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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.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s 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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 BJs Plus - Part One 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck …” I whispered to myself as I struggled forward another step. The mall wasn’t busy, but it wasn’t empty either, and I lurched back and forth, barely able to keep my balance. Around me, a few of the other patrons gave me a mix of looks; some skeptical, some concerned, and quite a few suspicious. In hindsight, I’m sure my demeanor wasn’t helping. I was a bit wild-eyed, with flushed cheeks, an open mouth, stumbling around in a halting gait, my chest heaving with labored breaths. Maybe this was the opening scene of one of those apocalypse movies. Thoughts of Mad Cow Disease, or Zombie Infections could possibly have been running through their heads. 
 
      
 
    Of course, there might have been a different reason that I was getting looks. My clothes weren’t exactly suitable for a day out shopping. The blue denim mini-skirt that barely clung to my hips was threatening a fall to the ground, especially with the way my ass was twitching. The white tube top that covered my breasts only barely met the definition of “cover,” since the gold glint of my nipple piercings, not to mention a small, gold padlock that hung from my right nipple, were quite noticeable, right through the material. An indecent amount of skin was exposed, from my throat to my toes. It was the sort of outfit that Spring Break girls wear to porn video auditions, fully expecting to get fucked on a couch while being videotaped. And my shoes weren't much better. High heeled sandals did not make thing easier. 
 
      
 
    Neither did six inches of rubber jammed into my ass. I don’t mean to get vulgar here, but have you ever tried to walk with a thick, hard, butt plug pushed up into your rear? I’d had in it for about forty minutes. I’m not exactly a fan of having anything in my bottom, but I had to admit that it had certainly added another level of complexity to my situation. One I couldn’t just ignore. I haven’t met the girl yet who can handle that sort of thing without her usual gait being turned into a hip wiggling waddle. All I knew was that each step was the start of a disastrous fall, and only my inherent instinct not to land on my face managed to bring my other foot forward, which couldn’t help but send waves of sweet bliss up from between my legs, straight to my sex-soaked brain. 
 
      
 
    And truth be told, even my labored breathing, stumbling around, and slutty attire might not have been what made people give me weird looks. The soft, but still audible sound of several small electric motors emanated from my body. It was the sort of sound that you picked up on, then began to look around, wondering if a dragonfly was hovering by your ear. Of course, for me, the sound took a more solid form, since it was accompanied by both vibration, and a churning sensation. 
 
      
 
    I stumbled forward a few more steps, trying hard to resist the pressure building inside me. I pushed several locks of scarlet out of my face, panting with need. This wasn’t good. Not at all. I looked up, searching faces. People were looking at me and that just made me tighten up more around those humming motors. I let out a tiny mewling noise, swaying enough for my shoulder to brush a cold, stone covered wall as my ears filled with sound. 
 
      
 
    A casual observer wouldn’t have been able to tell what was making that noise, unless the sway of my hips betrayed me. Under my skirt, strapped to my body, was the source; a diabolical, electric toy called a “Rotating Venus Penis,” which probably tells you more about it than most people want to know. Equipped with a small, four-inch-long, silicone covered cock that stuck out from the back of a plastic base, the phallic probe was a devil, corkscrewing around in my pussy like a tumbleweed in a tornado. That alone would have left me reeling with incessant arousal that demanded satisfaction. Or a breathless whimper. But enduring the swirling movement, as if I were some sort of pot in a mad chef’s kitchen, wasn’t half of it. 
 
      
 
    The base itself was vibrating. Intensely. Shaped like a butterfly, it shook like an angry hornet and to make matters worse, the little nose of the damn thing was pressed against my clitoris. The second motor made the entire apparatus shake, sending tremors up into my dripping slit - and worse - directly against the most sensitive nub. You try walking around in public like that and see how well you do!  
 
      
 
    “No Bre. Keep going. Find someone. Anyone!” I said to myself in a rushed whisper. My eyes focused on some point far away as I concentrated more on not cumming, than trying not to be a spectacle. I couldn’t afford to cum. Not again. Please. Oh God. Not again. Not yet. I took another step as my pussy contracted tightly around the RVP, fluttering with passion, with aggressive desire, trying very hard to force me into the one thing I wanted most to avoid. Orgasm. 
 
      
 
    “Miss? Are you okay?” The words had to bounce around inside my skull for a few moments before I finally turned and looked. Instantly my brain categorized him. Young man. Mid-twenties. Polo shirt. Smoker. I could smell it on him. Who cares? He’s got a cock. I let out a groan and stumbled toward him, hands out. His eyes widened in surprise and he caught me as too many things going on inside my pussy caused me to trip. He held me in his hands, fingers grazing my breasts right through the tube top. But I don’t think he noticed. I looked up at him, the timer inside me ticking like a bomb with seconds on the countdown. 
 
      
 
    “Please … “I begged, a little wild-eyed and crazy. “I need to suck your cock.” It came out as a strained hiss, but was certainly understandable. 
 
      
 
    His expression - shock. I could see it in his eyes. I was sick. Deranged. Something wrong with me. He shook his head. 
 
      
 
    “Uh, maybe you need to see a doctor,” he said, not aroused by my offer, but honestly and heartily concerned for my mental functionality. Little did he know that my brain pan was a simmering stew of desperation, boiling away anything remotely resembling decency. All I knew, the only thing I could think of, was sucking cock before I came again. That was the key. If I could just get him to explode in my mouth, everything would be better. 
 
      
 
    “Please!” I said, fingers digging into his arms. “Take me somewhere quiet so I can give you a blowjob!” I said it a little louder and more strenuously than I should have. People were glancing over at us. My ass tightened around the anal plug and I mashed my hips against him. There was no mistaking the fact that my lower half, all on its own, without me even thinking about it, was trying to hump the poor man, to press the RVP tight against my clit using his body. And it was working. I wondered if he felt the vibrations too. 
 
      
 
    “What?” my knight said. “Yeah. Okay. You’ve had too much to drink, right?” 
 
      
 
    “Argggh!” I said in frustration. Then I reached down and grabbed the bulge at the front of his pants, my fingers kneading. He wasn’t hard, but he wasn’t soft either. But my brashness shocked him and he jerked back. 
 
      
 
    “Whoa! Okay. Yeah, not going to happen, lady.” 
 
      
 
    I could tell he was getting alarmed and frustrated, but nowhere near as frustrated as I was. I let out a wild groan as the spinning, shaking vibrations of the RVP swirled violently through me. I’ve never handled full power, the highest setting, on the RVP well. There is just too much stimulation. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth while my other hand pressed hard between my legs. The blue, denim skirt darkened slightly as I mashed the RVP tight against my pussy. I could feel the surge of wetness. My knees buckled and I shook as the one thing I both didn’t want, and wanted more than anything else in the world, happened. Orgasm. I’d been trying to hold it off but the stimulation overwhelmed me, rocking me to the very core. Fluids burst from between my legs and I felt them streaming down my thighs as I shuddered riotously. Only holy providence and a finger in my mouth kept me from screaming in delight. And I still made a hell of a lot of noise. 
 
      
 
    “Hey! Hey now, don’t pass out on me!” He said strongly as my legs began to fold. I suppose he thought I was having a seizure. It wasn’t exactly a “When Harry Met Sally” moment, even if I wasn’t faking it.  
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes. I wasn’t going to pass out, but it was close and I’ve been known to suffer from what doctors call “syncope.” Somewhere inside my messed up psyche, a tiny little voice was cursing “I told you so!” over and over again, but I barely heard it. Instead I reveled in the release, the sweet euphoria of intense satisfaction, as the adrenaline in my system supercharged the massive dose of endorphins and dopamine that had just been injected into my brain. I felt superhuman, extremely sexy, and sighed in such relief that even that small, furious voice screaming inside my head meant little. Finally I opened my eyes to see him. He had a worried expression on his face and then I realized that we weren’t alone. A few other people had taken an interest in my situation, staring at me. I was drawing a crowd. Stark clarity struck me like a slap across the face. I glanced around at my small audience, the panic rising. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God!” I said aloud. I straightened up, pulling myself out of his arm. My face felt hot and I knew I was blushing the same color as my hair. I needed privacy. I stumbled backward, hands raised, the embarrassment cutting through the sexual euphoria of release. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry. I’m really sorry! I’m okay. Honestly. Please! I’m fine,” I stammered, turning and walking away hurriedly. It surprised everyone and I didn’t even look back. I just hurried along, turning my back on them and wrapping my arms across my chest. I broke out into a hurried walk, which was impressive as hell under the circumstances. It’s amazing what a person can do when utterly humiliated. 
 
      
 
    The orgasm itself had cleared my mind of the sexual pressure. Instead, the intense buzzing still rubbing my clitoris, not to mention the swirling still going on inside my slit, made for some uncomfortable sensitivity. I could feel the intensity of the stimulation playing havoc with my nerves. But as I marched toward the nearest restroom, I could already tell that my body was preparing for another climb up that mountain toward climax.  
 
      
 
    Yes. I’m multi-orgasmic, but then again - most girls are, so that’s nothing special, though I’m glad I’m not like Kari, who can only handle the one explosion before curling up into a fetal ball, covering herself with both hands to make sure no one comes even close to touching her clit. But I wasn’t on my first orgasm, or even my second. This was the third and frankly, I was starting to get a bit sensitive. Intense vibration isn’t something the human body was designed to endure for long periods of time. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t that far from the food court, or more thankfully, the public restroom, and I managed to make it in without raising too many more eyebrows. Most of the attention I got was from people appreciating, or denigrating, my attire - I stood out, and would have even had I not been a redhead with a wealth of fire-engine colored hair. I ignored as much of it as I could. 
 
      
 
    I pushed into the restroom, found an empty stall, slid in and collapsed onto the seat in a sigh of relief. My head fell into my hands and I let out a half-choked sob. My right hand snaked down to the skirt and I tugged the controller out of the waistband. Wires were becoming a thing of the past (thank God) and I was able to slow and then silence the sex toy whirling around inside me. I gasped as the vibrations ceased and the four inch cock pressing through my folds slowed and went still. At last. I shuddered and leaned against the wall. The tile felt cool and sweet. 
 
      
 
    Oh God. At last. 
 
      
 
    I put my head in my hands, and for a moment, my tears flowed freely. Physical relief flowed through me as I let my body rest for the moment. It had been a long day already. The morning had been a non-stop whirlwind of humiliation, orgasm, and cock. And truth be told - I wasn’t doing all that great. And yet, there was a certain rightness about it. Me, reeling like a drunken sailor from one sexual event to another, humiliated in public, begging strangers to let me suck on them, the orgasms, the denial. All of it. It went with who I was. 
 
      
 
    Because I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 BJs Plus - Part Two 
 
      
 
    As far as titles go, mine is hard earned. You wouldn’t believe what I had to go through in order to actually call myself that. Still, it’s a meaningful description. The word “nymphomania” has been around for centuries, coming from the Greek word “nymphe,” meaning a beautiful, supernatural being, female in nature, who seduces young men with insatiable appetite. “Humiliation” is simple enough. It’s the act of being thoroughly shamed, and in my case, the more public the better. “Pain” needs no definition, since we all can comprehend that. And slut? Well, officially that’s a way to describe a sexually promiscuous woman, or a woman who dressed in an overtly sexual way.  
 
      
 
    Some women have placed me on some sort of a pedestal as the perfect example of a woman who knows what she wants, has moved to take it, and has perfect control of everything around me. They applaud me for being exactly what I want to be, as if accepting my assigned role as a sexual object, willingly, is some sort of feminist goal. The reality is that only half of me wants to be a nympho humiliation pain slut. Growing up I came from a very traditional household. My parents loved each other very much, but sexuality was pretty much a taboo subject. When I’d discovered it on my own, I hadn’t realized that I was a bit different. The things that turned me on weren’t the same for me as other girls. I was exposed to bondage, discipline, submission, and masochism and I became addicted to the pleasure of orgasm. My life became an unending search for bigger, and more powerful, explosions. 
 
      
 
    Fortunately, I knew some other people who didn’t just help me up to the edge of that metaphorical cliff, showing me the abyss of orgasmic pleasure. They dragged me to it, tied me up tight so I couldn’t resist, and then pushed me off the ledge. A whole host of interesting activities, considered in today’s society as deviant sex, became a regular thing for me. Bondage? Absolutely. Tie me up. Humiliation? Dye my hair red, strip me in public, and spank me. Talk about charging the pump. Masochism? Holy fuck yes. Take that paddle and smack me between the legs until I’m seeing red. Given to strangers to use as they see fit?  Criminey. I’m already wet. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. That’s me. 
 
      
 
    And it’s not me. Through it all, there is this mousy, brown haired farm girl cringing, wondering what the fuck went wrong. 
 
      
 
    Still, think of any strange, deviant sex act you can name and I’ve probably come close to it. Sure, I’ve got a few lines drawn in the sand. For example, forget blood play. Cut me or stick needles in me and I’m going ballistic. Ask me to be a toilet, or play scat games and you’ll be left in the dust. And there is no way I’d ever abuse a child. Ever. 
 
      
 
    So what was I doing at a mall in Houston, prancing around like a hooker, cumming in public, begging guys to suck cock? Good question. By that point, I was wondering that myself. 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, trying to calm down, quite aware that I was sitting in a toilet stall, in a public restroom, barely dressed, with a synthetic cock jammed in my pussy, and an uncomfortably large anal plug filling my ass. I rubbed at my face, wondering what the hell I was doing there. Why couldn’t I leave? Why wouldn’t this fucking assignment just end? But then that tiny voice in my head began squeaking again. I tried to shut it out, but the words came crystal clear and that mousy, brown-haired, innocent girl who objected to what I’d become berated me in her holier-than-thou voice. 
 
      
 
    “Because you’re a nympho humiliation pain slut, Bre! All you had to do was blow three guys and resist cumming until they were satisfied. But no. You came! And then you had another orgasm! And now a third! You weren’t supposed to do that.” The voice of my conscience was not very nice to me.  
 
      
 
    I allowed a grim smile to cross my face. I knew, deep down, that the voice was right. I had cum, and I hadn’t been supposed to do that. Not according to the assignment. But about half way between orgasm number two and three, I’d come to the realization that something wasn’t right beside my inability to keep from cumming. This was a set-up. The entire assignment was designed to make me fail. The chance of success had been an illusion. 
 
      
 
    Oh sure, I might have had an opportunity. Maybe. At the beginning. That had been the time for stoic resolve. One of my online masters, a man going by the single, capital letter “H”, had crafted this little abomination of an assignment. He had deliberately set it up so that one little screw-up, right at the start, would set me so far behind that practically every punishment he’d “anticipated” would get used. I hate being predictable. It just grates at me and one of these days I’m going to do an assignment where I’m set up and win! 
 
      
 
    But don’t hold your breath. Unless you’re into asphyxiation sex. But be careful. Okay? You need to be around to read all this.   
 
      
 
    The assignment had sounded simple. All I had to do was give three blowjobs before the RVP pushed me over the brink. The sex toy was even placed on the lowest setting, so that both the vibrator and swirling functions did as little to me as possible. My problem was that I just misjudged how horny I was. My two mistresses, Julie and Kari, had kept me on edge all of the previous day, without a lick of satisfaction. Then off I go, thinking I can get through the assignment easily enough. I just needed to hold off. For a little. So why the hell had I popped right in the middle of blowing guy number two, moaning as I bobbed my head like a rubber raft in a churning ocean? 
 
      
 
    Master H had specified that cumming deserved punishment, and that meant additional blowjobs. So the consequences of cumming added two more “sexual events” - meaning two extra blow jobs. And the one I’d been giving didn’t count, since I’d cum before he did. So in the space of forty minutes I’d managed to swallow two loads of spunk. The prize? Four more blowjobs. And that wasn’t the only problem. Or punishment. Master H also stated that I had to turn the RVP up to medium. Considering my penchant for being multi-orgasmic, relief didn’t necessarily mean that I could tolerate that sort of intensity again. Medium? With the churning swirl of the Rotating Venus Penis spinning and buzzing in my pussy? While I sucked off five guys?  
 
      
 
    Why not ask me to walk on water? Or part the Red Sea? Or turn water into wine? 
 
      
 
    And there was one more part of the punishment. The anal plug. Not the one I currently had in my ass. Oh no. The first one I’d been required to put in wasn’t anywhere near as big. It was thin, and only four inches in length. A little grapeseed oil, a leg up on the bench in a changing room, and voila. Slid right in. I’m not a fan of things being in my bottom, but I could tolerate it. 
 
      
 
    And so with the buzzing and churning stronger and more pervasive, and with my ass now stuffed, I’d set out to give four more guys a blow, still under the same Sword of Damocles, hanging over my head. Except lower. Much, much lower.  
 
      
 
    Don’t cum. 
 
      
 
    I’m sure you already figured how that turned out. I blew my third guy of the day in a stock room. The fourth guy shot his cum down my throat while I knelt, hidden away in a clothes rack. But as I wiped the last little bit of cream from my lips, the RVP had pushed me over the brink, and I’d cum a second time. 
 
      
 
    Which added two more blowjobs. Sheesh. Two steps forward, two steps back! How the hell was I going to give seven blowjobs in one morning? Eight if you counted the one that didn’t count! My orgasm also meant another trip to the women’s restroom, trying to stem the flow of dripping girl goo, removing the thin anal plug and putting in the thicker, six inch one, and turning up the RVP to full power. With four more blowjobs to give, I’d stumbled out, my lower half feeling like California during a quake. Under even the best circumstances I can’t handle the RVP on full power. Not for long. There was just no way. You try enduring a little cock stirring your pot full of honey, while vibrating your clit at the same time. It’s impossible to hold off. So tense, pressurized, and sexually desperate, I’d gone stumbling around, looking for another willing victim. 
 
      
 
    And that’s where YOU found me. Right when I’d fallen into the arms of that guy with the polo shirt, exploding like a blow-up sex doll doing the naughty with a porcupine. And that third orgasm? Yep. More punishment. Two more blowjobs. That meant six more altogether, a seemingly impossible number. 
 
      
 
    So… everyone with me? 
 
      
 
    Slowly I stood up in the stall. There was one, small, silver lining to cumming the third time - I no longer had to worry about the RVP. Master H, in his wisdom, had known that I would probably screw up and that there had to be a stopping point. I tugged my skirt up, revealing the purple, plastic bug resting against my clit and I undid the straps that held it to my loins. A short groan accompanied the removal of the four-inch-long probe and I gave it a quick suck to clean it off, like a good nympho humiliation pain slut should. Then it went into my bag. 
 
      
 
    The large butt plug had to come out as well, but I have a strict rule on ass to mouth stuff, so when I tugged it free it was cleaned with toilet paper and stuffed into a plastic bag. That was where the silver lining ended. With a grim look I pulled out a new toy, a thick, six-inch-long, black, shiny phallus that looked like it had been cut from the xenomorph in James Cameron’s Aliens move. But the worst part of the toy was that it wasn’t going into my pussy. 
 
      
 
    It was meant for my ass. 
 
      
 
    It’s called a “Thrusting Anal Vibrator” and took some serious battery power. The motors inside were designed not only to shake and buzz, especially after being shoved up some naughty girl’s ass, but it also extended significantly inside me. So imagine you’re walking along and then an object six inches long suddenly extends inside your bottom, a full inch and a half! How fun! Right? The only thing I could imagine being worse was having Ripley’s alien slam me to the ground to implant an embryo in my ass. 
 
      
 
    That would have been a hell of a lot more cinematically exciting. Just mentioning it in case any of my readers are involved in the new Alien sequel. (What? There’s always an Aliens sequel being worked on!) 
 
      
 
    I extracted my bottle of lubricant - just grapeseed oil to be honest - and did my best to grease the stupid Alien cock-thing. Once it glistened, I reached around behind me, lifted my skirt out of the way, and placed the tapered tip of the beast against my ass. Having already been penetrated there twice in the last two hours, it wasn’t that difficult to get the Thrusting Anal Vibrator in and I only whimpered once as it slid deep, helped by my backing up against the partition in a much undignified manner.   
 
      
 
    Getting rammed from behind is never an easy thing, but at least I got to go at my own pace. God only knows what the other women in the bathroom thought of the noises coming from my stall. It took a minute or two to get the whole thing in and I felt it settle with a predictable and unwelcome thump as my rear end closed tightly around the base. I grabbed hold of the controller and turned it on to medium, just as Master H had specified. 
 
      
 
    Instantly I regretted it because the sound was certainly loud, even with the source six inches up my ass. But worse was the long, low, throaty whine that escaped from my throat as the tip of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator did exactly what it was supposed to do, extend forward, changing the length from six inches to a full seven and a half. It was like getting fucked in the ass twice. Oh, and did I mention that the thing shook like a maraca in a Mariachi’s hand? And that was on medium. Could you imagine what full power would be like? 
 
      
 
    It took me another minute or two to settle down, and like I said, there were no more silver linings. I took a deep breath, trying to summon the nerve, the moxie, the willpower to do the next little thing. I reached down into the bag and snagged the one item I’d sort of been hoping I wouldn’t need. One end was a plastic pendant - a vibrator that ran on a single triple A battery, thin and narrow. It hung from a small chain that ran to a rubber, duck billed clamp. I plucked at the metal jaws and pinched the rubber coated maw open. It was slightly oversized, as if the designer knew it would get a better grip on something more meaningful. I put one foot up on the toilet bowl rim, lifted my skirt with my free hand, and went looking for my clit. 
 
      
 
    I am not one of those women graced (or cursed) with a large clitoris. I have one of course, and it’s easily visible, especially after it’s been touching a vibrator for two hours. Then it sort of swells a bit. Still, it’s not something you could put a clamp on, all by itself. So instead I set the little jaw on the clitoral hood, hanging down, so that the pendant rested against my petals. Then I pressed the tiny switch. . 
 
      
 
    Against the backdrop of the Thrusting Anal Vibe (get it? backdrop?) the buzzing of the vibrator pendant wasn’t exactly much to deal with. But it shook the clamp chewing on my clitoris, sending vibrations directly to my clit in a much more visceral way than the RVP had. Add in the fact that the pendant now bounced, fluttered, and danced along the wet folds of my slit, and I’m sure you’ll forgive a tormented girl the occasional involuntary hip slinging thrust. 
 
      
 
    I paused to take stock. My bottom ached from the Thrusting Anal Vibrator extending and retracting in my ass. My clit throbbed from the tight clamp dangling against it, not to mention the vibrations traveling up through the clamp itself. My sex was super-sensitive to sensation of any kind, my feet hurt from the stupid shoes and frankly, the only thing missing was something diabolical being done to my nipples. Though in hindsight, the tube top probably counted as torment all by itself. So I steeled myself, unlocked the stall door, and checked my makeup. The girl who looked back at me had way too much eyeliner on, thick black lashes, and soft pink lips. She wasn’t exactly. More cute. But there was also a feral look in her eye, a sort of wildness, or desperation. I knew exactly what she felt as I tried hard to ignore all the pulsing, vibrating, thrusting, and shaking going on beneath my skirt. It just wasn’t fair! I took a deep breath, tried to steady my nerves, ignore the heated pressures of sexual wantonness, and headed for the bathroom door. A nympho humiliation pain slut, going about her business. 
 
      
 
    Six more blowjobs. 
 
      
 
    Sheesh. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 BJs Plus - Part Three 
 
      
 
    I had spent a grand total of about fifteen minutes in the restroom, so I was more than a bit surprised to see my knight in shining armor standing stoically in the hall, his arms crossed patiently. He glanced up when I emerged and his face brightened as he gave me an appraising look. I, on the other hand, not expecting to see him, blushed furiously, which just caused every muscle in my body to tighten up and tremble. Especially the ones that I shouldn’t have been tightening. I felt another wave of arousal threaten to swamp me before I gained some control. I pushed my bag’s strap back up my shoulder and swallowed hard. 
 
      
 
    Oh my God. How the hell was I going to explain this? 
 
      
 
    He cleared his throat and I stepped up to him, giving him a slightly apologetic, and somewhat mortified look. He glanced away with embarrassment, but then turned back and we both spoke at exactly the same time. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry but I wanted …” 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry I collapsed on you like …” 
 
      
 
    Then we both went quiet, trying to let the other speak and we laughed. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you,” I said earnestly. 
 
      
 
    “Are you alright?” He asked me. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Yes. I was just,” I paused momentarily, trying to figure out just how honest I needed to be. “Under some unusual pressures at that moment.” 
 
      
 
    He blinked, then glanced around. “What’s that buzzing?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    If my cheeks didn’t already match the rose colored hue of my hair, they did in about four additional seconds. I squirmed slightly, the vibrator pendant clinging to my clit bounced against my petals deliciously as the Thrusting Anal Vibrator danced in my ass. He gave me a look and then I saw understanding on his face. He put it all together, which didn’t surprise me. He seemed bright. I bit my lip and then closed the distance even more until my pierced nipples were practically touching his chest. 
 
      
 
    “I still want to suck your cock,” I said softly, my eyes locked on his. He withstood my stare for about a heartbeat, then his eyes went down to my breasts. He nodded, gulping slightly, and for a moment I felt like a predator, instead of the prey. I grabbed his hand and pulled him a few steps down the hall. 
 
      
 
    “See the ‘family’ bathroom?” I asked softly. He nodded. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to go in. I’ll wait two minutes. Come in when the hall is empty.” Then I brushed my hand across his cock, lying just beneath the material of his trousers, and I felt it stiffen. I smiled, winked at him, and then marched right back across toward the bathroom doors and went into the family room. 
 
      
 
    Okay. Yes. I feel bad about taking up a family restroom, especially at a mall. But it was a weekday, the place was slow, and there were three of them, all empty. I deliberately didn’t lock the door and instead mentally prepared myself and started counting. 
 
      
 
    I got to nineteen. 
 
      
 
    The door opened and Justin came in. That was his name. I know because I asked. The door shut behind him and he locked it. When he turned back his jaw opened, his tongue fell out, and both of his eyes became glued to my now very bare, pierced breasts, hanging out, with my tube top rolled up in a thin line beneath them. 
 
      
 
    “I want to suck your cock,” I repeated like a broken record or a Japanese sex doll. Except those things generally say, “Watashi wa anata no kokku o sutte mitai.” 
 
      
 
    We came together with a rocking impact and my fingers tore at his belt and pants. We ignored the two toilets - both the tiny, toddler version and the adult one. Instead I pushed him against a wall and went to my knees. The floor was hard but I have a long history of being in this position, on everything from gravel to grass. Ceramic tile was nothing. His cock was firm, but not rock hard at that point. Even as I wrapped one hand around his manhood he stiffened into granite. Then I opened my mouth, licked the tip of his shaft, and when he moaned, I took his entire length deep, moving my head briskly. 
 
      
 
    Sucking cock is an art form, whether you’re doing it for a loved one, a friend with benefits, as an assignment, or for a buck. Technique is important. I personally favor the two handed approach, providing a sort of “complete sensory overload.” But while I licked at the well-rounded head of Justin’s cock, all while caressing his scrotum with my nails, and rubbing and squeezing the base of his shaft, there was something else going on inside my head. It was a rush, a sense of power - and for a submissive girl like me, sucking cock is one of the few times I really feel like I’ve got some control. 
 
      
 
    I bobbed my head, deep throating him, and I heard his moan. It seemed to reverberate down my throat as I licked, sucked, and slurped on the thick straw of my new friend. When a man’s cock is in your mouth, and he’s letting you do your thing, you have options. You can go slow, dragging out his pleasure, building him up, taking him down, making him moan and beg and even plead. 
 
      
 
    Or, if you’re trying to hurry because you’re worried you’re going to cum again and you’ve got like five more guys to suck after the one in your mouth cums, you can press his buttons. My tongue curled around his shaft as I rubbed and sucked him, swallowing as much of his shaft as possible. It took maybe ten minutes total, and then I got to the thick, frothy, creamy ending. A torrent of jism shot from Justin’s cock, hit the back of my throat, and then slid down as I transitioned to swallowing. He let out a massive sigh of satisfaction as he softened in my mouth. 
 
      
 
    I tightened my lips around him and began rapidly licking the tip of his cock in my mouth until he pulled himself away from me with a groan. 
 
      
 
    My knees ached a bit and I climbed to my feet. Almost immediately the lack of focus translated into another surge of arousal, bursting up from between my legs and I couldn’t help letting out another groan, swaying dangerously. The vibrator in my ass was fucking me while the vibrator clipped to my clit drove me mad. Justin noticed, even as he was zipping up his pants. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, you okay? You look wobbly again.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed and tried to get a grip. “I’m just aroused,” I said breathlessly. In my head I was already thinking further down the road. Stats time. Six blowjobs had now become five. Could I manage to hold off before cumming again? Honestly, I didn’t know. The vibrator pendant clipped to my clit wasn’t quite as debilitating as the RVP, but it wasn’t easy to endure either, especially after becoming as sensitive as I was. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator was a serious challenge. It combined rather too well with the clamp munching on my clitoris. 
 
      
 
    I checked the mirror and was relatively happy with my appearance, mostly since I didn’t seem to have any cum splattered on my face. There are perks to a being a girl who swallows. Not looking like a bukkake slut is one of them. 
 
      
 
    I tugged my tube top back down and turned to Justin. I quickly kissed him on the cheek. “That was nice. I’ll see you around,” I said, then headed toward the door even as he made some strangled noises of objection. He started to protest, lunging after me with his pants still only half-way up. I slipped outside and he hit the door. I was already out in the food court when he caught up with me. 
 
      
 
    “Hey. Wait a moment! You can’t just leave me like this!” He said in a mixture of anger and puzzlement. 
 
      
 
    I eyed him, using my sexual irritation as fuel to power me through the food court. “What do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    He blinked. “What do you mean, what do you mean?” 
 
      
 
    That just got my raised eyebrow. Finally he let out an exasperated snort. “What we just did. Is that it?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “That’s it.” 
 
      
 
    “You just come in and use me like that?” 
 
      
 
    I stopped so fast that he didn’t manage to match me and took a step past. I closed the distance until my cloth covered nipples brushed his chest. 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me,” I said haughtily. “I didn’t use you.” I paused. “Okay. Well. I did use you. But your reward was getting to cum down my throat and getting to see my tits. Didn’t it feel good?” 
 
      
 
    He gave me a disbelieving “is this girl crazy” sort of look. “Of course,” he managed to reply. 
 
      
 
    “Then be happy,” I said sternly. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to find five more cocks to blow before the vibrator in my ass and the one clamped to my clit send me into orbit again” 
 
      
 
    “I am totally confused,” Justin admitted. “But what do you mean, five more cocks?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. I didn’t want to explain it. It was bad enough to be living it, but to have to stand there, getting more and more turned on, talking about what a slut I am? Good grief. 
 
      
 
    “I’m doing a sex assignment and I’m not supposed to be cumming,” I said shortly, and as quietly as I could. “I’ve got to find five more guys and give a blowjob to each one, all before I explode. Or before I can turn off…” I gestured downward and his eyes widened. “All this. Understand?” 
 
      
 
    Justin nodded stupidly, clearly trying to process the information. Then, as I turned away and started walking, he jumped, catching up with me. 
 
      
 
    “That’s incredible!” He said, excited. “Who gave you the assignment?” 
 
      
 
    I pursued my lips, just a little frustrated. With Justin walking next to me, every man that eyed me thought we were a couple. That was not helpful. “Master H. He’s an online dom with a penchant for extremes and conical butt plugs,” I muttered. 
 
      
 
    “So you just do these things?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “And write about them.” I wished I dared pick up the pace, but he was in sneakers while I was wearing the high heeled sandals. Worse, the faster I walked, the more the vibrating pendant swung in the small open space between my slit and my skirt. Do you know what it’s like having a vibrator banging lightly against your sex while it’s hanging from your clit? 
 
      
 
    “Write about them?” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a confessional BDSM erotica author,” I said simply. Then I added, “And a nympho humiliation pain slut.” Then before he could respond to that revelation, I turned and looked at him. “What’s your name?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Justin Saldana,” he said instantly. 
 
      
 
    “Congratulations. You’re now a character in a book.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened. “What? Are you serious?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded again. “Well, it will probably start on my blog, but yeah, eventually. Look me up. Breanne Erickson. Check Amazon.com.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s … that’s incredible!” He said. “So where are you going now?” 
 
      
 
    I glanced around. “I’m trying to find a polite way of getting rid of you so I can approach someone else.” 
 
      
 
    He didn’t seem to like that idea. “So I’m just the first one?” 
 
      
 
    That made me laugh. “No. You were number five.” I paused thoughtfully. “Well, if you count the guy who didn’t count,” I added. 
 
      
 
    “You have to blow ten guys?” 
 
      
 
    “Only because number two didn’t count,” I repeated. “I came before he did. Then I had orgasms I wasn’t supposed to have,” I confirmed in a depressing tone. 
 
      
 
    Justin blinked. “Christ.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a little smirk. “He’s not available for a blow, but I’d be happy to provide.” That little bit of blasphemy made him do a double take. 
 
      
 
    “So do you have, I don’t know, standards, or something?”

I pursed my lips. “I used to think I did. But at this point I’m just praying I can make it through before the vibrators make me pop again.” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly he grabbed my arm, pulling me to a stop. “If you don’t exactly have standards,” he said with a silly grin. “I might be able to help, but …” He gave me a wink. “You have to agree to go on a date with me.” 
 
      
 
    I turned toward him, crossed my arms over my chest and gave him a curious look. “All right. You’ve got my attention. And a date if it works out.” 
 
      
 
    Justin Saldana just grinned. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 BJs Plus - Part 4 
 
      
 
    The lights were low in the hotel room and I turned, trying to give the man standing near the wall an appropriately seductive look. He had bushy hair and eyebrows, which made him look a little wild. I was exhausted, slightly intoxicated, and hurting. My feet were throbbing almost as bad as my nipples and clit, and I hate to admit it, but the bed looked more appropriate for sleeping in than fucking. Outside I could hear the crickets chirping and I wondered just how late it was. The man, whose name I forget, licked his lips hungrily and gestured for me to strip. I tugged my tube top off and tossed it away, revealing my pierced nipples and the gold padlock hanging from my right tit. There was a silver chain dangling between my breasts, each end capped with an alligator clamp. The tips of each breast seemed to pulse with this sharp, painful heat that was difficult to ignore. But I could tell that he liked the look. His eyes burned with a dark hunger and as my thumbs trailed down to my hips, he took a step forward. I felt the edge of the bed against my legs and the skirt fell next, a glint of silver flashing between my thighs. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” He asked, pointing toward the jumbo alligator clamp that was clinging to my clitoris. Beneath the steel toothed maw swung the vibrator pendant and its clamp, still vibrating softly. My little nub was swollen, sore, and throbbed hotly, matching both the beat of my heart and the discomfort at the tip of each breast. 
 
      
 
    “Nothing you need to worry about, sir. It won't get in your way,” I replied, slurring a bit. Instead I kicked the skirt away and turned around. I knew what he was seeing now; the black circular base of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator. I could hear it, as well as feel it, the motors still moving inside me. But the battery was running down. I could tell. It had been on for hours. I put one knee up on the bed and reached behind, grasping the toy. The controller had been tucked into the waistband of my skirt, so I had to pull that upward and I shut down the motorized sodomizer even as I pulled it out. Slick, glistening, black rubber came out and I tossed it to the side with a grimace. Fortunately the man behind me didn’t see that of dislike on my face. 
 
      
 
    You never should look unhappy about what’s being inflicted on you when you’re a nympho humiliation pain slut. 
 
      
 
    I’d already gotten out the lubricant and I turned back to him and curled a finger. He closed the distance in seconds as I sat down on the edge of the bed, my legs wide apart, and hands already reaching for his belt. My pussy tingled wetly, more in response to the pain of the metal jaws still chewing on my clitoris, but as his cock came out and I wrapped both my hands and lips around him, I began to respond in a more predictable manner. He groaned as I bobbed my head around him, stiffening him almost immediately. His cock hardened in my mouth and after two or three minutes pleasuring him with my tongue, I grabbed a condom and quickly put it on him. He kicked off his pants as I rubbed him, getting him worked up to almost a froth. I had good reason too. I wanted his shaft in my ass for the least amount of time possible. I stuck my ass out and he seemed more than willing to do the deed standing behind me. He pushed himself against me and I felt his probing thrust go deep, straight into the wrong hole. I gasped as he began pumping. 
 
      
 
    “Sir! Sir!” I panted as he grunted behind me. “That’s the wrong hole!” The alligator clamp jiggled and swung, sending shards of agony up through my sex. 
 
      
 
    “Take it, you fucking slut,” he spat. His hand came up and slapped my bottom, hard, on the right side. I tried to pull away, to force him to do it right, but he grabbed my waist, holding on. 
 
      
 
    It’s not that I objected to him screwing my pussy. It felt amazing. I wanted it. I craved it. But I’d asked him for a very specific thing. I wanted the goddamned Thrusting Anal Vibrator out. Granted, the jumbo alligator clamp wasn’t comfortable either, but I could tolerate that for a hell of a lot longer. 
 
      
 
    “Like that, don’t you? Shitty girls like you, always spreading your legs, wanting us to hurt you, and take you? How many men have you fucked today slut? Uh? How many?” He slapped my ass again. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. Honestly, I wasn’t thinking of how many I’d actually had sex with that day, though I’d need both hands and a foot to answer the question, if we were counting blowjobs. I was thinking something more along the lines of “don’t cum, don’t cum, don’t cum, don’t cum,” over and over. Oh my God, it felt good having him in my pussy! I struggled with it. I needed it. My hips were rolling frantically. But … I’d already taken out the Thrusting Anal Vibe. I’d have to put it back in. 
 
      
 
    “Please!” I begged him. “Fuck me up the ass!” I urged, wiggling my lower half like mad. 
 
      
 
    “You want it in the ass? Of course you do. Fucking ass slut!” He said. “I hope it hurts like hell because I am so going to fuck you up the ass!” His hand moved between my rump and his hip and I felt him grab himself as he pulled out. For a moment I froze, breathless in expectation, but then he pointed himself just a bit higher and I forced myself to open up, to relax, mentally bracing myself for the jarring physical penetration. 
 
