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See what Breanne’s reviewers are saying!

“Way better than most books in the class.”

“Breanne. What a marvelous young lady. Her stories are so descriptive that I can see myself there with her. She is not so over the top that it becomes disgusting but right in the sweet spot where it is sexy.”

“Best dark erotica yet!”

“I couldn’t stop reading.”

“Perfect perfection to make anyone get off while reading this book. And all the others by Breanne Erickson. Read the rest.”

“Five stars.”

“Pain slut extraordinaire!”

“Finally. Something real and not just fluff.”

“Breanne is out of control.”

“Its entertaining and well written. But I advise reading it in sexy bits. By the end I was far more interested in her personal interactions, life and so on, than I was about the sex. But on the whole, buy it! It's a fun time!”

“Breanne is an amazing story teller.”

“As far as erotica goes, this author is amazing. I've read this [The Society of the Golden Rose] and Coming of Age and I'm pretty hooked. Some things in this one were extreme to me and maybe even made me cringe a little, but I think that's what made it so good. As a young female who's super picky about what she reads, I highly recommend this if heavy BDSM is something you like or are into.”
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No Right to Shoes (A NHPS Story)


Prologue 

I took a deep breath as I looked up at the restaurant. It was late in the afternoon, almost evening, and the parking lot was packed. As a result, I’d been forced to park further away from the door than I’d have preferred. I climbed out of my sedan and took a moment to catch my balance, one of the black strap stilettos snagging on a small rock. I smoothed down my skirt, trying to push the material lower, and instead pulling it down just under my hips. I stopped immediately, tugged the skirt back up so it wouldn’t end up a puddle around my heels, and then crossed my arms across my chest. 

It isn’t easy to walk with your arms folded over your bosom, just in case you were wondering. It’s not comfortable and it messes with your natural gait almost as much as wearing high heels. I wasn’t doing it because it felt good, or because it was fashionable. I was doing it because my shirt was practically see through and I was going to be drawing enough attention as it was. 

About halfway to the restaurant’s entrance, I had to stop, taking a moment to compose myself. I watched as two men exited the building, stopping suddenly as they caught sight of me. Their eyes found my scarlet locks, glazed over at my face, then sparkled against as they realized that my shirt was overly revealing. I stood there, blushing crimson as they came my direction. I’m not exactly unused to being ogled, and the hungry looks made certain parts of me tighten up. Which was definitely not a good thing either. As they passed me, close enough for me to smell aftershave, I heard one remark to the other. 

“I wonder how much an hour of that costs,” the man on the right said snidely. I whirled to look back at them, but they didn’t turn to see the outraged look on my face. But after a moment, my flare of anger turned to chagrin. Now was not the time to introduce myself, or explain the difference between a whore and… and… me. So I faced back toward the entrance, marched up, ignoring the sensations and torments affecting me, and went inside. 

The roar of muted conversation struck me like a physical force and I eyed the greeter with a polite, but tense smile. He took one look at me, judging my attire, my crossed arms and short mini-skirt, then nodded in both appreciation and recognition. “Ms. Erickson, good evening. Ms. Anders and her guest are waiting. Please follow me.” 

I nodded. This wasn’t terribly unusual for me, though I admit that dinner with my employer was not a common thing. Usually we had lunch. But I knew who her “guest” was, and that meant nothing good for me. I followed the mait’re’de through the dining room and in flinched as an audible hush fell over the place. It’s not every day that a woman dressed like a high dollar hooker walks into the room. Even if her arms were crossed over her chest. 

I was taken to the very rear of the place and much to my relief, was shown to a very private table. It was in the back corner and there were already two women sitting in the booth. The first one was about six inches taller than me, and dressed in what I can only describe as “chic.”  With dark chocolate colored hair, she wore a black turtleneck shirt and a brown jacket buttoned up the front. She was beautiful, if a little on the thin side. She was nursing a beer and her eyes brightened perceptibly as I approached. 

“Breanne! Finally,” she said with exasperation. “Come. Sit down next to me,” she said earnestly. “And why are your arms crossed?” She frowned at me. “I thought you knew better.” 

I glanced at the seater, who looked at me expectantly. Slowly, agonizingly, I dropped my arms. His eyes went right down to my nipples, examining each distended, pink tip, with a silly grin on his face. I ignored both the fluttering of nerves in my stomach, and the matching sensation coming from a bit lower, and slid in next to Julie. She too looked at my bosom through the shirt, her eyes finding the gold piercings and the tiny, charm-sized padlock that dangled from the tip of my right breast. Her hand came down on my leg, finders worming their way under the material of my skirt until I felt her pinkie press against my sex. 

I raised my eyes and looked across the table at the other women. She was a golden haired goddess and looked like a runway model. Except curvier. She was wearing a scarlet suit that was only a shade lighter than the locks on my head, with a white silk blouse that hugged her curves. Gold and diamonds sparkled at her ears, finger, and throat; elegant, finely wrought, and incredibly expensive. She wore ruby colored lipstick and she smiled at me with dark blue eyes that twinkled with desire. A glass of wine, a red wine, stood in front of her, barely touched. 

“Good evening, Breanne. How are you doing?” Kari asked me politely. Her eyes sparkled with that same brightness that illuminated Julie’s, but this was a face I’d known since I was a little girl. Kari was my best friend, my confidant, my companion. She was also my lover, my other mistress, and my employer. Which was why I had to answer her. 

We all knew it was a loaded question though. I wasn’t doing well. I gulped silently and gave her a little shrug. 

“Of course she’s doing fine,” Julie said patronizingly, look over at Kari. The two women couldn’t have been more different, but in one thing, they shared a passion. 

“She’s undoubtedly suffering and is wantonly desperate,” Julie concluded. Her finger fluttered against my petals and I stiffened slightly, eyes widening. 

Kari’s eyebrow went up, clearly curious, and she glanced at Julie. “Is she following Rule number one?” 

Julie laughed and looked at me. “I don’t know. Are you, Bre?” 

I nodded immediately, but it was too late. “I think I ought to check, don’t you?” Julie teased. 

I swallowed. “If it pleases you, Mistress,” I replied. Julie didn’t move her hand, but I spread my legs a little wider. In fact, the skirt rolled up higher along my thigh. I struggled to control myself as Julie’s pinkie began squirming deeply, pressing in between my petals. 

“Quiet now,” warned Kari. I stiffened in place, pressing my lips together, and Julie froze, the pinkie of her left hand pressed firmly between my labia. Suddenly the waiter appeared at the edge of the table and I didn’t even have time to lift my arms and cover my breasts. 

He was about to say something, but whatever it was didn’t make it out. Instead he gaped, shocked at the fact that my nipples were on prominent display. Instinctively, I began to bring up my arms, but Julie’s finger wiggled inside me, curling as she penetrated, and I barely heard the hushed whisper of command. 

“Don’t.” 

It took another three or four seconds for the waiter to recover. “Um. Excuse me,” he said apologetically, shaking his head. “I was wondering what you would care to drink.” 

“She’ll have a diet soda and a water,” Kari said precisely, knowing me perfectly. I’m not much of a drinker, or more accurately, I get stupid when I drink, so I tend to avoid it in public places. At least until Kari or Julie want me stupid. Still, a girl like me must constantly be aware of things like appearances, and consent. Mostly because wearing a sign that says, “I grant you carte blanche to do cruel, humiliating, painful things to me, in a sexual manner, signed ‘Breanne Erickson, Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut’,” might be taking it a bit too far. 

The waiter looked at me, waiting for a nod, which I dutifully gave him. Then, after another moment of ogling my tits, he set a menu down in front of me, one that matched the pair already on the table, and hurried away. 

No doubt to tell the other male, wait staff to do a walk by on table twenty three. 

Julie’s finger began moving again, eliciting a soft groan from me. Then her nail tapped something plastic and I heard the rattle as the quietly buzzing, egg-shaped vibrator knocked against Julie’s finger. I tightened up again, feeling the tension increase, the pressure of need flow through me. 

“I am quite happy to report,” announced Julie dramatically, “that Breanne is indeed in compliance with Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one, and is stuffed with…” she paused, looking thoughtful. But inside me, she pressed hard on the toy, moving it around. “It’s not her vibroballs,” Julie said confidently. “Probably the vibrating egg thing you bought her.” 

Kari laughed silently and nodded. “I had her put it in this morning,” Kari said, lifting her glass for another sip. “She’d opted for her ben wa balls in an effort to avoid stimulation.” 

Julie clucked her tongue at me, shaking her head. “How naughty!” She exclaimed. “And disappointing. Bre - you know better. You should be punished for that!” 

I frowned. “I was!” I blurted out, glancing back over at Kari. “She made me strip and lay face down on the conference table, with my breasts pressed against the yoga mat.” It came out petulant. “Then she spanked me!” 

Julie gave Kari an impressed look and a sort of bowed her head. I clammed up of course, not wanting to confess to the rest of it. I had indeed been spanked, the vibrating egg on full power, with both pressed mashed against the spiked and uncomfortable side of a yoga mat. But I’d also suffered through a rather intense orgasm, unable to control myself under Kari’s supposed “punishment.” 

Which of course, had earned me another punishment. 

“Well, I for one, totally approve of you getting punished,” Julie said. “In fact, the reason I invited both you and Kari out for dinner this evening, was to discuss a particular assignment that was emailed to me.” She gave me a look and pulled her hand out from between my legs, leaving me to groan softly. “And it will involve a lot of punishment.” 

Great. Another assignment. These appeared on an almost weekly basis ever since I started writing about my little, sexual, misadventures. Various fans, online doms, or even the ones I knew personally, all crafting humiliating, painful, sexually adventurous activities for the one and only girl in nympho humiliation pain slut camp. Sometimes I had to roll my eyes and patiently explain that no, I couldn’t actually do X,Y,Z because women’s bodies don’t actually work that way. And more recently, fans had been sending their “tasks” to Julie directly, relying on her to work them into something feasible, or practical. 

The problem was that Julie was scary. 

I was about to inquire about the upcoming assignment, when our waiter reappeared with my drink, and then, with his attention half on our menu selections and half on my boobs, he took our orders and then departed. It was only then that I was able to get a word in edgewise. 

“What kind of assignment?” I asked. That makes a big difference. Would I need to brace myself? Expect public humiliation? Would orgasm be denied? Would I be facing torment and punishment? 

Julie laughed and pulled out her phone. “You’re going to love this,” she said, handing the small screen, not to me, but to Kari. My golden haired employer scrolled through it, her eyes twinkling. 

“Oh my, this certainly seems to be quite the challenge,” Kari agreed. She handed the phone back, ignoring my outstretched hand. 

“Can I see it?” I demanded roughly. 

Julie laughed. “Stilettos, right?” 

I blinked. “Excuse me?” 

“You’re wearing your stilettos.” 

I paused. “Yes. What about them?” 

“Do you like them?” Julie asked. 

My eyebrow went up. Was this a trick question? “I guess so,” I said uncertainly. “Why? 

Kari put her hand on Julie’s wrist. “Wait. Bre - your stripper shoes, or the stilettos?” 

I grimaced. Kari was referring to these awful platform heels she’d bought for me years before. They were made of acrylic, had four inch soles and five inch heels. They were the kind of shoes you see on strippers, dancing on a stage. I hated them. 

“The stilettos,” I replied, though in all honesty, the six inch heels of the stilettos made them even more uncomfortable than the stripper do-me pumps. 

Kari nodded. Then Julie asked the next question. “Flip flops or the stilettos?” 

I gave her an incredulous look. “You have to ask?” 

She laughed. “What if there was cum in them?” 

“In the stilettos?” 

She shook her head. “The flip flops. What if you were forced to stand in a puddle of cum? Both feet.” 

I screwed up my face. “Eeww… kinda gross. Right?” I observed. 

Julie shrugged as Kari looked on impassively. “Clearly Master Mark understands her psyche. Or did you work on this with him?” Kari asked Julie. Julie smiled. 

“I helped. A little. I think I know her pretty good by now.” 

Kari nodded. “You do indeed. You might as well show her.” 

Julie smiled and held out the phone. “Not for tomorrow. I want you to start on the 2nd. I want this to last the whole week. But let’s whet your appetite. Here,” she said, letting me take the phone. 

Our food arrived as I was reading, but the butterflies in my stomach, the dryness of my mouth, and the overload of sensation between my legs made the food upsetting. I didn’t want to eat now. Not knowing what I was going to have to choose between. Flip flops and stilettos, stripper shoes and… and… 

“The key thing to remember,” Julie said, studying my dazed and frightened expression, is for you to understand one very important thing.” I quivered as they both stared at me and I swear, one of them had the wireless remote to the vibrating egg because it began churning inside me, driving me into orgasmic bliss. 

Kari nodded in agreement. “You have,” she said, pausing a moment for Julie to chime in, for them to say it together. 

“No right to shoes.” 


Part One 

There’s an old saying that women belong in the kitchen, barefoot and pregnant. Obviously that was written by a man, and it spoke much about the values of that age. Cooking, cleaning, and producing offspring. But if you think about it, it’s also a sort of mark. A post it note on the nature of submission, once a cultural norm, forced by society upon the gentler sex. Today, not so much. Try telling a woman that she belongs in the kitchen instead of the boardroom, and that she should be barefoot instead of wearing heels and you’ll find yourself fired and looking for a new job. 

Of course, I might be the exception. 

My name is Breanne, and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. Yes. I know. As far as titles go, mine is rather blunt and tasteless, but if this isn’t your first peek into my personal diary you’ll know that giving that particular introduction isn’t exactly by choice. It’s required. Why? Because I’m one of those girls who doesn’t mind being barefoot. At least, not usually. 

At that particular moment on Monday morning, I was contemplating the history behind the barefoot and pregnant saying. I also happened to be kneeling, with both breasts resting on the back of a leather chair, with my bare feet hanging off the edge. As usual, it was in Kari’s office conference room. Now there’s a woman who wears her heels. The walls were a light taupe color and the wood of the massive table mahogany. There were a few pieces of inconsequential, but impressive art, and a small wet bar stocked with practically anything you might want to drink. But none of that mattered to me. That’s because I was about to be punished. Clearly someone thought that barefoot was the wrong option. 

“You do realize,” said the woman behind me. “That I’m going to give you fifteen strokes?” She said it with a wry tone, as if she couldn’t quite believe that I was actually dumb enough to go through with it. “A piece?” 

I glanced back over my shoulder, my mouth a firm line. Kari Anders sat there, eyes hard and calculating, staring at my face. She was wearing a charcoal colored suit that I knew she’d gotten from Brooks Brothers, and the chiseled cut lines of the suit made her look even more executive. As one of Houston’s elite interior designers, she could afford the very best, including hiring me to be her personal assistant. 

If you could call it that. 

I’d known Kari since middle school. We’d met on the first day of term that year, on the bus. I was a mousy looking farm girl whose parents couldn’t afford designer shoes, or name-brand clothing, smelling of hay and horse. While Kari, a fresh from California rich kid, who wore only the very best money could buy, stared out at the passing fields of soybeans and cotton, wondering what the hell her father had been thinking when he moved them to the outskirts of Houston. She’d been sullen and pouting, that golden haired child, and I moved all the way to the back of the bus, just to introduce myself. 

Kari Anders had become my best friend, my companion, my co-conspirator. Our relationship was simple. Kari led and wherever she went, I followed. We were inseparable. This continued right on until high school, when our burgeoning sexuality took an unexpected turn. Her parents had separated, and her father, fleeing the home, had left his entire collection of BDSM porn tapes in a closet. At first, we watched them with a sort of giddy excitement, expressing our shock and disgust at the bound women, the fake cries of arousal and pain. But I found myself resonating to the predicaments those bound girls found themselves in. By the end of the summer, Kari had noticed my fascination, and since those situations had meaning for her as well, except in a different way, I’d ended up on a coffee table, tied down, while my best friend ravished me with a cucumber. Kari became not just my friend, but my lover, my mistress. And eventually, way down the road, after trials and tribulations, my boss. 

A cruel, evil, sadistic boss who was holding a leather sap. 

The reason she was contemplating striking the bottoms of my bare feet with the leather paddle was because I’d shown up to work barefoot. This was matched with a red, calf length skirt, and non-see-thru, white blouse. This wasn’t how I usually dressed for work. As Kari’s administrative assistant, you might think that conservative attire would be par for the course, right? 

When she’d initially hired me, we’d gone shopping and my elation at having a steady salary was almost instantly shredded by the outfits she’d purchased for me to wear. In my heart, I’m still a farm girl, accustomed to blue jeans and flannel. I’d discovered that Kari preferred that I dress in attire that looked like it had come from the costume wardrobe of “Secretary Sluts IV.” I’d been given a collection of mini and micro skirts, none of which properly covered my bottom, transparent blouses that left little, if anything to the imagination, and a collection of dresses that danced along the line of indecent and sometimes crossed right on over with a swirling flair. Do you have any idea how humiliating it is to show up at a meeting with a group of men who want their offices redecorated, with their eyes locked on me, because my breasts are about to fall out of my shirt? That happened once. Kari had deliberately dropped a pen and asked me to bend over and get it. And my breasts did fall out. 

Why do I tolerate it? Well, it’s the nature of being a submissive. And that title. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. I like to think of it as the “two Breannes.” One is sweet and innocent and kind and loving and wholesome. Then there is another Breanne. She is dark and needy and just a little crazy. She craves sexual satisfaction. And because that Bre knows that her opposite cringes at the thought of being put on display, or being hurt in a sexual manner, those thing enhance the orgasmic experience. It’s easy enough to understand. Part of me hates dressing like a tramp, being shown off, used and tormented. But the other part of me loves it. I crave it desperately. And Kari? She’s satisfying her own sadistic needs, all while satisfying mine. 

She held the leather sap in her hand and looked down at my toes. Then she sighed in frustration.  

“I’m at a loss to figure out why you’d rather have me beat the bottoms of your feet, instead of just wearing the stripper shoes,” she said softly, reaching out to run a finger up and down my left sole, especially the arch. I closed my eyes at the pleasure. I love having my feet rubbed. I’m ticklish, but it takes fast movements to overload me. Slow, sensuous strokes? Light ones? My God… I’m in heaven. 

Ah yes, the stripper shoes. I took a deep breath and looked away from her. That had been one of the other options. Except if I’d worn the nine inch platform heels that I frequently called my “fuck me stupid” shoes, I wouldn’t have been able to choose what outfit I wore with them. I’d have been dressed like a stripper. And the other me, that wholesome little girl, just couldn’t do that. Knowing that Kari would take me out and parade me around. 

Of course, the stripper shoes weren’t the only option. There were too others for the week, neither of which had any more appeal for me. At least, not yet. The six inch stilettos were black and sexy, but the required costume, not to mention accessories, was almost as bad. And the flip flops? Marginally better. No. I knew if I wanted to be in control of my attire, I had to go barefoot. And that meant paying the price. 

“Just do it,” I said with some resignation. She continued to rub the bottoms of my feet, a pleasure tease. She nodded and stood, removing her expensive jacket, revealing a white silk blouse that looked amazing. I suspect that Kari does it deliberately. She buys six hundred dollar dresses and suits, while I get trashy bits of gauze. Clothes make a person, male or female, and when she shows up looking every bit the aristocrat, with a toady, barely pretty and mostly cute, obvious fuck slut, standing next to her, the differences are clear. I’m there to spread my legs, suffer sexually, and satisfy others carnally. Anyone who wants can put a hand on me. But Kari? Men quiver in her presence, as if they sense they aren’t good enough for her. 

So yes. Clothes make a fucking difference. 

Her nails flickered and I gasped, kicking my right foot lightly. A ringing noise filled the room as the slave bell anklet I’d strapped around my leg that morning jingled. It was just part of the requirements for going barefoot, but it didn’t really bother me. I looked a bit “Carmen”, since the skirt was red and the blouse white. 

“Ready?” Kari asked, pulling her fingers away from my waiting feet. I swallowed and nodded. 

“I suppose,” I said with a deep breath. I gripped the chair with both hands and held on, not sure just how bad the punishment was going to be. I stared straight ahead, bracing myself, picturing the sting, reminding myself not to kick too much and… 

“SMACK* 

“Fuck!” I blurted as a bristling sting exploded across my right foot, from heel to the toes and I couldn’t help covering one foot with the other. Prickling pain seemed to spread, only to morph into heat. “That hurt!” I exclaimed, in surprise. 

“It’s supposed too,” Kari retorted. “The whole idea is to make you pay for dressing like this. Here comes the next one.” 

I stiffened, but that was all the time I had before the leather sap swung downward, slapping my left foot. It wasn’t a centered stroke, so it caught even more of my instep and it hurt worse than the other foot. The bells rang. 

“Shit!” I spat, my knees bending as I struggled to stay in position. My feet twitched and rolled as the pain seemed to spread. Then Kari took advantage of an opening, and spanked my right foot again. 

I let out a choked sob, my entire body seeming to cringe. “Fuck! That hurts!” 

“Please unfold your feet. You’re covering up,” Kari said, grabbing hold of my toe and pulling. I spread my knees a little farther apart and Kari seemed satisfied. Then she slapped my left foot again. I couldn’t help rolling my ankle, toes curled, as the pain seared the bottoms of my feet. 

“Breanne, you need to stay in position, please.” The tone was admonishing and I frowned at Kari’s words. 

“Do you have any idea how hard this is to endure?” I asked angrily over my shoulder, tears in my eyes. 

“Do you have any idea how hard it is to hit a moving target?” She demanded, then slapped the sap down again. Fire seemed to burst on my right foot and I squirmed. Lots. Her hand clamped down on my ankle, muting the bells. “Hold still!” She spat, and spanked my foot again. 

I let out a sound that was eerily similar to a cow dying. In agony. 

“Well,” said a very exasperated Kari. “I knew this would be a problem right from the first. It looks like I’ll have to be inventive until the more permanent solution I ordered arrives. Stay there,” she declared, standing up. I whimpered and sniveled as she tossed the sap onto the table and marched out of the room. 

More “permanent” solution? 

She was gone only a minute and when she came back it was with a three foot piece of one inch dowel, made of wood, and enough rope to truss up… well… a nympho humiliation pain slut. She tied one end of the rope to the rod, tucked it up under my ankle, and then began lashing my leg to the stick. 

“Please, Kari. Is this really necessary?” I begged her as she wrapped the rope around my foot. She made sure the sole was bare and facing up toward her. 

“Obviously, since you can’t seem to stay still,” she replied, moving to the other foot and positioning it where she wanted it. There was no way I could twist and cover one sole with the toes of my other foot now. In seconds I was secure. Then, since she had more than enough rope, she tied the damn stick to the chair, then wrapped the hemp around me until I couldn’t move. 

At all. 

“Now, where were we?” She asked as I pulled on the bonds. “Oh yes.” She picked up the paddle and without further ado, beat the bottoms of my feet until I was a sniveling wreck. Hot and inflamed, my soles burned when she untied me and I slid around and sat, unwilling to put my feet down and stand. 

Kari gave me a strict look. “This is what you choose. I’ll do it again in forty-five minutes. The cane next, I think. Or perhaps the TENS Unit. Unless of course, you put on some more sensible footwear and change out of that ridiculous ensemble.” 

I tried to snort, but it came out as a hiccup. “Sensible?” I choked. I lifted my left foot up and looked at the sole. The bottom of my foot was bright red from my toes all the way down to the heel. And it smarted. Badly. “None of the other options are sensible,” I whined. 

Kari shrugged. “By all means then, allow me to make walking difficult for you. It’s either that or dress appropriately for your station.” She leaned forward and gave me a particularly nasty look. “And I have no intention of turning on the vibrating egg while you’re dressed like that either.” 

I felt my pussy quiver. Inside me, silent and waiting, was an egg sized object. There was a motor inside, and a wireless receiver, which went to a little control fob that Kari had in her office. She knew that I’d be more docile aroused, more willing to let her abuse me, and easy to convince me to do as she asked. But not until I did what she wanted. Well fuck that. 

Sometimes I get snarky. 

I gave her a smoldering look and sucked it up. Then, still staring at her, I put my feet down and stood up. It hurt. Oh God it hurt. But I stood. “Thank you,” I said politely, trying not to let my acute discomfort show. “But I’m fine.” Then, with nothing else to say, I limped out of the conference room, the carpet rough on my freshly beaten feet, and headed back to my desk. I had invoices to file. 

Forty-five minutes later the vibrator between my legs, which had been annoyingly silent, rumbled to life and I let out a low groan. As my pussy tightened around the egg shaped sex toy, Kari appeared next to me. 

“You’re still wearing that atrocious skirt and blouse,” she said darkly. She glanced down at my bare feet. “And still barefoot as well,” she said with resignation. “Well, let’s see what I can do to motivate you to change outfits.” Her chin bobbed. “Let’s go. Conference room.” 

I took a deep breath, but one laced with an intense, sexual arousal. Kari certainly knew how to motivate me, and with every nerve between my legs tingling with excitement, my brain wasn’t able to focus on what was about to happen. The egg shaped vibrator rumbled inside me and I could feel the spasms of my sex as I followed along docilely, a lamb led to slaughter. We entered the conference room and I was directed, once more, to assume my perch on one of the leather chairs. The wooden dowel and the rope was still there, but she didn’t pick them up. Instead she lifted a thin, wooden cane from the mahogany table and gave it a dangerous swish through the air. 

“Are you ready?” She asked me in a professional, business-like tone. 

“No,” I muttered. My feet weren’t really hurting anymore, at least not from the sapping she’d given me. But they still felt tender. Sensitive. Delicate. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see the first stroke coming and… 

Scorching, bruising, heavy heat blossomed across both of my feet at once, right in the center of my arches. The bells of the slave anklet rang. I gasped, which then morphed into a high pitched whine and I kicked both feet like mad as the fire burned down to my heels and up to my toes. Holy fucking God. I didn’t even realize I was gritting my teeth until my jaw started to hurt more than my feet, almost a minute later. 

“Four more,” Kari said as my flailing stopped and slowed. She slashed downward, cutting into the balls of both feet. I sure as hell felt that. It was like someone took a hammer to my bones. I screeched, kicking and flailing and even twisted as my hips were called into play. The vibrator was still buzzing inside me and my brain was having some difficulty processing the various sensations, getting them confused. At some point my feet stopped kicking and Kari was ready. 

*Swish*Thud* 

“Agggghhhhh!” I yelled, eyes squeezed shut, my hips thrusting back and forth as both feet went wild. The bells on my ankle rang and rang. “Holy fuck!” I hissed, tears managing to escape, pooling along my lashes. Pain seemed to radiate up my legs. 

“I truly dislike this skirt,” Kari said suddenly, and I felt the cane lifting the material upward. It rose and rose, revealing my panticlad ass. “Panties? Really Bre? You know you aren’t supposed to wear panties.” Her hand took hold of the material and I was truly unprepared as a fresh swish filled my ears. I expected it to land on my feet, but it caught me across the bottom, the thin cotton of my underwear doing absolutely zilch to mitigate the blow. 

“Oww!” I squealed, jerking. “The assignment said I could choose what I wanted to wear if I was barefoot!” I protested, half twisting in the chair. I glared at her and she gave me a cool smirk. 

“For going against your nature,” she replied tartly. “This isn’t you.” 

I frowned. “It’s a part of me,” I replied defensively as she let my skirt go. “It’s just the part that few people see.” 

The cane flashed again as Kari took advantage of my distraction to land the third, red welt across my soles. She aimed for the heel and as usual, was exactingly accurate. My toes curled, the slave anklet jiggled and jingled and I kicked and folded, trying to absorb the pain. 

“The part of you most people see is the wanton slut you really are. This outfit does not become you. Ready to put on some shoes?” She asked me. 

I panted. I closed my eyes. I waited for the pain to subside, just a little bit. “I’m not wearing any of them!” I declared. 

So Kari hit me again. 

At least she left the vibrating egg still going. 

Five minutes later I sat with tears drying on my cheeks, looking down at my poor feet. Sure enough, there were four, crimson lines drawn across the soles, two in the arch, less than a centimeter from each other, while one went across my heel and the other just behind my toes. They burned, but putting any weight down on my feet was even worse. Standing up hurt and I had to brace myself against the table, only to fall forward and grab the door, before hobbling my way out into the hall. My knees buckled with every step. 

Back at my desk, I collapsed into my chair with a groan of relief, my pussy still convulsing around the sex toy.  She hadn’t turned it off. I wasn’t actually feeling that aroused, the pain of my bastinado sessions more than enough to mitigate any pleasure I was feeling. Still, it was there, which was better than it not being there. So with a sigh of resignation, I started typing. I only had another fifty minutes before the next session. 

If I could survive it. Maybe I needed to put on some shoes... 


Part Two 

A knock on the glass door of our office surprised me and I glanced up to see a young man with sandy blond hair, dressed in jeans and a green polo shirt, standing on the other side of the glass. He had a two wheeled dolly with a huge cardboard box on it and he waved at me with a grin. I admit, seeing Alex brightened my day and I jumped to my feet to open the door for him. 

And instantly regretted it. My feet hurt. 

He pushed open the door himself and looked at me as I leaned against the desk corner, wincing and panting as the fresh pain hit me. 

“Oh hey, Bre. You okay?” 

I grimaced. “Kari caned my feet twenty minutes ago.” 

He looked down at my bare feet. “Ooh. Oww. Ohh.” He said, like it was a breakfast cereal motto. I rolled my eyes because it was obvious that there was a lack of sympathy. 

“Guess it hurts,” he said, pulling his package into the office. “You look… um… nice.” 

That made my eyebrow go up. “Nice?” 

Alex looked uncomfortable. “Decent?” 

Now I glared at him. 

“Hey look, I’m just not used to seeing you dressed!” He protested. 

“I wear clothes all the time!” I said crossly. 

This time he rolled his eyes instead of me. “Yeah, if you can call what you wear clothes,” he snorted. 

“Well how would you prefer me?” I said acidly. He smiled back at me, ignoring the irritation in my eyes. 

“Naked, with your nipples clamped, and your mouth around my cock,” he chirped brightly. 

I sighed in exasperation and was about to give him my two cents, when Kari appeared. 

“Alex! What a delight to see you!” She said politely, stepping into the small, now crowded lobby. The package took up a lot of the room. 

Alex practically bowed. “Ms. Anders. It’s a pleasure to see you again. Mike had some work to do today and he asked me to bring this by, and I never turn down an opportunity to use... “ He paused uncomfortably and glanced at me. “Ahem… see… Breanne.” 

I did my Kermit the Frog frown and glared at him again. 

Kari just smiled. “Of course. We all feel that way about her. Even when she is inappropriately dressed.” She glanced over at me, giving my skirt and blouse a dark frown. Then she gestured at the package. “I presume this is the item I requested?” 

Alex grinned and put a hand on the box. “It is. It’s got a pretty big footprint, but it will fit in the space, and might be more appropriate than the punishment frame. 

That made me blink. And stare at the box. 

At the very back of Kari’s office suite was a closet, ostensibly meant for supplies. It was ten feet deep, but only five feet wide, which made it unsuitable for uses that didn’t involve storing… uh… things… that you wanted stored, out of sight, for a while. On my very first day Kari had stripped me naked and made me empty it of all items. Then Mike the Hardware Guy had shown up and installed a metal… thing. A frame. It could lift me up, via both my hands and my legs, opening my lower half up and leaving a good deal of my anatomy available for whatever humiliating, painful and obnoxiously abusing thing Kari had wanted to do to me. I’ve hung for hours on that thing, vibroballs jammed up inside me, clamps on my nipples and clit, suffering as she’d come in every few minutes to lash at my breasts with a flogger, or spank my pussy with that leather sap. 

Were they… were they switching things out? I blinked as Alex tilted the package and the dolly back and proceeded down the hall as Kari backed out of the way. As he turned the corner carefully, Kari turned to me. 

“You will strip, put on a pair of clover clamps, and assist him.” 

“The hell I will,” I snorted. “I get to wear whatever I want, remember?” I replied. 

Kari took a single step toward me, her eyes hard. “Breanne, I understand the assignment. And under general circumstances, you do have the right to decide on your own clothing. However, this is not one of those moments. So you will strip, immediately, find the clamps, attach them to your nipples, and then give Alex a blowjob.” 

She must have heard his comment. I didn’t flinch, but I looked away. “Yes, Mistress.” I turned and took one step, intending to go to the conference room to follow her orders, but she snagged my elbow. 

“I didn’t say, ‘walk down the hall and strip.’ I said ‘strip. Immediately,’.” 

The blood drained from my face as I went white, glancing toward the glass. The atrium of our building is big. From my desk I could look out at a sea of tile, the back end of another office suite, a directory, and a small hallway that lead to the restrooms. The building wasn’t empty either. People walked past my little cage all the time, most of them turning to look at the strange, mostly naked girl behind the desk. 

Or the totally naked girl. 

I looked back at Kari, but there was nothing to say. No room for argument. So with a chance of a random visitor walking into the atrium, just in time to see a cute redhead stripping naked in her office, in front of a blonde, bi-sexual goddess, I unbuttoned my shirt and took it off. 

Exposing a white, plain, utilitarian bra. Kari rolled her eyes in exasperation. 

I undid the button at my waist, then pushed and let the folds of red cotton fall. It made an unusually large puddle at my feet, because of all the material. I was used to mini-skirts. That left just the pink, bikini cut panties and with another, almost panicked glance out into an empty atrium, I did as I was told, and finished stripping. 

Naked. And barefoot. I stood there with one arm across my breasts, the other positioned in front of my sex. 

Kari smiled. She’d won and she knew it. I looked at her and she waved her hand. “This is how I prefer you.” She reached over to my desk, opened the top drawer, and drew out a set of steel clover clamps, connected by a foot long chain. “Here. Go. Before someone sees you who shouldn’t.” 

I took the clamps and bit my lip, but the fear of being seen was enough. I turned tail and tried to scamper, but my feet wouldn’t let me. Instead I limped, slowly, my naked ass hanging out, down the hall. I felt every burning second of it. Awful. And yet, it felt as if the vibrator between my legs had been kicked up a notch. I was wet. Soaked. I could smell my arousal, and the thought of Alex waiting on me was enough to set my heart pounding. 

When I made it to the end of the hall, past Kari’s personal office, the kitchenette, the art room and the meeting room, both of my nipples were throbbing, pinched tightly between the ridged pincers of the clover clamps. The large box was still sitting in the hall, the punishment closet door was open, and I could hear clinking. With one hand still against the wall, I tiptoed my way down and looked in. 

Alex was disassembling the punishment frame. 

“What are you doing?” I demanded, not sure I wanted the damn thing gone or not. Sure, it was uncomfortable. Sure it opened me up and left me vulnerable. But that wasn’t exactly a bad thing. Sure, my toes touched the walls on opposite sides. But who cared! I liked it. 

“Taking it apart. Kari is gifting it to the Society of the Golden Rose, so don’t worry. You’ll be mounted on it often enough,” he said, unscrewing a screw. He got it loose and then glanced back at me. 

“Holy hell!” He blurted. “You’re naked!” 

I frowned. “Well, this is how you said you wanted me,” I replied, possibly with a sour tone. “Naked and clamped. Want a blowjob?” I asked, remembering Kari’s instructions. 

He laughed with a grin. “Hell yeah, but let me get this thing taken apart first.” He nodded toward the box. “Just wait right there.” 

I groaned. “Do you mind if I sit down at least?” I asked. 

He shrugged, so I slid to the floor. My feet hurt. Sitting opposite him, I spread my legs, trying to put as little pressure on my soles as possible. My nipples ached and the steel chain was cold, but I had more immediate issues. With my thighs spread wide, my gaping pussy right there, I put a hand between my legs and gently began masturbating. 

Alex’s eyes widened. “Man. I wish I worked here,” he said, swallowing hard as he looked right at my sweet spot. 

“You’d like to be forced to wear sexually provocative and humiliating clothing, only to be frequently and painfully tormented, sexually, all while risking insanely painful punishments inflicted upon you by a sadistic and obsessive compulsive dominatrix?” I asked. “You do realize that she thinks that making a man cum until his cock is abraded, raw, and so sensitive he cries when she touches it, is normal?” 

Alex blinked. Then he coughed. “Well, when you put it like that.” 

I smiled sweetly. “Let me know when you want to experience a milking. I will personally arrange it. Alissa, Kylie and I will come over, tie you to your bed, and ravish you for hours on end.” I licked my lips and gave him this seductive little smile. “Until it hurts.” I paused. “I mean, until long after it’s started to hurt.” 

Alex shifted. “Yes. Well. Uh… I’ll think about it,” he assured me. Then he looked away and tinkered. 

Twenty minutes passed as I sat there, watching him. I shifted position a couple of times, ending up sitting cross legged. The punishment frame was easy enough to disassemble, which surprised me. There was the base, with the two hydraulic jacks in it, plus the main frame work, and the supporting lifts. By the time he was done, I was dripping, two fingers of my right hand soaked to the knuckle, moaning with soft, quiet, groans of need. Alex finished moving everything out of the way. Then it was time to unbox the package. 

“Can I suck your cock now?” I asked eagerly. My entire frame was quivering with need. 

Alex laughed. “In just a moment. We’ve got to make some adjustments anyway.” He produced a dangerous looking knife, slit some tape and then started cutting the box. Cardboard fell away and something appeared; wooden and stained dark. I eyed it curiously as Alex pulled away the packaging. 

“What is it” I asked, curiously. 

Alex laughed. “It’s a kneeler.” 

And with just that simple sentence, I understood. It was about four feet tall and resembled the outline of an office building next to a squat parking garage. The “office building” was four feet in width, but ran the entire length of two and a half feet. The “parking garage” was padded with black leather and had straps. There were also metal brackets, screwed into the wood. 

“What are those for?” I asked, pointing. 

Alex smiled. “You’ll see.” 

There were some other interesting things. For example. The “office” section seemed to have an elevator, right in the middle, facing the “garage”. It was just a metal receptacle. A hole. I watched as Alex manhandled the whole thing into the closet. Oddly, it faced the back wall, rather than the front. The “garage” was toward the door. He skirted it and bent down. I heard a popping noise, and a squeak. 

“Wow. Mike should have oiled that,” he muttered. He pulled something out, and I watched, eyes widening in alarm, as he placed a rod of some sort, onto the padded leather of the lower portion. 

It was black, coated in rubber, and was triangular, with sharp looking edges. One end was metal - an insert of a kind, which looked disturbingly capable of being “plugged” into the “elevator.” 

Alex picked up the rubber rod, jammed it into the elevator socket, and then looked at me. “Ready to test it out?” He asked. 

I stared at the kneeler in trepidation. “What does it do?” I asked, not even sure I wanted the answer. 

Alex patted it. “All sorts of things. Kari asked for this weeks ago. You can be secured to it either on your knees, or bent over, or even bent backward to be honest. It’s a wooden pony, a horse, and it can hold all sorts of dildos and vibrators too.” 

I swallowed, a strange feeling coming over me. New torments. New sensations. Kari could hurt me even more. And make me cum too. It scared me. But it also intrigued me. I pulled my fingers out of my pussy, eyes bright and excited. 

“Show me?” 

Alex reached out a hand, swinging around the kneeler, and grabbed my girl goo covered fingers, pulling me up. He laughed, wiped his hand on my ass, and pushed me forward, into the punishment closet. 

I’ve knelt before. Frequently. Thought admittedly the last “kneeler” I’d been on had been at church the previous Sunday. This one was decidedly different. Instead of dropping down, I had to lift my leg and then myself into it. The rubber triangular rod was low, between my thighs and my feet stuck out, two and a half feet off the ground, the soles turned upward. My breasts were almost, but not quite, resting on the top of the “office” section and my new position allowed me to see two more metal brackets. 

“What are these brackets for?” I asked, pointing to the metal slots four inches below my clamped breasts. 

“I’ll show you,” he said. He moved back around to my front, bent down, and opened a door in the front of the kneeler. Or was it the back? He then extracted four steel rods, each as thick as my finger. All four were bent at angles, each with the steel looped at the far end. The loops were big, almost an inch wide. He slid one of the straight ends into the first bracket and it fit easily, snapping into place. It stretched out in front of me, so that the loop was between my breasts, a foot away from my chest. 

I eyed him as he did it again with a second metal rod. He swung it toward the center so that the loops of both rods were aligned, and then he tightened two little screw clamps on the mounting brackets. 

“What do you think?” He asked, pleased with himself. 

I blinked. “I don’t know what to think,” I retorted. 

Alex gave me a hurt look. “Okay. A demonstration,” he muttered. He reached up, grabbed hold of the clover clamp chewing on my left nipple, and freed the tip of my breasts from the crushing sensation. I gasped, wincing as he threaded the clamp, and the chain, through both loops. Then he tugged, bringing the clamp back up to my breast, letting it bite once more on my nipple. 

“Oh my God,” I whispered as the pain shot up through my tit. 

He chuckled. “I wouldn’t try to get up right now,” he said. 

I brought my hands up and put them on top of my breasts. I was breathing heavily and could feel my juices dripping down my thighs. “This is evil,” I replied. It was too. If I’d tried to pull away, the clover clamps would have tightened even more. 

He laughed, then pulled a pair of leather bondage cuffs off the wall from where they were hanging. “No, this is evil,” he said. He began wrapping them around my wrists as I made sure to stay perfectly still. The tension on my breasts was already more than I could readily handle. He finished putting on the bondage cuffs and then brought my hands behind my back. A second later my fingers could only touch my tailbone and I was pretty much left at the mercy of the man. I couldn’t get up. Not unless I was willing to rip off my tits. 

“Oh my,” I whimpered. 

“Let me put the other brackets on too,” he said, moving behind me. I couldn’t really see what he was doing, but I heard the sound of the other two metal rods fitting into the wooden frame near my knees. A second set of leather manacles went around my ankles, one muting the slave bells (thank God!) and the next thing I knew both of my feet were secured in place, unable to move beyond the twist of each ankle. 

My mouth went dry as I realized what Kari intended. 

“There. Now all I need to do is raise the bar,” Alex said with satisfaction. He came back to the front and looked me in the face as his hand touched the wooden block my tits were now basically attached too. I heard him turn something that made a clicking noise. Three, four, and then five rotations and I felt something between my legs. The rubber coated rod. I gasped, eyes widening as comprehension filled my brain. Alex continued to turn the crank, or know, or whatever, and the rubber rod rose and rose and then I whimpered as I literally felt some of my weight transfer from my knees to my pussy. 

I was riding a torture horse. 

The leather became slick with my juices and I found that with a roll of my hips I could slide a very short distance along it. But not too far back, or my nipples burned. And I couldn’t move forward either, since the wooden “office” partition was there. I panted, throbbing in pain and need, already fucking the stupid kneeler with passionate movements. 

“Ah, perfect timing,” Kari said, her voice soft and lilting behind me. 

Alex smiled. “Ms. Anders. It’s all set up.” 

“Yes, I see,” she replied, stepping into the closet. “And you positioned her in a befitting way.” I felt her hand on my bare shoulder and she ran her fingers down my spine, to my bottom. She traced the single welt she’d left there earlier, from one side to the other. “I approve of the prism,” she told Alex. 

“I only have a bit of her weight on it,” he replied genially. “You could of course crank it up higher until she’s actually sitting on it though.” 

“Not yet,” Kari purred, her hand rubbing my ass. “First she needs to be punished for her choice of footwear.” 

Alex gave Kari a curious look. “She’s barefoot,” he said in confusion. 

“Exactly,” Kari replied. She took a flogger down from the hook where it was hanging on the wall, and without another word, stepped back and flicked the multi-headed, rubber stranded whip at my feet. It stung, but not as bad as the cane had, and I yelped, all while thrusting my hips back and forth. The kneeler creaked a little as I strained to move my feet, but the brackets held and I could do nothing. The flogger stung my soles and I found myself grinding on the triangular prism digging up into my pussy, spreading my lips and adding even more pressure. Kari landed a hard swing and I cried out, moving the only way I could. Backward. 

For four inches. Then the chain binding my breasts to the kneeler went taut and I cried out as the clover clamps tightened and tried to crush the tips of each breast. 

The flogger found a new spot and Kari slashed the rubber whip across my ass with crisscross blows and in seconds I knew it was over. I grit my teeth and wailed through my clenched jaw as the orgasm that had been building over the last hour howled upward from my abused loins, curling my toes as Kari went back to whipping the bottoms of my feet. It throbbed through my chest and then rushed up my throat to explode out in a cry of anguished lust, of utter and total oblivion. 

“Oh my God! I’m cumming!” I practically yelled. 

And then I did. 

I didn’t calm down until Alex cranked the prism between my legs back down and I sagged as much as the chain holding my bosom to the top of the kneeler would let me. The bottoms of my feet felt like I’d just walked barefoot across scorching sand. I felt his hand between my thighs and he twisted the cum-coated prism. I heard a click and he drew it out. He held it up. 

“This one is Mike’s favorite,” he said. “The rubber will prevent any serious damage, but it will still bite up into her.” 

Kari touched one edge with a smile. “Yes.” 

Alex grinned and suddenly I found him holding the rod in front of my nose. “Open up, Bre.” I blinked and opened my mouth, only to have him jam the prism into my mouth, like some sort of bit. My eyes widened as I tasted my own cum and I sputtered something as he let go. Kari laughed. 

“There are a few other attachments,” Alex continued, holding up a new object. “This one holds a Hitachi massager,” he waved a clamp looking thing with the same connector as the prism. “And here’s the anal dildo.” He waved another “attachment” in front of my face. A thick, knobbed, rubber dildo, positioned disturbingly back along the rod, stuck up at a slight angle, while a pointed knot in front of it was clearly intended to press against either my pussy or clit. ”Mike’s got a couple of other ideas he’s working on too.” 

“Excellent,” Kari said. “I’m quite pleased. Feel free to use Breanne as you wish, but unless she agrees to put on either her stripper shoes, the stilettos, or her flip flops, I expect to find her right here, bound and kneeling in an hour, ready for her next punishment.” She sighed. “Barefoot. Really,” she said derisively. Then she stepped out of the punishment closet and I heard her footsteps fade. 

Alex blinked. “What’s she talking about?” He asked me, reaching up to my left nipple and freeing it from the clover clamp. I gasped, loudly. Pain shot through my tit as he unthreaded the chain from the brackets, freeing my tits from the kneeler. 

“It’s an assignment,” I finally managed to croak, only to wince again as he reset the clamp on my nipple. Just not quite as tightly. “Oh God… that fucking hurts!” 

Alex laughed. “You like it. You know it.” He let the chain drop, loose, and moved behind me. I felt his fingers on my calf. He was unclipping my ankle cuffs from the lower brackets. “So what is this assignment?” 

I sighed. “It’s all about shoes,” I explained. “Evidently I have no right to shoes. I’m allowed to go barefoot, wear my stilettos, the fuck me stupid stripper shoes, or my flip flops.” 

“That doesn’t sound so bad,” Alex said. He finished freeing me. “You can stand up now.” 

I thought about it. “I’d rather not,” I said quickly. 

He considered the situation for a moment. “Okay.” Then, without a word of warning, he picked me up with both hands, threw me over his shoulder, and carried me gasping out of the punishment closet and down the hall. He turned left into the conference room and a moment later he set me down in one of the leather chairs, startled and gasping. I lifted my feet to keep them off the ground as he pulled up a chair and sat opposite me. 

“Wow. I like you like that,” he said, nodding to my open legs. With my hands behind my back, still cuffed together, I didn’t have many options. I slung my feet outward and draped my legs over the armrests. This is a common position for me, one that Kari likes, and Alex looked more than impressed. My soaked slit was in full view. 

He looked hungry. 

His eyes caressed my well sauced and slightly bruised pussy, but then he found my face again. “So what’s the problem with wearing the shoes?” He asked. 

I sighed and shifted, just a bit uncomfortable. “Well, if I’m barefoot, I get to choose what clothes I wear.” 

Alex gave me a skeptical look. “Yeah?” He asked. “How’s that working out for ya?” His eyebrows wiggled suggestively as he leered at my nudity. 

I grunted. “Well, at least I did before you got here,” I replied sullenly. 

