingers trace lightly down to each wrist. “Now I’m going to secure your hands.”  She brought both of my arms up and then clipped the cuffs to my collar.  It wasn’t that comfortable. I’m not sure what she’d done, or how, but if I let my arms drop it seemed as if their entire weight was placed upon the leather collar.  This tugged it backward, which constricted my airway. Not enough where I couldn’t breathe, but definitely enough that it would be a challenge to get my next breath. I could feel the tension already and combined with my aching legs I suddenly didn’t feel very confident about my situation.

Julie seemed satisfied that my hands weren’t going to go anywhere and pulled out the next item; a pair of steel clover clamps. I whimpered slightly as her fingers dug into my right breast, unscrewing the vice clamp she’d put there that morning. The pressure came off and I cried out in pain as the blood rushed back into the crushed tip of my nipple. Julie pulled the clamp off and then bent her head down, suckling the tip into her mouth, her tongue darting against the hardened nub.  I whimpered again, a mixture of pain and pleasure flowing through me. Finally she pulled back, the padlock dangling beneath her bottom lip, the suction of her mouth pulling my tit outward until my nipple popped free. Then she left that side alone while she pinched open the first of the clover clamps and set it on my left side, right over the nipple band still wrapped tightly around my nub.

Julie’s clover clamps had been slightly altered from what you’d normally find at your local adult novelty shop.  Her clovers sported a series of ridges, much like what you would find on a pair of pliers, along the pincer, meaning that the likelihood of them slipping off was virtually nil. I gasped as pain radiated through my left breast and then she was plumping my right side, clearly more than willing to inflict additional agony on my already well squashed nipple.  The clover clamp bit down and I moaned, the sharp edge of the horse between my legs already touching my petals dangerously.

Julie knelt again and I heard the ratcheting of the crank once more.  The wooden edge rose, digging into my sex and then there was a horrible moment when my right foot came up off the ground. I jerked forward, trying to recover my balance, but by that time my left foot couldn’t touch either.  The chain connecting the clover clamps swung out above the horse’s spine. Both of my bare feet were pointed downward, toes extended, like a prima ballerina and I struggled to find purchase.  Julie put a hand on my leg to keep me steady as my feet began to kick and she kept cranking. I let out a hard whimper as the wooden pony became a wooden horse and all one hundred and seventeen pounds of naked, redhead, nympho humiliation pain slut was centered on the delicate gash between my legs.

I won’t lie. It wasn’t comfortable.  And yes, it hurt.  Not so much that I wanted to scream or thrash, but my legs kicked a bit.  Julie finished lifting me another six inches into the air and then  produced some sort of spreader bar which she clipped to my ankle cuffs, giving me a bit more stability as I began the rhythmic fucking motion most women adopt when riding the wooden horse.  My body was involuntarily trying to find a less painful spot to sit on.  I heard the rattle of a chain and then my bare feet were drawn upward so that the soles pointed at the wall behind me. The new position forced me to tilt slightly forward, which just put my swollen and elastic wrapped clit in immediate danger. The chain holding me upright tightened as I tipped forward and I suddenly found myself fighting for air, forced to actually tilt even more. As the angular, barely dulled edge dug into my sex and ass, I was forced to rock until I felt my clit caught between my weight and the horse’s spine.  Oh my God… it hurt!

Riding the wooden horse is a combination of adjusting to immediate pains and dealing with long term ones.  See, having that edge dig into your petals, forcing them apart at the same time that the spine tries to cut its way up to your belly button is not exactly easy. For the first few minutes it’s a mixture.  Sort of like someone taking a baseball bat to your arm at the same time they’re cutting your bicep with a knife.  So I’m sure you can understand how I was somewhat preoccupied, rocking back and forth, making sure I could breathe, and just generally trying to reduce the white hot agony coming up from between my legs.  My clit was getting the brunt of it and let me tell you honestly that getting your clitoris pressed into a wafer as thin as a piece of paper isn’t pleasant.

And then another pain distracted me, something hot, infinitely more villainous, and totally encompassing etched a line of fire across the arch of my right foot as if someone had taken a hot knife and sliced the sole right in half.  I let out a high pitched squeal and jerked my leg. This of course made me mash my clit even harder onto the wooden spine of the horse. I started to choke and I twisted my entire upper torso since that was the only way I could actually see behind me. There was Julie, studying my left foot, holding a fucking cane.