      
 
    Then his cock slid into my bottom and he groaned. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, whimpering as each of his thrusts sent a sullen pang of discomfort through my body, only to realize that this pretty much summed things up. My afternoon had gone in much the same way. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t five guys that Justin led me too, but three. Three stockers in one of the larger, non-department store department stores. I won’t give the name of the place because a number of someones would be fired. And no, I’m not providing the names of the stockers who allowed me to suck each of them dry. And yes, I changed poor Justin’s name too, because he works there. So don’t wander around the mall looking for him either. 
 
      
 
    Justin pulled me back along the mall until we got to his place of employment and took me behind the scenes through a door marked “employees only.” That’s where I met his best friend and a boy band’s worth of backroom stocker guys whose only job seemed to be goofing off and moving material from the back to the front. 
 
      
 
    I was passed around like a party favor, tucked behind a stack of boxes, but I was thoughtfully given a pad to kneel on, which certainly made being on my knees a hell of a lot more comfortable. One guy after another stuck his dick down my throat and the fact that I was no longer walking around made tolerating the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and the vibrating pendant much easier. Of course I provided the necessary eye candy to my “clients”, pulling down the tube top and making sure they not only got to see my pierced nipples, but play with them too. 
 
      
 
    As far as blowjobs go, one of them managed to get the record for fastest cum ever. I don’t think he was in my mouth for a full minute before he blasted a thick stream of cum into my throat. I actually felt bad for him and made him stay while I licked and sucked on him, even soft. I didn’t want Justin and his other friends to know how quick he popped. 
 
      
 
    Unfortunately, he wasn’t the only one to cum quickly. 
 
      
 
    I was just two minutes in on the last of Justin’s friends when my body finally got to the point where the incessant pleasure between my thighs became too much for me to ignore. It didn’t help that I had a very good looking young man between my lips and just like other girls, being placed in sexual situations can be just as arousing as having a vibrator clamped to your clit, bouncing against your labia. It had also been over an hour since I’d knelt in front of Justin. What can you expect? I’m human. I tire. I’m susceptible to pleasure. And while I managed to finish the required blowjob, there was no doubt in anyone’s mind that I’d had another mind-blowing orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Damn. 
 
      
 
    There are times I wish that I weren’t quite so predictable. Master H had provided for a fourth orgasm and the punishment was exactly what you’d expect. I added two more blowjobs to my required count, then an extra for the one I’d just done, since it didn’t count again. Then I turned up the power on the Thrusting Anal Vibe, gasping as the six-to-eight-inch, synthetic, alien cock in my ass began really fucking me. Even Justin noticed the change of intensity as I stumbled back out from behind the boxes. I needed my bag of goodies, which I’d left on a chair. 
 
      
 
    “You okay?” He asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. “Not really. I had another orgasm.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh. What does that mean exactly?” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “It means the blowjob I just gave didn’t count, and I now have to add two more blowjobs to the total.” Then I pointed to my rump. “It means that the vibrator in my ass just got turned up to full power and these,” I pointed to my bare breasts, “are about to get clamped.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone (because there was still an audience) stopped and stared at me. 
 
      
 
    “Well girl, don’t let us stop you!” said one of the stockers. 
 
      
 
    I plucked my canvas bag off a nearby box and pushed through, past the bagged anal plugs and the RVP, and grabbed an item I’d been hoping to avoid. It was a simple chain, a foot long, capped on either end with a pair of clamps that looked more like electrician’s hardware than something you might pick up in a sexual novelty shop. Metal teeth flashed and the guys watched as I slowly, methodically, set each little jaw in place, behind my piercings, moaning as the pain shot up through each tit. Alligator clamps. 
 
      
 
    They loved it. 
 
      
 
    I stood there, panting, trembling, doing the math. I’d sucked a total of eight guys, each one a stranger. I’d also cum four times, twice in the middle of cockswallowing, which negated two of those blowjobs. And because of those orgasms, the original three blows had gone to eleven.  
 
      
 
    Holy fuck. I still had to blow five more guys.   
 
      
 
    I left the store struggling. The orgasm I’d had while on my knees had relieved certain pressures, but the increased power of the Thrusting Anal Vibe had pretty much mitigated any relief I’d been granted from my unauthorized climax. Worse, my clit was getting sensitive, which just doubled down my arousal because now my clitoris was aching too. There was a throbbing sting that felt as if someone was whacking at my pussy with a stick. 
 
      
 
    Yes. I’ve actually had that done to me - the whacking at my pussy with a stick - so I know what it feels like. But that’s another story. 
 
      
 
    The pendant vibrator continued to dance along my folds even as the clamp translated those movements straight into my clitoris. My knees ached, my back was sore, and my jaw hurt. But that’s what happens when you’re a nympho humiliation pain slut, and you’ve spent a good portion of your day kneeling with cock in your mouth. 
 
      
 
    But my mind was rather focused on the fresh set of alligator clamps chewing on my nipples. Made of metal, with these sharp little teeth, the alligator clamps had a tendency to dig deeply into my nipples, leaving dark, red indentations. I’d never actually been cut before, but it still scared me. The chain between them was just heavy enough to leave the tips of my breasts throbbing with every beat of my heart, the blood working to get through the crushed points of my bosom. It hurt, but not so much that I couldn’t function. But the problem wasn’t the pinch, or the pain, or even the weight. 
 
      
 
    The problem was the fucking tube top. It was skin tight and showed the outline and shape of the clamps perfectly, along with my pierced nipples and even the damned Society padlock dangling from my right tit. I was a freaking hardware store. There was absolutely no way to look at me and not see the merchandise on display. A girl walking around with pierced nipples isn’t an oddity. She’s kinky, yes. But you don’t generally get the vibe that she’s for sale. But a redheaded girl with piercings, a padlock, and then a freaking chain with alligator clamps on her tits, with the chain actually dangling out beneath the edge of her tube top, which does absolutely nothing to cover up her breasts except by basically painting them white? 
 
      
 
    Well, that girl is clearly wanting the attention. 
 
      
 
    With five more guys to blow and another “orgasmic storm” on radar at the edge of the screen, I didn’t have much time to find those men, get their pants down, and make them cum before I did. And that was the point. I was literally right back where I had started that morning, except in twice the amount of sexualized agony, needing to blow almost double the number of cocks. Worse, that pain made it that much easier to become aroused. It wasn’t a matter of resisting it. It was a matter of holding off as long as I could before I did blow another gasket. 
 
      
 
    I made it through the next two blowjobs, both of which happened in changing rooms. But between guys number two and three I had no choice but to duck into a store, find a quiet corner, and jam a knuckle into my mouth. I shuddered violently as the orgasm hit. 
 
      
 
    So another two blowjobs got added. Twelve to fifteen, with eleven done. 
 
      
 
    But that wasn’t the worst of it. I fished the last remaining item out of my bag and stared at it. Larger than the alligator clamps on my nipples, the jumbo pincer I held was meant to fit over my clitoris. So with trembling fingers I’d removed the pendant vibrator, clamped my clit, and then reattached the pendant and its clamp to the steel toothed monstrosity chewing on my nub. 
 
      
 
    The rest of my afternoon had been spent finding those last five guys to suck and when I’d finished with four of them, I’d collapsed, still clamped, still vibrating both front and back, in a bar stool, hungry, tired, hurting and worse - still aroused. I’d managed not to cum the entire time, but that was more because I was pretty much overloaded. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator in my ass was just obscenely uncomfortable and the alligator clamps hurt. The vibrator pendant was the only thing keeping me even close to being aroused and I’d ignored it as the bartender came up, and gave me a curious look. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” He asked first, rather than take my order. I sighed. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah. Sort of,” I replied. I gave him a wry smile. “I don’t suppose you’d be interested in letting me suck your cock?” 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened and he laughed. “I’d be interested, but it would have to wait till I’m off duty,” he replied soberly. “But then I’d also have to inquire as to the price.”  
 
      
 
    I blushed and shook my head. “I’m not a whore,” I said quickly. “I’m a slut. There’s a difference.” I shifted on the bar stool, trying to get the pendant vibrator to move further away from my clitoris. It was making my clit feel as if the jumbo alligator clamp was actually chewing on it. 
 
      
 
    He nodded sagely, but I could see him wondering. I shook my head. “I’ll take a house merlot please.” He nodded and moved off. A few minutes later I had a glass in front of me. I downed it. On an empty stomach. Not smart.  
 
      
 
    For several long moments I considered bailing. It was getting late. My nipples and clit hurt and my ass, still being quietly fucked by the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, ached horribly. I had places I needed to be. But I admit it - the fact that I had just one blowjob left rankled. If I could do it, before accidentally cumming one more time… and adding another two blowjobs. I looked around. It was still a bit early, even if my tummy was rumbling. I grimaced. Who knew what Master H would say if I didn’t complete the assignment? Or worse - what would Kari or Julie do?  
 
      
 
    I pulled out my phone and hit the speed dial. In a moment, I heard the bright, chipper voice of a girl.  
 
      
 
    “Hello princess!” Julie practically sang into her phone. I winced. 
 
      
 
    “Julie,” I said for the thousandths time. “Please don’t call me that.” 
 
      
 
    Julie snorted. “I can call you any damn thing I like. How’s it going cocksucker?” 
 
      
 
    A little surge of anger gave me some energy. I grit my teeth. “Fine. I’ve got just one left.” 
 
      
 
    “Really?” My mistress asked. “You’ve been at it all day. Which means that not only are you a cocksucker, but a cumslut. How many times?” 
 
      
 
    “Five,” I muttered softly.  
 
      
 
    “Five orgasms. Well, you are quite the fuckslut, aren’t you princess?” 
 
      
 
    I shut my eyes. She was doing it on purpose. I didn’t reply either. 
 
    “So, five orgasms. That would mean by now, you’ve got the Thrusting Anal Vibrator in your ass, on full power.” She paused, waiting for me to say something. So I grunted an affirmative. 
 
      
 
    “And you’re wearing the vibrator pendant,” she added. “Except it isn’t clipped directly to your clit. Is it?” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep, shuddering breath. “No.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s hanging on the jumbo alligator clamp, which is chewing on your sweet little nub. Right?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes Mistress,” I replied.  
 
      
 
    “Does it hurt?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    Does it hurt? I wanted to reach through the phone and throttle her! I had metal pincers on my nipples and clit, with sharp little fucking teeth and she wanted to know if it hurt! 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said simply. 
 
      
 
    “So I presume you’re calling because you’re done,” she went on. “No doubt wondering how to get the Thrusting Anal Vibrator out of that cute little ass of yours. Right?” 
 
      
 
    I opened my mouth. I wondered if I should tell her about the last blowjob. But she steamed right ahead. 
 
      
 
    “So all you need to do is find a guy to fuck you in the ass. If he’s willing to do that, then you can take the anal plug out.” 
 
      
 
    I frowned and tossed back the last of the merlot. “And what about the alligator clamps?” I begged. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Well, the vibrator pendant can come off when you find another guy to fuck your pussy.” 
 
      
 
    I sat there, a feeling of absolute hopelessness coming over me. “Julie. I’m exhausted, hurting, sore, and hungry.” I looked down at my empty glass. “And possibly tipsy. I’m not sure I can…” 
 
      
 
    “Of course you can!” She replied. “Just offer yourself. Master H was very specific with this assignment, princess.” The tone of her voice changed and it sounded like she was reading something out loud. “A nympho humiliation pain slut like Breanne has to find someone to fuck her up the ass in order to get the Thrusting Anal Vibrator out. If she wants the vibrator pendant removed from her clit, she will need to spread her legs and ask someone to remove it, rewarding them with a wet, sore, perfect little cunt to fuck.” 
 
      
 
    “Can it at least be the same guy?” I whined. 
 
      
 
    “No,” Julie decreed.  
 
      
 
    “Julie! I’ve blown over a dozen guys today!” 
 
      
 
    “Twelve. Fourteen. What’s the difference?” 
 
      
 
    I snarled my response. “Two.” Julie didn’t reply. “Can I at least cum?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “No. Of course not,” she replied instantly. “And if you do, the punishment for it will be swift and severe. So please, by all means, break the rules.” She hummed softly for a moment. “Do you think your poor little clitty could withstand thirty hard strokes of my paddle?” 
 
      
 
    I gulped, picturing myself tied open on a bed, Julie’s diminutive form straddling my waist, slapping downward at my swollen, wet sex with a leather sap. My pussy tightened and the pendant vibrator felt very intense. 
 
      
 
    “So you know what you need to do, princess. But look at it this way. Two more guys. That's it. Then you're done.” 
 
      
 
    “Unless I cum,” I said glumly. 
 
      
 
    She laughed. “If it fucks like a duck…” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. “Walks,” I corrected. “Walks!” 
 
      
 
    Julie chuckled. “Call me when you're done. I'm itching to beat your pussy.” Then she hung up on me. I stared at the phone for a moment, then ordered another glass of merlot. 
 
      
 
    Two more strangers, and this time it would be in a bed. Maybe. If I was lucky. My wine arrived and the bartender smiled. “Courtesy of the gentleman at the table in the corner.” 
 
      
 
    I swiveled in my chair and looked. He was heavy set and in his late forties, with thick bushy hair on top of his head and wild eyebrows. His expression was wanton and he looked at me, not as a person, but as if I were a piece of steak. I felt a sudden tingle, deep down inside me, but I’m ashamed to say that it wasn’t desire, or even arousal. It was hope. Maybe I'd be done sooner than I thought. I picked up my glass and slid from the stool. I walked over to him, my nipples throbbing in the bite of the alligator clamps, my clit tingling from the vibrating pendant. I swayed provocatively, not because I was trying to titillate, but because the Thrusting Anal Vibrator was still rumbling and extending in my ass. Forced sexuality. 
 
      
 
    “Hi,” I said, trying to sound engaging and eager. It wasn’t easy. I was exhausted. “Thanks for the drink.” 
 
      
 
    “Nice outfit,” he said, nodding toward my breasts. “You like the kinky side of things?” 
 
      
 
    I smiled. “Is it that obvious?” 
 
      
 
    “Not that many girls walk around wearing nipple clamps,” he said wryly.  
 
      
 
    I took another large gulp of my wine. “So it wouldn’t surprise you if I wanted it up the ass?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetheart, nothing you want would surprise me.” He gave me a knowing smirk. “So, what's it going to cost me?” 
 
      
 
    I resisted the urge to sigh. “I'm not a whore,” I said softly, but honestly. 
 
      
 
    He grinned. “And I'm not a cop.” 
 
      
 
    “I'm being serious,” I replied. 
 
      
 
    “Me too.” 
 
      
 
    I gave him a winsome smile. “If you take the plug out of my ass, I’ll consider us even.” 
 
      
 
    He laughed. “Finish your drink,” he told me. And that's how I ended up in a seedy motel, bent over a bed with his cock buried in my ass. 
 
      
 
    He drove me down into the mattress with his entire body. My arms gave out as my knees slid out from under me and my gasp of surprise was muffled by my face being buried in the comforter. The vibrating pendant between my legs got caught by my leg and pulled harshly on the jumbo alligator clamp on my clit. I cried out, the pain of it excruciating, eclipsing even the twisting mash at both of my nipples, my weight, plus his, now on my torso. He moved with me, jamming his cock into my ass, ignoring my whimpering pleas for gentleness. 
 
      
 
    Oh God it hurt. 
 
      
 
    “Like that bitch? I know you do. Hurts, doesn’t it? Take my cock. Fuck it. Wiggle that little ass of yours,” he panted, thrusting his meat into my bottom. 
 
      
 
    There wasn’t anything I could do. He was three times my size and frankly I was pinned like a bug in a collection, impaled on his prick. My bottom wiggled frantically and I realized that the vibrator pendant felt even stronger. I shuddered, eyes closing as waves of pain-laced pleasure raced through me. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God!” I heard myself saying. “Fuck me harder!” 
 
      
 
    And he did. 
 
      
 
    Then, before I could cum, he let out a shout, shoving himself deeper and harder into my bottom than he had before. He held himself there and I could feel his cock pulsing, moving inside me, just like the Thrusting Anal Vibrator itself. I mewled, fingers curling, clutching the sheets. I realized one of my high heels had come loose and was dangling from my foot. 
 
      
 
    Then came an emptiness. He pulled out, rolling off me, onto the bed, sighing in satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    The approaching orgasm, the one I wanted and didn’t want, boiled just out of reach as my energy ebbed. I kicked off the shoe and just concentrated on breathing. 
 
      
 
    “You okay?” He asked me a moment later, putting his hand on the ass he’d just spanked and fucked, rubbing me softly. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. I felt wrung out. Exhausted. Hurting in more ways than I could possibly imagine. I wanted to sleep. I needed sleep. 
 
      
 
    He rose from the bed and I heard him moving around, getting dressed, ignoring me. Then he tapped me on the shoulder. “Hey. Hey, wake up.” 
 
      
 
    I lifted my head and looked at him blearily. 
 
      
 
    “I only paid for an hour. They’ll be in to clean the room. Can’t believe you ain’t charging for that,” he said with a shake of his head. But then he pulled his wallet out of his pocket and tugged out five twenty dollar bills. I shook my head, a little surge of anger. 
 
      
 
    “I’m a slut, not a whore,” I muttered. 
 
      
 
    “Whatever,” he said with a shrug dropping the money on the mattress next to me. “Thanks for the fuck.” Then he turned and left, leaving me alone. 
 
      
 
    It took me a little while, but I finally sat up and found my purse, pulling out my phone. I dialed the number from memory. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne?” Julie asked after the very first ring. “Where the hell are you?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Motel. I don’t remember where my car is. And I might be drunk. Can you please pick me up?” 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got Rachel,” she said worriedly, referring to a wonderful sweet, nine year old little girl she was babysitting. “But I will send someone to get you. Don’t leave there.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned and sat back down on the bed. Then I fell backward, just grateful to be horizontal again. The vibrator pendant jittered on my thigh, tiny vibrations shooting up through me. 
 
      
 
    “Oh my god,” I said, suddenly astonished. “I’m still horny!” I put my hand down between my legs, gingerly touching the jumbo alligator clamp chewing on my clit. The vibrator pendant was hanging on the end of the alligator like an afterthought. “Owww,” I hissed, my clit burning from the light touch. 
 
      
 
    “Bre? Bre? Are you okay?” Julie’s voice was full of concern. 
 
      
 
    “I think I lost track of how many cocks I swallowed today,” I said wearily, pulling my hand away from my clamped clit. 
 
      
 
    There was a momentary pause, then a chuckle of amusement. “Yeah? That many, huh?” 
 
      
 
    I barked out a little laugh. It sounded slightly hysterical. “I got the Thrusting Anal Vibrator out,” I told her, pleased with my accomplishment. 
 
      
 
    That made her chuckle too. “Well, good for you. And the alligator clamps? The pendant?” 
 
      
 
    I reached down between my legs again. It was still vibrating. Still aching. 
 
      
 
    “Still on,” I said, the touch of my finger sending both pain and pleasure up my spine. “I so want to cum,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Bre,” Julie said darkly. “You can’t. Don’t cum. The assignment isn’t over until either you sleep with your clit clamped, or you get that one last fuck. Stay there. Okay. But don’t cum!” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “Better hurry then,” I groaned and hung up on her. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 BJ’s Plus - Aftermath 
 
      
 
    When the knock came on the door it took me a little while to pull myself up from the bed. I was a mess. Naked, barefoot, wearing just the alligator clamps on my nipples and clit. The vibrator pendant trembled, bouncing against my thighs, the tremors translated up to my clit. I stumbled forward and if I had the presence of mind to glance through the peep-hole I don’t remember doing it. Instead I flung the door open with a lazy, exhausted smile. Damn the torpedoes. Full speed ahead. 
 
      
 
    “Well,” said Mike the Hardware Guy. “You don’t see that every day.” He looked down at me, admiring my very naked body. 
 
      
 
    I smiled drunkenly. “Are you here to fuck me?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Mike blinked and gave me a strange look. “How much have you had to drink tonight?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about it. “I don’t know,” I admitted. “A lot.” 
 
      
 
    He came into the room and I stumbled backward, almost falling. He caught me in his big, firm hands, somehow managing to kick the door shut behind him. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Room. Paid for only …” I managed to splutter. 
 
      
 
    “Ssshh,” he said. “I took care of it,” he assured me. Then he picked me up. My head swam and he laid me down on the bed. 
 
      
 
    “Are you going to fuck me now?” I asked again. Mike sighed. 
 
      
 
    “I shouldn’t. You’re not in your right mind.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed. “I need to blow you. Had another orgasm.” 
 
      
 
    He shook his head. “We will let Julie deal with your sense of righteousness in regards to the assignment tomorrow. Right now, let’s just get these clamps off you.” He reached up toward my breast and I caught his wrist, eyes suddenly wide. 
 
      
 
    “No,” I whispered. “The other one first.” 
 
      
 
    His eyebrow went up and then he sighed. “Okay.” He reached down and I grabbed his hand again. 
 
      
 
    “No. You have to fuck me to take that one off.” 
 
      
 
    “Come on, Breanne. You’re toast. This one is done. Enough of the assignment,” he pleaded. 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Nope. Make love to me, Mike. Like you used to.” 
 
      
 
    Mike frowned. “Breanne, we had sex three days ago. Remember?” He smiled warmly. 
 
      
 
    “Well, you can’t take off the clamps unless you fuck me,” I insisted. “Take off the clamp, screw me silly, and then you can make my tits stop hurting.” 
 
      
 
    Mike sighed, then stood up and I watched his jeans come down. “You, Breanne Erickson, are a nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    I laughed as he shucked out of his clothes. “Yes,” I replied simply. “I am. I love it. It’s me,” I agreed. I slid my hand down between my legs, spreading my petals. They were wet and open and swollen. Mike leaned over me and put his hand on my chest, then let his fingers trail down, across the chain between my tits, down to my pussy. He found the jumbo alligator clamp, and the pendant vibrator and with deft fingers, pinched it open. I grimaced, crying out as the pain rushed up through me. He turned off the vibrator pendant and tossed it on the nightstand. 
 
      
 
    Then he loomed over me, cock straight and standing. His eyes softened and then he slid himself into me, thrusting both gently and with force. I sighed in perfection. 
 
      
 
    Seventeen cocks, multiple public orgasms, the agony of the thrusting anal vibrator and the alligator clamps, and the willingness to do it all. 
 
      
 
    Yep. I earned that title. 
 
      
 
    Breanne: Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Breanne, 
 
      
 
    You will attire yourself in your regular NHPS attire - short miniskirt, a tight, revealing halter top, no panties or bra, and some sandals. (I’m being nice because you’ll be doing some walking.) You will then go to a mall of your choice. You will need to bring your canvas bag. In your bag you should have your Rotating Venus Penis, two different sizes of anal plugs (small and large), your Thrusting Anal Vibrator, your jumbo alligator clamp, and the vibrator pendant, which should be attached to your alligator clamp. 
 
      
 
    Once you’ve arrived at the mall you will find a place to put on the RVP. You will turn both functions to low power. I want you being vibrated and churned. You will then find three different men, in different locations, all of whom are strangers, and convince them to allow you to give them blowjobs. They must cum and you are to either swallow their spooge or have them deposit it between your tits. Should you complete all three blowjobs before you cum, then you have my blessing to explode and remove the RVP. 
 
      
 
    If however, you fail to accomplish this simple task, and enjoy an unauthorized orgasm, you will be punished. First you will insert the smallest anal plug into your ass using lubricant of your choice. The RVP will be turned to medium, and you will add two more required blowjobs to the missing number you failed to complete prior to your orgasm. So if you managed to blow two guys before cumming, you’d be required to blow the one guy you missed, and an additional two guys. If you complete all the required blowjobs before cumming a second time, then you have my blessing to explode and remove the RVP. However, to remove the anal plug, you must find someone to fuck you up the ass. 
 
      
 
    You being you however, I suspect that you’ll cum again, a second time. Should you be so unfortunately and slutty, you will remove the small anal plug and insert the larger anal plug. You will turn the RVP on to full power and you will add an additional two blowjobs to the remaining blowjob list. As before, if you manage to get through the list without cumming, you may then explode and remove the RVP. However, if you want the anal plug out, you’ll need to allow someone to fuck you up the ass. 
 
      
 
    Of course, a wise man plans for a third violation. If you are such a fuck slut that you cum a third time before sucking the required number of cocks, then your punishment will be the removal of the large anal plug and the RVP. You will then insert the Thrusting Anal Vibrator into your ass, again using lubricant of your choice. This device should be turned to medium. Then you will attach the jumbo alligator clamp to your clit and activate the pendant vibrator. Two more blowjobs are added to your list of requirement. 
 
      
 
    A fourth orgasm will result in the addition of alligator clamps to your nipples, though you will keep both the Thrusting Anal Vibrator and pendant vibrator in their previous places. You will also add one more blowjob to your required total. Please turn the TAV up to full power. 
 
      
 
    Any further orgasms will earn you an additional blowjob to your required total until you finally manage to suck enough sperm into your throat without adding to your list. Once that is done you have completed the assignment. However you are not allowed to remove the Thrusting Anal Vibe without taking cock up your ass, nor are you allowed to remove the jumbo alligator clamp without taking cock up the cunt. You may cum during these last moments if you can manage it. 
 
      
 
    Master H 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 And Another Please 
 
      
 
    I gasped, trembling hard against the raging sensations, my body twitching as the colors swirled around me. Alissa’s tongue darted in and out, then made tiny, intense circles over my clitoris and I couldn’t help myself. I thrust my hips forward, practically grinding myself on her heart-shaped face. Her delicate fingers slid up and down the backs of my legs, drawing strange glyphs on my oiled skin, enticing me to higher levels of pleasure. My spine tingled and bent as my body trembled. My God… I was so close. Could I take another few seconds? I struggled to keep ahold of rational thought, but it wasn’t easy. 
 
      
 
    Around me a number of other women were in similar straights, though I doubted that similar consequences would result. Mistress Isobel was reclining on a settee, her eyes closed and her mouth open, while Madeline, another submissive of the Society of the Golden Rose, worked her oral magic on Isobel’s shaved slit. A bit across from that sweet pair sat Mistress Savannah, a gorgeous blonde with a southern accent so thick she had to be from Georgia. Across her lap, face down, lay a cute brunette with short hair. The naked girl had perfect, cream colored skin and the sounds she was making practically put mine to shame. Savannah had a look of intense concentration on her face and was vigorously thrusting her fingers into Kylie’s slit, the wet sound of the penetration loud and clear over the moans. A lingering redness around Kylie’s rump made it clear she’d just been spanked. 
 
      
 
    On a pillowed mattress off to the left, the Society’s newest mistress; Amanda, lay buck naked with her submissive Gwenie atop her. The two of them were entangled in a wet, sixty-nine position, pink tongues extended, both of them panting and moaning, slurping and sucking in hedonistic delight. Gwen was a tiny woman, older than me, and very feisty. I liked her. I hadn’t had much involvement with Mistress Amanda, other than the usual sharing that takes place during Society meetings. Both of them looked like they were having a great time and sight of them entwined like that was certainly alluring. 
 
      
 
    Mistress Sara, a mature and exquisitely dressed redhead, sat talking with my own mistress, their voices low and eager. Both of them kept glancing over at me, their eyes both hungry and delighted. Julie was giving me this impish look, clearly hoping that I'd just give into the torment and cum. I could feel their eyes almost as much as Alissa’s tongue and the shiver that made my flesh crawl wasn’t one of revulsion, but of desire. 
 
      
 
    Ooohhh. Mmmmm. Oh. Oh fuck. Orgasm. Oh crap. Alissa… 
 
      
 
    “Stop!” I suddenly blurted out loud. “Alissa! Stop! Oh God! Stop! Please!” I let go of the wooden frame behind me and brought my hands down, pushing on the top of Alissa’s head. 
 
      
 
    Alissa pulled her face away from my slit and her shiny chin was covered in girl goo. She looked disappointed, as if I’d just taken her candy away, but she sighed and leaned to the side as I quickly stumbled forward. Julie sprang up from her chair and managed to get to the folding table just a second before me. I grabbed the cup. The first time I shook it like a gambler at a craps table, hoping for perfect sevens. This time I just upended the thing in a sort of hopeless toss and two pairs of dice tumbled out, bouncing across the table. I didn’t wait to see what numbers I’d rolled. At that point, it really didn’t matter. Besides, Julie had made it clear that she took great pleasure in telling me the bad news. Instead I turned and marched a few more steps forward as everyone, even Amanda and Gwen, paused to watch me mount the wooden pony. 
 
      
 
    Yes. I said “wooden pony.” If you are unfamiliar with the term I don’t want you thinking that I was getting on some sort of child’s rocking horse. The wooden pony is a torture device going back hundreds of years. Made from a piece of solid wood, it is essentially a board with a sharp edge pointed up, raised on legs, over which a girl, such as me, is forced to stand. The height of the edged wood was three or four inches taller than my inseam, which required the rider - me - to stand on tiptoe, just to keep the spine of the pony from biting into the spot Alissa was just licking. 
 
      
 
    Julie came up, running her fingers along my bare spine as I felt the now very familiar burn start in my calves. The ten minute rest I’d gotten while Alissa had munched on my pussy hadn’t done much to rest my poor muscles. Julie grabbed my wrists, just like all the other times, and hauled them behind my back. I was wearing bondage cuffs and she made short work of clipping them together. Thus immobilized, I struggled with my still aroused state, trying to decide what to do. If the number was too big, it made sense to go for it. Small, and I needed to try to hold out. Julie’s face came around to my front and she looked at me with intensity. 
 
      
 
    “Seventeen minutes,” she said, grinning. “You sure know how to roll them!” She announced so that everyone could hear. I grimaced. Seventeen minutes on the pony would be agonizing, especially since this was my fifth ride already. For a vague second I wondered what numbers had actually come up. I’d been lucky three times, with the first, third, and fourth rides all being under twelve minutes. The second ride had been nineteen. It would have been excruciating, except I actually had an orgasm after about eight minutes. 
 
      
 
    And that was the clincher. Julie had made it clear that if I managed to have my orgasm while straddling the pony, that particular ride was over. But the problem was that trying to get off by humping a relatively sharp piece of wood, with your hands tied behind your back, all while trying to keep the majority of your weight from settling on the hard edge, wasn’t exactly easy. And seventeen minutes? Could I do it? Could I actually cum like that? I was certainly close enough. Wasn’t I? 
 
      
 
    I clenched my teeth and with deliberate movement, lowered myself down until I felt the spine of the pony against my petals. The wood between my legs was made of maple and the stains in the very center, darkening it almost to a syrupy brown, were telling. This horse had seen a lot of pussy. It had been oiled before my first ride that day, but the repeated grinding of my sex along the edge had stripped much of it, replacing the slick syrupy goodness with an entirely different sort of lubrication. I could feel the wood slipping through my petals, and as the strain on my calves lessened, the pressure on my pussy increased until it actually began to hurt. 
 
      
 
    “Oh… you sweet, poor baby. Do you need to grind your clitty to cum?” Julie asked, her voice dripping with saccharine sarcasm, her fingers slipping along my flank. She put her hands on my hips and gave my rump a little swat. “Hope it hurts, princess.” 
 
      
 
    I thrust my hips forward, which considering my options, was really the only thing I could do. My petals caught and then for just a second my clit was pressed between my mons and the horse. For just a moment. A surge of sensation blasted through me. Much of it was incitement, kindling of a sexual nature. I’d just spent almost ten minutes dancing to the beat of Alissa’s tongue. I was horny as hell. But there was something else there, something I both accepted and craved. 
 
      
 
    Pain. 
 
      
 
    Yes, having that sharp edge dig into my pussy hurt. And it hurt even more when I crushed my clit against it, rocking back and forth. But that pain was sexualized, intense, powerful and changing. It shot up my spine along with the residual pleasure of Alissa’s clitoral tongue bath and somewhere, probably in my messed up brain, it combined with my self-indulgent titillation and enhanced both. It hurt more and felt amazing. Tiny explosions of electrical energy fired through my head and as I rocked back the other way, something urged me to sling my lower half forward again. I rolled myself along the wooden spine, thrusting, fucking the wooden pony, my body undulating almost violently. My toes and arches ached and the burning of my strained calves throbbed behind the sweet agony of my torment. And clearly I wasn’t the only one enjoying myself. 
 
      
 
    “That is terribly sweet,” Sara observed from her seat, her eyes lingering on my trembling body. Alissa had crawled back over to her and was lying on her back, both legs up in the air, her cute, little bare feet up around Sara’s elbows. The arch of each foot was bent, and Sara was light stroking the bottoms of each foot. As I mashed my clit against the wooden edge again, Sara’s right hand fell between Alissa’s thighs, stroking and petting the girl’s petals, wet and covered in goo. Alissa looked like she was hyper aroused. Her eyes were closed and she was twitching. Julie left my side and returned to her seat, nodding. 
 
      
 
    “Bre does appear to enjoy it. You would think after four other rides she’d be getting sore.” 
 
      
 
    Sara laughed. “Oh, she’s sore. Look at her feet. She’s still holding herself up. At least a little.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked, realizing that Mistress Sara was right. I was still up. That was why my calves were aching so badly. 
 
      
 
    “Do you think she’ll manage to cum? Or will she have to ride the full seventeen minutes?” Julie asked. 
 
      
 
    Sara laughed. “She’ll ride it,” she declared. “With each orgasm it becomes harder to have the next.” Sara flicked her finger at Alissa’s clit, eliciting a sudden gasp from the long haired brunette. I couldn’t help grinning a bit as Sara gave Alissa three or four more hard little slaps. It served the little bitch right. I wasn’t the only one who should be feeling a bit of pain. 
 
      
 
    Julie nodded and glanced down at her watch. “Three minutes, princess. Just fourteen more!” She sang out to me. I bit my lip, letting a soft groan escape my lips. Fourteen minutes was a lifetime. The pain between my legs suddenly became more than I could handle and I lifted up. My entire lower half jerked as my pussy demanded more rubbing but there was nothing I could do, short of trying to pulverize my slit on the wooden pony. 
 
      
 
    Sara looked over at Julie even as she slid two fingers into Alissa’s spanked slit. “You never told me what would happen if she came during the arousal period.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “Well, I made it very clear she wasn’t to cum while we were teasing her.” 
 
      
 
    Sara rolled her eyes. “This is Breanne we’re talking about. Of all the Society’s submissives she is both the most intense and the most disobedient. She gets off on taunting authority.” My mistress smiled. 
 
      
 
    “It’s because she is the neediest,” Julie replied. “Besides, I know you’ve never minded taking a cane to a submissive’s breasts.” She glanced over to where Alissa was panting, Sara’s fingers teasing her clit mercilessly. Me? My legs gave out and I dropped down almost flat footed. The wooden edge jammed up into my pussy and I whimpered loudly. All of them ignored it as my hips began wiggling back and forth. 
 
      
 
    Sara actually had the decency to blush. “Well, Breanne’s breasts are perfect for that.” She pushed her thumb back into Alissa’s pussy and leaned forward. “Now that would be a decent punishment, Julie. Let me get one of the canes and leave a dozen red stripes across Breanne’s tits. I’d make her nipples swell.” 
 
      
 
    Julie sighed and looked back at me, studying my body as I jerked back and forth on the pony, my pussy burning as bad as my calves. “Breanne is perfect for just about every torment,” she said lovingly. I could see it in her eyes, though I’m not sure if she was loving me directly, or loving me because she loved hurting me. Using me. The wooden spine dug into my softness. 
 
      
 
    Then Julie blinked and shook her head. “But that’s not the punishment for today. If she cums while we are in the arousal stage then she receives twenty strokes of a sap to her clit...” she began. 
 
      
 
    Sara snorted, interrupting my mistress. “Brilliant. Everyone knows that she loves that. It turns her on even more. She’ll have another unauthorized orgasm!” I personally couldn’t disagree with that. But Sara was simplifying it. What I really loved was having my legs pulled apart so wide that my thighs ached. And only then was it about the hard impact of the sap against my clit and petals. 
 
      
 
    Julie continued calmly. “Followed by the required ride. And she rolls with five dice instead of four.” 
 
      
 
    Sara paused, considering it, though her fingers still seemed to move in and out of Alissa’s pussy with premeditation. There was a distinctive and enticing squelching noise, as if someone was walking through wet mud. Of course Alissa was whimpering as well, clearly close to cumming. Mistress Sara seemed to be ignoring her submissive’s sexual distress. “So, no chance of getting off via orgasm, and she gets extra minutes.” Sara shrugged. “That does seem to be sufficient motivation to comply with the edging.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “It’s diabolical.  But I know her. If she cums during arousal, it will truly be an accident.” 
 
      
 
    “And gladly accept the punishment,” Sara mused, her eyes going from Alissa’s writhing body below her to my gyrating form on the pony. Her eyes glittered, no doubt loving every forward movement where my clit got pinched between the weight of my body and the sharpened edge of the pony’s spine. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked directly at me and our eyes met. “That’s my girl,” she said proudly. She glanced back down at her watch. “Twelve more minutes, princess.” 
 
      
 
    My legs trembled from the strain but I lifted myself up, the pain fading from my pussy, but emerging in my calves once more. I tried to position myself barely a millimeter above the ridge and bent forward, dragging my pussy along the wood. The slick hardness caressed my clit and I lifted all the way up as I moved backward. Then came another quarter squat, not enough to really help relieve my burning muscles, but enough to give me strength for another drag of my abused, bruised, and sensitive snatch along the edge of the wooden pony. 
 
      
 
    Another vocal groan distracted me for a moment and I turned my head to see Madeline kneeling between Isobel’s legs. Madeline had found a vibrator somewhere and was in the process of rubbing the rumbling tip across Mistress Isobel’s clit, then sliding it down through her petals, only to push it deep into Isobel’s dark pink depths. I had a fascinating view and I wondered momentarily if it was deliberate, a tacit opportunity to provide visual stimulation to me so that I’d be more likely to cum. I wouldn’t have put it past Mistress Isobel, but I thought Madeline might be a little more considerate. Isobel’s legs were wide apart, her black leather skirt unzipped and open, and she had pushed one hand down into the white silk blouse she customarily wore, clearly teasing a nipple. Madeline, still kneeling, had one hand between her legs and I could see her plunging her own fingers into her sodden swamp. I decided it was an accident, and that they didn’t pose for me deliberately.  
 