“Yeah? And what about the fuck me shoes? The stripper ones? I like those.” 

I squirmed a bit more. “I have to dress in my peasant blouse and a micro-skirt. And then I have to flash every fifth person either my breasts, or my pussy. Alternating.” 

Alex looked at me in surprise, then burst out into laughter. 

“It’s not funny!” I said angrily. 

He shook his head. “Yes it is! You! Flashing your tits and ass and cunt like that! I can just imagine it! And while wearing the stripper shoes!” 

It took him a moment to recover. I just glared at him. The vibrating egg in my pussy was still going, though at such a soft level I wasn’t paying much attention to it yet. He finally sighed and smiled again, touching my thigh in a very delicate caress. “And the stilettos?” 

I licked my lips. “We go from humiliating to painful. Remember the black dress with all the slits?” 

“The one where everyone can tell if you’re wearing panties?” He asked curiously. I nodded. 

“Yeah. That one,” I said darkly. “It doesn’t show anything. It’s slutty, without being too revealing. If I choose that one, I don’t have to flash anyone, but I do have to walk around with the Thrusting Anal Vibe in my ass, jacking away, while my clit and nipples get to suffer the alligator clamps.” 

“Whoa,” Alex murmured. “That’s tough.” 

I snorted. “On top of that, I have to report, every hour, to the nearest dom or dominatrix, for a bare bottom, bare breasted spanking.” 

He smiled. “I volunteer.” 

“Thank you,” I sneered. 

“Okay. So that doesn’t sound so bad. But what was the last one Kari said? Flip flops?” 

I nodded. “Yes. Beach thongs. You know?” 

He sat back in his chair. “And the problem with those?” 

I swallowed. “I uh… have to wear the white tube top and the white, elastic skirt.” I said. His eyes seemed bright. “And uh… the clover clamps on my breasts, and the vibrating pendant on my clit. And a jeweled plug in my ass. I’m not allowed to cum.” 

“Punishments?” He asked. 

I shrugged. “Yeah. Probably.” 

“Well, still that doesn’t sound that awful. I mean, sure it might be…” he began, but I held up a hand and interrupted him. 

“And they have to be soaked in cum,” I blurted. 

He paused. “What?” I took a deep breath. 

“Not only do I have to wear the outfit, and the clamps, and the plug, and not cum, but I have to get a guy to ejaculate on my flip-flops before I can wear them.” 

Alex stared, just a little shocked. 

“And I can’t let them dry out either,” I continued. “I have to put fresh cum in them. Like every hour” 

He gave me a look. “Eeewwww.” 

I laughed, though it came out a little hysterical. “Yeah!” 

“So that’s why you’re barefoot,” he said finally. 

I nodded. “Yep. It hurts. A lot. But the alternatives are…” 

“Naughty,” he finished for me. 

I gave him an uncomfortable shrug. “That’s one way of describing it.” 

He took a deep breath and stood up, clapping his hands together and rubbing them. “Well, I certainly understand your dilemma. It sucks to be you.” He began unbuttoning his jeans as I looked on in surprise. “So the only question I’ve got for you,” he continued as he kicked off his shoes and began pushing his pants down. “Is whether you want to swallow my spunk,” he pulled out his thick, semi-rigid manhood and it wiggled in front of me. “Or if I should shoot it across your flip flops?” 

I eyes his cock and felt a surge of arousal shoot through me. My pussy tightened on the still buzzing vibrator. 

“Let’s cross that bridge when you cum to it,” I whispered. 

Alex smiled. “Good idea,” he said gruffly, moving forward fast. He tilted my chair backward, lifting one leg, and jammed his cock into my mouth. With my hands behind my back there was nothing I could do, no way to stop him, or control him, or handle him. I did my best to handle the skullfucking he gave me and in just minutes, as spittle dripped down my chin, he groaned, his cock shuddering, spurting and cumming. 

Yum. 


Part Three 

“Are you sure about this?” Alex asked as I knelt down on the padded leather. The rubber coated prism pressed against my thighs and I nodded as he began buckling the strap that went just below my knees, across my upper calves. 

“Yes,” I reassured him for the hundredth time. “I’m not going to wear those shoes.” He sighed dramatically and ran a finger down my leg, from the strap to my heel, then along my instep. I gasped. 

“Your feet already look tender,” he said softly. “She’s going to hurt you until you give in, you know that, right?” 

I shrugged. “I know. I just have to make it through till three o’clock though. Then I go home. I still won’t be allowed shoes, but at least the hourly punishments for going barefoot will stop.” As an excuse, it sounded just a tad bit hollow, even to me. 

Alex sighed and quickly attached the black leather manacles wrapped around each of my ankles to the metal rods still in place at the back of the kneeler. This prevented my feet from moving and would give Kari a pair of perfect targets. My wrists were already cuffed together behind my back, so when he was finished, Alex moved to my front and with delicate fingers, freed one of my nipples from the bite of the clover clamp. I groaned, eyes pained. 

“You mean you can’t even wear shoes at home?” Alex asked. I shook my head. 

“Nope,” I replied. “And if I opt to wear the flip flops, or the stripper shoes, then I have to abide by the rules. Even if there isn’t a domme around.” 

Alex threaded the chain back through the metal rod loops, shaking his head in astonishment. “You are a glutton for punishment,” he said, pinching the clover clamp back open and setting it on my left nipple, pushing it deep. I winced and grit my teeth as it bit back down. He glanced at his watch and then gave me a sympathetic look. “It’s just about time. Are you absolutely sure this is how you want me to leave you?” 

I nodded. “Don’t forget to raise the prism. Kari will be pissed if I’m not exactly the same way I was earlier.” 

Alex gave me an uncomfortable look. “Bre, with the strap on your calves, it will be twice as excruciating.” 

I looked up at him, my nipples throbbing, the vibrating egg buzzing sweetly inside me. “Isn’t that how you want me too?” 

Alex took a deep breath. “I’m not quite the sadist that Ms. Anders is.” 

“But that’s who you are preparing me for,” I replied simply. “So do it right?” 

He let out a grunt, then bent down. I heard the clicking of the handle and the prism between my legs rose, slipping against my wet thighs. 

“Keep going,” I said, as the rod rose between my legs. “Keep going…” 

Alex gave me a dirty look. “Bre, I don’t need you telling me how to take it.” 

I rolled my eyes. “Well, how will you know when it’s in the right spot?” I asked. 

He didn’t answer, just continued turning the wheel. The prism kept going up. I felt it touch my pussy, then push through my labia as I wiggled. Then a distinct ache filled my lower half and I let a grimace twist my mouth. 

“There!” I said, gasping. “Right there.” 

Alex turned the crank more and the discomfort morphed into actual pain. “Oh my God!” I whispered. “That hurts!” 

Alex twisted the wheel another full circle and I whined as I felt the rod try to lift me away from the leather pad, to which my calves were strapped. 

“I knew where the right spot was from looking at your face,” he said softly. He glanced around the punishment closet, saw something on one of the little shelves, and brought it over. It was a steel weight, a one pounder, and he hooked it on the chain running through the metal loop, which tugged painfully on my tits. I gasped, my body struggling to escape the bondage, aching and hurting and wanting and aroused. 

“Damn,” he said. “You look fucking awesome like that. I was wrong. This is how you should always be kept.” 

“Hurts!” I whined. Alex grabbed a ball gag from where it was hanging on a nearby hook and in seconds he had it shoved into my mouth. I glared at him, but there was nothing I could do about it. As saliva began building up behind my teeth, I swallowed hard through the pain. He patted my right breast as he moved around me, and it felt like shards of glass were cutting at my nipple. 

“Bye Bre. Enjoy being shoeless.” 

The next few minutes were incredibly hard for me. Left alone in the punishment closet, facing a blank wall, not being able to see behind me, all while strapped to the kneeler, unable to free myself, was frightening. My breasts and pussy hurt. Both from the weight and clamps and the fact that I was basically straddling the rubber coated triangular prism. The rubber didn’t make a bit of difference either. Because my ankles were cuffed and locked into place, with the bottoms of my feet already sore and tender, I felt incredibly exposed. And underneath it all was the vibrating egg. Buried deep in my sex, shaking and trembling, it left an undercurrent of sexual need lying just beneath the pain, confusing me and fucking with my mind. Psychological torment. Am I hurting? Or about to cum? 

I have no idea how long Kari waited, but it was at least ten minutes before she came in and found me suffering. I could even feel a shiver run down my spine when she looked at me, just the sense of knowing she was behind me was enough. 

“Well, look at you,” Kari said softly as I moaned, already trying to “ride” the wooden, rubber coated “horse” between my legs. The straps made it difficult. Very, very difficult. 

“All tied up with nowhere to go,” she said simply, stepping closer. I felt her hand on my arm, then my side. She traced a finger along my meridian, down over my buttock, and then across the back of my leg. I shivered as she found my calf, then my heel, and then, with a light, almost maddening stroke, caressed the arch of my right foot. 

I quivered, delicately, and Kari bent and rubbed my other foot too. My eyelids fluttered and I couldn’t hold still. Pleasure mixed with the pain and I trembled in time with the vibrator inside me, except everywhere. Kari’s fingers swirled and danced, the pace picking up and suddenly it was too much for my nerves. I squealed, my ankles swiveling, and I panicked as Kari began tickling me. 

I went nuts. Crazy. Bat shit bananas. Banana Fucking Nuts Crazy. I squealed through the rubber gag. I pulled hard on the bindings that held my feet in place. I strained the straps binding my calves to the padded kneeler. And when none of that would give, I rocked from side to side, agony shooting through my breasts. The whole wooden kneeler creaked as I pushed and pulled and fought. 

I couldn’t even process it when Kari stopped. I gagged on my own spit as I tried to breathe and then I felt the buckle loosening at the back of my head. Kari took the ball gag out and I gasped and swallowed and coughed. 

“Are you okay?” Kari asked. 

“Please don’t tickle me! Please! Please! Don’t tickle me!” I blurted out. 

And Kari laughed. “I’ll do as I please to punish your feet for your decisions. Tickling is certainly an appropriate option.” She ran a hand through my hair. “But not the correct option for right now.” 

She turned back to the little shelf and pulled down her TENS Unit. It was black and in seconds she had slapped two sets of electrostim tabs onto the bottoms of my feet, balls and heel, so that the current would go across the sensitive arches. I knew the welts she’d left there with the cane would sting even worse, but there wasn’t anything I could do about it. I heard my breathing become thicker and heavier as fear seemed to seep into me. 

“And maybe another spot?” Kari asked. I felt her hand push up between my hip and the wooden kneeler and I cringed, which just gave her the access she wanted. She placed another one of the electrodes next to my pussy, just to the left of my clitoris. I whimpered as she did the other side, plugging in all the wires and leaving me in a state of collective apoplexy.  

“Let’s set the one on your clit first,” Kari said softly. I heard a click, then another, and a moment later I felt a tingling sensation between my legs, and it certainly wasn’t the egg vibrator. It came again, a second later, and Kari increased the intensity until the tingle felt as if someone had grabbed hold of my clitoris and was lightly squeezing it every other second. I gasped, then groaned, then began pumping my hips, rubbing my aching, hurting pussy along the rubber rod I was sitting on. The sharp edge of it bit upward into my sex, but I was so lubricated, and the rubber so slick and smooth, that I ended up sliding three to four inches with each thrust. 

“Perfect,” Kari said, which surprised me. I knew damn well that the electrodes could send a charge through my little nub at four times the strength. She must have had it at level four, which down there wasn’t much more than a love pat. 

“Now for your feet,” Kari said, a little more darkly. She twisted the little dial and my toes curled up instantly in reaction. The second beat was even worse and I felt actual pain as the electricity arced across my feet. 

“Oh my God!” I yelped. Then I yelped again. Every part of me was in flux, moving and twisting, straining with and against the kneeler, pain and ecstasy mixing inside a vessel known for her masochistic ways. I whimpered, panted, and then… begged. 

“Please!” I gasped. “Please!” 

Kari leaned forward so she could look at me in the face. “Please what? Let you suffer? Absolutely. I think I only need…” she paused, a thoughtful look on her face. “Two orgasms? Yes? Two and then I’ll let you loose to choose a different outfit. Yes?” She patted my rump as I trembled and shook and groaned. “I’d cum quickly if I were you though,” she warned. “Because I’ll be back to turn up all the levels in ten minutes.” She snapped her fingers. “Damn. I forgot the fob at my desk.” She whirled and left me in the punishment closet, whimpering and bucking, fucking the stupid prism digging into my pussy. Then the vibrating egg roared into full power and I went rigid, clamped breasts pushed forward, nipples throbbing, clit burning, ass clenched tight, as the bottoms of my feet felt like knives, coated in acid, cut my soles to shreds. 

Introspection comes in many forms, but it’s pretty damn hard to think about your mistakes when you’re vacillating between cumming and screaming. Or screaming while cumming. For brief moments I pondered my options, wondering if it really be so bad to wear the fuck me shoes, micro skirt, and peasant blouse, flashing myself to every Tom, Dick, and Harry walking by? Maybe Kari wouldn’t take me anywhere. Maybe I’d just sit in the office, dressed like a stripper, and only risk the short walk to and from my car. 

Or what about the black stilettos? I could trade humiliation for pain. The black dress wasn’t nearly as revealing as the other outfit, and looked sexy. Of course it meant alligator clamps and frequent spankings. How could I make that work? 

Or I could go with the flip flops. I already had the clover clamps on, and the white tube top and matching skirt was tight, but at least I’d be covered. Sort of. But I’d have to go find a guy, suck him off, until he could squirt a decent teaspoon’s worth of cum on my shoes. And what if one guy wasn’t enough? Both shoes had to be covered. 

Fuck… my feet hurt! I needed to cum! 

I let out a long, low, warped, needing cry as I suffered, writhed, and then with a short, squealing yelps, exploded like a Japanese porn slut faking an orgasm. 

Except I wasn’t faking it. 

“Kari!” I yelled later. My mistress appeared in seconds. She must have run down the hall. 

“Yes?” She said, stepping in. But I didn’t need to say anything. She saw the look on my face, the perspiration covering my body, the twitching of my muscles. She turned the TENS Unit off instantly, reached down and unclipped my feet from the extension rods, and freed my legs from the strap. I cried out painfully as she released the pressure on the clover clamps and my nipples seemed to burn as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips. Finally, she freed my wrists and before she could even crank the triangular prism downward, I was pushing myself up. I fell sideways, against the wall, and then down onto my ass, crying in relief. 

“Bre,” Kari said urgently. “Are you okay?” 

I nodded, but the tears kept coming. She tried to push the kneeler out of the way, but it was too heavy. Instead she put one knee down on it and tried to wrap her arms around me. She rubbed my arms, but didn’t touch me anywhere else. The vibrator still roared inside me, but I could ignore it for a little while. 

“Okay,” I sniveled, the words broken and shattered. “Okay. I’ll wear shoes,” I blubbered. 

Kari pulled me against her. “Hush. Hush. I know you will.” 

So I put my head against her and let my tears soak her blazer. For several long minutes she held me, crooning softly under her breath, until I finally nodded. She let me go. Naked, I limped down the hall. I got to the corner and peeked out toward where my little desk waited, the canvas bag with all the outfits and all three choices of footwear sitting next to my chair. The atrium was empty, so I hurried, in full view, as fast as my sore little feet could handle it. I grabbed the bag, turned tail, and practically ran back down the hall, away from exposure, away from humiliation, and literally ran into Kari. 

“Whoa!” she said with a laugh. “No need to hurry.” She gave me a soft smile, then reached out and put her thumb on my left nipple. I gasped as she rotated it in a circle. “You know, there’s no need to rush. I prefer you naked.” 

I couldn’t help it. I laughed. Softly, easily. All my decisions had been made. At least for now. “Sitting at the front desk?” I asked. “Answering emails?” 

Kari chuckled. “Especially then.” 

I swallowed and licked my lips. “It would be illegal,” I finally said. 

She sighed. “What’s wrong with this world?” She nodded. “Get dressed. And put on some fucking shoes.” Then she gave my rump a good, hard swat, and sent me stumbling to the conference room. 

To put on shoes. 

Part Four 

Twenty minutes can do a lot for a girl, and while my cheeks were still a bit blotchy from my tears, my makeup had been redone and I was feeling… well… honestly? I was still hurting. My feet especially. Things hadn’t changed that much. My bottom ached abominably. My chest? All I’d done was switch out the clover clamps for alligators, which didn’t squeeze as tight, but had little, metal teeth digging into the pink tips of each breast. Add to that the fact that the jumbo alligator clip was doing the same thing to my overly sensitive clitoris, and you can imagine how I was feeling. 

I stepped into Kari’s office, balancing delicately on the black, six inch stilettos, the matching dress clinging to every abused curve. The sides of the dress, as well as a good portion of the front and back, were ventilated, tiny slits revealing creamy white skin and even some rather obvious welts. Kari looked up from her computer, cast a dreamy, self-satisfied eye on me, and smiled. 

“Better,” she said with satisfaction. “Not perfect of course. You’re dressed. But you look good.” 

I didn’t reply. I knew this wasn’t exactly how she preferred me, even though I was dressed like I was going to a swinger’s orgy. The cuts in the material made it damn clear that I wasn’t wearing either a bra or panties. Still, it was in the realm of “decent-er” than the other two options. This dress didn’t show off the clamps, and kept my privates relatively hidden, despite the overt “suggestfulness” of the cut. 

Cuts. Slits. Whatever. 

“Now, come right over here,” Kari said promptly, pushing her chair back from the desk. I did as she asked, figuring she wanted to touch me, but when I got to her side, she grabbed my hips, turned me around and faced me toward the door. With her desk in front of me, I could see down the hall, into the little office lobby, and even through the glass door of our suite, into the atrium. Her hand pressed against my back, pushing me downward. 

“Bend over, dear heart.” 

I knew what she was doing. She was checking for the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. Right before slipping on the dress I’d lubricated the massive, six inch long phallus, and worked it into my ass with short, sharp grunts and lots of deep breaths. 

“It’s in,” I told her, feeling slightly hurt that she wouldn’t trust me. 

She laughed. “Yes. I know. I could tell by the way you walked in here that you had the plug in your ass. But is it on?” 

My eyes widened and I looked back at her. “Kari? I didn’t mean… I can...” I stammered. 

She cocked her head to the side. “I should have been able to hear it the moment you came into the office,” She told me. “So bend over.” 

My blushing cheeks went white. I bit my lip, squirmed a bit and then bent over her desk, resolute. I felt her fingernails against the backs of my thighs, rolling the hem of my dress up. Warm air caressed my buttocks, and not just through the slits. Then the material was around my waist. I was naked from the waist down, with only a stupid desk between me and utter humiliation. I could literally see the atrium, just down the hall and through my little seating area. 

Kari turned on the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and I gasped. Long, thick, shiny, and resembling the cock of one of the xenomorphs in the Aliens movies, when I’d pushed it in a few minute earlier, it had been six and a half inches long. That’s damn uncomfortable when it comes to having something in your ass. But once Kari activated it, not only did it shake like a mariachi player’s maraca, it literally extended another inch, all inside me. So it felt like I was getting constantly fucked in the rear. 

Non-stop. 

Sure, I’d lubricated myself to the point where oil was seeping out of my ass around the damn thing, trickling down my thighs, but that didn’t change the sensation. It just made it easier to handle. I groaned and started to rise, my fingers already going to the dress to push it back down, when Kari put her hand on the small of my back and pressed. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” She demanded. 

“I’m sorry?” I asked, totally confused. I let her push me back down, though I had to put my hands on her desk to keep from bouncing my boobs off the surface. 

“You will remain in that position until I’m done with you,” Kari told me sternly. And then, just to emphasize her command, she slapped my right buttock. “Now, I believe you’ve earned yourself a punishment.” 

I drew in a breath. “Why?” 

“For failing to turn on the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, obviously.” 

I swallowed, “I uh… I thought you’d want to do it.” 

Kari laughed. “I doubt that. And even if that were the case, why would I want to have you enjoy less time with it on?” She rubbed my butt again, then gave me another swat. It made me grimace. “So I’ll have to spank you.” 

Of course. A spanking. How unexpected. In all actuality, it was part and parcel with the outfit too. If I was wearing the stilettos, I had to present my bottom for a spanking every hour. So either Kari was using the punishment as an excuse to give me two sets of spankings, or she had forgotten. 

Her hand moved in a circle against my already warming ass and she gave me a love pat. “You know the rules. Tits out.” 

The rules. Right. One of Kari’s basic rules is if I’m going to be spanked, it will be sans panties, bare bottomed, with both of my breasts in full view. Preferably swaying pendulously with clamps, or pressed tightly into a tack mat or something like that. I suppose breasts hanging above her desk, the tips decorated with metal clips, in full view of the atrium door, was sufficient to both humiliate the fuck out of me and please her. The dress was elastic enough, so I reached up, grabbed my bodice, and tugged it down over the alligator clamps. 

My boobs popped out, both pink tips swollen and hard. The steel clips jiggled as I bent back down into place and this time I braced myself with my elbows on the desk, deliberately hiding my tits from view with my arms and hair. If Kari noticed, she didn’t say anything. Her hand continued to caress my bottom, only to move down my thighs, slipping between my legs, and I had to widen my stance as she worked her nails over my perineum and actually up into my slit. The clamp on my clitoris wiggled and I groaned as she penetrated me, tapping the vibrating egg toy that was still softly buzzing in my pussy. 

Hi. I’m Breanne. I’m Kari’s hand puppet. 

She pulled her fingers out of my sex, much to my chagrin, and the following swat to my ass stung like the dickens and left a wet smear of my own juice across both cheeks. 

“Thank you, Mistress!” I hissed. “Can I have another?” If you know me, and Kari for that matter, you know that my comment was not well received. For some peculiar reason, known only to her, Kari didn’t care to be called “mistress.” And me asking for another? Well, I knew how she’d respond to that. 

“Certainly,” Kari replied tartly. Then she spanked me again. My entire body rocked forward as her hand impacted angrily on my bottom. She struck again, this time focusing on a single buttock, then alternating. Swat after swat, smack after smack, she struck my ass, making my entire body jerk and jiggle. My clit throbbed between the toothed maw of the jumbo alligator clamp, my ass clenched with each stroke and push of the “Thrusting Anal Vibrator”, my nipples were tingling, and my butt felt like I’d sat on a hot plate. I got to a point where I couldn’t keep quiet and my cries became loud enough that Kari stopped. 

“I think you’ve been punished enough,” she said simply, shaking her hand. Her fucking palm was pink! No wonder my ass hurt! 

“You can return to your desk and fix your dress there,” she said simply, adding insult to injury. She wanted me to risk flashing my tits to anyone who might be traversing the atrium. Great. 

I took a deep breath, straightened up and gave her a dirty look, which she ignored. She went back to her computer and started typing. But as I turned away, breasts still hanging out, glinting with gold and silver, she said my name. 

“Bre? I hope you understand, but I’m going to do my best to make you choose another outfit.” 

I swallowed. “What?” I asked, clearly confused. 

Kari gave me a smile. “What you’re wearing is better than what you chose before. And I love the fact that it gives me freedom to spank you at practically any opportunity. I’m going to take advantage of that. But each outfit you choose between will have consequences. A burning, aching, tender, sensitive-to-the-touch ass is what you’ve chosen right now.” She picked up the fob that controlled the vibrating egg inside me and turned it up. I gasped, eyes widening, my entire body now trembling as the Thrusting Anal Vibrator’s movements now combined with the over-stimulation in my sex. I could feel the heat - the pressure - the intensity of it. I was going to cum. Soon. Kari smiled. 

“Now. Go back to your desk. Suffer for me. In fact, sit bare bottomed on your seat, but don’t cum,” she told me. 

I wrapped my arms around my stomach, feeling the jittering oscillations inside me, the lengthening of the anal phallus. “Why?” I whispered. 

“Because if you cum, you’ll get another spanking. Then I’ll make you sit on the tack mat,” she told me. “Now, go.” 

I fled. 

I lasted eighteen minutes before exploding, loudly and wetly. No one had seen my bare bottom, or my bare breasts, and when I was done with the expressive and dramatic antics of orgasm, I heard Kari calling my name, asking me to come to the back of the office. Her eyes sparkled with optimism when I got to her office, and once again I was told to stand by her and bend over her desk for a swatting. 

“How many strokes?” I asked nervously as she yanked up the dress, exposing my plugged ass. She hadn’t turned down the vibrating egg either and when she reached between my wet thighs, she found the jumbo alligator clamp hanging down from my clit and she wiggled it back and forth. That sent me through the roof. 

“Oh my God!” I gasped, arching my back and widening my stance. 

Kari chuckled. “Oh? You like that?” She asked, her fingers still flicking back and forth. Shards of pleasurable agony shot up from my clitoris and my pussy tried it’s best to throttle the damn vibrating egg. My ass tightened up around the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and all I could think about was what she was doing. 

And I’d just cum too. 

The problem with me being multi-orgasmic is that everyone knows it and immediately presumes (rightly in most cases) that despite having just exploded like a water balloon in a cactus garden, that my buttons can immediately be pushed without a reset period. And if I were like Kari, that would be relatively true. But I’m not. I’m me. And me likes getting my buttons pushed. 

Damn the sensitivity! Full speed ahead! 

I whimpered and couldn’t help squirming, rolling my hips as the waves of sensation rolled me right back up the mountain side, steaming upward toward another climax. I moaned and groaned and put my head down on my arms as Kari played me like a virtuoso. I was her instrument. Her fingers strummed the clamp on my clit, her thumb pushing up into my slit, fucking me, hitting the vibrating egg. I gasped, panting hard, and she moved her chair so that she sat behind me, directly behind me. Her left hand came up and… 

*SMACK* 

My thighs hit the desk hard as I was thrust forward. The sting of the spank really didn’t feel like much, not with her thumb up inside me, the thrusting anal vibrator chugging away, or with my nipples and clit tormented with the alligator clamps. But by the time she managed to get to the fourth, or maybe the fifth spank, I was definitely feeling it. Groaning, whimpering, gasping, moaning, even whining a little, I trembled and shivered under the influx of sensation. 

“I thought you knew better,” she said viciously, slapping my bottom, left and right. 

“W-what?” I managed to splutter. 

“Your,” she said, stopping to slap my ass. “Breasts.” 

I blinked, then grimaced. Ow. Fuck! I reached up, grabbed the front of the dress, and for the second time hauled it downward to let my still clamped nipples dangle a quarter inch from the desktop. Another spank fell and I whimpered, closing my eyes, praying no one would come into the office and see this. 

Heat flared across my rump and I lifted a shodden heel off the floor in protest as Kari gave my ass a few more hard spanks. My breasts swung beneath me and I let my hair cover my face. I didn’t want to see if I were being observed. And then, with my rear end feeling like it had just been blowtorched, Kari gave me a light pat. 

“That will do for now,” she said. 

I straightened up and quickly pulled the front of the little black dress up over my breasts. My nipples throbbed and I looked back over at her. 

“We’ll head out for lunch in just a little bit,” she said with a grin. “So be ready.” 

Ready? I wondered. Ready for what? 

I headed back to my desk, wishing I had a pillow for my ass. 


Part Five 

Monday had been a brutal whirlwind of sexual abuse and mind-blowing orgasms, all at the hand of my best friend, lover, mistress, and employer. Lunch had been relatively quiet, except for the fact that the vibrator and Thrusting Anal Vibrator had both been turned on, leaving me to tremble and quake at the table, ultimately culminating in another unauthorized orgasm. It was a quiet one, thank God, that hadn’t really drawn any attention from anyone other than the waiter, but Kari took advantage of it. As soon as we got back to the office, I’d been bent over the conference table, the front of my dress tugged down beneath my breasts, only to have them “rested” on Kari’s overturned yoga mat. So while she went to town on my bottom, smacking, spanking, and eventually leaving a couple of nice welts across both cheeks, my breasts were mashed into a plastic, spike-covered surface. 

And she didn’t even turn off the vibrators. I’d barely escaped alive. And worse, I’d almost cum again. 

Hours later I sat in my apartment, sipping a glass of Merlot, my tablet in my lap, the television buzzing in the background. Dinner was long past and my daughter Rachel was already in pajamas, sitting in front of the screen of her PlayStation, playing some game Julie had bought her. It was only an hour until her bedtime. She wasn’t the only one in pajamas. I was wearing them too, except mine were a pair of loose gym shorts, bikini cut pink panties, and a simple crimson tee shirt with the word “Cougars” emblazoned across the chest. I was also barefoot. 

The important part though, was that I was also following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1, which states very clearly that a girl like me is to have cock inside her at all times. Well, that’s obviously impossible, so the rule goes on to allow a substitute. So any sex toy will do. The official point of the rule is to keep me wet and ready for a sexual encounter at any time. But I’ve suspected for years that it’s a psychological torment designed to remind me that I’m pretty much an ambulatory fuck doll, with little worth other than what other people might want to push into my various holes. 

Part of me resists that interpretation of course, but there is a certain appeal to it. It’s a simple, easy to understand outlook. Use me. Hurt me. Fuck me. I’m yours. See? All I have to do is dress like a slut, shake my booty, open up, and the next thing I know someone is shoving their cock up my ass. 

My phone rang. 

“Hello?” I said quietly, not wanting to disturb my daughter. Her door was shut, and I could hear the game she was playing, but most of the people who called my personal phone usually had some intentions that made following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 imperative if I wanted to avoid punishment. 

“Hello, princess!” Came Julie’s voice. She sounded bright and chipper and just a little breathless. 

“Oh,” I said with a smile. “Hi Julie. How are you doing?” There was a strange sound in the background. Rhythmic. Some sort of squeak. 

“Great actually!” She replied quickly. It sounded like she was running. 

“Are you okay?” I asked skeptically. “It sounds like you’re jogging or something.” 

She laughed, but her voice came out clear. “Nope. Not running. But really... I called to talk about you. How are you doing?” 

I sighed. “Sore actually. Kari took out her frustrations on my ass this afternoon, and my feet this morning.” 

Julie moaned, which seemed like a terribly inappropriate way to respond to my comment. “What are you doing?” I asked curiously. 

Julie let out a tiny bark. “Nothing!” she said quickly. “Nnnnn-oooothing.” Then she gasped. There was another sound. Breathing. Heavy. And it wasn’t hers. 

I rolled my eyes. “Are you having sex?” I demanded. 

She giggled. “If you could call it that!” She replied saucily. I heard a muted “hey!” protest in the background. It sounded like Mike the Hardware Guy. 

“So,” she continued. “What shoes are you wearing?” She asked breathlessly. 

“I’m barefoot,” I replied darkly. “Don’t you think you need to focus on what you’re doing?” I asked. “Or what’s being done to you?” 

Julie snickered. “Nope,” she replied. “Mike is doing all the work. I’m just lying here, legs spread like you, stuffed to the… oh… oh… that’s… mmmmm…” she groaned. 

“Why don’t you call me after you two are done banging each other,” I replied in irritation. 

“Nooo!” Julie gasped. “Wait! Are you following Rule #1?” She asked. 

I pursed my lips. “Of course I am. You know that.” 

“Wha… ohhhh… what do you have in you?” 

I sighed. “The Monster Vibrator. Kari told me that if I were going to wear panties at all, I had to have that in.” I paused. “Why?” 

Julie let out a little shriek, sounding much like a Japanese school girl. “Michael!” She said in accusation. Then her voice got a little louder. “Why? This is why!” I heard the sound of her panting breath get a little softer and then, a moment later, the vibrator between my legs roared to life. 

Now it was me gasping. 

“Julie!” I exclaimed. My Monster Vibrator was a foot long technological marvel. Battery operated and missing anything remotely resembling controls, it was operated via an internet application and remote “Bluetooth” communication. Of course I had the app on my phone, but I didn’t have the access code. But I knew someone who did. 

“Julie!” I said again, pushing up from the couch. I hurried toward my bedroom as the dildo inside me danced wildly. The Monster Vibe didn’t have just one motor inside it. It had three, each of which could be independently operated to create a variety of intense stimulation. It felt like someone was massaging my insides. 

“How does that feel?” Julie asked, her voice studded with clear impact tremors. 

“Ohhhh,” I groaned, falling backward on my bed. “Oh God.” 

“I...I… mmmm… oh… want you… to get… a… rubber.” 

My pussy tightened down hard around the phallus and I realized that I was heading straight for the cliffs of orgasm. 

“A.. a.. Oh God… a rubber?” I blubbered in confusion. 

“BAND!” squealed Julie. “A fucking rubber band! OH…” 

Then the vibrator between my legs shut off. I groaned. 

“Julie, that’s cruel!” I whispered. 

She puffed out another breath. “Get one or you don’t get to cum.” She snorted. “Get two!” Then… “Oh yes… Mike… yes please! Lick it!” 

I half leaped from my bed, scrambled at the top drawer of my desk and pulled two, thick elastic bands out. I held them in my hand. “I’ve got them,” I said with a strained voice. 

“Put them on your feet,” Julie breathed. “So that they’re in the arches.” 

I spread the first one and quickly pushed it down over my toes, all the way up to the arch. I grit my teeth as the vibrator began pulsing, every couple of seconds. Just enough to set me on edge but not enough to push me over. 

“You are being cruel!” I said into the phone. 

“I haven’t even started yet,” Julie chirped. “Now. Five snaps. Ohh yeah. Right there!” I wondered if she was even talking to me. “Each foot. I want to hear them.”  She let out another little wheeze, clearly responding to some stimulation I couldn’t see. “Go on, Bre. Earn a cum… mmmmm,” she groaned. 

I hit the speaker button and put the phone down by my right foot as I slipped the other rubber band over the toes on my left. Then I snagged the elastic, pulled it out away from my arch, and let go. 

It snapped audibly and I grimaced. “One,” I said, for Julie’s sake. 

“I can’t hear you!” She sang. “I want to know it hurts!” Then she squealed. “Oh! God yes! Deeper!” 

I stared down at the phone, just a tad bit pissed. I grabbed the rubber band on my right foot, drew it out, and then let it snap back hard. This time I hissed. Loudly. “Owww,” I exclaimed. 

“Nine… more…” she panted, clearly as if she were getting hammer fucked. 

So I snapped. When I got to the fifth one, the Monster Vibe went into overdrive. “Keep… snapping… Julie heaved, puffing away with me. “Fuck… yes… want… hear… you… whimper.” 

In the background I could hear another person breathing heavily and I had no problem imagining Mike pounding away into Julie’s petite frame. I tugged the elastic out again. 

“Pull it… farther. I want... To hear… you… hurt…” Julie whiffed. 

I let the rubber band snap back against my arch. It stung like the dickens and I groaned. Loudly. 

“Yes!” Julie cried out. “More! More! Oh God yes! Fuck me hard, Mike! Fuck me…” and then the phone call got cut off. 

But the Monster Vibe didn’t. It roared up between my legs, louder and more powerful than before and I let out a throaty moan, rolled over onto my stomach, both hands between my legs, pushing and pulling on it through my shorts and my panties, rubber bands still wrapped around each foot. For the next two minutes my ass went up and down as I thrust and humped and fucked myself stupid, until finally I felt the burst of wetness. It soaked my panties and my gym shorts and even my fingers and I trembled violently as I struggled to deal with the sensation. 

Finally I had no choice. I practically tore my shorts off, yanked the panties to the side, and drew out the vibrator. I picked up the phone and called Julie. 

“Mmmmmm,” she hummed. “Did you cum too?” 

“Do your feet hurt too?” I said quietly. 

There was a long pause. “No. I’m not a masochist,” she said. I heard a slapping noise and she gasped. “Okay! Okay. I’m not as much of a masochist as you are.” I heard her give a little whimper. “Oww! Mike! I’m tender!” Her voice got louder. “Seriously, Bre. How do you put up with this?” 

I blinked. “Put up with what?” 

“Over-stimulation,” she explained. “Mike wants to rub my clit again, but I’m too sore. You never seem to complain though.” 

“My feet hurt,” I complained, just to be contrary. 

She laughed. “Well, yes. Of course they do.” 

“Turn off the Monster Vibrator,” I told her. I held it up next to the phone so she could hear it. 

There was a pause. “Why isn’t that inside you?” Julie asked. 

“Because it’s too intense,” I replied. 

“So did you cum?” 

I bit my lip. “Yes. You told me too. You gave me permission.” 

She giggled. “Yep. I know. Okay. Here.” 

The Monster Vibrator slowed, then shut off. 

“Now put that thing back in your cunt or I’ll come over there, tie you to the bed, and do things to your clitoris that will make the Spanish Inquisition tremble.” 

“The Spanish Inquisition ended a couple of hundred years ago,” I told her wryly as I pulled my panties aside, and slid the now quiet, motionless toy back in. 

“So you think,” she retorted. 

I let out a nice, audible groan as well. “It’s in,” I said quietly. “ 

“Feels good though, right. That’s how you need to be. Isn’t it?” 

“What?” I asked sullenly. 

“Stuffed. Fucked. Desperate. Hurting,” Julie said simply. “It’s you. All of it.” 

I sighed. “Yes. I suppose so.” 

Julie hummed again in agreement. “Bre?” 

“Yes?” 

“I love you,” she whispered. 

“I love you too,” I replied. 

“Good. Mike says he loves you as well.” 

I smiled. 

“Bre?” 

“Yes Mistress Julie?” I asked. 

“If you cum again tonight, give yourself another twenty snaps. Okay? 

I hesitated. “Are you going to turn on the Monster Vibrator?” 

She laughed. Then she hung up. 

I put down the phone and stretched out on the bed. I spread my legs and looked up at the ceiling. I felt really good, except maybe on the bottoms of my feet. The orgasm had left me feeling slightly euphoric, but I had to admit that I could have endured more. I wondered if I should have refused to put the Monster Vibrator back in, thus giving the Spanish Inquisition the right to come over. I imagined myself being tied naked to the bed, pincers set to my breast and clit, the chief interrogator sliding his cock into me as the whip fell across my breasts. My pussy would be beaten next, by a leather paddle, and I knew I’d be condemned, my execution to come only after being subjected to non-stop, constant torment. 

I have an overactive imagination. I slid a hand down between my legs, pushed my panties to the side, and gripped the bottom of the phallus. I pulled it halfway out, slid it back in, and managed just six, long, slow, wonderful thrusts, slowly working my way back toward that orgasm. Twenty snaps right? Well I’d make this one last. I’d take my time. I’d work myself into that froth and make it count. 

Then the thing went crazy again, sending me right back into orbit. 

Boom. 

And twenty more snaps. 


Part Six 


The next morning I marched into the office atrium as if I owned it. Well, marched might have been too strong a term. I limped mostly. I was also a bit early. It’s amazing how much time you save when you don’t have to spend thirty minutes agonizing over what slutty outfit to humiliate yourself in. Me? I’d gone with a simple set of gym shorts, a tee shirt, bra, and panties. Each step was accompanied by the jingle of the slave anklet and the soft slap of my still tender soles against the ceramic tile. 

The faux “creek” that ran kitty corner through the atrium had been ruined in the flooding from Hurricane Harvey and was dry. All the plants had been stripped away and I’d heard management was considering just filling the trench in and putting some new tile down. I could understand that. Even approve. It was a 1980’s feature that could have used some updating. 

Besides, it would mean people would be walking further away from my glass door, making it harder to see me. That was a good thing. 

It was just a few minutes before eight and instead of heading toward Kari’s little nook, I padded across the atrium toward the restrooms. I’d learned some valuable lessons the previous day. The first was that the bottoms of my feet couldn’t handle the punishments Kari was inflicting upon them. Kari had spanked, shocked, and caned my feet. She’d basically forced me to wear the black stilettos, which hadn’t felt very good after what had been done to me that morning. Add in the bottom spankings, the alligator clamps, and the Thrusting Anal Vibrator jammed up my ass, I’m sure you can understand how I was vacillating between options. Then Julie had done additional damage to me that evening, leaving me with a band of delicate, tender, redness across the middle of each foot. 

My plan for day two was simple. I’d do what I could to mitigate the punishments Kari planned on inflicting on me. If I needed a break, I’d switch into one of the other pairs of shoes. And to start off, I knew exactly what I needed to do. 

Find Jose the Day Porter. 

Jose and I had been, um… intimate, several times before and I knew that he’d never object to a quickie. As expected, I found him over at the restrooms, giving them a quick once over. To my surprise thought, his cart was blocking the women’s restroom and I pushed my way past it with a grin. Brilliant. No woman would go in - not when a male custodian was cleaning, and no man would come in because it was a women’s restroom. Why had I never thought of this before? 

“Closed! Closed!” I heard Jose say from one of the stalls. I laughed. 

“Jose? It’s me. Breanne.” 

His head popped out. He was holding a cleaning rag. “Bre?” His eyes were bright and he smiled. I dropped my bag down on the counter and gave him a smoldering look. I pointed down at his crotch. 

“I need some cum,” I admitted. I’m not sure he understood my English, and to be honest, my Spanish didn’t exactly include the words for “please squirt your cum on my flip flops.” So I did what any nympho humiliation pain slut would do in my position. I arched an eyebrow, gave him a dark, seductive look, made sure my flip flops were immediately accessible from the bag, and then pulled off my top, exposing my bra. Jose’s grin got bigger and when my pierced nipples came into view, he was nodding in eager anticipation. 

I curled a finger and gestured him closer and when he dropped his rag and approached, I grabbed both of his hands, set them on my breasts, and moaned. 

Jose didn’t waste any time. He kneaded my bosom, his fingers finding the tips and tweaking them. Then his head came down, suckling my nipple into his mouth. I gasped, then moaned again. Half of sex is the soundtrack, let me assure you. 

Please notice that I left my shorts on. I didn’t want him getting the wrong idea. Sure, I’d have fucked him silly, but I needed his cum in a certain spot, and for some reason, I felt that emptying a condom out seemed sort of wrong. I mean, after all, this was about humiliating me. Right? 

So Jose got to stick his dick in my mouth. 

One thing I regretted about using the women’s restroom for the blowjob was that the small, blue pad Jose kept in the men’s handicap stall wasn’t around. Still, I’m used to kneeling on hard surfaces, so I ignored the discomfort and wrapped my lips around Jose’s throbbing cock. I slurped, sucked, blew, and pumped him, working hard to get him to cum in as little time as possible and about eight minutes after I started he groaned. I groped blindly for my flip flop, and just as he was about to cum, I snatched it off the floor next to me with my left hand, grabbed his spurting cock, and directed his thick, white pudding down into the sole of my shoe. 

Jose looked at me in surprise, but also in relief and I smiled up at him, only to go back down on his already softening member. I’m that sort of girl. I like making sure that the men I service are already on their way back to wanting me again. Jose moaned, but then pulled away, shaking his head. I shrugged and smiled, then stood up. The pool of spunk was right in the middle of the shoe, right where the ball of my left foot would rest. I carefully put the shoe down on the ground, then got to my feet. I pushed my shorts and panties down, much to Jose’s confusion and he watched with curiosity as I opened my bag. The white stretchy skirt that went with the shoes came out and I pulled it up over my rump. It was too short, but at least it really wasn’t see-through. 

I tugged out the clover clamps and held them out to Jose. He took them skeptically, but when I cupped my tits, he grinned again and quickly set the clamps on my nipples, deep behind the piercings. The gold padlock dangling from my right breast jiggled as I breathed. Then I put the tube top on, wincing as the tight material wrapped my bosom, pressing the steel clamps deep into my breasts. You could see everything. Clamp, pinched nipple, the chain. All of it. What was the point of wearing a shirt? 

Next came the anal plug. It was jeweled, and I slipped it into my pussy once, barely needing to pull up the hem. Jose watched with interest and when I turned around and bent over the counter, reaching behind, he seemed to know exactly what to do. He took the now glistening plug from me, pressed it tightly against my ass, and then pushed. I groaned, trying to relax as the jeweled toy went in my back door. It took some serious mental power too. In case you’ve never had anything up your ass, you have to mentally accept the fact you are about to get buggered. When Jose finished, I got out the vibrator pendant, clipped it to my clit, and turned it on. A wave of intense, powerful, highly arousing vibrations streamed up from my clitoris. For a moment, I wished that the vibroballs inside me were on, but I didn’t have control of those. Only Kari did. Still, the pendant was more than enough. I wanted to cum. I wanted to suck Jose back into stiffness and fuck his brains out. I pushed my skirt back down, smoothing the material, trying not to tremble. 

Jose stared. 

I looked him straight in the eye, smiled, and slid my foot into the slime covered flip-flop. 

Deep breath. 

Don’t get me wrong. I am certainly not squeamish about cum. I’ve swallowed it, spit it, bathed in it, drank it, and smeared it all over my body. One day I did an assignment called “Cum Slut” where I had to suck off a dozen or so guys, each one squirting their load onto my body in a different spot. Do you know what it’s like having someone cum in your ear? I do. Both of them. Shudder to think. I had cum in my hair. Cum between my tits. Cum coating both breasts. Cum on my back. Cum in my ass. And cum in my shoes. 

Just like this. I never learn. 

I felt the squishiness of it first as my foot pushed the thick froth down into my arch and out between my toes. It made the flip flop slippery as well, with my foot sliding around inside the damn thing. I put on the other shoe as Jose looked on in bewilderment. But then he shrugged. Yep. The crazy fuck slut redhead girl is just muy loco. 

I gave him a little wave, stuffed my previous outfit back into the bag, and carefully slipped and slid my foot forward as I walked out of the bathroom, literally walking in cum. I pushed past his cart and turned right, staring out across the atrium. What I needed now, was another man. 

Before the cum in my flip-flop dried. 

I checked the time. Kari wasn’t due for another thirty-five minutes, so I still had some time. I leaned against the wall, crossed my arms to hide the obvious outlines of the clover clamps, and did my very best to ignore the incessant sexual stimulation coming from the vibrator pendant. It was a cruel toy, one designed to set me off. There was only one setting and I’ve never been able to handle the vibrations wells. I waited, looking for another ambulatory penis, my hips rolling and shifting, moving the silent vibroballs inside me. Jose emerged from the bathroom, rolling his cart, his smile huge as he headed across the atrium toward the elevator. I gave him a little wave, but didn’t say anything, not wanting to reveal my own immediate need. 

That’s when Jonathan Wilcox came through the front door of the lobby. 

Tall, gangly, with a bald head and a ring of silver strands just above his ears, Jon was a tax guy that worked in the office opposite mine. Granted, we rarely saw each other because the entrance to his suite came long before you got to my glass door, but he’d been to the restroom often enough to see the redhead secretary slut who frequently flashed her pantiless state out to anyone willing or wanting to look. 

And I might, just maybe, have a reputation. Possibly. 

His eyes widened when he saw me, and whether the fact I was wearing flip flops instead of my usual do-me heels, seemed to make little difference. Granted, the white skirt was so fucking short that I suspected the bottom of the vibrator pendant was hanging below the hem. I unfolded my arms and he stopped in his tracks, his eyes locked on my clamped tits. 

Oh yeah. 

I gave him a little wave and a come hither look. Then, when he hesitated and glanced toward his suite door, I made it look a little more pleading. He gave me a questioning look and I nodded, then cocked my head, making it clear where I needed him to go. My hips rocked diabolically and I decided a little panting might make things better. I ran my tongue across my lips and that was all it took. 

Men. They will follow a half-naked woman anywhere. 

Jonathan headed my direction and I maintained eye contact with him even as I backed up. I felt the wall fall away as I hit the corridor leading to the bathrooms. Jonathan followed. 

“Hi,” I breathed as he got close. 

“Morning,” he said with a little grin. “You look…” his words seemed to falter as he stared down at me. 

“Needy,” I said firmly, my hips grinding back and forth lewdly. “I want to suck your cock,” I said softly, reaching out to take his hand. His eyes widened at my bluntness, but he let me lead him right into the men’s restroom. 

I tugged him to the handicap stall where my little foam pad was waiting. I slipped off the flip flop that wasn’t soaked with cum, and as I fell to my knees, I got everything into position. Jonathan was against the wall. I was in front of him, my fingers already undoing his pants, the shoe next to my knee. Then I wrapped my lips around him. 