Or stick.  Or reed. I’m not sure.  It wasn’t any thicker than a coat hanger wire and it was whippy, which was why it stung so much when she’d struck my right foot with it.  All I knew was that Lady Dissonance had not made a caning of my feet a requirement of the assignment which meant that Julie was being creative.

“Owww!” I exclaimed, the surprise turning to anger. “What the fuck?”

Julie’s response wasn’t vocal.   She hit my left foot and left another furrow of heat along my instep to match the one on the right foot.

“SHIT! OWWW! That fucking hurts!” I yelled.  My feet twisted wildly and my hips, which were still pumping, did this little dance. Julie put her hand on my rump, ran her left hand around my waist and up to my breast. She squeezed and plumped my left nipple, her eyes bright.

“Ssshhhh,” she whispered to me. “Be quiet now or I’ll have to gag you.”

I gave her a pleading look, all the fight going out of me at her words. “What are you doing?  I just have to ride the horse!” I begged her.  She smiled and raised the thin little switch, making it obvious that the next stroke was going to land across both breasts.  I sucked in a breath, bracing myself and then she hit me. The thin cane managed to catch both clamped tips, the pressures involved making the pain twice as strong. A sharp blossom of heat stole the air out of my lungs and I struggled to get a grip as I began thrusting my hips wildly against the vicious, painful ride of the wooden horse.

“I told you I was going to cane your feet, tits, and ass,” Julie said in explanation as she moved her thin little whip around to the other side of my body, running it along my spine and downward.  I trembled violently and sure enough she laid a hard little red welt across both buttocks, just above the spot the horse was digging into my ass.

“You offered me a break!” I gasped, rocking forward.  Again my clit was turned into paste.  “That was supposed to be the cost of the break!”  My protest fell on deaf ears.

She laughed and it came out cruel and dark and cold. “Oh no silly. Had you accepted the break I would not only have caned you, but I’d have made impossible for you not to cum.  You were going to get caned regardless.”

I hissed as I rocked back again and the blood returned into the crushed nub of my clit.  I couldn’t even tell now if the rubber band was still wrapped around the swollen tip. I didn’t really care. Julie didn’t seem to either since she just bent slightly, tapped my left foot with the switch again, and then gave me a second scorching line across my arch to match the first.  I tried to say something dark and terrible, but I miscalculated some movement and the next thing I knew my throat was closed and I was having trouble getting air.  Julie solved the problem by coming around and laying another blistering stroke of the thin cane across my boobs.  I shot backward with a soundless cry and suddenly I could breathe again.  

And then, then she turned the bullet on. All the way.  I felt it go to full power.  Suddenly the dynamics of my torment changed dramatically.  The pain dulled, or changed, or something.  I felt a rush between my legs, the thrusting movement of my loins no longer intent on only sparing my clitoris, but twined with sexual need.  It was confusing and distracting and my body didn’t understand what the hell was happening.  It wanted sex. It was hurting.  And the things happening blurred the lines between both those sensations.

Julie laid a few more strokes across the bottoms of my feet and then again across my ass and breasts.  The lines were bright red and looked like deep scratches but she didn’t cut deeply enough to make me bleed.  Thank goodness.  The pain was incredible but it was so spread across my body that no single part overwhelmed me.  I was just awash in it, and underneath the manic need to cum.

She tossed away the switch and her next action almost made me wish she’d kept the cane.  She had a small vibrator, the tip of which was just a small ball on a thin core.  She pressed it to my clitoris, working it between the swollen nub and the spine of the wooden horse.  I was still rocking and imagine a burr under your saddle, or a stone in your boot. That vibrated.

“We’ve got,” she paused and looked at the black and white clock on the back wall.  “Fifteen more minutes.  Hope you don’t cum.”

I didn’t cum. At least not for the next four minutes. I managed that long and then my tired, sex stimulated and tormented body gave up.  Sexualized pain, the kind that Julie was inflicting on me does that.  I’ve handled longer rides.  Thirty minutes was nothing, and between the bullet vibrating inside me and the vibrator against my clit, along with the pain between my legs and my throat closing and the welts she’d left on the bottoms of my feet and on my bottom and breasts?  What could anyone expect?  Of course I was going to cum. Julie loved it.  She knew it was going to happen too, tugging on the clover clamps hard as I cried out, my toes curling, my hips thrusting wildly, my clitoris swelling as it stayed in direct contact with the vibrator.  And as it happened my brain contracted just like my pussy and only one thought permeated through the endorphins and dopamine and oxytocin my body had just dumped into my bloodstream. I’d cum again and that meant that I was going to take another set of strokes on my pussy.

