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See what Breanne’s reviewers are saying!

Breanne writes the most personal and intense scenes around. You can feel her needs and desires as she explores her own personal world of BDSM.

“Way better than most books in the class.”

“Best dark erotica yet!”

“I couldn’t stop reading.”

Through her words Breanne brings to life her world with both the eroticism and humor that I have come to expect from her writing.

“Five stars.”

“Pain slut extraordinaire!”

Another great book of Breanne’s crazy experiences. Want to read real life sex adventures? Then this book series is the one for you. Buy it!

“Finally. Something real and not just fluff.”

“Breanne is out of control.”

“Breanne writes the most personal and intense scenes around. You can feel her needs and desires as she explores her own personal world of BDSM.”
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Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rules

Rule #1: A NHPS should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock. If cock is not available, the NHPS should stuff herself with whatever objects/toys are available in order to keep herself sexually aroused and ready!

Rule #2: A NHPS must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment/torture at any time, for anyone, for any reason.

Rule #3: A NHPS is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her prescribed limits.

Rule #4: A NHPS should always dress provocatively so she can be recognized as a slut, yet dress according to the desires and requirements of her masters and mistresses.

Rule #5: A NHPS must maintain her physical appearance (fit, shaved, and flexible) in order to be tied or used in whatever position her betters require.


A Note from the Author

In the spring of 2020 a global pandemic swept the globe. Some people lost family and friends, and I want to express my sympathy for everyone whose lives were shattered by that. For me, the Quarantine was a frustrating, brutal, and terrible time. Not because I was sick, or anyone in my family was sick, but because I tend toward depression and my sexual appetites are one way for me to cope. Being cut off from others was not easy.

But… things got better. They changed. Life goes on. And as we’ve recovered from those early days, I feel that it’s okay now to share how I handled it. This isn’t a story about overcoming challenges. Pure and simple, this story is about me doing crazy sex things.

If you haven’t read any of my previous books, you might need a quick summary. My name is Breanne and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. In short, I crave sex. Good sex. With overwhelming, powerful orgasms. And I’ll admit it - a little bit of sexualized pain, some public humiliation, and frequent opportunities to cum, make those orgasms so much more incredible.

Why write about it? I don’t know. It’s not like I need money. Catharsis? Maybe. Who knows? But if this story turns you on, if it encourages you or enables you to achieve your own sort of satisfaction, then frankly… that’s a win for me. I shared something precious with you. Whether you’re a guy or a girl, in a way, we’re making love. And that can overcome any pandemic. - Bre


Quarantine Punishment #1

The first week of quarantine was awful. But only if taken as a whole.

On day one I skipped around my apartment, dressed in gym shorts and a tee shirt, the soft roll of my ben wa balls keeping me wet and ready, only to find myself watching daytime television in absolute boredom as my daughter focused almost all of her time and attention on her video game console. I made breakfast for the two of us, then lunch, and as the afternoon slipped away, I found myself in the back bedroom, staring out the window onto the parking lot of my apartment complex, one hand down the front of my shorts, fingertips swirling in sweet circles over my clit. It didn’t take me long to work myself into the expected froth and I exploded a moment later, a soft, easy orgasm that left me sticky and breathless, if not exactly satisfied. Sure, the sweet euphoria that came with my masturbatory antics was nice, but it wasn’t the mind-blowing, intense sort of explosion I was used to having. I shook my head, pulled my wet fingers out of my panties and washed up, only to discover thirty minutes later that I was just as aroused as I had been before my little rub.

I made myself a cup of chai tea, added a bit of cream, and went back to the window, wishing I was over at Julie’s house, or with Kari. That would have been amazing. Non-stop sexual servitude, punctuated by the occassional bondage and discpline session was exactly what I needed. Unfortunately, the single mom gig had once again prevented me from giving into my selfish desires. I fingered myself into another orgasm, groaning softly as I stared out through the blinds of my darkened bedroom, pretending that the risk of being seen was real. Then, somewhat satisfied, I headed back to the kitchen to make dinner.