There is something powerful about giving a man a blowjob. I’ve said it before, but it is one of the few times that I am personally in control. When I have cock in my mouth, and I’m the one making the bobbing movements, swirling my tongue in circles around his head, licking and blowing and sucking, all while applying pressure to the base of his shaft, pumping my hand so his entire length feels as if it is encased with warm wetness, that’s when I am at my best. I am in control. I have power. I can make him cum with the barest touch of my painted fingernails to his scrotum, or I can drag it out, raising his blood pressure to a point where he’s putty in my hands. I can feel the wild pump of his hips, the throbbing pulse in my mouth, and then… 

… then I lifted my clean flip-flop up, tilted to the side, and let the white eruption shoot down onto the foam sole of my shoe. 

Jonathan groaned, but then looked down at me, panting softly. “Dare I ask?” He asked. 

I looked up at him, my face flushing. I was about a minute from cumming myself. “Please don’t,” I told him. I started to stand up, but he grabbed my arm and helped. I bent back down, put the flip flop on the floor, and slid my foot into the gooey, cum-covered shoe. 

“You’re right,” Jonathan said. “I don’t want to know.” He sighed. “Another perverted adventure?” 

I nodded, biting my lip. Have I mentioned that I have a reputation? Practically everyone in the building knows I’m a fucked up fuck slut. There are even books about me. 

“You look like you’re going to cum,” he said suddenly, peering at me. I swallowed hard. 

“I’m not supposed to,” I said breathlessly, the sensations now worse since I was standing, and not focusing. I put a hand to my groin and pressed, which didn’t help. The vibrator pendant dug into my petals. “But I don’t think I can hold off,” I admitted. 

“What happens if you cum?” He asked me. 

I shook my head. “I don’t know,” I whispered, my voice tight. “I don’t…” 

Jonathan’s hands came up to my tube top and he pulled the whole thing downward, exposing my clamped breasts. I gasped as he grabbed the chain and the light, insistent tug sent me, eyes wide, right into the maw of the beast. Orgasm swallowed me whole and I grabbed hold of Jon, pressing my chest into his arm, squealing and humping his leg as I hit my climax. I felt fluids spurt out from my pussy, soaking my thighs and the vibrator pendant and even some of the skirt. I shook and Jon held me. 

“There now,” he said, as I let out a long, shallow gasp, settling back down somewhat. “Don’t you feel better?” 

I looked up at him with a weak smile and nodded. “Yes.” 

“This is how I like you,” he admitted. “Naked.” 

“You and everyone else,” I hummed, still reeling from the flush of endorphins floating through my bloodstream. 

“Well, I need to get to work. And I think Ms. Anders will be arriving soon, if I’m not mistaken.” 

I blinked. “What? Oh. Oh right!” I blurted out. I tugged my tube top back into place, smoothed my skirt down, and pushed the kneeling pad back behind the commode. My feet were still sliding in the flip-flops, except now in both of them. Jonathan put his pants back the way they were supposed to be and he opened the door. 

“So… let me know what your punishment is?” He asked me. 

I laughed. “Read about it. Like everyone else,” I replied glibly. He rolled his eyes. I shooed him out. “We shouldn’t walk out of the men’s restroom together,” I said seriously. 

“If you can walk like that,” he muttered, nodding at my shoes. 

I took a deep breath. “I’ll do my best.” 

He leaned over, gave me a kiss on my cheek, and off he went. 

Five minutes later, after cleaning up a little, I slid and slipped my cum-soaked way across the atrium, and beat my boss by two minutes to the glass door. I was already seated when she came in, and she looked down at my attire with an appraising eye. 

“Show me,” she said in lieu of a greeting and I lifted both feet and brought them out from under the desk. I slipped my shoes off and showed her the wet soles. 

“Hmmm,” she hummed. “Who assisted you this morning?” 

“Jose and Jonathan Wilcox from across the way,” I replied softly, putting my toes back into the squishy flip-flops. 

Kari nodded. “If you elect to remain in the flip-flops, I expect them to be wet and will check promptly at ten. If you change shoes, you will need to wash.” 

I rolled my eyes. “Of course,” I declared disdainfully. “I’m not a heathen, Kari.” 

She sighed. Maybe she was disappointed. Who knew? I watched her walk back toward her office and sighed myself. In relief. 

She hadn’t asked if I’d cum. 


Part Seven 

I managed to keep the flip flops on through the next hour, though it got dicey for a bit. The vibrator pendant was arousing me to the point where I was seriously wondering if I was going to have to sneak out for another orgasm, or just go and confess my sins and accept the punishment. To make matters worse, Kari had turned on the vibroballs, just to low, but the combination of vibrations inside and outside my sex left me feeling as if I were edging on thin ice, waiting for the crust to break and drop me into the cold water.

That happened long before the cum in my thongs dried and I’m sure I looked quite fetching, sitting there in my chair, legs spread wide. The stupid, little, white skirt rolled up my thighs, showing off the slick, hot, pink folds of my sex, the clamped and throbbing clit, not to mention how I brought both hands up, cupping my breasts, squeezing them even as the clover clamps chewed on my nipples. My ass tightened around the jeweled anal plug and I bit my bottom lip, closed my eyes, and shuddered through explosion number two.

Of course Kari heard me.

“You were instructed not to explode,” she said in heated satisfaction a moment later, standing beside me and looking down at the wet, sodden mess I’d made of myself.

“Sorry,” I replied breathlessly, feeling really, really good and not worried even a little about what she might do to me. At that point, I figured she’d leave my feet alone. She would hardly want to work through the disgusting mess I was technically standing in. She lifted a small key fob looking controller and I groaned as the vibroballs inside me suddenly increased speed. I looked up at her in concern, well aware that she was basically just tormenting me into breaking the rules again.

“That’s my punishment?” I asked, resisting the need to tremble in response to the increased stimulation.

She smirked. “Hardly.” Then she opened the top drawer of my desk. I watched, first with calm coolness, then with alarm, as she plucked two, black one inch binder clamps out of a little tray there. And not the kind that I’d deliberately damaged so that the pincer ends wouldn’t quite close. She set the pair on the desk right in front of me. “I think these would do quite well attached to your labia.”

I swallowed. Gulped really. Sure, I’ve had my pussy clamped like that, but I knew what it was going to feel like.

Painful.

Kari stood there, waiting patiently, so I spread my legs even wider. Had there been anyone standing out in the atrium they’d certainly have gotten an amazing, well-lit show. I reached for the clamps, and only then noticed my fingers were trembling. Oh God the vibrators felt good!

Kari didn’t say a word as I picked up the first clamp and then pushed my fingers of the other hand through my slit. I gasped, hips thrusting a bit, as I pressed on the vibrator pendant. It tugged on my clit and with the vibroballs roaring, felt amazing. I pinched open the first binder clip and tried to get my outer pubic lips between the metal. From experience, I knew that the most important part would be opening the thing up as much as possible. When it closed, it caught a good portion of my labia, squeezing it, but with a tolerable pinch instead of something that hurt.

Well… something that didn’t hurt as much. I put the other clamp on and shuddered.

“That appears satisfactory,” Kari declared. “Again, no cumming.” Then she turned and started down the hall.

“Kari!” I called out after her. She paused. “How am I supposed to not cum when you’ve turned up the vibroballs?” I asked. “I’m already dealing with the vibrating pendant on my clit.”

She shrugged. “It’s part of the punishment. You know that.” She started walking again as I muttered under my breath.

Right. I forgot. Part of the punishment for cumming is setting me up to cum again, even more frequently, so I’m in this never-ending cycle of torment. Yay me.

So I sat, shuddered, struggled with the sensation, and felt the cum in my flip flops drying. I didn’t want to change into another outfit, especially the black dress and stilettos, since my ass was still smarting from the spankings I’d gotten the other day, and despite an entire night of no abuse, the bottoms of my feet were still quite tender. At about nine forty, I stood up, smoothed my skirt back down, ignored the wetness of my thighs and the fact that the binder clamps were digging into my legs with each step, and made my way upstairs to blow that tax attorney up on the second floor. It wasn’t a bad thing at all, though he did give me a skeptical and somewhat disgusted look when I grabbed his cock and aimed it at my upraised shoe. As I expected, he didn’t really give me enough, so I went and found Jose, who was more than willing to give me an opportunity to suck him dry again, all while I shuddered, moaned, and then creamed myself to the vibrations of Kari’s punishment. Then, still grinning stupidly from the third unauthorized orgasm of the day, already feeling the next one building thanks to the vibroballs and vibrator pendant, I squished and slid myself back downstairs, entered the tiny lobby of Kari’s office, and found my boss standing in the hall, arms crossed.

“It’s ten after,” she said crossly. “Your shoes better be filled with cum.” Her look was dangerous, but I smiled anyway.

“Totally,” I told her, giving her a smug grin. I wiggled my toes and the sound of the cum squishing around my little piggies was loud enough.

Kari frowned and grunted. “And how close are you to cumming?” Her eyes narrowed suspiciously. Perhaps it was the flushed color of my cheeks, or the brightness of my eyes, or the lack of any immediate desperation when I should have been going nuts with the desire to cum. Maybe she noticed that my hips weren’t thrusting lewdly. Or maybe the blush on my face deepened.

Kari crossed the small space and brought her hand up between my legs, grabbing hold of my pussy, mashing the pendant vibrator into my slit. My eyes widened in surprise, even as I was pushed back against the glass, my skirt riding up. I felt her fingers dig into my slit, pressing wetly through my folds and I sucked in a sharp breath as she cupped my pussy.

“Kari!” I gasped.

“You seem awfully wet,” Kari hissed, her fingers churning around inside me. Her fingernails found the vibroballs, still rumbling away, pushing them deeper. A fresh surge of immediate lust overwhelmed me and all I wanted was to strip off the silly tube top and the white skirt and let Kari use me.

“I… I… don’t know what you mean,” I whispered, barely able to think. Now my hips were pumping. Her palm had captured the vibrator pendant and the clamp was tugging on my clit. Her whole hand was shaking and in hindsight, I’m fairly sure she was trying to make me explode. Her breasts touched mine and her left hand came up, grabbed the front of my tube top, and yanked it downward. My boobs sprung free, hanging like ripe fruit in front of my mistress, and her fingers found my right nipple. She grabbed the padlock and twisted it, sending a shard of pain down through me, right to my pussy. I squeezed her fingers tight in response even as my knees began to buckle.

“Want to cum?” She asked me, still fucking with me.

I nodded frantically.

“Then cum. You have five seconds,” she said.

Five seconds? I wasn’t quite that ready. My eyes widened and I frantically pumped my ass against her hand. The idea that anyone in the atrium would be getting quite a show, especially since I was feeling the cool, smooth surface of the glass against my bare butt, only heightened things. Except… I’d just cum. Not five minutes before!

“Four,” she said softly, her finger swirling. I groaned, rocked my hips, and shuddered.

“Three,” came Kari’s voice as I brought my hands up and cupped my tits. She still had a hold on my right nipple, but I pinched my own left breast, even as my fingers kneaded the heavy globes. It felt amazing.

“Two.” It filled my ears and I realized that it was just too much. I wasn’t going to make it. She’d done it deliberately, knowing that if I’d just popped, I might not be able to do it again so soon. Worse, it would leave me in such a state…

“One,” she said finally, yanking her hand out from between my legs. She let go of my breast and stepped back, letting me slump forward, barely catching myself on my own desk. I stood there shaking like a leaf in the wind, the vibroballs, the pendant, and my own hips dancing. For almost half a minute I panted, and then the vibroballs slowed and went silent, my evil mistress looking at me with a grin as she held up the controller.

“You came,” she said with total conviction. “Didn’t you?”

I nodded, a look of almost apoplectic apology on my face. “When I was blowing Jose. It just happened! I couldn’t handle the vibroballs!”

Kari sighed. “Straighten your skirt, slut. You’re mooning the atrium.”

I glanced over my shoulder, horrified that someone might be out there, but the atrium was still empty. Still, I ran my hands down my ass, pushing the skirt back into place. It certainly didn’t cover much. Bent over my desk I had little doubt that the wet, pink petals of my sexual flower were still very much in view. I straightened, hoping that would help.

“Punishment Closet,” she said strictly. “And leave the tube top and the skirt here.” She turned away and headed down the hall. So she didn’t see my mouth gaping open in shock.

“You just told me to stop flashing everyone!” I said loudly in protest, glaring at her retreating form angrily.

“Just do it, Bre.” Then she rounded the corner.

I turned toward the glass, furious. The atrium was still empty. So I peeled off the tube top completely, dumped it on my desk, and then followed it with the skirt. Naked, except for my flip flops and vibrator pendant, I hurried after Kari. It wasn’t easy. With fresh cum in my shoes, I had to place every foot carefully to keep from literally slipping in my own shoes. It wasn’t easy!

Kari was in her art room, so I gave her a dirty look and went past, all the way to the end of the hall. I opened the punishment closet and stared down at the new toy, the kneeler, and wondered just how Kari intended to punish me this time. The angled, rubber coated prism was still on it, right in the center, and relatively high up.

“Straddle it, legs apart to either side, facing the door please,” she said from right behind me. I jumped, startled, but then nodded. I stepped into the closet, turned my back to the kneeler. Looking down, I could see about four inches of the rubber mount.

“Lean back and put your hands on the top of the support,” Kari said, moving beside me, helping me get in position. Since the thing was so high anyway, with the kneeling pad at my knees as I spread my legs wide, my arms folded and I found myself leaning back against it. Mike must have weighted it down with three or four hundred pounds, because my slight frame didn’t even rock the thing. Kari grabbed a leather thong from one of the hooks in the wall, and next thing I knew, my wrists and forearms were being tied down. So I stood there, leaning backward, my hips thrust forward, legs spread, boobs pushed outward.

And once secured, I heard the crank behind me. The rubber coated prism rose between my legs, first touching, then pressing, then biting. I groaned and went up on tiptoe to soften the pressure, thrusting my pussy and boobs out even more. Kari circled back around to my front, reached down, and removed the vibrator pendant. I gasped, relieved of the sensation for the first time in hours.

Kari clipped it to one of the shelves as she turned it off. Then she brought down a short crop with a wide, leather head. I gulped as she lifted it toward me, only to tap it gently against my left breast with several taps. I tried to shift, but the cum in my flip flops just made me slip harder down upon the edge between my legs. I felt the rubber straps straining against my feet and I had no choice but to widen my stance even more. More of my weight rested on the hard, biting edge digging up into my crotch. I whimpered loudly.

“You have been a bad, little girl, haven’t you?” Kari asked, increasing the force of her taps. Her voice changed from stern to seductive, teasing even. Each little whack of the leather crop’s head made me jerk a little. My pierced nipple danced and I sucked in a sharp breath through my teeth.

“Yes, ma’am,” I whined. “I’ve been bad. I’m sorry.”

Kari’s eyes flashed with amusement. “And how should a bad little cum slut like you be punished?” She flicked the crop against my other breast now, a little sharper. I squirmed and slid in my cum-soaked shoes as the ridge dug up into my perineum and pussy. I could feel my petals spreading and the only way to relieve the pressure was to rock my hips, thrusting my pussy outward.

“My pussy,” I gasped. “Punish my pussy?”

Kari laughed and the crop flicked down and this time struck my pudenda, slapping the wet bump above my swollen clit with enough force to make a nice sounding cracking noise. I squealed, hips twisting, and bucked hard as she left two or three more swats on my clitoris itself. Panting, I worked myself to a strange brink.

“You do realize that you are literally standing in cum?” Kari asked, the crop coming back up to my breasts. She began striking them, first one, then the other, and the hardware jiggled. I grit my teeth and closed my eyes as the pain began to grow into something beyond discomfort. “It's rather appropriate, don’t you think? Your shoes filled with spunk?” She hit me harder, switching back and forth between each breast, and I let out yelp.

“You are definitely a cumslut,” Kari announced. “And for cumming when you weren’t permitted, I’ll be taking it out on your perfect, little twat.” With that announcement, the crop dipped down and the leather bit into the soft parts right above the stupid rubber ridge I was riding. I closed my eyes tight, gritting my teeth as I squealed and tried to rise up on tiptoe, only to have my feet slide out. I felt the actually baseboards of the closet walls against my feet and while it gave me purchase, they were too far apart to give me any kind of leverage to lift my pussy off the ridge.

And Kari spanked me. Aiming for my clit.

I didn’t count, but if the redness afterward was any indication, I’m thinking maybe fifteen or twenty sharp, hard, little strokes. I know it stung like the dickens. The vibroballs inside me made little difference. It was punishment. I didn’t even come close to orgasm. Not one bit. And I couldn’t figure out, at least at first, why she did it. And when I was close to crying, she hung the crop back up on its hook, hugged me, then bent down and sucked my left nipple into her mouth. I gasped as her hand came up between my legs and she found my clit, rubbing me roughly. Sexual energy surged through me and some of the pain was forgotten.

Kari smiled as she pulled back. Then she began freeing me and a moment later I groaned as I lifted myself off the rubber coated edge. My pussy felt bruised.

“God! That hurt!” I exclaimed roughly, stepping away from the kneeler I’d been straddling. I could still feel the goo in my flip flops and I slipped a bit, only to have Kari catch my arm.

“Steady,” she warned me. “Are you sure you want to continue this foolishness with the flip flops?”

I gave her a wry grin. “Prefer to beat my feet?” I asked.

Kari shrugged. “Your feet, or your ass. I know you’ll still cum when you aren’t supposed to, thus giving me the opportunity to punish you in any way I like.”

I snorted and stepped out into the hall. “Because half of your punishment is always taking me back to the edge so I’ll cum again.”

Kari laughed. I gave her a sour look. Then she glanced down at her watch. “It’s only fifteen till eleven. We will be going out to lunch today, so if you want to continue wearing the tube top and skirt, then you will need to reapply your…” her voice trailed off and she looked down at my feet. “Your foot lotion.” She reached out, patted my rump, and then pushed past me, heading toward her office.

“I’m looking forward to spanking you at lunch,” she called out. Then she turned, disappearing through the doorway. A moment later, the vibroballs inside my pussy went still, leaving me with a wet, wanton, aching slit.

For several long moments I just stood there, then I went into the conference room. My flip flops were actually drying out and I could feel the remnants of cum still slimy between my toes. I checked the clock. Kari had been right. It was a quarter till eleven. I wasn’t even sure I had time to get the necessary blowjobs. There was only so much I could suck out of Jose. The poor man. Besides, it took two blowjobs to fill my flip flops and while I hadn’t exactly depleted the supply of men in the building, it generally took between fifteen and twenty-five minutes to give a blowjob. Privacy and opportunity were both issues.

That meant it was time to change.

For a long moment I thought about going barefoot. There were some definite pros to that idea. It meant I could wear whatever I wanted, but it also meant that I’d be subject to Kari’s punishment of my soles. And she’d have no hesitation about doing it in a public place, in the most demeaning way possible. Besides, my feet still hurt from the previous day. Of course, the worst part of it was that all I had was a pair of gym shorts and a tee shirt. That’s what I’d worn this morning. Stupidly, I hadn’t planned ahead. Kari would not be happy going to lunch with me dressed like I was at home. She has style.

Then I considered wearing the black stilettos and matching dress, but after the spankings Kari had given me the other day, the thought of subjecting my ass to that kind of abuse, especially in public again, just made me tremble. No way. I pictured me leaning over something, baring my alligator clamped breasts, her lifting up the back of the dress, exposing my alligator clamped clit, all while spanking the bejezus out of me? In front of a crowd? No thank you!

That’s when I realized, that what I really wanted, for just a little bit, was not to be hurt. I know. It’s odd coming from me, right? But seriously. I just wanted some time where the bottoms of my feet and my nipples and my ass and my pussy weren’t being spanked or abused. For just a little.

And that meant the stripper shoes.


Part Eight

I was sitting at my desk, typing, trying very hard to ignore the looks I’d been getting from the half dozen people who had walked through the atrium over the last twenty minutes, when Kari came into my little lobby area. She looked down, her mouth curling up into a wide smile.

“Oh yes. How appropriate,” she murmured to herself. “This I can work with.”

I felt a little thrill of excitement at hearing that, but it was purely a physical response, my body reacting to the idea of Kari touching me, rather than an emotional one. In my case, being the subject of Kari’s “work” was sort of like starring in a pornographic “BDSM” film.

Just with a more limited audience.

Still, I understood what she was talking about. I felt like I was practically naked, because for all intents and purposes, I was. My bare toes stuck out at the end of a pair of nine inch tall platform sandals, with heels that arched my soles into something that bordered on back-breaking. I’d washed my feet of course, and even put some lotion on them, but nothing was going to make wearing my stripper shoes any easier.

The mini-skirt that went with the shoes didn’t border on “decent.” The skirt violated the concept like a passenger on a bus groping some innocent little school girl who doesn’t know enough to say anything when someone sticks their finger into her panties and then up her slit. Blue, loose, short, and ruffled, the skirt barely covered my ass and sitting down meant my buttocks being directly in contact with whatever I was sitting on. And since I wasn’t wearing any panties…

The top? I’m sad to say I was wearing my white peasant blouse, the one I’d gotten a few years before and is my number one, top hated shirt of all time. Mostly it’s because it isn’t a shirt. It’s a curtain, a short one at that. If you know window treatments or watch the Home and Garden Television Network, you probably know what a valance is. If so, imagine a very short one, stretched across the middle of my sternum, barely covering my breasts. If I leaned over, even a little bit, I could literally allow my tits to fall out, exposing my nipples. God help me if I leaned over, or back, or stood someplace with a healthy breeze. And let me assure you, there was nothing under the blouse but my bosom, both nipples pierced with tiny, gold hoops, one of which served as the attachment point for a gold, charm-sized padlock.

I have issues.

The most important thing though, was that the bottoms of my feet weren’t soaked in cum, or being beaten. And my poor ass was no longer the target of Kari’s punishments. She couldn’t hurt me, not for what I was wearing. So all I had to do was keep from cumming - and I knew that even if she turned the vibroballs all the way up, I’d be fine. For a while.

Kari looked down at me. “I know I only enforce this rule occasionally, but I think today would be appropriate,” she said softly, seductively, even wickedly. I glanced up at her in suspicion.

“For the rest of the day, you will abide by my rule about keeping your knees apart. If I see your knees closer than eight inches at any time, then you will be punished.”

I blinked even as my mouth fell open. “Kari! I’m wearing the blue skirt!” I protested. She knew damn well that there was no way to keep anything under the skirt hidden unless I kept my knees tightly together, or better yet - crossed.

Kari reached down, slipped her hand up the front of the peasant blouse, grabbed my breast, twisted the nipple, and repeated herself as I whimpered. “Keep your knees apart. Spread them. Now.”

So I spread my legs.

The skirt did exactly what I expected it to. It rode up my thighs and revealed my sopping wet slit. The petals were flushed a dark pink, still colored from the cropping Kari had given me. My clitoris was extended, slightly swollen, and an even darker, more inviting color. And since Kari had pushed my chair slightly back, the illumination from the overhead light made my entire sex entire visible. My eyes flickered upward as movement caught my eye and I saw Jonathan Wilcox waving at me through the atrium glass, eyes bright, a big smile on his face. I felt my cheeks go hot and Kari looked, then nodded toward Jonathan as he gave her a thumbs up. Then off he went.

“Lunch time,” Kari announced in a sing song voice. “Come along. This is your opportunity to cover that sweet spot of yours.”

I stood up. Fast. But I was still careful not to let my knees touch. Kari gestured toward the door and I went through it quickly, my hands brushing at my skirt, trying to get it to cover more than the material was designed to handle.

Then, much to my surprise, Kari knelt down and locked the door. You should have seen my eyebrow go up! Why didn’t she have me do it? It would have been an opportunity to humiliate me even more. My ass would have been hanging out, my tits would have fallen free from the peasant blouse as I leaned down… I gave her a confused look but she just smiled. Then off we went. I made it to the door before I realized what I’d left behind.

My options.

“Kari! Wait!” I exclaimed. “I forgot my bag!”

Kari rolled her eyes. “Hardly. You won’t need it,” she declared and pushed out of the atrium. I didn’t have my purse, or my keys, so I had to follow her. “Kari!” I hissed. “What if I need a condom or something?” I asked furtively. She shrugged.

“I have a few to loan you if needed,” she replied, heading toward her convertible.

There was no choice. I had to confess. “Kari - what if I want to change shoes?” I demanded. It was my way out. If she did something to me I couldn’t handle… at least I could change shoes… and the accompanying attire.

That stopped her and she whirled, her keys in her hand. She gave me an icy stare. “You have decided on the stripper shoes, and the outfit that goes with it. When we return you may change footwear, and thus clothing. Until then, this is what you get to wear.” It was a declaration. A decision. And I knew when I heard that imperial tone, there was no appeal. Crestfallen, realizing that I’d fallen right into her trap, I shuffled along behind her to the car.

Kari drives a red convertible and the roof was already down, folded up into the compartment by the trunk. With my bottom lip caught between my teeth, I opened the door and slid in, silently wondering if she’d be able to catch me if I ran instead. I fell into the bucket seat, my skirt sliding up to my waist, and it was only by the grace of God that I managed to jerk my knees apart before she saw them touching.

“Wider please,” She said as she sat down next to me. I gave her a wilting look, but she just smiled cruelly, so I spread my legs until one knee was jammed against the center console and the other was pressed to the door.

“Excellent. Now lean back. Push your hips forward. A bit more. There. Perfect,” she instructed.

I found myself slouched in the seat, bent at the small of my back, with my entire pussy in full view. My blue skirt was wrapped around my waist in a two inch band and the petals of my sex were glistening with moisture. Kari smiled, started the car, and put the gear into reverse. I sat there, closing my eyes, praying that she was either going to put the hood up, or let me sit up straight. But as we started going forward, I gasped as I felt her hand move between my legs, away from the gear shift. Her middle finger gently stroked my inner labia, rubbing the moisture upward until she found my clit and the noise I made went quite a bit beyond “feeling good.” It was pure bliss. I gasped as my pussy tightened around the still silent vibroballs.

As the car moved, so did Kari’s finger, and waves of exquisite pleasure left me breathless. Kari kept her hand there, cupping my sex, essentially hiding it from view, even as she endlessly stroked my kitty. Forget the vibroballs. Who the hell needs that kind of stimulation when someone is lightly caressing your clitoris? I felt the wind pickup and I had to wrap a hand across my chest to keep the peasant blouse from fluttering up, exposing my tits to every other driver on the planet. I glanced over at Kari, opening my eyes, only to see a self-satisfied smirk on her face. I wanted her to push her finger into me, and I thrust my hips lewdly, signaling my need, but she kept on just fondling my petals. Within minutes, or miles maybe, I was a pile of wet, quivering, desperate nympho humiliation pain slut, my blouse was flapping in the wind, and I didn’t even seem to care that the occasional truck driver was getting a spectacular show of just about everything..

But all good things have to come to an end and Kari removed her hand from my groin when we pulled up into the parking lot of one of our regular restaurants. I sat there, trying not to hyperventilate, or worse, grab her hand and push it back down between my legs. I looked up at her as she licked once at the tip of her middle finger, gave me a look that sparkled with mischief, then climbed out of her car.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s get something to eat.”

Still trembling, I got out of the car


Part Nine

I was the center of attention from the moment we stepped foot into the restaurant, to the moment that I walked out in shuddering, wet humiliation. Of course, the predominant attractant was my attire. It’s not every day a porn starlet slash stripper walks into a fine dining establishment. And to make matters worse, Kari took me to a restaurant that boasted five stars. It didn’t have a seater. It had a maitre d’ and the look he gave me was half repugnance and half wishing he had the balls to ask me for a lap dance. But he greeted Kari on sight, by name, and if who you know is worth anything, evidently knowing Kari Anders is something special.

Of course, having me along meant that she, I mean we, were shown to a relatively private table in the back. Rich people live in their own little worlds. If one wanted to walk around with her own personal fuck doll, no one would say a word. Kari sat first, choosing a seat with her back to the rest of the diners, while I got the wonderful satisfaction of getting to see all of the stares, looks of prurient interest, and downright disdainful glares that belied the hungry desires to take me to a private venue and do unspeakable things to my body.

If I hadn’t already been wet, it would have seriously turned me on.

The blush hadn’t even left my cheeks when the waiter approached, bringing glasses of ice water and asking my best friend, lover, mistress, and employer, which wine she would care for. Kari picked a white and then he looked at me, or more accurately, at my barely concealed breasts.

“And for you miss?”

“Merlot, please,” I replied softly. I needed the drink. Just to calm my nerves. I used to be a white zin girl, but I’ve been getting better. Usually I like sweet, girlie drinks - daiquiris preferably - and I love it when someone makes me a Celtic Creamsicle.

He nodded and left as Kari opened her menu. Her eyes barely glanced at it. “You seem tense,” she said softly to me as I tried to follow suit. Lobster? The salmon? Chicken? I sighed. Salads. I was going to have to get a salad.

“I’m dressed like a stripper and I’m in a five star, Michelin rated restaurant,” I said with irritation. “Everyone is looking at me and trying to make it appear casual.”

“Well, you are a scrumptious looking entree,” Kari said with a laugh.

“It’s humiliating!” I hissed, eyes widening. 

Kari shrugged. “You bitch about it, but the reality is that this is what you are. Admit it Breanne, you like being a sex object. The humiliation of it just makes the orgasm that much sweeter.”

I pressed my lips firmly together. Yes, she was right. I loved this almost as much as I hated it, maybe more, but that was the dichotomy of my existence. The pull between wholesome, innocent little girl, and the dedicated nympho humiliation pain slut who wanted me dragged into the center of the room and forced to suck and fuck cock while my breasts and ass were thoroughly whipped.

I have issues.

We didn’t speak again until after the waiter took our orders and I watched as she unrolled her silverware from the napkin, set it out precisely in front of her, and then, much to my surprise, dropped her napkin on the ground.

“Oops,” she said with a smile. Then she bent over and picked it up.

I should have been more alert for that sort of thing, but I had been focused on not looking at the people who were looking. So when her head dipped beneath the table, I wasn’t ready. She popped back up with an evil grin on her face and a look of deep seated satisfaction.

“Your knees are touching,” she said simply.

I jerked my knees apart, but not very far. Not in this place. The only saving grace was that there was a freaking tablecloth keeping my bottom half in shadow. I was already sitting on my bare ass. Spreading my legs would have just made it that more likely that someone would see something more intimate than I felt comfortable with.

But I had just earned a punishment.

Kari tapped her finger thoughtfully against her wineglass, giving me a penetrating look. Then she pulled the controller fob out of her purse, and to my chagrin, turned it on.

Just too low, but that was more than enough to make me gasp. The vibroballs inside my sex began to rumble, and between her foreplay punishment earlier, the utter humiliation of my situation, and the soft caress and rub she’d given me in the car, my pussy tightened down on those vibrating spheres like a vice. My lower half contracted in response to the direct, sexual stimulation and my eyes widened as I looked at her in disbelief.

“Please!” I hissed. “Not here! Not like this!” I begged her.

I could see the wheels turning in her head and she put her chin in her hand and tilted her head to the side. “Your table knife,” she said. “Put it in your water.”

I blinked. “What?”

She sighed. “Put your table knife into your glass of water.”

Totally bewildered, I picked up the steel utensil and set it into my water, blade first. I gave her a crazy look. “People already are wondering about my sanity for wearing this outfit. Now they’re wondering if I’m banana fucking nuts crazy too,” I said, gesturing at the knife sitting in my glass of ice water.

Kari just smiled.

“So am I supposed to cum here, in front of everyone?” I asked ruefully.

Kari sneered. “Hardly. You are to suffer. You will not cum or the punishment you earn will be much, much worse.”

I glanced around. “I’m not sure how it could be much worse.”

Kari changed the subject then and to be honest, it scared me. She started talking about chairs. Chairs. Did you know there were over a hundred different kinds of chairs? Arm, London, Sedan, Ladderback, Glastonbury, Easy, Directors, Loungers, Monobloc. Papasans… the list goes on. Trust me. So I sat there with this bewildered look at Kari basically gave me a treatise on chairs. I didn’t even know what to say. Was listening to this my punishment?

Our food arrived and Kari continued, leaving me to eat my delicious salad while she cut into her scallops. Of course I was still on edge, what with the vibroballs pushing me toward a very public orgasm, albeit slowly. I couldn’t tell what the woman was even thinking. Then, when we were halfway done with the meal, she suddenly nodded at my table knife.

“Take the knife out of your glass,” she ordered, dropping her analysis of the difference between a Morris chair and a fauteuil. I blinked, but fished the now very cold steel out of my glass and held the dripping wet blade by the handle. She smiled.

“Now, slip the blade under your peasant blouse, and press it to your right nipple. Once your nipple is hard as a rock, you may move the blade to your left nipple.”

My hand began trembling. “Kari,” I whispered, eyes flitting left and right. Everyone was staring at me. So many people were looking! “Please? Please don’t make me do this?” I pleaded.

“If you refuse, you’ll be pressing the wet, cold glass up to a breast. Or I’ll just take my glass of ice water and throw it on your chest.”

For a long moment our eyes locked, but I knew, from the very first, that I’d already lost that battle. Slowly, reluctantly, fearfully, I brought the knife across the table and down into my lap. The handle was awfully cold, but I brought the blade upward. It wasn’t sharp. I wasn’t worried about being cut. It was a freaking table knife. But it had been sitting blade down in a glass of water for over twenty minutes! It was freezing cold!

I felt the chill even before it touched my skin and when I did press the flat of the blade against my pierced nipple, the searing drop in temperature made me gasp, jerk, and make my knees knock together. I sat there trembling, my lower half going nuts as the icy cold bit hard into the tip of my breast. I felt my hand shaking and I could hear the light clatter of the padlock against the knife. Then I realized she had turned up the vibrators, both balls now on medium, sending me into a spiral of orgasmic apoplexy. My expression must have made it clear just how close to exploding I was because she gave me a softened look and turned the vibroballs back down to low.

“On edge are we?” She asked wickedly.

I nodded, too cold and too close to cumming to trust myself with speech. My nipple burned and throbbed, but I kept the knife pressed to the now solid, rigid, raised bump, until finally she reminded me that I had to freeze my other tit too. I moved the knife, leaving my right breast feeling like I’d popped it into a blast chiller, and then I pressed a different edge of the knife against my other nipple. I sat there, cold and trembling and horny as hell, as on the edge of orgasm as the knife was pressed to my areola.

Kari nodded. “I think that’s sufficient. Put the knife back in the glass,” she said, nodding toward my ice water. I drew the blade out from under the peasant blouse, noticing that both of my nipples were cold, wet, and standing hard against the material. It didn’t leave much to the imagination and the puckering of my nipples literally lifted the valance like material of my peasant blouse even higher. I suspected that my underboob was showing, mostly by the looks of intrigued interest coming my way.

I dove back into my salad, hunching over and trying to be as meek and small and inconspicuous as possible.

“Bre,” Kari said leaning forward. “Don’t hunch. Your nip slipping.”

I jerked back upright, allowing the blouse to cover my breasts again. My bottom lip trembled. “Please. I can’t…” I whispered.

Kari gave me a cool look. “You are the one who violated my rule. You earned that punishment.” She lifted the controller again. “I am permitted to torment, tease, and abuse you in any way I desire, under any circumstances. That's nympho humiliation pain slut rule number two.” Then she thumbed up the vibrations again, back to medium. I let out an actual whine as my bottom squirmed in the seat.

“Kari! I can’t… I can’t hold off!” I pleaded.

She leaned forward. “Are you telling me that you’re not capable of handling the torment I’m inflicting upon you? That you absolutely must cum and that I’m either to cease torturing you or give you permission?”

“Kari, please don’t make me cum here!” I hissed, glancing around, almost in a panic.

She stared at me for about five seconds. Five awful, long, horrible, pussy clenching seconds. “When I turn off the vibrating eggs, you will take the knife, press it against your clitoris, and then insert it all the way into your pussy. The cold will take away your need to cum, even as it penetrates and humiliates you,” she said. She lifted the controller.

“Wait! That’s not what I meant!” I blurted out, quite loudly.

Then she shut off the vibroballs.

Have you ever experienced a moment where time seemed to just stop? I know its perception, but for me, it happened. I looked up from her grinning, manic, obsessive compulsive face. Behind her, the table to the left, there was a man in a white shirt and tie, openly staring at me, his eyes focused not on my face, but my body, getting glimpses of my breasts and thighs. To the right a woman, wearing a power suit, in powder blue, long platinum tresses. She was looking at me with a mix of disgust and hunger. I couldn’t tell if she hated me, wanted to fuck me, or wanted to be me. After that was more people, glancing and staring, waiting for me to do the next thing.

I pulled the knife from the water, put the dripping blade into my lap, and then pushed it up under my skirt. There wasn’t far to go and I realized that I was undoubtedly giving quite a few of the other guests what they’d been wanting to see. I pushed the blade up against my clit and froze.

My eyes widened, my breathing seemed to stop, and a scorching cold seemed to burn through my clitoris. My heart thudded painful in my chest and my nipples, still hard and focused points, seemed to palpate. I turned the knife around so that the blade was in my hand, and with a single, wet, wanton thrust, jammed the handle into my dripping, stuffed, pussy with groan so loud that the few heads not looking in my direction certainly did, just to see what the hell could possibly make a girl like me make that sort of noise. The ambient volume of lunch seemed to fade and my hand twitched, making the squelching sound of an object as thick as my pinkie, and as cold as an icicle, quite audible.

My vision tunneled as I turned my focus on Kari and I didn’t even realize that my hand was pumping, quite obviously, as I fucked myself with the table knife. I felt the impact of the metal against the vibroballs and my hips churned as I pushed myself over the brink, chest heaving. Kari’s expression of shock just egged me on and I let out a loud, thrilling moan that everyone within three table lengths heard. There was no mistaking it. I couldn’t even help it. My toes curled in the stripper shoes and then I was cumming, knees locked together tight, my hand between my thighs, stirring my honey pot with the freezing knife.

I love it when people underestimate me.

It took twenty seconds for me to finish and Kari’s surprised look was still in place when I drew the knife out from between my legs. It was covered in goo, and not the kind anyone would mistake as a dinner sauce. Still looking just at her, mostly because if I looked at anyone else I might have burst into tears and fallen apart, I stuck out my tongue and licked the fucking knife. Once.

Then I set it down on the table. I stood up, smoothing my skirt, feeling the slick wetness of my orgasm slip down my thighs. My breasts bounced under the peasant blouse. “I need to use the restroom. I’ll meet you at the car,” I said tightly. Then, without waiting for her response I marched off toward the restrooms. People stared. Some laughed. There was lots of muttering and I knew I was the topic of conversation. I tried so hard to ignore it all.

I made it halfway to the bathroom and the vibroballs came back on.


Part Ten

It took Kari ten minutes, so I had plenty of time to sit in the car and stew. I kept glancing back at the restaurant entrance, utterly humiliated by my very public orgasm and the fact that I was sitting, all exposed and alone, in an open-top convertible, with my legs spread wide and my well-sauced pussy in full view, did not fill me with a warm fuzzy feeling. The fact that both vibroballs were still purring at full strength between my legs was either due to Kari’s wicked streak, or the fact that I was now outside the range of her little remote.

When she did come out, I took a deep breath, made sure my knees were wide apart, and braced myself. She came to the car, climbed in, and started it.

“I...uh… I’m ready for my punishment,” I said simply, trying to make it sound apologetic.

“That’s good,” Kari said, twisting to look behind us. She backed the car up and then straightened up. She ignored the fact that my bare, shaved slit was in full view, ready for whatever she wanted to do to it. She pressed down on the accelerator and off we went.

I sat there with the wind blowing in my hair, my peasant blouse flapping wildly in the breeze, with my skirt rolled up into a tight, blue band around my waist, and didn’t try to cover up. Not in the least. Maybe this was the punishment. Kari drove west, got on the loop, and headed north. A truck driver glanced down at me, grinned, and gave me a thumbs up. His phone lifted and I turned my head away as he snapped a picture.

Great. Just fucking great. And the vibroballs continued to purr.

It’s tough to hold a conversation in an open-top convertible. Kari didn’t seem to want to look or touch me, but I turned toward her anyway. “I’m sorry about cumming in the restaurant,” I shouted. “I didn’t mean to embarrass you.”

She shook her head. “You didn’t embarrass me, darling. You only embarrassed yourself.”

I swallowed, thinking about that. Well, it wasn’t like I was going to be seeing any of those people again anyway. They were elites, who could afford a two hundred dollar lunch. Me? I’m a girl who thinks eating fast food is splurging.

“I did have to promise you to Pierre though,” Kari said a moment later. “He wasn’t pleased.”

“Pierre?” I asked. I didn’t know who that was.

Kari nodded. “The owner. He came out after he heard about your performance.”

I winced. “Was he angry?”

Kari laughed. “On the contrary, he was upset he missed it. Demanded an opportunity to see the whole thing.”

I blinked.

“So I promised him a private dinner and told him that you’d be happy to be the sous chef, the server, the platter, or the entertainment.”

I gulped. “I see.”

She reached out, patted my bare thigh, rather high up so that her pinkie grazed my sex. Then she went back to driving. I sat there, slightly bewildered, wondering what was coming next and whether it would be me. She got off the loop, took a few turns, and I found myself in a rather dingy section of Houston where multiple warehouses were standing. I glanced around uncomfortably. This wasn’t the part of town a girl dressed like me would want to be walking.

Kari pulled up in front of one warehouse that looked like it had seen better days. There was a water stain around the base, but evidently the flooding from Hurricane Harvey hadn’t breached the raised foundation. There were a number of empty truck bays and roll up doors. Kari climbed out of the car and nodded at me. So I did the same, smoothing my skirt back down and trying not to fall as I got myself situated on the do-me hard stripper shoes. I followed Kari to the stairs, climbed them while clinging to the railing, and then we went into the warehouse. That’s when I realized where we were. I’d been here before. Twice.

Juan Escobedo.

Juan is a minor antiquities dealer specializing in off the wall furniture. He gets his supply from custom manufacturers, small time suppliers, over-seas markets, and for all I knew, by stealing them. Juan had slicked back, oiled, black hair and I found him sleazy. The fact that he smokes too is also a turn off.

“Senora Anders! Bienvendidos! It’s so good to see you again!” Juan said as he immediately stood. “And the lovely senorita Breanne. Muy bien! Muy bien! Quiero follarte!” He said it in a very positive voice as if it were some sort of greeting. The tiny office looked like it had been decorated by a madman and the guy that runs the local taco stand. It was uniquely… Mexican. But it had this flair, as if PCP or LSD had been part of the design process.

Okay… guess I need to paint the picture. The desk? Huge. Wooden. Thick oak. Think of a British study. Now behind it is a picture, in neon colors, that dominates the room, a scene of a South Texas barrio, with a broken down cars, a couple of obviously Mexican gang bangers hanging around, all of them smoking - and probably not cigarettes if you take my meaning, while some children play in the dusty street nearby.

Not exactly a stunning image of Mexicana.

Off to the side is a cactus. In a pot. It’s a saguaro cactus, the kind you see in cartoons, with the two arms? Except it’s plastic. You can tell because it’s so dusty and the spines are thick and sort of limp with age. There is no dirt. There are glass beads. A calendar of pin up girls, again all of them Mexican, except each of them bearing the Spanish blood, were nude, and Senorita Septiembre was staring out at me, her hands cupping her breasts, the nipples hard and beckoning.

There was a computer on the desk, along with a ten-key calculator. A small credenza stood off to the side with a printer, some papers, and a coffee machine. A half-empty bottle of tequila sat in next to it.

I crossed my arms over my chest and gave him a sour look. Juan paused a moment, looking at me.

“Sobre me cadaver,” I muttered.

Juan’s eyes snapped open in realization that I’d understood him. He swallowed, then turned to Kari. “Juan,” Kari said, nodding her head. “You look well.”

“Si, Senorita Anders,” he replied, oozing right back into an obsequious demeanor. “What are you in the market for today?”

“Chairs,” Kari said simply. “I’ve got two clients who need something special, unusual, for their homes and I wanted to see what you’ve got.”

Juan smiled and rubbed his hands, but Kari held up her arm. “I can’t promise a purchase. I’m just browsing. Either you’ll have something appropriate, or you won’t.”

Juan shrugged. “I will trust my instincts. I know your tastes,” he assured you. “Strawberry and cream?” He said, glancing at me hungrily. “Do you wish to peruse the stock alone? I’d be happy to entertain Breanne.”

Kari chuckled. “No, she’ll come with me. I give you a ring if I find something I want, or if we need you.”

He bowed. “I am happy to serve you in any way.” He gave Kari a wink, but then leered at me. “Te ves deliciosa,” he said with a smirk as Kari went to the door leading to the warehouse.

I rolled my eyes. Juan bowed as I went past him, his eyes clearly fucking met the way he wished his dick was. I put my hand on the door to follow Kari when I felt Juan’s hand slip under my skirt and give my right buttock a quick squeeze.

I squealed like a little girl. Kari came to a stop. Juan laughed and suddenly I was standing there, blushing while Kari looked at me quizzically.

“Is there a problem?” Kari asked me.

I gave Juan a look. “He groped me!”

Juan gave Kari a grin. “It’s not like we haven’t had a fiesta before,” he said in chagrin, reminding me of previous encounters.

Kari sighed and looked at me. “If I recall, part of wearing that particular outfit was providing onlookers with an opportunity. The wind of our passing did a satisfactory job while we were in the car, but since Mr. Escobedo is the only one here, I think he would be more than happy to help you fulfill your contractual requirements.”

I went from red to white, staring at her. But then I did what any nympho humiliation pain slut would do under the circumstances. I turned back toward Juan, and with one hand swept my peasant blouse up, while the other lifted the front of my skirt.

“Ah, senorita. Muy perfecto,” he said with true appreciation. 

Kari sighed. “Well, if you don’t have any other pressing business, I suppose you should come with us Juan. It will keep Bre entertained.”

I made a noise like trying to swallow a bullfrog, but Juan leered at me, stepped out of the doorway, and sidled up right beside me. Kari turned and stalked toward the far corner of the warehouse where the chairs were stored, and I felt Juan’s fingers graze my ass.

Again.

“I love your outfit,” Juan said to me as we walked. “You look like a stripper.” Kari picked up the pace and quickly outdistanced me. I was having issues. The vibroballs were still humming, Juan’s fingers were dancing across my ass, lifting the hem of the skirt with little brushes of his hand, all while trying to walk in nine inch platform sandals.

“Thank you,” I said quietly, pushing his hand out from under my skirt. He ignored it and grabbed my ass, squeezing. I felt his fingers digging into my crack.

“Juan! Please!” I protested.

He pulled his hand away. “I’m sorry if I’ve offended you,” he suddenly said with actual honesty. “I presumed after the last few times…”

“That I’d just let you do whatever you wanted to me?” I asked.

He smiled. “I’m not just your furniture supplier, I’m also a reader,” he said with a grin. “Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #2?”

I sighed. “Yes. Of course.”

He held up his hands as we passed about a hundred sofas. “But I would not dream of taking advantage of you in such a way. You are Kari’s possession, so I would only use you con permiso.”

I looked up ahead. Kari had almost reached the chairs. I let out a breath. “I think you probably have it,” I said wryly. I stopped and he practically ran into me. I turned my back toward him, put my hands on the arms of one of the wrapped sofas, and bent over. Juan’s eyes widened as my skirt did what I expected it to do; reveal everything. Juan smiled deeply.

“Ah, perfecto!” He breathed. “Do I only get the pleasure of seeing you? Or may I touch?”

I looked away and off across the room full of wrapped furniture. “You don’t need my permission,” I said. “Kari sort of made it clear you can have carte blanche.”

I felt his hand on my sex, cupping me. “You are wet, and trembling.”

I shrugged, but I admit, his hand felt amazing. “Vibroballs.”

“Are you allowed to cum?” He asked, his thumb running over my perineum and even pressing into the little star of my bottom.