***

Julie gave me that break.  She pulled me off the wooden horse the second my thirty minutes was done and helped me limp to the mattress in the master bedroom.  Every part of my body ached, from the bottoms of my feet to the tips of my breasts.  But most of all it was my clit that burned with a heat and pulse that made my knees wobble.  For the first time that day the elastic band and glue had survived the applied torment and when I’d collapsed onto her bed I found it difficult to close my legs since the slightest bit of pressure seemed as if someone had applied thumbscrews to the tender little nub.  Julie had left the bullet in me, but at least turned it down to the lowest level.  I actually appreciated that since the low level sexual stimulation kept the aches and pains down to tolerable levels.  There is no better anesthetic than pleasure.  

Julie had also left the wrist and ankle cuffs on me, though the choke collar was gone.  I was thankful though I was still less than enthusiastic about being rolled onto my back and having my wrists secured to the headboard. I laid there with my knees bent, my thighs open and exposed, my hands bound above my head, and tried to ignore the aching throb of my elastic clamped clitoris and the myriad other pains my body was reporting. At some point I drifted off which isn’t too surprising if you think about it.  I’d been up since five that morning and spent the day being sexually abused.  If that doesn’t tire a girl out I don’t know what will.  I didn’t hear the knock on the door and it wasn’t until Mike stepped into the room that I really woke.

Mike the Hardware Guy is a large man.  He has a full, well-trimmed beard and is incredibly broad across the shoulders.  He’s bulky around the middle but I wouldn’t call him fat.  He’s just… well… big.  His arms are thick at the bicep and if I were to try to wrap my fingers around his thigh I’d need two more hands to encircle his leg.  He was strong, gentlemanly, creative, and cruel in all the right proportions.  His bright blue eyes twinkle when he’s having fun and most of the time he is an upbeat, positive sort of guy who doesn’t let things get him down.

“Hiya Bre,” he said softly to me as I blinked sleep out of my eyes.  I twisted a bit on the bed, realizing that my legs were folded open like a butterfly and that my bright red sex was on perfect display. I tried closing up, mostly out of embarrassment, but the discomfort from my clit made it clear that bringing my legs together was not a good idea.

Julie came in a half second later and my breath caught in my throat.  She was carrying both the rubber stranded flogger as well as the leather sap and I remembered that I’d had another accidental orgasm while riding the horse.  That meant strokes and my pussy tightened around the softly buzzing bullet inside me.  Had it been a mouse it would have squealed and scurried away in terror. Suddenly the vibrations went from putter to full throttle and Julie tossed the controller on the nearby bureau. Julie came over to the bed and climbed up at the foot so that she was kneeling between my outstretched knees.

I closed my legs and bit my lip.  

“Okay Breanne, this is how we’re going to do this,” Julie said. “You are going to open your legs and I’m going to use the flogger on your pussy.  If you keep your legs open this will go fast.  If you close up then I have to wait until you voluntarily spread them again.”

My mouth went dry. “Do I lose a stroke if I close them?” I asked worriedly, imagining how hard it would be to stay open.

Julie’s eyebrow went up. “Do you want a stroke added if you close your legs?” she asked.

I shook my head violently.  “No Mistress.”

She smiled. “I think we’ll just take it slowly.  Once you finish the ten strokes of the flogger I’ll switch to the sap.  Again if you keep your legs open I will go quickly.  Close them and it’s going to take a long time.”  She patted my leg sympathetically.  “And once you’re done, Mike is going to fuck you hard.  Hopefully he cums before you do.”

I blinked. “What?” I whispered.

Julie gave me a warm smile. “Breanne, you know very well that you aren’t allowed to cum unless he’s satisfied.  That’s what fucking you means.  Your pleasure isn’t important, is it?”

I replied with, “no Mistress,” but I knew she was lying.  My pleasure was very important.  That was sort of the point and she knew it.  She was just giving me the line, trying to masturbate me psychologically. I could deal with that. I smiled and looked away, only to have her suddenly lean forward, her naked body touching mine as she got close to my ear.