      
 
    I looked away and decided that I was going to try for the pony induced orgasm until I hit the six minute mark. At that point it made more sense to try to just get through it and save my arousal for the next ride. I had no idea who would volunteer next to torment me, though I still had the control. All I had to do was say stop and then I’d be allowed to remount the wooden pony. The number in my head made me feel psychologically better, but as my calves grew tired from my movements, I was forced once more to drop down, this time putting all my weight on the sharp edge digging up between my legs. 
 
      
 
    Wooden ponies tend to have acute edges, much more honed than wooden horses. This is because the rider has the ability to lift herself off and the goal of the torment is to watch her “ride” the pony. After a certain amount of time you find yourself unable to hold yourself off the edge, but you also can’t tolerate the agony of it. So you bounce. Up and down. That’s why it’s called riding the wooden pony. And if you’re sexually stimulated too, then it becomes a rolling gait; up and down, back and forth, your clit constantly being pinched even as your petals get bruised, your perineum pummeled, and your ass ground down. 
 
      
 
    By the time Julie told me I’d managed to burn through another four minutes, I was doing all those things, fulfilling my role as the perfect pony rider. Pain raced through me just as much as the pleasure did and my entire body shook and trembled, strained to the breaking point. Perspiration beaded on my forehead as I tried desperately to cum. It was all about energy. Did I have enough to keep myself up from the edge? Did I have enough to work myself into a froth? Try pressing something sharp up between your legs! 
 
      
 
    “Six minutes, princess!” Called out Julie. “Keep it up!” Then she paused, studying my trembling body. “Or down. I like the idea of that sweet pussy of yours on that cutting edge.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, trying to focus on the important things; like breathing. Like trying hard not to pump my hips, thrusting forward. I wasn’t worried about splinters. I was worried about cumming now. I’d survived eleven minutes sitting on the pony and I wanted to hold that arousal as insurance against the next ride. And to be honest, the one after that. And the one after that. Julie had made it clear that there would be a minimum of ten rides, and that if I were capable of standing after the tenth, she’d make me keep going until I couldn’t. 
 
      
 
    A sharp crack drew my attention and I saw that Savannah had swatted Kylie hard across the rump. The cute little brunette cried out and jerked a bit, still drawn across her mistress’ lap. I bit my lip, watching as Savannah left a flurry of spanks on Kylie, only to push her off into a heap on the floor. Mistress Savannah spread her legs and she lifted the hem of the ivory and pink dress she was wearing. There weren’t any panties beneath and then Kylie was on her knees, her face buried between Savannah’s thighs. From the look on the southern belle’s face, I knew exactly what Kylie was doing. 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help myself. My hips thrust violently back and forth and I felt the pressure, the heat of it, surge inside me. Even before I realized what was going on, I cried out, throwing my head back, the overwhelming incitement of orgasm blasting through me. Fluids spurted out from around the sharp edge of the horse, seeping down the wooden sides, adding one more stain to the saddle. Then Julie was there beside me, freeing my hands and helping me off. 
 
      
 
    I collapsed into her arms, my crotch throbbing with pain, but all blissfully dulled from the chemicals dumped into my bloodstream. Adrenaline, dopamine, oxytocin, and endorphins surged through my veins and my one addiction - that of mind-blowing, enraptured orgasm, satisfied its most hungry junkie. I loved every fucking second of it. 
 
      
 
    Julie pulled me over to one of the couches arranged around our little tableau and laid me down. I groaned and sank into the soft cushions as she ran her hands over my hair and back. I rolled onto my tummy and she massaged me, fingers light on my shoulders, my bottom, then down my aching legs to my feet. She drew her fingertips lightly across the soles and I groaned in pure ecstasy. I love that. It was like being tickled, almost. My entire body shivered. For a long moment I just lay there, enjoying her caress, and she knelt between my legs. I felt her hands on my rump and then to my shock, she put her face right between my buttocks. I gasped and her nose pressed against me. I felt something wet and moving, right over the tiny brown button of my ass. 
 
      
 
    I’m not some nube who has never heard of a rim job. Nor am I innocent. I’ve both given them and gotten them before. But never from Julie. This was a very, very strange experience for me. But I must admit… it was incredible. She was gentle, soft, and even as her fingers kneaded my ass, I squirmed and sighed. 
 
      
 
    For a full five minutes Julie pleasured me. Most of it was non-sexual. She rubbed my calves. She traced circles over my back and bottom. She licked me, ever so softly. Eventually I relaxed muscles I didn’t know were tense. And when she’d stuck her nose back in my ass and licked me the last time, she’d moved low enough to taste my sex. I realized that I’d lifted my ass, moaning as she fucked me with her tongue. My God… I was… I was… aroused. Again. 
 
      
 
    “It’s time, Julie.” Sara smiled at me and my chocolate haired mistress came up out of my bottom with a silly grin on her face and streaks of wetness on her chin. She wiped her face with the back of her wrist and nodded. 
 
      
 
    “Alright, Bre. Back to the torment frame.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a long breath. Slowly I got up from the couch. I deliberately didn’t look at the wooden pony. I knew I’d be riding it again soon regardless. I went to the wooden frame instead, turning my back to it. I reached up over my head and grabbed hold of the single wooden bar that stretched between the poles and I leaned back against it, spreading my legs wide. 
 
      
 
    “Who wants the honor?” Julie asked. 
 
      
 
    “Oooh! I do!” Announced Mistress Amanda, coming up off the petite body of her submissive. Gwennie’s eyes were slightly dazed and her pussy was a bright red, as if it had been spanked a few times. I knew the girl marked up easily, but there were red blotches all over her thighs and mons, as if Amanda had been giving her hickeys. That gave me a little surge of jealousy. I liked the idea. 
 
      
 
    Julie gestured at me with a welcoming smile and then Amanda filled my vision. She was completely naked, which was actually rather odd for one of the mistresses of the Society, but she was undeniably beautiful. Her breasts were big and full and she had thick nipples that just demanded to be suckled. Her hips were wide and her legs long. There was a noticeable thigh gap between her legs and the curvature of her shaved pussy just asked to be cupped. She put her hands on my shoulders and drew them downward, caressing my breasts. I gasped as her thumbs found my nipples. I half expected her to tweak them, perhaps even pinch and twist them, but she didn’t. Instead he stroked the tips of each breast, tantalizing me with the light touch before drawing her hands further down my body. 
 
      
 
    “Am I allowed to clamp her nipples?” Amanda suddenly asked, turning to look at Julie. 
 
      
 
    I watched as my mistress frowned. “Well, they’re not supposed to hurt,” Julie said skeptically. “And nothing inside her that vibrates. She has to be able to say stop and everything stops.” 
 
      
 
    “Vibrator clamps,” Amanda replied, eyes narrowing. She crossed her arms just under her bare breasts, cushioning them. 
 
      
 
    Julie considered it. “I suppose…” 
 
      
 
    Amanda grinned. “Gwennie. Get me a set of vibrator clamps for Breanne.” 
 
      
 
    The little petite blond shot up and bounded off, her cute little rump swinging back and forth. I knew where she was going. The Society kept a cupboard filled with little toys like that. But then I got distracted as Amanda’s hand found my pussy. She pressed her nude body against mine, our breasts together as her middle finger slid into me. I gasped, my loins tightening around her as her thumb rubbed softly against my clitoris. Amanda grinned, then bent down to kiss me. Her tongue pushed into my mouth. My eyes widened as I felt the steel barbell. Her tongue was pierced! 
 
      
 
    Gwen returned a moment later with the pair of vibrator clamps, handing them both to Amanda as she pulled up off me. I watched, my hands still gripping the bar, as Gwen’s mistress turned on one of the small toys. I expected her to immediately hang it on my nipple, but instead she handed it to Gwen. 
 
      
 
    “Touch her everywhere,” Amanda said to Gwen, who was still standing there. “But make sure this is pressed against her clit.” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at Mistress Amanda even as the little vibrator Gwennie held was pressed to the top of my pussy. Then the second vibrator came on and Amanda touched my right nipple, just above the gold padlock that hung there. 
 
      
 
    “Do you like that, slut?” Amanda whispered, so softly only Gwen and I could hear. “You are, without a doubt, one of the most disobedient little sluts in the Society. And why? Because you like being punished. I know it. Gwennie tells me all the dark little submissive secrets.” 
 
      
 
    She moved the vibrator to my other nipple, wrapping her left arm around me, her hand on my ass, squeezing and knead. The combination of the two vibrators was overwhelming. I groaned. “You want to cum. I know it. And even more, you want to cum here, right now, instead of on the stupid pony. You want us to spread your legs and spank that perfect little pussy of yours until you’re screaming…” She bent down and began licking my right nipple, the other shaking under the vibrator. Sweet fingers slid over and across my frame and both women tormented me, swirling and dipping into me before dragging wet nails up my stomach. I understood what Mistress Amanda was saying. I knew it too. I did want them to make me cum. I was desperate. And when Gwen pulled the vibrator away from my clit just long enough to stab her tongue at my clit, I knew I was ready. I shuddered, gritting my teeth, and opened my mouth to say stop. Except, that’s when Amanda finally stopped rubbing the other vibrator clamp against my flesh, and instead clipped it to my right nipple. There wasn’t any pain, just a mild discomfort, but it was enough and I grit my teeth. 
 
      
 
    “Give me the other vibrator clamp, darling.” Amanda looked down at Gwen. Gwen smiled up at me and lifted the still buzzing vibrator clamp. Even as Amanda put it on my left nipple Gwen put her mouth back down on my clit and sucked hard. 
 
      
 
    “Amanda! Please! I’m… I’m… ready!” I panted. The vibrations at my nipples suddenly seemed very, very strong. And Gwen? Gwen didn’t stop licking my clit. 
 
      
 
    Energy surged through me. Oh. Oh Fuck! 
 
      
 
    Amanda pressed very close. “Use my title,” she insisted. Both arms came up and she began twisting the clamp on my right nipple. Back and forth, left and right. I cried out, my knees buckling. It was too much. Oh my God… so much… 
 
      
 
    “PLEASE MISTRESS AMANDA! I’M CUMMING!” 
 
      
 
    Suddenly Julie was there, pulling Gwen away from my pussy, but it was too late. The orgasm rocked me to the core and I let go of the bar above my head and folded, dropping to my knees as I blew the proverbial gasket. Julie gave Amanda a scowling glare, but Amanda just smiled and backed away. 
 
      
 
    “That deserves a punishment I think,” she said sweetly, but the look of vicious excitement on her face was telling. 
 
      
 
    Julie wrapped an arm around me. “Bre? Bre are you okay?” 
 
      
 
    Was I okay? I let out a slightly hysterical laugh. It came out very high pitched. “Am I okay?” I giggled. Julie sighed and sat back on her heels. Then she looked up. “Sara? Help please?” 
 
      
 
    The matronly redhead immediately pushed Alissa’s legs to the side and held up her goo covered fin lie and Sara lifted me. My legs didn’t seem to want to work. They half dragged me over to the couch and set me down. I continued to laugh, eyes closed. I felt fingers on my ankles, soft suede, and then the tightness of the bondage cuffs. There was the slither burn sound of rope and then my legs were pulled open. Wider and wider, until my thighs ached from the strain. 
 
      
 
    “Hands above your head, princess.” I lifted my hands for Julie and she took them, quickly securing them not only to each other via the bondage cuffs on my wrists, but to the back of the couch. I couldn’t move. I sat there, my poor pussy the perfect target, and nothing I could do would stop that. The vibrator clamps continued to buzz against my chest and I felt the tingling sensation all the way down to my toes. I opened my eyes and watched as Sara fetched the leather sap from under Julie’s seat. 
 
      
 
    “I think I should be the one to paddle her,” Amanda suddenly said, coming over to the couch. “After all, she did pop while I was teasing her.” 
 
      
 
    Julie frowned. “She popped because you didn’t pull away quick enough, and let Gwen continue licking her clit.” 
 
      
 
    Amanda gave her a stern look. “If it’s my fault why punish her at all?” She demanded. 
 
      
 
    Julie sighed, but it was Isobel who answered from her settee. Madeline still had the vibrator in hand and was gently fucking Isobel with it. The stunning brunette smiled. “Because despite the cause, Breanne still came. It is her nature.” She shook her head. “But I do think that Julie should select someone else to sap Breanne’s pussy. Perhaps Sara?” Even as Julie opened her mouth to protest Sara’s eyebrow went up and she looked at Julie. “I don’t mind Julie, but Breanne is yours. I won’t unless you grant permission.” 
 
      
 
    Julie sort of glared at Isobel, but then sighed. “Alright. Just… remember justice.” She handed the sap to Sara who took it. Sara gave Julie a soft, sad smile, then replied. “It’s not about justice. It’s about a sub who broke the rules. She’s got to be punished for this. And since Breanne normally enjoys what I’m about to do to her, I’ve got to make sure it really IS a punishment.” Then Sara stepped up to the couch, raised the sap, and as I tightened up, flinching away, brought it down on my pussy. 
 
      
 
    A hot sting blasted through me and I certainly yelled as the sharp and horrible needling burned through my pussy. In seconds it morphed into a heat, but by that time Sara had struck again, levelling what felt like a few angry hornets against my clit. My entire body bucked and the only thing that kept me from closing up and protecting my tender bits was the fact that I was tied open, unable to do more than flex my knees. Sara stroked my pussy for a moment, then when it seemed like I wasn’t about to burst into tears, she struck again. I yelled. 
 
      
 
    “That’s awfully hard,” Julie said, her face contorted with concern. Sara shrugged indifferently and slapped the leather down on my pussy a fourth time. Fire seemed to sear the surface of my skin and I couldn’t help jerking my hips as my body struggled to get out from under the beating. Sara only smiled, looked down at my twitching form, and smashed my pussy flat a fifth time. 
 
      
 
    “Sara!” Julie exclaimed angrily over the shrill wail that escaped through my clenched teeth. “That’s going a little far, don’t you think?” 
 
      
 
    The red-haired dominatrix glanced up at Julie. “No, actually. This is supposed to be a punishment, Julie. Not a reward. That’s half of Breanne’s problem.” She looked back at my well smacked pussy and flicked the sap at it again. It struck with a loud crack and this time I cried out, pain radiating up from my slit like shards of glass being ground against my skin. My bottom tightened up and I thrust my hips forward involuntarily, not because I was asking for more. 
 
      
 
    “Punishment,” Sara continued, “is supposed to encourage the submissive to follow the rules, not break them more often in order to get more punishment.” She looked back up at Julie. “That’s called a reward.” She gestured at me. “If Breanne wants this,” she paused, bent down and suckled my clit into her mouth. I groaned, my hips shimmying forward. Waves of pleasure washed over me and I began to pant. Then Sara let go and gave me another light, but firm spank in exactly the same spot. “Then you give her this as a reward for being good.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned again, but then Sara delivered another concentrated blow to my tender cunt and it drove me back down to the bottom floor with pain. My toes curled and I pulled hard on the ropes holding my open and exposed. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne is a special sort of girl,” Julie said, both in hers and my defense. 
 
      
 
    “This is true,” said Sara. “She is special. She can tolerate more than anyone I know. She enjoys darker torments than most of the other subs. She’s a masochist. Pain literally turns her on. Look at her. Even now, as bad as this is, down deep she’s enjoying it. And best of all, she is addicted to orgasm, meaning that she will do and endure practically anything to get the biggest and best orgasms.” She hit me again and I squealed. “It also means that we must be especially cruel to her if we are to discourage behavior we do not want, such as cumming when she isn’t supposed to.” Sara lifted the sap and slapped it down on the sodden, burning wetness between my legs. 
 
      
 
    Julie eyed her even as I lay there gasping, tears streaming down my face. “So you think I’ve been coddling her?” She asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    Sara shrugged and lifted the sap again. It fell like a hammer and I cried out, twisting as much as I could considering my hands were tied above my head and my legs had been pulled outward so much I was practically doing the splits. Mostly my bottom came up off the couch and thrust my pussy forward. It felt like I’d been roasted with a blowtorch, right between the legs. 
 
      
 
    “I’m not saying that you haven’t given her what she deserves. You have. You’ve done some amazing work with her,” Sara said. “I’ve seen it. Hell, I’ve read about it. But punishment?” She shook her head. “You don’t really punish Breanne. No one does. Not Kari. Not Mike the Hardware Guy.” The blow that followed avoided my clit and seared just my petals downward. I glanced down between my legs, only to see my actually pussy trembling. 
 
      
 
    Julie snorted. “Yeah? Ask her about denial days,” she said ruefully. 
 
      
 
    Sara laughed. “Yes. That is definitely one way to punish Breanne. But I know another,” she said simply. 
 
      
 
    My mistress put her hands on her hips. “And that is?” 
 
      
 
    Sara looked me in the eye. “For Breanne to have her perfect orgasm, it has to both hurt and be arousing. So you can either hurt her someplace that has no sexual connotation or…” Her voice trailed off and she lifted the sap dangerously. “Or you hurt her so that she loses hold of her arousal.” Then the sap fell, hard and fast, beating the soft spot between my legs with such fury, such heat, that all I could do was clench my teeth and scream through them. My ass came up off the couch and even that didn’t stop Sara. The sap crashed into my pussy and for a moment I could have sworn someone had taken a saw to my cunt. Each smack seemed to hurt worse and by the time Sara stopped I was seeing red. My pussy burned as if a red hot poker had been drawn downward through my petals and across my clit. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” Sara said smugly. “Now she’s ready for the pony.” 
 
      
 
    I was sobbing as they untied me and the second my legs were free I brought them together, my body instinctively wanting to protect my soft bits. It was only then I realized that the vibrating clamps were still hanging on my nipples. I trembled, wrapping my arms around myself, taking sharp, short breaths as the pain slowly ebbed, but didn’t really go away. I felt Julie’s hand on my shoulder. 
 
      
 
    “Bre,” she said softly. “Bre, dear. You need to roll the dice. We need to see how many minutes you’ll be on the pony.” She pulled gently on my arm and I let her. Gingerly I stood up, my crotch throbbing and aching. The last thing I wanted was to ride the pony. I stumbled over to the table and picked up the cup. I heard the dice rolling around inside of it and I glanced down. There were five now, five where there had been four before. 
 
      
 
    “You never know,” Julie said with an optimistic smile. “You might get five ones.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a look that spoke volumes and I upended the cup. The dice poured out and Sara rose up behind me, a hand on my shoulder. Then I realized that Amanda and Gwennie were standing there too, looking down. Isobel stood next to Julie while Madeline, her face still glistening with pussy juice, grinned from beside her. Kylie and Savannah came around the opposite side while Alissa, all beautiful and stately, watched from nearby. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” Julie gasped. “Oh no.” 
 
      
 
    Three fives, a six, and a three. The worst roll of the entire afternoon. Of course. 
 
      
 
    “Twenty-four minutes,” Julie said, sounding somewhat dismayed. “Christ Breanne, you are probably the unluckiest person on the planet.” 
 
      
 
    “Slut,” Gwen piped up. “Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. She’s the unluckiest nympho humiliation pain slut.” 
 
      
 
    Everyone gave her a peculiar look, except Amanda, who smiled lovingly. Sara, who stood to my side, ran a hand down my back and over my flank. It was a caress, meant to be reassuring. Instead I stood there, staring at the dice. Then Mistress Amanda swept the dice into her hand, put it in the cup, and handed it to Gwen. The little blond looked at her mistress in surprise. 
 
      
 
    “I suggest we give Breanne a saving throw,” she declared. I gave her a startled glance. I hadn’t expected her to use a Dungeons & Dragons term. Interesting. She motioned to Gwennie. “Roll the die. If you roll a higher number than twenty-four, you will ride the pony for her.” 
 
      
 
    Julie’s eyes lit up and she nodded slightly. “Justice,” she whispered. Amanda smiled ruefully. Gwen took a deep breath, glancing both at me and the pony. Then she shook the cup and rolled. Everyone held their breath. 
 
      
 
    “A three, a three, a six, a two and a one,” declared Isobel. She looked up. “Fifteen. Breanne rides the pony.” 
 
      
 
    Julie pointed at the table. “But for just fifteen minutes,” she declared. All the other mistresses looked up at her and an angry look crossed her face. “I’m Breanne’s mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Finally Isobel nodded. “Right you are. Fifteen minutes.” 
 
      
 
    Sara pulled on my arm and I was tugged away from the table. Then it was Julie grabbing hold and I was led back to the pony. 
 
      
 
    “Step up Breanne. Straddle it,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I did, rising up on tiptoe. Behind me I heard Gwennie gasp. I swiveled my head to see her against the wooden frame, grabbing hold of a bar much lower than the one I’d been holding on to. Savannah, Kylie and Amanda were all tormenting the little blond, with Kylie on her knees, licking at her clit while the two mistresses began working on her breasts. It was a pretty, intriguing sight. 
 
      
 
    “Scoot forward a bit more, Bre.”  I glanced down and shuffled forward. Sara and Julie helped me until I was standing right over the stained and slick center of the saddle. The edge was just a millimeter beneath my poor petals. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready?” Julie asked. I nodded. Sara smiled and used her head to point toward Gwen, who was already moaning in pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “I have a feeling that Gwen is going to replace you on the pony when your time is up,” she said softly, right near my ear. 
 
      
 
    “And I’ll be done?” I asked, my voice sounding raw and unfinished. To my shock, it was Julie who answered. 
 
      
 
    “What? Oh! No! Absolutely not!” She scolded me. “You have to ride ten times at least before I let you off the hook. That's the beauty of this torment,” she declared. Her fingers went up both arms to my wrists, then pulled them backward, only to secure them at my spine. Then she put her lips to my ear. “And I don’t care what Sara says. I am more than cruel enough to be your mistress.” She kissed me then. Passionate. Loving. Hurtful. 
 
      
 
    “And now, princess, I want to watch you ride,” Julie said, pulling back. “It’s part of your punishment. And it’s going to hurt.”  Then she stepped away, watching as my legs began to tremble. It didn’t take long. The arches of my feet began to ache, then my calves. I struggled to stay up but I knew it was a moot point. Sooner or later I was going to feel the bite of that wooden edge, right up between the petals of my sex, digging into me. I bit my lip, then whimpered as the familiar ache slid up my legs. The vibrations of the clamps on my nipples seemed so intense. Then, just when I expected it, I sighed, my legs giving out, dropping me down on the saddle. 
 
      
 
    “See?” Julie said. “Hurts? Doesn’t it?” She asked as I made a tiny sound of inescapable agony. 
 
      
 
    Oh my.   
 
      
 
    Yes. 
 
      
 
    Another punishment please? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Unexcused 
 
      
 
    I woke up sore, so sore that when I pulled the Core Driller out of my pussy and tossed it aside, the very thought of trying to masturbate with the thing made me wince. And let me tell you - that’s pretty damn unusual for me. I let my panties snap back into place and even that didn’t feel good. For a moment, I thought about rolling over and going back to sleep. Maybe a sick day was in order. God knew that after all the torments I’d been through the night before, even the multiple orgasms and wild, manic fucking, it would be a good idea to give my poor pussy a break. 
 
      
 
    But I’m a glutton for punishment. I knew that Kari, my boss, best friend, and sadistic sex mistress, had plans for the day and there was no way she was going to be able to do without me. So after I got my daughter ready, fed, and sent off to school, I stood in front of the open closet and considered my options. 
 
      
 
    God dammit. I hate getting dressed for the day. 
 
      
 
    First, the very thought of sticking anything back into my sex was just too much to handle. My petals were bruised and swollen from the cropping Tamara had given me the night before and my clit still looked large and misshapen thanks to the clamp that had hung from it while I’d been tied open. My insides weren’t any better. A variety of implements had been repeatedly pushed into me, with odd shapes and textures and while I hadn’t come out of it torn or mangled, I’d been thoroughly scoured. Normally the dildos I like use are at least cock shaped. Last night? Not even close. 
 
      
 
    I thrust that thought aside. There are consequences for breaking NHPS Rules and Rule #1 is the most important. It states that girls like me are to keep something inside them at all times: either an actual cock or sex toy or something… in order to stay wet and ready for sex. That’s the whole point. Of course, in reality it just drives me absolutely nuts. It’s constant sexual torture. Nothing more. And when you’re pussy is sore from an evening of callous and rough fucking, the idea of sticking something else in there isn’t always appealing. 
 
      
 
    Since it was Friday, my clothing options were limited to what I had clean. So I was pretty much forced to choose the most conservative thing I had on a hanger. That just happened to be a black leather skirt that barely covered my ass. This I pared with a pair of knee high black leather boots with four inch heels and a black blouse with these horizontal gauze stripes, which was meant to be worn with an undershirt. Except I didn’t have an undershirt. The result was that tantalizing glimpses of my breasts and belly peeked out repeatedly, flashing an unexpected and indecent amount of skin. Kari has a habit of rewarding daring outfits so I figured I might just get clemency for showing up at work in violation of the first rule of sluttiness. 
 
      
 
    God, I’m an idiot. 
 
      
 
    Kari walked through the front door of the office precisely at nine. She’s something of a perfectionist and believes that people should be right on time. I once told her that punctuality is for people with nothing better to do and her eyes narrowed, right before ordering me to strip and go to the punishment closet for a whipping. Now… now I don’t mind her coming in exactly on time. Or at least, I keep my mouth shut about it. 
 
      
 
    She was wearing blue jeans which surprised me, since she’s usually more elegant than that unless we are doing a demolition. Her blouse had the shoulders cut out and her bare skin seemed to glow from beneath the material. Her graceful feet were in a pair of cork wedges that looked expensive, but simple all at the same time. She stopped after coming in and her warm smile seemed to melt my heart. She looked at my outfit and grinned. 
 
      
 
    “You know you’re padlock is showing?” She asked me, a wicked gleam in her eye. I could tell I was already turning her on. 
 
      
 
    I glanced down, suddenly blushing and sure enough, my entire right nipple was visible through one of the slits in the shirt. The gold of the padlock actually looked pretty against the black material I quickly brought my hand up and pulled on the shirt. I mean… I could hardly sit at the desk with a glass wall in front of me with my nipple showing. Right? 
 
      
 
    “How does the Double Dildo feel?” She suddenly asked me. I couldn’t help feeling that it was a loaded question. She’d been the one to send me to Tamara and Oscar, even if it had been my other mistress - Julie - who’d ordered it be a review of my carnal capacities. I looked up at her with a hopeful expression and saw her smile melt away. If I hadn’t been red before, I turned that way at that moment. The toy I’d been instructed to wear that day was my double dildo, a thick rubber monstrosity that had not one, but two phallic probes, one which was to fill my pussy, while the other was destined to go up my ass. I’d left it at home. 
 
      
 
    “Uh… actually… that’s something I wanted to talk to you about,” I stammered. Kari’s eyebrow went up. “You see, Oscar and Tamara…” 
 
      
 
    She waved a hand. “Yes, yes. Your pussy review. I’m guessing that Tamara and Oscar gave you a thorough fucking?” 
 
      
 
    A thorough fucking? Is that what she wanted to call what that couple did to me? That’s sort of like falling off a forty foot cliff and someone saying you took a little tumble. I stopped and stared at her. “Multiple times, actually.” I gave her a slightly colder stare. “Along with shoving every uncomfortable goddamned thing in the house into me.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled. “Excellent. So what does this have to do with your double dildo?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, already regretting my morning’s decision. I toned down my voice into something pleading. “Um… well… you see… I was… a bit… actually more than a bit… uncomfortable this morning.” 
 
      
 
    “Uncomfortable,” she repeated. I could already tell she was unimpressed. 
 
      
 
    I nodded eagerly. “Yes. Uncomfortable. So I thought that… well… maybe… we… I mean I… could go… you know… without… and…” 
 
      
 
    “You’re breaking Rule #1, right now?” Kari asked, her tone frosty. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, knowing I was doomed. She took a step closer. 
 
      
 
    “You do not have the right to decide when or if you are to follow the NHPS Rules. Did you bring it with you?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head, my bottom lip caught between my teeth. “No, Kari.” 
 
      
 
    She cocked her head to the side for a moment. “Then you will spend the next ten minutes finding something appropriate here in the office to shove up your pussy. It must completely fill you, so don’t select a marker.” Her tone was almost frightening. “You will then come to me, with the item inside you, and beg for my approval. If either you take more time than allowed, or select an inappropriate item, I will take you to the punishment closet, fuck you with something that I deem appropriate as a punishment, and then whip you repeatedly between the legs and across the breasts.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth fell open and I gaped at her. 
 
      
 
    “Furthermore, you are not allowed to use any item whose primary purpose is sexual gratification. So don’t think you can grab one of your anal plugs or that collection of dildoes in your bottom drawer and use one of them.” Then she turned and walked down the hall leaving me sitting there in shock. 
 
      
 
    “Time’s wasting, Bre!” She called out. 
 
      
 
    I jumped up. The first thing I did was yank open the top drawer of my desk, but I realized that was stupid the moment my eyes slid across the assortment of pens, markers, and other assorted bric-a-brac in there. None of it fit Kari’s definition of “suitably sized” For a moment I hesitated over the scissors. Not that I dream about pushing sharp items up inside myself, but if the blades are closed… 
 
      
 
    I moved on before I tried running with scissors too. 
 
      
 
    My top side drawer yielded a better selection of items, but nothing particularly acceptable. The only thing in the drawer that was even close to the right shape and width was a stapler, and while I’ve had those sorts of things inside me before, the hard, angular edges made for unpleasant memories. I pushed aside a lint roller, correction tape, pens, staples, and rubber bands. Next drawer. A 200 count box of Tic Tacs? A bottle of Tylenol? A bottle of dry erase board cleaner? 
 
      
 
    The bottom drawer on the left was pointless. It had files in it. The bottom drawer on the right had a box full of anal plugs and a number of unremarkable dildoes and vibrators in it. Except… I wasn’t allowed to choose any of those items. I heard a little knock and glanced up. Jose, our day porter, was once again washing the windows. I looked down at my chest. Yep. The tips of both breasts were visible again. Fuck! 
 
      
 
    I straightened up and ran a hand down my front as Jose grinned and waved. I gave him a little wave back, but then turned tail and ran. I’d already wasted two minutes searching my desk. Dumb, Bre. Very Dumb. Kari was in her office on the phone and I was tempted to disturb her, but I realized that her art room was a better choice anyway, or the kitchenette. Either or. I turned right first, not wanting to disturb Kari’s stuff. Kitchenette. I rounded the small table and went right for the drawers, yanking them outward. I almost pulled one right out of the cabinet! 
 
      
 
    Mostly plastic serving spoons. Nope. Not good enough. A whisk? Maybe. But this one is small. Why do we even have a small whisk? Why not a big one? Salt grinder. No. It’s open. Same thing with the pepper. Garlic? Cabinet up at the top. Nope. It’s a square, and the size of a roll of duct tape. Well that won’t work! Well… fuck! 
 
      
 
    I opened the refrigerator, getting slightly more panicked. Salad dressing packets, but no bottles. Cans and cans and cans of Diet Coke and Black Cherry Fresca. Leftovers from Hungry’s lunch last week. Eewwww. I took that out and threw it away. Why the hell don’t we have bananas? 
 
      
 
    I closed the refrigerator and glanced around the kitchen. No help for it. I had to go to Kari’s art room. I crossed the hall and went into her little bit of organized chaos. The center of her art room is dominated by a tilted desk with a default piece of white paper hanging from the clips. To the left are two bookcases filled with brushes, colored pencils, paint, even Crayons. But nothing thick and long and cock like. For a moment my hand hovered over a glue stick, but it was technically too short. 
 
      
 
    Behind her chair were more shelves, each one filled with binders of material samples, rug samples, paint cards… colors and shapes and textures. My eyes glazed over it all and I wheeled to the last wall. There was a stool there, sort of like a director’s chair actually, with a stained canvas seat, a rung to step up on, and a soft back. This was next to another bookcase which had the more esoteric items Kari used in her art work. On the top shelf was a box of modeling clay. Useless. There was a small rack that held six inch tall spools of colored twine. I pulled one out, wondering what it would feel like going into my pussy. But then I realized that Kari would blow a gasket if I jammed some of her art stuff into my sex, so I put it back and hurried down the hall, back toward her office. 
 
      
 
    She glanced up. “A minute early. I like that,” she said with a smile, her eyes going down to my skirt. But then she caught sight of my face. “Oh dear. Really Bre?” 
 
      
 
    I looked around her office. Kari isn’t exactly a clutterbug. She’s almost spartan. I bit my lip. Her phone? Never. She’d kill me and I wasn’t sure it would fit. Arggghhh! What the hell should I choose? 
 
      
 
    Slowly Kari stood up as I shifted frantically left and right. She didn’t say anything and our eyes met. Then she put her hands on my shoulders. 
 
      
 
    “Breathe,” she said. I nodded and sucked in another breath. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” she continued. “You’ve got a minute left. Think.” 
 
      
 
    My mind raced, but all I could think of that had even been remotely acceptable had been the whisk. I nodded, turned on my heels, and went back to the kitchen. I grabbed the steel utensil, hurried back to Kari’s office, and held it up like a sword fighter giving a salute. 
 
      
 
    Kari’s eyebrow went up, but she didn’t say anything. I gave her a smile that was more smirk, then unzipped the skirt. It fell to the floor and I glanced over my shoulder and moved out of her doorway. It wouldn’t be good to have someone come in and see my bare ass. Then I spread my legs and began running the wires of the utensil through my petals. 
 
      
 
    Did it hurt? Yes. Not like straight up pain. But I was bruised and uncomfortable and the whisk didn’t feel good. Worse, I wasn’t exactly wet either. Damp? Yes. Wet? Not quite. And suddenly I realized just why Rule #1 was important. It would have been better for me to slip in the ben wa balls that morning and risk getting a punishment for switching out the toy of the day, then go without. 
 
      
 
    Kari watched as I gingerly rubbed my clit. It took almost two minutes and I had to lick my fingers to help. She said nothing as the bendy metal hoops disappeared into my pussy, my hand thrusting them deeper and deeper. Finally only the steel handle was visible and it stuck out of my sex like a thin metal penis. Inside me the whisk felt cold, uncomfortable, and not very sexy. 
 
      
 
    My mistress looked me in the eye. “A small whisk. Really. That’s what you felt was acceptable?” 
 
      
 
    I cringed. 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “Very well. You will now go down to the end of the hall. Take off all your clothes and put on the bondage cuffs. Then hook yourself up to the punishment frame. I’ll be there in a moment.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. “What are you going to use on me?” I asked, though it came out as a whimper. 
 
      
 
    “Something appropriate,” she assured me. 
 
      
 
    I looked up. “They hurt me last night. Doing the review.” 
 
      
 
    Kari shrugged. “They were supposed to. You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut. Stress on the pain part.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. “They cropped me. And flogged me.” 
 
      
 
    Kari didn’t say anything. Instead she reached up and her fingers tweaked my nipples right through the gauze. I hadn’t realized that they’d once more peeked out. I gasped, shuddered, and when the wetness surged between my legs I nodded. I understood. I turned away from her, pulling my nipples out from her light grasp, and headed down the hall toward the punishment closet and its frame. The steel whisk stayed put as I peeled off the shirt and tossed it aside. 
 
      
 
    I opened the very last door on the left side of the hall. Inside was a small room that had once been a supply closet, but now held a steel frame. A hook dangled from the top arm. Against the side of the wall was a rack and I grabbed the bondage cuffs and began putting them on. It felt weird to be standing there wearing nothing but a pair of knee high leather boots, with a whisk sticking out of my pussy. I finished securing my wrists, clipped them together, and then backed myself up to the punishment frame. A pair of padded steel supports jutted out and I straddled them so that they rested between my thighs. Then I raised my hands, swung them up to the hook, latched on, and waited. 
 
      
 
    Kari came in a few moments later and she didn’t hesitate. Her foot went to the small hydraulic pedal between my feet and pushed. I felt my hands drawn up, further and further until I was on tiptoe, even in the boots. Then she went to the other pedal. The two posts sticking out between my thighs? They spread, pulling my legs apart until I was forced off my feet. For a moment my weight was on my hands, but eventually I was sitting on the posts. Then even they moved out too far, almost to the inside of my knee and I was hung, legs obscenely spread, my whisk stuffed sex dripping onto the linoleum floor. 
 
      
 
    Kari grabbed hold of the whisk. “You really thought this would be acceptable?” She asked, drawing it half out of me and then pushing it back in. I gasped. 
 
      
 
    “Uh… I guess…” I whimpered. 
 
      
 
    She pulled it out all the way and tapped my clitoris with it. Lightly, thank God, but she still tapped me. “This is worthless.” She dropped it on the ground where it clattered. “For your pussy, we need something uncomfortable.” She reached for her back pocket and to my horror, brought out a full sized stapler. It looked like the one from my desk. “Something like this,” she whispered. 
 
      
 
    “Kari…” I whined. “Please. No… not the stapler. Please?” 
 
      
 
    She stepped closer and I felt the angular end press against my petals. 
 
      
 
    “Kari?” I begged. 
 
      
 
    Her lips found mine and the pressure built between my legs, the hard, rectangular object digging in. I groaned, shaking as my bruised petals were mashed aside. Then I realized her thumb was rubbing my sore and tender clit. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I’m going to fuck you with this. And right before you cum, I’m going to take it out and whip your tits and pussy with the flogger.” She pushed another inch of stapler into me. 
 
      
 
    “Am I… am I… going… to… to… get… to… cum?” I panted. 
 