My breath caught in my throat, but I shook my head. “No!” I gasped as one of his fingers went into me. “I’m not supposed to cum.”

“Ah… so you will resist me and then earn a punishment from your mistress when you fail.” He began fingering me with much more energy. I moaned and bit my lip. His other hand came around me and grabbed one of my breasts and I realized that by bending over I’d revealed my boobs as well. He kneaded and pinched me and in seconds I was hanging on by a thread, about to cum.

“Juan!” I gasped. “Fuck me? Please?” I begged him.

“What?” He said, his fingers slowing.

I straightened up, pulling away from him. “Please? If I’m going to cum, I want it to be with cock in me. Not the vibroballs!” I grabbed his goo covered fingers and pulled him along, toward Kari.

“Kari!” I said loudly. “Please can Juan fuck me?” I asked in a whiney voice. It was unintentional I assure you.

Kari looked up in surprise. “What?”

I gave her one of my more doe-like pleading looks. “Please? I need it.”

Kari glanced at Juan, who was grinning. “Fine. Just no cumming. If you do that it will mean another punishment.”

So I stupidly cocked my head to the side and said “another? You haven’t punished me yet for the last orgasm.”

Kari smiled. “You’re right. How forgetful of me.” She tugged a black, leather paddle out of her large purse and held it out toward Juan. He took it with wide eyes, but with a grin that looked almost manic.

“You’ll also need these,” Kari added. She held out the small controller that handled the vibroballs along with a small package. A condom. “She’ll need a minimum of twenty strokes to her clit,” Kari specified as Juan took the items. “And while you’re fucking her, give her breasts a nice bit of color as well.”

It took him a moment to get everything balanced, but then he pulled me away from Kari, almost yanking me off my feet. Kari went back to studying chairs while I was manhandled back over to the sofas. Juan selected one that was tremendously deep, with a massive ottoman. He pushed the ottoman out a bit and then pushed me down. I fell onto the plastic wrapped couch with a gasp.

“Abierto todo,” he said wickedly, holding up the sap. I licked my lips, desperate, wanton, and just a little afraid. Then I did as I was told. I spread my legs.

“No, no. Wider,” Juan said, gesturing toward my fuck me shoes. I lifted my legs up onto the cushions to either side and basically tried to do the splits. My skirt rode up perfectly, showing not just my dripping cunt, but also my hips, thighs, and pretty much everything. Juan’s eyes were locked on my pussy and he put down the condom, but lifted the controller running the vibroballs.

“They are on, si?” He asked, waving the little fob.

“Si, senor,” I replied, breathless and ready. I didn’t know what to expect. Was he going to take them out?”

He grinned. “No cumming,” he said, repeating Kari’s orders. Then he turned the vibroballs up, letting me gasp and tremble as the two little spheres inside me danced. It was then that he struck, slapping my open, delicate, totally vulnerable sex with the full length of the paddle. The sound of the impact was one part crack, one part thud, and another part full throated yelp from a redhead fuck slut getting punished.

One thing I liked was the fact that I was in a warm, people empty, warehouse. No gags. No need to be quiet. I could yell, scream, squeal, or beg without worrying if someone was going to call the police. It was wonderful.

Of course, my cry was accompanied by a fiery sting between my legs, which made me instantly curl up into a ball, both hands clutching my sex as I offered up a small prayer to the Lord himself.

“Oh my fucking God!” I squealed. I felt hands on me and Juan was prying open my legs.

“That one doesn’t count,” he said sternly, but with a grin. “You aren’t supposed to close up like that.”

I blinked a few tears out of my eyes. “That fucking hurt!” I said angrily. I saw a similar emotion flash through his eyes.

“Open your legs, Breanne.”

Trembling, I did it again, spreading myself open. The buzzing of the vibroballs seemed to swell again and this time he petted me, stroking my sex with fingers that instantly turned slippery as he ran them through my folds. In less than thirty seconds I was on the brink of cumming again and as he watched me pant, he lifted the sap, moved his hand out of the way, and struck again.

Prayer time. Oh. My. Fucking. God.

“Breanne, you will never get to twenty if we keep having to start all over,” he said with a laugh. “Now turn over unless you want me to spank your ass too.” And then he actually had the gall to do it! I yelped as the sap smacked my left buttock hard and I rolled back over.

“Legs open. Abrir ahora!” He snapped.

I looked at him in absolute shock and that’s when my defense mechanism kicked in. My brain shut down, my pussy took over, and I spread my legs. Wide as possible. Then I grabbed my breasts, both of which weren’t even covered by the peasant blouse since I was leaning back. I closed my eyes and waited.

*SMACK*

It was perhaps one of the hardest things I’d done that week, holding myself open and still, but I did it. Of course I squealed like a stuck pig and the echo of it reverberated through Juan’s stupid warehouse a couple of times. But I stayed open. I pinched my nipples and thrust my hips wildly, but I did the splits, opening myself up to him. Juan grinned and this time he rubbed me again, his fingers fluttering across the wet, darkening pink gash. In seconds I was trembling violently, the need to cum overwhelming. I think he saw it in my eyes because that was when he smashed the sap into my clit again.

Prayer time.

“Do you know how sexy you are?” He said, his voice thick and emotional. He raised the sap and brought it down on my pussy again. My entire body jerked upward, but I managed to hold the position. My eyes met his and he looked like he was close to losing it.

“Quiero hacerte daño,” he whispered. I blinked. We’d just gone further than my Spanish could take me. Or perhaps I was a little distracted.

“What?” I wheezed, trying to balance not crying with not begging him to just fuck me stupid right then and there.

“I want to hurt you,” he said, this time in English. “You like it. You want to cum.”

I nodded, scared to say anything, but then the words just accidentally slipped. “Hurt me. Please? Por favor?”

Juan nodded and then the sap fell.

It was a fast, brutal, hot spanking of my pussy and he was forced to hold my legs open myself as the paddle fell over and over. Inside me the vibroballs churned and outside me the leather sap smashed into my clit and labia with hot, stinging blows that sucked the air out of me. I tightened up, thrusting upward as he hit me, harder and harder until not even Juan could keep me in place and I squirmed up out of his grasp, my hands shoving him over. He said something in Spanish so quick and fast I couldn’t tell what he said but I didn’t care. I had to have him. It hurt and burned and only one thing could slake me. I tore that poor man’s pants open and shoved them down hard. His cock was rigid and upright and I threw him down on the sofa and I swung a leg over him. I yanked the still buzzing vibroballs out of my pussy and dropped them on the couch. I almost forgot the condom, but remembered at the last second. I think I might have beaten a world record getting it on him. Then, with Juan submissive under me, I impaled myself, his hands reaching up to my breasts, his eyes wide, mouth open. I rolled my hips, grinding and thrusting until my stinging pussy found what I was looking for.

Madre de dios. Forgive me.


Part Eleven

“Are you quite finished with my assistant?” Asked Kari, looking down at the tangle of arms and legs. I looked up at her in a daze, lost in sexual euphoria that came from not one unauthorized orgasm, but from an incredible series of them. After I’d popped, Juan had promptly rolled me off him and I was in no physical or mental condition to resist him. He’d laid me out on the sofa and promptly impaled me again, except this time under his hips. He’d been a slow, careful lover and the friction of his body against mine had been more than enough to set me right back on edge, cumming in two or three more mind-blowing waves.

Oops.

Juan looked up, a smirk on his lips. “I suppose so. Did you find something appropriate?” He asked.

Kari nodded. “Yes. If you’ll make yourself presentable we can discuss it.” She looked at me. “It’s obvious you exploded,” she said.

I giggled. “Multiple times,” I said giddily.

Her eyebrow went up. “How many may I ask?”

I held up four fingers. “Quatro,” I said, adopting a ridiculous Spanish accent, like the announcer on Univision. Juan laughed and stood up, tugging his trousers and boxers back into place.

I saw the corner of her mouth twitch, like she wanted to smile. “Four punishments then,” she said simply. She reached down to the ground and picked up the vibroballs controller. I hadn’t even realized they were still buzzing, two feet away from my head. Juan handed her the control fob and Kari shut them off.

“While Juan and I are discussing business, you will go and wash up. There’s a bathroom just off Juan’s office. Insert your vibroballs again. And for your first punishment, you may also put in this.” She opened her purse and pulled out an uncomfortable looking anal plug.

Juan’s eyes widened. “You must get some strange looks when you get out your wallet,” he said to Kari.

Kari gave him a sharp, hard glare. He coughed and finished buckling up his pants. I reached up and took the plug. I was still a little out of it, and when I pushed the thick, broad, black rubber phallus up into my pussy, both Kari and Juan looked down at me in surprise.

“Safe keeping,” I said smugly. “And getting it properly lubricated.” Then I swung my legs down. One of my sandals had fallen off, so rather than risk a broken ankle, I pulled the other one free, grabbed both, and pushed up off the sofa. The wet spot was… well... Impressive. Thank God the cushions were all wrapped in plastic.

I walked away from them toward the bathroom.

The first thing I did when I got there was move the butt plug from the front door to the back. As loose as I was, it wasn’t even uncomfortable and I took the full width of it with barely a squeak. The vibroballs, silent and unmoving, went in next. Then I checked my reflection. I was a wreck. Tear streaks had ruined my mascara. That had to get cleaned up. It took me about twenty minutes in front of the mirror, along with a fistful of towels and half the bottle of soap Juan had in there. But I managed to wash myself rather fully, fixing the worst of the carnage, even if I wasn’t able to replace the makeup. I also took the time to inspect the damage. My pussy was tender to the touch, not to mention a deep, blushing red. It was very clear I’d been beaten between the legs and there were even a few lines of dark shading where the edge of the sap had caught my thigh, or the soft part of my petals. I’d have some intriguing bruises by the end of the evening. I fingered my labia gently, wincing a bit as I cleaned the fluids from my skin. Finally, I sat down on the toilet, cleaned the soles of my feet, and the slipped my shoes back on.

Kari and Juan were in his office and he was typing on the computer. I stepped in quietly and Kari looked up at me and nodded.

“Lift your skirt. I want to examine you.”

My cheeks turned scarlet, but I pulled the hem of the skirt upward, exposing my sex. Juan glanced over and grinned, but then went back to his computer. Kari gave me a hard look.

“Satisfactory. Does it hurt?” She asked.

I shrugged. “It’s tender. Hurt a lot when Juan was hitting me,” I replied.

“Que sera, sera,” he replied tartly.

I didn’t reply. What will be, will be. Kari gave me a look and then opened her purse. She fished around in it for a moment and I dreaded what she might pull out next. But instead the vibroballs in my sex began humming. On low of course.

I didn’t say anything. I just gulped.

“Alright, you’re all set. Where do you want it shipped?” Juan inquired. Kari told him the address and he wrote it down.

“Two days,” he said.

Kari held out her hand. “It’s always a pleasure to do business with you. Where did you get it by the way?” She asked.

Juan laughed. “Madrid actually. I know a craftsman who is making them. I can get you more if you’d like. They’re very unique.” He glanced at me. “Easy to tie someone up in one too.”

I blushed even more.

Kari laughed. “Perhaps. But I’m still dealing with the aftermath of the flooding. I live right near Buffalo Bayou and my house was host to about three feet of water during the hurricane.

Juan looked disturbed. “Que lastima. I had no idea.” Kari waved him off with a grin.

“I was insured of course, so no worries. And my own crew has already cleaned out the debris and put new drywall up. The floors went in two weeks ago. We’re doing painting now and then… then I get to redecorate!”

Juan chuckled. “I knew that a woman of your talent would not let such a disaster go to waste. New clients I suspect as well?”

Kari nodded. “Of course.” She closed her purse and turned to me. “Let’s go,” she said, then headed for the door. I let my skirt drop and I took a few steps.

“Senorita Erickson,” Juan said. I looked back at him.

“Muchas gracias, senorita. Eres una mujer increíble y hermosa.”  He said it seriously, without any pretentiousness. I smiled back.

“De nada,” I said, meaning exactly what I said. “It’s nothing.

Kari was unusually quiet as we left. I slipped into my seat and spread my legs, but she didn’t touch. The vibroballs stayed off and when the wind blew my blouse upward, exposing my breasts, she didn’t even glance my way. I shifted back and forth, uncomfortable with the thick plug up my ass, glancing at her.

“Kari? Is everything okay?” I asked her.

She nodded. “Yes. Thank you.”

We headed back to the office and got there only a few minutes before two, meaning I had an hour of work left before heading for home. Away from the crowd of lunch and the sexual depredations of Juan Escobedo, I didn’t quite feel so desperate to get out of the peasant blouse or the skirt. Kari made me kneel down and unlock the office door, flashing my breasts, plugged ass, and vibrating pussy to the entire (thankfully empty) atrium. Why do they put those things on the floor anyway? I did it as fast as possible, then scurried into the office.

My first instinct was to grab my bag and put on something less revealing, but as I got to my desk, I realized that there were some benefits for remaining in the stripper shoes, peasant blouse, and skirt. First of all, Kari couldn’t punish me just for wearing the stripper shoes. If I went barefoot, putting on my gym shorts, she’d have me on the kneeler in seconds, doing only God knows what to the bottoms of my feet while I was either vibrated into round whatever of orgasmic agony, or resting my entire weight on my clit. Of course, I could spare the bottoms of my feet by offering up my ass instead. The stilettos and black dress meant jamming the Thrusting Anal Vibrator in my bottom, but that wasn’t much more uncomfortable than the plug I had in there at that moment. I knew Kari would relish the opportunity to spank me. Then again, maybe it was time to get back into the white tube top, clover clamps, vibrating pendant, and white skirt and go looking for some gentlemen to squirt some love into my flip flops.

Kari stopped behind me.

“Considering your choices?” She asked me. I nodded sheepishly.

“If I went barefoot, what would you do to me?” I asked questioningly.

Kari shrugged. “I’d probably put you on the kneeler for the last hour, mounted on one of the vibrating phallic plugs, with your nipples weighted and clamped. Then I’d put the TENS Unit back on your soles.”

The color drained from my face. “For a full hour?” I squeaked. She nodded.

“Wh-what setting?” I managed to splutter. She shrugged.

“Eight, probably,” she admitted. I knew what that would feel like. Blades slicing my feet to ribbons.

“Um… maybe the stilettos,” I muttered.

“Ah,” Kari smiled. “The thrusting anal vibrator on full power, full extension, shaking in your ass, along with the jumbo alligator clamp on your clit, and matching ones on your tits. First I will paddle your ass, twenty to thirty strokes. Then you’ll spend the rest of your hour sitting on the tack mat.”

I looked at her in horror. “And the stripper shoes?”

“Errands,” she assured me, glancing down at my feet. “I think a trip to the office supply store would be appropriate. Binder clamps I think. Little ones. A box of them. And bring them all back…” she paused dramatically. “Clipped to various parts of your body.” She reached up, pushed her hand under the front of my peasant blouse, and flicked one of my nipples. Hard. I gasped. My pussy tightened around the silent vibroballs and squeezed the rubber anal plug in my ass.

“I uh… guess… that leaves my flip flops.”

Kari nodded. “Yes. That is an option,” she acceded. “You could get dressed in your tube top and skirt, put on the clover clamps and the vibrator pendant. Then carry your flip flops out and go find someone to squirt their spunk on them. You’ll also neatly postpone the punishments you’ve earned.”

My eyes widened. “Oh. Um... “ I stammered.

Kari cocked her head to the side. “Of course, we are a bit short on time, so I’d only be able to inflict one of them on you anyway.”

I swallowed. “And what did you have in mind as punishment?” I asked.

Kari looked thoughtful. “I’m not sure. Something excruciating of course. You’ve already had your clit spanked, though Juan clearly didn’t hit you hard enough. So perhaps a half hour on the kneeler, riding the ridge, with the TENS Unit on your clit as well as your feet, followed by another cropping,” she mused.

I turned, grabbed the bag of shoes and outfits, and tugged my flip flops out. There was a disgusting, white, crust, in the shape of a footprint, in both.

Kari smiled. “Don’t forget the vibrator pendant and the clamps,” she said darkly, then headed down the hall. I watched her go, feeling defiant, but also like this was going to come back and bite me in the ass.

I went across the atrium, still dressed like a hooker and wearing the stripper shoes, to the bathroom. Admittedly, the clover clamps made my nipples hurt, and the vibrating pendant complicated my own sexual urges when I turned it on, but the two orgasms I’d had earlier that afternoon were enough to give me some buffer against it. I wrapped the skirt and tube top around my body, stuffed everything else back in my bag, and dropped off the unused shoes and outfits in the office.

“Okay Kari! I’m going to…” I paused, realizing I was almost shouting it. “Um.. you know.”

Kari glanced down the hall and waved at me.

The next forty-three minutes was spent with me on my knees. Jose was already gone for the day, but I managed to snag one of the delivery couriers for some quick and dirty cock sucking, and that provided me with just enough cum to completely make one of my flip flops gooey. I stuck my foot in it and then went upstairs, looking for victim number two. I found him easily enough as he trooped to the restroom, and after a quick interchange of hello’s and compliments about my attire, I showed him just what a talented tongue I had in the fellatio department. He thoroughly enjoyed my bobbing head, teasing nails, and twisting, licking tongue. Putty in my hands, you might say. And when I jacked his cock off, aiming the tip at my empty foam sandal, he didn’t say a word.

At least, not until I’d put my foot in it.

“You’ve got to be kidding me. Isn’t that… gross?” He asked, looking down at my foot. The cum was oozing up through my toes and my nails glistened - and not with fresh polish either.

I nodded. “Totally. But I think the point was to humiliate me.”

His eyebrow went up. “Is it humiliating?”

I sighed. “Well, it certainly reinforces the concept that I’m a cumslut,” I said simply.

He laughed. “Well any time you need more…” he said boastfully, patting his crotch.

I grinned. “Thanks! But now I’ve got to head downstairs and make sure my mistress knows that I did as I was supposed to.”

He nodded as I pulled my tube top back down. I’d pushed it up, showing off my nipple clamps and letting him tug on the chain connecting them during the blowjob. He gave me a frowny face as I covered up. “Need me to walk you down? I’m not sure you should take the stairs like that.”

I laughed. “Elevator. Definitely. But I’m good. Besides, people at work will begin to wonder. Long break, right?”

That got him. He suddenly looked concerned. “Good point. Alright. Well, thanks again Bre. Next week?” He asked me.

I snorted. “I might call you tomorrow,” I replied. I held up his business card. “Never know, right?”

He laughed and shook his head. “Wish more girls were like you, Bre. See ya.” And with that he left. I waited till I knew he’d have made it back to this office. Then I quietly left the bathroom.

I squished and slid my way to the elevator, then across the atrium to Kari’s offices. I opened the door and skated in. Kari wasn’t at her desk, but I found her in her art room. Oddly, she was on the phone.

“Yes,” she said brightly as I walked in and then hopped up into the canvas director’s chair placed kitty corner to her desk. She leaned over and looked down at my feet. “She actually just walked in.” There was a pause. “Flip flops. Both of them covered in cum.” Whomever she was talking too said something funny, because Kari laughed. Then her eyes locked on mine. “Well, she basically used it as an excuse to get out of being punished, and she has three coming. I was just too busy…” Kari paused, looked away, and then grinned. “Why yes! That would be totally acceptable. What did you have in mind?”

I squirmed on the seat. The vibrating pendant was laying on my petals now that I was sitting, and while I wasn’t quite near another orgasm, it was driving me a little nuts. Kari listened intently.

“That will do nicely. Yes. I totally approve. You’ll need to arrange a sitter for her of course. Rachel needs to be taken care of.” Kari listened as I sat there, mouth open, as Kari arranged my evening, right down to providing child care. “Yes. That will do nicely. Very well. What? Me? Perhaps. But I think I might stay home and get a good night’s sleep.” Kari glanced up at me. “Because she’ll undoubtedly need to be tormented tomorrow.”

The person on the phone said something and Kari’s eyes widened. “Oh? I think you underestimate her resilience. My suspicion is that she’ll still come. Even then.” Kari went silent, then smiled. “Very well. Best of luck. Make sure her feet are clean,” she smirked. Then she hung up.

“You should be pleased to know that I’ve arranged your punishments for this evening. Julie will be handling the particulars, but I’ve let her know that I specifically want them to be…” she paused dramatically. “Severe.”

The cold knot of lead in my stomach solidified and grew about three times bigger. “Julie? She’s going to punish me?”

Kari nodded. “Since you so aptly evaded one of the punishments you’ve earned. I see that your feet are covered in cum though, so I suspect you were successful at finding cock?”

I nodded, still feeling panicky. “Yes. What is Julie going to do to me?”

Kari shrugged. “I’ve only got the basics. You’ll be taken to the Society’s meeting room where you will be stripped, restrained, and presented. After that?” She gave me a knowing look. “Well, I wouldn’t want to ruin the surprise.”

I felt the sticky cum on the bottom of my feet seem to stretch as my flip flop fell a bit away from my heel. I licked my lips anxiously.

“Kari?” I said softly. “I’m totally fine with you ruining the surprise.”

And Kari just laughed.


Part Twelve

I’ve never really liked the word “punishment,” especially how it applies to me. Punishment is what is termed in psychological circles as negative reinforcement. If you do A, when you aren’t supposed to, then you suffer B. In parenting terms, B could be subjecting your child to a spanking, or grounding them. If you don’t get good grades on your report card, then no sleeping over at Tiffany’s place.

But problems arise when punishment and sexual torment are similar. If a girl, say a red-headed, nympho humiliation pain slut, pulls down her pants, baring her bottom, and then lays down across your lap with a seductive look on her face, begging for a spanking, then is that punishment? Or torment? And what if you’ve just ordered that same, red-headed cum slut to spread her legs so you can spank her pussy and she doesn’t do it quickly enough. You flip her over and leave about a dozen blistering strokes to her behind. Right?

But what if she likes that sort of thing?

Some submissives quantify it by arousal. If it makes you wet, then it’s torment. If it makes you cry, then it’s punishment. But as everyone seems to know, I’m a bit fucked in the head, and I don’t mean the regular skull fuckings I get by various gentlemen each week. I mean that the things that hurt have a high tendency to make me wet. I mean… wetter. So you can understand my trepidation when Julie assured Kari that I would be punished. Not just once. But three times.

Julie arrived at my apartment with Mike the Hardware Guy in tow and he’d promised to watch my daughter Rachel, which basically meant that they’d be playing a video game for the next three or four hours until Julie dragged Rachel’s mother back in late. I’d not been allowed to put on shoes - not even flip flops or sandals, and instead was practically dragged out to Julie’s car by a snagged and pinched nipple, dressed in a pair of jean shorts and a tee shirt. The vibroballs Kari had made me wear that morning were still inside me, but I’d been given an hour or two to relax before the dark haired, thin boned waif of a dominatrix, collected me.

“I’m soooo looking forward to this!” Julie said in a hushed voice. “I’ve been dreaming of doing this to you for weeks.”

That scared the shit out of me.

We were in the meeting room of the Society of the Golden Rose, a lesbian BDSM club in Houston that was restricted to a number of elites. You didn’t look to join the Society. You were invited. Dues were excessive and you had to bring along your own sub. Even then the submissive girl had to pass a challenge, a gauntlet, before you could join. And if she did win through the gauntlet, she faced a nipple piercing (if it wasn’t already done) so she could sport the small, gold padlock, emblazoned with the rose emblem. There were already over fifteen members and I wouldn’t be surprised if more were added this next year. 

Julie had marched me in pretentiously. The darkness surrounding us was thick and heavy, and the one bright spot of illumination was not only imposing, but actually a bit frightening. In the very center of the circle of light was the restraint chair, a metal and leather monstrosity meant for securing a willing, or unwilling victim, in a position suitable for sexual torment - or in my case - something more vicious: punishment.

Along the periphery of radiance were four wooden chairs, straight backed and solid, impressing upon me a certain tone of severity. This was not some walk in the park I was embarking on. I was too be punished. Severely. Then a woman stepped out of the darkness. I recognized her immediately.

“Sara,” said Julie softly. “It’s such a pleasure to see you. Thank you for coming.”

“Are you kidding? I wouldn’t miss this for the world,” Sara replied with a laugh. She looked over at me. “How often do I have an opportunity to punish Bre?”

“Every society meeting,” I muttered. “And every time Julie or Kari drags me over to your place.”

Both of them glared at me.

“Where is Alissa?” Julie asked, looking around for Sara’s submissive.

Sara waved her hand. “She’s preparing the instrument cart. Everything you asked for, and a few things I felt might be appropriate for use upon her clit as well.”

“Very well,” Julie replied. “Is anyone else here yet?

A soft cough came from behind me and I turned, glancing over my shoulder. Mistress Amanda stepped into the light, her own gorgeous, blond, and unusually short submissive - Gwendolyn - standing behind her. Gwennie was petite and beautiful, not to mention gloriously nude. I actually felt a little uncomfortable being dressed. Except Gwen wasn’t there to be punished. Mistress Amanda went to Sara, kissed her on the cheek, and then did the same to Julie. She walked over to one of the seats and sat down. Gwennie went with her and settled down on her knees, looking at me with a mysterious look, as if she knew exactly what was about to happen. Sara gave me a delighted smile, then sat down next to Amanda.

“Breanne,” Julie said, turning toward me. “Disrobe immediately. Then we will get you ready.”

My insides had been quivering before she spoke, but now they really began to dance. My heart started racing, and not for good reasons. Even as I unsnapped the button of my blue jean shorts and began pushing them downward, I noticed more movement in the darkness. Someone else. I looked over and saw Mistress Savannah, a southern belle of a woman, blonde with a thick Georgian accent. She might have been an extra in Gone with the Wind, except she was too young. Behind her stood Kylie, a waif of a girl with brown hair, cut pixie style. Like Gwen and no doubt Alissa (wherever she was,) Kylie was naked, her thin form pale in the reflected light. I couldn’t help noticing some fresh crimson colored welts crossing Kylie’s breasts and the girl’s pussy appeared a little swollen. That just made me intrigued. I couldn’t help wondering what her day had been like.

“Good evening,” Savannah said politely. “I apologize for being late. Traffic was difficult.”

Julie waved her hand and gestured to the last seat. Savannah sat and I watched as Kylie settled onto the floor at her feet, kneeling and watching me with an expression of wanton lust. I gave her a little wave of my hand and she winked.

“Why aren’t you naked yet?” Julie suddenly snapped. Her hand flew and caught me across the chest. I was still wearing a tee shirt, but the blow was hard enough to make me gasp.

“Sorry!” I exclaimed. I kicked my shorts off. I was barefoot anyway and since I wasn’t wearing panties, my bottom half was now bare. Julie eyed me and I pulled off my tee shirt, tossing it aside.

“Fail to follow an order again this evening and you will earn another punishment,” she warned me.”

“So what did the little fuckslut do?” Asked Amanda, running her hand through Gwendolyn’s hair. “Lip off again?”

Julie let out a laugh as she pushed me backward. “She closed her knees,” Julie replied lightly. “Twice. She was told specifically not to do that. And technically, she had two orgasms she wasn’t allowed to have. She’s been punished for one of them already. We will be inflicting the other three punishments tonight.”

“Well, I for one, hope Breanne is ready for it.” Amanda looked at Julie. “You did say ‘severe’. Correct?”

Julie nodded. “I did. This will teach Breanne the importance of resisting orgasm. Alissa is preparing the instrument cart right now. Each of you will have the opportunity to take the lead, as we discussed on the phone. The rest of us will handle the minor details. Bre, perhaps unwisely, elected to go barefoot this evening. So while she is being punished, we will also have the freedom to torment her toes.”

Savannah gave her an uncomfortable look. “Nothing too damaging, right?”

Julie shook her head. “No. She needs to be able to walk out of here tonight. But her clit is fair game. She needs to be swollen, sore, and ready to get down on her knees, begging that no one touches her clit tomorrow.”

That did not make me feel better. Julie could be cruel, but I had truly no idea what was coming. The restraint chair itself was cause for concern, but I’d been in it before, multiple times, strapped down, tilted back, and spread open, giving the very women present an opportunity to touch, taste, torment, and use me. But I was pretty sure this wasn’t going to be the same kind of experience.

Sara, Amanda, and Savannah all gave me a studious look and I thought I could see a certain sexual tinge to them. Julie grinned, patted my rounded buttock, and then pointed toward the center of the light. “Breanne, please have a seat so we can begin,” Julie said, stepping back and gesturing toward the restraint chair. I bit my lip, trying to think of a way out of this scrape, but I realized that I was long past the point I could have changed things. This was going to be bad. I moved to the chair and turned my back to it. I hopped up, sitting down on the barest of seats. It was more just a short padded rest, someplace to put my ass while I was tilted backward to a forty degree angle. In fact, it resembled in many ways, a gynecologist’s exam chair. There were stir-ups holding my calves, which Julie cranked further and further open, spreading my legs obscene distances. My arms were brought up above my head and both wrists bound with straps. Then three different belts, one above my breasts, one across my ribs, and one over my hips, were all secured, leaving me with no options. They could do anything to me they wanted. 

“So,” I said to Julie. “Uh… what’s the punishment going to be?” I was understandably nervous as a number of things crossed my mind. “I still have to work tomorrow and…”

Julie put a finger on my lips. “Hush.”

I went silent.

“Breanne, I know that these last three days have been hard on you. The whole shoe thing,” Julie said softly, even sympathetically. She ran her hand down my leg and to the bottom of my right foot. She began rubbing my sole and I groaned. “You’ve endured all sorts of agonies, and on top of it, you’ve still had to comply with NHPS Rule #1. You’ve been stimulated into orgasm over and over. And you’ve had no choice but to cum, pushed into it by the very punishments you’ve endured. Well,” she said with finality. “Not tonight.” She suddenly patted my pussy, slapping it, but not hard. Just… firmly. “Tonight I can promise you one very important thing.”

I gulped. “What’s that?”

She pushed two fingers into my wet slit, grabbed the vibroballs, and pulled them out. “It’s going to hurt.”

Just at that moment, another naked girl came into the light. She was petite and very young, easily in her early twenties. Her skin was covered in these amazing looking, star-shaped blotches, which had been left there by a previous dominatrix with a metal studded whip. It had not been a good time for Alissa. Now she belonged to Sara, and the partnership, despite the twenty year age gap, had been good for both of them. Alissa had gotten her paralegal certification and was even going to college, working on what she needed to get her better prepared for law school. The change in her demeanor was dramatic.

Alissa was also pulling a cart. Covered with a red cloth, she moved it into position just a few feet away from me.

“Good evening Mistress Julie,” Alissa said politely. “Where would you like me to put this? Do you want Bre to be able to see what’s on it?”

Julie pursed her lips. “That’s an excellent idea, Alissa. Please put it behind the chair.”

I gave Alissa a sharp, frustrated glare, but she ignored it. She was so pretty. Naked, soft, and her right nipple glittered where the piercing and padlock hung. She pushed the cart behind me and no matter which way I twisted my head, I couldn’t see what was on it. I heard the draw of the cloth and even a sharp draw of breath. I looked back at the other mistresses. Their faces looked - enraptured - as if this were going to be one of the best nights of their lives.

Kylie’s eyes however were wide with alarm and she caught my eyes with a somewhat helpless shake of her head.

Oh. Okay. This… this was going to be bad. Wasn’t it? Julie reached up, grabbed my right breast and gave it a good, hard squeeze. I moaned.

“One more thing,” Julie said softly. “You aren’t allowed to cum tonight without permission. I mean it,” she said emphatically. “When you feel you’re getting close, when you can’t hold off any longer, you need to beg, loudly and earnestly, for us to let you cum. If you do cum, when we haven’t given you permission, then I’ll tack on another punishment. Do you understand?”

My eyes widened and I gulped. A quick nod and Julie smiled. She turned away and gestured to Mistress Sara. I watched as the older woman stood up. Redheaded like me, Sara was a tort attorney with a penchant for breast abuse. Looking a bit like the actress Christina Hendricks, Sara stepped over to a shadowed table, selected a short flogger, with rubber strands, and came right on up to me, her black dress sexy and voluptuous.

“Hello, Bre.” It was a simple, warm, even loving greeting, and I looked up at her warily. “How about a kiss?” She asked, swinging the whip down across my chest. The rubber strands struck my breasts, but it wasn’t actually a blow. It made me twitch though. She bent her head down, her hair brushing at my chest, soft and slippery. Our lips met and the next thing I knew her tongue was in my mouth, circling and licking at my teeth. I opened up a bit, letting her do to me as she wanted, which was why I was totally and completely unprepared for the next sensation that came.

Someone licked my clitoris.

That lick turned into suckling and soft, tiny hands were placed on my thighs. It wasn’t like I was going to be spread apart any more than I already was, but the pressure was tantalizing. Erotic. Then I felt fingers rubbing the bottoms of my feet. Sara broke the kiss a moment later and as she straightened I saw them all. Savannah was at my left foot, Amanda at my right, and there was a wealth of light brown hair, braided elegantly, pressed against my pussy. I realized that it must be Alissa, jamming her tongue deep into my slit as the waves of pleasure coming up from between my legs became rather all encompassing. I moaned. I thrust upward, even though one of the belts holding me down kept that thrust from going more than an inch. Light touches to the bottoms of my feet combined with the tongue on my clit and I tightened up as Alissa pushed her thumb into my pussy.

That’s when Sara stepped back and began whipping my breasts. Since she was using a flogger, and not hitting very hard, all I got was a slight sting. But when you consider the fact that my bottom half was getting a very intense, sexual workout, you can imagine what that kind of stimulation to my breasts was doing. Sara is a master with the whip and her usual focus is on a submissive’s boobs. She was managing to hit mine with just the tips of the flogger, leaving me breathless.

I totally missed it when Julie handed Savannah the rubber band, but I felt it go down over my left foot. The expected snap came a moment later and I my brain started to short circuit. I cooed, gasped, moaned, and writhed in my bondage, as a wealth of sensitive stimulation shot up my spinal cord and smashed against the walls of my brain.

In hindsight, I can process it. First, I was tied down, my legs spread open, held in place. That in and of itself is an erotic thing. I had no control. My sex was vulnerable and exposed. My breasts available to touch, squeeze, pinch, and strike. My nipples were hard and throbbing. My pussy was empty, but that didn’t matter one little bit, because one of my fellow submissives was happily munching away, licking, sucking, and fucking my sweet bits as if I were a bowl full of Blue Bell Ice Cream. Alissa’s thumb was pumping in and out of me too and then I felt her other finger probe my bottom. Talk about sensation! Oh my God!

And then there was Savannah, alternating between the soft, gentle, almost ticklish rub of my right foot and the harsh, stinging snap of the elastic, smashing into the delicate arch. She did the rubber band every five or six seconds, enough to quickly turn my sole pink. And Amanda didn’t disappoint either, on my right foot I felt the prickling sensation of a Wartenberg pinwheel being rolled from toe to heel and back up again. She didn’t press hard, but she had to hold my foot in her hand to keep me from jerking it.

Then came Sara, who snapped and struck at my bare breasts, keeping them jumping, swinging, and stinging, the nipples taut and pointed, all with a rubber flogger. She didn’t spare me either. As I moaned at the clitoral stimulation, I cried out as my bosom went from white to a flushed rose. Each blow elicited another yelp from me and my head went left and right as it all began to overwhelm me. Pain and pleasure collided in my head and as usual, my poor, sex soaked brain began to short-circuit, unable to tell the difference, throwing its metaphorical hands up in the air and yelling, “Well, shit. Fuck it! It ALL FEELS GOOD!”


Part Thirteen

I have often described having an orgasm, indeed - the entire sexual experience - as climbing a mountain. The laborious path up the slope is the foreplay, steadily wearing at you. Eventually you reach a point where your speed becomes dangerous, and up ahead is the pinnacle, a cliff with a definite edge. At this point you can do several things. You can stop, turn around, and go home. If you’re going to fast, you can try to slow yourself, scrabbling at the dirt, halting yourself right at the edge, looking into the abyss, the pressure and desperation tearing at you, only to perch there quietly, suffering with want, not giving in. Or you can quietly say “fuck it,” launch into a sprint, go full steam ahead, and jump, plunging from that high point with a scream of hip pumping ecstasy.

The first option isn’t one when you’re tied up with your legs spread and three women are inflicting different sensorial torments on your person. For that matter, neither was the second. An edge? You had to be fucking kidding me. I wanted to cum. Badly. I was shaking with need. But right as I looked into the chasm, I remembered Julie’s threat. More punishment. So I grit my teeth, squealed and begged for permission a few seconds before Alissa, Savannah, Amanda, and Sara were going to not just drive me over the cliff, but throw me over.

“Please! Oh My God! Please! Can I cum? I need to cum!” I screamed.

Suddenly it all stopped. Alissa’s tongue disappeared. Her fingers were pulled from my bottom and my pussy. Savannah let go of the rubber band just one last time and Amanda’s pinwheel spared my arch another pass. The whip across my breasts was yanked away and for ten long, horrible seconds, I went untouched. I watched as Sara moved to the end of the chair, between my legs and raised the whip.

“No,” she said, in reply to my request. Then she lashed down at me, hard.

It is no secret that my favorite way to be spanked, whipped, or beaten, is between the legs. Spread my feet wide, tie me open, and apply brutal force to my clit and I go absolute bonkers. I’d proven that with Juan that afternoon. I was perched on the edge of orgasm when Sara began whipping me and if her intention was to hurt me bad enough to destroy the orgasm, then she failed miserably. Four strokes in I screamed, arching my back, pressing and pulling against my bonds. But not in agony. Oh God no. Definitely not.

“I think she’s coming,” I heard someone say brightly, as I trembled in ecstasy, exploding with such force that every other climax I’d had that day paled in comparison. Fluids sprayed out of me as the whip fell and my vision went black and white, faded and tunneled, and I jerked and jittered as the muscles spasms rocked me. Lash after lash fell on my pussy and I kept cumming until my energy faded.

Then I felt the whipping. It stung. Another stroke. It ate at my euphoria. Whack. Now I shuddered. Boom. Oh God… the heat.

Sara pulled back when it was clear I was in serious pain and I felt her fingers on my pussy, stretching my labia.

“Hmm, no damage. But she certainly is wet,” Sara observed wryly.

“Yes indeed,” Amanda confirmed. “She obviously had another orgasm.” Even Savannah nodded.

Julie chuckled. “Frankly, I expected that. She’s been on edge for a few hours and I’m not sure I could resist Alissa’s tongue.” She smiled at the brown haired sub kneeling nearby. Then Julie turned and looked at Amanda. “I believe it’s your turn?”

Amanda nodded and snapped her finger. Gwendolyn, who was still kneeling by the chairs, stood up and hurried over. She didn’t even wait. I lifted my head to see the petite woman give me a grin, and then she pressed her mouth to my still hot, slippery, stinging slit.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

If you’ve ever received cunnlingus right after having your pussy whipped, there is nothing like it in the world. I know this sounds crazy, but it felt amazing. My skin felt super sensitive, my clit seemed swollen, and Gwendolyn did things both differently and similar to what Alissa had done to me. I felt Gwennie’s tongue slip up and down through my folds, tasting and licking me, only to have her suckle my clitoris. It took less than three minutes for the girl to remove the vestiges of Sara’s pussy whipping, leaving me breathless.

But I’d just cum, so it wasn’t like I was right on the edge. If we were to use that mountain metaphor, I’d been sent back to Everest Base Camp and had a long climb ahead of me. And that was when I felt something wet and slick being rubbed into my right foot. I glanced that way and saw Sara. Her hands glistened and she massaged the oil into my sole, pressing deep into the soft pads. I groaned, but not in agony. Pleasure surged through me as she rubbed, giving me relief even as she’d done a moment before with her whip. Then she began to run her nails up and down my instep and I gasped. But Savannah pulled the rubber band off my foot at that particular moment, and she proceeded to lift an ostrich feather - fluffy and soft, running it across the bottom of my left foot. It almost tickled. If she had gone faster, I might have gone crazy. But as it was, my eyes rolled up into the back of my head as I groaned with delight.

If there is one thing that makes me feel sorry for monogamous lovers, it’s this. There is something divine about having multiple hands upon your person. Especially in a sexual manner. I know - it’s hard for some people to imagine. Threesomes are not exactly considered mainstream in this country. But the reality is that having multiple people touch you, especially in sensuous and prurient ways, magnifies the sensation tenfold. Your body literally hums with pleasure. Your sensitivity increases and if done correctly, you can be taken to a nirvana that is difficult to even imagine if you’ve never had it done to you.

Gwennie slid a finger into my ass, all the way up to the knuckle and I didn’t even care. Her mouth kissed and licked its way up my petals and found my clit, red and corpulent, only to draw it in and roll it around with her tongue. My left foot twitched under the feather.

That’s when Mistress Amanda loomed above me, a small bottle in one hand, and a brush in the other. She smiled down at me, and then painted my nipples with quick, deft strokes. I admit, it felt good, but only for a moment. Then the scent of cinnamon hit me and a cold tingle made the tips of each breast pucker. Gwennie’s mouth seemed far away as the cold turned to heat and my nipples seemed to burn.

Stinging O.

There weren’t many bottles left, but the combination of cinnamon, pepper, and grapeseed oils did exactly what it was designed to do. It simulated the same sensations as Icy Hot, but at levels that no manufacturer would dare to replicate. It was a homemade brew - and I hadn’t made any new Stinging O in years - so I wasn’t quite prepared for it. Amanda blew across my breasts and I arched my back, thrusting my tits upward.

“So hot,” she whispered. She then proceeded to tease my nipples with the brush, swirling the oil around, making sure it seeped into every pore. I went nuts, thrashing on the restraint chair, not that it did me any good and I realized that I was begging, begging them to stop, and then start, and then asking for more. The words came out of my mouth even before I realized it.

“Please? Please can I cum? Oh my God! Can I cum? Please Mistress?”

That’s when the same, horrible, damn thing happened. The feather brushing my left foot disappeared. Sara’s gentle kneading of my right sole stopped, her fingers pulling back. Gwendolyn’s questing tongue and her thrusting finger in my bottom were drawn away, leaving my pussy open and grasping, my hips rolling, thrusting forward lewdly, desperate.

I didn’t see it coming. Or expect it. But a soaking, hot towel was slapped onto my pussy. I cried out, twisting on the chair, unable to get the awful heat away from my petals, or my clitoris. I squeezed my eyes shut, toes curling.

The cloth was yanked away and I felt the cool air, but without even a note of warning, something hard was shoved into my pussy. It was no gentle fuck, but a thrust, an implantation, and a four-inch-long icicle, shaped like a stunted cock, was jammed deep into my body. Then Amanda put the very hot cloth back over my pussy.

Forget orgasm.

A riot of sensation streamed up from between my legs, none of it conducive to cumming. Hot and cold warred and I was the battlefield, slowly equalizing the two as cold water poured from my pussy, soaking the hot cloth. I opened my eyes and could have sworn there was steam coming from my groin. My nipples still burned and I twitched hard.

“Punishment two complete,” Amanda breathed. “That will teach you not to close your legs,” she said with dark satisfaction. “Your pussy should always be exposed.” She ran her hand down my body. “Julie? Are you sure I can’t coat her clit with this stuff?”

Julie shook her head. “No. Kylie will be licking her next and we don’t want to burn her mouth. That stuff is like eating a Japanese pepper straight.”

Amanda looked down at it. “Oh. Wow. Good to know.” She disappeared from my view and I could imagine she was putting the bottle down. Probably capping it carefully as well.

Julie looked down at me. “How are you doing?” She asked honestly.

I looked up at her, still trembling, realizing only then that I was panting. “I needed to cum,” I whispered, emphasizing the past tense.

She laughed. “And now?”

“Hot,” I replied breathlessly. “And I don’t need to cum.”

Julie reached down between my legs and gingerly patted my cloth covered cunt. That didn’t feel good. Evidently though it wasn’t hot enough because she then pressed her hand to it, mashing it hard down on my pussy. I moaned and whimpered, pushing back up against her.

For several minutes they let me drip, water flowing from the melted ice inside me, and from the cloth. But eventually Julie pulled the soaked rag from my groin, let me cool down, and then she dried me herself, patting my petals and clit gently.

“Time for the third punishment,” she said softly.

Savannah gestured at Kylie and the girl rose. Her nudity was perfect, the small gold padlock dangling from her right nipple a sweet bit of decoration. She was taller than me, with a pixie cut, dark chocolate colored hair, and a slightly upturned nose. She came up between my legs and then looked at Savannah.

“Can I have the flavored oil please?” She asked.

Savannah nodded and handed her a bottle.

Now, I need to state for the record that it wasn’t because of me that she asked for this. Kylie is an oil freak. She wants oil on everything. Sucking cock? She wants to oil it first. Sucking on someone’s toes? Yep. Oil. Grilling a hot dog? You betcha. Oil. Olive in that case. Kylie loves being coated in oil too. And never baby oil. She wants the pleasure of being slick and wet, all while being able to put her tongue in every nook and cranny available.

And let’s be honest. Baby oil doesn’t exactly taste good now, does it?

Kyle unsnapped the bottle and poured a line of fluid from my left knee, down my inner thigh, across my clitoris, and then back up my opposite leg. As the oil trickled downward, tickling me, she put her hands on both of my knees and then slid them slowly across each leg, scooping up the lubricant and smearing it over my skin. She got closer and closer to my slit, and then her hands were there, pressing into me, her fingers rubbing my petals back and forth. I gasped, arching my back again, and I heard the sound of her pressing into me, two, then three, even as I felt the penetration. Kylie’s thumb found my distended clit and began rubbing it. Then she pushed another oily finger into my bottom. Both hands moved at once and I felt her fucking me, fingers in each hole. Soft. Slow. Languorous.

Oh. Wow. I cycled back into “please fuck me now” mode and groaned.

She managed to get a fourth finger into me, folding her hand up, pressing it deep into my gash. Then she left my clit alone, brought her thumb downward, and with deliberate, steady pressure, pushed her entire hand into my sex.

Something sharp and hard poked the center of my left foot and I saw Sara with a wooden skewer, stabbing at my arch. It was a very different sensation from Kylie’s hand up my cunt. “Arrgggghhh!” I managed to utter as I rolled my ankle, trying to get away from her, but then something excruciatingly hot fell on the toes of my oiled right foot, and I saw Amanda holding a lit candle, dripping melting paraffin on me!

When you can’t close your legs, and two women are hurting your feet, and there’s a girl in the middle fisting you, with one finger up your bum, you kind of go crazy. I let out a long, loud cry.

“Oh fuck! Fuck! That hurts!” I yelled. Sara laughed. “Does it?” She replied, and turned the skewer sideways. She pulled one end back and let it snap against my arch. “Like this?”

I grit my teeth and maybe I even screeched a little.

“Here, let me help,” Savannah said softly. She loomed up next to me, put her hand on my clit, and began rubbing it in circles. More pleasure, mixing it up with the hurt. I shuddered violently, unable to process the different sensations. I thrust upward again and Kylie picked up the pace of her fisting. My grasping pussy tightened around her wrist as I squeezed her. I felt her fingers rolling inside me, pressing against my g-spot, swirling and caressing.

Sharp pain from my feet. Oww. Hurt. Feels so good! I want… I can’t… It’s… Oh God. No. Not again. I don’t…

Savannah lifted the little red wand and touched it to my left nipple. She pulled the trigger and the electrical jolt shocked me, like jabbing a needle into my tit. I yelped, jerking, pain triggering a new surge of endorphins, and Savannah hit my other nipple with the wand, back and forth, back and forth. I lost count at eleven, but I felt them. Thrust and roll between my legs, two fingers pumping in my ass. Prickling stinging at one foot. Hot wax on the other. Savannah’s fingers pinching my clit lightly, flicking, rubbing. I cried out, pumping my hips, thrashing and pulling on the straps holding me down. Colors flashed behind my eyelids and I opened my mouth, yelling, begging, pleading… all for permission to cum.

“Denied,” Savannah said simply. And as Kylie pulled her hand free of my pussy, her fingers from my ass, and Amanda and Sara stepped away from my feet, Savannah pressed the wand to my clit. Shock after shock hit me, breaking me in half, tearing at my arousal. It burned me. It froze me. It hurt me. The orgasm shattered, falling away in a terrible ruin as my body reacted to the electricity.