“Personally, I’m hoping you do cum, because after Mike is done fucking your brains out I’d love another opportunity to whip your cute little pussy.”

My eyes found her’s.  “What you’re about to do to me isn’t enough?” The question came out breathy and barely audible.

Julie’s hands went to my breasts, taking them and squeezing them and she literally rubbed herself against me like Garfield in a field of catnip.  “Oh Breanne, don’t you know? Don’t you understand us?” Her tongue lapped at my left nipple leaving me gasping. She suckled my nipple in and then slid even further down my body, her mouth leaving a wet streak along the underside of my breast, down my tummy, into my navel and then lower.  I cried out when her mouth found my clit and her tongue danced across it for a moment before she went lower, sucking my petals into her mouth. I didn’t even realize that I’d opened my legs again for her.  Finally I felt her go even lower, pushing my thighs apart, her nose in my sex, her tongue against my bottom, licking in wicked circles.  I tightened up and lifted my hips, though it was entirely involuntary. I just couldn’t help it.  I let out a bright moan and Julie pulled away, leaving me panting as she grabbed the flogger.

“We never get enough of you,” she whispered, then brought the flogger down between my legs.

I wish for your sake that I could tell you that she gave me the most vicious whipping of the day, that the flogger flew and bit into me, tearing at my clit and making me scream, but the reality is that I’d never have been able to handle that.  Julie’s first stroke was firm but lacked any real force beyond what you might get from a light spanking.  It stung.  Oh God yes it stung. It stung a lot.  But that wasn’t because she hit me hard. It was because I was super sensitive.  I felt the heat, and not just on my clitoris, but along my entire sex.  My feet came up off the bed, the welted arches up in the air for only a moment before my knees dipped toward each other.  But then I remembered and spread my legs again, my entire body trembling and thrusting and wanting all at once.  Julie swung again, this time a little harder and the sting boiled through my loins like molten wax.  I cried out, pulling hard on the cuffs that held my wrists to the headboard, and again my knees swung together.  Julie waited and two or three seconds later I was able to reassert some control. I opened my legs and she brought the flogger down sharply.  The strands cut into me, or at least that’s what it felt like, though I think had I been fresh and unused Julie’s whipping would barely have made me yelp.  It didn’t really matter. It felt like she was trying to tear the skin right off my labia.  The bullet inside me swirled and churned and buzzed and the heat built and built.  

The flogger bit into me a full ten times. I tried to hold myself completely open for them, accepting the brunt of my well-deserved punishment, but couldn’t manage more than three at a time.  The sensation was just too intense, too painful and I would close up, once even curling into a ball and twisting away before I was finally able to tell my body to give in.  Julie clearly loved every minute of it and at some point I realized that Mike the Hardware Guy had stripped and moved up behind her, kneeling at the foot of the bed.  The look of rapture on Julie’s face made it clear that Mike was pumping vigorously and the added excitement of having me naked, vulnerable and accepting of her sadistic intentions was the perfect aphrodisiac.  I watched her orgasm above me, shuddering in bliss, her mouth half open, her chest heaving as Mike gripped her petite waist and rammed himself into her pussy hard.

Her head dipped as she put aside the flogger and then Mike drove her down. The bed was big enough and since he was still standing at the foot of the bed she was pressed to the mattress between my outstretched legs.  She’d already cum; I could tell from the flushed look on her face and the glaze of euphoria in her eyes.  Clearly she didn’t mind and then Mike climbed up on the bed, straddled her thin little ass and pinned her to the mattress.  She propped herself up on her elbows and held the sap just inches from my sex.  And then with Mike looking at me just over Julie’s chocolate brown locks, bouncing steadily as he fucked her from behind, Julie began the last ten strokes.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

The sap did what the flogger hadn’t; knock the elastic off my clit.  I have no clear idea how hard she hit me.  I just know there was fire and I screeched and my entire lower half came up off the bed.  My legs started to close except Julie’s head was in the way and I think I accidentally kneed her in the ear.  If I did it must not have hurt, or maybe she was too distracted by the thick cock still sliding fast and hard through her sex because the moment I came back down to the sheets she smacked me again, the flat surface of the paddle nailing my clit perfectly and then curving down to leave my petals stinging. I bucked again, entirely at the mercy of instinct and autonomic nervous response.  Mike was grunting, his eyes locked on my cooked and trashed pussy, the leather sap striking the soft, pink, hot petals, leaving me keening in whispered agony.