      
 
    Kari let out a laugh. “We’ll see, won’t we?” She drew half the stapler out, then slid it back in. “We’ll see!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Slip - Part One 
 
      
 
    Kari opened the door and paused momentarily. I sat in my office chair, looking up at the golden haired goddess who employed me, and fidgeted, waiting for the metaphorical executioner’s axe to fall. One of Kari’s delicate eyebrows went up, giving me a very Vulcanish look, and she let the glass door slowly swing shut. Behind her was the building’s atrium, visible through the glass wall that allowed me to see out, and everyone passing by to see in. Her eyes never left me as she entered the small lobby of her interior design firm, high heels clicking on the tile floor. She came around the desk and I tried to control my breathing. It wasn’t exactly easy. The pendant vibrator had been going for over twenty minutes and at that particular moment I was on the verge of orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Frankly, I think I’d timed it rather well, all things considered. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I must say that’s a novel look for you,” Kari said, glancing down at my attire. I blushed crimson, well aware that the silk slip I had wrapped around me didn’t quite meet office standard. Even for Kari. “Stand up for a moment.” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath and stood. The slip had spaghetti straps that barely clung to my shoulders. The neckline plunged deep and low and the material bulged as the slip tried to contain my full, pierced and padlocked breasts. The silk seemed to tuck in just beneath my bosom, hugging my torso all the way down to my hips and curling over my belly. The hem danced only a bare inch or two below my bottom and only the grace of God kept the bright, neon pink pendant vibrator that was delicately clamped to my clit from peeking out beneath the edge of the slip. 
 
      
 
    “Isn’t that the slip I bought you four years ago?” Kari suddenly asked. 
 
      
 
    My blush darkened and I nodded. “Yes Kari,” I replied, wondering for the umpteenth time why I’d done this. Kari leaned against the wall and crossed her arms, a contemplative look on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Admittedly, I like it,” she said in judgement. “It covers you, yet is inordinately sexy. It is totally inappropriate to wear in any venue, thus it will humiliate you to be seen in public wearing it. I can only assume that you wore it into work today?” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. I had, in fact, done just that. Driving had been an experience since the little triangle of my mons had been perfectly visible between my pressed together thighs. There are times when I wish I could afford to trade in the Saturn. It’s a stick shift and that’s a lot of footwork for a girl trying to keep her legs together constantly. 
 
      
 
    “You do realize,” Kari added, “now that with the front partition of your desk removed, that if your knees aren’t locked together you are flashing quite a bit of skin?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. Of course I’d realized that. Mike the Hardware Guy had been summoned a month before and had taken out the small, two by two piece of wood. I’d been flabbergasted when I realized that without that partition, anyone in the lobby would be able to see my knees under the desk. But what could I do about it? She’d been the one to arrange the partition removed and I had no idea where the wooden board was kept, or even if I could reinstall it myself. And it was Kari who had ordered me to never let my knees touch again, though I’d honestly broken that rule time and time again. The only small blessing was that the space under my desk was shrouded in darkness. 
 
      
 
    Kari extended a hand and had it been anyone else I’d have accused them of trying to grope me. As it was, she brought her fingers up into the cleft between my legs and the pendant vibrator, which had been dangling from my clit, was suddenly outlined in silk as she pressed it against my petals. I let out a soft whimper, shifting my weight back and forth on the five inch stiletto heels I was wearing. My toes wiggled as the pleasure shot through me. Finally I gasped. 
 
      
 
    “Kari, please… if you keep doing that I’m going to explode,” I whined. 
 
      
 
    Kari didn’t move her hand. “Don’t you want to explode?” She asked. But before I could respond she posed another question. “And what did Julie specify as punishment for cumming?” 
 
      
 
    Tremors, all of which had begun between my legs, now threatened to overwhelm me. “Sh-sh-she said she’d l-l-leave it up to y-y-you,” I stammered. Kari’s mouth curled up into a delighted, wicked smile. 
 
      
 
    “Oh? Really?” She said, her other hand coming out. Her fingertips brushed the hardened point of my right nipple through the silk and I gasped again, my body now walking a tightrope. “That’s good to know,” she continued. “And what sort of punishment for cumming do you think would be appropriate for a sweet, little, fuck slut like you?” 
 
      
 
    The vulgarity of her language grated on my nerves, humiliating me even more. What’s more, I didn’t want to answer her. There were a number of things she could do to me, none of which I was terribly interested enduring at that particular moment. Still, an image of me naked, suspended on the punishment frame in the back closet, my legs obscenely spread, with Kari using a leather strap on my delicate bits, didn’t help my overall resistance to orgasm. So between Kari’s nipple massage, her pressing on the pendant, pushing the vibrator against my petals while letting it pull on my clit, all while wearing something not meant to be worn (by itself) in public, I popped like bubble wrap under a toddler’s shoes. 
 
      
 
    As far as orgasms go, it was a wet one. Girl goo streamed down my thighs and it left a very obvious wet mark on the front of my slip. Kari pulled her hand away with a click of her tongue as I shivered in sexual euphoria. For two or three minutes I didn’t care that I had just been massage fucked in a glass fronted office, looking out on the building’s atrium. I didn’t care that I was wearing the barest of outfits, something meant to be worn under a dress, or in the privacy of a bedroom. I didn’t care that the duckbill clamp clinging to my clit was sending little pulses of intense vibration through me. I didn’t care that my nipples and pussy tingled. I didn’t care that she’d soaked an odd looking triangle into the front of my slip. I didn’t care that my toes were curling at the ends of the stiletto high heels I was wearing. I didn’t care that I was soaked, from my pussy to halfway down each thigh. 
 
      
 
    Because it felt amazing. 
 
      
 
    Kari let out a satisfied sigh. “Well now. That certainly seemed like a satisfactory orgasm,” she said, taking her hand out from between my legs. I stood there, still a bit breathless, but my eyes were starting to clear. I gave her this luxurious, naughty smile and I may have even laughed a bit. I’m not sure. 
 
      
 
    “So since your punishment for cumming is up to me, you will go to the conference room and await my pleasure.” She told me earnestly. “I expect you to be sitting in a chair with your legs drawn up and positioned over the arm rests.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked as I realized what that meant. Or what it didn’t mean. Or… 
 
      
 
    Then she patted my crotch again and the vibrating pendant tugged on my clit and massaged my petals. “And leave this on.” Then she turned and walked away, heading down the hall. 
 
    The Slip - Part Two 
 
      
 
    I hadn’t realized it at the time, but as I slid into the leather conference chair, bringing my legs up and spreading them so that my calves and feet dangled off to either side, the real purpose of the position was to make sure that the vibrator pendant literally lay between the slightly splayed petals of my sex. It was still vibrating and I was leaking copious amounts of juice as my lower half continued to be affected by the constant, if admittedly low level stimulation. 
 
      
 
    I’ve grown somewhat fond of the vibrator pendant. It isn’t cruel. The clamp, even when placed directly on my clit rather than the clitoral hood, pinches only enough to keep the device in relative place. It won’t withstand NHPS Jumping Jacks, but for most ordinary activities it works just fine. The vibrator runs on a single AAA battery and the weight is just right - I never forget it’s there but it doesn’t weigh me down. 
 
      
 
    In most positions, both sitting and standing, the pendant dangles straight down, away from my slit itself, leaving me to endure the vibrations through a single point. This of course drives me absolutely crazy. But one easy, simple way for someone to make that little vibrator do double damage (so to speak) is to tilt me back and let the full length of the thing slip between my folds. 
 
      
 
    I sat there, concentrating on my breathing, everything from my waist down exposed. My pussy was glistening with moisture, rose colored and beautiful, with the neon pink pendant nestled between my petals like a hot dog in a bun. I kicked my feet absently while I waited and with each passing second I felt that second orgasm build. I’m multi-orgasmic, and provided I don’t get over-sensitized, I can go from one orgasmic episode to another pretty much all day. Kari was taking advantage of that. 
 
      
 
    It took Kari almost a full ten minutes to come into the conference room and when she did I was already half crazy with desire. The position itself was the problem. I was basically doing a butterfly, with my bare loins just open and exposed and wanting and practically begging to get fucked. So I was thrilled when Kari arrived. Well… almost. 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes. That will be perfect!” She gushed into the phone. It was by her ear and I felt a shiver go through me. One of the reasons I’d even been willing to try wearing such a revealing and different outfit was because today was one of Kari’s art days. As an interior designer, she had to spend a great deal of time in her art room, working on new layouts, designs, and materials. It meant both ordering in and us eating together in the conference room, or if she were really busy she’d leave me to my own devices. 
 
      
 
    And by devices, I mean the various vibrating ones usually stuck up inside me, or left clinging to my clit. 
 
      
 
    “Well yes of course,” Kari reassured whomever was on the other end of the cellular line. She swung a black canvas bag in her hand and it landed on the mahogany conference table with a thunk. Then her eyes went to me, taking in the soft white curves of my buttocks, the pink gash between my open thighs, then the hot pink vibrator lying between them. She grinned wickedly. “We’ll see you then.” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a look that only someone garishly and obscenely exposed could pull off. “What was that?” I demanded. I didn’t close my legs. That would have been stupid. She’d have punished me. 
 
      
 
    She put her phone down next to the black canvas sack and pushed another one of the conference chairs toward me. She sat down in it, crossing her legs with this hungry little look and a smirk. She leaned forward and ran her nail across my clamped and vibrating clitoris, down my outer labia, and right into the little brown button of my ass. I gasped, eyes widening. It felt… it felt fucking amazing actually. It was a tease. A horrible, evil tease! 
 
      
 
    She grabbed hold of my outer petals and pinched them together, with the pendant vibrator inside and between them, rubbing them between thumb and forefinger. I gasped again and stiffened, my body demanding that I both close my legs and open them farther than possible. Instead I struggled just to stay in position. Pure pleasure washed over me and my hips rolled in small, eager little thrusts. 
 
      
 
    “Lunch plans,” Kari replied as I groaned, my eyes rolling up into the back of my head. It felt so fucking good! Her fingers did things to my sex that shouldn’t be allowed. Coherent thought was pretty much a thing of the past and I sighed in lustful happiness. “Lunch?” I mumbled. 
 
      
 
    Kari continued to caress me. “Oh yes. You and me. Today. With Robert.” 
 
      
 
    I think it took almost a minute for that to really sink in. Robert is Kari’s husband. A rock of a man, he’s muscular, in good shape, a day trader and financial guru and to be brutally honest, something of an oxymoron. He is physically the very model of a manly specimen. He could bench press bikini clad women. He could have his pick of blondes and brunettes (and yes, even stupid redhead nympho humiliation pain sluts if he wanted.)  But for some reason he is not only manly, but submissive, and is totally head over heels in love with a woman who keeps his balls tied up during the day, then fucks his brains out, multiple times, each evening. Robert suffers for her sexually and since Kari has always believed in sexual overload, rather than denial, the poor man’s cock is probably one of the most overused parts of his body. He cums almost as much as me. 
 
      
 
    Well, maybe not quite that much. 
 
      
 
    Now before we go any further, yes I have fucked Robert. Multiple times. I’d even had sex with him before he and Kari married. In fact, last month Kari invited me over and the two of us abused him for about seven hours. He was tied to the bed and we took turns making him cum, milking his poor cock until even sucking on him made him grimace in discomfort. He does what she says and if she says “fuck Breanne stupid,” he will. If she says “lick Breanne’s clit until it’s swollen and sore,” he will. And if she wants him to meet us for lunch, then… you get the picture. Right? 
 
      
 
    “We’re… we’re going out? For lunch?” I asked in a horrified tone. 
 
      
 
    Kari nodded gleefully, her eyes brimming with excitement. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “But… but… Kari!” I stammered. “I can’t go out wearing this!” I gestured at my slip, which was bunched up around my waist and barely containing my breasts. 
 
      
 
    She laughed and reached for the black bag. “I know today was supposed to be an art day, but considering your outfit I just knew that we needed to go out.” She stuck her hand into the bag and if I could have become even more discombobulated than I already was, just from the idea of having lunch out in public, the machine Kari pulled out of the bag would have done it. 
 
      
 
    It was black, with a few controls on the front. There were two small jacks located on the side and as Kari set the control unit down on the table, I froze, staring at the TENS Unit in obvious fright. TENS stands for transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator and is designed to send low level current between two electrical probes. Generally, it’s used by doctors and massage therapists to work on muscle pains. You position the stimtabs on either end of the muscle you want worked, like a wrist, or a calf, and the electricity makes the muscle twitch. It’s good for loosening up. 
 
      
 
    But Kari was no doctor and for me, the quickest and shortest path between those two probes almost always seemed to involve the more delicate portions of my anatomy, rather than a wrist or calf. Kari plucked a small plastic bag from the bag. Inside were eight electrostim tabs, each one a simple, small, white plastic square, with a wire attachment point. A low grade adhesive kept them attached to the plastic holder and when Kari peeled one off it stuck to my skin easily. Right to the left of my clit. 
 
      
 
    I whimpered as she positioned the second one and I stared down at my slit, the white squares now pressed to either side of my still clamped clitoris. I felt like crying. I knew exactly what was going to happen. She’d plug the stim tabs in and then the electricity would go up to one, then lash out across the top of my pussy, making my clit tingle, before finding the other tab and disappearing back into the box. 
 
      
 
    Tingle. Yeah. Right. If I were lucky. 
 
      
 
    She pulled a thick plastic dildo out of the bag too. Made of acrylic, it also happened to sport two copper bands that emerged half way up. At the bottom, a black and red ports were waiting for the wires that she quickly plugged into the base. Then she held it up. “I have to lube this first,” she said almost apologetically, only to bring it down to my dripping snatch and slide it in. Lube it up? What the hell did I need lube for? I had plenty. I quivered as the penetration went deep and Kari began pumping it thoroughly. I heard the rattle as it struck the pendant vibrator and my pussy tightened around it. 
 
      
 
    For a moment we stared at each other, the only sound coming from my wet pussy as Kari slowly, deeply, fucked me. The hard plastic dick in her hand seemed very, very long as it penetrated, opening me up and sliding deeply in. Maybe it was the angle. I was slouched in the seat, legs up and spread in an obscene fashion, but I can honestly say that the slow, thorough fucking I was getting drove me absolutely bananas. The squelching noise of the dildo sliding in and out of my pussy was soon joined by the panting breaths of my chest as Kari pressed down on the metaphorical, sexual accelerator. 
 
      
 
    “Comfortable?” Kari asked me softly as my pussy convulsed around the hard dildo. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, vocalizing a few mewling whimpers of absolute bliss. My God what she was doing felt good! I practically lay there in the chair, my legs up and spread wide, my pussy gaping open and this blond goddess was holding a dildo like an icepick, sliding it downward and inward, pushing it inside me with steady, slow thrusts. My hips began churning and I felt the renewed push of orgasm chewing away at me. I brought my hands up to my breasts and began playing with the tips, right through the material. The silk slip felt incredible as I slid it over my nipples, pinching myself. 
 
      
 
    “Pull up the slip, Breanne. I need to see your breasts.” Kari said, punctuating her sentence with another thrust of the hard, plastic dildo. 
 
      
 
    Struggling to keep calm I pulled the slip upward, over my belly and up to my chin. My chest was heaving, both pierced nipples glinting with gold. The right side also sported a tiny gold padlock, something charm-sized of course, emblazoned with a black enameled rose. My hands had to hold the slip up at my collarbone, but my fingers were easily long enough and I began teasing the tips of each breast with a nail. My desperation for release went up another notch. Or two. Maybe even three. 
 
      
 
    Kari, one hand still steadily pumping away at my pussy, reached back over to the table and peeled one of the electrostim tabs from the plastic. She set this one on my right breast, just to the side of my nipple. Somewhere in the back of my mind a little panicked voice began shouting. “She’s going to shock you! Get out of there you twit!” But even as Kari set the second stim tab in place, making sure my nipple was right between the two stim tabs, another voice in my head was saying, “Oh yes… that feels so good! It doesn’t matter what she does to you as long as she’s doing this!” 
 
      
 
    I’m not exactly known for my intellect. 
 
      
 
    Kari did my other breast as well and then, in a feat of impressive dexterity, jammed the dildo into my pussy and held it there with her knee, while her hands quickly and effectively wired my top half to the TENS unit controller. Then she held it up and our eyes met. 
 
      
 
    “We’ll just set it to level one, since you’ve only cum once,” she said, turning the machine on. I blinked. I’d expected cruelty. Instead, she was going in the other direction. 
 
      
 
    I’ve described the sensations caused by the TENS Unit before, but I was already hypersensitive and the feather brush tingling that pulsed through my nipples was almost enough by itself to send me careening into the depths of sexual depravity. Of course that same little tingling sensation crossed my clitoris. And then my pussy tightened in a short little squeeze. Kari gave me this winsome smile and I shuddered in ecstasy as the sensations sent me into orgasm number two. 
 
      
 
    My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as I let out the most impassioned of moans. My breath came in short little gasps and my feet fluttered, the strap on stilettos wiggling ridiculously as my body responded to Kari’s torment with predictable ease. My lower half tightened and pulsed and my nipples felt as if someone were deftly and lightly stroking them with their thumbs. Or maybe a better way of describing it would be if someone had dragged the teeth of a comb across my nipple. I’m not sure. All I know is that I’d been tightly wound and the electricity, combined with Kari’s thrusts, had released a flood of energy through me. Kari watched it all with a smug look on her face, her hand pumping the dildo while the other was rubbing the backs of my thighs, my bottom, not to mention the petals of my sex. She caressed me until I began to calm down, humming with pleasure instead of letting it escape in tiny bursts of sound and sweetness. 
 
      
 
    Kari didn’t turn the TENS Unit down though. Nor did she turn off the pendant vibrator. She continued to caress me and when I’d regained a semblance of mental stability, away from the euphoric effects of sexual release, she leaned back and smiled. 
 
    “Well, that was nice.” She said with satisfaction. “Unfortunately, you did cum, so we have to turn the TENS Unit up to level two.” She held my dildo in with the right hand while her left went over to the table and moved the dials controlling the amount of energy trickling through the TENS Unit wires. I felt it, sure enough. What had been a featherlike caress was now a definitive flick. Not painful, or cruel, but just enough to remind a girl that someone was standing there in front of her, striking just my nipples with what amounted to a sturdy tap. My eyes widened in alarm because the same sensation came from my clit. The only good news was that the dildo inside me didn’t translate the energy in quite the same way, so all that happened was that my pussy tightened around the hard plastic shaft. 
 
      
 
    Until Kari pulled it out. 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t quite prepared for what happened next, which might explain why Kari managed to get most of the dildo back inside me before I’d cried out and tightened up. My feet kicked as I let go of the slip and grabbed her wrist. It wasn’t exactly painful, but I’m never comfortable with something in my bottom and the dildo, slick as it was from being in my pussy, still wasn’t on my list of “Things I’d Like Shoved Up My Ass.” 
 
      
 
    In fact, there isn’t anything on that list, now that I think about it. 
 
      
 
    The worst thing was that the dildo was actually designed to go in a girl’s rump. A notched base meant that my sphincter closed around it tightly, keeping it firmly embedded. I groaned, quite uncomfortable, especially because it was still plugged into the TENS Unit, electricity still pulsing through it. Inside me, the electrified dildo did to my ass what it had been doing to my pussy, forcing my muscles to tighten up around it. 
 
      
 
    Kari sighed in satisfaction as I sat there quivering, not quite aroused thanks to the orgasm, but still in a sexual state. I’m not naive either. I knew damn well that the flicks, the pulsing, not to mention the still very active pendant vibrator clamped to my clit and resting once more between the folds of my very wet pussy, would drive me right into another orgasm sooner or later. 
 
      
 
    More likely sooner. 
 
      
 
    Kari stood up and tucked the TENS Unit back into the bag which she held out to me. “Here,” she said. “You can pull the slip back down and head back to your desk.” 
 
      
 
    Ah… so this was the punishment. I slowly sat up, trying to ignore the fact that someone was flicking their forefingers at my tits every other second. My ass tightened rhythmically around the electrified plug. My clit pulsed with similar contractions, not to mention still enduring the vibrations of the vibrator pendant. I took the bag from her and got to my feet. Four sets of wires went up under the hem of my skirt and I had to be careful how I held the bag. If I slung it over a shoulder the wires would keep the bottom of my slip from covering what it needed to cover. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, and please let me know each time you cum,” Kari said. “We’ll turn the TENS Unit up a level.” Then she turned and left the room. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Slip - Part Three 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, it was difficult to concentrate and typing was practically impossible. Each word had to be spelled using a single finger, struggling to hold one tiny, extended portion of my anatomy still as the rest of me trembled. My knees were knocking lightly against the sides of my desk since trying to close my legs had merely resulted in greater pressures on certain clamped and wet parts. The front half of my chair was sodden mess and I’d tugged the slip out from under my stuffed and shocked ass to keep it from getting soaked. 
 
      
 
    I pressed the spacebar key and glanced over at the handwritten invoice Kari had asked me to type. It wasn’t going well. I hadn’t made any mistakes, but what should have taken a non-sexually tormented secretary five minutes was now going on twenty. And I wasn’t even three-quarters of the way done. Another wave of tremors rocked me and I grit my teeth, trying to cope. It wasn’t easy. Every part of me wanted to give in, to give up, and to just accept it. Except I knew that would be a bad thing. 
 
      
 
    A very bad thing. 
 
      
 
    The voice of my mistress, boss, best friend, lover, and cruel, sadistic torturer sang out from over my shoulder and the blonde goddess herself emerged from the hallway. She put a hand on the back of my neck, her fingernails lightly caressing me before being slid down my shoulder, around to my front, and then underneath the silk of my slip to  brush casually across my nipple. Honestly, it felt good, but then the sensation was destroyed by the expected shock. I gasped, quivering as what felt like a hard pinch squeezed the tip of my breast and then rolled it through tight fingers. 
 
      
 
    My bottom contracted at the same time as the electricity made it feel as if someone was pinching my clit. It all made me shift back and forth in my seat and I wished, quite desperately, that I could remove the electrodes on either side of my pussy, or at least turn off the damn pendant vibrator. I’d tried sitting on the edge of my chair so that the pendant vibrator hung free, but that had made tolerating the TENS Unit pulses almost impossible. 
 
      
 
    “It’s time to go,” she said. “Hope you’re hungry!” 
 
      
 
    I looked up at her in a mixture of desperation and fear. “Actually, no. I’m not hungry,” I replied. In all honesty I wasn’t. The abject terror of being dragged out into public dressed like this, all while being subjected to the steady shock of the TENS Unit, had prevented me from getting hungry in the first place. All I felt was a solid ball of lead in the pit of my stomach. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, does poor little Breanne want to stay here at the office?” Kari asked me in a sort of babyish voice. 
 
      
 
    I blinked but my face immediately brightened. “Could I? I could get a lot done if I stayed here…” I began. But then I realized she was screwing with my mind just as surely as she was screwing with my body. I bit my lip as the tears threatened to spill down my cheeks. I took a deep breath, which was hard to do considering what was being done to my breasts, and I closed out the computer. I stood up shuddering and closed my laptop and then grabbed the black bag with the TENS Unit in it. Kari smiled at me with one of those hungry looks she reserves for steaks, men, and submissive little sex sluts suffering for her pleasure. 
 
      
 
    She took my hand and pulled me out of the office where the first of my most humiliating moments began. Despite the fact that Jose, our Day Porter, was out in the atrium dry mopping the floor by the faux stream that crisscrossed the lobby, Kari handed me her keys, clearly wanting me to lock the door. That meant dropping down to one knee, or both, in order to get to the lock. I glanced over at Jose. He was watching me. Considering I’d both blown the man and had sex with him, I could understand his interest and his smile widened as I slowly dropped down and bent over. I could feel the slip move, sliding up and I prayed that my plug stuffed ass wasn’t showing. I could feel the cool air slipping along my buttocks. 
 
      
 
    I stood up, frantically trying to make sure that the wires disappearing under my hem weren’t pulling anything up and I clung to the bag as Kari and I headed for the main door. Jose grinned, bobbing his head at me. 
 
      
 
    “Is pretty! Wet! Pretty!” He said, his broken English absolutely mortifying. But only because I knew exactly what he was referring too. Kari gave him a smile and then she pulled me through the door. We walked to her car and I tried not to think about who might be watching me out through a building window. She unlocked the car door, helped me in, and watched as I fell into the seat, the slip coming up to show the hot pink vibrator pendant still clinging to my clit. 
 
      
 
    Kari got in with me, and then to my further consternation, put the top of her convertible down. A moment later we were streaking along the road, in my case with the slip up around my waist, I was actually streaking. Sorta. 
 
      
 
    “How do you feel?” Kari asked loudly over the roar of the wind as we sped north. 
 
    I gave her an incredulous glare, my hands sitting in my lap, trying to make sure I wasn’t the reason some passing driver called the police. Or wrecked. I should stop thinking so selfishly. I took the opportunity to surreptitiously slide my pinkie finger underneath the vibrator. I didn’t dare turn it off, but at least lifting it away from my petals helped, even if the clamp itself was still translating the oscillations directly into my clitoris. 
 
      
 
    “I’m fine,” I replied in a strained voice. 
 
      
 
    “What level are we on?” Kari asked. “Four? Five?” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed, trying to think through the incessant beat of the TENS Unit. “Four,” I replied. “I think.” 
 
      
 
    Kari grinned. “Well, considering how much you’re twitching, I’m sure you’ll be on five soon.” 
 
      
 
    Level Five. Five orgasms before noon. What an embarrassment! And I’d only been there since eight thirty that morning! I bit my lip and struggled to hold still. It was impossible. Every other second it felt like someone had jammed their fist into my ass, wriggled their fingers around wildly, then pulled back out. It forced my hips to roll and my pussy to convulse. The fact that there was nothing in my sex was just more torment for me. 
 
      
 
    There are a limited number of restaurant establishments in Houston where someone of Kari’s breeding, quality, and financial resources are supposed to eat. Add in the fact that she frequently brings her own, barely dressed fuck slut with her, requiring an understanding and supportive wait and management staff, and you can understand why it wasn’t hard for me to figure out where we were going. 
 
      
 
    The parking lot was split down the middle with an impressive array of landscaping and the golf course behind the building was lushly green and vibrant. The garden house was surrounded by a variety of flowers and Kari climbed from her car with a smile. A moment later she was pulling me up from the seat and my hands smoothed down my slip, wishing the hem went lower than my upper-thigh. Kari gave me a smile, slipped her fingers into mine, and then pulled me forward. 
 
      
 
    I saw Robert’s SUV, but it was another car that drew my attention. There was a black coupe over in the corner. 
 
      
 
    “Kari?” I paused for a second. “Isn’t that…” I started to say, pointing. But she didn’t stop for me and a moment later we hit the stairs. I had to concentrate on climbing in the high heels. 
 
      
 
    Besides, the answer came a moment later when Kari opened the door for me. Julie was waiting right inside, sitting on the bench, chatting amiably with Robert. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne!” She gushed, eyes widening in happiness as Kari and I walked through the door. Julie jumped up, her black pantsuit looking snappy on her narrow frame. Her chocolate colored hair bobbed around her shoulders and I felt a sudden surge of desire… okay… more desire… the left me breathless. Robert stood as well and while he smiled a greeting to me, his eyes were actually for Kari. He went to her and wrapped his arms around her in an affectionate embrace. I watched Kari out of the corner of my eye and was happy to see her effectively melt in his arms. The look they exchanged was smoldering and I couldn’t help smiling as Robert kissed her delicately. 
 
      
 
    “Nice outfit,” Julie whispered into my ear and I felt her hand on my ass. She rubbed my bottom appreciatively through the silk, then pulled it upward to caress my bare ass. “I like how this feels on you.” 
 
      
 
    “That’s my bottom,” I hissed, adjusting the bag strap on my shoulder. The weight of the TENS unit wasn’t difficult to deal with, but the non-stop beats aimed at my clit, nipples, and ass wasn’t easy to bear. What I really wanted was for Julie, or Kari, or even Robert, to throw me down on a nearby table, tug my slip upward, and proceed to put something long, hard, and very thick inside me. 
 
      
 
    Repeatedly. 
 
      
 
    Julie turned away from me and nodded at the restaurant greeter. “We’re all here now,” she said simply. 
 
      
 
    “If you’ll follow me?” The blond girl said with a smile, though she did give me a second look that made it really clear that she’d like to have my number. Or Julie’s number. Or both. I’m not sure. 
 
      
 
    The walk through the dining room was moderately awful. There was a high proportion of white haired gentlemen in their fifties and sixties, since this was a popular spot for the golfing community. I was ogled, admired, appreciated and thoroughly eye-fucked. But no one said anything as my slip slid tantalizingly across the curvature of bust and butt. As difficult as the walk of shame was, the intensity of the shocks were much more on my mind. The seater took us to an out of the way, mostly private booth and Julie gestured for me to take the wall seat. I loved the idea frankly, because it meant I wasn’t in view of anyone except the wait staff. They’d be walking by frequently, but private meant private. I slid into the booth, struggling to keep the slip from riding up my flank. Julie slid in behind me, which thankfully kept the seater from getting more of a view of my ass than appropriate. She looked disappointed. 
 
      
 
    Across from me sat Robert and he gave me an affectionate, winsome smile. Robert is an amazing guy. He’s a good cook, a competent financial guy, and most of all - someone I can relate with. We both love Kari. We’ve both lived with her. The amazing thing is that he’s managed it for longer than I did. I made it through two years of college before I’d finally had enough of her obsessive compulsive disorder. Robert has lived with her for over six years. He has a certain patience with Kari. 
 
      
 
    The black bag holding my TENS Unit was wedged between me and Julie, and as I got settled, the pinching sensation on my nipples and clit seemed to worsen. I knew the dials hadn’t been messed with, but now that I was no longer dividing my attention between walking, humiliation, and wondering what the two dominatrixes I sat with were going to do next, it seemed like I noticed the discomfort just that much more. As we waited for our waiter all I could do was sit there, my hips jerking while my pussy and ass were forcibly made to squeeze tight with every pulse of electrical current. I pressed my lips together in a fine line, trying to not to let my difficulty show. 
 
      
 
    Oh yeah… and I told myself silently, in no uncertain terms, “NO CUMMING.” 
 
      
 
    “She’s already on level four,” Kari was explaining to Julie, describing in lurid detail how I’d spent the morning at my desk, knees apart, flashing everyone walking through the atrium, while the vibrator pendant and TENS Unit had kept me continually aroused and tormented. Julie glanced over at me with a sparkling smile. “And as you can see, she’s barely able to sit still.” 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed. “If you could call it that!” She exclaimed, just as the waiter appeared at the end of our table. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning,” he said politely, though he did a second take when he saw my outfit. “My name is Josh. What can I get y’all to drink?” 
 
      
 
    Everyone ordered. Kari got a glass of Malbec, while Julie, Robert, and I all ordered sodas. Josh gave me another appraising look but then scurried off to get drinks. I had a menu pushed into my hands, though I already knew what I’d be ordering. Another salad. Sigh. I sometimes miss the old days at the farm. I could practically eat whatever I wanted because I spent the day working. Now I spend the day sitting at a desk, or getting bent over one, or kneeling in front of some guy’s cock. Not exactly good for burning calories let me tell you. 
 
      
 
    Kari and Julie began a discussion about what was going on in the Society of the Golden Rose, but I paid it little mind. Most of it was gossip to be honest, and as one of the official submissives of the Society, I had little knowledge of what was going on with the various mistresses’ lives. Sara was up for a promotion. Lucille was considering taking a position in New York. (Please God, yes.) Haley had allowed her submissive Morgan to get involved in naked mud wrestling. The thought of that amazon sized woman covered in mud and mashing another woman into a mat was strangely appealing. 
 
      
 
    Josh returned with our drinks and we all ordered. Then, after taking a single sip, Julie looked at me. 
 
      
 
    “So… what task should we give Breanne to keep her amused?” She asked. 
 
    My head snapped up, eyes wary as I glanced at first the chocolate brunette and then the blonde goddess sitting across from her. 
 
      
 
    Kari looked thoughtful. “It needs to be something appropriate,” she said.  
 
      
 
    Julie nodded. “Does Robert need any attention?” She asked suddenly. 
 
      
 
    Now Robert’s head snapped up. He glanced uncertainly at Julie, then over at me. 
 
    Kari laughed. “Yes. That will do nicely.” She gave her husband a sidelong glance. “Unzip for Breanne, honey. And no cumming,” she warned him. 
 
      
 
    Robert’s eyes changed color slightly, but any protest in him died long before it was visible. “Yes, Kari.” It was all he said. His hand disappeared beneath the table and I heard the metallic whine of a zipper. 
 
      
 
    “Perfect!” Exclaimed Julie. “Now Breanne. You get on your knees and try to make him cum. If you don’t make him cum before the food gets here, then we’ll have to punish you.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “But Kari just told him not to cum!” I protested. 
 
      
 
    Julie tapped her wrist watch, a fancy and delicate gold band on her wrist. “Tick tock!” She said brightly. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, considering my options, then realized I didn’t have any. I gave them all a frustrated grimace, then slid down until I was able to disappear under the table. The TENS Unit bag stayed on the seat and for a moment I considered bringing it down with me, but the wires were going to the hem of my slip anyway, so why bother? 
 
      
 
    It was dark under the table and I looked over at Kari and Robert’s knees. Kari’s dress was up and her knees were together, but her four hundred dollar shoes tapped restlessly. Her right hand was on her husband’s cock, rubbing it gently. He was already stiff and hard and I only had to shuffle forward a tiny bit before I put my hands on his knees. There wasn’t exactly a lot of room, so I had to grab his cock and bend it forward just a bit. Kari let go as my fingers replaced hers and then I heard his low moan as I took as much of him into my mouth as possible. 
 
      
 
    In the submissive world we are frequently paired off against each other. I’ve spent Society meetings with my mouth buried in another girl’s pussy, knowing that if I made her cum that she was going to get cruelly punished. But I also knew that if I didn’t do it, that I’d be the one getting bound spread-eagled for a pussy whipping. So I hope you realize that I tried my absolute best to make Robert cum. The problem was Kari’s orders to him. She told him not to. So I’m guessing he was thinking all sorts of non-sexual thoughts; like eating a bowl full of bugs, or watching pigs get slaughtered, or imagining himself having needles pushed through his testicles. You know… something to counteract the incredibly awesome things I was doing to his cock. I bobbed my head so emphatically that I actually banged it on the underside of the table a few times. 
 
      
 
    Maybe if I’d been given more than eight minutes I might have been successful. Or maybe if his scrotum had been exposed so I could caress it. But I heard Josh’s voice and the click of plates being placed on the table. I made a frustrated noise, only to receive a soft kick from Julie, right in the ass. I sighed, let go of poor Robert’s now glistening, pulsing, rock hard shaft, and waited until I saw the waiter’s shoes disappear. 
 
      
 
    “You can come up now,” Julie said, half bending over and looking under the table. I climbed out. It wasn’t easy and by the time I’d reseated myself and adjusted my clothing to properly conceal everything prurient, everyone else was already eating. Even Robert. It just wasn’t fair. I sighed and picked up my fork. 
 
      
 
    “So, we now have things to consider,” Julie said to Kari between mouthfuls. Kari nodded with a grin. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne’s punishment and Robert’s reward,” she said. Julie looked over at me. 
 
    “How close to orgasm are you, princess?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    I took stock and swallowed. “On a scale of one to ten, with one being not aroused, and ten being in the throes of sexual orgasm, I’m around a nine point four,” I said in frustration. It wasn’t an exaggeration. In fact, giving Robert the blowjob had actually helped me hold off. Sitting down, the vibrator pendant had a tendency to slip into my slit, right between my petals, driving me nuts. Kneeling however, it dangled in the air so that only my clit was getting the brunt of the oscillating torment. Of course I was still getting those delicious, light but firm pinches to my clit and my nipples as well and my ass was uncomfortably stuffed with an electrified dildo that forced my hips to thrust and my insides to tighten rhythmically. In all honesty, the only reason I wasn’t already cumming was because I’d done it four times that morning. 
 
      
 
    Julie gave me a speculative look and then glanced back at Kari. “She goes up to level five if she cums, right?” 
 
      
 
    Kari nodded. “Yes,” she replied. 
 
      
 
    “So…” Julie said, turning to look at me. “Nympho, humiliation, or pain?” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Excuse me?” 
 
      
 
    Julie smirked. “Well, you are a nympho humiliation pain slut. So what do you think your punishment should be? Do we make you fuck until you cum again? Embarrass the shit out of you until your face is blushing more than your cute little pussy? Or hurt you until you’re begging us to let you explode?” 
 
      
 
    I gulped. Hard. It sort of reminded me of that old cannibal joke. Two guys are captured by cannibals. The chief cannibal looks at them and gives them a choice: Death, or Woo Woo. The two guys look at each other and the first then declares he wants “Woo Woo”. The other cannibals immediately grab him, rip off his trousers, and proceed to brutally sodomize him. The second guy, eyes wide in terror as his friend is butt fucked, looks back at the chief cannibal and says “Uh… I’ll have death please.” The chief cannibal grins and says “Yes! Death! Death by Woo Woo!” 
 
      
 
    I’m guessing I don’t need to explain the joke or its relevance. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Slip - Part Four 
 
    I didn’t quite know what to say, but then Robert came to my assistance and basically sandbagged me. “Wouldn’t it depend on what items you might have with you?” He asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    Someone remind me, the next time I’m milking that man’s cock, to use sandpaper. 
 
      
 
    Julie laughed, put down her fork and grabbed her purse. We all watched as she began rifling through the bag. She pulled out a pair of alligator clamps, connected on a silver chain and deposited them on the table top. My eyes widened a bit. 
 
      
 
    But then she pulled out a leather sap. That went next to the clamps. Next came a wartenberg pinwheel. Then about half a dozen clothespins. A bottle of On4Her. A couple of rubber bands - big thick ones and a few narrow ones. Then Julie pulled out a freaking vibrator - a big one, almost nine inches long. We kind of all gave her one those looks. And lastly, a pair of silver tubes landed next to the rest of the crap. 
 
      
 
    “What are those?” Asked Kari curiously. She was pointing at the tubes. I’d never seen them before either. Julie closed up her purse and glanced up. 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Those! I just bought them. Haven’t even shown them to Breanne yet!” 
 
      
 
    I thought about reaching for one, but Kari got there first, picking up one of the aluminum rods. There was a silver depressor on one end and notches along the opposite side, which sort of gave the thing a hypodermic like look. Kari pushed on the depressor with her thumb, using the other two fingers as a brace, and we all watched as three thin, bent wires emerged from the opposite end. 
 
      
 
    “It’s a claw catch,” Robert immediately said. 
 