“Ssshhh,” said Julie as I sobbed into her arm. She was untying me. They were all untying me, freeing me from the restraint chair. As soon as my hands were free I put them down between my legs, covering my sex. My clit throbbed angrily under my fingers and I whimpered. I felt my ankles come free and the mistresses carefully held my legs, closing them. I was pulled upright and then away from the chair. My knees buckled and I fell, but was held up and gently lowered to the floor.  

“I’m confused,” Amanda said. “I thought we were going to punish her again. You know, for exploding?”

Julie chuckled. She unbuckled her black pants and let them drop, revealing red, lace panties. With a grin she pushed them down, stepping out of them. “We are,” she said simply. Using her toe, she pushed me onto my back and then stood directly over my head. Slowly she dropped down, kneeling on either side of my head.

“How is this punishment?” demanded Amanda, looking down at me. This time it was Sara who laughed.

“Because Breanne will now need to pleasure all of us. To orgasm,” she said with a knowing grin. Her hands went to her dress and began pulling it upward. I saw her strong, milky white thighs and then a bare, shaved slit.

“Even the subs?” Amanda asked.

Savannah stepped up. “Especially the subs,” she said with a grin.

“How is this punishment then?”

Julie settled down on my mouth, rubbing her soaked pussy against my nose and lips. I really had no choice. I stuck my tongue out, into her gash, tasting the salty, tangy musk I loved so much. Julie gasped, then moaned softly. Her hips began gyrating as she moved back and forth across my face.

“Because,” Julie said, breathlessly. “She won’t be allowed to cum herself.”

“Oh,” said Amanda, a grin of delight on her face. “That’s just perfect.”

Perfect. For everyone but me.


Part Fourteen

I was sitting at my desk bright and early Wednesday morning when Kari walked in. The look of displeasure on her face was patent as she pulled open the glass door of our office and I felt a sort of chill go through me, like a bug under a microscope. She stepped into the small lobby where my desk sat, her body language negative, and she crossed her arms as she stared down at me, her foot tapping with irritation. She was wearing black; a pencil skirt and ruffled collar blouse with gold accents. I understood her attitude. It mostly likely came from the fact that I was dressed down at the other end of the spectrum from her, and not in the way she preferred. I was barefoot, wearing respectable blue jean shorts, a tee shirt, a utilitarian bra and just to make matters worse, a long sleeve button-up shirt over it all. I felt inordinately comfortable.

Of course, I was following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut rule number one. I had to. That was a requirement. I’d argued with Julie that morning when she’d called and told me which particular toy I needed to push into my tender, sore, still dripping little love nest, but I’ve known for years that arguing with the dominatrixes who rule my life is not a winning prospect. Nestled against my labia, under the denim, strapped around my waist, was a specialized sex toy called a “Rotating Venus Penis.”  Not exactly the most arousing of names, but it was at least accurately descriptive. Had I been naked from the waist down, Kari would have seen a purple colored, plastic base, shaped into the form of a short-winged butterfly. The nose of the thing was pressed against my clitoris, while inside me, pushing four-inches up into the moist, dark depths of my sex, was the thing’s phallic probe.

Julie had no doubt wanted me wearing it because it was remotely operated, much like the vibroballs and Kari’s vibrating egg toy. In fact, as Kari glided in, the controller was sitting on the corner of my desk, waiting on her entrance. I hadn’t dared turn it on, not after the torments of the previous day. The idea of suffering the vibrations, not to mention the interior churning of the corkscrewing phallus, hadn’t quite appealed to me.

Kari let out an exasperated breath, hands on her hips. I looked up at her with a patient, but somewhat timid expression.

“Good morning?” I asked cautiously.

“Barefoot again I see,” she said, practically through clenched teeth. I sighed and turned my chair so I could face her.

“Kari,” I said both softly and patiently. “Do you have any idea what I went through last night?” I asked.

Kari sniffed. “I know exactly what you went through,” she replied. “Julie was quite explicit with her descriptions afterward. She wanted me to know exactly what you endured at my request.”

I ignored that jibe. Her request. Right. All Kari had asked for was punishments. It had been Julie to come up with the means and methods. I could tell. “So,” I continued. “You know that my clit is too tender for any sort of torment today.”

At that statement she scoffed. “I have yet to see the day when your clit is too sore for you to orgasm.” She leaned forward. “Or to suffer more. I’ve done much worse to you.”

I bit my lip, not sure how to take that. Was she wanting me to strip right there and just let her have her way with me? I shifted in my chair, waiting for her to either order me to get naked, or leave me be.

Finally Kari sighed. “You are aware,” she said solemnly. “That we have a consultation to be at this afternoon?” I blinked and gave her a confused look.

“You didn’t tell me I needed to be at that meeting,” I said hesitantly.

Kari shrugged. “Nevertheless, I will need you there in your official capacity.”

I swallowed. Official capacity meant being her executive assistant. Which is a fancy name for someone who takes notes - and at least in this industry - someone to distract the client while Kari begins the creative process.

“Which means I have approximately two and a half hours to convince you to put on some more appropriate footwear.”

My eyes widened. All this, just so that I’d be wearing a pair of shoes?

“So, to start off with,” she said, her mouth curling upward into a wicked grin. “I think it’s time you buffed the conference table again.”

I surge of anger went through me. I hadn’t been expecting something like that, especially not so soon.

“What the hell does that have to do with my feet?” I protested. “Besides, I did it last month!” I felt my pussy tighten around the RVP. I glanced at the corner of my desk. The controller was gone, which meant that Kari had it. I braced myself, knowing the thing was about to come on.

She shrugged. “Go prepare.” she said idly. “And Bre, use the yoga mat.”

I gave her a screwy look. “The yoga mat? That doesn’t make any sense,” I said aloud. “Not if I’m supposed to be buffing the table,” I retorted. Kari stopped, gave me a look, put a hand on my shoulder, and then spoke slowly and clearly.

“Put it on the ground, upside down,” she said. “And stand on the spikes.”

Oh. Ohhhhhhhhhh. That’s what it had to do with my feet.

She walked away, leaving me a little stunned and just a bit off kilter. She disappeared into her office at the end of the hall and I frowned. Great. Just great. With a sigh I stood up and traipsed my way back to the conference room. As usual, the six leather chairs were arranged around the wooden table, a mahogany surface that glistened. For a long moment I stared at the table, but then I pulled off the long sleeve shirt. My tee followed, then I unbuttoned my jeans. A moment later they were draped over the back of a chair. I took off my bra, but since I wasn’t wearing panties, the only thing still on my body was the RVP and my piercings.

When my first nipple was pierced, a solid gold ring was put into it. I didn’t know for a long time that it was removable, but over the years I figured it out. It’s mostly for hygienic reasons, and if I were to leave it out too long my body would heal and close up the hole. That said, for the next hour, that hole, not to mention the one next to it, would be free of hardware, and I removed both piercings and the padlock. I set them all on the wet bar in the corner and opened a drawer. Inside was a smooth, steel can, about six inches wide. I grabbed it, and then opened the cabinet, extracting the white yoga mat. I carried them both back to the table.

Normally, I put the yoga mat on the table, smooth side down, leaving a nice mat of sharp little points sticking straight up. Kari likes to bend me over the edge so that my breasts are positioned above the mat. Then she pushes down. Quite uncomfortable, especially when you’re getting spanked or fucked from behind. So it was just a little unusual for me to dump the thing where it technically was supposed to go: on the floor. I flipped it upside down, the pins meant to secure it in place on a rug or carpet, poking straight up. I’d never stood on it before. Gingerly I tested the sharpness of the points and was not enthusiastic about standing with all my weight on the points. Still, if Kari caught me not doing as she ordered, my punishment would be twice as bad. Wincing, I moved into place with both feet, trying hard to spread my weight evenly between my heels and toes. It didn’t exactly hurt, but I didn’t relish the thought of spending that much time standing on the damn thing. 

I opened the tin. Inside was a creamy, white material that looked a lot like lotion and smelled of lemon. I held the tin up and then without another wasted moment, dipped my entire right breast into the can, giving it a twist so that my entire boob was coated in the material. My nipple was already tingling by the time I moved the can to my left breast and I repeated the process. It was maddening. I wasn’t quite sure what was in the cream, but it made my nerves crawl as if ants were covering my bosom. I set the can aside, both breasts frosted in white, and I bent over, pressing my coated boobs against the table. Slowly I began drawing circles, rubbing the cream into the wood with my tits.

And that’s when the RVP started up. She knew me so well.

As I mentioned before, the toy strapped to my groin was called a Rotating Venus Penis. So yes, it could vibrate, but more importantly, the four inch dildo sticking out from the underside of the butterfly shaped base could corkscrew around like a wriggling worm on a hook. It began moving inside me with a languorous twist, churning my insides slowly as I pushed my chest back and forth, smearing the table with the cream. My nipples puckered into hard bumps, reacting to the polish just like normal. But what was very different was the yoga mat. The shifting of my weight from one foot to the other, all while having small, plastic spikes digging into the bottoms of my feet was maddening.

I worked my way down the table, stepping off the mat just long enough to give my poor feet a rest, and too kick it another twelve inches along the floor. Broad, spiraling circles spanned the table behind me as I literally buffed the damn thing with my tits, rubbing the hard, crinkled tips against the smooth wood.

Kari came in, empty handed (thank God,) and sat down in one of the leather chairs I’d pushed away from the table. I ignored her and continued rubbing my breasts in small circles on the table, smearing the polish around. I could feel her eyes boring into my rump.

“Very nice. How does that yoga mat feel?” She asked curiously, crossing her legs and leaning back. She looked tense, as if she was expecting something to happen.

“Like I’m standing on a cactus,” I muttered roughly.

“And your tits?” She continued. “Do they tingle?”

I nodded, my hair bobbing in its ponytail. “They’re not burning, but it feels like someone’s running a pinwheel across them over and over,” I replied sullenly. “Or shocked on level two.”

Kari grinned, leaning forward. “Are your feet uncomfortable?”

I took a deep breath. I was literally standing on a white, rubber yoga mat, with the carpet spikes turned upward. Fuck yes, it was uncomfortable. I almost said I that I wished I was wearing shoes, but realized that would be a mistake. Kari would jump on that.

“I’m fine,” I lied as I rubbed my breasts back and forth on the table, smearing the buff.

“No you’re not,” Kari replied, and I could hear the grin in her voice. “You’re shifting your weight from one side to the other almost constantly. Your feet can’t even stay still. It must be excruciating.”

That might have been an overstatement. Excruciating? Not exactly. But if I had to spend another hour like this I’d be putting on something else quick enough. And maybe that was the point. I didn’t reply. I didn’t want to goad her. Bad enough she had won already.

She sat and watched me for a few minutes, eyes sparkling as I finished one section, stepped off the mat, slid it over, stood on it again, applied fresh buffer to my still tingling breasts, and then bent over at the waist to rub the goop into the surface of the table.

“What is this stuff?” I demanded at some point, wondering why I’d never asked before. Kari shrugged.

“Jojoba oil,” she replied. “With a thickening agent. I forget what. Plus a little lemon juice.” Her mouth curled up into a grin. “Totally natural and even good for your skin,” she explained. I buffed another section of the table, mashing my poor breasts down against the wood. How humiliating. Then Kari suddenly stood up and she picked up my jeans and shirts. I caught a glimpse of her carrying my clothes as she headed toward the door. My head snapped up, mouth open.

“Hey! Where are you going with my clothes?” I spluttered, both breasts hanging there, covered in white gunk.

She whirled and looked back at me, wiggling my outfit. “I’m going to hang them up. I don’t want them to get wrinkled,” she said brightly. Then slipped out of the room, hurrying down the hall.

“Hey!” I shouted. “They’re jeans, damn it! They don’t wrinkle!” But she ignored me. For a second I thought about going after her, but then realized that the smarter thing to do would be to continue buffing the table. So I pushed the yoga mat another foot down the side, stepped on it with both feet, and bent back over the mahogany surface. Slow, uncomfortable circles, nipples tingling, tight and hard, all while the Rotating Venus Penis screwed around inside my pussy at the lowest setting.

Twenty uncomfortable minutes later I’d made it almost halfway around the circumference of the table when I heard a very disturbing sound. We’d attached a little bell chime, electronic of course, to the front door of the suite, since I’d been spending so much time in the punishment closet, or naked in the conference room. We’d had one almost disastrous morning a month before when neither Kari nor I had heard the door open, or the fact that someone had come in to see Kari. And since she’d been in the punishment closet with me, doing some very interesting things to her personal assistant in a very explicit and sadistic manner, she’d decided there needed to be some sort of warning.

Of course I stiffened at the sound of the bell, or the male voice that called out. But then I relaxed slightly as I heard Kari. There was a greeting of some sort and then, as their voices got louder, I realized that both of them were coming down the hall from my little desk.

Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh fuck.

“In here,” I heard Kari say and I whirled, darting off the yoga mat and crouching down under the table. I was up on tip toe, my arches aching and I glanced at the doorway. I know - I shouldn’t have done that, but come on! Wouldn’t you? I peered toward the open door frame of the conference room and saw Kari’s back. She was gesturing into the kitchen, and I watched as a man dressed in a gray shirt and tan slacks pulled a loaded dolly through. What the hell?

“You can put the new one in exactly the same place,” Kari said smoothly. I rose up, the immediate threat over. He hadn’t seen me.

“Where would you like the packets stored?” The man asked clearly. I heard a cabinet open. “Not a whole lot of room for storage.”

“You can put most of them in there, and if you need more room, there is a wet bar in the conference room with some additional space in the cabinets above,” she said. I glanced over at the wet bar in sudden panic. My clothes were gone, I was buck naked with my tits covered in white jojoba wax, stuffed with a four inch, spinning, curling, plastic and silicon cock, and trembling like a thirty story building in an earthquake.

“I’ll be in the first office, but my assistant is buffing the conference table if you need anything,” I heard Kari say.

The man chuckled. “I should be fine. This will take me about twenty minutes. Just got to get the water line hooked up. Then you will be able to make any coffee you want.”

“Tea as well,” confirmed Kari. “My assistant prefers the chai tea lattes.”

“I’ve got the milk froth packets,” he assured her.

“Excellent,” Kari said. Then I saw her again in the hall. I rushed to the door and stuck just my head out. Just Kari. I leaned forward and glanced into the kitchen. The guy was in the process of dismantling our coffee machine. There was a new one on his dolly. He wasn’t looking my direction, so I pulled back and waved at Kari. She saw me as she was turning into her office and paused, giving me this look. She didn’t say anything, but gestured instead, opening her hands as if to say “what?”

“Kari!” I hissed angrily, but not too loudly. He’d hear me. I also didn’t dare step into the hall.

I pointed frantically at the kitchen and made this face. “There’s a man in the suite!” I mouthed silently.

Kari nodded and shrugged. I didn’t need her to actually vocalize the words. They were clear as a bell. Yeah? So what?

I stared at her. Then I whispered, my cupped hand trying to block any sound reaching the guy in the kitchen. “I need my clothes!”

Slowly, she walked back down the hall toward me. She glanced into the kitchen, smiled, and then stopped in my doorway. She looked over my shoulder at the table. “Are you done with the table?” She asked curiously.

“You know I’m not,” I said angrily, but still softly. “Who is that? Why is he here?” I whispered again, even backing up.

“New coffee machine. I wanted one with the little packets. More efficient,” she said simply. “Manny is merely the technician who is installing it.”

I grimaced. She’d planned this. “Can I please have my clothes back?” It came out so soft that I’m surprised she heard it.

She pretended to consider it, but then shook her head dramatically, as if I’d asked for chocolate syrup to be poured all over my body just so someone could lick it off. “No. First of all, the table isn’t done, and second - I can’t bring you clothes. Your morning outfit is hanging on the back of your chair, so when you’re done with buffing my table, you can get cleaned up and go put it all on.”

My eyes widened. Cleaning up meant going into the kitchen and washing my breasts in the sink.

She saw the expression on my face. “Or…” she said wickedly. “I can bring you a pair of shoes.”

It was a sliver of hope. Shoes meant an outfit. An outfit meant at least some sort of coverage. Even having a bit of buffing cream still on my breasts wouldn’t be that bad. I could just change again.

“Fine,” I agreed hurriedly. “Can I have the shoes now?”

Kari nodded and turned away. I pranced back and forth worriedly. Would she bring the stripper shoes? It would mean the peasant shirt, with my tits hanging out, not to mention the blue pleated skirt. Manny would certainly stare, but at least I’d be covered. I’d have some control. A little bit of decency. Sort of.

But no, she wanted me dressed for an outing. That meant she’d bring the black stilettos. The matching black dress was sexy as hell, even slutty to a point, what with all the slits. But I could handle that, even if it did mean a spanking, and the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, and alligator clamps.

Kari reappeared and stepped into the conference room. For a long second, I blinked, totally bewildered. She gave me a grin, her eyes sparkling, and to my utter dismay, dropped the only object she was carrying on the floor.

“Here,” she said in a voice loud enough for Manny to hear. “I figured this would be the most appropriate, considering the situation. The matching outfit is at your desk. Don’t put it on until you finish the table. I’d hate for you to ruin an outfit.” And with that, she left, leaving just one, sad, little flip flop lying on the floor.

A leaden weight settled in my belly as I heard the sounds of Manny moving things around in the kitchen. For a long moment I just stood there, trying to think of an alternative, but nothing came to mind. This was the way it was going to be. I took a deep breath, trying to settle my nerves, the beating of my heart, and the pulsing of the RVP in my pussy. None of it worked, so I went over to the far side of the table, opened the can of buff, and smeared another thick glob of goo onto each breast. Then slowly I stepped onto the yoga mat, wincing as the sharp little spikes dug up into my soles, and bent over at the waist, resting my entire upper body on the smooth, clear, surface of the table. I moved in slow circles, my throat tight, my body trembling. Circle. Buff. Smear. Quiver. Dance. Move. Step. Circle. Buff. Smear. Quiver. Dance.

I was almost done with the table when Manny came into the room, boxes in his arms. He saw me just when I saw him, and I jerked up from the table in surprise, my arms coming up to cover my bosom. Thank God the boxes were just filled with coffee packets and tea, because they fell to the ground. We stared at each other, him looking at my naked body, while I fidgeted, spotting my flip flop just a few inches away from his shoes. His open mouth was full of surprise and I realized that once more, I had the power. I smiled.

“Hi. I’m Breanne Erickson. I’m Kari’s assistant. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.” I let my arms drop and gave him a little wave.

Manny blinked, his eyes still wide. He was so flummoxed, he couldn’t even speak. So I took a deep breath and asked the only question I could think of.

“Manny, I’d be willing to give you the most amazing blowjob you’ve ever had, just for a cup of tazo chai tea latte.”

He blinked and nodded. So I held up a pair of fingers.

“Two sugars,” I told him. He whirled and disappeared, so I rounded the table and grabbed the flip flop. A minute later he was back with a cup.

Yum.


Part Fifteen

Kari tapped her watch and gave me a concerted look. “If you are going to wear that, then I expect both flip flops to be filled. You’ve got fifteen minutes.”

I stood there in the little lobby as I wrapped my head around that ultimatum. Fifteen minutes isn’t a lot of time, but I was already halfway to the finish line and she really couldn’t argue with the fact that one of my feet was already slipping around in the deposited spunk of our new coffee machine maintenance guy. I sipped at my second cup of tazo chai latte, which I’d made with two different packets, then two packets of sugar. Wonderful.

“And if I don’t? I asked timidly, the taste of cinnamon and black pepper on my tongue.

Kari shrugged. “I’ll treat the flip flops as if you’re barefoot. And you’ll be punished for failure to wear them properly.”

She talked as if all I had on were the two flat foam shoes, rather than the accompanying ensemble. After Manny had left, I’d darted back up to my desk (yes - naked), and grabbed my bag. Inside were the various outfits to go with each pair of shoes, and I’d scurried back to the relative safety of the kitchen. While my tea brewed I washed my breasts, then pulled the white tube top and matching skirt onto my narrow frame.

Of course, there was more to it than just the clothes. A pair of clover clamps had to be attached to each nipple and Kari had graciously done that, tugging them firmly so that the mechanism tightened the pincers harder than necessary. She’d then bent me over and pushed a jeweled butt plugs up my ass. That was certainly uncomfortable. I then asked Kari about the requirement of the vibrator pendant, which was supposed to be attached to my clit. She’d responded by turning on the vibration function of the RVP.

Which wasn’t good. I hadn’t cum at all that morning, mostly because she hadn’t turned on the vibrating half of the RVP. I stood there for a moment, trying to get a gauge on how long I had before I popped. The damn toy was still set to low, but I could feel the pressure building a hell of a lot faster than it had been before. Kari smiled wickedly at my discomfiture.

“Fifteen minutes,” she warned me again. “And no cumming.” I nodded roughly, my throat about as tight as my pussy, and I hurried out of the little office, into the atrium, looking for cock.

It is rare that I am unsuccessful in finding cock when I’m on the prowl for it. I admit that I was highly distracted. After a morning of having my nipples subjected to the chemical tingling of the jojoba oil wax, not to mention the churning of the Rotating Venus Penis, followed by kneeling on the floor with cock in my mouth, I wasn’t exactly in a state promoting coherent thought. I was aroused. Deeply wanton. Desperate. And really, instead of thinking, I was concentrating on not cumming, because I still wasn’t allowed to orgasm.

I couldn’t find Jose. At all. I wasted five minutes looking for him. Then I went upstairs and looked in on my lawyer’s door. Except he was with a client and I could see he wanted a blowjob, but couldn’t find the time. With just five minutes remaining, I headed back downstairs, just a little dejected. Kari leaned over and watched me come in, one foot slipping in goo, the other still woefully dry.

Step. Slide. Step. Slide. Step. Slide. Yuck.

“Successful?” She asked from her desk. I plodded and slipped my way back down the hall toward her, shaking my head.

“Not enough time,” I told her. I leaned against the door, my hips already pumping, despite my best efforts. “I’m about five minutes away from cumming, though.” I said it as a statement of fact, the tension in my voice perfectly audible.

Kari glanced up at me. “I hope so,” she replied smugly. “It will give me an excuse to inflict some punishment upon you.”

I stood there, frowning. “Thanks for the tea machine. I like it.”

She waved her hand. I waited for a moment.

“Are you really planning on taking me to the Vikers meeting?” I asked, just a little breathless.

She nodded, pushing papers into her leather attaché. “I am.”

“You realize I can’t go like this,” I said, gesturing down at myself. The white tube top had absorbed a bit of the jojoba oil that had clung to my breasts, even after washing up. Parts were turning a bit opaque. It was indecent.

Kari shrugged. “Admittedly, I would prefer you to wear something else,” she said.

“The stripper shoes would not be appropriate either,” I stated with some surety. Though if I were going to be honest, it wasn’t the shoes that were the problem. It was the stupid peasant blouse and the blue pleated skirt. They looked like something a stripper would wear on a stage.

Kari focused on the shoes though. She shrugged. “The stripper heels would be better than the flip flops.”

“But not better than the stilettos,” I wheezed, though it was more a question. My God… the RVP was driving me bananas. I felt like a pot about to boil over, being stirred slowly and firmly by a mad cook.

She looked directly at me. “I think that’s something you have to decide. Not me.”

Wearing the stilettos meant pain. The jeweled plug in my bottom would be replaced by a motorized version that could both vibrate and extend. The clover clamps pinching the tips of my breasts would be replaced with toothed version, chewing on me, visible in little glimpses through some of the slits. The RVP would be on of course, and I’d be perched on six inch heels. And did I mention the spankings?

“What about the jumbo alligator clamp?” I asked, referring to the one clamp I wasn’t enthusiastic about wearing. “It will be noisy, especially if I have to wear it under the RVP.”

Kari considered it. “I’ll wave that clamp,” she said magnanimously. I nodded briskly, making my decision. There was no way I was going to hold off on cumming now. It was too close.

“I’ll go get the stilettos,” I gasped, then turned away as she nodded.

I’d left the black Italian stilettos in the kitchen, so I turned down the hall and walked (slide) walk (slide) to the kitchen. The scent of coffee filled my nose and I realized Kari must have tried a cup too. My bag of shoes and their corresponding outfits were there on the table, as were my jeans, tee shirt, and button-up. I stared at them for a long moment, then I did what every woman has the right to do at any fucking moment.

I changed my mind.

With my pussy fluttering around the four-inch-long cock of the Rotating Venus Penis, I cleaned my foot, wiping away the drying remnants of Manny’s spunk and left my flip flop to dry on its own. I stripped out of the white tube top and stretch skirt, tossing them aside. Trying to ignore the churning vibrations between my legs, I removed the clover clamps, then the butt plug, and grabbed my jeans. I pulled them on quickly, trying not to second guess myself. The Vickers meeting was important. Anthony Vickers was a sort of property advisor and he was building out a new office. We were supposed to be touring both his old office, and the new one, so that Kari could get a feel for what he liked, and what he would need.

I hopped twice to get the denim up over my ass, feeling it tug on the straps holding the RVP in place. One thing I didn’t anticipate though, was the tightness of the jeans. Sure, there was enough room in there for the RVP, but the center seam pushed the toy hard against my clitoris, and I’d only managed to pull on the tee and thread my arms into the button-up before the first waves of orgasmic bliss hit me like a ton of bricks. I collapsed into one of the plastic chairs, spread my legs, pointed my bare little toes, and pressed down hard through the denim, moaning dramatically. Pleasure blasted up through me, seeming to rattle my teeth. I shoved one hand up under my tee shirt, found one of my pierced nipples and twisted the gold ring, just a little. I shuddered in bliss.

“What. The. Fuck.”

I opened my eyes, panting hard, and saw Kari standing there, looking down at me, anger flashing across her face. My brain, already short-circuiting thanks to the orgasm, couldn’t really figure out if she was mad because of me being barefoot again, or about me cumming. So I didn’t say anything. I just rocked my hips even more violently. To be honest, I thought about unzipping my jeans and jamming a hand down there, just for extra fun.

“I thought you were going to wear the stilettos?” Kari demanded coldly.

I swallowed and shook, eyes glazed as my body embraced the one addiction that truly keeps me in thrall. The rush of adrenaline began to fade, leaving the sweet syrup of endorphins and dopamine and oxytocin - all naturally produced mind you - lingering in my bloodstream.

Fuck. I felt good. I grinned at her stupidly.

“Changed my mind,” I said languorously.

For a second, Kari looked furious. She jammed a hand into her pocket and the buzzing, churning sensation between my legs went still. It didn’t matter to me at that point. In fact, it felt good to have the stimulation stop. But then her face changed. She smiled, as if everything was right with the world.

One thing I’ve learned over the last ten years of my life, is that when Kari is smiling, she is at her most dangerous.

“Very well then.”

That unsettled me. Maybe this was a bad decision. I squirmed back and forth in my seat, which made the four-inch-cock inside me move a little. My pussy tightened up around it, but since it was off, nothing really happened. Except the feeling of foreboding actually became a lead weight in my tummy.

Kari nodded curtly and I pulled myself up from the chair. I could still feel the slippery sensation of the RVP pressing against me from the inside. It took only a moment to gather up my stuff. Then I padded after her, watching as she grabbed her purse and cell phone. My canvas bag swung in my hand, my other shoes, the matching outfits, and all the accessories inside. Kari’s eyebrow arched as I scurried out the door behind her.

“Just in case,” I said simply.

She shrugged, as if she didn’t care. But I knew she did. The tile of the lobby was cold on my feet. Then I locked the door and followed her out to her car.

It’s always a different sensation to be riding with Kari when you’re dressed, as opposed to being half naked. This time I settled in comfortably, even after tiptoeing across the concrete lot to get there. I put my feet up on the dash as Kari backed out. But then she pulled out her phone and made a phone call.

“Good morning, Ash. I was calling to see if you might be able to meet with us. Could Breanne and I bring you lunch today?”

I blinked. Ash was one of Kari’s “on-call” artists, a sculptor by trade who made these amazing, textured wall murals that Kari frequently used in some of her more esoteric designs. He had a studio not far from our office. Though studio might have been too kind of word. The placed was trashed every time I’d been to it. The man was a slob. I gave Kari a peculiar look. Weren’t we on a time schedule? Besides, we’d never brought him lunch before. I heard the buzz of his response over the phone.

“Well of course,” she replied after a moment. “That’s why I commissioned it,” she said. “I hadn’t expected to require it this early in the week, but Bre is being obstinate.” She glanced over at me, so I glowered at her. She smiled wickedly, her eyes literally sparkling, as if she were suddenly glad about my choice of attire.

“Absolutely,” she said into the phone. “Now, what do you want to eat? I was thinking Hungry’s.”

The rest of the conversation was innocent and involved food. Then she made another call, ordering take out from one of our favorite restaurants. We pulled up a few minutes later and she looked at me expectantly, holding out her credit card.

“Watch your step,” she said, grinning.

I sighed, took the card and went in, dancing across the pavement. My feet were going to be filthy by the time we got to Ash’s studio. I admit, I felt a little self-conscious walking barefoot through the restaurant, but it sure as hell beat any of the other shoes I might have worn. And I was dressed. Oh God was I dressed! I loved it! Jeans! And a tee shirt! In public! No one stared at me. No one thought “my word, look at that slut!”

I picked up the three lunches and went back to the car. Ten minutes later we were pulling up in front of a square, modern looking building, that wasn’t nice enough for offices, but not shoddy enough for warehousing. We walked in, me still barefoot, carrying both my canvas bag and the lunch packet, following Kari. We went down a broad hall. Then Kari knocked on a brown, wooden door that was unlocked and she entered as if she owned the place.

Ash is tall, thin, and somewhat gangly, the very epitome of the concept “starving artist.” Except he wasn’t starving. Well, maybe he was. Maybe that’s why we bought him lunch. He and Kari embraced and he gave me a leering grin. It took me a moment to realize that we wearing almost the exact same outfit; blue jeans, tee shirt, and even an over shirt. We were even both barefoot.

“Hello Breanne,” he said to me with a knowing smirk, as if I’d just done something that merited punishment. You know, like having an unauthorized orgasm. Kari hadn’t punished me yet for that, so I wondered what he knew that I didn’t. I hadn’t worked with Ash much, at least not alone, or one on one, and he’d always seemed to focus on hanging whatever he’d designed wherever Kari wanted it, to pay more than passing attention to the barely dressed nympho humiliation pain personal assistant standing nearby.

Today he seemed more interested. But it didn’t faze me. He could smolder and smirk all he wanted. Then he turned back toward Kari and gave her a sort of half bow.

“Where is it?” She asked imperiously.

“Ms. Anders,” Ash said, looking at the blonde goddess. “It’s right back here.” He gestured for us to continue back into the darker recesses of his studio. The exposed rafters overhead had lights, but they were mostly off. Only one spot was illuminated and it contained a pedestal.

It will be tough to describe, but I’ll do my best. First of all, it was made of wood. Oak, or something else hard. It stood about two feet tall and looked like some sort of jigsaw puzzle. It appeared to be made of nine, squared-off posts, each pressed and glued together. They stood on end. The sides were smooth. The top of the pedestal was flat and smooth as well, but there was something fitted atop the posts, which appeared from the side to be cut into various, textural shapes. It looked like cork, which had been carved to fit the patterns cut into the wood below. A two inch hole was set in the very middle, dark and foreboding. In the end, it made a nice little side table, about a foot in length and width, forming a square.

Kari looked down at the pedestal expectantly. Ash smiled and then bent down. With a flourish, he lifted the top of the pedestal, the cork cap, which came apart in two pieces, and stepped back, showing us what was beneath. Textural art indeed. Each post was carved into a different shape. One was a single, broad, point, like he’d made a miniature Pyramid of Giza. Another had these flowing edges, like waves. Another was a series of small points. Another sported nails, each one sharpened and tightly packed together. Even more bizarre was the fact that the center post had a hole drilled into it, deep and black, about an inch and a half across. I stared at the thing in confusion. Its purpose stymied me and I gave Ash a sort of “what the fuck” look.

“Superb,” Kari said in admiration, staring down at the very odd looking sculpture. “It’s exactly what I wanted.” She reached down and pressed a finger to one set of smooth, raised bumps.

Ash bowed again. “I’m glad you like it.” He looked up at me with a dirty grin. “Do you require a demonstration?”

“That would be excellent,” Kari said. She looked over at me. “Strip,” she said simply. “Including the RVP.”

I blinked. “Excuse me?” I stammered. I stood there, a bag in each hand.

“Your clothes. Remove them. It’s time for your punishment. You were not authorized to orgasm.”

I glanced at Ash, who didn’t seem surprised that his artistic patron was ordering her personal assistant to disrobe in front of him. I bit my lip for a moment, fighting all the usual protestations. I wanted to object. Not here please. Not in front of the Ash. Are you going to hurt me? But then I sighed. Here was better than in a crowded mall. At least I knew Ash.

I put down both bags and began by unbuckling my belt. Ash stared at me as I did it, a sort of feverish expression on his face. It felt odd. He’d never seemed that interested before, but now he stared as if it were the first time a woman had ever disrobed in front of him before. I almost felt sorry for him. I gave him a strained smile and peeled my jeans down, exposing my bare ass and the RVP. His eyes widened a bit, but as I kicked off my pants, he seemed to relax. I did the shirt next, half turning toward him, playing the stripper vibe pretty hard. I gave him a bit of a tease, finally pulling the shirt up and over my breasts. I hadn’t worn a bra, so he got two, full sized, white, perfect, jojoba buffed breasts right in the face. I could smell the scent of the wax still. The piercings and padlock were in place and Ash’s mouth seemed to salivate. He glanced at Kari, who nodded, and he approached me with both hands raised. I stood there as he delicately touched me, squeezing my bosom, just enjoying the texture of my nipples. To be honest, it felt good and I let him know it with a soft moan of pleasure.

Ash seemed just a little focused, so I couldn’t help ribbing him.

“Don’t get out much, do you?” I asked softly, but sarcastically. That prickled him and Ash gave my nipple a hard little pinch, making me gasp.

“The RVP too, Bre.” Kari tapped her foot impatiently. Ash let go of my boobs and I plucked at the straps at my waist. Ash backed off and watched as I pulled the wet, gooey, sex toy out of my slit. I held it up. The cock was wet, and I stared at him as I put the whole damn thing into my mouth and sucked on it.

He literally gulped.

I finished my appetizer and set it down on my clothes and stood there expectantly, buck naked, still wet, and wondered what was going to happen next. Ash backed away to the wall, then grabbed a cloth wrapped pole from the bench behind him. He came back, carrying it, and to my surprise, set the metal end into the pedestal, filling that center hole. I watched as he unwrapped the metal rod and bleak realization hit me a moment later.

The pole was extendable. Adjustable. And it was topped with a battery operated, motorized vibrator.

A big one.

Suddenly it all made sense. The position of the vibrator on the post, atop the pedestal, meant that I’d be standing on the wooden portion. I wouldn’t be able to go anywhere because my pussy would be stuffed to the brim, and I’d have no choice but to stand on the various textural torments he’d carved into the pedestal. I watched as he took the two pieces of the cork cap and fitted them back on, the vibrator studded post now between them in the pre-carved hole. He turned and gave me a look, his hand outstretched.

“Time to dance,” he said softly.

Punishment for cumming? Fuck that. Kari was getting me back for not wearing shoes.

I took a deep breath and took Ash’s hand, stepping up onto his pedestal. It was nice being taller than everyone else, but there wasn’t much floor space and I had to put a hand on Ash’s shoulder to keep from falling. The vibrator pressed against my leg and I was left with no option but to straddle it. Kari came forward and with deft fingers, loosened the adjusting key, then raised the vibrator.

I’m not exactly the sort of girl who doesn’t like being stuffed, in case you haven’t noticed. Despite my earlier orgasm, and the silent RVP during the ride over, I was still sufficiently wet that Ash’s massive, motorized dildo went in rather easily. I groaned, flat footed on the cork topper, making sure to keep my balance as the two sadistic artists worked around me. I felt the thing settle deep and my pussy squeezed on it tightly.

“Feel good?” Kari asked me expectantly. I nodded.

“It’s deep and full,” I replied, wondering what the vibrator would feel like on. It had a little protuberance that was pressing into my clitoris. The one thing I didn’t like was that it was so deep that I couldn’t really bounce on it, which is what certain parts of my body were already demanding I do.

Kari smiled, the looked at Ash. “You can turn it on. To low please.”

Ash produced a controller similar to the one Kari had used for the RVP. A moment later I stiffened, eyes rolling up into the back of my head as an exquisite vibration began between my legs, rolling through my pussy in waves. I shuddered and gasped, my body responding to the stimulation with wild abandon.

“Oh yes,” I moaned loudly.

“Ready Ms. Anders?” Ash asked Kari as I stood there, already losing myself to the pleasure. I was art. I was literally art. I felt the first bit of fluid seep from my sex and trace a line down my inner thigh. Kari nodded and Ash bent over, tapping my right foot.

“Lift up your foot Bre.”

I did as told, not realizing what was coming next until the cork was whisked away. I still had all my weight on my left foot, but the oscillations between my legs made it imperative to keep my balance, so I extended my toes downward.

Nails. About a hundred of them. I gasped, lifting back up and moved my foot again. The sharp ridges of the curved waves, digging into my toes and the balls of my feet. I stepped again. Angular zigzags, biting into my sole. And I couldn’t stand flat either. I had to be on tiptoe.

Oh God…

I tried to find a place to stand, but it was impossible. Ash moved to my other foot and began tickling my instep.

“Oh fuck! Oh no!” I blurted out, laughing. “Please don’t!” But then I couldn’t help it. I pushed down on my right foot, shifting my weight toward the pulsating dildo. He yanked the cork away and I quickly put my left foot back down, only to feel the single, sharp point of the miniature pyramid digging into the center of my arch. I shifted slightly, forcing the point up between my toes as I struggled to stand.

Ash and Kari moved away as I trembled on the post, mounted and displayed, lifting my feet up and moving them every few seconds, trying to find somewhere to stand that didn’t fucking hurt. A number of things went through my head, including the idea to reach down and try to lift my weight with my hands. But that scared me. I was worried about tipping over. Then, after another thirty seconds, tipping over sounded like a great idea. I leaned over and grabbed the post.

“Ah ah,” Ash declared, scurrying forward with a bit of rope. “It won’t tip. It’s weighted. But you won’t escape it that way.” He grabbed my wrist, forcing me to endure the pressures on my pussy and feet, and tied both of my hands together, behind my back. I moaned, twisting, dancing. It was like walking on Legos, scattered across a floor. Or marbles on the carpet. Over the next four minutes, while Kari unpacked the lunch in front of me, setting out what was essentially an indoor picnic, I explored all nine facets of Ash’s sculpture with my toes. None of them were the same. In addition to the bed of nails and dull point, there was one with sharp, high ridges, and one that felt like it was covered in cut crystal. The others were various combinations of sharp points or ridges. My pussy throbbed as the vibrator buzzed and my clit seemed to swell as the protuberance pressed against it. My hips and feet wouldn’t stay still and as Kari and Ash dug into their food, I was tortured even more by the scents. I realized I was hungry.

Fucking sadists.

I whimpered as one dull, but increasingly painful point dug deep into my arch. I constantly stepped up and down, marching in place, going from one foot to the other, enduring the pain of each step as my pussy fluttered in the mixture of agony and ecstasy.

“H-h-how long do I have to s-s-stand this?” I managed to gasp out.

Kari slowly chewed the bite of her sandwich, staring at me as I wriggled and suffered.

“Until you cum,” she said with a shrug.

It took a few seconds for that to process. I blinked rapidly. “I c-c-can cum?” I blurted.

She nodded. “Yes. This time. So swing those hips and dance.”

Kari’s words seemed to unlock something in me. I wish the cruel bitch had said something earlier. I’d literally been trying to resist the urge. Now I shifted my hips again, working myself.

“Wow,” Ash said through a mouthful of food. “Look at her go!”

Kari looked up, admiring my antics and smiled. “Now, that’s art,” Kari agreed as she munched on her sandwich wrap, looking up at me.

With the vibrator buried so deep, there wasn’t much in the way of wiggle room, and practically all my motions involved the two step dance designed to spare my feet. I’d been standing on tiptoe for what seemed forever and my calves had begun aching. My hips tried to swing forward and back, but there wasn’t anywhere to go, and all I did was make things harder. I grimaced, the pain at the bottoms of my feet swirled up to become a desperate ache, competing for attention against the vibrator. Kari seemed to notice and she spoke quietly to Ash, who nodded and lifted the controller again.

The vibrator went into overdrive, revving up to unimaginable levels. It diluted, or possibly enhanced, the pain from my lower extremities and the incredible sexual energy buzzing against my clit and fluttering in my pussy burst through with a vengeance. This sensorial experience went beyond my comprehension and all I could do was stand there, shaking. My sex soaked brain couldn’t handle the varying stimuli and I found myself thrusting my hips lewdly, moaning and groaning.

I shifted my weight again. I felt the prickle of the nails digging into my heel, a sharp point on the ball of my foot. I kept pressing my thighs together, quivering with need, with heat, with pain. Then, much to my astonishment, the vibrator slowed and almost went silent. My eyes, frantic, looked at Ash, but he wasn’t holding the controller now. Kari was. The pain grew again and I looked at her, eyes brimming with emotion.

“Kari!” I whimpered.

“Does it hurt?” She asked me eagerly.

“Yes!” I panted.

“Do you want to cum?”

I nodded frantically.

She stood up, marched right over to me, and flicked my left nipple hard with her finger. I jerked back, all my weight going to the vibrator buried in my cunt. The pedestal didn’t even rock. I kicked one foot, trying to get back centered above the pedestal. But that flick - that fucking hurt!

“Then suffer the consequences of your choices,” she told me sternly. She flicked my nipple again, hard. I squealed and twisted, sharp spikes digging into my toes. I struggled, my lower half still squirming, still hurting, still aching, still twitching. I struggled to figure out what she meant. The consequences of my choices? I shifted my weight again, spreading my toes around one broad, pyramid like point. God it hurt! It was like wearing…

“HEELS!” I shouted! “Can I please have my shoes?”

“Finally,” Kari huffed in exasperation, rolling her eyes. “Which ones?”

So I told her.


Part Sixteen

The moment we stepped on the elevator, Kari gave me a nod. The walls of the lift were metallic, but not quite mirrored, which I appreciated under the circumstances. I grabbed hold of the side rail and with quick movements, tugged the hem of the black, slitted dress upward, exposing my bare bottom. Even before I’d yanked down the front, letting my pierced, padlocked, and still somewhat oily breasts fall out, Kari had stepped to my side and given me two firm swats.

Being spanked in a public elevator, bent over, with your tits and bottom hanging out, is not an easy thing to endure. I was terrified the elevator was going to stop and the doors open, revealing me in a state of undress, or worse. But Kari seemed to know what she was doing, timing two swats to each floor as we rode up and up. The bell dinged as we arrived at the tenth floor and I straightened, yanking down my dress as I turned away from the door. It opened just as I finished tucking my breasts back into the bodice.

Kari stepped out, a dignified smile on her face, while I flushed crimson. My bottom wasn’t hurting, but it was smarting.

Fucking sadists.

The black stilettos I was wearing had six inch heels and I felt the ache of them in both my arches and my back. But I had to admit that they made my ass look amazing. I caught a reflection of myself in a hallway mirror and couldn’t help smiling. I sighed and hurried up after Kari, who was marching down the hall as if she owned it. I looked at some of the suite signage, looking for 1000, only to see a man up ahead, grinning. I glanced at my watch. It was exactly one o’clock. I shook my head. I had no idea how she did it.

“Good afternoon, Anthony. I hope you weren’t waiting long,” she said amiably.

Anthony Vickers was a tall man with broad shoulders, along with a full head of hair. He was in his early fifties, or maybe late forties, and beamed a smile at my boss. “Waiting for you? What man wouldn’t?” He said with flattery. They did one of those cheek kissy things and my eyebrow went up. Then his gaze switched to me and I felt goosebumps raise on my skin.

“And who is this exquisite young lady?” He asked Kari, looking at me. My pussy tightened up around the four-inch-long cock inside me as Anthony Vicker’s eyes seemed to shred my clothes and do things to my alligator clamped breasts. I felt as if he could see the RVP strapped to my loins, even if he couldn’t hear it. I said a quiet prayer of thanks that Kari had left the damn thing off for a change. Still, I felt a shiver of desire and looked away, my cheeks turning hot. I wondered what he’d say if he’d known I’d just gotten a spanking in the elevator.

“This is my assistant Breanne,” Kari said, by way of introduction. I appreciated that, especially since I’d been told that were I to introduce myself, I had to include my title. And it wasn’t “personal assistant.”

Mr. Vickers stuck out his hand. “Hello, Bre. Nice dress,” he said wryly, as if totally aware that what I was wearing was slightly scandalous. “So,” he asked, turning back to Kari. “How do we do this?” He seemed able to focus, and not on me, which was definitely impressive.

Kari gestured at the plastic sheet that was serving as a door. “Show us your space,” she said magnanimously. “Tell me what you’d like. What do you envision?” She shrugged. “Then we’ll do the boring part where I show you colors and textures while Bre measures and takes pictures.”

Anthony Vickers nodded and smiled. “Very well,” he said, pushing on the plastic and opening a way in. “After you, ladies.”

We stepped into a gutted space. Aluminum studs defined a few of the intended offices, but for the most part, you could look from one end to the other without impediment. The floor was bare concrete - dirty concrete at that - and it was easily one of the most unflattering spaces I’d been in. How the hell was Kari supposed to come up with a design when she couldn’t even see the walls? And what about that carpet? Had that already been picked?

I followed along behind the two of them, a small pad of paper out, making notes. I wasn’t comfortable either. The RVP was off of course, and so was the Thrusting Anal Vibrator that Kari had asked Ash to push up my ass before leaving his studio. But still, walking around with six inches of synthetic cock up your ass, and four inches of it in your pussy, is not an easy thing to do. My hips swung dramatically, in this provocative swish and I knew it was distracting the client. I tried to stay behind them, so that any time Mr. Vickers mentioned something he wanted, I could write it down. Or if Kari discussed a spur of the moment idea, I’d try to get a small description. All without disturbing them with my occasional twitch. It took almost thirty minutes to get through the space. Finally Kari stuck her hand in her pocket, looked at me, and said “Bre? Do you think you could start getting measurements?”

I’d expected that and was about to nod my head, when the Rotating Venus Penis started up again.

My eyes widened and I gasped softly, which Anthony Vickers certainly noticed. Inside my pussy, the four-inch-long phallus began to stir and I felt the vibrations. It wasn’t set to full power, not even medium. Instead it was on low, leaving me breathless and needy. I stifled any further outburst though, nodded quietly, and went for the bag we’d brought. I tightened up, my bottom clenching around the plug. Inside the bag was one of those laser measurement guns and I plucked it out and headed for the first room. Behind me, Kari and Mr. Vickers continued their conversation.

Measuring rooms is something better suited for someone dressed in blue jeans and boots. You have to do width and length, but also height, and that last one is a doozy when you’re wearing six inch heels and a short dress. I had to squat down, set the measuring gun on the floor, press the button, and then lift it back up to get the reading. I contorted myself as best I could, trying to make sure that none of the slits in the dress moved to expose the RVP, my well stuffed ass, or an alligator clamped nipple.

Still, wherever I went, Anthony Vickers’ eyes were on me and I couldn’t help hearing the conversation, especially when it turned away from colors and textures to something more personal.

“Your assistant selects some unusual attire for her work,” Mr. Vickers said softly to Kari, but not softly enough for me not to hear.”

Kari sighed dramatically. “The little slut is frequently a challenge,” she admitted ruefully. “Still, she’s competent, and I can put up with her idiosyncrasies for that reason.” She gave Anthony Vickers a grin. “Would you believe,” she said, reaching into her pocket, “that today she came in wearing two different sex toys?” She pulled the controller out of her pocket, the one that operated the buzzing, churning RVP, and held it out. “There’s one in her ass, but another up front. And she had it on. I had to confiscate the controller.”