I tried to catalog it all. My pussy was stuffed with a thick, silicon coated bullet which was vibrating so hard I could practically feel it in my jaw.  My bottom, breasts, and feet itched where the welts Julie had left there during my ride crossed the sensitive flesh.  My legs still ached, the calves and thighs throbbing with that dull and inescapable discomfort that comes after straining the muscles.  Even the arches of my feet were sore, and that was above and beyond the welts from the switch.  And then, last but not least, was everything between my legs.  My labia felt hyper-sensitive, swollen and abraded.  My perineum had been treated to not only the crotch rope but the sharpened edge of the Julie’s wooden horse.  Even my bottom had received some attention.  

And last but not least, there was my poor clitty.  It had been spanked with the leather sap (three times if you’re counting), a plastic ruler, and two different floggers.  It had been compressed, pulled, crushed, and licked.  A quick glance between my legs was shocking since my clit was bigger and more swollen than I’d ever seen it. It was almost grotesque.  My petals were a mass of scarlet and there were blood blisters forming in spots on my labia, along with the tell-tale bluish tinge that indicated I’d have bruises for a week.  The pain coming up from the sap smacking hard into my clit was beyond my ability to describe it.

I’m a sexual masochist, a pain slut.  As I’ve been told by a number of professionals with careers in a variety of disciplines including theology, psychology, psychiatry, family medicine, counseling, and business; I’m fucked up.  Broken.  Disturbed.  Messed up. And it’s all because of this tiny short circuit in my synapses.  See, the sort of thing that would make most women (not all though!) scream in agony, curl up and go hide under a table, does something totally different for me.  If it’s erotic, if it’s intense, if it’s mixed with any sort of carnal pleasure at all, then my brain suddenly can’t figure out the difference.  There is no boundary, no line.  Everything blurs and I can’t tell if you're killing me or loving me. Which is why, as I laid there with Julie getting screwed between my legs, with her repeatedly slapping my pussy with the sap, I exploded.

It wasn’t the most powerful of the day, but it was probably the wettest.  Julie gasped as I spurted, splattering her entire face with my outburst.  In a way it was liberating, the final straw.  My entire body had gone stiff and Julie just laid there, shocked.  I don’t know why she hadn’t expected it.  Or why she hadn’t prepared for it. I just know that I’d done it.  My vision had gone white, then red, then black and the sound of Mike’s grunting faded. A sweet euphoria swept over me and then I relaxed into blissful peace.

***

I don’t think I passed out when I exploded, but when I finally had the wherewithal to look I was alone. My wrists were unbound and neither Julie nor Mike were there in the room.  It was very dark and I glanced at Julie’s digital clock. It read eleven thirty and I groaned.  There were voices nearby so I climbed gingerly from the bed and stood, taking stock of my condition as I did.

The first thing I noticed was that I was empty, the silicon coated bullet was no longer inside me, silent or buzzing.  It was a strange feeling actually.  I was buck naked, with not even the ankle and wrist cuffs still wrapped around my limbs.  I ached all over, but mostly between the legs, no doubt the repercussions of my dissonant sexual torment.  That said I didn’t feel any sharp pains or immediate agony.  I noticed that there was a glass of water and a couple of Ibuprofen pills left on the nightstand and I swallowed them easily, then downed them with a quick drink that drained the cup.

I walked out into the living room.  Julie and Mike were curled up on the couch watching television and they were both naked.  Their clothes were nearby, Mike’s jeans easily recognizable by the thick leather belt threaded through the belt loops.  The two of them were covered in one of Julie’s throw blankets and looked extremely comfortable. And they weren’t having sex.  It looked… domestic.  They were cuddling, with his arm around her shoulders.  It shocked the hell out of me.  Julie noticed me a moment later and the smile on her face was amazingly bright.  

“Here she is!  Feel better?” Julie asked, sitting up immediately and opening up her arms to me.  The tiny buds of her breasts were totally exposed and there were a few love bites on them that I didn’t remember giving to her.  They looked fresh.

I blinked. “I slept?”

Mike let out a laugh as he turned down the television.  “For almost three hours Bre,” he assured me.  I caught a glimpse of his bare thigh and his shaft and it was very limp.