      
 
    I blinked with the awful implications, but Robert was already going on. “I’ve never seen one in a short tube like that, but I’ve got one in my tool kit. If you drop a ring down the drain or something, the long ones can do down the pipe and you can open the claw and then it closes around the item tightly, and allows you to pull it out.”  Then he looked at my eyes for a moment. Then his vision went downward to my chest. He swallowed. “I’m sure they’ve lightened the pressure somewhat,” he muttered. 
 
      
 
    Kari looked at us and then stuck the tip of her finger in the claw, letting the depressor go. The metal barbs dug into her skin and I watched her wince. Then she shook her finger. The claw clamp clung to it. Kari frowned, then removed it, once more depressing the end. The claw opened and three deep red marks appeared on her finger. 
 
      
 
    “Or not,” Robert said blandly. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked at them both, then held up her hands. “Hey, it was sold on a sex toy website!” She said defensively. 
 
      
 
    Robert picked up the other claw tube and activated it, checking the pressure himself. He grimaced and held it out to Julie. “Would you want this hanging off your nipple?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked at the claw clamp for a moment, then shrugged. “It’s not my thing. Besides, the question is whether or not Breanne wants it hanging off her nipple.” 
 
      
 
    All three of them looked over at me and I swallowed. “What are my other options?” I asked plaintively. Kari and Julie exchange a look. 
 
      
 
    “How to best humiliate our little kitten?” Kari mused. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked thoughtful. “A public orgasm?” 
 
      
 
    Kari laughed. “She’ll be having one of those regardless.” 
 
      
 
    “The wrong restroom?” Julie asked. I cringed at that one. Walking into the men’s restroom, by mistake? 
 
      
 
    Kari shook her head. “Too obvious.” 
 
      
 
    Then Julie smiled, her eyes sparkling. “A spill perhaps? Water? Right before we leave?” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened as Kari considered it. She gave Julie an approving nod. “Yes. I think pouring a glass of ice water down her cleavage might well be appropriate.” 
 
      
 
    The TENS Unit seemed to be pulsing extra hard and I realized that on the “how close to orgasms” scale I’d mentioned earlier, I’d gone up a point. Or two. Orgasm seemed very, very close. The conversation wasn’t helping. Neither was the thought of me walking through the restaurant with a soaked slip clinging to my body. 
 
      
 
    “But what about her being a nympho?” Robert asked. “Aren’t you going to give her another option?” 
 
      
 
    Julie and Kari looked at each other speculatively. “Hard to really do anything here,” she said. But then her eyes went back to the pile of stuff on the table. She pushed the nine inch vibrator over toward me, followed by the bottle of On4Her. “On full power,” she said. “Lubricated.” 
 
      
 
    And with that thought going through my head, I exploded. 
 
      
 
    It was a quiet orgasm, all things considered. I managed to wheeze my way through it, gritting my teeth and pressing my thighs tight together. My body went stiff and a series of tremors rocked me from head to toe, leaving me breathless, panting, and feeling strangely light head. I was just coming down from the heady heights when Josh, our waiter stopped by to see if we needed anything. 
 
      
 
    “Can I refill anyone’s…” he started to say, only to spot the collection of sex toys in the middle of the table. “Drink.” 
 
      
 
    Julie looked up at him with a beaming grin. “Well, I’m still good. What about you Breanne?” She asked, looking over at me. 
 
      
 
    It came out like a high pitched squeak. “I’m fine,” I said, blushing scarlet. 
 
      
 
    Robert just shook his head. Kari smiled warmly. “No thank you. I’m fine.” 
 
      
 
    Josh nodded, but I could tell he really wanted to know. Maybe it was the vibrator. But since no one said anything he sort of bowed and walked away. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I say we take a vote,” Julie declared. She grabbed the claw clamps and pushed them in front of me. “I say Breanne gets to try the new clamps.” 
 
      
 
    Kari gave me a speculative look. Then she pushed her glass of ice water toward me. “A wet slip,” she said with satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    We all looked at Robert. He smiled at me and held up his hands. “I abstain. Courteously.” 
 
      
 
    Both Kari and I replied in a sing song voice, “New York abstains!” 
 
      
 
    Robert rolled his eyes. “Courteously!” He said in a pained voice. 
 
      
 
    Julie looked at us incredulously. “You are all very weird,” she declared. 
 
      
 
    Kari laughed and even I had to chuckle. “Sorry. My parents watch the musical 1776 every July Fourth,” I explained. “And New York abstains. Courteously.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a musical?” Julie asked, still confused. Kari, Robert, and I all nodded. 
 
      
 
    “A good one,” Robert added. 
 
      
 
    Julie seemed to take it in stride. “Well, you can’t abstain,” she told him. Then she reached out and pushed the vibrator and bottle of On4Her over toward me. “So I have your proxy.” 
 
      
 
    Robert gave her a screwy look. “If you have my proxy why wouldn’t you choose the clamps? That would mean you’d win the vote.” 
 
      
 
    Kari put her hand on Robert’s arm. “She’s mindfucking her, dear heart. Bre gets to vote too.” 
 
      
 
    All three of them looked at me. I glanced down. Wow. What a choice. Death. Woo Woo. Or death by woo woo. 
 
      
 
    I considered each option. The vibrator would probably be the easiest to endure, and the least humiliating. I could coat it in the On4Her cream and except for the burning sensation, not to mention the vibration, I’d be okay. Of course the problem with that thick vibrator inside me, I’d be cumming in short order. Again. And if Kari was going to keep me in the TENS Unit for the rest of the day, with each orgasm resulting in going up another level, then I had to minimize the sexual stimulation. Otherwise I’d spend the afternoon trying very hard not scream as my tits, clit and ass were all electrically fried.  
 
      
 
    The idea of ice cold water being poured down my front was probably my next best bet. The silk slip was silver, rather than white, but I knew what water did to silk. Every curve, every contour, every little dip and divot would be visible. It might as well be paint. And how would the water react to the TENS Unit? Would the electricity be even more difficult to bear? And I’d have to walk out past everyone. 
 
      
 
    And then… then there were the claw clamps. There was only one way to put them on - straight, which meant either I’d walk out with my tits hanging out of the front of my slip, with the silk either bunched up beneath or with my slip up around my collar showing off everything, or I could bend my nipples downward, creating excruciating pain. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed, thinking hard, when suddenly Julie gasped. “Oh! I forgot! You just had an orgasm! That means this goes up a level!” She grabbed the black bag and pulled the mobile TENS Unit out. 
 
      
 
    My eyes flashed toward her and a second later her thumb had pushed the little dials on both sides higher. The number five was clearly visible in both tiny windows and I gasped as the tips of my breasts were suddenly given hard, painful pinches. 
 
      
 
    This was no firm tweak. It was a nail to nail crushing of my nipple, all caused with electricity and I clenched my teeth as it happened. Of course my ass got the same dose of juice and it tried to throttle the hard, plastic anal plug in my ass. I let out a tiny whimper. Then, since everyone was waiting on me, I pointed at my options, not selecting any of them, and asked in a strained, pain-filled voice, “how long?” 
 
      
 
    Both Kari and Julie seemed surprised at the question, but they clearly considered it. 
 
      
 
    “The clamps?” Julie asked. “Till we are ready to leave the restaurant.” 
 
      
 
    Kari nodded in agreement. “And if you take the water, then you’ll wear the slip until it dries.” 
 
      
 
    Julie tapped the vibrator. “And you’ll wear this until you’re done at Kari’s for the day.” 
 
      
 
    I took it in. My nipples were hurting. So was my bottom. And the vibrator pendant was still buzzing between my legs, tormenting my clit. I glanced at each item, trying to decide, but I couldn’t. I didn’t want to hurt more. I didn’t want to be wet. I didn’t want to send myself into a cumming cycle with only more pain at the end! 
 
      
 
    “Choose,” Kari said a little darkly. “Or we’ll have someone choose for you.” 
 
      
 
    I grimaced. “Please! It’s hard! I don’t want any of them!” 
 
      
 
    Julie started putting the other items on the table back in her purse and she gave Kari a knowing look. “We’ll have to choose for her.” 
 
      
 
    I glanced up. “No! Please! I’ll… I’ll chose!” I stammered, still aching everywhere from the shocks. 
 
      
 
    Julie tapped her watch again as she set her purse back down. “Then do it.” 
 
      
 
    I sat there, trembling with strain, eyes going back and forth between my three options. All of them sucked. 
 
      
 
    “Hi! Do you guys need anything?” Josh suddenly asked, startling us all. 
 
      
 
    Everyone looked over at the waiter. He was staring at the vibrator, the claw clamps, and the glass of ice water. I’m guessing it was a strange tableau. 
 
      
 
    “Well yes, actually,” Julie suddenly said, putting her hand on my arm. “Breanne here has been a naughty girl and has to pick a punishment.” She waved a hand at the items near my plate. 
 
      
 
    “Julie!” I hissed. “No!” 
 
      
 
    “And she can’t decide,” Julie continued, clearly ignoring me. I cast a frantic look at Kari, who shrugged at me, unwilling to intervene. She might as well have said out loud, “you are Julie’s sub.” 
 
      
 
    Julie picked up the glass of ice water. “If she chooses this, then we’ll pour it down her front so she can walk out looking like the tart she is.” Julie set the glass down and grabbed a claw clamp, pushing on the end. “These are supposed to go on her nipples,” she explained. “And if she goes with the vibrator,” she held up the nine inch probe. “Then we coat it with some stuff that will burn and then she gets fucked for hours.” 
 
      
 
    Josh’s mouth fell open. 
 
      
 
    For a moment no one spoke. Finally he glanced at me. “Are you serious?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, biting my lip. 
 
      
 
    Josh looked at the pile in front of me and then declared… 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 The Slip - Part Five 
 
      
 
    Stop. I know what you’re thinking. You’re imagining yourself in Josh’s shoes, presented with the perfect opportunity. Isn’t it? That’s exactly what you’re thinking. Hell, if I’m right, you’ve already decided. What would be best to do to poor, little, cumslut Breanne? 
 
      
 
    I know there are some of you out there who love to know that I’ve been subjected to utter shame, to have me blushing to the tips of my breasts, trying to hide myself from prying eyes. Besides, I’d already done one almost inappropriate walk of shame through the restaurant. Why not another? It’s fun, isn’t it? Seeing me humiliated? 
 
      
 
    Some of you are no doubt rooting for Josh to pick the vibrator. Having me coat it with On4Her, knowing that as I slide it in, the cream will coat my pussy, probably my clit, and then the burning heat will start even as the vibrator hums to life. Just imagine it. - my poor clitty shocked, burned, clamped, and vibrated, all while my petals feel as if I’ve had hot wax poured on them. And then I get to cum for hours, satisfying the nympho. 
 
      
 
    And then there are some of you, imagining my electrified and hardened nipples subjected to the cruelty of those claw clamps. You’re probably a fan of me getting the tips of each breast crushed, or pinched, or clipped. Hell, you probably like every cruel and vicious thing ever done to my top half. You’re practically panting with want, thinking of me either lifting up the slip, or tugging it down, exposing those luscious, big, pierced tits, and applying the clamps yourself, knowing that it will hurt horribly. But that’s what you want, isn’t it? For me to experience the pain? 
 
      
 
    The thing is, it was Josh’s decision, and I could see his eyes flitting from item to item, trying to decide, blissfully unaware of the consequences of his decision. I started to say something, but Julie squeezed my arm hard enough to make it clear I was to stay silent. Her head was turned away from me but I saw her jaw move. 
 
      
 
    Josh blinked, noticing Julie. He looked at her, his eyes narrowing. I stiffened in my seat, well… even stiffer. I mean, for God’s sake I was being shocked every other second. My nipples were throbbing with pain and my clit was tingling badly. The TENS Unit was working its magic. 
 
      
 
    “What?” He asked Julie. Her head moved again. She was clearly saying something, but no words were audible. I leaned forward, trying to see. Kari was giving her a sour look. What the fuck… 
 
      
 
    Sudden understanding blossomed in poor Josh’s eyes, which widened in shock. “All of them?” He asked, clearly repeating Julie’s unspoken words. 
 
      
 
    “Julie,” Robert said darkly, even reprovingly. He glared at her, much the same way as Kari. 
 
      
 
    Julie’s head swiveled back with a wide-eyed innocent expression. She put a hand on her chest. “What? I didn’t say anything!” She looked at me and smiled. “But it is quite a suggestion.” Her words dripped sarcasm and innuendo in equal amounts. 
 
      
 
    Kari took a deep breath. “Julie, don’t you think that…” she began, but Julie’s head snapped up. Josh looked on, totally bewildered as I sat twitching. Julie’ hand swirled above the assembled toys. 
 
      
 
    “What I think is that she is all these things,” Julie said strongly. She tapped the vibrator. “She’s a fucking nympho who actually doesn’t feel comfortable unless she’s got nine inches of rumbling plastic buried in her twat.” Then Julie stuck her finger in the glass of ice water. “And then what does she do? She seeks out ways to make the orgasm stronger, more powerful. The easiest way for her is to go against her nature. She would rather be dressed in blue jeans and a tee shirt. So we strip her down, dress her like a two-bit hooker, soak her in water and watch her cum. Over and over. She loves being humiliated.”   
 
      
 
    I sat there, appalled. Mostly because Josh was getting this full blast, staring at me. And my tits were hurting. Then Julie grabbed one of the claw clamps and lifted it up. “And this? The only thing that turns her on more than being humiliated in public, is being abused. Hurt. Tormented. Read her fucking stories! If she had her way, she’d spend every day tied spread-eagled while Zach’s stupid fraternity sapped her pussy and fucked her to death. Or at least old age.” She shook the claw clamp at Kari and then Robert. “I want her to cum the way she wants, the way I want, because when she is turned on, so am I!” She looked back at me. “I want you so horny that you’re begging me to fuck you. I want you so desperate that you want me to spank your pussy with my sap.” She leaned in close, our lips almost touching. “And I want you so sensitive, so sore, so ready that just my tongue touching your clit makes you want to scream.” 
 
      
 
    I stared at her in shock, speechless. She turned back toward the rest of them, toward Robert and Kari and even the poor waiter. She pointed at the stuff in front of me. 
 
    “So yes, damn it. I say all of them. This,” and she threw the clamp down on the pile, “is what Breanne Erickson IS.” 
 
      
 
    It was quite the damning soliloquy.  
 
      
 
    I’m not sure whose face looked more surprised; mine, Roberts, Kari’s or the waiter. None of us said anything. I waited. I honestly did, but when Kari’s expression broke and she looked down I knew she wasn’t going to argue. She agreed with Julie. And hoping Robert was going to take a stand was pointless. I didn’t know for sure, but I guessed that Kari’s right hand was under the table, holding his cock. And Josh? Well… Josh was sort of the innocent in all this. 
 
      
 
    The silence stretched, so I reached out and picked up the vibrator. Kari’s eyes widened as I grabbed the bottle of On4Her and squeezed out a healthy dollop onto my finger. My entire body was still twitching in time with the pulses coming from the TENS Unit, but I ignored it as best I could. I smeared the cream up and down the vibrator, and then when it was suitably covered, I shocked at least one person there by tugging the front of my slip down and smearing the remnant of the On4Her across a nipple. Josh stared, just a little wide-eyed. I twisted the base of the vibrator all the way and it hummed loudly. 
 
      
 
    In my head I replayed that scene from Star Trek: Wrath of Khan, where Khan says “No! Full power! Damn you!” Of course, in a darker corner of my mind, some little part of me, dressed in innocent white, was screaming, “No! Don’t do this! You don’t have to!” while another little me, dressed all in blood red leather, with some telling parts missing, was doing this little jig with a spiked dildo, her face contorted in delight. My nipple, in between the hard electrical shocks that felt like hard pinches, suddenly began to burn and I brought the vibrator down into my lap. 
 
      
 
    I made no pretenses about what I was doing. It didn’t matter if Josh saw. So his eyes widened as I sort of stood up, gathered the hem of my slip, spread my legs, pushed the silly little vibrator pendant to the side, and then without a word pushed the vibrator as deep as it would go. 
 
      
 
    Good lord… I was VERY full. The new vibrator was a bit thicker than I expected and I twisted the base. It rumbled to life inside me and right there I almost fell apart. It felt fucking amazing. I mean that. A cool tingle spread across my pussy and I quivered violently. Oh God help me. Julie was right. She was so fucking right! I groaned and settled back down, making sure that I jammed the full length of the vibrator as deep as it could go. Then, before anyone could say anything else, I grabbed the ice water. 
 
      
 
    “Bre…” Kari began, but it was too late. I pressed the open end of the glass over my right breast and tipped the thing upward in a quick swing. My silk slip must have been in contact with the actual contents for less than a second. But that was all that was needed. My nipple contracted painfully from the freezing cold and the icy water instantly soaked the material. As I pulled the glass away there was more than enough left over moisture to run down the underside of my tit, then trickle down the front of my slip. 
 
      
 
    “Christ,” Robert muttered, a pained look on his face. I ignored that too and jammed the glass over my left breast. This one was burning from the On4Her, so it was something of a relief as the cold inundated my nipple. Then, due to my stupid mistiming, the electric shock hit me while the glass was still tipped upward. The electricity used the water as a conduit and the sensation was decidedly different than just going across my nipple. It was like someone had taken a razor blade and barely cut concentric circles around my nipple. And then poured lemon juice. I cried out, jerked, and spilled literally half the glass in my lap. 
 
      
 
    I squealed and Julie was the first to jam one of the cloth napkins down between my iced legs. I lifted up, the vibrator sliding half out of me as she tried to wipe up the water. The front of my slip was wet from the left breast down and when Robert offered up his napkin Julie took it willingly. 
 
      
 
    I lowered myself back down, eyes half closed as the vibrator sank back into my pussy. I was sitting in a puddle. My petals were a peculiar mixture of hot and cold and my hips began rocking quite violently as I fucked myself. My eyes glazed over as the pressures of orgasm began to overwhelm me. I shivered… or did I tremble? Was it from sexual stimulation or cold? My nipples throbbed in agony as did my pussy and ass. I was stuffed in almost every hole and my body rocked from the stimulation. I began panting, making soft sounds of distress. And then, when I saw the metaphorical cliff ahead of me, I knew there was only one thing left to do. So did Julie. 
 
      
 
    “What are you?” She asked me softly. Kari, Robert, and even Josh all stared at me. 
 
      
 
    I let out the most wanton, greedy, selfish, noise of desperation you’ve ever heard. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I whispered hurriedly. The orgasm was quickly approaching and this one… oh God… this one was going to be a doozy. There are days I get down on my knees and thank God that I’m multi-orgasmic. I should have been praying right then. 
 
      
 
    “Nympho. Humiliation,” said Julie, ticking off the points. “Pain slut.” She lifted the claw clamp, depressed the plunger, extended the claw, positioned it over my right nipple, right over the silk, and let it loose. The metal tines bit into my flesh, crumpled the silk, and instantly send a bolt of lightning like pain through my chest. I opened my mouth and let out a wild cry, one long enough and loud enough to make Josh look around in alarm. My nipple no longer throbbed with pain. It radiated it like the fucking sun does light. I brought my hands up to cover my chest. It hurt worse than any clamp I’ve ever had. It was as awful as the orchid clamps, as tight as the clothespins, as strong and immovable as the plier clover clamps. And there was nothing I could do to remove it, other than operate the opening and closing mechanism. 
 
      
 
    On the flip side I could now barely feel the electricity frying my nipple. My trembling hands reached out and grabbed the other claw clamp. No one spoke as I shook, my hands coming up. I tried to get the damn thing open but couldn’t manage it. So Julie gently reached up and took it from my fluttering fingers. I nodded, not willing to risk speaking, not just then. Julie deftly pinched the clamp and the little tines emerged from the end, opening, gaping, wanting. She brought it closer to my chest and I shook my head suddenly. I grabbed the collar of the slip and tugged it downward. It exposed just enough to reveal my bright pink nipple, hard as a rock, tingling between the electrostim tabs. Julie teased the pink nub for a second, rubbing the open tines over the bare tip. Then she positioned the clamp straight on and let it close. 
 
      
 
    What was left of my resistance crumbled violently. Shards of icy glass seemed to slice through both breasts, only to merge with the violent rumblings in my pussy. Heat and pressure pushed up through me, as if I were a volcano on the verge of eruption, fiery cataclysm cracking through that last bit of solid rock. The clamp on my bare breast wiggled as I jerked, electricity and heat and ice pouring through me. I let out a keening whine as the orgasm started and Julie turned to hold me, her hand across my mouth as I rocked with release. Fluids spurted from between my legs, little spatters of warmth on my ice water chilled thighs. My vision darkened into shadowed reds and every breath became labored, my body fighting itself. Only then did the pain fade. I felt it morphing, changing into something else, something ethereal and pure. Everything seems more… aligned. More sweet. It is a burst of raw, unadulterated pleasure. It bleeds through my brain and I shudder in sweet, addictive bliss. I love everything and everyone. My skin feels delicious, my eyes bright. I am floating… so relaxed. 
 
      
 
    Robert sat across from me, his eyes wide in astonishment. Kari watched stone-faced while Julie held me. Julie herself was smiling, whispering over and over in my ear, how amazing I was, how wonderful, how perfect. 
 
      
 
    Slowly the euphoria began to fade and the pain returned. I groaned, then whimpered and Julie quickly unlatched the clamps hanging on my nipples. The tines hadn’t really crushed the tips so much as dig deeply into them. Much like my orchid clamps do. It was a relief actually, since the pain faded almost immediately, leaving me with only the burning, pinching sensation of the TENS Unit. 
 
      
 
    She pulled up the left side of my wet slip, covering my breast again and Josh blinked, still dazed from the show. I sort of knew how he felt. I was still dazed from it too. I felt wrung out and I shifted as the vibrator continued to dance inside me. I knew that Julie wasn’t going to turn it off, or even down. That was sort of the point. This was all about tormenting me, pushing me beyond and further. And I still had a walk, in a mostly wet silk slip, out of the restaurant. Josh stood there, immobile and Kari reached out, patting his arm. 
 
      
 
    His head jerked and he tore his eyes away from me and looked at the golden beauty next to him. 
 
      
 
    “Uh…. yes?” He stammered. Kari smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I think we’re going to need some to-go boxes. And our check.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Footsteps 
 
      
 
    I heard the footsteps, even over the sound of the motor and for the umpteenth time I weighed my options. My entire body ached from being locked in the same position and my nipples throbbed agonizingly every time I made the mistake of tipping away from the tree. The bark was rough upon my skin and both sides of my face had reddened as I rested my head against the trunk, summoning the willpower to once again call out for help. 
 
      
 
    I'd tried to pull away twice, but the clover clamps were tightly pressed over both nipples, the piercings literally getting in the way. And before you accuse me of stupidity, I had eschewed my regular set, the ones with plier-like ridges making it practically impossible to pull loose, and instead wore an unadulterated, bare, smooth set, presuming that the sleek grips would make it possible, if not easier to pull free. That was a mistake. Now the tips of my breasts were paying the price, crushed and twisted into two points of sheer agony. 
 
      
 
    I moved my feet, the only freedom I technically had, since my wrists had been trapped in a pair of steel, Smith & Wesson, standard police issue cuffs. They even came with a key, a key wired to the very center of the chain holding me to the tree by my tits. I couldn’t even see the damn thing. 
 
      
 
    I sucked in a painful breath, tilted my head back, and said the words loudly. I was beyond the point where I was embarrassed about calling out. In fact, this was the third time I’d done it. 
 
      
 
    “Help! Please! Help me!” I yelled. 
 
      
 
    If the runner was wearing earbuds, or worse - headphones, like the first two that had passed by, they wouldn’t hear me. I’d discovered that almost an hour before, when I’d finally come to grips with the fact that I wasn’t getting free on my own. Worse, the jogging trail was technically off the beaten path. It took a dedicated runner to get this far. Over the last three hours I’d only heard eight people. If I’d know how bad it would get, I’d have screamed for help the very first time. Now it was starting to get dark. I had to do something. 
 
      
 
    “Help! PLEASE HELP ME!” I practically shouted.  
 
      
 
    I listened. The footsteps had stopped. 
 
      
 
    Now the motor seemed very loud and I deliberately pressed my thighs together, muting the embarrassing rumble between my legs.  
 
      
 
    “Hello?” I begged again. “Is anyone there? Please, I need some help.” 
 
      
 
    My breath caught in my throat as the bushes on the other side of the tree parted and a face appeared. Mid-thirties, handsome, muscular, a sheen of sweat on his brow. Wonderful. His eyes widened in shock when he saw me.  
 
      
 
    And why not? I’d have been shocked if I’d seen the tableau all laid out myself. I was leaning against a tree with my bare tits in full and glorious view, but they were clamped, with the chain connecting them wrapped around the tree. My bare legs shook and long streaks of wetness ran down the insides of each thigh. The skirt itself wasn't exactly decent either, and no doubt he heard the motor… 
 
      
 
    I mean the motors. 
 
      
 
    “Good lord,” he said in astonishment, and to his credit he hurried forward without a thought for his own safety. I was his only concern.  
 
      
 
    “The clamps,” I panted. “Please take them off!”  
 
      
 
    He came forward, hands raised, obviously. “Holy shit! Hold on. I’ll get you free,” he said quickly. I felt his fingers touching the side of my breasts and I felt another wave of simple desperation. It had been around twenty minutes since my last orgasm and despite the agony in my breasts, I was certainly feeling the pressure. His fingers pinched open the first clamp and I cried out as blood rushed back into the crushed nipple.  
 
      
 
    I pulled away from the tree for the first time in hours and in one of my more glorious moments, fell over. I have to admit, it felt wonderful. 
 
      
 
    I lay there in the grass, staring up through the branches. The sky was gorgeous, a deepening blue with tinges of pale, dusky gold and the relief I felt, even with only one clamp off, was almost overwhelming. I realized that half the pain I’d been feeling was positional. My back… well, let’s just say I don’t recommend being bound with your hands behind your back and your tits clamped to a tree as an alternative to a good chiropractor. I groaned and twisted, trying to snag the chain with my handcuffed hands. 
 
      
 
    “Here, let me help you,” my savior said, going down on one knee. I grit my teeth but nodded. He reached up, tacitly ignoring the sight of the purple plastic bug positioned over my pussy, buzzing away. Instead he pinched open the clamp on my right breast and I again groaned as my heart was once more able to push blood into the mashed nipple. He ran his fingers along the chain and found the key.  
 
      
 
    “Roll over to the side,” he said. 
 
      
 
    I did as he asked and felt his fingers at the cuffs. It was a blessing as he released them, first the right wrist, then the left and I pulled my arms forward, hugging myself, the ache and burn in my biceps almost as bad as the residual pain at the tips of my breasts. I began rubbing my arms, but then I realized that my next problem had to be dealt with immediately, before I did something stupid. I reached down between my legs, grabbed hold of the wire, and pulled. 
 
      
 
    No, not on the plastic bug. I pulled the wire until the controller, which had been lying on the ground behind me, came to my hand. 
 
      
 
    “What’s that?” He asked. I slid both controls downward and the corkscrewing motion of the four inch phallus buried in my pussy not only stopped, the vibration that had been shaking the whole plastic bug base went silent. Since the tip had been pressed against my clit, you can imagine the relief.  
 
      
 
    “Vibrator,” I replied, groaning as the hum of the motors stopped. I fell back, stretching, just reveling in the new pains of freedom. I realized that I still probably looked absolutely ridiculous, so self-consciously, I reached up and pulled the halter top of my shirt down over my tits. 
 
      
 
    He bit his lip, still totally uncertain. “Who did this to you?” He finally asked. Ah… the million dollar question. “Should I call the police?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head quickly. “No, I don’t need the police,” I replied. Slowly I sat up and tried to smooth my skirt down, but to no use. It was just too short. “No,” I said, shaking my head. “This whole thing was my own stupid fault.” I held out a hand, obviously meaning for him to help me up. Like a good boy he took it, pulling me to my feet. I clung to him, pressing the entire front of my body to his. He was damp with sweat and I admit that the scent of him turned me on. I mean, it turned me on more. I looked into his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “I put me there,” I said sheepishly. “I thought I’d be able to pull free.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at me blankly.  
 
      
 
    “You know, self-bondage?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He gave me a look, one I’ve seen before. Crazy girl. 
 
      
 
    I sighed. Right. “Well, uh… look. Can I give you a reward for rescuing me?” I asked. “I’d love to give you a blow job.” 
 
      
 
    Now he blinked. “You’re serious.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “Oh absolutely. Or if you’d like you can fuck me. I’ve got condoms in my purse.” 
 
      
 
    He looked around the darkening clearing. “Uh… is this some sort of prank? A joke?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “Nope. Just you and me. And really, thanks for rescuing me.” I licked my lips. I really, really wanted his cock now. “We can do it here. I’ll be on the bottom,” I assured him. Then, just to reassure him, I pulled my halter top back up. My breasts, complete with little red indentations on both nipples, came back into view. My white skin seemed to glow in the gathering twilight and I wiggled them back and forth. “See? No tricks. I promise.” 
 
      
 
    He stood there, gaping. I almost sighed, but I thought that might be rude. So I looked down, saw the cuffs, grabbed them, and held them up. “See? I can put these back on,” I said, clicking the first one open and putting it on my wrist. His eyes widened and I brought my other hand up. A second later I was back in the cuffs. I wasn’t worried of course. With my hands bound in front of me I could easily go pick up the clover clamps chain and unlock them again. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips hungrily and stepped closer to him. “Put your hands on my breasts,” I whispered. “Squeeze them. Please? It will feel good. I swear.” Slowly, hesitantly, he did as I asked, barely cupping me. I let out a dark, sultry moan. “Oh yes, that feels so good. I like it.” But then he didn’t do anything more than squeeze. “Touch the tips,” I urged. “Rub them. Get the blood flowing through them again, please? I need it.” 
 
      
 
    With my hands cuffed in front of me, down low, it was easy for me to lift them just a bit and find the growing bulge in his running shorts. He let out a gasp as I fondled him and his fingers became a little more explorative. My nipples were tingling and I closed my eyes. “Don’t you want to taste me?” I asked. “Suck on my tits?” My fingers squeezed and pulled on his prick even as he began to bend down. “Yes. Yes. Please… “ 
 
      
 
    His mouth latched on my pierced nipple, teasing it and a rush of sensation washed over me. I pushed my cuffed hands between my own legs, tearing at the straps holding in the Rotating Venus Penis toy, trying to get it out of my pussy. I heard myself saying something along the lines of “yes, please fuck me. Use me. Hurt me.” Or something to that effect. His hand moved between my legs and finished what I started, pulling the plastic bug out. I gasped as I was emptied and the harness, only half opened, slid down my legs. I stepped out of it, his mouth still on my breast. 
 
      
 
    “Now, please. There’s condoms in that little purse by the tree,” I said. We broke apart and I bent over and grabbed the little bag. Even with my hands bound together I had no trouble opening it, extracting a small package, and tearing it open. When I turned back to him he’d pushed his running shorts down and there he was in all his glory. Long and strong. I went to him, sliding the condom onto his prick, sheathing him quickly. Then I sat down in the grass and laid back, legs open, cuffed hands above my head. 
 
      
 
    “This is totally fucked up,” he said, looking down at me, as if the whole situation was surreal. I shook my head. 
 
      
 
    “No. I need to be fucked up,” I said, gesturing for him to come down on me. “Fuck me. I’m all yours,” I wheedled, showing him my cuffed wrists again. 
 
      
 
    He took a deep breath, then knelt down. He positioned his cock at my dripping slit and in one, solid, full powered thrust, impaled me to the hilt. 
 
      
 
    I loved it. 
 
      
 
    Our motions were almost frantic and I groaned and moaned as he pummeled my loins, screwing me solidly with powerhouse locomotion. The tree leaves rustled overhead. My world spun and twirled and I wrapped my legs around him, arching my spine, head thrown back as the pure relief of getting screwed stupid wiped away the aches and pains of the last three hours. Never mind the small stone at my right hip, or the stick poking me under the left shoulder. It was awesome and as both of us built up toward climax I could feel the sweet bliss overwhelming me. 
 
      
 
    He came first. 
 
      
 
    I felt his orgasm shudder through him, but experienced it most acutely between my legs. His cock turned to granite, shook, then throbbed, emptying itself of vital life fluids, which my body would have willingly accepted if not for the prophylactic reservoir that held them back. I groaned, pumping my hips, needing relief, only to feel him start to soften. I let out a sob of frustration as he pulled out of me, staring down at my body. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry,” he said simply.  
 
      
 
    I panted and nodded. “I know. I know. It’s okay,” I said to myself. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and it’s your needs not mine, that are important.”  
 
      
 
    “What?” He said in total confusion.  
 
      
 
    I sat up. “Can I suck your cock, sir?” I begged. “Please?” 
 
      
 
    He blinked. “Um. I’m good now. Thanks.” He stood up, stripped the condom off and tossed it into the bushes. I got to my knees and swiveled forward, hands up between my breasts.  
 
      
 
    “Please sir, let me get you hard again,” I whispered. I scooted forward and he took a step back. 
 
      
 
    “Really. I’m fine. Thanks.” He coughed. “You should, you know, get up. Let me unlock your wrists.” 
 
      
 
    I let out a little hysterical laugh. “Unlock me?” I shook my head. “I don’t deserve to be unlocked. I’m a fuck slut. A pain slut.” I put my hands down and thrust my tits out. “If you won’t let me suck you, then punish me. Clamp my tits again.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes widened and I got that “crazy bitch” look again. “You want me to put the clamps back on?” 
 
      
 
    I rolled my eyes and climbed to my feet. I spun around and found the clamps. Then I picked up the RVP, the stupid little cock dirty with leaves. “Sure! Why not! Stuff me again too while you’re at it! Leave me cumming against the tree.” I whirled and held it all out to him. 
 
      
 
    His eyes were a little wild, but he took the butterfly toy and the clamps. I spread my legs wide, practically daring him to do it. Then he wiped the phallus of the RVP with his hands, cleaning off the leaves. Slowly he slid it back up between my legs and worked it into my hole. I groaned, pumping my hips lewdly. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Oh yes,” I whispered. He knelt and quickly redid the harness, strapping it all in. “Turn it on,” I begged. He found the controls and this time I knew both sliders went to maximum because the synthetic cock inside me spun up out of control. I felt the waves of pleasure. It wasn’t going to take minutes. It was going to take seconds. 
 
      
 
    “The clamps,” I begged. “Please! Put the clamps on me.” 
 
      
 
    He bit his lip, but nodded. Then he grabbed me by the arm and pushed me. The little clearing spun and even as the orgasm built between my legs, I found myself leaning against the tree. A sharp pinch on my right nipple came and then his hand was on my back, pushing me forward. I felt the rough bark between my breasts and then my left nipple burned. 
 
      
 
    “There,” he said hurriedly. “All clamped.” 
 
      
 
    I panted and the orgasm hit me like a brick. I cried out in lustful need, exploding wetly, splattering the tree. My vision swam and white spots dotted the inside of my eyelids. The toy between my legs dug and spun and shook, sending a second wave of sweet orgasmic bliss through me. My labored breathing shattered the night even as my lustful moans filled the little clearing. Adrenaline kept me upright and trembling. 
 
      
 
    Until it didn’t. 
 
      
 
    I sagged against the tree, the sharp bite of the clover clamps on my nipples finally working through the sexual euphoria. I took a shuddering breath.  
 
      
 
    “That… that was amazing,” I said softly. “Can you let me go now?” 
 
      
 
    Crickets chirped. 
 
      
 
    “Sir?” I said, looking around. The darkness was pretty deep, the last vestiges of the sun gone. My eyes tried to pierce the shadows. “Sir?” 
 
      
 
    Silence. Cold, hard, silence. 
 
      
 
    I pulled backward in sudden alarm, only to get stopped short by the chain, tugging on my tits. My nipples got stretched painfully and worse, the clamps tightened abominably. My hands were down by my pussy and I managed to snag the wire and pull the controller to the RVP up. I slid the twin stats downward, slowing and reducing both the spin and rumble between my legs.  
 
      
 
    “Oh. Oh shit,” I said, to no one in particular. I looked down at the tree and my chest, wincing. My nipples were already starting to throb. Well… fuck. 
 
      
 
    I waited. Ten, twenty minutes. I’m not sure. The RVP spun inside me. I was wet. I was desperate. My nipples hurt badly. And then… then I heard footsteps, even over the sound of the motors between my legs. For the umpteenth time I weighed my options. My entire body ached and my nipples throbbed agonizingly every time I made the mistake of tipping away from the tree. I sucked in a painful breath, tilted my head back, and said the words loudly. Again. 
 
      
 
    “Help! Please! Help me!” I yelled. I listened. 
 
      
 
    And yes. The footsteps had stopped. 
 
      
 
    Thank God.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Breanne, for this assignment you will need marginally warm weather, a skimpy halter top easily pulled upward or downward to expose your magnificent chest, a pleated short skirt, your Rotating Venus Penis, a set of clover clamps, and a pair of handcuffs. Don't forget the key. Once appropriately attired, you will drive to a public, but hopefully for you, a secluded location. I suggest a jogging trail, where you can move a little ways into the woods. Attach the cuff key to the chain connecting the clover clamps, right in the middle. Find an appropriately sized tree, post, or signpost, bare your breasts, and clip the clover clamps so that the chain goes AROUND the tree or post. Turn the RVP to maximum. Now cuff yourself with your hands behind your back.  
 
      
 
    There are two ways to get free. First, you can pull until you manage to tug the clover clamps off your tits, thus allowing the chain to drop, giving you the ability to get the key and uncuff yourself. But that will hurt. Alot. I don't think you have the guts to do it. It might even tear your nipples. Think about that. Which means method number 2. Call for help from a passerby. That's right. Call for help. Plead. Beg. Explain your situation, how you put yourself in bondage because you are a nympho humiliation pain slut. What if your savior ends up being just another torment? Do you really think men will save you? 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 A Careful Walk 
 
      
 
    “Kari,” I whined from the stool opposite her desk. My bare knees were shaking and I could hear the creak of the chair. “I’m close…” I said, the words coming out breathless because I was panting, all sorts of pressures trying to overwhelm me. Kari glanced up at me. Her art desk was littered with drawings and there were various material scraps clipped to the edges. Her dark blue eyes took in my current state of distress and a small smirk crossed her lips. 
 