I masturbated before going to bed, sighing in relief as I lay upon the sheets, a pink and curved vibrator in my hand. I slipped it in deep, turning off the motors as I pulled my panties up, falling asleep with Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one going through my head.

When I woke the next morning, I opted for a different toy – my thick Husky Dildo – and pounded out another toe-curling detonation between my legs. The wet, sucking sound of the rubber sliding in and out of my pussy as I stretched out my legs and arched my back, seemed exceedingly loud. And when I gritted my teeth and exploded, I felt the rush of adrenaline and pleasure, only to have both fade away too quickly. I took a deep breath, contemplating my next step. Masturbate again? Open the blinds and turn on the light? What would be the point? No one was out there. No one would see me. I pushed the dildo deep, put on a pair of panties to keep it in, and after donning a robe, shambled into the kitchen.

Then came breakfast. I sat down at the table to eat my omelet, all while dealing with a moody, pubescent twelve-year-old girl, angry about having to go to school online. Nevermind the subsequent sexual need grating on my nerves as my body objected to the fact that I was at home, instead of at work being sexually denigrated. I relieved myself of the pressures as soon as I got Rachel set up on the computer, lying flat out on the bed, struggling to work myself into enough of an orgasm to sate my needs. I felt like I was dying of thirst, and instead of being able to drink my fill, I was forced to take short, tiny sips, never quite quenching my thirst.

I masturbated again after lunch. Then once more that late afternoon, only to find myself stretched out on my bed after dinner, my jammies lying on the floor, pushing myself over the edge. The orgasm came, but it was so small. So… weak.

The next morning wasn’t any better. I was still horny. I licked my lips and then gave in. Julie was undoubtedly working from home, set up on her laptop in Michael’s dining room. As one of my two mistresses, Julie was the one that had the cruller and more inventive perspective on my sexuality, so I called her from the privacy of my bedroom as soon as Rachel had signed onto her class.

“Hello, princess,” Julie said on the other end of the line. I gritted my teeth. I hated it when she called me that. “How are you holding up.” I rolled my eyes and threw myself down on the bed, rolling onto my stomach and bringing my bare feet up.

“I’m desperate,” I complained. “This is awful!”

Julie laughed. “Breanne, we’re on day three.”

I threw myself backward on the bed. “I know! But come on! I’m locked in my apartment with a twelve year old!”

Julie chuckled. “Think of it as spending time with your daughter!”

I tucked my chin into the pillow. “I don’t mind that. It’s just, she’s going through puberty and is a miserable little goblin.”

My mistress chuckled. “She has been difficult lately,” she admitted. “But that’s not what’s got you all uptight. Is it?”

I let out a frustrated sigh. “I’m desperate.”

“Yes,” she allowed. “You said that.”

“For sex,” I added.

There was a moment’s surprised silence, then Julie snorted. “Breanne, when are you not desperate for sex?”

I let out a frustrated grunt. “This is different.”

“How?” She asked skeptically.

“Because I can’t scratch this itch!” I blurted out.

“You aren’t masturbating?” She asked curiously. “I would have thought you’d be bringing yourself to climax four or five times a day.”

I rolled my eyes again. “Of course I am.”

“Then what’s the problem?”

I gritted my teeth. “Because they’re vanilla.”

Julie let out a hissing sound. “You’re complaining because you rubbed a climax out of yourself and didn’t bother putting clamps on your tits, or doing something painful to yourself?”

That made me angry. “I’m not good at that kind of thing!”

“Are you kidding me? You used to sit in front of a computer on a webcam, showing your entire body from the neck down and inflicting all sorts of painful torments to yourself at the order of a chatroom full of people. You literally worked as the ‘room slut,’ pouring hot wax on your pussy and then beating it off with a plastic ruler.”