“Come here,” Julie said to me.  I came around the couch and knelt down, half laying in her lap as she wrapped her arms around me. I could smell the scent of sex on her as I laid my cheek on her thigh.  Her fingers slid through my hair and caressed me.  Then Mike placed his hand on my shoulder and squeezed lightly.

For a moment it was bliss.  I could feel the love emanating from them.  They cared. They really cared.  It was tangible in the same way hunger or pain or arousal could be.  And even if they were together I was welcome.  I suddenly realized that if Julie didn’t have me she might still have Mike.  And if I weren’t part of the picture anymore Mike might just…

Whoa.  The implications… I’m not sure I’m ready to deal with that!

After a moment I lifted my head and gave Julie and Mike both warm smiles.  Then I let them go and moved a few feet out into the middle of the living room floor.  Both of them gave me confused looks. Slowly I spread my legs and leaned back, throwing my hair over my shoulder.  It was a very provocative, sexy pose, though my pussy still looked like I’d rubbed it raw by humping a tree and my clit was still enlarged.

“Breanne?” Julie said curiously, staring at me in bewilderment as I arched my feet.

I lifted a hand with two fingers upraised. “Two things.  First, Lady Dissonance had one more thing for me to do at the end of the day,” I said.

Julie’s eyes widened. “You can’t be serious.  Look at your pussy!”

I didn’t have to. I knew that a masturbation session or sex was going to be uncomfortable and just a bit painful, which is the way I like it anyway. In fact I have no idea what I was thinking. Maybe the three hours of sleep had been enough to rejuvenate me.  Maybe I was mentally messed up.  Maybe I just wanted to finish what I’d agreed to start. Maybe I wanted more. So I shrugged and gave Julie a smug smirk.  Mike just looked impressed and more than a little pleased at my attitude.

Julie took a deep breath, obviously at odds with my demeanor.  She gave me one of those dark and dissatisfied looks.  “And the other thing?” she asked.

My grin went wide and I twisted around and leaned.  Mike’s jeans were right there and I grabbed them, pulling the thick leather belt out from around the waist.  It only took a moment and when I turned back to the couple sitting on the couch I could see I had their complete and total attention.  Even Mike was leaning forward, his eyes intent.

“I came and I wasn’t supposed to,” I said softly, doubling up the belt.  I leaned back and opened my legs wide, my heels on the shag carpet, my thighs spread and open.  “And that means I’m supposed to find a stranger who will give me ten strokes with a suitable object,” I whispered.  Neither of them said a word. They just stared.

“Or do it myself,” I finished.  I lifted the belt and Julie jumped off the sofa and caught my wrist.

“Bre,” she said in a rough voice. “This is too much. You don’t have to do this.”  

I swallowed. “Yes I do,” I replied.

Julie shook her head, obviously disagreeing with me. “Sometimes you can’t see the forest because you’re so intent on the trees.  Look at your pussy, Bre.  I practically destroyed it today.  Give yourself a break, please?”

I paused. “But I said I would.”

“Dissonance will understand,” Julie assured me.  “Doesn’t it hurt?”

I almost laughed. “Of course it does!” I said.  “But that’s not the point!”

“That’s exactly the point!” Julie retorted, taking away the belt.  “Breanne, this is nuts.  You aren’t capable of handling another twenty strokes, much less ten followed by a fucking.” She tossed the belt away.

“But I want it,” I hissed.  Julie’s eyes widened and she took another deep breath and looked away, shaking her head. “Sometimes Bre I have to wonder about you.  This… this isn’t healthy.”  She stood up and left the room.

I looked at Mike. “Will you do it?” I demanded.

Mike grimaced and glanced back to where Julie had disappeared. “Breanne, I have to agree that Julie is right.  I know you think you want this, but really we shouldn’t push it.”

My eyes hardened to agates. “So you won’t give me what I need.”

Mike sighed. “What you need is sleep.  You need to go take a shower, relax, maybe let us give you a massage or something, and then fall asleep.  For God’s sake Bre you have to be up in six hours for a full day’s work!”

I have no clue why, but anger flushed through me. I rolled over and climbed back up to my feet. My skirt and shirt were there on the back of the nearby easy chair and I began pulling them on.  Julie appeared a moment later, wrapped up in a bathrobe.  She held out hand and squeezed my arm.  “Hey, you don’t have to leave. Do you want to sleep here?” she asked me, the look of concern in her eyes deep.