      
 
    “How close?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    My hips surged and my entire sex tightened up again. “Close!” I replied huskily. I wanted to add “damn it!” after my response, but that might have pissed her off, and since I was required to keep the tip of the vibrator against my exposed clit until she said to take it away, the last thing I wanted to do was irritate her. Instead I moved the tapered, shaking point in a tight circle, sending even more waves of exquisite bliss through my lower half. 
 
      
 
    “Hmmm,” she said, eyes studying the bright pink nub at the top of my slit. “You can stop now.” 
 
      
 
    I groaned as I pulled the toy away from the open gash between my legs. I knew better than to close my knees and instead I sat there trembling and wet in desire, my skirt up around my waist, my bare and denuded slit glistening in the light. The seat of the canvas stool was soaked and stained, the product of a number of similar events that had happened over the previous year.  
 
      
 
    Personally, I can’t imagine how having a five foot four and a quarter, one hundred and twenty pound, red headed girl, wearing a blue, pleated skirt, sans panties, and a bright yellow, button up blouse, sans bra, sitting across from you with her legs spread, rubbing a vibrator against her clit, could possibly improve your creativity. I think Kari must have been lying to me. Or maybe not. Who knows? Maybe me sitting there, panting and on the very edge of cumming is some sort of muse. She turned her head away from me as I sat there, still exposed, waiting for her next command. 
 
      
 
    Me? I was on the fucking edge, horny and desperate as hell. 
 
      
 
    Kari gave me about three minutes to calm down. I only barely managed to get control of my nerves and the shudders, letting them subside over the next few minutes. I still wanted to push the vibrator up into my body with hard, rapid thrusts, but failing that, I’d have been more than happy to turn on the vibroballs which were currently stuffed into my stupid, little, wet cunt. It wasn’t the first time that I’ve been literally at the mercy of my own needs. 
 
      
 
    The blonde goddess seated in front of me picked up a folded piece of white paper and lifted it up. “Here,” she said. “Today’s assignment.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “What?” I said stupidly. The paper wiggled in front of me and I reached up and took it. “You’ve got to be kidding me!” I said, somewhat angrily. “You can’t send me out on an assignment like this!” 
 
      
 
    Kari gave me a cool, appreciative look, her eyes lingering on the wet, pink slit still in prominent view. “Like what?” 
 
      
 
    I gestured downward. “All hot and bothered!” 
 
      
 
    Kari let out a laugh. “That is exactly how you need to be for this assignment,” she assured me. She motioned for me to read the paper and I opened it. 
 
      
 
    It took only seconds and my mouth went dry. I blinked in sudden understanding. It was conspiracy. Master Matt, Julie, and now Kari. I gave her a dark glower and she smiled. 
 
      
 
    “I suggest you get prepared and go now. I’ll meet you for lunch at twelve-thirty.” 
 
      
 
    I winced. I didn’t like that idea. Not at all. But it meant I had three hours. “Where?” I said as I finally hopped off of the stool, closing my knees for the first time in half an hour. I could feel the wetness on my thighs. I deliberately didn’t look at the canvas seat. It would have been embarrassing. 
 
      
 
    Kari shrugged. “There, at the mall. I’ll text you when it’s time.” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. The mall. Again. 
 
      
 
    Fuck. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Twenty minutes later I parked my car in the garage and looked down at the paper. I read through it once again, my heart racing, my nerves shot, and my pussy leaking copious amounts of fluid. Thank God I had vinyl car seats. I opened my coat, unbuttoning the buttons and exposing the bright yellow blouse beneath. A little lower was my skirt, my thighs creamy white, not to mention slick and glistening, beneath the hem. 
 
      
 
    It took me only a moment to dig the vibroballs remote out of my pocket. The bright purple line stretched from the battery pack and control knob down to my waistband where it then disappeared under the skirt. At least visually. I knew damn well where the wire ended up because I could feel it going into me, lightly grazing my labia before sinking into the dark, wet, warm depths of my pussy. I spun the dial, but only to the point where the double set of motors within me just barely began to rumble and I let out a low, soft moan as my pussy tightened around the toys. 
 
      
 
    This wasn’t going to be easy. 
 
      
 
    Next, I unbuttoned my shirt. There were six, white plastic buttons keeping it closed and as my fingers went down, a trail of slightly freckled skin appeared. The cleavage between my breasts was deepened by the cut of the shirt, and I resisted the urge to run my fingers over my pierced nipples. Such a caress would have set me off and starting this assignment with an orgasm was not the smartest thing to do. Of course, having one when I was about to finish would be similarly idiotic. I had to suck it up and just deal. Or not. 
 
      
 
    Then came the clothespin. There were six of them and I brought the first up to my right nipple, setting the wooden grip just behind the piercing. I figured the gold padlock and the peg could fight for real estate and I set the clothespin so that it was lined up at six o’clock, pointing downward from the center of my breast. The delicious pinching again almost set me off and I had to take several slow and deep breaths just to keep going. 
 
      
 
    Of course that meant adding a second clothespin to my bosom, latching the next one onto my left nipple in the same orientation as the first. In seconds there was a soft throbbing sensation coming from my bosom. I swallowed hard, then pulled the front of the skirt up, exposing the pink petals of my flower. I had four clothespins left. With my left hand I pinched my labia together, closing up my slit and I began placing three of my four remaining clothespins along my pussy, literally sealing it up. It didn’t hurt exactly, but it wasn’t comfortable either. There was a little bit of an ache, a reminder that I should be thinking about my sex, the rumbling vibroballs inside, and the inescapable fact that I was dripping almost constantly, aroused to a state where I was close to cumming. 
 
      
 
    And that left me one clothespin. I’m pretty sure you know where that one was destined to go. I let it close on my clitoral hood, biting into my clit, which was still quite swollen and definitely peeking out thanks to the half an hour of direct stimulation with Kari’s vibrator. Clamped and pinched, it was everything I could do to keep from pumping my hips, or just saying “fuck it” and masturbating to orgasm right there in the car. Trust me, it would have been fast. Thirty seconds or so. 
 
      
 
    But I am a submissive, a nympho humiliation pain slut, on an assignment, and I wasn’t supposed to cum. Not at all. Instead my instructions were simple. With my coat and shirt open, I was to walk three times around the mall, each time turning up the vibroballs. That meant my second lap would be conducted while the two balls were running along on medium. The last lap? Oh… full power. Wouldn’t that be fun? 
 
      
 
    On the flip side, twice per lap I was allowed to remove a single clothespin, starting with the ones holding my dripping snatch closed. The last one to go would be the one on my clit. I understood the mechanisms of my torment though. I’d have to watch how I walked, or the front of my coat and shirt would flash my tits to everyone. That meant moving ridiculously slow, extending my torment and making it even more likely that I’d experience an unauthorized orgasm. And Master Matt had left specific instructions that removing the clothespins had to be done in a public spot. All in all, I knew the likelihood of me making it through to my lunch with Kari, without cumming, was slim to none. But I had to try. Right? 
 
      
 
    I climbed out of the car and immediately realized how difficult it was going to be to keep my wardrobe from doing exactly what Matt, Julie, and Kari had wanted. My coat fell open and then my shirt flapped, a cool breeze dancing across my clothespinned nipples. I wasn’t allowed to pull it shut, but a moment later I jammed my hands into my coat pockets and this managed to get the material back together enough to keep me from blinding everyone with my tormented and impressive chest. I turned and faced the sky bridge between the parking garage and the mall itself and took a single, small step. In an instant I knew one very important thing. 
 
      
 
    I was fucked. 
 
      
 
    Oh, not literally. Well… okay. Literally. By the vibroballs. They swirled inside me, aggravating my initial condition to a point where orgasm was a foregone conclusion. Walking itself was going to be my downfall, as every step just made the pressure inside me build and build. And I wasn’t exactly starting at zero. Then, to make matters worse, the clothespins on my breasts and clit jiggled, while the pegs attached to my labia jabbed my thighs with every step. This made me want to waddle, which created a very unique posture, one that pretty much prevented my coat from closing, or my shirt from hiding my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t orgasm, Bre,” they said. Yeah. Right. 
 
      
 
    Getting into the mall wasn’t an issue, but the Galleria isn’t exactly built like other malls. There are literally anchor stores in the middle, some of which you have to pass through in order to get to other parts. Taking small, careful steps, hugging the wall and struggling to remain calm, expressionless, and soundless, despite the overwhelming sensations going through me, I walked through the place, managing to avoid exposure or orgasm, but garnering a number of very curious looks. 
 
      
 
    About ten minutes in, I stopped in an alcove, an entrance that wasn’t very busy. I turned my back to the concourse and quickly tugged up my skirt. It was quick, dirty, wet, and intense as I pulled the first of the clothespins off my labia and again I was this close to cumming. I closed my eyes, imagined mucking out horse stalls, and smoothed the front of my skirt down. The extra clothespin went into a coat pocket. So I started my walk again. 
 
      
 
    I can’t even begin to tell you how bad it was. I felt torn, half of me wanting to throw it all away and let the pressures affecting me to just have their way with me. The other half wanted to be a good girl, to try as hard as I could to follow Julie’s orders. So I plodded along, careful steps, wanting to cum and wanting to hold off. I made it back to my entry point and I removed another clothespin. It was dark and the wood wet. I tucked it into the same pocket as the first. 
 
      
 
    But the completion of a full lap meant that I had to turn the vibroballs up as well. They were on low and I pulled the control out of my coat’s inner pocket, only to ramp up the shaking sensation between my legs. My nipples seemed to throb in time to the pulse of my clit and I pocketed the remote and headed down the concourse, intent on another lap. 
 
      
 
    I noticed almost immediately a disparity between the first and second laps. The first time I walked the second floor I was a hell of a lot more worried about my shirt and coat flapping open. My entire body tingled and the sexual pressure built slowly. The second lap was a stark contrast. All I cared about was not cumming and it wasn’t until I got a number of very surprised looks that I even realized that I had a clothespinned tit hanging out. 
 
      
 
    I shrugged, jerked and jiggled, trying to get my boob back in and covered and that sure didn’t help the happy dance my hips were doing. I got halfway and removed clothespin number three and that helped. I could at least walk straight, but there was pussy juice halfway down my leg. Slowly though my brain lost traction. All I could think about was not cumming. Trying not to cum. Don’t cum. You can’t cum. Don’t. Stop. No. Don’t give in... 
 
      
 
    “Excuse me, miss. Did you know that your… um… shirt is open down the front?” 
 
      
 
    I looked down, my brain finally focusing on something other than my hyperactive clit. I looked up, eyes a little wild, mouth open, each breath a ragged attempt for my body to try and keep the status quo. The young man opposite me was blushing furiously. I swallowed hard and jammed a hand into my pocket. The coat swung closed, hiding my tit but pushing on the clothespin. Pain shot up through my breast and I clenched my teeth at the same time my entire lower half tightened around the vibroballs. 
 
      
 
    “Uh. Your shirt is still open,” he said. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Uh… I know,” I managed to reply. It came out sound like I was sitting on a pincushion. Or that I was under duress. 
 
      
 
    He gave me a peculiar look. “Are you okay?” 
 
      
 
    My hips jerked forward and my sex pulsed around the vibroballs. I could feel the clothespin on my clit palpitating. My eyes widened as I realized rather belated that I couldn’t actually take any more. Another step, another pulse, being seen. I was done. This was it. Boom 
 
      
 
    “Help me,” I whispered, hard and intently. “I’m cumming!” And then I grabbed him and held on as my entire body shook violently. His eyes widened and he helped me walk to the side of the concourse, into a semi-private little window where I continued the process. Fluids streamed down my legs, my nervous system short circuited and my neural synapses started misfiring. Pain and pleasure melded and my endocrine system responded by dumping about six billion gallons of adrenaline into my bloodstream. This just made the shakes and tremors twice as violent as I held onto my new friend. Of course at the same time oxytocin, dopamine, and endorphins where flooding my brainpan, reassuring me that yes, despite the fact that I was publicly humiliating myself, while consensually inflicting pain on three, high impact nerve points, all while trying not to actually cum, I was in fact, having a very, very good time. 
 
      
 
    Oooh boy. 
 
      
 
    I let out a choked and ragged gasp. There was just too much going on. I felt obliterated, like I’d been blown out of an air cannon at a brick wall and plastered over six feet of space. My knees buckled and I clung to the young man, who was practically having a conniption himself. I had no idea how he’d interpreted my wild, lust filled cry, the declaration of sexual impropriety, but other than the fact that one hand was up under my shirt, dangerously close to my bare breast, he seemed to be handling it well. At least, he was giving me all the support I’d currently asked for. Finally I took a deep breath and our eyes met. He was practically vibrating with panic. It was sort of cute. 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked him softly, weakly. 
 
      
 
    “AM I okay?” He replied in astonishment. “What the hell?” 
 
      
 
    I laughed, or at least I tried too. My nipples were starting to hurt again. The edge was wearing off. I’d come, and that was it. Shit. I glanced around and bit my lip. “Do you have a moment?” I begged him. “Please?” 
 
      
 
    He looked at me in utter confusion as I moved his hand upward. His fingers touched my breast, then the clothespin and I moaned softly. He almost bolted. 
 
      
 
    “Please? Please? I’ll make it worth your while?” I urged. Then, just to make thing easier, I pulled on him. He followed right along, his body agreeing even if his mind wasn’t made up. I tugged him into the nearest store, one I’d been in before, and in moments we had made our way to the back and I pulled him into one of the changing rooms. 
 
      
 
    At that point I didn’t bother with the coat or the shirt. Both breasts were hanging out, nicely accessorized with the wooden clothespins clinging to my nipples. I pushed him up against the wall and sank to my knees, my hands already going to his belt, sliding over the growing bulge beneath the material. 
 
      
 
    What was I thinking? I wasn’t. At least not the way you would think. Some part of me knew that I had to put the clothespins back on, and that I’d basically thrown away everything I’d accomplished in the hour and a half I’d been there. But the vibroballs were still going, my nipple and clit still throbbed and now I had cock. I wanted that. I needed that. 
 
      
 
    “What are you…?” He began as I practically tore him out of his pants. His cock sprang out at me, hard and ready and my answer was to devour his entire length, wrapping my lips around him and sucking voraciously. My head bobbed and he groaned, all thought leaving his head. It was a frantic, crazy three minutes of slurping as he pumped himself down my throat. Then my fingers fumbled for my purse and I managed to get the condom out. I pulled myself off him, just as his face was turning red with need and he watched, more than a little wild-eyed as I popped the condom into my mouth like chewing gum. Then I went back down on him. Two strokes later he was sheathed and I stood up, then sat down on the bench to my back. I lifted my legs, the coat and shirt spreading open even as the skirt rode up. He saw my pussy for the first time, the single clothespin still dangling from my clit. 
 
      
 
    “Take it off,” I urged him as I grabbed hold of the wire going to the vibroballs. “Fuck me, please?” He watched as I tugged the toys out and the motorized roar filled the little cubicle. I switched them off and then pointed downward, right at the gaping mouth of my hungry little slit. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t need to be told twice. I gasped, jamming a knuckle into my mouth as he plucked the wooden peg off my sex, tossing it to the floor. Then he got down on his knees, moved forward, and drove himself into the gaping, wet, pink slit between my outstretched thighs. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t clean sex, or pretty sex, or even efficient sex. Anytime you are getting screwed somewhere you can’t lay horizontal makes for some rather pornographic positions that don’t translate well to pleasure. But I can tell you one thing - having cock inside me was worth a million uncomfortable positions. He pumped eagerly, clearly on edge from the work of both my mouth and the rather unique and interesting situation I’d placed him in. He thrust himself eagerly into my dripping sex and we gyrated with soft grunts and moans until I felt him stiffen inside me. I wrapped my feet around him, locking my ankles. 
 
      
 
    “Cum in me,” I groaned, though the condom really defeated the point of that statement. I’m not above using a bit of theatrics to get my lovers in the right mindset. Besides, evidently it was a turn on because a moment later he was spurting, filling the prophylactic in three easy bursts. The aftermath was messy, and he was still in shock. It was kind of cute. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t believe…” he stammered. His eyes were bright and disbelieving, as if he couldn’t process what we’d just done. I picked up the vibroballs in one hand, even as I fished the clothespins I’d taken off during my mall walk out of my pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Just wait,” I said darkly, holding up the wet, stained wooden peg. “Until you see what I ask you to do next.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    An hour and twenty minutes later the seater showed me to Kari’s table and I sat down carefully, flushed and delicate. Kari gave me a studious look, as if she were trying to determine just how bad things were. 
 
      
 
    “I can hear the vibroballs,” she said a moment later. “So I presume they’re on full power.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded carefully, not quite willing to speak. Kari smiled softly. “That means you had an orgasm, despite being told not to.” 
 
      
 
    A little surge of anger gave me a bit more control. “After being sabotaged you mean.” 
 
      
 
    Kari’s grin got a little wider. “So the real question is whether you have more laps to do after we eat.” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head. “No, that isn’t the real question.” 
 
      
 
    Kari’s eyebrow went up. “It isn’t? You obviously broke the rules and came, requiring you to put the clothespins that you’d already taken off back on. The vibroballs are still on full power, and an accounting of how many laps you’ve still to accomplish will tell me all I wish to know. 
 
      
 
    I let out a laugh, feeling the power. She just watched me. I giggled. It was a touch hysterical. Finally I gave her a wild look. 
 
      
 
    “The real question,” I said conspiratorially, “is how many times I’ve put the clothespins back on?” 
 
      
 
    Kari’s eyes widened in shock and her mouth curled up into a grin. “Why you perfect, wonderful slut!” She reached out and patted my hand. “Good for you!” 
 
      
 
    I blushed crimson. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, I still want to know how many laps you still have to do,” Kari added as I lifted the menu and began to peruse the items. 
 
      
 
    I glanced up at her. “It’s a polite way of finding out what parts of my body are still being tormented with clothespins? And how many strangers I still need to ask to help me remove them? And just how many cocks I might have to suck as a reward?” 
 
      
 
    Kari settled back. “Precisely. All those questions, answered with a single number.” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath, not caring as my coat and shirt opened, flashing a long strip of white, creamy skin, pink nipple and wooden peg. 
 
      
 
    “How many laps do I have left?” I gave her a dark, sultry look. Then I let out an evil little laugh. I was going to have to walk carefully indeed. 
 
      
 
    “Why… all of them.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Breanne, we’ll be taking Master Matt’s suggestion of another mall walk, but we have to tweak it a bit. First, you will wear your yellow button up the front, short sleeve blouse. I know! It’s not see-thru! That made you excited, didn’t it? But here’s the kicker. Once you park I want you to unbutton the whole thing. That’s right. It should be completely open down the front. In addition, no bra for you. As for the skirt, we’ll scrap Matt’s waiver about it being knee length - you can wear the nice blue pleated one. That will maximize exposure while still remaining legal - most of the time. No panties though. I’ve got a better idea. 
 
      
 
    You will be stuffed with your vibroballs. Turn them to low the moment you park of course, even before you unbutton your blouse. Then take out the clothespins. You’ll need six of them. In the car put a peg on each nipple (yes, you may set them on from the bottom, but that’s the only thing I’ll give you.) Then put a clothespin on your clit. The last three clothespins should be placed on your labia, closing them up. Uncomfortable? That’s the idea. 
 
      
 
    Lastly, I know you’ll be wearing a coat. You may not button that up either. So how do you keep from exposing your tits to everyone? Be careful. Be very careful. And what are you supposed to do? Simple. Three laps around the mall. On half of each lap you will find a secluded but public spot (so no hiding in dressing rooms) where you will remove one clothespin, starting with the three on your labia and ending with the one on your clit. At the conclusion of each lap you will turn the vibroballs up one level. No cumming. 
 
      
 
    Still, I suspect you might cum. If you do, then only one things changes. You have to find a volunteer to remove the clothespins from that point on. Oh, and just in case - though I can’t imagine you’d need it. Additional orgasms mean you have to put any clothespins you’ve already taken off, back on. Only to be removed by a willing strangers you’ve exposed yourself too. 
 
      
 
    So have fun on your walk! Hope you cum plenty! - Love, Julie 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Portfolio 
 
      
 
    I stepped up to the front door and rang the bell, my weight shifting from one foot to the other as I waited. It was the heels I was wearing, the five inches of lift forcing each foot into a delicate, visually stunning arch, while making both my feet and back ache. The portfolio book Kari had given me forty minutes before was in my right hand, heavy and cumbersome, no doubt filled to the brim with drawings and material samples. As the seconds ticked by, I had to remind myself that the house itself was huge, with eight bedrooms, four and a half baths, a stroke pool, spa and even a sauna. More of a mansion really, than a house. If our client, Mr. Darsten, happened to be on the other side of the massive floorplan, it could literally take him a minute or two to get to the front door. The last time I’d been there I’d joked that he needed one of those Segway scooters, just to get from the master bath to his bedroom. He’s agreed with me, laughing. 
 
      
 
    I smoothed down my dress. I hadn’t been expecting to get sent out on errands when I’d slipped into my attire that morning. Kari had bought the outfit, not to mention requested me to wear it, so it wasn’t like I had a choice. She purchased all of my so called “work clothes”. I was grateful, but I sometimes wished that they all didn’t go a few steps beyond risqué and venture into the “almost pornographic” category. The top half of my dress was nothing but two strips of sheer white fabric barely covering my full breasts and the gold piercings and padlock that decorated my nipples were obscenely in view through the translucent shirt. So were the full, pink circles of my areola. I’d driven to work with one arm wrapped around my top, just to keep other drivers from getting a glimpse of something that made them want to get a second look - thus causing a wreck. 
 
      
 
    The skimpy top half of the dress then melded into the bottom, which was a mix of black and white, again in long panels, that went down mid-calf. I liked the length, but none of the panels were connected, leaving every swing of my leg literally stepping out of the dress itself, exposing an indecent amount of skin. I had to be careful too. Large steps could show way more than I’d have preferred, and since Kari had made it clear that I wasn’t permitted panties, more meant something pink and wet. 
 
      
 
    I glanced back over my shoulder. The yard was brown, thanks to the south Texas winter, which was at that particular moment a comfortable seventy-four degrees and I took a deep breath. If Mr. Darsten was actually home, I could drop this off and I’d be done for the day. No more humiliation sitting in the front of Kari’s office. No more stimulation enduring one of Kari’s sex toys. Just me. I could get out of the ridiculous, sexually suggestive outfit and into blue jeans and a tee shirt, or maybe gym shorts. Yeah. Gym shorts… 
 
      
 
    I heard the door open behind me. I whirled and Mr. Darsten stood there, his penetrating brown eyes taking in my outfit. I felt the blush creep across my cheeks. He’d done the same thing two weeks before when I’d come out with Kari to do the initial evaluation. Of course the outfit I was wearing then wasn’t quite as indecent as what I had on now, but it had some suggestive elements that left little to the imagination. It hadn’t helped that I’d been stuffed with a vibrator that day either. My hips hadn’t stood still a single moment and he’d certainly noticed my indiscretion. Cumming in front of other people, even quietly, isn’t the sort of thing they forget. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed, then smiled with nervous embarrassment. “I’m sorry to disturb you Mr. Darsten. I’m not sure if you remember me, but my name is…” 
 
      
 
    “Breanne. You are Kari Ander’s assistant,” he said both promptly and with a smile. “How could I possible forget you? Come in, come in. I presume you’ve brought some of the initial designs?” His eyes flickered down from my chest to the leather portfolio case in my hand. 
 
      
 
    I grinned. I guess he did remember me. But then, considering he hadn’t been able to keep his eyes off me the day I’d walked around behind Kari, dressed in the stiletto heels, black mini skirt, and white button up blouse with my breasts threatening at every moment to pop what few buttons had been left on the shirt, I can kind of understand it. 
 
      
 
    I held up the portfolio case. “Yes sir. I have it right here.” 
 
      
 
    He backed up and gestured, a polite, welcoming motion of the hand and I stepped into his home. No Segway. He must have walked. Mr. Darsten was in his late fifties, his hair shot with silver, and he had a warm, engaging smile. I had no idea what he did for a living, but whatever it was had served him well. His home was huge and filled with art. In fact, that’s what Kari had been hired to handle. He’d wanted one room turned into something resembling a gallery. In a cave. With a water feature. Not easy, but something my best friend and boss could easily handle. He led me down the hall and to the left. I expected him to show me into one of the sitting rooms, but instead he walked me through the massive great room in the center of the house and then to the dining room. The table was designed to seat at least twelve and I had a pretty good suspicion that sixteen could have feasted easily enough. Had I been laid out like a buffet, tied to each end, I wouldn’t have stretched across more than half of it. 
 
      
 
    “Here, just put it there,” he said, pointing at the table. 
 
      
 
    I nodded and lifted the case. It was leather and easily the size of a briefcase, with a heavy metal zipper down along the side. As I put it down I noticed him staring at me. 
 
      
 
    “Mr. Darsten?” I asked. “Is everything alright?” 
 
      
 
    He blinked and looked up at my face. I’m actually used to that. Many men seem to become focused on my chest. Sometimes it baffles me, since I’m not exactly sporting a pair of double d’s here. I’m a “pair of grapefruits” only, which is hardly something to get excited about unless you’re about to give them a good whipping. 
 
      
 
    “What?” He said suddenly. “Oh. Yes. I’m sorry. I just got distracted.” 
 
      
 
    I smiled again, the heat of my blush going down my neck this time. “I’m sorry if I’m causing you any undue distress sir.” I apologized. I didn’t say for what, though I would have thought that obvious. Gosh. I’m sorry for walking into your house dressed like a hooker?  Gosh, I’m sorry that my physical presence is making you think of throwing me down on your expensive table and fucking my brains out? 
 
      
 
    My open-ended apology made his eyes narrow in confusion. But then he took the gentleman’s way out. 
 
      
 
    “Distress? On the contrary, I’m just an old man graced to be in the presence of a very attractive, young woman.” 
 
      
 
    Well, there was no chance my blushing cheeks were going to go back to normal. Not after that. I bit my lip and took a deep breath. I couldn’t help noticing that his eyes had gone right back to the white covered mounds with the gold tips at the front of my dress. I turned a little way and bent over the table, my fingers finding the zippers of the portfolio. Without my breasts to look at, I hoped that he was focusing on what I was doing, but a quick glance back told me I was out of luck. Evidently my ass was way more interesting. 
 
      
 
    Still, when I opened the case his natural curiosity and superior human intellect took over. Life isn’t just about procreation. Or recreation for that matter. He’d hired us… okay… he’d hired Kari… to do a job and he was understandably curious about what she intended. Here were some design options for him to look over. All I had to do was stand there, answer any immediate questions to the best of my ability and refer him to Kari for the tough stuff. I unfolded the case and laid it out. 
 
      
 
    And froze. 
 
      
 
    The contents were mostly what I was expecting. There were some preliminary drawings, two or three in colored pencil, along with some magazine clippings. There were some pictures too of various rock structures, waterfalls, even some fountains. None of this was out of the ordinary and I’d been expecting it. Hell, I’d sat there watching as she’d put much of it together. But there was one item there on the very first page that made my mouth run dry and my pussy run wet. I blinked, trying to figure out a way to ignore it. Maybe he’d just think it was an office product, like a paper clip, or a binder clamp or… or… 
 
      
 
    “What’s this?” Mr. Darsten asked, pointing at the eight inch long steel chain. I stifled the groan that threatened to escape my throat and I shifted my weight again, not because of the heels, but because of my body’s usual reaction to situations like this. I licked my lips, trying to figure out what to say. I reached down and pinched open the alligator clamp that hung on the left of the drawing, then unclipped the other side. Now he could see the illustration without impediment. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” I said nonchalantly. “That’s uh… that’s for me.” I took the chain and cupped it in my palm, hiding it away. 
 
      
 
    He blinked, clearly inquisitive. “May I see it?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip, but nodded. I held it out and let one end drop. Close examination would make it obvious that it wasn’t something we picked up from Office Depot. 
 
      
 
    “Curious,” he said, running the chain through his hands until the electrician’s clamps on either end were held between his fingers. He stretched the chain outward as I turned toward him. “What is this for?” He asked. 
 
      
 
    It might have been rhetorical. But then again it might not have been. I’m many things, but one thing I’m not is a liar. Oh sure, I may exaggerate - especially in my writing because I’m not only going from memory, which is far from reliable, especially when remembering the exact order of how some sadistic dominatrix attached clothespins to your sensitive parts, or what I said while screaming in orgasmic ecstasy. But for the most part, I like to keep things straight in my head. And that means being open and honest. 
 
      
 
    “It’s uh… jewelry,” I blurted. “For me. Kari must have felt that I’d want it.” I held out my hand. “If you’ll give it back I’ll put it away.” 
 
      
 
    His eyes narrowed skeptically. “Jewelry?” 
 
      
 
    I looked away, getting even more uncomfortable. “Yes sir.” 
 
      
 
    He smiled. “You don’t have to put it away. In fact, I’d love to see it on.” 
 
      
 
    I didn’t physically flinch, but emotionally I did. Half of me wanted to run while the other half wanted to pull open the white fabric covering my tits. Instead I blushed furiously, this time with the heat creeping all the way down to my chest. 
 
      
 
    “I’m… I’m not quite sure it’s appropriate sir,” I whispered. 
 
      
 
    He held up the chain, almost as if he already knew exactly where the clamps were going to go. 
 
      
 
    His head swung to the side. “It’s not appropriate? How so?” He asked innocently. 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips, then made the decision. I brought my hands up and for a second I think he believed I was going to take the clamps and chain from him. He pulled back. Instead I put my fingers against the hollow of my throat. My eyes were locked on his, but he wasn’t looking at my face. Oh God no. My fingers slid downward along the sides of the white panels, but where they billowed outward to enfold my breasts, I stayed straight, pulling on the material. It wasn’t elastic or even stretchable, and as I drew my fingers down to each nipple the cloth covering my bosom had no choice but to yield. Mr. Darsten’s eyes widened slightly as my nails got to the center of each breast and I felt a tingle of excitement, my nipples hardening instantly. I drew the material outward, which had the added effect of pushing my breasts together and making an impressively dark cleavage. 
 
      
 
    “You can put them on me now, sir.” I said softly. “Behind the piercings, please.” 
 
      
 
    For a long moment neither of us moved. He stared at my exposed breasts, the nipples hard and wanting, pierced with gold hoops, the right side further weighted by the gold padlock emblazoned with a black enameled rose with gilded petals. Soon the only thing I could sense was the deep, chest-lifting breaths and the beat of my heart. Then, slowly both clamps opened, his fingers squeezing the ends tight. 
 
      
 
    My lips opened and a little shudder of expectation just made the whole thing sweeter. Slowly Mr. Darsten’s hands got closer and closer. I felt a light tremble as the excitement rushed through me and I gasped a little as the cold metal grazed my flesh. Finally he let the steel toothed jaws close on the pink tips with a sigh of satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    From him. I on the other hand gasped as shards of pain burst at the tip of each breast, shot through to my heart, found my spine, and then went straight down to the sodden swamp between my legs. I groaned, not even realizing that I’d thrust my hips forward lewdly. Every part of my body seemed to vibrate with need and I had no idea that just the act of having my nipples pinched and clamped could be so… so… so exotically vibrant. 
 
      
 
    He let go, letting his thumbs graze my nipples and the weight of the chain pulled down on my chest. I took another deep breath, more pain shooting through my body and I looked up at him, meeting his gaze. I could feel the tingling throb already beginning as my heart labored to push blood into my steel bitten nipples, but it was nothing compared to the throbbing need I felt between my legs. 
 
      
 
    I took another deep breath, then nodded. “Thank you, sir.” 
 
      
 
    The words seemed to shatter the spell and he blinked, tearing his eyes away from my clamped tits. “Uh… yes. I mean… very nice.” 
 
      
 
    I tilted my head sideways. “Does it please you?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    He grinned. “It does indeed. But I have to ask. Doesn’t it hurt?” He glanced down at the clamp on my left nipple. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “A bit sir. But these clamps aren’t as bad as my clover clamps. Those hurt much worse.” 
 
      
 
    That made his eyes widen slightly. “Oh. So you like it?” 
 
      
 
    I bit my lip. How to explain? Did I confess that part of me hated it, the exposure, the pain, the humiliation of it? That some little innocent, good, more wholesome aspect of my personality cringed and cried, thrust into some tiny little closet to be tortured every time I was subjected to something like this? Or did I try to articulate how the demon inside me needed to be fed, fed on the tears of that sweet, innocent little girl in the closet? Could I even make sense of how her humiliation, her pain, her abuse only made the demon’s arousal stronger, more powerful, and how when satisfaction came it was her suffering that made it all worthwhile? Could I explain the dichotomy of that relationship? 
 
      
 
    I licked my lips. “Yes sir. It turns me on.” 
 
      
 
    He thought about that for a moment. “I see.” He said nothing else and the silence stretched out until it became uncomfortable. Finally I straightened, my nipples throbbing, but I didn’t cover them up. Instead I turned back toward the portfolio. I had a presentation to give. Bare breasted and clamped. 
 
      
 
    I began laying out the pictures. They were beautiful. Kari really had a gift and Mr. Darsten dutifully looked at each and every one. He even asked a few good question, some of which I had to politely defer to Kari. But through it all there was the unspoken fact that my breasts, clamped and bare and hanging like ripe fruit in front of him, were ever present and waiting. 
 
      
 
    Close to finishing the presentation, I turned the last page of the portfolio. Kari usually placed material worksheets in the back and once more I froze. Mr. Darsten didn’t say anything, but his hand reached forward and picked up the small leather paddle that had been stuck between the estimates, one detailing the cost of stone, the other of textured concrete. My mouth went dry as my eyes widened and he held up the sap, studying it, trying to discern its purpose. It was short and rectangular, with a flexible pad of ebony colored leather. A shrewd eye might have seen the faint discoloration, the stains marking the leather, wetness absorbed from repeated beatings. The handle was a rich, dark wood, rounded and smooth, the perfect width and knobby shape for being held firmly by the hand, or to be slid deep into a waiting, wet receptacle. 
 
      
 
    His eyes shifted toward me and I could tell he was trying not to grin. “I presume this is yours as well?” 
 
      
 
    Another blush. I was getting good at it. 
 
      
 
    Was the sap mine? I suppose one could argue that point of view. I’d felt its bite more times than I could possibly recount. It had tasted my flesh, kept abreast, and struck my very soles. It had loved me and hated me and hurt me and penetrated me. I’d touched every part of it but never held it. But how could I explain this to the man in front of me? There was such depth here. 
 
      
 
    “Yes sir. It’s mine,” I whispered. “But not as its wielder. Only as its target.” 
 
      
 
    He studied my expression, seeing both my reluctance and hunger. I could feel the wetness of my arousal sliding down my thighs and I didn’t even realize that I’d pressed my pubis against the edge of his table, grinding in need. 
 
      
 
    “I see,” he said softly. He held the sap up and tipped it forward until the soft, flexible leather edge rested upon one of my clamped nipples. “And what part, exactly, has been the target?” He lifted the sap away from my breast, then let it fall softly. The impact was physically light, only the barest of taps, even though my nipple was already clamped, sensitive, and turgid. But inside me, spiritually, it was a blow that could fell the strongest will. I let out a short gasp, my entire body trembling and I reached up to my shoulders. Our eyes met and his gaze burrowed into my soul, stripping away the simplistic truths, unraveling my thoughts and words until I was left with nothing but deeds. My hands slipped, catching the shoulder straps of the dress. And the whole thing fell free, dropping to the floor around my high heels. 
 
      
 
    “Every part, sir,” I said softly. I reached out with both hands, but while my right found the hand holding the leather sap, my other found the growing bulge in his trousers. I pushed his hand back, lifting the little paddle from my breast. 
 
      
 
    “Please sir? Please?” I begged, pleading. “Please use me? Please hurt me? Please take me?” 
 
      
 
    His hand twitched and a look of indecision crossed his face. “This is what you want? You like this?” 
 
      
 
    Did I want it? To be paddled, hurt, abused and used? Finally. I sighed in relief, my eyes brightening, my mouth curling up into a smile. I leaned backward and put my palms down on the table behind me, even as I spread my feet wide, the high heels clicking on the floor, exposing the dripping petals of my slit. His eyes feasted upon my body even as my expression changed into one of sultry, seductive, provocative irresistibility. The words formed on my lips as I offered myself up. This time there were no half-truths, no obfuscations. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said assuredly. “Oh yes. I want this. Whatever you want to do to me. Use the paddle, smack my breasts, my pussy, my bottom. Touch me, clamp me, pinch me, hurt me. I’m yours.” Then I closed my eyes, lifted my chin, and held my breath. The leather sap swung downward. I heard it. Then came the sharp sting and my breast was smashed flat for just a moment. The alligator clamp twisted and I cried out, knees buckling slightly as the pain rushed through me. I gasped and straightened, totally expecting another stroke. But Mr. Darsten stood there, his face flushed with excitement, hand raised, but frozen. 
 
      
 
    Our eyes met and I could see a slight uncertainty in his eyes. He was unsure. Had he done too much? Was I going to yell and scream and run? Was the naked girl in front of him really the kind of woman who enjoyed being abused? 
 
      
 
    I smiled and the disquiet left his eyes. The corners of his mouth curled upward and we looked at each other, one of us dressed, one of us naked, both of us needing. 
 
      
 
    “Where next?” He asked, wiggling the leather sap. 
 
      
 
    I moved my foot even further out, my soft, pink folds wet and desperate. My clit seemed to swell with need, peeking out of the clitoral hood with urgency. I gave him another steamy, sultry smirk. 
 
      
 
    “Where ever you want, sir,” I said. “But that sap works better, when you’ve gotten it a little bit wet.”  I brought one hand forward and traced a line down from the chain clinging to my nipples, around my belly button and down to my soaked slit. I pushed a finger in, pumping eagerly, only to pull it out and put it in my mouth. His eyes widened. 
 