If she meant to hand it to him, she did well, because a moment later the small box that handled the setting to my Rotating Venus Penis toy was in Mr. Vickers’ palm. He looked down at it while I measured the full length of one wall.

“Uh… I think it’s on,” he said quietly.

I looked away, but when the RVP went to full power between my legs, I couldn’t help it. I let out a loud yelp, shuddered for a moment, then tried hard not to pump my hips lewdly as I grabbed hold of a metal stud, bracing myself. I glanced back at them. Kari had turned away, studying something, evidently ignoring Mr. Vickers and what he was doing to me. My eyes met his and something passed between us other than the electrical impulses going to the toy. I swallowed, turned away, and tried to concentrate on measurements. You know, instead of on cumming.

“You said your current office is here in the building?” Kari suddenly asked.

“What?” Vickers said, blinking and tearing his eyes off me. “Oh. Yes.”

Kari nodded. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to stay up here for a few minutes and sketch. Would it be alright if Breanne goes down to your office and takes pictures of your current decor? It will give me some idea into your likes and dislikes.”

Vickers looked over at me. I was twitching, but then he turned down the RVP to a more reasonable level. Like medium. “Of course,” he said broadly. “I’ll need to take her down myself though, to show her around.”

Kari waved her hand, already pulling out a sketchbook. “Certainly,” she said, her back to him. It made it convenient for him to put the RVP controller in his pocket.

“Bre, go take pictures,” Kari said. “Give me at least thirty or forty minutes,” she said.

I stared at her. I’m no rube. Sure, she probably had every intention of drawing up here for that amount of time, but I was also being sent to distract Vickers and get him out of her way. Anthony Vickers gave me a grin and I nodded.

“Yes ma’am,” I replied. I went to the bag, grabbed the camera and then approached Mr. Vickers. “I’m ready sir.” My hips gave a little coquettish wiggle, entirely on their own, and my pussy squeezed the swirling cock inside me tight. The RVP was on medium and I was really feeling it.

“Very well,” he said with a grin. “This way please,” he gestured at the plastic sheets that hung in lieu of a door and I went through them. He stayed behind me and I could feel his eyes on my ass. We walked down the hall in silence and got on the elevator.

“You look a little tense,” he said to me in the privacy of the elevator cab. I looked up at him.

“I’m uh… just a little distracted sir,” I admitted. “But I can take the pictures Kari needs.”

He laughed. “I’m sure you can.” The doors opened and I followed him down another hall that looked like the one we’d just been in. A glass door was at the end, and Anthony Vicker’s name was plastered all over the wall behind the glass. A very attractive, older woman sat behind a heavy, wooden desk and smiled as we went in. She had platinum blond hair and despite being in her late fifties, had the sort of looks that I wished I’d had when I was twenty. She was freaking gorgeous. Then her eyes fell on me and she gave Vickers a curious look.

“The designer’s assistant,” he said. “Breanne, this is Laura. Laura, Breanne.”

I held out a hand. “Please to meet you,” I said with a smile. In the quiet of the office, the sound of the RVP churning in my pussy was obviously loud. Laura heard it and was clearly trying to think of a suitable, reasonable alternative to what she knew she was hearing.

“Breanne will be taking some pictures of the suite,” Mr. Vickers told the beautiful woman behind the desk.

Laura gave me a curious glance. “Very well,” she said.

“Come on Breanne, we can start back here.” Mr. Vickers started walking away and I gave Laura a rueful smile, then hurried after him. We went down a hallway and I noticed that there were a couple of other men in the office, and two women. They were sharing offices. Now I knew why he was upsizing his suite. We got to the corner office and he gestured me into what was obviously his personal space.

Glass windows revealed a good swath of Houston and Anthony Vickers shut the door behind him as I took in the view. It was pretty darn impressive, even from only eight stories up and I thought I could see Memorial Park. I turned, studying the rest of the room. The walls were burgundy and there was a picture of a football field on one wall, the logo of Texas A&M emblazoned in the middle. A diploma, from the same institution, hung on the wall, along with pictures of Mr. Vickers… with a couple of presidents. Like… US Presidents. Both Bushs, Clinton, and Obama. I blinked and looked at him in surprise.

Anthony Vickers saw my astonishment and laughed, shaking his head. “No, no. I was just at an event and they were taking pictures with almost everyone. I don’t know them personally.”

“Oh,” I said, still slightly in awe. I lifted the camera and took a shot of the pictures, nonetheless. I turned, getting a picture of the football field, and was just about to do another, when the RVP went into overdrive again. This time there was no way to control myself. I let out a strained whine and shuddered.

“You appear distracted,” he said, echoing my previous statement.

I looked up at him, face drawn and tight. My ass was tight, stuffed and full, and my pussy was convulsing around the RVP. I was just minutes away from an orgasm.

“Please,” I whispered, the tone of my voice more than enough to convey my meaning.

“Please what?” He asked, pretending to be dumb.

Please… oh my God… the things I could ask. Turn it off. May I cum? Please fuck me? I blushed crimson, hung my head. “Please can I suck your cock sir? I’m desperate for cock.”

If that surprised him, he didn’t show it. Instead he moved to his desk chair, turned it to the side, facing the wall, and unbuttoned his pants. I didn’t need further instruction. I put the camera down, hurried around to the far side of the office, and stood in front of him. I grabbed the front of my dress and pulled it down, exposing my breasts. The steel alligator clamps wiggled and his eyes widened, but he didn’t say anything else. I dropped to my knees, and in seconds was bobbing my head up and down on Anthony Vickers.

His cock was actually a little large for a man his size, so I appreciated its full length and breadth. I licked the tip and circled it, then took as much into my mouth as possible. He groaned softly, his hands on the arm rests. I sucked and slurped, but then I realized that I was too close. I lifted up.

“Sir? Please? Turn off the toy?” I begged him.

He blinked. “What? Why? Don’t you want it?”

I nodded, my bottom lip between my teeth. “Yes sir. But she’ll punish me for cumming. I can’t cum.”

Mr. Vickers looked at me. “Punish you? How?”

I wrapped my hand around his cock and began stroking him, softly. “She’ll whip me. Or spank me. Something.” I shook my head.

He considered this for a moment. “Stand up,” he ordered me. “Take off the dress.”

I rose to my feet and peeled the black dress from my body, tossing it aside. If anyone came into the room, it would be impossible to grab it and hold it to myself in time to avoid being exposed. I was naked and within arm’s reach of Mr. Vickers. He ran his hand up my side to my breast. My chest heaved with need and he didn’t turn down the RVP.

“Do those hurt?” He asked. I nodded.

“Did Kari make you wear them?”

“Yes sir,” I whispered.

He frowned. “Why?”

I bit my lip again. “Because I’m a naughty little girl, and because she knows that I get even more turned on when she makes me wear them.”

“More turned on?”

I nodded. “I’m a masochist sir. I like the pain.”

He chuckled. “So that’s it. BDSM?”

I blushed. The controller to my RVP was on the desk and he picked it up, then turned off the toy. It went quiet between my legs. I pressed my lips together. The cessation of pleasure wasn’t exactly a good thing, even if it was a good thing.

“Remove it,” he told me, jerking his chin toward the plastic butterfly nestled between my petals. I quickly pulled on the straps holding it to my waist and a moment later I pulled the four-inch-long cock out of my dripping snatch. For a second I held it in my hand, waiting for him to say something, but then I put it in my mouth, sucking on it, tasting my own needy juices. He liked that. I gyrated a little in front of him, then reached for my purse on the edge of his desk. I snagged a condom and he looked both pleased and accepting, so I put it on him. Then, in classic style, I bent over his desk and mashed my alligator clamped boobies into the leather blotter.

In seconds Mr. Vickers was standing and I felt his hands on my waist. He moved up to me, but then paused.

“What’s in your ass?”

I swallowed. “My Thrusting Anal Vibrator, sir.”

“It vibrates?” He asked incredulously. I nodded. “There’s a switch…”

But it was too late. He’d already found it. Suddenly the damn thing in my ass began shaking violently, and I braced myself, knowing what was about to come next. Sure enough the entire dildo in my bottom extended itself, a full inch, fucking me from the inside. I groaned, eyes rolling up into my head at the sensation, which was then compounded by the unmistakable feeling of real dick sliding into my pussy.

Completely full, I arched my back and let Anthony take the lead. He did it well too, working his already wet cock in a steady, rhythmic pattern that left me panting in seconds. I made some soft cooing and whimpering sounds as he fucked me, tightening around his cock with hip swinging gusto. He seemed to like the vibrations and then, just as I was about to cum myself, I felt him groan and shudder, his cock become a granite pillar inside me. He grabbed hold of my waist hard, pressing himself tight, and I knew he was exploding.

He sighed, pulled away, and collapsed back down into his chair, leaving me dripping and shaking. God I needed to cum! I lifted my aching, throbbing tits off his desk, dropped to my knees, and stripped the condom off his cock, tossing it in the little wastepaper basket under his desk. Then, without another word, I took him back into my mouth.

“Whoa! What…” he began to say, but then he groaned again. I’m a talented cock-sucker and I believe very strongly that one of the best ways to reward a man for fucking me is to make him want me a second time. For about five minutes I pleasured him, until finally he pushed me softly away.

“Stand up,” he told me.

I stood, facing him.

“Did you cum?” He asked me curiously.

I shook my head. “No sir. I did not.”

“Still need to?”

I let out a slightly hysterical giggled. “I always need to,” I assured him.

He pointed at the RVP sitting on his desk. “You can put that in and get dressed now. You’ve got some pictures to take.”

He turned away from me and began buttoning up his trousers. I sighed. No orgasm. Yay.

Fucking sadists.


Part Seventeen

“So how many spankings did you get?” Asked Julie curiously. She began untangling the rope as I glanced over at her, my thumbs already pushing my sweat pants downward.

“What? Oh. Just five,” I replied glibly, though it certainly hadn't felt like it early that afternoon. Kari had given me another couple of strokes in the elevator of Anthony’s building, but it had been much, much worse when she'd pulled into the parking lot of a gutted building and parked around the back. I'd been ordered to get out and prepare for a spanking at the front of the car. Kari had removed the alligator clamps to keep them from scratching her hood, then bent me over and tried to see if she could cook my ass quicker than the hot engine could grill my breasts. With the RVP and Thrusting Anal Vibrator going full throttle, it wasn't long before I was finally screaming in orgasmic bliss.

I cleared my throat. “It was intense,” I told Julie. We were standing in Mike the Hardware Guy’s workshop and I looked down at the welded metal frame in front of me. It was black, except for the weld joints, and consisted of two padded kneelers, spaced an indecent distance apart, along with what amounted to a brace where my upper half could be strapped. Julie nodded and gestured to the frame.

“We've got about an hour,” she said with a grin. “Mike is taking her for ice cream and to the arcade.” I sighed.

“Y’all are spoiling my daughter,” I said grumpily. Julie laughed.

“You do realize she's amazing, right?” She asked as I pulled the RVP out of my slit. Julie eyed me for a moment and for the third time that day I sucked the four-inch-long cock of the Rotating Venus Penis into my mouth, slurping the very familiar goo off it. I gave Julie a wink as she leaned against a nearby workbench, a feather and a leather flogger by her elbow.

“I know,” I said, popping the RVP out of my mouth. I held it out to her and she took it. “Do you want me to take off my shirt too?”

Julie set the RVP aside. “Kari said you had to be punished for the orgasm. Mike and I came up with this so we could do your feet as well.”

I scowled. “You didn't answer the question. Besides, what the hell was I supposed to wear? I had Rachel with me on the ride over here!”

Julie grinned. “It did make it easy to predict you. If I'd picked you up at your apartment, you could have grabbed a pair of shoes and an outfit. This way I knew you'd be barefoot.”

She pointed at the restraint frame. “Climb up,” she said simply. “I don't care about your tits tonight, but you can take off your shirt if you'd like.”

I sighed, but did as she asked, leaving the shirt on. I figured the principle of “out of sight, out of mind” might just apply under the circumstances. I knelt on the padded bars, spreading my legs wide. Julie bent down behind me and began tightening the straps. The ones at my ankle worried me.

“You know, Kari already abused the bottoms of my feet.”  I said it petulantly, trying to sound just a little whiny. I didn't want to get whipped across the soles. Or caned. Or a hundred other really awful things Julie could do to me there.

“Ah yes. I heard about dance,” Julie said, pulling the strap behind my knee tight, the moving between my legs to secure my thigh to the frame. “You got to stand on that guy's pedestal.”

I wiggled. My left leg was now securely mounted to the frame. Short of cutting myself loose with a knife I didn't have, I was at her mercy. She brushed her fingers along my petals making me gasp. My pussy fluttered and I resisted the urge to beg her for more. She wrapped a fresh strap around my right thigh.

“Ash,” I confirmed. “It was excruciating.”

“Mmm…” she hummed, moving to my calf.

“They made me stand on all these sharp points,” I added. Julie touched my ankle. “Then, after I put on the stilettos, she let Ash buttfuck me.”

That made Julie look up. “Really?”

I nodded ruefully, remembering exactly what it felt like taking his well lubed cock up my bum. “Yes, really,” I replied. “It was Kari’s idea of a warm up before jamming the Thrusting Anal Vibe in my ass.”

Julie grinned. “That's fantastic!” She said it with excitement. “Bet that guy loved it!” She straightened up, leaving my lower half secured in place and came around to face me. We looked at each other and for a second I was acutely aware that I was in the perfect position to get kicked in the cunt.

I didn't say anything to her and she smiled. “But I'm guessing you hated it.”

“I don't like things in my ass,” I muttered. Julie nodded.

“But you like things in your pussy, don't you?” She asked, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. I smiled a little. Then, much to my astonishment, she kidnapped the front of the tight, little jean shorts she was wearing. She wiggled her bony hips and her shaved slit came into view. She dipped a hand between her legs and came up with a pair of too covered vibroballs.

Looks like I'm not the only one following nympho humiliation pain slit rule number one.

She took a step toward me as her shorts fell to her ankles and she stepped out of them. Her hand came up between my legs, the slippery spheres pressing against my petals. She pushed and I gasped as they went in deep, first one, then the other. My pussy tightened around them, pleased to be grasping something solid after losing the EVO.

“Feel good?” She asked me softly, her thumb finding my clot and rubbing. I let out a tiny mewl of pleasure, closing my eyes. Then she pulled her hand away, picked up her shorts, dug through the pocket, and found the wireless remote.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

With me quivering, my half-naked tormentors moved behind me. “This is simple. When you can't take anymore, tell me.”

My head swiveled, but I couldn't really see her. “Take what anymore?”

Julie brought the ostrich feather up between my legs, and with maddening slowness and a jittery hand, drew the soft quill down my thigh, over my calf, and along my instep. It drove me mad and I gasped, the nerves along the inside of my thigh racing with an electric tingle.

“That tickles!” I blurted out.

“Really,” she retorted. The feather continued to glide along my left foot and I couldn’t help myself as I started to giggle. My toes curled and I twisted my ankle, trying desperately to get away from the light touch. But there was no relief. I began laughing hysterically when I felt her hand on my right foot, the nails touching the very center of my arch. And she began wiggling them, tickling my sole fast and with much more force than the feather could produce. I convulsed and the frame she’d bound me to creaked. My hand swung backward, trying to reach her feet, but it was hopeless. I couldn’t reach.

“Oh my God! Please stop!” I screamed with laughter.

Julie did.

It took a full five seconds for my nervous system to reset, or slow down, or whatever it is it does after being highly sensitized and overloaded. I felt like I was hyperventilating and little bursts of giggles still came out of me. I tried to focus on the soft purr of the vibroballs, allowing the sexual energy to calm me. I closed my eyes, forcing myself to take deep breaths.

*CRACK*

A sharp, stinging sensation suddenly seemed to blossom all around my pussy and I yelped, more shocked by it than actually hurt. Julie’s whip swung again, underhanded, striking my exposed pudenda, the leather strands of the flogger biting into my petals. I squealed this time, thrusting my hips forward, my legs straining. Julie didn’t pause, or wait. She walloped me a third time, her force never wavering. It wasn’t like being hit with the sap. This was crueler, more chiseled. The strands of leather seemed to slip between my inner and outer labia, biting and cutting into the soft, pink, wet folds. I wasn’t counting, but I think I took maybe fifteen strokes before a plea escaped my lips through clenched teeth.

“Fuck! Julie! That fucking hurts! Please! No more!”

And the whipping stopped. That easy.

I heaved a sigh of relief, the heat between my legs blooming. I could feel the hypersensitivity of my pussy, and the whipping had turned it into a morass, wet and pulsing with need. I slumped slightly, my arms resting on the metal frame in front of me. Again I closed my eyes. This was torment. Torture. What I really wanted now was for her to fuck me.

Instead she picked up the feather. Again.

“So which pair of shoes do you like the best?” She asked me, running the feather across my ass and then between my legs. My pussy tightened up as she literally caressed the same spot she’d just whipped. My clit tingled.

Which shoes? It was tough just getting my mind to work through the physical stimuli, but I managed to string one or two coherent thoughts together. “Sneakers,” I replied without really pondering the question. I wish I could admit that I’d said it with some wit, with the sort of snark I’m famous for. But the reality is that I had no fucking clue she was talking about a limited choice - the ones I’d been given for the last three days.

“You think you’re funny?” Julie demanded. She stepped in close and brought her hand up, smacking my rump with about five, really hard spanks. Considering what I’d endured that afternoon with Kari, Julie’s blows were pretty damn cruel.

“Oww! Oww! Fuck! I’m sorry! What do you want?” I bleated.

“Which pair of shoes do you like the best?” Julie repeated.

The feather twitched again against my leg and slid down my foot. However, this time it didn’t quite tickle, mostly because my ass was stinging and my pussy felt like it was sitting in a warm bath. It allowed me to actually think. I considered the question, and considering the fact I answered in less than a second, some serious analysis went into it.

None of them was the true response, but I could hardly say that. I’d get spanked again, and rating them was the only way to truly satisfy her. There were pros and cons to each. The stilettos allowed me to be completely dressed without too much worry about the public eye, since the slits in the dress were daring and provocative, but not exactly blatantly slutty. But I had to endure the alligator clamps, and the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. Not to mention the regular spankings. After yesterday, there was no way I was going to wear the stripper shoes again though. Those nine inch tall platform heels meant dressing the part and the skirt was too short and that fucking peasant blouse meant flashing off pretty much all of myself at the least little movement. The flip flops? Give me a break! Even if I weren’t dressed in a set of stretchy spandex tubes that left nothing to the imagination, enduring the clover clamps, and stuffed with a jeweled butt plug, the necessity to have fresh cum coating the bottoms of my feet was a real downer.

Could I even choose barefoot? Was that an option? Hmm. Humiliation, Pain, or Nympho-ism. Wonderful. What affects me worse? And then a stark realization hit me. If I told her, it would give her even more power. I squirmed as the feather began moving a bit faster and fresh tingles shot up my leg from the bottom of my foot.

“The stilettos!” I said hurriedly, hoping to stop what was obviously becoming an actual tickle. But Julie didn’t stop. In fact, the feather fluttered faster, going up and down from my toes to my heel. I grit my teeth, struggling to resist the urge to titter.

It was Julie who laughed though. “Ah,” she said, putting her free hand on my other foot, nails extended and touching my arch. “I figured that.” She began wiggling her fingers in a fluttering movement, dragging her nails along my instep. I responded by trying to move my foot away, and since the only movement I had was at the ankle, I twisted both feet in tight circles, doing absolutely nothing to get away from her tickle torment and driving myself crazy.

“See, I think you chose the stilettos because what you really don’t like is the humiliation aspects of what the shoes do to you,” she said logically, the fact that I was now totally ignoring her words and instead focusing specifically on the tickling of the bottoms of my feet. “And that just goes to show that what really turns you on, isn’t so much the pain, as being stripped and humiliated in front of people.” She dropped the feather and began tickling my left foot with her nails too. I sort of panicked, trying to kick, blubbering, her analysis lost on me.

But in hindsight, she wasn’t wrong. Being paraded and presented and stared at was twice as hard on me as being spanked, or whipped, or clamped. Being show to strangers, being objectified - that was the dark and sinister monster of my sexual world. And the awful reality was that it turned me on. Horribly. My chest heaved and my hands came free of the rest, swinging around as energy poured through my wired nervous system. I couldn’t reach my feet, and then a burst of howling guffaws escaped my throat and I begged, pleaded, and blubbered in a mishmash of incomprehensible words, for Julie to stop.

And she did.

The half-naked woman picked up the whip, came around to my front, looked me in the eye, and then with a wicked grin, brought the damn, leather flogger up in a perfect softball pitch, the strands biting and curling around my pussy with hard, caustic intensity. It cut through some of the hysterics, but tears formed in my eyes. My hands, still trying to figure out what to do with themselves, involuntarily, and on their own, flashed down between my legs and cupped my sex, protecting it from Julie second blow.

She frowned. “Okay. I was wrong,” she said, tossing down the whip. She marched over to the workbench, rummaged around, and came back with two, small C clamps and a set of heavy rubber bands. “Shirt,” she declared.

Shamelessly, I used the time. Slowly I peeled off my tee shirt, baring my breasts. The gold piercings through each nipple glimmered in the overhead track lighting and the padlock marking me as the property of the Society of the Golden Rose hung from the right nipple. Julie wrapped or tied or secured one end of a rubber band to the first C clamp, and then grabbed my wrist.

“You know, I wish I could do this to you in public,” she said softly as she wrapped the other end of the rubber band around my thumb. “Could you imagine all those people staring at you? We could let them have turns tickling you, or whipping you.” She lifted the clamp and my hand up to my breast, and too my increasing concern, began tightening the clamp behind the piercing and padlock. I groaned as it tightened, and then got tighter. She pulled her hand away and I tugged. The only way I was getting my hand away from my tit was by pulling off the nipple. The piercing was basically making sure that the C clamp wasn’t going to come off. She took my other hand.

“Sometimes it’s hard to get all three of your turn-ons together,” she said, securing the rubber band to the other clamp. “We have to be so careful not to get you into any kind of trouble, and there’s just so much we can do…” She said it almost apologetically, as if she were sorry she was literally attaching my thumbs to my tits, crossing my arms over my still heaving, blowing chest. I grimaced as the clamp tightened down and I whimpered when the inevitable throbbing seemed to overwhelm the heat between my legs.

“There,” Julie said in satisfaction. “Now, where were we?”

“Public humiliation?” I panted.

For a moment Julie stared at me. “Do you know why we all love fucking you up the ass?” She bent down and picked up the leather flogger. I would have begun hyperventilating, if I wasn’t already hyperventilating. I watched as she shook it out, loosening the leather strands.

“Because you love fucking me up the ass?” I blurted.

Julie laughed and moved into a pitcher’s stance. She shook her head. “No. Not really. I love fucking you in the ass because I know you don’t like it. You make a point of saying it. Over and over. To me. To Kari. To everyone. We all know it.”  She began swinging the whip in an underhand circle, but it didn’t strike me. Instead I just felt the wind of its passing on my tingling pussy. I tried to pull away, but the straps around my thighs held me perfectly in place. Julie got closer. My arms jerked, which sent a sharp, hard jolt through my jugs. Pain. I blinked fresh tears out of the corner of my eyes. The vibroballs hummed and my pussy squeezed them.

“And you manipulate people. Us. You tell us what you think we want to hear. You tell us things to get us to do other things,” Julie said.

I trembled as the whip got closer. It was almost grazing my clitoris. My eyes were wide and I fought off another surge of panic. “What do you want me to do?” I squealed. “Lie?”

Julie laughed. “You never lie, at least not to us. Not to me. Not to Kari. You’re honest to a fault. And that’s it,” she said, her shoulder going up and down, the whip swinging closer and closer. “The only one you’re lying to…”

*thwack*thwack*thwack*thwack*thwack*thwack*thwack*thwack*thwack*thwack*

“Aaaaaaaahhhhhhhhh,” I squealed through half clenched teeth. The whip struck over and over, splattering my pussy, burning me, hurting me, turning me on. My nipples burst with pain as my body tried to protect itself. The whip kept coming up between my legs, over and over and over and over and over.

“FUCK! STOP! FUCK IT! STOP!” I screamed.

Julie dropped the whip. Her hand came up between my legs and three fingers were shoved, hard and fast into my slit. I shuddered violently as her mouth came down on mine. She kissed me hard, passionately, fucking me with her hand and I couldn’t take it. My pussy tingled and burned and she pumped her fingers within me, her palm slapping against my clit. A moment later I screamed again, but this time, not in pain, but acute, alarming, overwhelming pleasure. It was a good thing Julie wasn’t wearing her shorts, because they’d have been soaked.

I sagged in my bonds, her arms wrapped around me. Fluids dripped from my pussy, the vibroballs sloshing around inside me, still buzzing on low. I sucked in a breath, shuddering from the overload of sensations. But then I heard Julie’s phone ring. She let me go, our eyes meeting warmly, and she went and picked up her shorts, fishing the ringing device out.

“Hello sweetie,” she said softly. She listened for a moment, then looked at me. “Are we done?” She asked, almost rhetorically. I squirmed, wishing that my thumbs were tied to my tits with rubber bands and clamps. “Yeah. For tonight I think.” She smiled at me. “Alright sweetie. See you then.” She hung up and set the phone down on the bench. “We’ve got about thirty more minutes,” she said. “Then Mike and Rachel will be home.”

I nodded, the stark realities of being a parent striking home. “Okay. If you’ll get the clamps off my nipples first?” Julie moved toward me, but then circled to my rear. “Julie?”

I felt the feather on my foot and gasped.

“We have twenty minutes before there’s even a chance of them showing up,” she said wickedly, the feather dancing across my sole.

“Julie!” I hissed. “They’re on their way back!”

She ran the feather up my leg, across my soaked thighs, fluttering against my petals, and then back down the other leg. “Julie!” I said again. “You can’t!”

She dropped the feather and this time I felt both of her hands on the bottoms of my feet. Her nails tapped and scratched at my instep, my soles, at the bottoms of my feet and in moments I was shuddering, laughing, crying, begging.

“Oh God! No! Julie! Please! You can’t! I can’t! I can’t take it! Please! Fuck! No! Please! Don’t tickle me! Not again! Please!”

Julie’s fingers flickered. “Tell me to stop then. You’re pretty little bare feet deserve this, don’t they? And if you can’t take it, you know what I’m going to do to your pussy.”

I lasted another ten seconds.

“STOP! GODDAMN IT! STOP!”

She let go of my feet and came back around to my front. She picked up the whip. I let out a choked sob. She braced herself.

“Mike and I agreed even before you got here,” she admitted. “That after I got to use you, he’d have a shot. So you won’t see Rachel. Instead, Mike and I switch out, and he’s going to keep tickling and whipping you. At least until you stop lying to yourself.”

My chest heaved. ”Lying to myself? I don’t understand!” I whined.

Julie grinned. “Maybe you’ll figure it out.”

Then she swung the whip.


Part Eighteen

There was no need to check my watch that Thursday morning. I knew two, very important things. The first was that Kari arrived at work precisely at 9am every day. As a woman affected with a mild case of Obsessive Compulsive Behavior syndrome, my best friend, lover, mistress, and employer was the kind of person who enjoyed precision.

The second thing I knew was that I didn’t need to look at a clock. In fact, I knew that I was just a few, simple seconds from having her walk through the door, all because the vibrating egg toy I’d been ordered to stuff inside myself that morning, came to life.

The size of a chicken egg, smooth and covered with soft silicon, the vibrating egg was one of Kari’s favorite toys to use on me. It came with a remote control that could be activated from almost thirty feet away, so when it began rumbling in my nethers, I looked up from my desk, spread my knees as wide apart as the chair would let me, and waited. Five seconds later a golden haired goddess, thin and beautiful, approached the glass door, opened it, and looked down at me with smoldering eyes.

“While I hardly object, I must confess to being surprised at your choice,” she said, eyeing my attire. “If I’m not mistaken, you declared you wouldn’t wear those shoes again.”

I sighed. I’d known I was going to take some flack for it. “There are mitigating circumstances,” I explained. “I’m not sure my bottom is up for anything today.”

Her face brightened. “Oh yes!” She exclaimed. “How did that go?”

I scooted my chair back from the desk. The blue skirt I was wearing had already ridden up around my hips, revealing creamy white thighs, a shaved slit, deep blushing petals, and most importantly, a swollen, dark red clitoris, peeking out of its hood.

“Oh. Oh my!” Kari exclaimed, bending down slightly for a better look. “That looks like you were whipped. Is it tender?”

I grimaced, but I knew better than to close my legs. Instead I just sat there, looking up at her, my pussy in full view of her, and probably anyone walking through the atrium. I deliberately didn’t glance that way. Some things are better off not knowing.

“My ass is pretty much in the same shape,” I said petulantly. The previous evening, Mike had attached a vibrating clamp to my clitoris after Julie had left me with him, and instead aimed the whip at my ass between tickles. The whole session had ended with him fucking me up the ass. So the last thing I wanted was to wear the stilettos and endure anything remotely bottom related.

Kari is not just incredibly sexy. She is incredibly smart. It took her less than three seconds to put it all together. “Ahhh. So you wore the one set of shoes that would spare you physical distress.”

With basically the option of three pairs of shoes and going barefoot, only one set meant no clamps and no torments. If I’d gone barefoot, Kari could have done whatever she wanted to the bottoms of my feet. After the tickling I’d endured, not to mention the abuses of Ash’s pointed pedestal, I was in no mood to have her strap me into the kneeler, stick a couple of electrodes to my heel and toes, and set the TENS Unit on the Barbeque Breanne setting.

Of course the flip flops were out too. First, wearing them meant I had to get two loads of cum in them - each hour. The matching outfit didn’t bother me, but it meant clover clamps, the vibrating pendant, and the jeweled bottom plug. The idea of clipping anything to my clit right at that moment was terrifying. Besides being incredibly tender and sore, I was also sensitive. I’d be sobbing and cumming in minutes. So, no flip flops.

I’d considered the stilettos, but again, only for about two seconds. The heels would have made my feet ache horribly, but not as much as the alligator clamp chewing on my clit would have. And my breasts? Still tender from what the C clamps and rubber bands. Who knew that my own arms weighed so much! My breasts would get clamped too, chewed on with sharp, metal teeth. No thank you. And I didn’t even add in the Thrusting Anal Vibe that had to be jammed up my ass, or the regular, hourly spanking I’d be getting.

Which left the stripper shoes, peasant blouse, and mini skirt. And nothing else.

So no clamps. No spankings. No beatings of my feet. The only torment I had to endure was the buzzing of the vibrating egg and the lusty, craven gaze of everyone eye fucking me.

Kari took a deep breath. “I hadn’t quite anticipated this, but I’m sure we can work around it. As for you, the same instructions I gave you Tuesday will apply today. Your knees are not allowed to touch, under any circumstances, and you are not permitted orgasm. Should either of these things happen you will be punished.”

I nodded. “Yes ma’am.”

She gave me a smug look. “I have a few things to do this morning, but we will be going out in about forty-five minutes.”

I pursed my lips. She was taking me out before the hour was up, so I wouldn’t have a chance to change if I wanted. Sneaky bitch.

“I understand,” I said in return. “I’ll be ready.”

Kari chuckled. “No,” she said softly. “You’ll be wet.”  She turned and headed down the hall and I swiveled in my chair to watch her. Her ass swished back and forth and for a moment, I thought about chasing her down and begging her to let me satisfy her, to stick my tongue in her cleft like I’d done to Julie, and Amanda, and Sara, and Savannah, and then Kylie, and Gwennie, and last of all, Alissa, just two nights before. Seven women brought to climax by my mouth. All while my own, grasping, hot, slick pussy was ignored. But Kari isn’t like that. She’d need to use me first. To hurt me. To humiliate me. Only then would she be aroused enough to let me take that last step.

The vibrating egg purred and I felt the pace of the vibrations increase dramatically.

God damn that woman.

I managed not to cum over the next forty-five minutes and Kari turned the vibrating egg off as she came out. I stood, letting my legs close for the first time in forty-five minutes, and I deliberately avoided looking at the slimy wet spot I’d left in the middle of my leather office chair.

“You certainly seem nice and moist,” Kari said, draping her purse over her shoulder. I snagged mine. It was small and only held a few condoms and my ID, but I didn’t think I’d need anything else. Carefully, on aching feet, I followed Kari out of the little office, into the atrium, and turned a blushing scarlet as Anthony Luce, our building’s manager, stepped out of the elevator.

“Good morning, Kari,” Mr. Luce said. His eyes flickered from her to me and I froze, not wanting to make things worse by trying to smooth the skirt down even further. Luce approached as Kari smiled.

“Good morning, Anthony. How are you today?” My mistress inquired delicately. He shrugged.

“The concrete company will be in next week to fill the creek and then we are going to start ripping out the tile,” he said, gesturing around the atrium. We’ll have this place looking as good as Breanne in no time.”

I felt the temperature of my cheeks go up a bit more.

Kari laughed. “I’m looking forward to it. Did Austin appreciate my suggestions on the tile?”

Mr. Luce nodded. “Absolutely. They went with the light gray one.”

Kari smiled. “I see. Wonderful. I look forward to seeing it.”

Mr. Luce wasn’t looking at Kari. He was looking at me. “And what do you think of it Breanne?” He asked.

I licked my lips. “Uh... well… if Kari said it was right,” I hemmed and hawed, flailing helplessly. He nodded with a smile, evidently enjoying my discomfort.

“Well, I don’t mean to detain you both. It’s a pleasure to see you though,” he said brightly.

Kari nodded. “Any time.” She held out her keys to me. “Lock up, please?”

My eyes widened in shock. I lifted a hand and noticed it trembling. But then my knight in shining armor saved me.

“Oh please! Let me!” said Mr. Luce. He pulled out a set of keys and knelt down quickly at the door. I stared down at him as he quickly locked up, and then he looked up at me. His eyes went from my knees upward, and then got frozen as he saw up my skirt. I held perfectly still, knowing he could see my beaten pussy and the swollen clit, even as my heart pounded. Then his eyes shifted upward and I realized that with the peasant blouse barely covering my tits, he could see the entire underside of my bosom, and probably my pierced nipples as well. Three, then four, then five seconds passed and we just stayed right where we were, with Luce gazing lustily up at my body. I felt my pussy tighten on the vibrating egg inside me.

“Thank you, Mr. Luce,” Kari said brightly, pulling me back a bit and destroying the perfect view the property manager was getting. “If you’ll be in your office this afternoon, say around two, I’ll send Breanne up with a few more suggestions.”

“What?” He said, still on his knees, as if he were worshiping us. “What?” He stammered, then climbed to his feet. “Oh. Two? Of course!” He said, grinning stupidly at me. “I look forward to it!”

Kari gave him a small, curt nod, and then took my elbow. I stared back at him, our eyes locked together, until I was led away. I felt Kari wrap an arm around my waist.

“He seems to appreciate your finer points,” she said softly to me.

“You want me to do him?” I asked. She gave me questioning look, but then frowned.

“I want you to be you,” she replied, pressing her fingers to the back of my skirt. I felt her tug and I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that she had just lifted the hem, exposing my bare ass to Mr. Luce. I gasped and brushed at her hand, which let the material fall back down. I glanced back and saw the man’s bright eyes and wide grin.

“You’re incorrigible,” I chided her. She shrugged.

A minute later we were in her car. For a change, the roof was up, but that didn’t stop me from slouching in my seat and spreading my knees as far as possible. There was no way I was going to allow her to punish my clit for something as trivial as letting my legs close. She slid into the driver’s seat and looked down at my exposed slit. I could feel her gaze focusing on my still swollen clitoris and I shifted uncomfortably.

“What?” I demanded, glancing over at her.

She took a deep breath. “It’s just that you are very beautiful, sitting like that, with your legs spread, and your pussy exposed. It just seems a travesty that nothing interesting is happening to your clit right now. I mean… look at it,” she said gesturing down at my crotch.

I blinked. “Yesterday evening Julie and Mike both took turns beating my pussy with a leather whip, while the night before that Sara, Savannah, Amanda, and Julie whipped, cooked, and shocked my clit, all while letting Kylie, Alissa, and Gwen suck and lick me. Do you know what it’s like having that done to your clit?” I asked seriously.

Kari looked at me. “I imagine it would feel similar to what I experience after stimulation.”

That surprised me. I hesitated and then looked away, just a bit uncomfortable. “Well, not exactly,” I replied. “I mean, I’m not like you and…”

Kari held up her hand. “I’m well aware of our differences. I am not a nympho humiliation pain slut for one, nor do I have anywhere near your endurance for sexual torment. You are a masochist however, and that means that I’m well aware that last night was not just painful for you, but pleasurable.” She gave me a serious look. “As was the night before that.” She looked back down at my clit. “Perhaps a compromise. Hold out your right hand.”

“What?” I asked, totally confused.

“Your right hand,” she repeated. “Extend your forefinger.”

I lifted my right arm and pointed it at her. She was already digging in her purse and she came up with a tube. She uncapped it and was squeezing it before I even realized what it was.

“You have a tube of lube in your purse?” I demanded.

Kari smiled as she deposited a rather large dollop of clear gel on my finger. “I like to be prepared,” she said, giving me a wink. “You never know when you’ll have to push a phallic plug up someone’s ass.” She finished and capped the tube, putting it back in her purse.

“You have not only my permission,” she said smugly. “But are now required.”

I sat there, a bewildered expression on my face, finger in the air, sex lube piled high on it. “To do what?” I challenged.

“Cum. Masturbate. Orgasm. Rub one out,” she said snidely. “You will bring yourself to orgasm before we get to the mall.” But she held up a finger. “It must be clitoral.”

I barked out a skeptical laugh. “Are you kidding me? I don’t want to even touch myself!” I declared roughly. Still… she’d given me permission to cum. Without consequence.

Kari laughed. “Well, your assignment, while wearing those particular shoes,” she said, pointing down at my stripper heels, “is to flash your breasts, pussy, and even ass, to every fifth person you walk by.” She gave me a wicked smile. “I will moderate that requirement, if you manage to cum before we get to the mall, so that instead of flashing practically everyone, you will only be required to expose yourself to people I deem worthy of the experience.”

I gaped at her. “So, you get to pick what I show, and to whom?”

She nodded. “If you masturbate on the way to the mall,” she restated. “And manage to give yourself an orgasm. I want to hear you moaning. Whimpering is acceptable as well.” She gave me a direct look. “And Breanne, this is very important. It has to be clitoral.” She held up the vibrating egg’s remote and turned the toy inside me off. Now there wasn’t even any shaking.

I bit my lip as I weighed my options. I had to admit, the one thing I’d been worried about with the fuck me shoes was the requirement of flashing. Kari had sort of avoided situations two days ago when I dressed like a stripper, by not having me actually “pass” anyone. Of course, I still flashed any number of people at the restaurant, but it could be argued that it was accidental. Knees open and all that. And our trip to Juan Escobedo’s warehouse had been simple. No one was there but Juan, and he’d gotten to see everything. And touch. And beat. And fuck.

Now I was facing a public humiliation even worse. Bad enough to be wearing the do-me pumps, short skirt and peasant blouse, but to have to expose myself too? To every fifth person? Kari’s offer did a number of things. It let me off the hook. Kari would undoubtedly select individuals who would not react negatively to a cut, but slutty redhead exposing herself. Nor would they report me to security, or worse - the police. All in all it made perfect sense. I just had to do one thing.

Rub my extremely sensitive, sore, tender, swollen, abraded clit until I was panting, moaning, and whimpering.

I wondered if Kari would be fine with me screaming too.

Slowly, gingerly, carefully, I brought my hand down to my groin. The wet, gel covered finger dipped down and I dabbed the lubricant onto my clit. Instantly I gasped as my sore nub tingled even from that tiny touch. Kari put the car into reverse and we backed out of the parking space as I began to cautiously rub my clitoris.

If you are a woman, I’m sure you totally understand what I was going through. You know what it’s like being hypersensitive, even if you don’t react to it in the same manner that I do. There is this edge, a sort of abrasive, overstimulation of the nerves. I’ve been told by reliable sources that men can have the same experience when given a hand job that overly focuses on the head of the penis, rather than the full length. Especially around the ridge between the shaft and the head itself. It feels both good and bad, all at the same time. Overstimulation. Ah… isn’t it fun?

So as Kari drove, I rubbed myself. I admit the warming jelly helped and in less than a mile I was whimpering and moaning, knees pressed against the center console and the door, hips thrusting upward as I made tight circles on my clit with two fingers. My petals glistened wetly and every once in a while I caressed my folds, being careful not to give into the desire to slip fingers deep. I closed my eyes, remembering what it felt like to have Mike’s cock in my ass last night, and Julie’s fingers inside me.

Kari took me to one of the more upscale malls in Houston and even before she exited the loop onto Westheimer, I was gritting my teeth, my clit caught between two pressing fingers, as I twisted and pushed myself into orgasmic ecstasy. I cried out as we went into the garage and before she’d even found a quiet, parking space near the very top of the structure, I was sighing in relief, slumped down in the seat, my pussy gaping wetly and my clit shining and red. She gave me a satisfied look.

“How does your clit feel?” She asked.

It took me a moment to formulate coherent thought. “Mmmm,” I replied woodenly, still reeling from the rush. She laughed.

“You must have liked that,” she said, glancing down. “May I?” She asked, lifting her hand.

I stiffened with a sharp breath, but I nodded. When your Mistress asks permission to touch you, you don’t say no. She reached down between my legs, and with the tip of her fingernail, pressed gently on my clitoris. Acute discomfort, if not actual pain, bloomed between my legs and I groaned as my brow furrowed. But I didn’t close up. I put my hands on my thighs and pressed down.

Kari wiggled my clit around and I let out a soft, pained squeal.

“Splendid,” she sighed happily. “Your clit is in the perfect condition,” she said. She pulled her hand out from between my legs, wiping it on my thigh in the process. “Are you ready?”

I nodded, still not trusting myself to speak.

“So let’s go shopping,” she said.


Part Nineteen

Walking the mall dressed like a stripper isn’t a picnic outing. Granted, it could have been worse. It was a Thursday morning, just after ten. The mall was open and most of the other shoppers were women. The place wasn’t busy and besides a few disgusted looks, I was able to keep up with Kari’s long steps with only a few butterflies in my stomach and a lot of looking down.

Sometimes ignorance is bliss.

Kari had turned the vibrating egg back on, so I could feel it rumbling in my pussy, and as we’d crossed the sky bridge into the mall itself, she’d admonished me about following her rules. “Knees,” she said strictly, “must not touch under any circumstances.” And I’d been told that cumming would be swiftly punished. I assured her that having another orgasm was highly unlikely. Even if she’d turned the egg to full power, I was pretty darn sure it would take a few hours to get me to pop again.

Because obviously I know best.

Kari Anders is an engaging shopper. She looks at everything and if she sees something exciting, she wants it. And we don’t just do clothes. No, we go everywhere, which really sucks when you’re wearing a pair of fuck me stupid shoes, with four inch platforms combined with a five inch heel that lifts you nine inches up into the air. Curtains, bedclothes, nightclothes, furniture, kitchen equipment. All of it. Give that girl a theme and she will work miracles. Once, she was told to design a Lord of the Rings theater room. The owner took pictures and put them on the internet.

Still, shopping with Kari, like this, is a sexual adventure. And because we ended up in department stores, in strange areas, it wasn’t long before she identified my first target. We were looking at clothes, oddly enough, and there was a young man building a display nearby. He was cute, probably in his upper teens or lower twenties, and he was already ogling me from afar.

Kari touched my arm. “The young man over there, the one on the floor. Do you see him?”

I glanced that way and nodded.

“There is a rack next to him, full of blouses. I think you should go and take a look at them.”

I gave her a smile and laughed. “That’s not a flash, Kari. That’s just him getting an opportunity.”

She grinned back. “Then flash him as well,” she replied. “From his position, he should get to see all of you.”

My mind flashed back to the property manager, Mr. Luce, and I grinned. “Yep. Like this morning.”

Kari nodded and I turned. Fourteen steps, with the vibrating egg buzzing inside me, got me to the stand, and I could see the shocked look on the young man’s face as he realized that not only was I standing two feet away, but that my skirt was so short he could see right up it.

Later Kari told me that his expression became even more amusing when he realized that I wasn’t wearing panties.

I spent about three minutes at the stand, legs spread so that my thighs gave the young man an unimpeded view of my sex, and I even turned so that he’d get an opportunity to also look up the peasant blouse. Then, near the end, I deliberately “caught” him. He glanced away hurriedly, his face red.

“Excuse me,” I said, forcing him to look back at me. And I didn’t even change position. I held up the shirt. “Do you think this would look good on me?” I asked politely.

That’s when I think he realized I was deliberately showing him the goods. “Anything would look amazing on you,” he said, which I thought was rather tasteful. I grinned. “Anything?” I asked sweetly. “Or nothing?” Those words were said with a seductive, low pitched tone that conveyed my desire perfectly. His eyes widened and I left the poor boy with a raging hard-on, easily visible as a hard bulge under his work pants.

“You are cruel,” Kari said with a grin as I walked back to her. “But I appreciate the artistry.”

“Well, you can’t be the only one,” I said smugly, pleased with myself. You have to understand that I have to grab what power I can. When I can. 

We kept going and for the next hour, Kari tried on two new outfits, bought three shirts for herself, one gauze thingy for me that I dreaded wearing even more than the peasant blouse, and I flashed six more guys, all selected by Kari. Finally we emerged back into the common area of the mall and Kari sniffed. “I need some coffee. Want a chai tea latte?”

I nodded happily, the idea of sitting down for a bit more than appealing. My feet hurt. “Thanks. These shoes were not made for walking,” I said grumpily. Kari laughed.

“No, they were made to display you. And they’re doing it well.” She smiled and we went in the right direction. A few minutes later we arrived at the coffee shop.

“Find a seat. I’ll bring the drinks,” Kari offered. It felt like the days when we were in college. So I let her pay for the drinks as I surveyed the possible seating. There wasn’t much. It was getting much closer to lunchtime and over half the chairs were filled. None of the regular tables were available, so I had a choice of the bar, or one of those cocktail tables where you sit on a stool or stand. I chose the one furthest away, in the back, and slipped into the seat sideways. Of course my skirt couldn’t handle it and the hem rose. My bare bottom touched the faux wood and I scooted along, grimacing, one hand flickering at the skirt to keep my hip from showing. I knew I was being watched. I just didn’t want to know by whom.

I managed to get settled when the vibrating egg went from low to high and I glanced in surprise toward the barista’s bar. Kari’s back was too me, and I couldn’t see her hand, but I knew she was fiddling with the controller, especially since the egg went back to low, then to medium, then back to high, with disturbing and sexually arousing excitement. I bit my lip, struggling not to gasp, or worse, thrust my hips. How do you hold still when you’ve got something like that buzzing around inside you?

I breathed through my nose with long, deep breaths, telling myself that it would stop shortly. And it did. Or at least the varying oscillations did. The vibrations stayed on high and I watched as my mistress grabbed two cups and turned toward me. She took two or three steps, and I watched as her smile got bigger and her eyes began sparkling. I wondered why she seemed so excited, so happy, and she got to the table and handed me my drink.

“You look absolutely gorgeous,” she said softly as she slipped up into the stool across from me.

“I do?” I asked tightly, taking a sip. The vibrator was making my pussy tighten and convulse in throbbing beats and I felt very tense.

She nodded. “Yes. And I’m particularly happy as well.”

“Why?” I asked, suddenly worried.

Kari grinned, eyes bright. “Because your knees are touching.”

My first response was to jerk my legs apart. Not wide apart obviously, but far enough that there was a good six or seven inches between my knees. I froze then, as her accusation percolated through my mind. I felt my heart begin to race and a thread of icy fear slipped into my veins.

“Kari,” I whispered urgently, leaning forward. “Please. It was an accident. I didn’t mean to…” She cut me off with an upheld hand.