I was angry but I swallowed it down as I shook my head. “No.  It’s uhhh… it’s late and I should head for home. I’ve got… things… to do.” I said.  I’m not sure if my voice trembled or not.

Mike was looking at me with a dark expression.  “Julie,” he began to say but I gave him a look so stony that his voice died. He grimaced and shook his head.  He looked away.  Julie didn’t notice.  She nodded and a moment later my slut styled skirt and the cut up tube top were in covering my more prurient points. I found my high heeled sandals and slipped my feet into them.  Julie got my purse and handed it to me.  

“Are you sure you won’t stay?” she asked again, obviously disquiet, but I shook my head.  

“Gotta go,” I said, my voice husky. My sex was tight and pulsing and I resisted the urge to fall down right there and beg her to take me. I knew she wouldn’t though. Instead I gave her a quick kiss and left, leaving Mike and Julie to their amusements as I went out into the night.  I knew where I was going and what I was going to do.  By the time I made it to my truck I was wet.

Very, very wet.

***

I looked up at the twenty-four year old cowboy who stood shirtless above me and smiled.  Cum dripped down my forehead, deposited by the man to my right, another ranch hand who had been more than happy to see how far down my throat he could shove his cock. There were a few other creamy deposits as well, including several sticky wet spots between my bare breasts and my navel. My pussy was slick, wet with a mixture of cum, beer (the previous guy had pushed a bottle up inside me for giggles) and arousal. I was lying on the wooden table in the back room of the bar and the only reason we’d been allowed to stay was because the bartender was at the back of the line.

“Can you handle it?” I asked drunkenly.  I’d had just a bit too much to drink. I’m not a heavy drinker because sex and alcohol don’t mix well.  Legally I probably wasn’t capable of giving consent, except for the fact that I’d given it prior to my first drink, explaining exactly what I needed before my very first sip. What can I say? Everyone loves a slut.

“Sure thing, baby.” He shook his head as he held up his belt, the last six inches flapping loosely.  I nodded, a surge of adrenaline and expectation and wild need bubbling up inside me. I spread my legs again and bit my lip, waiting.  He was just a little sloshed too and when the belt fell it missed my swollen clit and instead caught my labia majora and a bit of thigh.  I cried out, stiffening because even if his aim was off he’d still swung hard enough to bring tears to my eyes.  And while I shook with the pain he tossed his belt aside and stepped right up, grabbing me and thrusting himself deeply right into my sodden, smacked, smashed pussy.  The sudden penetration was beyond perfect though and I flopped limply as he attempted to fuck my brains out.  

Fingers touched my face, turning me and then there was a fresh cock against my lips and I opened up, sucking hard, running my tongue over and under the tip, the scent of musk and sweat and need and pent up fury in my nose and against my taste buds. The rhythm was brutal and frenzied and I was beyond having control of the situation. I’d lost count.  Eight? Nine?  Were there a dozen? There had to be that many. It had been late at the bar when I arrived but not that late. I didn’t even know. But the cost of having me had been explicit and agreed upon. Each one had been required to give my cunt one solid stroke of their belt before sticking their cocks into me.  No one had balked, least of all me.

My cowboy bucked hard, a wild stallion intent on mating his little filly and I moaned and jerked beneath the onslaught between my legs.  His coarse hair grating against my clit and petals hurt and I clenched around him, which only made the frantic fucking sweeter.  I felt a shudder and then a groan and the cock in my mouth began spurting loads of cream into my throat.  He pulled out as I tried to swallow and the next jet of jism splattered across my neck. There was a wild cry between my legs and then the cowboy groaned, driving himself hard and deep.  

“Yes!” I sung, my voice high pitched and strained. “Do it! Cum! Take me! Use me! HURT ME!”  

Someone slapped my breast, then began pinching my nipple hard, twisting it almost fully around as another cock was shoved into my mouth.  The lights above me blurred and wavered and the cowboy sagged as I felt him throb inside me.  Then I whimpered as he pulled out.  There was a brief commotion as another man stepped up, his belt held at the ready. I quivered, desperate and wanting to explode and the mere thought of that thing striking me… I opened my legs wide, the stretch in my thighs so good and so right. I cried out as the belt burned and then the fire was quenched as the hard cock spread my inflamed pussy and drove deep.  I loved it; every horrible, amazing, wondrous, painful minute. The fucking went on and on and on until I passed out.