I got up from the bed and went to the window. I pushed down on the blinds and looked out. It didn’t appear to be dangerous, but I knew that the virus was supposedly everywhere. I shook my head and paced back and forth across my room. “I know that. But I’m not suited for this quarantine thing,” I complained. “I’m going stir-crazy. What am I going to do?” I asked bleakly. “I can barely stand it.”

Julie sighed. “I’m not sure,” she said honestly. “We’re all in lockdown. I’m working from home and Mike has reduced hours. Is Kari working?” She asked.

I shrugged. “How the hell am I supposed to know?” I retorted. “Probably. She generally ignores things like ‘lockdowns’.”

“Well, I suppose for right now you’ll have to go for quantity over quality,” Julie said with a disappointed voice. “But hopefully it will only be for a week. Maybe two. Then we can get back to giving you the orgasms you crave.”

I shook my head. “In a week I’ll be going mad. I’ll do something stupid.”

“How stupid?” She asked carefully. I shrugged.

“Who knows?” I said dispiritedly.

“Well, get out some clamps, sit down in your desk chair, watch some porn, and tease yourself as long as possible without cumming.”

I almost chucked the phone against the wall. “That’s your idea of an assignment?” I demanded.

“Damn it, Bre. It’s not like I have a barn that I can stretch a knotted rope across,” she said. “You’ll just have to adjust. Like the rest of us.”

Then she hung up.

I did not sleep well that night.

The next morning Julie called me.

“I’ve given it some thought. I’m sending you a list.”

“A list?” I asked. “A list of what?”

She laughed, a vicious, cruel sound cackle.

“You’ll see. Wait for my email.” Then she hung up. I set the phone down, a very new sensation circulating through my brain.

Nervous anticipation. My wet, stuffed little slit was ready. And yes, I was still going mad.

***

I licked my lips and the trepidation I was feeling congealed into a heavy weight that settled in the pit of my stomach. I looked down at the phone and dialed, then lifted it to my ear, praying that maybe she wouldn’t answer. The line on the other end rang twice and I heard the telltale chirp, followed by a sweet, high pitched voice.

“Hello, Princess! Are you ready?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, my nerves still getting the better of me. If Julie heard the tremor in my voice, she ignored it.

“Excellent. I presume that you got all of the items I requested?” She asked.

I nodded. I had indeed collected the rather eclectic inventory she’d emailed me. Arranged just in front of my laptop computer were a trio of wooden clothespins, two and a half feet worth of binder’s twine, and a small, galvanized steel bucket that held the melted remains of a citronella candle. “Yes, I have them,” I told her.

Julie almost purred. “Good. Now please describe to me what you’re wearing. The way I originally taught you.”

I took a deep breath. There are certain protocols to being submissive and being able to describe your attire properly is one of them. You start at your feet.

“I am barefoot,” I said simply. “I’ve got a silver chain on my right ankle. I’m wearing a pair of light gray gym shorts, with the word ‘juicy’ written on the back. Underneath the shorts I have on a set of light pink, bikini cut panties. I am wearing a Cougars tee shirt, in red, and beneath that, a white bra.”

Julie chuckled. “I suppose that’s to be expected, but I am disappointed in you,” she chided. “You are certainly not dressing like the slut you are. Please recite Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut rule number three.”

I frowned. “Julie, I have a child in the apartment with me.”

“Does she get to see your underwear?” Julie sneered.

I hesitated. “No,” I admitted. “But still…”

“Recite it.” The tone of her voice was stern and I let out a frustrated sigh.

“Girls like me should always dress provocatively so we can be recognized as sluts, while also dressing according to the desires and requirements of our masters and mistresses.”

“So, no panties, Bre. If you need to hold something in, use a rope.”

I stuck my tongue out at the phone, because she couldn’t see me.

“The next question is do you have the vibroballs in?” Julie asked, switching tracks. I bit my lip. The vibroballs were a motorized sex toy consisting of two, golf-ball sized spheres, which were controlled via a wireless remote. For most of the day they’d been in my pussy, teasing and taunting me when I wasn’t edging, per Julie’s orders. On low, they kept me wet and needy, but ostensibly they were meant to keep me ready. Ready to be thrown down, spread open, and fucked stupid. Which wasn’t going to happen during a fucking pandemic.