“It doesn’t matter whether you meant to, or not. It happened. But I am a lenient person. Your punishment can wait until after you finish the drink.” She gave me a smug look. “Provided it doesn’t happen again.”

I lifted the cup and saw that my hand was trembling. “What are you going to do to me?” I asked, just a tad bit terrified.

Kari gave me a thoughtful look. “Well, I had brought along a pair of tweezer clamps, which I thought would be perfect for your nipples. But the bells attached to them are rather loud, and with the peasant blouse, they’d be in full view. Since we have quite a bit more shopping to do, I have to consider the fact that those might humiliate you a bit too much.”

My throat went dry, which was a neat trick, considering I had just swallowed a mouthful of spiced black tea.

“But there is another option,” she said brightly, giving me a warm, sympathetic smile. I watched as she reached into her purse and pulled out a black, plastic looking thing that resembled a clothespin. My mouth fell open as I realized what it was. A vibrator. Built into exactly what it looked like - a clothespin. There was even a small button on the front and I had no doubt what would happen if I pressed it. I looked up at her in disbelief.

“You’ve got to be kidding me!” I hissed. “Do you have any idea what my clit feels like right now?”

Kari shrugged. “Tit bells or this,” she said indifferently. “Which would you prefer? Everyone staring at your breasts while you ring your way along? Or enduring the soft, gentle purr of this little thing?”

“As it chews on my clit!” I added harshly.

Kari took a sip of her coffee. I stared down at the stupid thing for a long moment, not wanting to make a decision.

“I suppose I should mention that you’ll put it on here,” she said candidly. “Or, if you choose the tweezer clamps, those as well.”

The color drained from my face as I stared up at her. “W-w-what?” I stammered.

Kari sighed and put her cup down. Then she tapped her watch. “You have a minute to decide. After that, you better have made a decision, or you’ll have to wear both.” She dug in her purse again and this time, I heard a ringing sound. She set the tweezer clamps on the table. Both of them were about four inches long and sported silver bells on the end. It would sound like Christmas had come early and everyone would look around for Santa’s reindeer. I glanced around in horror. Yes. Look at the redheaded sex slut and the golden haired goddess dominating her? See the sex toys on the table?

“Please?” I begged. “Not here?”

She took a deep breath, considering it. “Alright,” she said finally. “The nearest dressing room then.” But she leaned forward, a dark look on her face. “But then you don’t actually get a choice. You wear both.”

If my eyes could get any bigger, they’d have popped out of my skull. So basically I could lift my peasant blouse right there at the table, trying to block everyone’s view, while at the same time attaching a tweezer clamp with a bell on it, directly to my nipple. Then I’d get to do it again, risking exposure. And even when done, the bells would hang a good three or four inches below the bottom of the peasant blouse, drawing the eye and ear, ringing, teasing, and tormenting me. It would be utterly humiliating. Much worse that the blouse by itself.

Or… I could forgo the extended humiliation, but just twisting in my chair, pointing my knees toward the wall, opening up, and then clipping Kari’s little clothespin vibe to my clit. My abused, sore, swollen, aching clitoris. Then I’d turn it on, suffering not only the pinch of it, but vibrations. Those would hurt me because of how tender I was, but it would also excite me because I’m a fuck slut and a masochist. Eventually, it would be enough to drive me batty, or worse - into an orgasmic climax. Kari would know and then she’d be free to punish me even worse. Unauthorized orgasm.

Wow. What wonderful options.

I licked my lips, struggling with the decision, and Kari decided to remind me of how many seconds I had left.

“Twenty,” she said smoothly.

I grit my teeth, staring down at both toys. Or I could wear the titty clamps and the clip, but put it all on in private.

Arrrrggghhhhhhh! What to decide!

“Ten seconds,” Kari teased.

I glanced up at her in utter discombobulation and I made totally the wrong choice.

“Please? Kari! Please don’t make me choose! Please don’t make me wear either of these! I’m sorry I closed my knees! Please! Can’t you do something else to me? Please?”

Her answer was stone cold. “Five seconds. Choose, or you’ll wear them all.”

I felt the edge of panic. “Kari! Damn it! Please!” I half squealed.

“One. Decide,” she ordered.

I stared at her in wild shock, unbelieving. Then I reached out and slapped my hand down. Under it was the clothespin vibrator. My lips pressed hard against each other in a grim line and I pulled the clip across the table, leaving her stupid, ringing, tweezer clamps where they lay. I glared at her too, angry, upset, and I twisted in my seat toward the wall.

My knees were already spread, and I did it quickly. I pushed the skirt up, no doubt making everyone watching me wonder what the hell I was doing. I saw my clitoris, still raw and red from Julie and Mike’s punishments, not to mention the jelly soaked clitoral orgasm I’d been forced to endure that morning. I went straight in, as fast as possible, pinched open the clothespin and let it close on my nub.

It hurt. Way more than something like that should have. It wasn’t any tighter than a normal clothespin I think, but the spot I’d clamped it was certainly more distressed than usual. I grimaced, my entire body wincing as the pressure translated up my spine into shooting sparks of pain, as if electricity were being sent through my clit to my head. I found the stupid little button and pressed it. Then the vibrator came on.

I pulled my hand out from under my skirt and covered back up, but when I turned to face Kari again, I think she was shocked by my expression. I didn’t just look hopeless. I looked frantic - because that’s how I felt. The vibrations, as light as they were, felt as if someone was hitting my clit with a paintbrush, over and over, fast and hard. An overstimulated clit too - one that had suffered and been forced through a number of sensory overloads through too many climaxes.

For a second, I saw doubt on Kari’s face, wondering if she’d gone too far.

“Oh my God,” I said in a tiny, quiet voice. I looked at her, trembling, as a familiar, horrible sensation came up from between my legs. I could feel it. I was already wet from her messing around with the vibrating egg controls. But now… oh my God. It was overstimulation hell - and my pussy was responding. I put my arms down in my lap and pressed down. I realized that my knees were locked together, just like my thighs, pressing hard, trying to minimize the vibrations. It was a totally instinctive reaction. Kari didn’t notice. She was still more interested in my facial expressions, and my upper body language.

“I...I...I don’t…” I panted. Kari reached out across the small table and pulled the tweezer clamps toward her, only to put them in her purse.

“You look fantastic,” she assured me quickly. “I know that you’re sensitive, but I appreciate your decisiveness.” She gave me a chagrined look. “Though I do wish you’d have taken all of them.” She took another sip of her coffee. “Ready to keep going?”

Walk? She wanted me to walk in this condition? I looked at her in horror as she slid out of her raised chair.

“Kari… I don’t think… I can even… oh God!” I whispered. She came around the table and stepped up close, blocking the view of anyone looking. Our faces came close.

“You are beautiful. You are suffering. You will undoubtedly cum and then I’ll put the tweezer clamps on your tits,” she said softly. “And the orgasm will be everything you want it to be, won’t it? It will hurt you and humiliate you and all these people will see it and know that you can’t control yourself. They will know that you are a nympho humiliation pain slut,” she said. Then she put her hands on my arms.

“But most importantly, you will please me. Making you suffer like this, humiliating you beyond your imagination, making you have these overwhelming, powerful orgasms, turns me on like nothing else. You know that, don’t you? I see it in your eyes sometimes, pity for me. That I can’t get aroused like you.” She leaned close and put her mouth to my ear.

“Seeing you like this, doing this to you. This arouses me.”

For a long moment, we stayed there like that. The vibrator chewed at my clit, at my psyche, at my resistance. I saw the burning need in Kari’s eyes, her excitement, and yes, even love. And I have no idea why I pushed my hand down into her bag, or why I pulled the two tweezer clamps out. My hand was shaking as I did it, and I knew that the orgasm wasn’t that far away, thundering down the rails, through the tunnel toward me. Nowhere to go either. I saw the light of the engine and knew I wouldn’t escape. If orgasm was the train, I was going to get pulverized. There were no other options. I brought the clamps up between us, offering them to Kari.

“Kari?” I said simply, roughly, knowing what was about to happen.

“Yes, dear heart?” She asked me, eyes curious, wondering.

I lifted them toward her, offering the clamps, my breasts, my body, my soul, my orgasm, and my love.

“I’m about to cum.”


Part Twenty

“Oh my God!” I whispered, exploding in her arms, shaking as the bells, hanging from my breasts, rang loud and clear. Kari had placed each one on me, her back to the various drinkers of coffees and lattes, none of which really got to see what was going on. She lifted my blouse quickly, one breast at a time, exposing my nipple, placing the clamp, letting it tighten on the tip of my breast, only to cover it instantly with material. I was exposed for less than two seconds per tit.

And none of that mattered.

Adding the tweezer clamps didn’t really change the outcome of events focused lower. The light at the end of the metaphorical tunnel of torment wasn’t the exit, but an oncoming train. It symbolized the orgasm I was about to have and it made the stupid bells hanging from my boobs shake as it loomed near. I gasped and Kari wrapped her arms around me, hugging me tightly, holding me as I fought to stay quiet, to not make a scene. But it was too late. People were staring at us, wondering what was wrong with the barely dressed, slutty looking, redheaded girl. Was she sick? Was she having a seizure? Why was she shaking like that? Why were her thighs obviously wet?

I closed my eyes, blocking the onlookers out as I lost my way. The vibrators, the one inside my sex, buzzing hard, and the one clinging to my clit, overpowered me. I let out a low, keening sound and shook, the sensation of fluids dripping from my slit, streaming down my thighs, even more embarrassing. Pleasure suddenly superseded the pain and I gasped, loudly. My hips jerked, thrusting and rolling as I balanced on the raised chair, my latte forgotten next to me. My nipples seemed to tingle and throb and I pressed my mouth into Kari’s shoulder. I was a little girl, standing on the tracks as the engine bore down on me. Then the orgasm struck. Full and long and powerful and I pulled myself tightly against my mistress, my breasts pressed to her chest, the bells muted as they translated a few, wracking sobs of utter and overwhelming bliss, into a ringing indictment.

Breanne is cumming! Breanne is cumming!

I didn’t black out, but I faded, which I tend to do whenever I experience an orgasm that goes above and beyond the usual. My vision darkened and I think Kari felt the tension drain from me as I peaked. The adrenaline in my system began to dissipate, the need for fight or flight gone. Instead, a mixture of endorphins and oxytocin surged through my sex-soaked brain, leaving behind a devastating wake of senseless bliss. It was my drug, the sexual euphoria I crave, and I’d just been given a dose so strong, that formulating coherent thought wasn’t going to be a possibility for quite a while. Suddenly I didn’t care that my boobs were showing. Or that I was sitting in the back corner of a coffee shop, stuffed with a vibrating egg, my clit clamped with an oscillating clothespin, nipples throbbing and ringing with tweezer clamps, dressed like stripper, wearing a pair of stupid fuck-me-now shoes. I’d cum. And cum so hard and so long, that pussy juice was literally dripping from the chair.

“Mmmmmmm,” I said, swaying, even in Kari’s arms.

“Bre? Are you alright?” Kari asked in concern, giving me a curious look.

I nodded stupidly, my face in a wide grin. “Oh my God,” I said happily. I started to giggle. Tears filled my eyes. I’m not sure that all my systems were functioning properly. In fact, the OMG thing probably was just a repeat of one of the last things I’d said before cumming. I pushed my hand between Kari and my legs, digging under the skirt. My fingers found the vibrating clothespin and I pulled it off hurriedly, letting out a tiny squeal as I did. I brought it out, not even registering Kari’s dark look stop me.

“Too sensitive!” I blurted out, laughing. The laugh suddenly turned and I realized that I was close to sobbing. “I think we need to go!” I whispered, pushing myself toward her, out of my seat.

Kari caught me as my knees buckled and the stupid bells clinging to my nipples rang gently. There were a number of women, and even one or two guys, staring at me. I ran my hands down my skirt, shaking. Kari reached up and flicked my peasant blouse downward. Evidently it had gotten caught on one of the clamps, showing off a nipple.

“Kari? Can we go? Please?” I begged. “I want to change shoes.” I glanced at the seat behind me. It was soaked. My thighs were covered in cum and I didn’t even want to think about my skirt. Kari stared at me, but then nodded. She held me as I crossed my arms over my chest, holding the bells tight against my body, all while hiding them. The vibrator clothespin was still in my hand, trembling, so I turned it off as we began walking.

Kari didn’t say anything, but she stayed close as we made our way back to her car. Once we got out to the garage though, she gave me a look that made me flinch.

“Are you upset with me?” I asked.

Her lips were in a tight line. “You took the clothespin off your clit.”

I gave her an incredulous look. “It was hurting!”

Kari’s expression made my objection seem inappropriate.

I looked down. “Are you going to punish me?”

She unlocked the car door and held it open for me. “What do you think?” She asked. I sat down and this time, made sure to spread my legs. As expected, my skirt rode up, exposing my slit. The petals were all dark pink and my clit looked like a fucking cherry, waiting to be plucked. I bit my bottom lip and looked up at her as she stood there in the door. I took a deep breath.

“I’m ready. I accept it,” I said softly. I held up the clothespin vibrator.

For a moment, her face softened. “I know,” she said. “But be patient.” She took the tiny, plastic toy, but she didn’t put it back on me. She bent down and to my surprise, kissed me on the lips. It was a passionate kiss. Then she pulled away, closed my door, and circled around to the driver’s side.

It took me a few minutes to realize that we weren’t headed back to the office. Kari seemed unusually tense and other than laying her hand on my thigh, her pinkie pressed up against my labia, she didn’t say or do anything. The roof was still up, so I wasn’t even fighting the wind. I sat there, nipples still tingling in the tweezer clamps, my pussy still trembling as the vibrating egg rumbled softly in my insides, and wondered what the rest of the day was going to look like.

We arrived at Kari’s condo.

Hurricane Harvey had left the place a literal disaster and even six weeks after the fact we were still cleaning up. Out of everyone I knew, only Kari’s place had ended up under water, though my apartment had come damn close. It took two or three days for the water to recede. Then we’d descended on Kari’s place, tearing out drywall, throwing away furniture, and clearing the place out.

Don’t worry. Kari was fully insured and is sufficiently wealthy that her response was “oh good. I needed an excuse to redecorate!” She also had enough warning that any personal items had been stuck in the attic space, so again - no worries. And things were going well on renovation.

New drywall had been hung, mudded, and painted and Kari had paid carpet installers from Austin to drive all the way down from the state capital to put in the new plush. Cobalt blue, she’d completely changed everything, from the black leather sofa that had been destroyed to the crimson and gold motif she’d once enjoyed. Now the place was starting to look ultra-modern, sleek, and incredibly sexy.

Robert, Kari’s husband, appeared in the hall, a concerned look on his face as his wife and her barely dressed assistant walked in. But that was okay. He was wearing less than I was. In fact, he was naked. Except for a black, leather crotch harness wrapped around his balls and dick. It wasn’t keeping him from touching himself, but from the way his shaft started hardening the moment he saw Kari, I knew he’d been a good boy.

“Hello, darling. Is everything alright?” He asked, going straight up to my best friend, lover, mistress, and boss. She embraced him with one arm over his shoulders, her other grasping his rapidly thickening and stiffening cock, sending a look of consternation across his face.

“Of course,” she said huskily. “It’s just that Breanne has been exceedingly naughty and I needed a place to defrag.”

Robert glanced over his wife’s shoulder, straight at me. He smiled. “Imagine. Breanne being naughty. What did you do? Talk? Walk in a straight line? Wave at someone?”

He was teasing Kari. I knew it, but I smiled and gave him a little wave anyway. “Worse,” I said in mock outrage. “I had an orgasm in public and let my knees touch.”

Robert laughed. “How inappropriate,” he chided. Then he looked at Kari. “I’m still in the middle of a trade, but if you want me to…”

She kissed him, suddenly and passionately. “Yes. As quickly as possible. I’m going to tie Bre down on our bed and then I’ll want you.”

He nodded and turned, leaving us and I watched his impressive posterior turn and go down the hall. Kari sighed, clearly smitten.

I suppose I need to take a moment and explain something about Robert. I was fucking Kari Anders long before Robert ever showed up. In college, Kari had a habit of picking up young, handsome men, bringing them back to our apartment, and then having the two of us milk them. If you are unfamiliar with the terminology, the process is rather simple. You let us tie you down, spread-eagled. Then, one at a time, every available female in the apartment takes turns trying to stiffen you and make you cum. Where the cum goes doesn’t matter. Down my throat, in my pussy, in a condom, in my hand, whatever. What matters is that we have to do whatever we can, non-stop, to make the guy pop. The first two or three orgasms are pretty easy. An hour, maybe two at the most. But after that you have to start getting inventive. Guys are not built for that kind of sexual use. Not like a woman. I can lay with my legs spread open all day, taking cock after cock and as long as there is sufficient lubrication, I can pretty much handle non-stop fucking for extended periods of time. If I cum, great. Multi-orgasmic here. But guys? It’s all about the cumming. The climax. So I’m sure you can imagine my slow, sensuous strokes tormenting a man’s shaft when really, he can’t take any more. We’ve literally fucked guys to the point where they were begging us to let them go. I’ve seen bright red, almost abraded dick. And when Robert came along, Kari had me over and we did exactly the same thing to him.

Multiple times.

The thing about Robert is that he’s a submissive. Just like me. He is soft spoken, physically fit, and trades stocks. He’s worked WONDERS on my retirement portfolio. And frankly, he’s amazing. He cooks. He cleans. He’s supportive and loving. But most of all… he puts up with Kari’s shit.

No! I’m serious! Don’t give me that look! Have you ever lived with an obsessive compulsive individual? Do you know what it’s like to be called into the kitchen, forced down on your knees, only to have a butt plug jammed into your ass, followed by a spanking so hard it leaves you crying, all because you put a dirty water glass in the sink, instead of the dishwasher… because the dishwasher was running?

Yeah. Try that. And people wonder why I moved out of her apartment during college.

Kari is a monster. I love her. She’s my best friend. She’s my lover. She’s my mistress. Hell, I work for her. But live with her? Holy fuck no. Not a chance in hell. But Robert? He just takes it in stride. Lock his cock in a chastity cage? Sure, babe. Whatever you’d like. Spanking for not putting the red shirt next to the chartreuse shirt? Here’s my ass, darling. Let the wife and her fuckslut assistant torture him for hours on end, making his life a living hell of desperation to cum? Sure. Here I am.

And, I admit it. He’s an amazing fuck. I’ve bounced up and down on him enough times to know that. Kari and he have a special kind of relationship. And as long as Kari loves me, then I’m something, someone, Robert will love too. Because Kari values me.

“Take off those ridiculous shoes,” Kari snapped at me. I slipped out of the fuck me pumps and tucked them under the small, wooden table by the door. It was her key table and seemed to have survived the water with no discernable damage. Barefoot, I stood facing her. The vibrating egg still buzzed inside me. Kari turned and gave me this deep, hungry look, and to my surprise, she began undressing.

I say undressing, but it wasn’t like that. Not at all. She didn’t just take off her shirt. No. This was a seduction. This was a tease. This was dark and sultry. Her eyes smoldered. She moved like a cat. She was a woman in need of something and suddenly I felt a hell of a lot more worried than I’d been at the mall. Kari is not someone you just rub a vibrator against and watch blow a gasket. Kari is a goddess. A sensitive, emotional, sadistic deity.

She plays with her food.

“The skirt,” she said, as her shirt fell open, revealing a scarlet, lace bra beneath, cupping her exquisite curves. “Lose it.”

I swallowed, but my fingers pushed the blue pleated skirt down over my hips. It fell to the floor in a puddle and I stepped out of it, picking it up and folding it neatly. Sure enough, there was a visible stain on the back from where I’d soaked it earlier. I set it down on her new couch, an Italian leather number in steel gray. I stood there, naked except for the peasant blouse and the tweezer clamps. Her eyes went down from my belly to my knees and for a moment I didn’t even realize the look she was giving me. Then I gasped and quickly spread my legs.

Kari smiled wickedly. “It’s like you are just begging for me to inflict punishments upon you.” She shrugged out of the shirt and stalked toward me. “It’s in your nature. Or you want it subconsciously.” She got close and put her hands on my waist. I gasped as her fingernails traced ten, light, lines up my sides. My eyes widened as they came around to my front and slid across each breast, until her fingers were curled around each, tweezer clamped nipples. I trembled as she tightened down until I could actually feel her beginning to pinch at me. Then she pulled. I felt the tweezer clamps sliding as she tugged on my breasts. The tweezer clamps popped and I jerked as they came off me, bells ringing.

Kari dropped them to the floor and I flinched. “We don’t want these getting in the way,” she whispered.

“The way?” I said back to her? “The way of what?”

Then Kari put her left hand on my right breast, grabbed hold of the nipple, the piercing, and the padlock dangling from my tit. Then, much to my consternation, she dragged me through the living room and back into the depths of her apartment.


Part Twenty-one

When Kari had first gotten the condo, the second bedroom had been decorated in a motif I liked to call “Spanish Inquisition.” It had been dark, with indirect lighting installed, and sported a number of furniture pieces with dubious and questionable purpose. Most people, I’ve been told, do not keep head and wrist stocks in their homes. Or X shaped crosses for that matter.

But all that was gone now.

Kari had donated much of it to the Society of the Golden Rose, since it was just as usable on females as males, and so I was led past what was now obviously Robert’s home office. Kari had gone all out. Done in a series of browns and dark greens, it was an old world “study”, complete with some rather amazing, hand painted nudes on the walls. Of Kari. I know. I can’t imagine her posing for them… but… there they were. Every pose was provocative.

There were bookshelves and a desk, and then Robert, hurriedly working on his computer, in the buff. But then I was pulled past the door and into the master bedroom. The mirror on the ceiling had survived, as had the bed frame, but only because it was made of steel. There was a new mattress on the bed, and new sheets. But as Kari whirled me up onto the mattress, I couldn’t help noticing the solid looking leather cuffs hanging from each post.

I spread myself open, breasts falling clear of the peasant blouse, as Kari’s fingers slid down my leg to my ankle. She quickly buckled me into place, tightening the overly large cuff to a much daintier leg than usual. She went around to the other side, pulling me into an even wider stance. It was a king sized bed, and what was probably comfortable for Robert, stretched me wide apart. Then Kari ran her hand up my body, flicking a nipple, and grabbed my left wrist. I watched in silence as she secured me, though she had to take the cuff off the chain and instead attach it to a short, hooked bungee cord she pulled from a box under the bed.

Kari is prepared. Then she did the same to the other side and I found myself spread open, on my back, breathless with anticipation as Kari finished undressing. She moved between my legs, bending down to kiss my swollen, sore, distended clit, but beyond a shiver of over-sensitivity, it didn’t hurt. Then her fingers slid into my sauced slit, found the vibrating egg, and pulled it out.

“Here,” she said, holding up the goo covered object, pushing it up to my face. “Lick it.”

I stuck out my tongue, letting it glide over my still rumbling toy, tasting my own need. But then Kari pulled it back away from me and disappeared into the closet. I heard the motor shut down. Then there was silence for several long minutes. When she came back out, she was gloriously nude, her full wonderful breasts begging to be suckled and licked, her perfect hips swinging, her thick, black cock standing curved and rigid, pointing right at me.

She was wearing a strap on.

And not just any strap on. This thing was massive. It was at least as long as my Core Driller dildo, which is twelve inches, and widened to an impressive, almost inhuman girth. It looked realistic too. But what concerned me was a flash of color - purple - in a ring around the base. I’m not a newb. I knew what it was.

“Kari,” I said in growing alarm. “My clit! I’m super sensitive!” I blurted out as she approached like a swordsman about to bring his blade down upon a foe. She moved between my knees, eyes smoldering with heat.

“I know,” she whispered, putting her hand on the cock. It was slick and wet. She’d already lubed it, not that I needed that nicety. But she also squeezed the cock ring and a moment later it began buzzing. My eyes widened and I shook my head.

“Kari!” I hissed. “Do you know what that will feel like?” I demanded.

Kari laughed, spread her knees a bit, her hand guiding the tip of the massive dildo into the gaping hole between my labia. I gasped as she gave me about an inch, moving her hips in a lewd manner, sending waves of pleasure through me.

“Intimately,” she said. She slid another few inches into me, but certainly not the full length of the strap-on. Kari smiled down on me, leaning forward to slap at my breasts. She hit me, not with heat or anger, but with excitement, spanking my bosom back and forth. Each swing of her hand was accompanied by another half-thrust and the combination of stinging and thrust was merely making me want another orgasm.

Robert came in.

“What would you like me to do?” He said simply, watching as his wife fucked me. She laughed, smacked my breast again, and then pulled out. I groaned as the massive cock came out of my slit.

“Lick her clit. And suck on it,” Kari declared as she slid off the end of the bed. “Hard. I want her screaming with need.”

My head snapped tower her even as Robert bent down. “Kari! No! I won’t be able to take…” I gasped. But anything else I was going to say went clear out of my head as Robert began lapping at my clitoris. He wasn’t gentle about it either, stabbing the swollen, overworked nub with gusto. I went rigid as my body tried to sort out the various sensations. Sure, there was pleasure, but over the previous twenty four hours my clit had been spanked, smashed, crushed, vibrated, and clamped. Is it any wonder that maybe, just maybe, it was feeling a little overwhelmed?

“Look,” Kari whispered, standing up. She put her hand on my bare foot, the right one, and began dragging her nails up and down my sole. It almost tickled. Almost. But one thing was for sure - it felt amazing. That pleasure managed to swamp the stinging discomfort of my clitoris and I surged upward with a moan, pressing my mound into Robert’s mouth.

“Now this is how I like a barefoot, nympho humiliation pain slut dressed,” Kari said, running her forefinger up and down the center of my foot, caressing the arch. The sweet bliss of that ricocheted around in my brain pan, along with the burning sting of my clit, and suddenly there was no difference. Everything felt good. Except the immediate sexual need of Robert’s tongue was added. Suddenly, it felt as if Kari was making love to my foot.

“Barefoot and naked, the sweet epitome of submission,” she whispered. Then she let go of my foot and as I trembled under her husband’s tongue, she bent down, reaching under the bed.

Personally, I keep Christmas wrapping paper under the bed. Admittedly, there is also a box with lotions, lubricants, and oils. And condoms. But who the fuck keeps a collection of crops and canes under the bed? Besides Kari Anders, I mean. She rose up with a black stick in her hand, the end capped with a folded piece of leather. Before I could even brace myself, she brought the crop down on my breasts with a swift blow, making me gasp in surprise. It took another second for the pain to hit me, and I gritted my teeth and closed my eyes as the fire of her stroke made it to my brain. Forget pleasure. That fucking hurt!

Kari hit me a second time, then a third, and my entire body felt as if I were being flambéed. Robert was trying to suck my clit right off my body and Kari was leaving dark, red lines across my boobs. Kari left a fourth welt on my tits, and as I finally cried out, tears seeping from my shut eyes, she tossed the crop aside and pushed Robert away from my sex.

“Now,” she said to him. “Fuck me!”

I opened my eyes to see her kneeling on the bed, facing me, not him. Her strap-on dildo dipped low and she jammed it into my dripping slit with another single, mind-numbing thrust. Robert moved behind her, but before he could climb up, Kari shook her head.

“No,” she whispered. “Her feet. Release her feet.”

So Robert diverted. A moment later I felt his fingers on my ankles, one at a time, unbuckling me from my wide open stance. Kari looked down at me, eyes brimming with sexual excitement, her long blonde hair streaming down over her amazing, perfect breasts. She licked her lips hungrily, her hips twitching with need. This made the strap-on move inside me and I whimpered. When Robert finished, Kari lifted her left leg.

“Close up,” she told me. I swept my legs closed and Kari straddled me. Then she thrust forward, hard and deep. It felt amazing to have the full length of her toy inside me, but I also felt the vibrations of the cock ring for the first time. Against my clit, it was like a sander, scrubbing at my nerves. I gasped, my loins moving, and not just with need, but with discomfort as my already swollen and abraded clitoris received more direct attention. Worse, Kari didn’t really pump. Not like a guy would. She laid against me, pressing herself to my writhing body as my pussy tightened up in convulsive pulses around the strap-on dildo.

Then Robert joined the fun. Behind Kari, he climbed up onto the bed. He grabbed the corner posts, and thrust his cock into his wife’s dripping slit. I could see it on her face when he entered her; lust, desire, need, desperation. She put all her weight on me, reaching up with her hands and pinched my nipples back and forth twisting them cruelly until I cried out, gritting my teeth.

“Yes,” Kari hissed as Robert pounded through her sex.

I threw my head back, the pain between my legs and from my tits almost overwhelming. “Please hurt me!” I crooned back to her. She brought her head down and put her mouth over my left nipple. Her teeth scraped the piercing and she bit down, hard. I choked back a scream but then something happened. Kari went rigid. She trembled violently for a second. And then she let out a soft, agonizing cry. Not of pain. But of orgasm.

She fought us a moment later, letting go of my breast, shoving up and away from me. Her strength was enough to knock Robert back and almost off balance as she yanked at the strap-on, literally tearing it away from her body. She sat down on the edge of the bed then, panting and shaking and I watched her put her face into her hands. I think… I think she was crying.

But my Scandinavian goddess pulled herself together even before her husband’s cock softened. She reached down, grabbed the strap-on, tugged the vibrating cock ring off of it and then slid it down, over Robert’s cock. He groaned. She gestured toward me.

“Go. Fuck her. Fuck her until you cum. Even if she cums.”

Robert nodded, looked down at me, and then fucked me long, hard, and good. The vibrations of the cock ring, rubbing against my clit stung horribly as Robert pounded himself into my soft, wet, willing, tormented body.

I still came first


Part Twenty-two

Kari made me open the door and the bells rang out loud and clear.

“You’ll need to hurry,” she said to me as I knelt on the steel gray tile of the atrium floor. “Mr. Luce is waiting.” Kneeling down when you’re wearing nine inch tall platform heels is not easy, and I’d done it with the intention of not falling, or flashing the red and swollen petals of my sex. It wasn’t easy either. The vibroballs were buzzing inside me, despite the many orgasms of that day, and while I wasn’t anywhere close to cumming, I could still feel the moisture dripping from my pussy.

The peasant blouse dipped downward as I bent over, exposing both breasts. The silver bells Kari had clipped to my nipples after our tryst with Robert, rung softly as I moved my arms. I thrust my key into the lock, feeling a little irate.

“Do you know that a key that opens any lock is called a master key?” I muttered, twisting the metal and hearing the bolt slide home. “And that a lock that opens for any key is called broken?” The bells just seemed to reinforce my point.

Kari patted my head in a patronizing way. “If you are trying to metaphor yourself out of going up to John Luce’s office, you’ll find me an unsympathetic listener. However, if you want to expound upon the nature of your existence, after you’ve taken my materials up to him, I’d be happy to indulge you.”

I blinked as I carefully rose to my feet, tits ringing like a belfry. “Wait. You mean you actually have something for me to take him?”

She waved a hand and opened the door. “Of course. I had it ready weeks ago. I figured he needed time before considering redecorating.” She marched into the office, leaving me to almost get whacked by the heavy glass door.

“I thought you just wanted me to go up there and fuck him,” I said woodenly.

Kari turned and looked back at me, eyes dark. “Breanne Erickson. I do not need you or your pussy to make my business successful. Providing a quality service does that. I am not ordering you to do anything to that man if you do not want to.” Her eyebrow arched as she gazed at me with a knowing expression. “However, you are who you are. Act like it.” Then she whirled and went down the hall.

I admit it. I stuck my tongue out at Kari’s back, which would have probably earned me another pussy whipping if she’d actually seen it. Instead, I glanced at the clock. I had maybe five minutes before I was supposed to meet with Mr. Luce, so I considered my footwear options while trying to ignore the incessant buzzing of the sex toy between my legs.

I was already wearing the 9 inch platform “please fuck me hard” heels. The stripper shoes I call them. This went nicely with the short skirt which barely covered my ass, not to mention the paltry bit of material that was affectionately called “Bre’s Peasant Blouse.” A pair of tweezer clamps, with bells, had been added to the outfit, and I didn’t know if those were a permanent addition, or if I could remove them. Still, there was nothing hanging on my clitoris, which considering my condition, was a blessing. My little nub was sore, sensitive, and feeling quite raw.

That meant that I couldn’t wear the black stilettos. While I would appreciate the sleek, sexy, sort of slutty look that the black dress would provide me, especially in comparison to the stripper costume I was currently sporting, the stilettos came with alternative accessories. The tweezer clamps would definitely come off, only to be replaced by the pair of alligator clamps I had in my bag. The chain would hang obviously across my bosom, and I’d have to deal with that. Worse, a third alligator clamp, the larger one, would need to be set on my clit, the sharp, metal teeth digging into the already well abused flesh.

Never mind the fact that I’d have to stuff the Thrusting Anal Vibrator into my bottom, or offer up my ass for a brutal spanking to the woman who had punished practically every part of me except my backside.

So yeah, definitely not the stilettos.

My other choice were the flip flops. The soft, foam soles meant wearing the white tube top and matching elastic skirt. Of course, it also meant a smaller, jeweled anal plug, clover clamps, and the vibrating pendant. Granted, Kari couldn’t really punish me for that, as long as I had cum in the flip flops. The thought about asking Mr. Luce for a creamy deposit certainly crossed my mind, but it would also mean asking someone else as well. And I only had an hour. Because if I didn’t manage to get both flip flops covered in spunk, Kari could declare me technically “barefoot” and go after my poor feet.

Which led me to the last available choice. I could go barefoot. It meant I could wear anything, from the peasant blouse and skirt, to the black dress, to the white tube top and skirt. Hell, I could show up at Luce’s door wearing the gym shorts, tee shirt, and utilitarian bra I’d worn that morning. It would spare me the indignity of humiliation, as well as the pain of clamps on my nipples and clit, but I figured both Kari and Mr. Luce would be disappointed. And to be honest, I suspected that if I tried something that… Breanne-ish… I’d be limping on my way up there, with about ten fresh cane strokes across the bottoms of both arches. They’d match the ones on my tits. That would be exceedingly like Kari.

I waffled for two or three minutes, trying to decide between the stripper do-me pumps and going barefoot, when I realized that under the circumstances, my current footwear would serve me best. It wasn’t like I was out walking the mall. I had to walk about twenty feet to the elevator, go up a flower, and walk down a hall. That was it. I was still technically “dressed”, even if every step was accompanied by a jingle, a bit of exposed flank, and maybe a glimpse of pussy. The whole point of me taking Kari’s “suggestions on decor” to the man was to give him an opportunity for me to be me.

Kari wasn’t telling me to fuck the guy, but at that point, I wanted to do little else.

Fucking vibroballs. You would think three orgasms would be enough for a girl.

But maybe, just maybe, I could reduce the humiliation factor. Treading carefully, I rang my way down the hall and peeked into Kari’s office.

“Hi,” I said with a smile, trying to look compliant, willing, and very cute.

Kari looked up at me, gave me a cursory look, and then nodded. “File folder on my desk,” she said, pointing to a thick manila folder. I stepped into her office, all tinkle tinkle as the bells shook.

“Um… Kari?” I asked, as I picked up the folder. “Would you mind if I took these off?” I asked meekly, gesturing at the bells hanging from beneath the valance like blouse.

“Yes I would,” Kari replied briskly. “But if you’d rather wear clothespins, straight on of course, I might change my mind.”

I blinked, jaw dropping. She’d just suggested a painful, incredibly embarrassing alternative. Clothespins, straight on, would force the peasant blouse to rest on the clamps themselves, bending them, and my poor nipples, downward. The hell with that.

“On second thought,” I said carefully. “I think these bells go well with the outfit.”

Kari glanced up at me and smiled. “I agree. Though clothespins would do as well,” she pushed.

I turned, the file folder in my hand. “Thanks! I’ll take this now!” I said loudly as I hurried down the hall.

Still ringing.

It took me only a minute to get to John Luce’s office and I knocked politely at the door as I opened it. The building was too small to have a receptionist, but it had a lobby, of a sort, similar to the one I sat in.

“Hello?” I called out.

John Luce appeared in seconds, a beaming smile on his face. In his late fifties with a balding head, spectacles, and large mouth, he was a generally friendly person. He came toward me quickly. Probably because he was afraid someone would drop by and wonder why he had a hooker in the office.

“Breanne! I was almost afraid you weren’t going to come,” he gushed, gesturing me to head into the back. I nodded, the folder still in my hands, and I walked with a bell ringing step into the rear area of the property management office. There was a decent sized room back there, complete with a kitchenette sort of counter, with a coffee pot and a mini-fridge. I stopped in front of a large, L-shaped desk and saw the usual bric-a-brac; pens, lease agreements, binder clips, legal folders - that sort of stuff. I placed the folder down on a bare spot.

Behind me, I heard a thunk, which I suspect was the lock being turned in the outer door. It wasn’t hard for me to picture the little sign that read “will return at” being placed in the window either. I waited and then Mr. Luce came in, rubbing his hands. I turned to face him, trying to make my smile seem a little less wooden, when he suddenly realized that I had bells hanging out from under my shirt.

He blinked. “Oh. I thought those were…” he stammered for a moment as he realized that the bells weren’t hanging from the peasant blouse, but from the tips of my breasts.

I licked my lips and nodded. Then - “I was a naughty girl,” I admitted. “Kari had to punish me.”

Luce took that in stride. “Naughty? I can’t imagine why you’d be a naughty, little girl. What did you do?” He asked eagerly.

“I had an orgasm when I wasn’t supposed to,” I said softly, blushing prettily. “Kari clipped a vibrator on my clit and I took it off,” I told him. “She gave me these,” I finished, lifting up the front of my shirt.

Mr. Luce’s eyes widened as he caught sight of the fresh, deep red welts crisscrossing my bosom, but if it disturbed him, he made no mention of it. Besides, he was well aware of my reputation. He took a step forward.

“My goodness, you must have been very, very bad,” he said.

I cupped my breasts, making the bells ring. “Mr. Luce? Would you mind taking the bells off? You could maybe rub me to make me feel better?” I asked plaintively, almost begging. I jiggled the bells again.

“Well,” he hemmed. “Only if we put them back on when I’m done. If Kari felt you needed to be punished, then it wouldn’t be right for me to go against her wishes,” he admonished me. Smart man. I nodded and he reached up. It was child’s play to tug the tweezers free and he set both bells down on his desk quietly.

“Now, let me see if I can make you feel any better,” he said, bringing both hands up. He grabbed hold of my tits and began squeezing them, gently at first, but as I moaned with a rough eagerness, he put some pressure into it. The welts smarted, that’s for sure, but as his thumbs began rubbing the nipples back and forth, I gasped and reached out, finding the bulge in his pants. The peasant blouse bunched up high above my cleavage and I braced myself against his desk.

“Sir?” I panted. “Mr. Luce?” His head had come down and his mouth was sucking on my left nipple. “Mr. Luce?”

“Wha...mmmmmm,” he mumbled, his mouth full of titty.

“Can I… can I…” I moaned a bit. “Can I give you a lap dance?”

He let go of my nipple and straightened up. “Just a lap dance?” He said, just a bit skeptically.

I nodded, my bottom lip between my teeth. “I um… I do the kind that would be illegal if you were paying for it,” I explained.

He smiled. Slowly he stepped back from me and then moved to the office chair behind his desk. There was plenty of room, so I pointed to his computer as I let my shirt cover my tits once more. “Why don’t you pick your favorite music?” I suggested.

I have no idea what he selected, but it was upbeat and fun and the second he turned back toward me I was all over him. I lifted the peasant blouse and fondled myself. Then I flicked off the shirt and pressed my bosom against his mouth and nose, letting him lick and taste.

“Why aren’t you touching me?” I asked wickedly. “This isn’t a strip club. Touch me,” I insisted. Then his hands got involved. They slid up under my skirt and found my bare bottom, squeezing and kneading it hard. I gasped again as he found my wet slit, and the shudder that rocked me when his fingers tapped and played with my clit was earthshaking. I slid away from him, downward, going to my knees to keep him from hitting my clit again. Except now it was my hands undressing him. Belt. Buckle. Button. Zipper. I tugged on his pants and pulled them down, even going to the extreme of taking off his shoes. He let me do every little bit. I managed to get his slacks off and he was wearing white briefs. I merely pushed these to the side, pulling out his cock, and found myself nose deep in pubic hair.

It was a decent blowjob if I do say so myself, but for me, it was more foreplay than anything else. When he was moaning and carrying on, I rose up like a mermaid from the sea, pushing down my skirt. His cock was hard, slick and ready and I held up the small condom I’d brought up with me.

“Mr. Luce? Please? Please fuck me?” I begged him.

He nodded roughly and I reached between my legs and to his surprise, pulled out the vibroballs. They were still purring and I put them on my shirt and skirt, where they were piled on the floor. I could hear them wetly humming. Then I tore open the condom package, popped the prophylactic into my mouth, and like a stick of bubble gum, blew into the rubber and pushed it down over his cock.

He almost came, right then and there.

Instead, I stood quickly, turned around so that my bum was facing him, and sat down in his lap. I’d offered him a lap dance after all. His cock slid into my soaked slit and I let out a moan of satisfaction as I began bouncing, fucking him for all I was worth. It didn’t matter to me that he was the property manager, or that Kari was getting something out of this. I had cock inside me and that was always worth it.

I moved his hands to my tits and let him squeeze as I wriggled my hips. “Tell me when you’re close,” I told him, trying to ignore my own arousal and needs. He seemed to be on a finger edge than me and even before I was close to exploding, he was gasping like a blowfish.

“Oh Bre! Oh God! I’m going to cum!” He announced.

I rose off him and got back down on my knees, my hand around his cock, pumping it hard. I stripped off the condom and leaned forward, but I didn’t put my mouth on him. No. I knew better. Instead I pushed my bare tits forward, pumping and rubbing him.

“Please sir! Squirt it on me. I want your cum on my tits!” I begged.

White froth bubbled out from the tip of his shaft, all over my hand, and I smeared it wetly across my breasts. Then I licked the back of my hand. He groaned, slumping in his seat and this time I did bring my mouth down on his cock, sucking the already softening length, clean of his cream. He moaned again, his hands on my head, as I pleasured him.

“That… that was wonderful,” he sighed happily. I didn’t exactly respond verbally. Instead I swirled my tongue around in circles. I’ve been told not to talk when my mouth is full.

This went on for another minute and eventually he pushed me off. I let him, responding to his needs and I stayed on the floor wordlessly, looking up at him hungrily. He certainly noticed.

“You didn’t cum,” he said accusingly.

I shrugged. “I’m not allowed too,” I said.

He gave me a chagrined look. “I wish I’d known. I’d have tried harder!” He laughed.

I smiled up at him, then reached over to where the vibroballs were still buzzing. I picked them up and held them out to him.

“These have to go back in,” I said, a wicked smile on my face. “Would you mind?” He took them from my hand and I stood up quickly, backing up against his desk. Then I lifted myself up, sat on the edge, and spread my legs. My pussy was dripping, hot, wet, and red. “I know they have to get pushed in deep, but I know you’ll do it as fast as you can so I don’t cum.”

Our eyes met and I posed there on the desk. I placed a heel on the edge of the desk and made sure he could see the sexy angle of my instep. I pushed my breasts forward. I stuck out my chin. I put one hand between my legs and pinched the sides of my clit. With the other hand, I grabbed one of those large binder clips and twirled it on my finger. Then with all the seductive darkness in my soul, I said “Because if I do cum, I’ll have to be punished.”

And God both bless and damn the man - he pressed the vibroballs to my clit.


Part Twenty-three

Four hours later I was sitting on the sofa in my apartment when there came an eager knock on the door. I didn’t move, mostly because I knew that within two seconds, sixty-four pounds of nine year old girl would come barreling out of the back bedroom, streak across the flat, only to narrowly avoid smashing herself against the wall while making a ninety degree turn, then fling her petite form down another twelve foot length of hall, again evading certain destruction by the sum of bare feet against linoleum tile divided by friction. And the whole thing even came with a soundtrack. Plus Doppler Effect.

“I’llgetit!I’llgetit!I’ll get it! I’ll get it! I’ll get it! I’ll   get   it!  I’ll     get    it!   I’ll    get    it!”

I turned my head to look back down the hall toward the front door, mostly because I try to be a good parent. For all I knew it might have been a stranger. I didn’t exactly want to get up, but I could, if I had too.

“Oh. Hi Kylie!” Rachel said pleasantly. “Mom! It’s Kylie!”

I could see that. Standing in the doorway beyond my daughter was a young woman in her mid-twenties, wearing a pair of shorts that were borderline respectable, along with a crop top that left her belly bare. Unlike me, Kylie was still young enough to sport the look. Every time I was forced to dress in similar clothing I looked like a plow horse walking in a thoroughbred show. Kyle was also petite, thin, and adorably cute. She sported a pixie cut of dark brown hair that framed her face with curls. She had pinched lips, which made her look like she was wearing lipstick all the time, a sharp nose, and her eyes were this delicious brown that just made my mouth water and my heart thump.

Let me assure you that she tastes good as well. I’ve had those shorts of hers down, with my tongue buried between the shaved petals of her sweet, little pussy. But that wasn’t about to happen. I knew it. I had dark suspicions. Carefully, I stood up. Kylie eyed me peculiarly as I slowly walked to the door. Rachel went by in a hurry and Kylie stepped in, shutting the door behind her, but not completely. She left it open a crack.

“Hi Kylie,” I said in an accusatory fashion. She licked her lips and looked apologetic. Finally she just said it.

“I’m here to watch Rachel,” she admitted.

I stared at her.

“For an hour,” she added, as if that made it better. “Or two.”

I didn’t say anything.

“Uh… Julie is outside,” she added, pointing toward the door. “She said that you should grab some appropriate shoes and go out to her.”

I took a deep breath. “Shoes. At seven-thirty at night.”

Kylie nodded.

“What’s in it for you?” I asked, curious.

Kylie’s eyes rolled. “You mean Mistress Savannah, right?”

Savannah was Kylie’s mistress, since Kylie was one of my sisters of submission, one of the submissives of the Society of the Golden Rose. If I’d lifted up her jazzy little shirt that only barely covered her boobs, her right nipple would have sported the exact same sort of piercing and padlock that dangled from my own breast.

I shrugged. “Whatever.”

Kylie gave me a steady look. “Julie said that Savannah could have you for a whole day. Sixteen hours. She gets to do whatever she wants within limits.”

I gulped. Mistress Savannah could be just as cruel as she could be sweet. I’d be cumming and going all day. Torment and pleasure.

“But that will be a month from now,” Kylie assured me. “Right now you should worry about Julie. She said you should be quick.” Then she eyed me. “And if I were you, I’d go change, right now. If you wear that outfit Julie is going to blow a gasket.”

I glanced down at my clothing. I was wearing gray sweatpants, a shade too big, a tee shirt, and over it, the matching sweat shirt that went with the pants. I looked like some sort of college joggette, going for a run in twenty degree weather. Except for the fact that I was barefoot.

I frowned, then shook my head. “Nope. I don’t think so,” I suddenly declared, feeling just a bit rebellious. I pushed past Kylie. “Tell Rachel I’ll be back soon,” I told her. “Don’t forget to make her brush her teeth.”

“Hey! Wait! What about the shoes Julie wants you to wear?” Kylie asked, clearly not in the know. I went through the door, ignoring the pain that came with rapid movement, angry and frustrated and looking for a target.

“Fuck it,” I snarled. “I’m going barefoot! She can eat that!” Kylie’s eyes widened and she gave me a bewildered look as I marched out into the parking lot.

Julie’s car was idling about thirty feet away and I danced gingerly across the concrete. I could see her surprised look as I tiptoed and hopped my way over. When I opened the car door and threw myself down in the seat, there was a moment where it was clear that she was speechless. I leaned back and with a deliberate lack of grace or elegance, jammed my bare, unclad, dirty feet up on the dashboard, crossed my arms over my chest, and then turned my face to glare at her.