I told you that there is an order to most things in life, a certain set of parameters that guide our general perception of the world.  Some are natural; thunder follows lightning, April showers come before May flowers, that sort of thing.  And some parameters are in our hearts and minds, defining what we need and who we are and who we choose to be. Order is comfortable. It’s what makes life easier for us to deal with.  It makes the unexpected a little less frequent and makes us creatures of habit. And me?  Oh my… am I predictable or what?

My name is Breanne and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.

Hurt me and let’s cum.  
 

Breanne - Whilst thinking about you and your escapades, a question occurred to me: the small rubber bands you apply to your nipples, have you ever applied one to your clit and if so, what was the experience like?

If not, then it is time to experiment. Before you begin, as I cannot actually see the items and body parts in question, make a safety judgement on all of these experiments at your discretion.

First apply one of the small rubber bands over your clit in the morning. Then one on each nipple so that they don't feel left out. Next, either beat your pussy twenty times or have a stranger beat your pussy ten times with a suitable object, making sure that your clit is within the striking area. Any time you cum today you must repeat this step.

The second part is to wear your crotch rope panties for at least an hour, instead of regular panties, and make sure that you are moving around for at least half of that hour.

The third part is to wear your butterfly vibe on high for 10 minutes. If you cum during this time, then apply all the beatings your pussy deserves immediately.

Fourth, if a wooden horse is available, ride it for at least half an hour. Apply clamps to your nipples in addition to the rubber bands for the duration. If a wooden horse cannot be found, take your triangular prism and create a makeshift wooden horse or pony using a fence or beam of appropriate height. If that isn't possible, then sit on the prism for at least an hour.

Finally, either masturbate vigorously or find a stranger to fuck. Whether you edge or cum is up to you.

As this is an experiment, please do remember to note how much of a difference, if any, the rubber band on your clit makes. - Lady Dissonance

About the Author:

Breanne Erickson is a Houston, Texas native and a popular BDSM erotica author.  A self- proclaimed "Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut", Breanne dabbled in a little bit of fiction writing prior to her joining Michael Alexander Stories, working for Lady Ann's Role Play Brothel as well as posting "The Computer" under the name Amanda Erickson. In January of 2010, Breanne was asked to assist with Michael Alexander's BDSM Blog, adding short "daily assignments" designed to attract interest and keep the blog fresh. What started out as a daily amusement eventually turned into a monster, changing from daily to weekly, but broadening in depth and scope. She is a talented author with a penchant for bringing the realism of her experiences to the page.

Breanne is the author of two stand-alone novels and her popular “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” series, along with a number of minor works, most of which are available at her website: www.michaelalexanderstories.com. 

Breanne is a bit willowy, and approximately five foot four (and a quarter as she likes to remind everyone). She is naturally a brunette, but dyes her hair auburn.  Breanne is rather curvy with an infectious smile, bright eyes, and laughs easily. Breanne sticks mostly to the general BDSM/Realism genre, but has dabbled in both horror and fiction erotica.

She currently lives with her parents in Katy, Texas, helping out at the family farm between sexual escapades.
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| want to cum soooooo bad. Fourth edge
was terrible. | feel frayed and the pressure
between my legs is demanding satisfaction.
Uggghghhhh.
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OK, so edge number one didn't go so well.
She should have warned me BEFORE I'd
decided she couldn't do worse to me. Sigh.
Stupid Breanne.
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Survived my first edge of the day while
reading a perverted story from Master M.
Didn't cum though. Double dildo might be
the issue though.
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Survived edge number three. Barely. I'm
shaking right now I'm so tense. And | still
have one more to go tonight. Two days no
cumming? Evil.
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Yes damn it | exploded! What did she think
would happen? It was like putting a steak in
front of a starving man! Of course | fucked
him!
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Its torture. Double dildo packed in tight and
no orgasms allowed? With 3 mandatory
edges? Pure evil.
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Ugh. Vibroballs today. Still not allowed to
cum. 4 required edges w/ vibroballs on

high, one inside, the other against my clit.
Too hard!
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I've been shocked all day thanks to the
TENS unit. Nice to see someone else
shocked. He was cute too. Time for 1 more
edge before Julie's?
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Oops. Unauthorized orgasm with Mike
inside me. Wired w/ a portable TENS unit
on 30 min every hour. 5 edges required, 1
in public w/ husky.
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