      
 
    “You’d like that?” He asked as he brought the sap downward to his hip. 
 
      
 
    I had to put my hand back down on the table, but I nodded. “It’s not about what I like, but what you’d like. But if you really want to know… then yes. Yes please. Right there.” I closed my eyes, chest panting with the stress, the pressure, the urgency. Had I communicated properly? Had I explained how this all worked? Were there doubts? Questions? Concerns? Did he… 
 
      
 
    The leather paddle swung upward and smashed hard into my pussy. Shards of light and agony burst through me and I cried out in sexual perfection, hips thrusting, pumping wildly. The sap smacked me again and I lost it, whimpering and moaning, reveling in the sweet sensation, rough and smooth, light and dark, innocence and desire. I opened my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “It’s wet now,” Mr. Darsten said, holding the sap. He was tense, his body straining and I could tell that he needed to fuck me. “But I don’t know what to do. I want to use this, all over your body, in every nook and cranny. And I want you now, I want to throw you down on this table and just ram myself into you. I’ve never felt this torn in my life,” he admitted. 
 
      
 
    I twisted and pushed the portfolio down the massive table, clearing a space. Then I hopped up, spreading my legs, laying back. He watched me wildly, hungrily, like a cheetah prepared to spring, like a wild boar thinking of charging. Then, knees bent and spread, my pussy there at the edge, dripping onto the wooden table top, I said the only thing I could, the only thing that would encompass everything he was feeling. 
 
      
 
    Our eyes met and I licked my lips. The hell with gym shorts or blue jeans. This was what I was meant for. Mr. Darsten looked at me, every fiber of his being wanting something that I could give him. He didn’t have to choose. Not when I could do it for him. I crooked a single finger and motioned him closer. One step. And another, until he was there, right there, inches away. Then I spoke the words we each needed to hear. 
 
      
 
    “Why not do both?” 
 
      
 
    Gregory Darsten smiled, one hand unbuckling his pants even as he lifted the soaked leather sap up high. 
 
      
 
    And both is what he did. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Décolletage 
 
      
 
    03/20/17 
 
      
 
    I gripped the edge of my desk with white fingers and stared out through the glass. The atrium had been unusually busy that morning, though thankfully none of the passersby had been clients of Kari Anders and her interior design firm. Most of them hadn’t even been walking directly by the transparent walled front of our little corner of the building’s ground floor. Instead I’d watched in stressed terror as each person had crossed the wooden bridge spanning the small, inside, faux creek that bubbled its way from one side of the lobby to the other, all to visit the touchscreen directory. 
 
      
 
    God, I hate that directory. From the day the workmen put it in, it has caused me nothing but headache. There, on the opposite side of the atrium from where I usually sit, a simple look to the right reveals a not very pretty, but somewhat cute redhead, sitting at a desk, fairly well illuminated by the overhead lighting, wearing an outfit more suitable for a pornoflick entitled “Slut Secretaries of Houston” rather than the office of an interior designer. And yes, that morning was no different.   
 
      
 
    A casual observer would have noticed that my hips were grinding as I sat there in front of my laptop computer. I was paying absolutely no attention to the words on the screen, lost as usual, in the sexual torment that is routinely inflicted upon me as part of my role as “personal assistant” to the boss. My chest was heaving, bosom tight against the material of my shirt, and my thoughts couldn’t help but go constantly down to the tips of each breast. Wrapped around each nipple, behind the gold hoop piercings, not to mention the gold padlock dangling from the circular wire on the right, where a pair of not-too-tight rubber rings. They were effectively clamps of a sort, but not the kind I was used to. They didn’t hurt. At all. Instead they just made my nipples feel as if someone were holding on to them, not to mention making my bosom look grotesque, what with the gold hoops and padlock now all poking out. The skin-tight blouse left absolutely nothing to the imagination either. It might as well have been transparent. 
 
      
 
    From the directory, I knew that even the most unobservant of men couldn’t help but notice the fact that my panties, a pretty, lacy sort of thing, in scarlet no less, were haphazardly wrapped around my right ankle. This interesting fact would draw the eye upward, because if a girl’s panties are hanging off of one foot, then obviously they aren’t between her legs. The natural reaction is to look up. Here things got dicey. I was pressed up to the edge of the desk, which was good, because my skirt was pulled up and wrapped around my waist. When Kari had ordered me to lower my panties down to my ankles and let the chair keep the Monster Vibrator in my pussy, I knew instinctively what she planned to do with the twelve inch long plastic rod she’d given me. And I’d been right. Even before she got back to her desk, the damn thing had been spinning up, rumbling with all three motors, vibrating in a complicated and sophisticated pattern, surrounded by my very moist slit, teasing me. Pushing me. Tormenting me. Now my pussy was a sodden swamp and there was no doubt my fine, leather chair was going to need a serious wipe down when I finally was permitted to get up. I couldn’t help it. I groaned. 
 
      
 
    Another visitor at the directory. I sat there, frozen with panic, my sweet, little slit convulsing rapidly around the vibrator. He tapped the screen, read the results, and then, just as I expected, turned and looked right at me. 
 
      
 
    My eyes went left and right as I neared both orgasm and panic. This was not the time to have someone come up. Was he coming here? Every once in a while, someone would come in, asking a question about another tenant. I lived in perpetual fear of getting caught. A series of spasms rocked me again and I resisted the urge to plunge a hand down between my legs to rub my clit, or reach up and tug my shirt down, just to tease or pinch a nipple. He headed my way, his eyes tracing my outlines, like a pair of hands caressing me and I realized that the orgasm was coming and I was about to pop like a bottle of recently shaken soda. He came closer. Then closer. 
 
      
 
    And turned, heading up the stairs. If he saw my panties, or my dripping slit, or my breasts, right through the shirt, he ignored it. Thank God. I sighed in relief. But only for a second. 
 
      
 
    Oh. Right. The orgasm. 
 
      
 
    My knees hit the desk drawer sides, as wide apart as I could get them. My sex tightened rhythmically around the long, plastic rod inside me, pulsing with a dark, wet need so strong that I was slinging my hips back and forth, making both the chair, and even the desk, rock. I kept as close to the edge as I could, trusting in the lack of light between my thighs, to keep my open legs, not to mention the vibrator, invisible to anyone glancing over. Thank God Kari has never purchased a dildo with little lights on it. Wouldn’t that be obscene? 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and let out a low, high pitched whine that I knew would be audible down the hall and in Kari’s office. Then the release came, with no one standing at the directory, or in front of me, and in relief, I let the sensation overwhelm me. 
 
      
 
    Orgasm is one of those things that come in different intensities. Most people get into a comfortable range where they feel the euphoric bliss, along with a momentary happiness. I have those too, usually by myself, using just my fingers or a dildo, laying in my own bed, in private. They’re nice. They relax me. They feel good. 
 
      
 
    But those aren’t the kind of orgasms I prefer. See, there are ways to intensify those sensations, to supercharge them, and Kari knows which of those “intensifiers” to inflict upon me. I thought making me wear my panties down around my ankle was particularly evil. I mean, anyone looking over would have seen that and wondered. And the rubber rings around the tips of my breasts? I couldn’t keep my thoughts off my tits. Of course, the pattern of the motors going on and off in the Monster Vibrator wasn’t easy to bear either. 
 
      
 
    So yes, the orgasm was turbulently fervent and about ten seconds after closing my eyes, I heard knuckles rapping on the glass. 
 
      
 
    “Helloooo Breannnnneeee!” My eyes snapped open to see Jose, our building’s day porter, grinning like the Cheshire Cat, standing at the window. The man seemed to have a sixth sense about when I was having moments like this and he pointed downward, under the desk, and then gave me the thumbs up sign. 
 
      
 
    That’s when the second wave of my orgasm hit. Because the only thing more intensifying than the risk of being humiliated in such a way, is to actually get caught doing it. Even if it was Jose. 
 
      
 
    I groaned and trembled while Jose pretended to wash the lower half of our office’s windows, no doubt enjoying the view of my vibrator stuffed snatch. I felt the juices pouring out of me, seeping back along my bottom and when the last bit of my climax left me breathless, I let out a soft groan and folded, putting my head down on the desk. The vibrator slowed, tingled, and then went silent. 
 
      
 
    Kari knew I’d cum. She must have heard me and turned off the vibrator. 
 
      
 
    “Breanne? Breanne? Can you please come here?” Kari called out from the back. 
 
      
 
    I raised my head. Jose was still cleaning the window and I couldn’t help it. I closed my legs. He gave me a disappointed frown and I reached down, grabbing my panties, threaded my left foot through them, and stood, pulling the lace upward. Jose’s eyes widened and then brightened as I stood up and he got to see everything for just a moment as I pulled my panties back into place, letting the lace crotch catch hold of the vibrator. I tugged my skirt back down, ignoring the wetness of my thighs. Again I got a beaming smile and a thumbs up sign, like I was some sort of trucker. I sighed, opened a drawer, pulled out a package of wet wipes, and tried to clean up the mess in my chair. A minute later I turned down the hall and swung my well-stuffed hips toward Kari’s office. 
 
      
 
    Kari’s office is as exquisite as the woman who sits in it. One is a mixture of natural woods, golds, and reds, while the other mimicked the scheme with a crimson suit, jade colored jewelry, and long, straight, gilded locks that framed her face. She looked up at me when I waddled in and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “How did that one feel?” She asked sincerely. About two weeks before she’d asked me to starting rating orgasms in an effort for her to better understand my perversions. We’d done a little experimenting and I swallowed. 
 
      
 
    “That was a seven,” I said with embarrassment. Personally, I didn’t understand why she needed the information. It was already readily apparent that the more public my orgasms, the stronger they were. Did we really need a rating system to confirm it? This matched with another reality - that mixing a little pain with the explosion roused my ardor just as much. Now Kari was joking about a public pussy whipping. The only thing that kept me from worrying about it was that I knew such an act would be illegal. 
 
      
 
    At least the public part. 
 
      
 
    Kari nodded. “Well, good. Please go to the conference room and bare your breasts.” She picked up her cellphone and began pressing the screen. 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “Excuse me?” 
 
      
 
    She glanced back up and nodded toward my chest. “Your tits. Bare them. But don’t take off the shirt. It will stretch.” 
 
      
 
    I was about to say something snippety, but the vibrator in my pussy began buzzing again. Softly. I let out a short groan and put my hand to my crotch, giving her one of those “are you kidding me?” looks. 
 
      
 
    But Kari ignored me. Instead she tapped the phone again and this time the Monster Vibrator inside me began a pattern where the base shook violently, then revved down as the middle motor took over, only to downshift as the top motor buzzed impressively. It was like a wave inside me. Not enough to push me right back up to the mountain top, but more than enough to make it clear that my torment was not even remotely over. Moaning, I left Kari’s office and turned left, heading for her conference room. 
 
      
 
    Maybe, just maybe, I was overthinking things. Maybe she just wanted to remove the rubber bands surrounding each of my nipples. That would require me to bare my breasts. As I entered the conference room I grabbed the front of my shirt and pulled the tight, stretchy material downward. The collar was cut in a V neck, one that went disturbingly low, leaving a great deal of cleavage showing. I wasn’t wearing a bra because the shirt didn’t need one. Besides, as tight as it was, and white to boot, any bra I wore would have been obvious. 
 
      
 
    So with my breasts hanging out, nipples tingling from the red rubber encircling them behind each piercing, I waited for my mistress. 
 
      
 
    It took five minutes. Five minutes of standing there, legs pressed together, trying not to let myself get too worked up due to the Monster Vibe dancing between my legs. When Kari walked in I snatched my hands away from my bare breasts and gave her a guilty look. 
 
      
 
    She laughed. “Like the way those feel?” She asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I nodded. “They’re not as bad as regular clamps,” I said. “They don’t hurt, but they’re tight and tingly. They make me think about my breasts all the time.” 
 
      
 
    Kari gave me a slightly sympathetic look. “Well, sorry that has to change,” she said, holding up a pair of curved snips. “But we’re about to free your nipples. At least for a little while.” 
 
      
 
    I sighed. This also was something we’d been doing fairly often at the office. Once the elastic nipple rings went on, they were hard to get off considering each of my breasts were pierced with gold hoops. Even if Kari unlocked the padlock on my right tit, getting the rubber band off my nipple was exceedingly difficult. So Kari had taken the most expeditious route. She cut them off. 
 
      
 
    I gasped as she carefully worked one blade of the scissors underneath the elastic and cut it. Then the tight grip around my right areola lessened and I let out a sigh. Kari took care of the other side with equal skill and a moment later she was tossing the remnants of my nipple bands on the table. 
 
      
 
    I sighed in relief. 
 
      
 
    “Now we’re going to put these on,” Kari said. She reached into the pocket of her blazer and my stomach tightened up into a dark, terrified little knot as I saw the steel pincers come out. Up until Christmas of last year, I’d have said that without a doubt, the worse clamps anyone could put on my nipples were the plier-edged clover clamps with the long chain between them. But for Christmas I’d gotten a new set, also altered with filed ridges to prevent slipping. Except this one didn’t have a long chain. It had a short one. 
 
      
 
    Of just four inches. 
 
      
 
    “Please press your breasts together,” Kari said simply. 
 
      
 
    Tears filled my eyes. I knew what was coming. But even as I brought my hands up, pressing my boobs against each other so that my cleavage was a thin, dark line, I began to blubber. “Please Kari! Please don’t do this to me! Not today!” 
 
      
 
    Her fingers pinched open the first clover clamp even as I let out a whimper and it pinched both deliciously and painfully on my right nipple, behind the gold ring. She put it on from the inner side and tugged on the chain, stretching it across to my other tit. Then, without another word of sympathy, and in spite of my entreaties, she let the second clover clamp tighten on my left nipple. With her nod, I let go of my breasts and groaned as the pain shot through my top half. This ricocheted around with the swirls of pleasure still streaming up from the Monster Vibrator. Perhaps that had been Kari’s attempt at easing the torment? 
 
      
 
    “There now,” she said simply. “How does that feel?” 
 
      
 
    “Awful,” I said with a teary-eyed sniffle. “It hurts.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s supposed to,” Kari said. “You know that this was part of the requirements from the board of review.” 
 
      
 
    I tried glaring at her, but the reality was that once more I was being torn in half. Everything below my waist was in the throes of sexual wonderland, while everything above was tearing at it. The resulting mixture was confusing, arousing, and terrible. 
 
      
 
    “Do I need to go get my dildo?” I asked softly. 
 
      
 
    Kari shook her head. “Not today. Different plan.” 
 
      
 
    Again she reached into her blazer pocket, pulling out two small items. One was a bottle, no bigger than her thumb. She held it up and uncapped it, only to squeeze out maybe a quarter teaspoon of oil right onto my chest, at the top of the dark crevasse between my clamped tits. I gasped as the oil seeped down through the crack. 
 
      
 
    This too I was expecting, but what happened next bewildered me, at least for a moment. Kari reached down, grabbed the hem of my skirt, and lifted it upward. Then I groaned as her hand found my sex, caressed me right through my panties, and then without even a word of warning, slipped the lace aside, grabbed the base of the still gently purring Monster Vibe, and pulled it completely out of my slit. 
 
      
 
    “Oh!” I whispered, suddenly understanding. The Monster Vibe sounded incredibly loud as it hummed in the open air. Kari brought it up and I stared at the purple, foot long, tube, slimy and covered in girl goo. Then Kari tipped it over like a ballistic missile heading for its target. I closed my eyes as it fell, the tip finding the exact same spot she’d poured the oil, pushing down through my clamped boobs. 
 
      
 
    With a four inch chain, there was no play in the bonds holding my tits together. And since the clamps were steel, and the vibrator plastic, there was no elasticity to either substance. So the only thing that could give way was me. The vibrator pushed on my breasts, making it feel like my nipples were being ripped off even more, shaking at the same time. 
 
      
 
    Oh my goodness it hurt! 
 
      
 
    Then Kari produced the second object she’d pulled from her blazer pocket. Her hands went back down between my legs and I gasped as she tugged my panties out, only to clamp my clitoris. The pendant that hung from the clamp was pressed up between my petals and I felt her switch it on. Sweet purring vibrations surged up through my pussy, making me gasp. It felt … it felt … well, I wish I could say incredible, but my breasts hurt too much. And yes. I felt incredible too. Oh my God. Everything was just so concentrated! 
 
      
 
    “There,” Kari said, licking her finger as she let my panties snap back up, covering my pubis. 
 
      
 
    I stood there shaking as the Monster Vibe made my boobs oscillate, which made my nipples tingle in agony, which made my pussy tighten, even though there was nothing to tighten around. I thrust my hips, denied the simple act of being full. And for a girl who is normally stuffed, that is just a cruelty. 
 
      
 
    “H-h-how long?” I stammered, my entire body trembling with the strain. 
 
      
 
    Kari took a deep breath, clearly admiring the tension running through every inch of my being. “I think until you cum again.” She reached out, took hold of my shirt, and brought it back up to cover my breasts, clamps and chain and all. The stupid Monster Vibrator’s base sticking an inch up out of my décolletage. 
 
      
 
    I stood there, a wet, shaking tube stuck down my cleavage, my nipples throbbing with pain, breasts distended and looking grotesque under the tight, white material of the shirt. My lace panties didn’t do much to hide the purple pendant attached to my clit, or the fact that it was nestled between the lips of my sex. Kari unrolled my skirt, smoothing it down as I trembled. 
 
      
 
    “Yes. Until you cum,” she said simply. 
 
      
 
    I mewled. “But, but, but there’s nothing inside me!” I whined. 
 
      
 
    Kari stepped close, close enough for our noses to almost touch. “I know,” she whispered. “That’s what’s so wonderful and cruel about it!” She said. Then her mouth came down on mine and she kissed me; kissed me with a passion that was almost as hot as what she’d done to me that morning. She broke away breathless, eyes sparkling. “Cum for me, Breanne. But not too soon,” she amended as she took a step back, as if telling herself to resist me, to resist the urge to take me, to hurt me more, to make me hers, as if there were anyway I couldn’t be that already. 
 
      
 
    Then she smiled. “It would be fun to take you out to lunch, just like that.” Then she turned and walked away, leaving me to sag against the table, rattled, burning, wet, and aching. 
 
      
 
    Cumming? I let out a slow, terrible groan. 
 
      
 
    Not for a long time. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Jackhammered 
 
      
 
    Kari gave me a look of consternation as she walked up to the office building. I was leaning against the wall, right near the outer door, arms crossed over my chest, a look of smug satisfaction on my face. She herself was dressed in blue jeans, a gray designer tee shirt with some sort of black crest on it, and a button up over-shirt that she’d artfully left open. Dark, brown, leather boots finished the outfit and looked far too expensive to deliberately get dirty. 
 
      
 
    I, on the other hand, had been requested to wear something a little different from my classier, goddess of a boss. Instead of blue jeans, my creamy white legs were exposed, my loins jammed into a pair of extremely short, denim shorts, so tight that anyone looking at my sticks had to wonder how the blood was circulating through them. Instead of a tee shirt, my breasts were covered with a blue, almost translucent bikini top, the bottoms of which were back at my apartment. My feet were jammed into a pair of decent work boots, cowgirl style, and I wore my hat to ward off the sun. 
 
      
 
    Oh yeah - and I had on one other thing. A similar shirt as Kari - a button down the front, cotton long sleeve, except while hers was exposing the tee shirt, mine was tied just under my breasts, doing a better job of concealing my curves than the blue swimsuit. She didn’t even bother to say good morning. 
 
      
 
    “That’s going to cost you,” Kari warned, eyeing my attire. I sighed and gestured around. 
 
      
 
    “You wanted me to stand in front of the office, with my tits hanging out?” I protested. 
 
      
 
    Kari gave me a stern look. “Yes. That’s exactly what I wanted. Is the RVP on at least?” 
 
      
 
    I gave her a blank stare, but inside I was feeling a tremor of fear. Slowly I shook my head. I hadn’t turned on the sex toy because I knew I couldn’t handle it. Even on low it would only be a matter of an hour before I popped, both loudly and wetly.  
 
      
 
    Kari frowned. “On. Now. Both functions. At high.” 
 
      
 
    The blush on my face faded as I went white. “Kari? Please. Not high,” I begged softly, glancing around again. The Rotating Venus Penis was not the kind of toy you endured for extended periods of time. It spun and vibrated, and at the maximum setting, would send me into orgasmic orbit in a matter of minutes. 
 
      
 
    Kari pretended to look thoughtful. “Perhaps I’ll allow you to suffer one of the functions on low,” she said amiably. She leaned in, an angry look on her face “If you take off that goddamned shirt.” Then she smiled warmly again. 
 
      
 
    Mental torment is kind of Kari’s specialty, especially when it focuses on humiliating me. Okay, technically “Breanne Torment” is her specialty. But I shrugged out of the shirt, exposing my bikini bound boobs, and handed her the shirt. She took it smugly, then stared at me until I plucked the wired controller for the RVP out of my back pocket, the pink wire disappearing into my waistband in a very obvious and disturbing manner, meant to make someone look and wonder where the wire was going. I held out the little box and she pulled on it, forcing me a step closer via the control wire. 
 
    “Brace yourself,” she said softly. Then she cranked up the controls to maximum. 
 
      
 
    Beneath the extremely tight denim of my shorts, jammed directly against my clitoris, was the proboscis of a bug shaped piece of plastic. About the size of my palm, this plastic formed the base the Rotating Venus Penis. As I said, it had two separate motors, one which vibrated the entire toy from end to end, and another which caused a four inch long, silicon covered, slightly off-set phallus, to corkscrew inside me at various speeds. In short, the damn thing causes two very separate and extreme sensations. I’ve likened it to being butter churned during an earthquake. On the lowest setting I’m good for an hour, maybe an hour and a half. On medium you can expect me to cum in ten to fifteen minutes. On high?  
 
      
 
    Don’t bother going to get the popcorn. I’ll be climaxing before you get back.  
 
      
 
    I stiffened, eyes wide, mouth half open as the rushing earthquake between my legs started up, easily audible through the single layer of denim separating the motors and everything around me. My clit, sensitive, slightly swollen, and suffering from a full fourteen hours of denial, was pressed directly against the RVP base. That translated into an immediate urgency of sexual need. My knees swung in together and buckled, and I groaned as I pressed my thighs to each other, twisting as the four inch cock inside me began a maelstrom like movement, stirring my honeypot with single minded intensity.  
 
      
 
    Kari plucked her keys out of her purse and gave me a winsome smile. “I need to get something out of the office,” she said simply. “You can wait here for me.” 
 
      
 
    I croaked out some sort of acknowledgement, my teeth locked together as I struggled not to make any noise. Then Kari pushed past me, opened the door to the atrium, and disappeared inside, leaving me to dance, hips grinding, in front of our building. I leaned against the wall and focused on not trembling. 
 
      
 
    For the first three minutes I was alone and I’m not sure why I tried to hold off, to resist the incessant stimulation. Maybe if I’d just gone along and cum, teasing my own nipples, or hell, even exposing myself, baring my breasts and pinching each pierced nipple lightly, I’d have gotten through it enough so that when Mr. Thompson, the attorney who had offices on the third floor, pulled into the parking lot, I’d have been able to stand straight, ignore my bikini-clad state, and greet him with a controlled smile. Instead, he climbed out of his Lexus, strolled across the lot straight toward me, his mouth curled up in a grin.  
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Breanne. How are you this fine morning?” He asked with a knowing look. His eyes twinkled with absolute conviction. My reputation around the building isn’t exactly pristine.  
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard, the orgasm threatening to burst through and I realized that trying to hold back from jumping off that cliff was not going to work. I looked up at him, panic in my eyes as I nodded, trying with varying degrees of success to put on my fake, three million watt, please fuck me stupid smile. My voice came out high pitched and sounding like I’d stuck a finger in a light socket. From the way he was looking at me, I’m pretty sure he either thought I needed an urgent trip to the bathroom, or had a motorized sex toy jammed up my twat. 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Good morning, Mr. Thompson! I’m fine!” I gasped, bending slightly at the waist as another storm surge of acute pleasure hit me like a hurricane’s wave. I wished, with all my heart that he’d just go on in, leaving me alone, so that I could jam a knuckle into my mouth, scream in rapture, and fall to the ground, hips bucking madly. 
 
      
 
    “I have to admit that your outfit is quite nice. Going swimming today?” He asked pleasantly, as if we were just chatting. The sparkle in his eye told me outright that he knew exactly what was happening. He was waiting for it. But something inside me resisted. I didn’t want him witnessing my loss of control. 
 
      
 
    “Demolition day,” I said, stifling another groan. “We’re tearing out two retaining walls and a sidewalk, along with a lot of landscaping.” 
 
      
 
    He took that information in. “Ah yes. I really should have Ms. Anders come over and design my office interior. It would be nice seeing more of you.” 
 
      
 
    Then the lecher eye-fucked me, right there. The leer in his voice, the clear indication in his eye. It was too much. I imagined myself stripping in front of him and the mental imagery pushed me over the edge. My poor little clit and pussy couldn’t take it. I groaned and put my head down as I exploded, the orgasm rushing through me. I fell backward slightly, my ass against the wall as I put my hands on my knees. My hips rolled and Thompson watched with a hungry stare as I brought one hand up to my chest, fingers digging at the padlock. 
 
      
 
    Just then the door behind me opened and Kari came out. She took one look at the situation and then a beaming smile crossed her face and she walked right up to the two of us.  
 
      
 
    “Jerome! It’s so nice to see you! How are you doing?” She asked, coming to stand right by my shaking body. 
 
      
 
    Mr. Thompson shrugged. “Oh, you know how it is, Kari. How’s business?” He asked. He wasn’t looking at me anymore, at least not directly. Wave after wave of sweet euphoria hit me, flooding up from between my legs, endlessly churning as I swayed enough for Kari to put a hand on my shoulder. I felt her fingers at my neck, comforting me. I jammed one hand down between my legs, trying to stifle the trembling, but just making the noise of the vibrator that much more noticeable. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth as the two of them carried on a polite conversation, Kari’s hand still supporting me, keeping me from falling over, rubbing my shoulders … 
 
      
 
    Untying the goddamned knot holding up my bikini top. 
 
      
 
    When the material fell even Mr. Thompson let out a surprised “my goodness!” But I was too wrapped up in the explosion to care that my boobs were now on full display, right outside the building. The padlock dangling from the gold hoop piercing my right nipple jumped and jiggled and Kari did absolutely nothing to help me, nor expressed any surprise. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll have to forgive my assistant. She sometimes has these lapses,” Kari said apologetically as I began laughing hysterically, unable to control the flood of emotion and energy. Or was I sobbing? I’m not sure. A mix?  
 
      
 
    “Oh, it’s not a problem at all,” Thompson assured her. “We all love Breanne. She’s such a free spirit.” 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled. “Yes. That is exactly how I would describe her. So when are you going to let me decorate that dingy little cave you call an office?” 
 
      
 
    Thompson eyed me as I started to calm down, just a little. At least enough that I’d put my hands on my chest, covering my bare breasts. 
 
      
 
    Kari leaned forward. “Perhaps if I were to send Breanne up with a few pictures? A sort of sample book? You could go through them and she could report back to me what you like?” 
 
      
 
    Thompson suddenly grinned. “That would be lovely,” he admitted. “Have her call and set up an appointment. Shouldn’t take more than an hour,” he said, his eyes still looking at me. 
 
      
 
    “Or two,” Kari grinned. Then she looked back at me. “Here,” she said lovingly. “Let me help.”  She reached down, and with Thompson standing right there, began pulling my bikini top back up. My hands were in the way. “Move your hands, Bre.”  
 
      
 
    Jerome Thompson got another good look at my tits as Kari pulled my bikini top back into place. I turned, my cheeks crimson, totally mortified, as she tied the knot at the nape of my neck. Then her hands slid down my side and pulled the remote out of my back pocket. 
 
      
 
    “Ah. Here’s her problem,” Kari said with a knowing laugh. “I’ve told her not to leave this thing on high.” She pushed the controllers downward, but not off, and I felt the vibrations slow, even as the corkscrewing cock inside me decelerated. I let out a soft groan and wrapped both arms around myself. 
 
      
 
    “Well, she’s very spirited,” Thompson allowed. Sensing the show was over, he tipped his head toward Kari. “Ms. Anders,” he said politely, then he gave me an appreciative grin. “Breanne.” He walked past Kari and entered the building. Kari looked at me and the laughed. 
 
      
 
    “You’re very spirited,” she said wickedly, taking my elbow and propelling me toward her car. 
 
      
 
    I glared up at her, feeling a mixture of anger, exhaustion, bliss, pleasure, and acute embarrassment, all at once. “That was mean,” I said sullenly. 
 
      
 
    Kari moved her hand from my elbow to my arm and twisted me around. Her eyes flashed, this time with another touch of anger. For a second I thought she was going to slap me. Instead, she jammed her hand into her purse. 
 
      
 
    “No, Bre. This is mean.” She drew out a steel chain. 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened as she roughly yanked down the front of my bikini, baring my breasts once more, except this time with the material under them, supporting them. I sucked in a hard breath as she pinched open the clover clamps, letting each one bite a nipple. Pain shot up through both breasts, pulsing with my heartbeat. Kari backed away.  
 
      
 
    “Now get in the car,” she said. 
 
      
 
    I nodded and stumbled around to the other side, breasts hurting, hanging out, and burning with shame. I yanked open the door and climbed in, fumbling, the RVP still swirling between my legs, still buzzing. Except now my nipples were throbbing too. Arousal. Shame. Humiliation. I shut the car door and wrapped my arms across my chest. I didn’t dare pull the bikini top up. 
 
      
 
    Kari got in, started the car. She glanced at me and sighed. “I love you, Bre.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded. Didn’t say anything.  
 
      
 
    “What are you feeling?”  
 
      
 
    “Guilt and humiliation,” I muttered. “I can’t believe I exploded like that. I can’t believe you undid my top!” I said, the words bursting from me. 
 
      
 
    Kari laughed. “And the orgasm you had?” 
 
      
 
    I thought back. It had been powerful. At least an eight or a nine. I blushed, realizing in totality what she’d done. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” I admitted. “Very good.” 
 
      
 
    Kari let out a satisfied sigh. Then she smirked. “Well, we’ve got some major demolition to do today. If you’re a good girl, and keep the men motivated, I just might let you run the jackhammer,” she said as I let out a soft groan. I put a hand between my legs, pressing the RVP backup tight against my sodden petals. The crotch of my jeans shorts was already quite dark and getting worse. I thrust my hips, the thought of holding onto a jackhammer, my breasts bouncing violently up and down, the RVP on full power, spinning and swirling, whipping my cream into a froth, was just the image I needed to excite every nerve for round two. I tugged the RVP controller out of my back pocket and I stretched and pulled the wire until it crossed the center console of the car, falling into Kari’s lap. She looked over at me, seeing my need, my arousal, my desperation. With a laugh she put her foot down on the gas, turned up the Rotating Venus Penis, both functions, to medium, and then said one more word as I imagined myself standing in the midst of a dozen men, holding a jackhammer, on the verge of cumming. 
 
      
 
    Kari grinned, and then said one word, offhandedly, that made me almost cum. 
 
      
 
    “Naked.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Thumbs Down - Attempt One 
 
      
 
    They say that much planning goes into seduction, and since I’d been given a day and a half to contemplate just how this one was going to go, I’d given it some serious thought. Obviously attire was going to be a major issue, and with that in mind I’d eschewed my normal procedure that morning and donned blue jeans and a tee shirt for my morning foray to work. 
 
      
 
    Now before you go ballistic, screaming aloud and emailing Julie about how Breanne was in violation of the NHPS Rules, you have to understand that I was still stuffed to the brim with my Core Driller dildo - 12 inches of solid but flexible rubber, shaped like a rocket. It was firmly and completely embedded in my slit, held in with a black lace thong and buttoned denim. And despite the seemingly wholesome appearance of my attire, the tee shirt I was wearing was soft pink, with the shadow image of a naked woman in high heels, bending over at the waist, with the words “Stay Slutty” written next to her, as if the words themselves were banging her in the ass. Julie had once taken a knife to the shirt. The collar now dipped down to a point where my boobs were practically hanging out, and since she’d also trimmed the bottom hem, a good portion of my belly was exposed as well. 
 
      
 
    So calm down. 
 
      
 
    The jeans weren’t exactly in pristine condition either. I’d say they were holey, but extremely well ventilated might be a better term. The fact that I was wearing a thong left some distinctly flesh-colored bits showing. Add in my stripper shoes and I still looked distinctly slutty. 
 
      
 
    Not bad, right? 
 
      
 
    I walked into the office at about 8:30am and as expected, Jose - our building’s day porter, was mopping the atrium. His face brightened as I came in and he told me I looked very pretty. I rolled my eyes. Jose and I have a strange relationship. Despite having had his cock in practically every hole of my body, multiple times, I still felt like I needed to keep him at arm's distance. He never pushed, never asked. But it was obvious he was making himself available if I needed something to suck on. Or ride. Instead I unlocked the office door and went in. I chucked my black duffle bag down on the floor by the desk and started the normal process of opening up for the day. 
 
      
 
    Kari came in at nine. Precisely. 
 
      
 
    She was wearing a St. John jacket over a sheath dress, in matching colors and her gold hair spilled down over the shoulders in straight lines. Gold marked her ears, throat, waist, wrist, and finger, and if the diamond on her wedding ring was any bigger she’d need a truck and few slaves to carry it around for her. She carried a stylish, leather attaché case and she stopped in her tracks when she saw me. A distinct look of disapproval was on her face. 
 
      
 
    “Dressing down I see?” She said sternly and I had to take a deep breath to still the trepidation I was feeling. I knew this was a risk, even with my tits half hanging out, or bits of my ass showing right through the jeans. She had every right to just order me to the back closet, strip, and hang me on the punishment frame. I braced myself for just that, when Kari stopped and read my shirt. Finally she pointed a finger at me. 
 
      
 
    “That just saved you, but I would appreciate in the future if you would wear one of the outfits I’ve selected for you.”  Then she paused. “Though if you wish to wear that outfit again on one of our demolition days I wouldn’t object.” She turned and walked down that hall and I let out a sigh of relief. I can’t believe that was it! 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes later I stood up, wobbling for just a second on the nine inch platform heels. I’d opened my duffle bag and pulled out a small bundle of cloth. With an eye on the atrium, I turned down the hall and slowly sauntered into Kari’s office. She was on the phone and she gave me a warm look as I walked in. I set the bundle of material on the chair. 
 
      
 
    “No. I need it by the seventeenth. That was what we agreed upon,” she said darkly, but not at me. Into the phone. Her eyes met mine and she grimaced, then pointed at the phone. I nodded and smiled. 
 
      
 
    “Can you use some other material then?” Kari asked. As she spoke I reached up, grabbed the front of my Still Slutty shirt, and tugged the material downward. The slit in the collar opened and a half second later both of my breasts were hanging out, bare and perfect. Kari’s eyes widened and then her mouth curled up into a huge smile. She nodded at me. 
 
      
 
    So I took off the shirt, tossing it onto one of the chairs opposite her desk. Make no mistake - I was still standing in the doorway. While not as exposed as I might have been at my desk in the little lobby, if anyone had come in at that moment they would have seen my bare back. 
 
      
 
    Naked from the waist up, my nipples hardened instantly and the little, gold padlock that dangled from my right breast danced. I gave Kari one of my most wicked smiles and popped the button of my jeans, rolling my hips back and forth, side to side. It looked good, but mostly it made the foot long dildo inside me move. I could feel the fluids swirl and as I pushed down my jeans, exposing the thong, I couldn’t help moaning. Softly. 
 
      
 
    “Okay. Yes. That would be acceptable. Yes. That will be fine. Thank you,” Kari said into the phone, her eyes locked on my gyrating form. “Now what about the stone?” 
 
      
 
    I slipped one foot out of my stripper shoes, then the other, and the denim ended up on the floor. I immediately put the shoes back on, doing it all slinky and feminine. The Core Driller dildo, no longer held in by the combined strength of the lace thong and my jeans, was stretching the crotch of my thong outward and my pulsing slit wasn’t helping things stay in place. I reached between my legs, put one foot up on Kari’s desk, and grabbed the base of the dildo. It slid outward, around my thong, and ten inches of slick, black, well lubricated rubber came out of my sex. 
 
      
 
    Kari’s eyes were locked on my pussy, but she nodded. “I’d prefer the Colorado, if you don’t mind,” she said roughly. 
 
      
 
    I slid the dildo back in, eyes half closing. Behind me I knew that I was in full view of the atrium, or at least my ass was, and there would be no doubt that I was thrusting twelve inches of rubber into my pussy. But I ignored the risk that someone would walk by the glass fronted wall of our lobby, or come into our office, and pumped away. I let out another groan. My wrist moved with precision and pure, unadulterated bliss rose up from between my legs. Extreme pleasure accompanied every thrust and droplets of moisture spread from my labia to my thighs. I pumped slowly and thoroughly, trying to make sure that every thrust took as much of the dildo as I could comfortably handle. 
 
      
 
    Kari’s eyes watched hungrily. “I think that looks better wet. Don’t you?” She asked into the phone. I let out a little chuckle, nodding. Then, just for dramatics, I pulled the Core Driller dildo completely out of my box, brought my leg down, turned around, put a foot back up on one of the guest chairs, and slid the full length back into my slit, but from behind. 
 
      
 
    My, oh my, it felt good. And now I was only partially exposed to passersby! If someone looked in through the front window, they’d only catch a glimpse of dangling breasts. 
 
      
 
    With my back to Kari I couldn’t see her face, but I was getting pretty sauced. Waves of delight bubbled up from between my legs and I brought a hand up to pinch a nipple. Pressure began to build, shifting and swirling inside me as I worked myself toward orgasm. 
 
      
 
    “Alright. Thank you. Have a good day,” Kari said, hanging up the phone. 
 
      
 
    I moaned, loudly, driving the thick, black, rubber dildo in deep. From behind. 
 
      
 
    “I presume you’re going to ask for permission to cum, before exploding all over my desk?” Kari asked wryly. 
 