“What the fuck is that?” Julie asked, staring at my clothes, still more startled at my audacity than anything else. I stared at the diminutive woman sitting behind the driver’s wheel and for a moment, thought about lightening up. Except… I couldn’t do that. Not really. I was hurting and tired. The fact that I was also wet and horny had nothing to do with it.

Julie is six years younger than I am, stick thin, and a snappy dresser. When I met her years ago, she was a punk rocker running a mall junk jewelry store. Now she was a sales manager, with twenty people reporting to her. She’d traded in her parti-colored hair for the more natural beauty of her dark chocolate colored locks, and she managed to pick clothing the emphasized her hips, while hiding her under-developed bosom and bony limbs.

“I’m barefoot,” I declared with a quick upturn of my nose. “So I’m wearing what I want.” I sniffed. “It’s my prerogative.”

Julie frowned and put the car in reverse. “You look ridiculous. Like some sort of college reject getting out of P.E.” I ignored her and she took the turn, taking us out of the parking lot of my apartment. For several minutes she was quiet, but then she glanced over at me.

“So,” she said conversationally. “Do you have it on right now?” She asked with a grin.

I felt a shiver run through me and my head snapped toward her. “Do I have what on right now?”

Julie let out a laugh. “That’s a yes.”  She glanced my way to see my face turning red. “Kari told me about your afternoon orgasm. And the punishment. An hour on and an hour off.” She grinned. “I was kind of hoping I’d get lucky.”

I pursed my lips. “Kari talks too much,” I muttered.

Julie laughed. “Can I see it?”

I frowned again. “No.”

Julie’s eyes rolled. “Come on. Besides, I’m going to let you take it off for a while.”

That made me look over at her. “Really?” I asked suspiciously. She nodded, a totally honest look on her face.

“Cross my heart and hope to die,” she said, running a finger in a crisscross pattern over her chest. “And you don’t even have to put it back on.” I eyed her speculatively. She was wearing a black, long sleeve shirt, over a white, collared blouse. Very chic.

“What’s the catch?”

For a moment she grinned. “Catch? What do you mean?”

“Julie, with you there’s always a catch,” I replied tartly.

She shrugged. “No catch. I mean, you can keep it on until we get where we’re going. But I’ll take it off you when we get to our destination. But for now, I just want to see it.”

I wrestled with that for a moment, but then realized I really didn’t have much of a choice. A direct order would force me to do it anyway, regardless of the assignment boundaries of “no right to shoes.” So I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my sweatpants and pushed up with my feet. This lifted my bottom off the seat and I pulled and then pushed the material down and across to my ankles. I had to tug the waistband down away from my sex to keep it from snagging. Julie glanced over eagerly, but then looked unhappy when she realized she couldn’t see anything. I sighed and took my feet off the dash. When the sweatpants were around my ankles, I dropped my feet to the floorboard. Then, with a quiver of humiliation, I spread my knees wide, revealing the black metal and steel bands of a single, thick, binder clamp hanging off my labia, pinching my entire pussy shut. There was a noticeable line of glistening wetness along the edge.

“Ooooh!” Julie cooed. “Look at that! Bet it hurts!” She said brightly.

I gave her another grumpy look. “Want to try it on?” I asked wryly. She laughed and put her hand down between my legs. I almost stopped her, but I didn’t want to cause a scene. She touched it gingerly and I winced.

“It’s not on your clit at all,” she said in disappointment, giving it a little wiggle.

I gasped. “Of course not. Do you know what’s been done to my clit today?” I demanded. “Not to mention yesterday,” I said accusingly. Julie grinned. “Did Kari tell you?” I asked.

Julie kept her hand between my legs, wiggling the binder clamp back and forth a little in each direction. “No. But I can guess. Tender?”

I shuddered. “Yes. And please stop.”

Julie pulled her hand away. For a moment I just sat there, looking out the window. It was still light out, but the windows were tinted enough that I wasn’t terribly concerned about a driver seeing my binder clip. Or something more embarrassing. Besides, I was only naked from the waist down.

“What do you plan on doing to me?” I asked a moment later. I could feel my pussy throbbing and for a moment, I wanted to reach down and find my clit, just to rub it in soft circles. That would have been crazy though, because that part of me was so sore, tender, and abraded that I wasn’t sure I could handle anything done to that part of me. Maybe I needed to warn Julie. 

“To be honest, I have to adjust my plans,” she said, glancing back at me, once more giving my clothing a dirty look. It made me feel self-conscious, and since she hadn’t exactly told me that I couldn’t, I reached down and grabbed my sweatpants. I managed to get one foot into a pant leg and pulled the material halfway up my thigh. “But only slightly,” she added, giving me a grin.

“Plans?” I asked as I began to pull my pants back up over my ass.

She glanced over at me. “Hey. What are you doing?”

I froze, my sweatpants bunched up, almost back on. “Uh… I’m barefoot. Remember? I can wear what I want?”

Julie scoffed. “For your information, the outfit you’re wearing is a courtesy, when you’re not doing nympho humiliation pain slut things, or serving your mistress. It’s the shoes that were important. I had expected you to bring the stripper shoes, or the stilettos.”

Suddenly, my bare bottom felt dangerously exposed on the seat. “Why? Where are we going?” I asked softly.

“Someplace where I can walk in with a nympho humiliation pain slut. If I show up with you dressed like a frightened, feminist, college co-ed, just leaving the gym on a cold, snowy day, my word will never be good again. Christ, Bre. It’s eighty-four fucking degrees out!” She eyed me coldly. “So strip. Everything.”

I blinked, just a little unprepared for the order. “Excuse me?”

“Strip. Take off your fucking clothes. Get nude. Undressed. Naked. In the buff. Birthday suit only,” she explained, her voice hard.

“B-b-but…” I spluttered. “I’m barefoot!”

She hit the brakes and pulled over, making me yelp. When the car came to a stop she literally twisted in her seat. “Breanne Erickson. You are my submissive and I’ve given you an order. Do I need to repeat myself, or drag you out of this car, rip your clothes off, bend you offer the hood, and spank your ass and tits until they’re red?”

My eyes widened, my heart thudded, and I admit it - my pussy tightened around the silent vibroballs in my pussy, locked deep within by the binder clamp. I gave her a little nod and pushed my sweatpants back down to my bare feet, then off over my toes. I pulled at a sleeve and exposed the tee-shirt beneath.

Julie stared, so I pulled off the shirt, letting her see my bra.

“Jesus fucking Christ,” she muttered in disgust. “How many times do I have to throw away those damn things?”

I bit my lip. This was like the fifth one. I kept buying new ones. The lace sexy ones itch. I undid the strap and let it drop down between my knees. Then I crossed my arms over my bare breasts.

“Are those welts?” Julie asked. The light wasn’t all that good. I lowered my arms a bit and nodded.

“I got caned there today,” I said softly.

She suddenly grinned. “Good!” She turned back straight and put the car into gear. A moment later we were zipping down the road.

“Now, you haven’t flubbed up everything,” she said simply. “Naked, you’re almost as good as if you had worn the stripper shoes. All the same parts are exposed, so that part of my plan stays the same.”

I bit my lip. There weren’t many details, but I’m not stupid. She wanted access to my breasts, ass, and pussy. Whatever she was going to do to me was going to be intense.

“Is this going to hurt?” I asked timidly.

She barked out a laugh. “Is the Pope Catholic? Does chocolate taste good? Are you a nympho humiliation pain slut?” She gave me a sneering glance. “Of course it’s going to hurt. But knowing you, you’ll cum anyway.”

“Am I even allowed to cum?” I managed to spit out.

She shrugged. “No. But when has that stopped you, Ms. I Have A Binder Clip On My Cunt?” Her voice dripped with sarcasm.

I didn’t know what to say to that and for a moment the silence loomed. “Of course, if you’d brought the stilettos, I was going to just paddle you and use the dildo on your cunt at the same time.” She gave me a serious look. “Because you’d have had the Thrusting Anal Vibrator in your ass, and that would have taken care of that hole.”

I pressed my lips together in a thin line. “Yeah?” I said a bit bitterly. “What if I’d brought my flip flops?”

Julie shook her head. “I figured that wasn’t likely. You were home. With Rachel. Why would your feet be jammed into a pair of foam slippers filled with guy goo? Still, I wasn’t quite expecting you to come out barefoot.” She sighed, shaking her head. “Oh. Hey. Are you following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one?”

I nodded. “Vibroballs. But they’re off right now,” I admitted. “The controller is in the pocket of my pants.”

“Well then, those need to come out,” she told me. “Do it right too.”

“I’ll have to take off the binder clamp,” I warned her. Julie shrugged. “Yeah, well, now is as good a time as any. We’re almost there anyway.”

I took a deep breath and slid my fingers down between my legs. Julie wasn’t as anal as Kari about my knees being apart, but I knew she’d want to see what was going on. At least, when she wasn’t looking at the road. With only a single, deep breath of hesitation, I grabbed hold of the binder clamp and pinched it open. It had been clinging to the folds of my sex, and while it hurt, it wasn’t as bad as it could have been. Two, deep, red ridges appeared in the pink and I gasped as my pussy trembled at the release. I tossed the clamp down on the floor and dipped my fingers into the wet, tender gash between my legs, wincing as I spread my labia. I did my best to avoid the swollen, abraded, highly-sensitive nub at the top of my vulva, and instead snagged a tiny loop of string, drawing out two, plastic, slightly oblong and flattened globes. They were covered in fresh, all-natural lubricant and glistened in the passing light of a street lamp.

“Lick them,” Julie ordered.

I frowned. “I was going to! You don’t have to micromanage this!” I protested. Then I lifted the two vibroballs up to my face and stuck my tongue out. It’s not technically a rule, but I’ve been told countless times that a good nympho humiliation pain slut always cleans her toys after use. With her mouth. So I licked and after a moment, just sucked one entire thing into my mouth.

At a red light, Julie reached into the back seat and pulled a heavy, black canvas bag forward. She reached in and rummaged around. I watched, cleaning the second vibroball, when she pulled out one of her ridged clover clamps. But just one. Not a pair. If you’re unfamiliar with the toy, it’s a mechanical marvel where tugging or pulling on it tends to tighten the pincers. Of course, some dastardly person had taken a file to this one, making the pads look more like pliers. It was a stand-alone, but there was a large key ring attached to the back end, making it easy to “hook” things to it.

“That goes on your clit, by the way,” Julie said.

I stared at the clamp for a moment, a shocked and slightly outraged expression on my face. “I can’t!” I declared. “Do you have any idea what Kari did to my clit today?” I demanded.

Brakes. Swerve. Park. Again. Julie turned toward me. “Breanne Erickson, are you declaring a medical out?” She asked me, her eyes hard.

I gulped. One of the most important aspects of being a submissive girl is that ultimately, the power lies with the submissive herself. I can always say no. As a nympho humiliation pain slut though, there is a formal process for doing that. I can’t just decide, “Sorry, I don’t feel like doing that.” There are certainly rules I have to obey, one of them being that I can’t refuse any torment someone wishes to inflict upon me unless it violates my limits, one of which is not causing physical damage to me. That’s called a “medical out.” To make matters worse, my use of a medical out would basically force Julie to convene a jury at the next Society Meeting, where I would have to present evidence as to why I needed the break. And even if I had a good reason, it didn’t absolve me. I’d be subjected to the torment anyway, delayed of course, and then I’d be given a punishment, usually double the level of intensity as the original. And that’s if they found in my favor. If the mistresses felt I was just being contrary...

To be honest, my clit was sore. It wasn’t damaged. And Julie hadn’t asked me to clip a vibrator to it, or spread my legs for a sapping. It was a damn clamp. Just a clamp. One, unweighted clamp. I bit my lip, took a deep breath, and brought the steel down to my sex. Julie watched, clearly excited, pleased with herself, and when I let out a pained gasp, she smirked as she put the car back in gear.

“Very nice,” she said simply.

We sat there in silence, me wearing nothing but the clover clamp hanging off my clit while she drove. Lights flashed by, and I wondered where we were going. A bar? A hotel room? A private residence? An industrial warehouse? Knowing Julie it could be anything.

Ten minutes later we pulled up to an apartment complex and Julie drove around to the back. I sat there, worried, getting more anxious by the second, especially when she parked opposite one of the buildings, but with an entire open lot between us and the sidewalk. She grabbed her bag of “stuff” and opened the car door. I glanced around in horror. She intended to make me walk, in the buff, in public, across the lot!

“Julie,” I whispered, eyes terrified. “I can’t! I’m naked!”

She leaned down and gave me a smug, satisfied look. “Next time, wear the stripper shoes. This is how Kari and I like our barefoot nympho humiliation pain sluts.”


Part Twenty-four

Darkness had fallen and the apartment complex lights had come on, illuminating the parking lot, Julie’s car, my bare breasts, and what appeared, for the moment, to be an empty, quiet community. I could see lights on in some of the windows and my overactive imagination replaced families sitting down to dinner with hordes of hungry men and women, all peeking out through their blinds and curtains, waiting for me to dance, naked, across their field of view. Julie pulled me out of the car and I stood there, not knowing which way to hurry. I pressed my left arm tightly across my bosom, doing a piss poor job of covering my welted breasts, while my right arm went down across my abdomen, my hand positioned delicately over my groin. This meant that when Julie gave my ass a hard, but casual swat, I couldn’t do anything more than hop forward with a little squeal, my tiny, bare feet slapping on the concrete.

The parking lot had little ridges. You really don’t notice things like that when you’re wearing shoes, but my bare soles felt every pebble, every groove, and every sharp point as I tread lightly across it. Surprisingly, I worried about stepping on a piece of glass, or (as Jimmy Buffett called it) a pop top. This added whole new dimensions to being “in the buff” and gave Julie a few more opportunities to inflict some judicious spanks to my bottom.

The clover clamp dangling from my clit was also a problem. I could feel it. Oh God, could I feel it. It was hanging from my clitoral hood, with my actual clit pinched inside. This is not going to be a very erotic description, but have you ever had an infection? Ever felt the skin around it swell and tingle? Do you know how that tingle feels because it is not a pleasant sensation? It’s uncomfortable? Yeah. Well, that’s how my clit felt. The problem however, is that I’m a sexual masochist. And when someone hurts my clitoris…

Fortunately, we didn’t have to go very far and I was grateful when Julie pushed me to the right and I found myself in front of a green painted door with the number two hundred and six emblazoned across it in brass.

“Go ahead,” she told me, standing directly behind me. “Knock.”

I raised my hand and I felt Julie’s hand on my butt, squeezing. “And don’t cover up. I want to see his face when he sees you naked like this,” she said softly.

I bit my lip, nodded, and then rapped my knuckles against the wood. It took every ounce of willpower I had to lower my hands. I wondered if “he” meant just one person inside, or a group. I hoped to hell it was just one person. I’d be fine, even if Julie meant to torment me, as long as it wasn’t in front of a bunch of people, or in a public setting.

Then the door opened.

The man who stood there gawked in utter astonishment. Shock really. He was Indian, and I don’t mean Native American. I mean Indian, from Asia, and his thick, full black hair shined with the light from his hallway. His skin was dusky dark and he was very handsome and very young. Early twenties. Maybe. He just stood there, ogling my breasts in a very teenage boy sort of way, as if he’d never actually seen a naked women for real.

“Hello, Patel. Are you going to invite us in? Or did you want Breanne to suck your cock out here on the doorstep?” Julie asked in amusement.

Patel blinked, seeming to snap out of what I sometimes call “boob hypnosis” or “boob shock.” Some men just can’t handle boobs. His eyes went to Julie and he actually blushed with embarrassment, which I thought terribly cute, but then he stepped back woodenly, gesturing us to come in.

“Oh my gosh!” He spluttered in excitement. “I just wasn’t expecting that! I mean, I’ve read the stories! But to see it!” He looked at me with this big grin and then, much to my astonishment, he grabbed my hand and pumped it. “It is so good to meet you! I’ve heard so much! And I’ve read all your books!”

This was not the first time I’ve been confronted with a fan. But I was a little disconcerted to be doing it naked. Clearly Julie had set this up.

“Um…” I said weakly. “Thank you?”

Patel was still holding my hand, grinning at me. Julie sighed dramatically. “Patel works with me,” she said in explanation. “Well, more accurately, he works in the IT department. Fixing computers. He had been reading your books and put things together and begged,” she gave him a wry look, “quite obsequiously, for an opportunity to see you in action.”

He nodded eagerly.

Julie patted my bottom again. “He’s going to gag you.”

I frowned at that. I don’t like gags. It’s not the act of being muffled that I object too, but the fact that you end up drooling all over yourself. Yuck.

Patel looked around me and down at Julie. “Should I hit her now?” He asked carefully. I stiffened in alarm, eyes widening, while Julie let out a laugh. “Of course.”

I started to take a step back, but bumped right into Julie. Then, before I could twist away or even block, Patel raised his hand and swung it at me. His fingers found me before I could flinch away, but he didn’t strike my cheek. Instead he caught my breast, slapping it once with a batting paw, like a cat swatting at a fly. I gasped.

“That wasn’t even a decent attempt,” Julie sneered. “Come on, Patel. Like this!” She grabbed me by the arms, turned me toward her, and then used both hands, swinging her palms at my breasts. This time the blow stung and I puffed out a harsh breath of air and then whimpered. With my nipples stinging, she turned me back toward Patel, who looked down at my bouncing tits with hungry eyes. He gave me another half-hearted slap, but then Julie was pulling me away from him, deeper into the apartment.

I suppose I should set the scene, since you need to picture things accurately. The place was Spartan. Nice. But spartan. There were no plants. No art. No pictures, except for one silver framed photograph of Patel and a girl on the bar between the small kitchen and what might have been intended as a dining room, though it was now an office. There was a cheap desk, with three expensive looking monitors on it, and a pretty impressive computer on a stand. It glowed softly.

Right behind the desk was a sofa, which looked old and frumpy, an ottoman which technically did not match the couch in anything but height, and then a television the size of a space station. It was curved. There was a PlayStation, a Nintendo WiiU, and an Xbox sitting neatly in a cabinet underneath the monitor.

But the room was clean. And organized. Patel hurried around us, sitting down on the sofa with this look of rapt excitement. Julie positioned me near the arm and then pushed the ottoman straight up to Patel, forcing him to lift his legs. I stood there, slightly confused. If he was going to gag me, where was the gag?

Julie looked down at him with a wry smile. “Patel,” she said softly. “Don’t you need to get something out?” She asked.

“What?” He said, tearing his eyes off me and looking at her. “Oh! Oh right!” Then he put his hands on his belt and began unbuckling his pants. The zipper went down next and I watched as he pushed his pants down and off. Wearing just black socks, some boxers, and his polo shirt, he grinned up at me.

“Oh,” Julie said in her seductive voice, sitting down next to him. “Is Patel a big boy now?” She said. Then she reached over, and through his underwear, began stroking the thick, already hardening cock. He looked at her in shock for a moment, but then grinned.

Julie played with him for maybe half a minute, and when he was rigid and granite, she started to tug his boxers down. His cock sprang upward and she bent over and kissed the tip. Patel groaned, obviously liking it, but still with his eyes on me.

“Bre? Why don’t you kneel on the ottoman and show Patel your cocksucking skills,” Julie said, sitting back upright. She gave me very direct look. “On all fours please.”

I nodded, feeling a bit better. Now I was on familiar ground. Cocksucking. One on one. No audience, just the client. And Julie. But she didn’t count. Relieved, I crawled up onto the ottoman, gave Patel a ghost of a smile, and as he spread his legs wide, positioned myself over his straining member. The ottoman was just big enough for me to kneel on, and my bare feet hung off the back end. Still, that didn’t faze me. For a long moment I focused on him, tuning out Julie, the room, everything, so that it was just him and me. Then I wrapped my mouth around the tip of his shaft.

He tasted like spice, a unique and decent flavor, and from his groan, I could tell that I was doing a good job pleasuring him. I wrapped my tongue around him, sucking and licking, bobbing my head and I even repositioned one arm to both support me and allow me to grasp his dick. Patel seemed to like it and I got so involved that I totally missed Julie moving to my side and grabbing her bag.

“Bre?” Julie said as I continued to suck cock. “I’m going to put clamps on your titties now. If you take your mouth off Patel’s dick, I’m going to spank the crap out of you.”

“Mmwwwhpph?” I replied, which translated into English out of cockinyourmouthus as “what the fuck?”

She had clover clamps of course, a pair of them that perfectly matched the steel pincer already hanging off my clitoris. They weren’t connected, which was slightly unusual and should have warned me what was coming, but I still had Patel in my mouth and was trying to focus on what I was trying to do. Besides, I still thought that making him orgasm was the goal here. I did whimper and moan and make some rather interesting noises when Julie clipped each metal maw to my nipples, letting them bite deep behind each piercing.

Patel moaned, clearly liking both the sensation of my mouth and what he was seeing.

“I’m going to put the weights on now,” announced Julie. She started with the one between my legs and I hissed and stiffened as a one pound weight was added to the clip hanging from my pussy.

Yes. It was uncomfortable. But it was intense as hell and I found myself slurping on Patel as if he were a Popsicle. But then the weight and clamp started to move, swaying in time to the motions of my head, so I tried to keep still, even as Julie fingers moved to my breasts. Then I realized that sucking dick was not meant for statues. I had to move. There was no way around it.

A minute later I was still on all fours, feet dangling off one end of the ottoman, mouth filled with Patel’s boy parts, with iron weights swinging from my nipples and clit. They moved back and forth, even with the tiniest of movements of my head. I whimpered and moaned and I could feel Patel getting close.

“Ewww. Your feet are filthy,” declared Julie. She had moved behind me, taking her black bag with her. I couldn’t turn and look, but I heard her steps, tiny “thud thud thud” sounds as she walked into the kitchen. I kept sucking on Patel as I heard the kitchen faucet. Then came the “thud thud thud” of her coming back, and I let out a tiny squeal, despite the dick in my mouth, as she pressed a cold rag against my foot, scrubbing.

It took her only a minute, but it was a long, horrible minute. My feet were sensitive and warm water would have been more humane. She washed me and when my soles were clean and pristine, she knelt down behind me. I felt her hand on my leg, just above the knee, pushing me outward. I spread myself farther apart, wincing as my nipples and clit stretched and swung. Then her fingers were on my pussy, the nails running through my bruised petals, teasing and caressing me. I moaned in response to that light, fluttering touch, and I dare say that Patel felt my passion, because what Julie was doing to me went straight up my spine. Then she slid two fingers into my slit, curling them. I gasped, sucking in a deep breath from around Patel’s manhood.

“Alright Breanne. You chose to go barefoot tonight, and for that, you’ve earned a very, special beating.” She said it seductively as I trembled, her fingers touching my g-spot, driving me banana crackers. The words echoed in my sex-soaked head and I would have nodded, or murmured, or something, but my mouth was full.

“If you take your mouth off Patel’s cock while I’m spanking your feet I’ll not only spank your ass afterward, but I’ll show Patel how to sap your cunt.”

I gulped, which made Patel moan, but I felt a sudden, hot rush of emotion. A little fear. Lots of excitement, and a sudden, hot surge of arousal. I felt Patel’s hands come down on my head and suddenly he was in charge, guiding the motions. Julie’s weight on the ottoman changed and I felt vulnerable. My toes curled in expectation, but I didn’t know what was coming. There was no warning. No hiss of air, no “Brace yourself Bridget” comment. Julie didn’t even give me a chance to snark off. Just me, kneeling on an ottoman, my bare feet hanging over the edge, with cock in my mouth.

The leather sap struck the very center of my sole, the left one, right in the damn arch. It was no love tap either. Julie hit me fair and square. The loud crack of the leather against the bottom of my foot was suddenly accompanied by my choked cry, and I kicked back, instinctively, as a hard, harsh stinging suddenly seemed to catch fire and rush across my foot from the balls to almost my heel.

Either Julie was expecting it, or she was lucky, but I didn’t kick her with my flailing. Instead she moved slightly to the right, aimed, and felt that the best solution to my current situation was to repeat the process on my other foot. So while my left ankle was twisting in the wind, still frying nicely from her first stroke, she slammed the sap downward and caught my other foot.

My legs went out from under me and I fell down on my stomach. The cock in my mouth had nowhere to go but down my throat and I gagged. Tears filled my eyes and I struggled for a moment, trying to keep Patel from drilling a hole out of the back side of my skull. I managed to get my chest up off the ottoman, ignoring the sharp pain now coming from both tits. Both of my breasts felt as if someone were pinching them, hard, and twisting. I almost came up off Patel, but had the presence of mind to avoid that. But it was hard. I wanted to say something, to beg her not to hit me again. Julie touched my foot with her hand and I jerked, but then I realized she was lightly rubbing my sole. This went on for about thirty seconds and the only warning I had that she was going to do it all again was the disappearance of her touch.

*Crack*

Fire. Burning agony. My toes curled. My knee jerked up, but this time I stayed upright. I’d learned that lesson. Besides, she’d caught more of the heel that time, but still - it wasn’t pleasant. Then she spanked the right foot again, leaving me kicking from the knees down. She rubbed me again, both feet, and this time I felt her putting some sort of lotion on the bottoms of my feet. It felt both wonderful and awful.

I was also a little more focused on that, so I was shocked when suddenly Patel groaned and a thick, heavy stream of cum shot into my mouth. I spluttered and choked, spitting half of it out accidentally before I managed to swallow something other than cock itself. Patel didn’t seem to notice the failure, but Julie certainly did, letting out a frustrated sigh of disappointment. I was just managing to multi-task the various tasks of breathing, swallowing, and keeping a softening dick in my mouth, when Julie whacked my feet again.

This time, I didn’t have anything hard to keep me quiet.

“Well, you’re going to pay for that,” Julie said darkly. The leather sap came up and this time I felt it on my bottom, rather than my feet. I hissed as the sting translated across my flank. Even before that faded into heat, she hit me again, once more across the ass, and the noise I made seemed to excite her. “On your back,” she suddenly announced. I let go of what little was left of Patel’s cock and rolled over, still on the ottoman. The weights on my nipples and clit fell against my skin, pulling my nipples sideways. Julie rose up over me like a tsunami barreling toward a small, Pacific island. She removed the clamps, thank God, and then lifted my legs.

“Patel, can you hold her ankles?” She asked kindly. He stood up, his balls just above my face, and got a good grip, as if he expected me to jerk my feet out of his hands.

“Are you going to sap her pussy?” He asked excitedly. “I’ve always wanted to see this!”

I gulped.

Julie laughed. “Yes, Patel. I’m going to beat her sweet, little pussy until she’s gushing. And then I’m going to fist her until she is begging us to let her cum.”

Patel’s eyes brightened and he grinned. His cock, still depleted, twitched above me, starting to harden once more. Holy shit. “And what then?” He asked. “What will we do to her then? When she asks to cum?”

Julie lifted the leather sap, looked down at me, and grinned. “We will stop of course. There is no greater torment than being aroused, right to the edge of insanity, and then denied that ultimate satisfaction.”

I gasped and looked up at her in horror. She was kneeling down at the end of the ottoman and without a further word, swung the sap down at the soft, wet, tender bits between my legs. The leather slapped wetly into my delicate pussy and the first stinging heat blasted through me. I gasped, trembling, as Julie bent down, licked my clit once with passion, then raised the sap again.

Oh. Oh fuck.

Ow.


Part Twenty-five

Rachel had been asleep by the time Julie had brought me home, and Kylie’s eyes had widened in alarm as I’d limped my way up to the door, my clothes bundled up under my arm. The welts Kari had left across my breasts were still quite visible, but now a number of splotchy bruises had been added across my bosom, underneath dried jism. I stumbled my way past her and she gasped.

“What happened to your pussy?” She asked me. My slit was dark red and swollen and my poor clit felt like it had been roasted on a grill. My bottom had bruises on it from the spankings I’d gotten, and the soles of both my feet were still tender, with visible stripes of red crossing each arch.

I paused only long enough to give her a sheepish glance. “I came.”

Kylie looked at the damage and winced. “No kidding. Christ, Bre. Can’t you do anything normally?”

I’d shook my head, turned toward my bedroom, and took a shower. Kylie showed herself out.

The last thing Julie had said to me, as she’d sent me back to my apartment, was that I had to replace my vibroballs with my twelve inch long Monster Vibrator. Rule number one. I’d argued of course. I was too sore. I wasn’t able to stand more torment. But all she’d done is ask me if I wanted a medical out. I thought about it long and hard, but then sighed in acquiescence. So despite the fact that I’d come home practically shattered, reeking of my own cum, too sore to stand for periods longer than ten minutes, I’d gotten clean and then laid down on the bed to slide the twelve inch long, remotely operated, plastic cylinder, deep into my empty, wet, sore, but grasping pussy. I admit I was a little loose, especially after being punished by Julie, so to hold it in I slid on a pair of tight, red, lace panties.

Julie had not been happy when I’d “accidentally” forgot to ask for permission to cum, instead squirting my orgasm right onto her hand and soaking her paddle. Afterward I’d been ordered to give poor Patel another blowjob, while Julie eschewed the paddle in favor of her fist. I’d been a good little puppet and the second time I’d gotten close to cumming, I’d begged her properly, letting her deny me. I was dripping when we left. So the Monster Vibrator was both wonderful and horrible.

It wasn’t an easy night. Three or four times an hour, from almost the moment I climbed into bed, the Monster Vibrator had churned to life, rumbling and shaking inside me at the lowest setting. Sometimes it was only for a few seconds. Once, for over four minutes. I’d even slept through some, waking for others, finding myself moaning, hips churning as I twisted on my mattress, wondering why I’d been chosen for such torment. By the time I woke I was just as desperate, tight, and horny as I usually am. I’d wondered if Julie meant for me to keep the Monster Vibrator in all day, but since she’d been unusually quiet about switching it out for something else, I’d had little option except to keep it in me.

So you can understand my state of mind the next morning, as I stood staring up at the clothes in my closet. It was Friday morning, the last day of my “No Right To Shoes” assignment, and to be honest, I was a little worse for wear.

As I contemplated my options, the Monster Vibrator started up again, reinforcing my opinion that Julie had every intention of inflicting similar torment on me throughout the day. I let out a low, soft moan, my pussy tightening around the thick, long, synthetic phallus. It was difficult to concentrate and I wondered how long it would flutter and shake this time. Somewhere between my breathy counts of fifteen and sixteen, the damn thing slowed and went quiet, leaving me trembling for half a minute afterward. My panties were soaked.

After a minute, I figured out that choosing an outfit wasn’t the issue. I had to choose which shoes I was going to wear. I took a deep breath and looked down at my poor, little feet. I wiggled my toes and sighed. Like the previous day, I could go slutty and show up to work wearing the uncomfortable stripper shoes, which meant parading my body around at the end of Kari’s metaphorical leash, allowing her to subject me to much the same sorts of public torment and humiliation she’d inflicted on me the previous day. I bit my lip, not sure I was up for another trip to the mall, much less bell-ringing tweezer clamps hanging off my nipples again.

Or I could go sexy - painful. The stilettos meant being dressed, but in an outfit that blurred the line between sexy and slutty. The slits in the sides and front of the dress meant no underwear, and the assignment itself added some required accessories that I wasn’t exactly fond of. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator, for one, had to be jammed into my ass and turned on, which meant dealing with both the shaking as well as the dildo’s tendency to elongate while buried in my bottom. Some people find that sort of thing attractive, or arousing. I found it humiliating and uncomfortable. Then I’d have to put on the alligator clamps, chewing on my nipples and clit. Which, considering what Julie had done to me the previous night… ouch. And then there was the spankings. My poor ass!

Of course, I could go with debasement and wear the flip flops. There is nothing more humiliating than offering up a shoe for a guy to cum on, while explaining that you are such a slut that you have to walk in cum. It also meant wearing the white tube top and matching skirt, with clover clamps on my breasts, beneath the material, and a vibrator pendant hanging from my clitoris, driving me slowly and surely insane. And since orgasm was undoubtedly prohibited. That wasn’t very smart. Add in the jeweled butt plug and the requirement of a double load of boy cum pooled beneath each sole, and flip flops were just more trouble than they were worth.

Which left going barefoot. I could wear whatever I wanted, but it would give Kari the right to punish the bottoms of my feet, just as Julie had done the previous evening. It was a horrible Catch 22 sort of situation. No matter what I did, I was either going to be utterly humiliated, or in pain, or both. There were no good options.

“God dammit!” I muttered angrily.

The monster vibrator started up again and I let out a passionate groan. Criminy. It hadn’t even been five minutes! She was going to run me into an orgasm even before I made it to work! This time it didn’t hover on the lowest setting, but swirled up into medium, which meant that Julie was certainly awake and messing with controls. There was no way this was random. I stumbled back to the chair, one hand between my legs, eyes closed, as I concentrated on breathing. And not cumming. But when the vibrator stopped, it left me with such a powerful urge, that I couldn’t help pressing down on my clit, right through the lace of my panties.

That’s when the light went on in my head. At that little touch of pleasure. I sat up, eyes widening in sudden realization. The hints. The comments. They all came back to me. I surged up off the bed, heading straight to the closet. I knew what I was going to wear. It was a risk, but if I planned it right...

Five minutes before nine o’clock in the morning, I emerged from the back hall of Kari Ander’s Interior Design, fully illuminated and in view of anyone who might be traversing the atrium. I deliberately ignored the glass wall in front of me, knowing that I might break and run if someone were out there. The only good news was that I was still barefoot and didn’t have to worry about twisting an ankle or slipping in a pair of cum covered flip flops. I took another four or five steps and then couldn’t help it. My eyes flickered toward the atrium, panic about twist me around, but there was no one there. Not even Jose. I made it to my chair, gripping the back tightly as I struggled to control my breathing. The spasms that rocked me made my hips swing, jerk, and pump and I could only imagine what I looked like. I sat down and opened my laptop hurriedly, hoping the raised screen would at least hide my chest from view.

I tried to check my email. Or tweet. But it was pointless. There were just too many distractions. I’d never done anything quite so insane before and I could only pray that my plan worked. Would Kari approve? I shifted my hips back and forth, the uncomfortable sensation of being fully stuffed combining with my intense arousal in the usual way. The lace panties were uncomfortable and scratchy. I bit my lip. My God - what would Kari do if I had the coming orgasm right there in front of her? And make no mistake - I was going to cum. And soon. Permission be damned.

At two minutes till nine, I glanced up again, checking the atrium. It was still empty, so I pushed my chair back from the desk by a foot. The scent of my arousal was intense and I was basically writhing in my chair, trying not to cum. Then I spread my legs wide and if anything, that made it worse as I thrust my panti-clad groin forward. My knees touched the drawers on either side and the overhead fluorescent light left the circular protrusion of the Monster Vibrator in full view. Anyone walking past my office would be able to see exactly what was going on. Hell, if they looked closely, they’d be able to see the multiple motors of the phallus shaking between my open thighs. I gripped the edge of my desk, knuckles white as I struggled to hold still.

When she appeared on the other side of the glass, gliding into view, I gulped swiftly and waited. It was hard. I needed to cum. I wanted her to just get inside and give me permission. Or hell, deny me. I needed it so bad I was practically at a point where I didn’t care what she did to me. Instead, her eyebrow went up in astonishment and she stared at me through the glass for a long moment, taking in what must have been the most perverted, deviant, practically illegal view of me she’d ever seen. At least, without me being told to do it. Finally she opened the door and came in.

“My my my,” she said in her syrupy, sweet, seductive voice. Kari sounded inordinately pleased. “What do we have here?” She came over to the side of the desk, her smirk of satisfaction already making the corners of her mouth twitch up. “Stand up, my dear. Let me study you.”

Slowly I stood up, but only because I didn’t trust myself. I could feel the orgasm approaching, the pressure building second by second. My bare feet were flat on the tile floor and I spread my stance so that if someone had wanted to drive a truck between my knees they’d have been able. That said, I couldn’t stop twitching my hips.

“I see you have elected to go barefoot,” Kari said, beginning at the bottom, her eyes studying my toes. “What an interesting selection you’ve made for attire.”

I swallowed and nodded. “Yes Mistress. I know you would have preferred the stripper heels, or the stilettos, but it was necessary to go barefoot in order to have the option of selecting my outfit.” The words came out tense and fast.

She put a hand on my shoulder and I felt her fingertips through the ivory colored netting of the bikini cover-up I was wearing. It was calf length, practically a robe, and had been given to me a few years ago when Kari took me to a pool party. It was meant to be an elegant, yet sexy, accessory to a fancy swimsuit. That night I’d ended up skinny dipping and Kari had been inordinately pleased as I’d donned the cover-up afterward to socialize and make my rounds. Everyone had seen my naked body and approved.

So I’d decided to repeat the experience. No swimsuit. The lace panties that were holding in the Monster Vibrator were in perfect view, and my bare and welted breasts were drawn together by a pair of clover clamps, the silver chain keeping the transparent netting of the cover-up closed. Kari couldn’t help herself, tugging on the clover clamps, just to check if I’d gone easy on myself. I whimpered as my nipples pulsed with every beat of my heart, or maybe in time with the vibrations coming up from my lower half, but they didn’t tighten. I’d done it right. Kari seemed satisfied that they didn’t move.

“Those must hurt,” she observed, her eyes studying the crushed tips of each of my breasts. She tapped a fingernail against my right nipple, making the padlock that dangled from my breast jiggle.

“Yes, Mistress,” I groaned. “My nipples are throbbing.”

She smiled warmly and gave the tip of my breast a cruel little tweak. “Good. Do I hear motors?”

If the stricken look on my face phased her, she didn’t seem to mind. I suppressed another violent shudder. “Yes Mistress. I have the Monster Vibrator in my pussy, and the Thrusting Anal Vibrator in my bottom.”

That got another raised eyebrow. “No vibrator pendant on your clit?”

I bit my lip. That had been a tough choice. I tried to take a deep breath, but another wave of intense and uncomfortable pleasure hit me and I whimpered as I stood there. My eyes were locked on the glass wall. This was taking too long. Someone was going to walk by. Someone was going to see. I realized I was close to hyperventilating.

“I thought the panties would reduce its effectiveness,” I blurted out. “So I choose the jumbo alligator clamp!” I grabbed the front of my lace panties and pulled them outward. Kari glanced down, her eyes locking on the steel toothed maw which was clearly chewing on my clit. She made a huffing noise.

“I’m curious,” she said simply. “You’ve made it clear you do not enjoy anything in your bottom, least of all the thrusting anal vibrator. When you have the power to choose what you are going to wear, why would you select something you didn’t care for?” She asked me curiously.

I let the front of my panties snap back into place and I gave her a soft look. “I thought you would like me to suffer its depredations.”

Kari laughed. “Oh my! How delightful! And you know me so well!” She put one hand on my bottom, and the other on my sex, cupping the circular bottom of the Monster Vibrator. “And this? Why is this on? So early?”

I took another deep breath. “I texted Mistress Julie and asked her to torment me.”

“You did?” Kari asked in surprise. “You are aware that you are not allowed orgasm, aren’t you?”

I nodded frantically. “Yes Mistress.”

“Did you think that being dressed so perfectly, I’d grant you permission to orgasm?”

I blinked. “To be honest, I hadn’t thought about it. I’d just been hoping to avoid being paraded at the mall.” And if I was right, serious torture done to the bottoms of my feet. In essence, I hoped the outfit I’d selected would be good for my soles.

I gave her a heated, desperate look. “But if you are going to give me permission, you better do it really, really soon.”

Kari laughed again. “So you had Julie turn the Monster Vibrator up, knowing that it would drive you to orgasm, which would then result in you having to be punished?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, my teeth clenched. If orgasm was a cliff, then I could see the looming edge. And it was fast approaching.

“Will this be your first one of the day?” She asked curiously.

I shook my head. “No,” I gasped. “Third.”

Now my knees were starting to buckle. I looked away from Kari and out into the atrium. No one was there. Not yet. But I knew my luck. I’d be standing here, legs spread wide, clit clamped tight, my panties soaked, my breasts in full view, pinched and pulled tight, wearing something that couldn’t even be properly described as clothes, and someone would walk up. I just knew it. The thrusting anal vibrator pounded in my ass, shaking and extending, fucking me just as much from the backside as the Monster Vibe was doing from the front.

“Then you’ve already earned two punishments, haven’t you?” She said softly. She stepped behind me and I felt her hands against my hips. She wasn’t holding me still, she was rolling me. I moaned, loud and hungry. Her mouth pressed against my ear. “I wondered when you were going to figure it out. You are exquisite. You are beautiful. You are exactly what I want in a nympho humiliation pain slut.”

“Can I cum?” I asked desperately, bringing a hand up to my mouth. I bit down on a knuckle.

“What?” She asked slyly. “Of course not. Why would I grant you permission for that?” She whispered. “But I will spare you other things.”

Now it was too late. I could tell.

“You won’t be punished for going barefoot,” she said softly. “Not today.”

I let out a high pitched whine and my entire body trembled. Energy surged between my legs and the twitching and jerking suddenly merged into a lewd, hip swinging series of thrusts.

“I love who you are, and what you are, and this,” she said to me as I exploded, wetly and passionately, “is you. Naked. Suffering. Cumming.”

I cried out, jamming my hand between my teeth as I shuddered in her grip. Waves of sweet bliss shot through me and I felt the wet release between my legs, soaking my panties, moisture trickling down my thighs. I felt a hand on my breast, Kari squeezing and kneading, and then I sagged as the adrenaline of my orgasm ran out, leaving me light-headed. Kari lowered me back down into the chair as I curled up and she didn’t even complain when my knees came together.

Then she pulled out her phone. For a second I thought she was going to take a picture. Instead, the Monster Vibrator slowed and then stopped. I sighed in relief. She ran her hand down my back, found the controller for the Thrusting Anal Vibrator stuck into the back of my panties, and turned that off too. Surprised, I looked up at her with a weak smile. “Thank you?”

Kari grinned and kissed the top of my head. “I will let you rest for thirty minutes,” she said simply. “When I turn the Monster Vibrator back on, you will turn on the Thrusting Anal Vibe to maximum and you will go to the punishment closet.

I blinked. “The kneeler?” I asked suspiciously.

She grinned, nodding. “Yes.”

“B-b-but,” I stammered, totally shocked. “You said you weren’t going to beat my feet!” I exclaimed.

Kari laughed. “I said you were not going to be punished for going barefoot today,” she corrected. “I never said I’d spare the bottoms of your feet. You had an orgasm and for that,” she insisted. “I can punish you in any way I like.”

I stared at her in horror and she came back up to me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders, pulling my head against her peach colored blouse.

“But don’t worry, my dear. After I’ve turned your soles a nice, deep red color, I’ll take out the Monster Vibrator and strip you of your panties. I’ll remove the alligator clamp, and tie your legs wide open. And then,” she said softly, wonderfully, and passionately. “After I lick you into another unauthorized orgasm, I’ll find something better, and more sensitive, to beat than your soles.”

She grinned and gave me a wink. “After all, what’s the point of having a nympho humiliation pain slut if you don’t make her suffer?”

She let go of me and walked away, leaving me breathless and dazed, my sex-soaked brain filled with the euphoria of satisfaction. I knew that I’d soon be tormented, teased, aroused, and begging. But honestly? I didn’t mind. Not really. Not one damn bit.

I craved it.

My name is Breanne Erickson, and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. If you happen to see a gorgeous blonde, walking along with a cute, but barely dressed redhead in tow, barefoot, you might stop and say hi.

You never know what might happen next.


The Assignment

Breanne, for the next five days, you are going to be given a special challenge. You have no right to shoes. So what does this mean exactly, especially since we love it when you wear certain kinds of shoes?

To put it simply, you will have to make a choice. You are allowed four options, each with both pros and cons.

First, you can go barefoot. The good part about going barefoot is that you may wear whatever you want. That’s right. Blue jeans. Tee shirts. Flannels. Anything. Want to wear a burqa? Go for it girl. The only thing is that your feet MUST be bare and visible, and you must be wearing the slave bell anklet. But there are cons too. The con for going barefoot, is while at work, at the top of every hour, Kari will hurt your soles. Ten snaps to each arch, or five strokes of the cane each foot, fifteen strokes of a leather sap to each foot, five minutes of the TENS Unit, set to “excruciating” or even the Wartenberg pinwheel. Whatever Kari prefers. I imagine that will make you seriously reconsider going barefoot.

But what about your other options?

Your first options is your stripper shoes. Unfortunately, you can’t wear anything you want with these. If you’re going to wear stripper shoes, you have to be dressed like a stripper. This means your peasant blouse and a mini or micro skirt. The shorter the better. Of course you aren’t allowed to wear panties or a bra, but that’s par for the course for you, isn’t it? But what’s the con you wonder? Flashing. If you are out and about in public, you must (REQUIRED) flash every fifth person you pass. It doesn’t matter if it’s a woman or man. Flash them. And just for fun, alternate between your tits and pussy.

Too humiliating? Well, there is another option. You could wear your black stilettos. These are fun and sexy, and you won’t even have to flash everyone! Still, you will need to wear something daring and slutty. So in this case, you’ll need to wear that skimpy little black dress you’ve mentioned, the one with all the slits? Of course you’ll be sans bra and panties, as is usual, but again - that’s not a problem for you, is it? The con? Well, let’s just say that wearing the stilettos is going to hurt. Quite a bit. First, you need to stuff the Thrusting Anal Vibrator into your ass and turn it on. Alligator clamps need to go on your nipples and clit. And finally, you’ll present your ass to any available domme or dom for a spanking, caning, or paddling every hour you’re wearing the stilettos. Yep. Your tushy is going to wish you weren’t wearing those shoes! And if it’s a dom, then don’t be surprised if they want to fuck your ass too.

Still too much? Fine. One last option. Your flip flops. Yes, those simple, sexy, sweet, college beach shoes! Yes, you’ll need another outfit for this one; specifically your white tube top and white stretch mini skirt. No bra or panties again. Next, you’ll wear your clover clamps with chain on your nipples, and clip your vibrator pendant to your clit. Turn it on of course. No cumming now! As for your bottom, I think a jeweled plug would be appropriate. And of course, you should also wear your slave bell anklet. But what about the cons? Well, this is simple. If you are going to wear your flip flops, not only do you have to be dressed in the outfit above, you must have someone’s cum in your shoes. Yep. You have to go blow or fuck a guy, and then get him to ejaculate right onto your flip flops. And only then can you put them on. Worse, when the cum dries, you have to get someone else to cum in your shoes.

So there you have it. Lots of choices, but the key thing to remember is that you technically have no right to shoes. We, as your doms, can take them away at any moment. So enjoy! I look forward to reading about the choices you make. Wow. Five days of it! Awesome!

Master Mark


About the Author

Breanne Erickson is the author of the BDSM confessional erotica series “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” With over twenty novel-length works, Breanne is best known as the “goddess of dark erotica,” a moniker bestowed upon her by Afterdark Online. Her witty repartee, honest narratives, and self-deprecating humor makes each “tale” seem like an entry into her personal diary - the “ins and outs” of a girl who can’t ever seem to get enough when it comes to deviant sex. A prolific blogger on Michael Alexander’s BDSM Blog , Breanne continues to charm both sexes, serving as the prime example of what a Nympho Humiliation Pain slut can be when she puts her heart, soul, and sex into achieving her goals.

Bre is petite at five foot four inches (and a quarter, which she insists is very important,) tall and is more cute than pretty. With fire-engine red hair and freckles, she can frequently be found barely dressed, sitting at a desk, tormented with clamps and stuffed with vibrating sex toys, serving as personal assistant to her best friend, employer, and Mistress; Kari Anders. When not being sexually tormented at work, she is placed under the authority of a second dominatrix, Julie Uterro, a member of the Society of the Golden Rose, who takes delight in pushing Breanne’s sexual limits, just to see how depraved Bre can be.

Bre accepts “assignments” from readers and a bevy of “online doms,” sexual tasks that focus on erotic humiliation, sadism and masochism, along with intense, powerful orgasms. She completes them and then writes about her experiences, forming the foundation for her “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” series. 

Bre is a single mother, plays piano, enjoys reading science-fiction and fantasy novels, loves to cook, and can shoot guns, ride horses, and fix your tractor, just in case.

More

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