“Of course, I have them in,” I said, somewhat indignantly.

Julie hummed. “Excellent, so first, I want you to strip. And just to make sure you’re doing this correctly, please turn on the lights in your room so you are properly illuminated and pull open your blinds. All the way to the top of the window.” She let out a little sigh of satisfaction. “And then you can strip where everyone can see you.”

I opened the blinds and the high-pitched whine of them going up was loud enough to fill the room. I walked over to the nightstand lamp and turned it on. Then I flipped the switch on the overhead light. A moment later I stood in front of the window, brightly lit, and stared out onto the parking lot of my apartment complex.

For the most part, it was quiet. The weather was warm and while there had been an uptick in people wandering about, usually going on solitary walks, my window looked out on what was essentially nothing but parking. So, unless you were walking to your car, I wasn’t going to see you. Not only that, but there were bushes in front of my window. Granted, they were cut low, but still… the parking lot was lower than the apartments, so if you were standing in the lot, the bushes cut a bit of the view. Finally, my apartment was on the end of the building and there was only one more building past mine. Traffic, if there had been any traffic, would have been light.

And there wasn’t a single person in view. No cars were driving by. I was, for all intents and purposes, alone. So, why the fuck was I close to hyperventilating at the thought of taking off all my clothes while standing there in the window?

“Strip now, please. And if those vibroballs aren’t on yet, get them that way. Set them to low.”

I closed my eyes. Of course, count on Julie to push me closer to the edge as part of her intended punishment. I leaned back over to the desk, grabbed the small control fob, and turned the sex toys to low. The faint buzzing hum from between my legs made me gasp. Waves of pleasure began streaming up from my sex and I let out a tiny groan. It wasn’t easy to bear. I’d been aroused all day, thanks to hourly masturbations that each ended in me yanking my wet, goo-covered fingers out from the hot and slippery depths of my slit, curling up into a fetal ball, and moaning about the cruelties of my sexual mistresses.

With my pussy already quivering, I returned to my vantage point by the window and once again checked for cars, people, drones, cameras, and God only knows what else. Call me paranoid, or skittish, or only plain ole embarrassed, I dreaded what was coming next. I reached for the bottom of my tee shirt and pulled it over the top of my head. My bra, a rather plain, boring, unadorned utilitarian thing with an underwire, came into view and I moved my hands down to the shorts. I admit, this was a calculated gesture to keep me unexposed just a little longer. My gym shorts fell off my legs and I kicked them away and into the far corner, tossing the shirt after it.

I took a deep breath, eyes darting left and right. I couldn’t put it off any longer. I reached behind my back and undid the clasp holding my bra together, and let it drop. My breasts, free of the halter, dropped a little, but the bright shining barbell piercings caught the sunlight coming through the window and sparkled. I threw the bra after my shorts and was still watching for passersby as I finished up by removing my panties. Finally, I stood buck naked, fully lit, at the window of my apartment.

“Okay,” I said in a high-pitched, agitated voice. “I’m naked.”

“Now stand there for a moment,” Julie ordered.

I stared out the window, shifting my weight from foot to foot, nervous as hell. Inside me the vibroballs were buzzing softly and I could feel the wetness of my sex moistening my petals, almost seeping down to my thigh. I was on edge. I was tense. I could feel the fight or flight instincts right on the surface. Had someone popped into view and said “boo!” I would have screamed. The seconds stretched out.

“So,” Julie asked conversationally. “Were you able to find the bucket I was talking about?”