      
 
    I nodded and twisted my head to look back at her. “Better than that,” I panted. “I just need a thumbs up or a thumbs down.” 
 
      
 
    Kari’s eyebrow went up. “Crude, yet effective. And the affirmative indicates?” 
 
      
 
    “That I can cum,” I replied, my voice tight and high. Just a bit more and I’d be popping. 
 
      
 
    “Why on earth would I grant you that privilege?” She asked curiously. 
 
      
 
    I groaned, this time with dramatic feeling. “Because you like my performance?” Now I could feel it. I was getting close. If she was going to allow me to cum, she needed to grant me permission. Soon. 
 
      
 
    Kari was silent and I kept pushing the dildo in and out. My labored breathing was the only sound, punctuated by the growing intensity of my moans. Then the cliff appeared. 
 
      
 
    I’m speaking, of course, of the metaphorical “cliffs of orgasm,” a giant chasm at the top of the mountain, where a girl stands there on the brink, the very edge. Desperation and longing are on one side, while satisfaction and hedonistic bliss lie upon the other. How you approach that edge makes the difference and this time I came to it with a steady, measured pace. I glanced back at Kari. 
 
      
 
    “Kari? Please?” I begged, wanting to cum. The dildo slid in and out. She watched me silently. 
 
      
 
    Another full thrust of ten inches. I whimpered. The dildo began to slide out and Kari raised her hands. Her thumb extended and for a second my breath caught in my throat. Then she rotated her entire hand until her thumb pointed downward. 
 
      
 
    Fuck. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry, Bre. But that just isn’t enough,” she said sadly. “You can’t cum.” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and pushed the dildo back in. Then, with unsteady fingers, I pushed the base back up into my thong. My entire body felt strained and uncomfortable and I slowly turned back around. Kari and I looked at each other. Part of me felt disappointed, but I’d known that her approving the orgasm wasn’t likely. I’d sort of expected it. I turned, grabbed the cloth bundle I’d brought with me and left in the chair, and shook it out. A summer dress erupted in my hands and I slid it on over my head. 
 
      
 
    It was an Ibiza, one that Kari had bought me last summer. White and cut tight, you could see the black outline of my thong with a clarity that was almost disturbing. The pink circles of my areola, not to mention the hardware hanging from my nipples, were also in view through the translucent material. I bent down slowly to get my jeans and tee shirt, and then with a shrug, left Kari to her own devices. 
 
      
 
    And me? I had mine. But I was going to try again. Soon. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Thumbs Down - Attempt Two 
 
      
 
    It was eleven fifteen when I made my second attempt. I’d spent the last two hours writing and working on emails, and when I rose from my desk and opened my duffle bag, it was with an entirely new set of props that I took with me on my march back to Kari’s domain. 
 
      
 
    She wasn’t in her office and that was a bit of a relief to me. I’d spent the last two hours bouncing on the Core Driller dildo, desperately trying both not to cum and to cum, all at the same time. I knew if I’d gone back to that edge and jumped, all on my own like that, I’d end up on the punishment frame for sure. 
 
      
 
    I suppose I should explain the punishment frame. In general I’m not opposed to being stripped naked, shoved into a closet, hoisted up into the air by my arms, having my legs forced open with most of my weight being supported by two posts under my knees, while a TENS Unit is attached to my clit and nipples and set to “roast Breanne”. Or all of the above plus having clamps and weights attached to various points of my body. Or having Kari come in to relieve her stress with a good cardio workout - whipping my entire body with a flogger. One thing was for sure though - I wouldn’t be cumming at all. The Punishment Closet wasn’t meant for that. 
 
      
 
    I found Kari in her art room though and when I walked in she was working on her new computer. Kari is not a technology person, but when she saw some of the new 3-D modeling software for designers, she felt she had to break the ice. So one of her bookshelves had been removed and a side table had been added. I didn’t mind in the least, since the old bookcase was now in my bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Win. Win. 
 
      
 
    She was working on one of two dozen projects she currently had open and her drafting table was covered in hand sketches. The hand held scanner lay draped along the top of the slanted surface and it looked like she’d just moved something to the computer. She was busily typing away. I set down my stuff on the canvas director’s stool that sat against the side wall, between the door and another set of bookcases. Then, with just one other item held in my hand, I turned toward Kari and began. 
 
      
 
    She was focused on the computer, so while she knew I was in the room, she didn’t even look at me as I held the glass up. It was filled with water, very cold water, and the remnants of the ice chips could be easily seen floating at the top. The glass itself was four inches wide, leaving more than enough room. So I stood there facing Kari, bent over slightly, and then, still wearing the Ibiza summer dress, stuck my entire left boob into the glass. I felt the rim tight against my flesh and my cloth covered nipple touched the cold water. Instantly my flesh hardened, but that wasn’t enough. I pressed the glass hard against my chest and straightened up, tipping the glass sideways. 
 
      
 
    Instantly the water soaked a circle of the material right over my breast and I gasped as the cold seared me. I bent back over as Kari swiveled around to see what the commotion was about and even as water dripped back into the cup, I began moving the glass to the other side. Kari’s eyebrows went up as the dress turned totally see through, dripping from my tit, and I repeated the procedure on the right side, soaking that breast as well. I whimpered, cringing as the cold seemed to pierce my nipple again, and when I straightened and pulled the glass away, I was left with a freezing, very visible front, with two, hard, raised nipples. Rivulets of water streamed down the front of my dress, soaking even more, but I reached back to the chair and pulled out one of the items I’d brought. Shaking it loose, I lifted the steel clover clamps along with their impressive and hefty chain. Then, clearly to Kari’s delight, I set the first clamp against my soaked and hardened left nipple and let it close. The other clamp went on my other breast and I have to admit that the look was fetching. The clamps pinched both my nipples and the material of the dress perfectly, and the transparency of the white cotton was perfect to show off the dark pink circles. 
 
      
 
    Then I pulled up the hem. 
 
      
 
    The massive base of the foot long Core Driller dildo protruded from either side of my thong and instead of grabbing hold of the massive, rubber cock, I slipped my thumbs into the waistband of the panties. I began pushing them down and I closed my legs, catching hold of the dildo at the same time. I tugged the panties out from between my wet thighs and sent them down to my ankles. Then I reached between my legs, caught the Core Driller dildo, pumped it eagerly for a few moments, then pulled it completely out. 
 
      
 
    That probably surprised Kari, but the fact that I gave it a lovingly long lick didn’t. I set it down on the edge of her desk, a sort of sick, sexual offering. Her eyebrow went up, but then her lips curled up in a smile as I pulled a cheap, motorized toothbrush from the pile of stuff I’d left on the canvas, director’s stool. Then I picked up the tube of cream. Kari’s eyes widened as I placed a small dab of the stuff right on the head of the toothbrush. 
 
      
 
    Did you know that dab is called a nurdel? I know because the internet told me. Admittedly, I do wonder if that name is specific to toothpaste because I’d put something very different on the head of my cheap, disposable toothbrush. I gave Kari a big smile, and with one hand holding the bottom of my dress upward, I pressed the nurdel of On4Her against my clit and turned on the brush. 
 
      
 
    As far as self-torment goes, I felt that this act of torture should have been more than sufficient to earn me my orgasm. Even as the brush started vibrating against my clitoris, the cool, icy tingle of the chemical stimulant chilled that same, little spot, sensitizing it perfectly so that any additional irritation or stimulation would feel like someone was rasping my pussy with a buzz saw. Thirty seconds later I was right back at the point where I needed to cum, the icy tingle had changed to concerted heat, and I was thinking that this particular attempt was going way faster than I had planned. My nipples throbbed from the cold and pinching tightness of the clover clamps and I looked up at Kari, hope in my eyes, as I masturbated right to the freaking edge, with a fucking, motorized toothbrush in front of her desk. I panted, hard, trembling with longing. 
 
      
 
    She lifted her hand and my heart thudded painfully with needful hope. 
 
      
 
    Thumbs down. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed and pulled the toothbrush away, but the chemical continued to burn at my pussy. Some of the gel had even melted, flowing down the folds of my pussy. I stood there, still too wired to move, afraid that if I did anything I might accidentally cum. 
 
      
 
    “You haven’t sufficiently suffered for my taste,” Kari explained simply. “If I grant you permission to cum, it will be because you actually earned it. All you did here was take the lightest torment that could be inflicted upon your clit and used it as a stepladder to an orgasm. 
 
      
 
    My words came out clipped and labored. “But I didn’t orgasm,” I protested lightly. 
 
      
 
    She shook her head. “But you wanted to.” She put her stylus down and stood up. “I can see it in your eyes. You’re desperate to cum.” She rounded the table and took the toothbrush out of my hand. Then she bent down and picked up my thong. I gave her a pleading look, but she handed me back the panties and the toothbrush. 
 
      
 
    “We’re about to go out for lunch. Stick that sweet, little toothbrush up your slit and put your panties back on.” 
 
      
 
    My eyes widened. “But, but …” I stammered. 
 
      
 
    She grinned and ran her finger along the chain still clamped between my breasts. 
 
      
 
    “If you’re lucky, I just might not turn it on while we’re eating.” 
 
      
 
    Then she turned, and left the art room. 
 
      
 
    And that left me with just one more thing to do. 
 
      
 
    Try again. 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Thumbs Down - Attempt Three   
 
      
 
    Lunch wasn’t as bad as it could have been. I waddled out to Kari’s car, looking like the perfect slut, the front of my dress still extremely damp, with the clover clamps still hanging from my breasts. I kept both arms wrapped across my chest to hide the offending steel, not to mention the see-thru qualities of my attire, but I still must have been a sight to see, just between the thigh high hem, the streaks of wetness on my legs, the strange waddle caused by both the toothbrush and the burning of the On4Her cream, and the nine inch, platform heels that I call my “fuck me now shoes.” 
 
      
 
    Things didn’t get easier in the car. Kari didn’t turn on the toothbrush, but she made me drop my arms and I know for a fact a number of Houston’s drivers got to see us go whizzing by, me with my clamped breasts on display. 
 
      
 
    But by the time we arrived the cotton of my dress had dried back to its mostly original color and Kari leaned over and unclipped the clover clamps from my nipples. I sighed in relief, especially since we were at a nice restaurant and the last thing I wanted was the clover clamps and chain hanging from my front. Honestly, my guess is that even Kari knew that the place would object. She put the chain in her purse and off we went. 
 
      
 
    Lunch was delicious and mostly tame. Once she made me turn on the toothbrush, but just for a moment, and the rest of the time we talked. I had an amazing sweet corn and lobster ravioli while Kari went with the duck breast. One thing I have to admit about working with Kari - lunch is my new favorite meal of the day. When I was a farm girl lunch meant franks and beans. 
 
      
 
    We ate, then when we got back out to her convertible, she put the top down. I cringed, hoping to get spared, but the moment she stuck the key in the ignition, she smiled and handed me the clover clamps again. 
 
      
 
    “I know you are supposed to be making your attempts every two hours, and that you have forty minutes before you are going to make your last display, hoping I’ll give you what you’re craving. But I’m allowing you another chance. Put on the clover clamps, under the dress. Turn on the toothbrush. Expose yourself. Masturbate right to the edge. Totally give into your surroundings. Let me and anyone who sees you enjoy you. And maybe, maybe, I’ll let you cum.” 
 
      
 
    I gaped at her. “You want me to masturbate - in the car?”  
 
      
 
    She nodded. I bit my lower lip. “Do I have an option?” 
 
      
 
    “Do you mean do you have to do it?” Kari asked, her eyebrow going up. She shook her head. “No. But as soon as we get back to the office there will be no more attempts to earn an orgasm. You’ll go directly to the punishment closet where you will strip, put on the wrist binders, lock yourself into the frame, and prepare yourself for a whipping.” She leaned toward me. “I will not be nice.” 
 
      
 
    I swallowed hard. Then, squirming in my seat, I yanked the back of my dress out from under my ass, pulled it up to my waist, exposing the black thong, and then lifted even more. By the time I yanked the dress off over my head, naked and in full view, Kari was pulling into traffic. 
 
      
 
    Oh my fucking god. 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes, which was the only way I could deal with what was happening. If you heard news reports of some half naked woman being driven around Houston in a red convertible, it’s probably me. I quickly put the clamps back on my now very bare, very exposed tits, and then reached down between my legs, pulled the thong out of the way, and turned on the toothbrush. Immediately I groaned as it buzzed inside me and all the pressure from the earlier attempt to please Kari, not to mention the humiliation and embarrassment of being paraded around like this, came rushing back at me like a freight train. In less than a minute my hips were churning like the sea during a storm and I wasn’t just holding the toothbrush in. I was fucking it like there was no tomorrow. I could feel the bristles inside me, brushing against my insides. The On4Her had faded, but the larger handle spread me open and I kicked off my shoes and put my right foot up on the dash, knees open, pleasuring myself. The wind flew past me, tangling my hair, caressing my legs, but it also swirled around my toes, against my bare foot. 
 
      
 
    Up ahead, I could see the cliffs of orgasm. This was no stately advance, no steady march. This was a sprint, a race, chugging and churning as fast as I could toward the abyss. I didn’t even realize I’d made the decision until it was too late. I heard Kari make a sharp exclamation of surprise, then her anger, but I didn’t even respond to it. It was too late. I suppose I could have tried to stop, skidded in the dust and stone, fingers scrabbling to avoid the pitfall ahead, but I didn’t she was going to torture me anyway, right? And then there it was, an open expanse, the orgasm itself. I jumped hard and far and screamed in utter exhilaration, in defiance, in sweet surrender. 
 
      
 
    Oops. 
 
      
 
    When we got back to the office she let me put my dress back on and her demeanor was icy. I cringed and refused to make eye contact, mostly because I was afraid laser beams were going to shoot out of her eyes and burn me to a crisp on the spot. The moment she unlocked the door and we stepped into our little demesne she looked at me, pointed a finger, and said “punishment frame. Now.” 
 
      
 
    And off I went. 
 
      
 
    I peeled my dress off for the second time and left it in the hallway by the kitchenette. I didn’t dare remove the clover clamps on my breasts. But I did tug the thong down, catching the toothbrush as it slipped from between my petals. I dropped the goo covered, motorized toothbrush on the floor. I kicked the black panties aside and then found myself standing in front of the punishment closet door. I opened it and flipped on the single light which illuminated a black steel frame. To my right were a number of hooks above a narrow shelf and I let my hand go past the flogger, the quirt, the leather sap, and even the cane, in order to pluck the two leather bondage cuffs off the last retainer. I buckled them on myself, experience guiding me. Then I put my back to the frame, lifted my arms, and attached the metal clips to the hoops embedded in the cuffs. 
 
      
 
    Could I have freed myself? Yes. It would have taken some effort, and stretching, but I could have done it. Even after I put my heel on the pump that raised the frame up on the hydraulic jack. Or is it pneumatic? I can never remember. I lifted myself up until my feet were no longer on the floor and I spread my legs to either side of the two poles sticking straight out from the frame. Then there was nothing to do but wait and wonder. 
 
      
 
    Kari came a few minutes later, bearing my dress, panties, and even the toothbrush. She dumped them in a pile near the door, then looked up at me. She lifted a hand and touched my cheek, running her fingers down my chest. 
 
      
 
    “You are a terrible, naughty girl,” she said quietly. “You deliberately came, knowing you were not permitted such largess.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked. “What does that mean?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Then I saw it. A smirk. A smile? Was she pretending to be mad? But then I got distracted as she reached up, grabbed the clamp on my left breast, and twisted it to the right. 
 
      
 
    Ow. 
 
      
 
    Her foot darted out between my legs. There are two hydraulic pumps. The one lifting me up I’d already extended. The other spread the two posts between my legs. Slowly my feet rose as my legs were forced outward. The posts pressed against my thighs, lifting and pushing uncomfortably until I had no choice but to hold my legs up. Then I settled back down, the posts behind each knee, my spread pussy wide open and tilted toward Kari. She let go of my nipple as I gasped, tears flooding my eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Did that hurt?” She asked wickedly, suddenly smiling big. I nodded frantically. “Are these the clover clamps with the ridges?” 
 
      
 
    I shook my head back and forth, sniveling. “No, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    Then Kari grabbed the chain and yanked. Hard. 
 
      
 
    A sharp, hard cry escaped from my lips as the clover clamps tried to tighten, but the friction between my nipples and the smooth pincers of the clamps wasn’t enough to keep them on. Still, it hurt like hell and I shook and pulled hard on my bondage cuffs, lifting myself up and off the posts between my legs. Kari reached up and grabbed both breasts, kneading them even though she stayed away from my nipples, until I came back down, trembling. 
 
      
 
    “There, there,” she whispered, letting go and stroking my sides. I let out a choked sob. She brought her left hand up between my legs, her fingers spreading my folds apart, rubbing my clit, dipping slightly into my well. I was already wet. And aching. Oh God… aching. Why? Why am I like this? My body responded readily to her touch. 
 
      
 
    She worked me until I wasn’t crying, and as my chest rose and fell with my panting, she twisted, grabbed three of the forceps clamps and began applying them, one to each nipple, and then the third and last one went on my clitoris. I began to blubber. 
 
      
 
    “Please, Kari! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean to!” I whimpered as she fixed each of the metal studded pads on me. The wires leading from each clamp seemed to caress my skin with evil intent. Kari ignored me and reached for the TENS Unit. 
 
      
 
    “Kari! Please! I’m sorry I came! It was an accident!” I begged. 
 
      
 
    Her eyes came up, fingers poised above the control box. “Was it really?” She asked. 
 
      
 
    Our eyes met and then it all came to me. I lowered my gaze and with a single word, sealed my fate. 
 
      
 
    “No.” 
 
      
 
    Pain exploded between my legs and at the tips of my breasts and another sharp little cry escaped my throat. I went rigid, trembling violently for what seemed like an eternity before she turned down the TENS Unit to something I could tolerate. I hung there, panting, just trying to focus on breathing while the tips of my breasts seemed to pulse with pain, giant invisible fingers pinching them hard every few seconds. My clitoris burned. 
 
      
 
    “I didn’t think so,” Kari said, turning the TENS Unit down even more. I sagged in my bonds. It didn’t feel good, but it didn’t hurt either. Kari put the controller down and picked up a set of vibroballs. These she worked into my pussy, only to turn them up to maximum. I groaned, my body confused, trying to decide if I was hurting or needing. 
 
      
 
    “Do you know what?” Kari mused as she brushed a strand of my hair out of my face. “I realized, and maybe you did too, that there was just one performance you could possibly undertake that would justify an orgasm, or even two.” She kissed me, gently. Right on the lips. “This one.” She pulled back admiring my twitching form, my thrusting hips, my heaving chest, the wetness of my cheeks and thighs. She glanced at her watch. 
 
      
 
    “It’s just after one now. I’ll be back at two to whip you. Then, maybe, I’ll give you that thumbs up.” She put her hand between my legs and I gasped when she forced her thumb up into my pussy, pushing aside one of the vibroballs. “Just the way you like it,” she whispered. Then she pulled her hand away, and to my surprise, sucked my juice off her own hand. She backed out of the closet. Just as she was about to leave me to stew, I couldn’t help myself. 
 
      
 
    “Kari? What if I cum before you get back?” I asked, feeling the dark longings inside me. An hour? Suffering the low level shocks to my nipples and clit? The vibroballs churning inside me? Spread open like this? Bound and tormented with her just down the hall, listening to my whimpers? 
 
      
 
    Kari grinned. “Then I’ll still whip you. But more.” 
 
      
 
    Then she disappeared. I counted the pulses. Two second intervals. A sharp squeeze to each nipple. Then one between the legs. On and on. One hundred seventy one. Three hundred and forty seven. Six hundred and … and … Oh. Oh God. Oh… please. No. No. Please… Oh… Fuck! AHHHh. No! SHIT. Please! Kari! Please! I can’t! I’m not supposed to! I don’t want… 
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 





 
 
    Try, Try, and Then Try Again 
 
      
 
    “Try not to cum,” Kari whispered to me out of the side of her mouth. I blinked at her in confusion, my mouth opening to protest, but our latest client, a woman named Karen Oswald, was already approaching, her high heels clicking on the marble floor, and the last thing I needed to do was stand there, gaping like a fish. The lobby of the building was two stories tall and fortunately empty, except for a grizzled security officer who seemed to be napping at his desk, one hand propping up his head. I glared at Kari, who stood there looking impeccably perfect in her crimson colored suit, gold jewelry glittering at her ears and wrists. She pushed her elbow into my side, forcing my attention back to the front and I snapped my jaw closed just as a gorgeous woman in her late thirties approached us. Tall and with a wealth of brown hair with copper highlights, she was dressed in an expensive, dark blue business suit that emphasized her curves. Her shoes were sharp tipped and high enough to look good, but low enough to be sensible for someone who had to walk around her property all day. Blue sapphires glittered at her ears, and her throat held a matching stone that helped the conservative, yet still feminine neckline of her blouse. 
 
      
 
    Me? Well, let’s just say that I was the stray daisy planted in a bed of roses. 
 
      
 
    “Kari, it’s so good to see you again,” Oswald said, holding out both arms and giving Kari one of those non-hug hugs. I’ve never understood that practice. Not that it makes me uncomfortable, but then, I’d never met Karen Oswald before. The two women practically touched cheeks and then broke apart smiling. I stood there, feeling quite out of place. Karen Oswald then turned slightly toward me. 
 
      
 
    “And who is this delightful young lady?” Oswald asked, her eyes glittering with interest. Kari chuckled and gestured toward me. 
 
      
 
    “Karen, this is my personal assistant, Breanne. I brought her along with me today in order to take notes and measurements.” 
 
      
 
    Karen Oswald gave me a long look and I couldn’t help feeling just a little unsettled. Her eyes were just a little too blue and there was a depth in them that touched me just a bit more intimately than I was accustomed. There was something predatory in her examination and it caused me a momentary imbalance. But then her smile deepened. “It’s a pleasure to meet you Breanne,” she said with a touch of a smile. She held out her hand. 
 
      
 
    Nervously, I took her hand with a light grip, hoping my palm wasn’t sweaty. The business executive held my fingers and then, much to my surprise, I got a caress, her fingers swirling across my palm in a very unprofessional manner. My eyes widened slightly and I gave her a surprised look. The palm of the hand is often overlooked by folks as an erogenous zone, but there are tons of nerve endings in there. Don’t believe me? Try a light caress in the center of your palm. It can drive you crazy. I gave her a questioning stare and couldn’t help gulping when she met it, firm and solid. I’m not always the most astute of people, but I honestly felt like Karen Oswald was paying a hell of a lot more attention to me than to Kari. 
 
      
 
    “You’re dress is adorable. You wear it well,” Karen said, eyes sparkling, her smile huge. She still hadn’t let go of my hand and her finger slid stroked my palm a second time. 
 
      
 
    I swallowed. “Uh … thank you,” I replied in a voice better suited for an audition at Disney World - as a cartoon character. I felt seriously out of my depth. With my one free hand I smoothed down the dress Karen liked, an apricot-colored, party dress Kari had bought me. It had a plunging neckline that dipped well below the bottoms of both breasts, sequined designs swirling up from the hem, which in and of itself was positioned somewhere between “intriguingly daring” and “dangerously obscene.” The top of the dress barely contained my breasts and leaning over more than twenty degrees in any direction would either leave me exposed, or actually cause my bosom to fall out of the bodice. Worse, there was no way to wear a bra, so my nipples were acutely on display, pierced with enough hardware to set off an airport metal detector. 
 
      
 
    A shiver shot through me as Karen stroked the center of my palm a third time. Goosebumps rose on my forearm as the excited tingle flashed up the underside of my arm, only to rotate to my shoulder. Then it shot across my breasts and my nipples tightened, making the front of my dress even more of a display. That rush then shot down through me, straight to one certain area, under the black lace panties I wore, and the entire lower half of my body tightened around the thick, twelve inch rod buried deep in my sex. I resisted the urge to thrust my hips forward. I felt a burst of wetness and thanked God that the Monster Vibe wasn’t on. 
 
      
 
    Then Karen let my hand go, but with a last, lingering stroke of her finger. She turned back to Kari with an amused look. “So how is your husband, Robert?” 
 
      
 
    Kari smiled. “He’s well. Still day trading. Thank you.” 
 
      
 
    Karen glanced back at me and again I felt like a bug under a microscope. “Wonderful. Well, if you’ll both accompany me, I can show you where we need your unique talents.” 
 
      
 
    For a moment, I wasn’t sure if Karen were talking to me, or Kari. 
 
      
 
    Karen turned and headed toward the elevators and Kari and I followed. It was a short ride up, with Karen standing in one corner, facing both Kari and myself. She talked the whole way too, turning back to business, even if her eyes were constantly going up and down my body. It was like Kari barely existed. Still, we had work to do and I slipped my hand into my purse and pulled out my notepad, getting ready to actually help Kari.  
 
      
 
    Simply put, Karen’s company had just acquired the building and while the lobby had recently been updated, the upper floor hallways were in seriously need of some attention. The elevator slowed and came to a stop, opening on a floor that had been decorated in the 1970s. Even I, a self-proclaimed, South Texas farm girl, turned interior designer assistant, muttered a “wow” and looked around incredulously. 
 
      
 
    The hall carpet was burnt orange. With yellow piping. The only blessing was that the colors had faded horribly, making what must have once be a literal trip, something bearable. The art on the wall was, at worst, psychedelic and at best, awful. Ms. Oswald winced as we stood there in abject shock and apologized. 
 
      
 
    “We just acquired the building,” she admitted. 
 
      
 
    “It’s nothing I can’t fix,” declared Kari, who pushed forward. She pulled out her smartphone and began taking pictures. Karen turned and looked at me as glanced around, still stunned, and I couldn’t help smiling back. “Is Jimi Hendrix buried here?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Karen laughed and took a step closer to me. “Well, Hendrix was more a 60’s guys,” she replied. “Still, it is a bit much, isn’t it?” Despite the fact that I was wearing a pair of high heels that lifted me up a full two inches higher than her more sensible shoes, Karen Oswald still topped me in height by a good half a foot. I felt her fingers brush my arm and once more that same, electric-like surge rushed through me. I let out a tiny gasp, a mere breath of air and goosebumps rose up and down my arm. My nipples tightened and then my pussy seized the thick, plastic rod jammed up inside me. 
 
      
 
    Ten feet further down the hall, Kari fiddled with her phone. 
 
      
 
    And that’s when the fucking Monster Vibrator in my pussy came to life. 
 
      
 
    Granted, it was on the lowest setting, barely a rumble, and I couldn’t even hear it. But by God I could feel it. Multiple motors caused the thing to jiggle inside me like a freshly caught eel. My entire body shuddered, my posture changed, and my hips swung forward involuntarily as my sex began pulsing around the now quietly moving toy. 
 
      
 
    Karen saw my reaction, misinterpreted it, and her smile deepened. Her hand, which had only grazed my arm, swung behind me and a moment later I felt a soft pressure against my lower back. My lower back. My way lower back. 
 
      
 
    “Well, there will certainly be some work to get these hallways into shape,” Kari observed, turning back toward us. She was still holding her phone, fingers tapping away. 
 
      
 
    I stood there frozen, trying not move or breathe, feeling my pussy convulse around the buzzing sex toy. Karen’s hand was still there, just below the small of my back. I wanted to yell at Kari, to hiss at her. Not here. Not now. Please!  
 
      
 
    “I’m sure,” Karen observed, her hand lightly touching me right above the ass. There was a slight increase of pressure and I was absolutely positive her hand was resting on the upper curve of my rump. I felt charged, my entire body tingling with excitement. I realized I was taking short, sharp breaths, practically hyperventilating. Kari glanced up, gave me a cute little wink, and then her finger tapped twice on her phone screen. 
 
      
 
    The Monster Vibrator picked up speed and the vibrations swirled up through me in waves as I inhaled sharply, eyes widening. I shot a panicked glance at Kari who only smiled. Karen’s fingers, the ones resting on my bottom, curled in an obvious caress, gliding across my buttock. Kari walked past us and down the hall. 
 
      
 
    That forced both me and Karen to turn and I felt the touch on my bottom disappear. I hesitated just a moment, trying to decide if I should follow Kari or wait with Karen, or if I could even manage to walk straight since my soaked and stuffed slit was resonating in time with the Monster Vibe’s oscillations. I choose to follow and moved a step out in front of Karen. She stayed behind me and when I glanced back it was clear what she was looking at, and it wasn’t the frightening decor. I gulped and went back to following my employer. 
 
      
 
    Kari dropped her stylus, and pretended she didn’t notice. 
 
      
 
    This put me in a very difficult position. As Kari’s personal assistant, it’s my job to pick up after her, to follow along like a little puppy dog and do her bidding, to take notes or pictures or measurements, to let her sexually torment and abuse me at whim. So yes, I have a complicated job description. So there I was, ten feet behind her, tasked with picking up the silver stick. There was no way to do so gracefully, much less decently, in the outfit that Kari had not only selected for me to wear that day. It was a goddamned party dress - for a party meant to leave me naked and well fucked! Not for gallivanting around the Houston metro area visiting clients - even incredibly beautiful and sexy ones! So I paused over the stylus, glanced back at Karen, and then, with my face already burning with shame, tried to squat down and reach over. 
 
      
 
    Time seemed to slow. My heart thudded as I sucked in another breath. My sex rippled around the rapidly shaking toy as my knees bent, twisting to the side as I dropped down. I could feel the dress moving against my skin, gliding upward, exposing my panties, my thighs, maybe even my bottom, as I struggled not to bend. I felt the air against my ass, my thighs and then, as I leaned over, my left breast fell out of my top. I gasped, grabbed the stylus with one hand and clutched the other across my exposed bosom. I almost fell over and probably would have if not for one thing. 
 
      
 
    Karen’s hand was on my shoulder. “Here,” she said softly, steadying me. “Let me help.” She reached down and her fingers grasped the stylus even as she helped me to rise. Our eyes met and she reached up with her free hand, only to slide her fingers beneath the spaghetti strap of my dress, the one that had allowed my boob to come out. My pierced nipple was hard and pink and exposed and she ran her hand downward, pulling the material of my dress outward, repositioning it over my breast. I gasped as the backs of her fingers slid down the curvature of my bosom, teasing the nipple into immediate hardness, only to reposition the cloth to cover me. Then, as if sensing my embarrassment, she drew her hand out with a caress, touching the bottom curve of my breast, leaving me panting with need. 
 
      
 
    She held out the stylus and I took it, lips wet and parted, my entire body on a knife’s edge. I realized that I really, really wanted to cum, preferably with Karen’s body entwined tightly around mine. Maybe even with her mouth sucking on my clit. She leaned closer, her lips almost at my temple, eyes glittering with delight. 
 
      
 
    “I can hear it, you know,” Karen whispered in my ear. 
 
      
 
    I gulped, my cheeks turning crimson. I wanted her to touch me again, to slip her hand beneath the front of dress, or better yet, take it off me. Right there in the hall.   
 
      
 
    “Is it driving you as crazy as you’re driving me?” She asked pointedly, putting her hand on my upper arm, fingers swirling in little circles as if testing the texture of my skin. 
 
      
 
    I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. 
 
      
 
    The expression on Karen’s face was a mixture of triumph and satisfaction. “Good,” she declared. She took her hand off my arm and backed away, leaving me with the urge to throw myself at her, to beg her to take off my clothes, to let her use me and have me, and to have her. It was just raw passion, lust and fury. I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath, trying to settle the fuck down. 
 
      
 
    And the Monster Vibrator went to full power. 
 
      
 
    I’m not stupid. I know when I’m being toyed with. What I didn’t know is if this was planned or spontaneous, and that made how I responded very important. If I threw myself at Karen, or responded to Kari’s provocations, I ran the risk of damaging an important client relationship, or admittedly, enhancing it beyond all belief. But I tend to be a bit conservative in my responses until I know which way to go, so I focused on taking a few steps without cumming and managed to get Kari’s attention with a touch on the elbow. 
 
      
 
    “Kari? You, um, dropped this,” I said softly. The blonde goddess before me smiled warmly. 
 
      
 
    “Oh. I did? How careless of me.” She reached out to take the pen-like item and her hand gripped mine for a moment longer than needed. “Thank you,” she said, giving me a knowing smirk. Then she turned back toward the hall. Her phone came up and as she took a few steps away from me, her fingers slid across the screen and I braced myself for what was coming next. 
 
      
 
    Me. 
 
      
 
    I managed to turn back toward Karen Oswald who was watching me with delighted amusement and this time, as the Monster Vibe spun up to full power there was no holding back. I couldn’t control it. Perhaps it was the panicked expression on my face, or the lost look in my eyes - utter humiliation at being used in such a manner in front of this woman. But something drew Karen toward me and as my body broke the mental controls and prohibitions I’d placed upon myself, she wrapped her arms around me, holding me as I let out a soft, but desperate groan. I trembled as the vibrator danced inside me and then Karen’s hand slid into the front of my dress, her fingers lightly pinching my right nipple, teasing me with the edges of her nails. A surge of energy exploded between my thighs and I simply melted into Karen’s embrace as the orgasm emptied my brain of anything resembling thought, leaving just the shame of my abasement. I could feel the wetness seeping down my thigh, the scent of my arousal and climax distinct and obvious. 
 
      
 
    It took me a minute to collect myself and when I finally looked up, Karen was grinning like a Cheshire cat, one hand on my rump, the other poised to support me if I needed it. The Monster Vibrator was already winding down, slowing back toward silence and stillness between my legs and I looked over to where Kari was walking toward us. 
 
      
 
    “I think I got the measurements I need. If I think of something else I can always send Breanne back over to collect them,” she told Karen. 
 
      
 
    The businesswoman smiled. “I’d like that. I’m glad you think you can handle this monstrosity.” She gestured at the walls and Kari laughed. 
 
      
 
    Then Kari looked at me. “Well, if you’re finished, we can head back to the office.” 
 
      
 
    I nodded, face flushed, heartbeat still fast, still heady from the endorphins. Karen took a step back from us, watching carefully. 
 
      
 
    We managed to make it back to the elevator and back down to the lobby without me embarrassing myself any more than I already did. Karen kept giving me knowing glances, eyes bright with mischief and desire. We stopped by the security desk where the aging man straightened now that he realized Karen was standing right there. 
 
      
 
    “I certainly appreciate you coming out and giving me an appraisal. When will you have something?” Karen asked Kari. 
 
      
 
    My employer shrugged. “About a week and a half. I’ve already got some thoughts that will be compatible with the exterior of the building,” Kari replied. “Not to mention the lobby.” 
 
      
 
    Karen nodded. “Great. I can’t wait to see your ideas!” Then Ms. Oswald turned toward me. “Breanne, it was a pleasure meeting you.” She held out her hand and to my surprise there was a business card in it. “Feel free to give me a call sometime,” she said offhandedly, as if she hadn’t just witnessed me cumming in her building, or fondled me. I took it, but didn’t look at the card. Instead I noticed Kari writing something on her own notepad. 
 
      
 
    “Here, Karen. You might need this,” Kari said, handing the paper over. Karen took it and then read the note, her expression quizzical. Then she glanced at me, sudden understanding in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Oh! Why, thank you!” She replied, tucking the note away. Kari dipped her head and then whirled. 
 
      
 
    “Come along, Breanne. Time to go,” she said. I gave Karen a little wave and hurried after Kari. We stepped out into the bright sunlight and I tried to keep up. 
 
      
 
    “What the hell was that?” I demanded as we approached Kari’s convertible. 
 
      
 
    She looked up at me with an amused look. “What was what?” 
 
      
 
    I gestured back at the building, Karen’s card in my hand. “That! You making me cum like that! In front of her!” 
 
      
 
    Kari laughed and unlocked the door. She leaned over toward me and pulled her sunglasses out of her purse, only to set them on the bridge of her nose. “She wrote you a note. Look at her card.” 
 
      
 
    I blinked and looked down at the business card. Karen Oswald, her email address, office phone, and cell. Then I flipped it over. Written hurriedly across the back was a message that took me by surprise. “Dinner 7pm? Call me!” 
 
      
 
    I glanced up at Kari, shock written across my face. Kari laughed. “I knew the two of you would hit it off.” 
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry and I watched as Kari got into the convertible. I closed my mouth and slid in, my dress riding up, my breasts almost falling out. I brought my feet in and began to shut the door, only to suddenly gasp, eyes widening as the Monster Vibrator roared to life, spinning and churning inside me, shaking like a trailer home in a twister. I stiffened in my seat, my hips thrusting forward as I cried out, the sudden forced arousal strong and all encompassing. Fires I thought banked burst into flame and it didn’t matter now that my tits were hanging out and my dress was all askew. Holy God. 
 
      
 
    Kari backed the car out of the drive and I felt the acceleration, but it didn’t matter one whit. I knew I was going to cum again. There really wasn’t an option. 
 
      
 
    “Wave, Bre. There’s Karen. Looks like she liked the note.” 
 
      
 
    I turned my head, panting, eyes wild, to see Karen Oswald standing in front of her building, her phone in her hands, finger poised above it. She had a huge grin on her face. Kari lifted her hand and waved as we went past. 
 
      
 
    And me? 
 
      
 
    Well, they say if you like success, then you should try, try, and then try again. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Two hours later… 
 
      
 
    “Karen Oswald,” came the voice over the phone. I swallowed hard. 
 
      
 
    “Hi, uh… Ms. Oswald. This is Breanne Erickson,” 
 
      
 
    “Breanne! I’m glad you called.” 
 
      
 
    I took a deep breath. “Yeah. I just… well… “ 
 
      
 
    “Dinner? Tonight? Seven?” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes, a thousand thoughts rushing through my head. What had Kari told her? Was this a setup? A plan? What about Julie? What about Mike? And where was this heading? 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” I said simply. “That would be lovely. Where would you like me to meet you?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    She gave me an address, which I dutifully copied down. “And what should I wear?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    Karen Oswald let out a delighted laugh. “Oh Breanne, not a single thing.” I blinked in surprise. “See you at seven.” 
 
      
 
    I checked the internet. Maps. It was a residence. An expensive condo. I swallowed. Then? Then the Monster Vibrator went on again, for just a little bit. 
 
      
 
    Try. Try. And try again. 
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