I glanced over at my desk. “Yes,” I replied. “It was on the porch, just like you said.”  Julie had been over one night a few months back and we had sat out on the back patio, a citronella candle lit to keep away the mosquitoes, and I’d been tasked with kneeling between Julie’s outstretched legs, licking her clit. It had been one of those “oh my God, what if we’re discovered?” moments, but in hindsight, it had been dark, the candle lighting barely anything, and with the slats around the porch, only someone standing right there would have been able to see Julie, much less me with my nose pressed against her mons and my tongue buried as deeply as possible in her slit.

“Good,” Julie said. “I’d like you to take the binders twine and tie it to the bucket handle. Do it at the window.”

I grimaced. At the window. Damn it. It’s like she knew every little trick I had. With a deep breath, I went to the desk, grabbed the twine and the little bucket. It was galvanized steel, and since the candle had long since burned down to nothing, it weighed less than half a pound. I returned to the glass and set the container on the windowsill, then concentrated on tying one end of the binder twine to the metal handle. It helped. Being focused on the task meant I wasn’t watching the parking lot quite as close.

“Okay. One end of the binder twine is tied to the bucket,” I said simply.

“Good,” replied Julie. “Now, go get one of the clothespins.”

I padded, still barefoot and naked, over to the desk, retrieved one of the wooden pegs, and returned to the window. “Alright, I’m ready,” I told her.

“Tie the clothespin to the other end of the binder twine. Make sure it can’t slip off.”

I was making the loop when motion made me squeal. I was about to dart out of the way, ducking to the side, but it was just a car, and it was going fast. Away from me. There was no way the driver had seen me. My heart thudded painfully in my chest as I struggled to calm down.

“You okay?” Julie asked, her voice filled with concern.

“Just… just a car,” I gasped, trembling.

Julie seemed to perk up. “Did they see you?”

I shook my head. “No,” I said in a wavering voice. “They were going the wrong way. And fast.”

“Drat,” she muttered in disappointment. “Oh well. Maybe next time.”

I struggled with that. I turned my attention back to the clothespin and binder’s twine and a moment later everything was connected. Small bucket to twine to clothespin. “Alright,” I told my mistress. “It’s tied.

Julie seemed satisfied. “Good. Now get the other two clothespins. Do you want to guess where those have to go?” She asked sweetly.

I knew damn well where they were going, but my mouth moved before my brain. “On the lamp shade?” I said hopefully.

Julie laughed. “Hardly. Those two clothespins go on your nipples. And you know how I want them, right?”

“Straight on,” I said dejectedly. It was Julie’s standard. She didn’t want them hanging downward or clipped from the top. She wanted them sticking straight out from my tits like a set of antennae pointing outward from a bug’s head. That way the full weight of the clothespin itself would bend my nipples downward, ever so slightly, making them hurt more.

Straight, with a twist.

I snatched the clothespins off the desk and returned to the window. No people. No dogs. No cats. Nothing but unmoving, unoccupied cars. I took a deep breath and set the first clothespin in place, just the way Julie liked it.

I made a soft, whimpering sort of whine as the wooden maw bit down hard on my left nipple and I grimaced as the pain shot through my breast. Clothespins might seem to be one of the lighter options when it comes to nipple hardware, but I can assure you, these damn things pinch tight and even with the pincer positioned well behind my piercing, it still inflicted enough pressure to make the tip of my breast throb with acute strain. With the clothespin wiggling as I sucked in a pain-laced breath, I placed the other clothespin on my right nipple and closed my eyes momentarily, adjusting to the intense burn flashing through my bosom.

“I’m clamped,” I said in a croak.

“Not yet, you aren’t,” Julie assured me. “Now comes the fun part of your punishment. Get the remote for your vibroballs and put it where you can reach it. Like the windowsill. Put the bucket on the floor between your window and bed. Stretch the binder twine up and clip the attached clothespin to your clit.”

I was expecting something like this. Trembling, I put the bucket on the floor. There wasn’t that much room between the window and the bed, just a measly four feet. But it was enough. I pulled up the twine and discovered that two and a half feet, tied at both ends, translated into a problem.

“There’s not enough twine,” I exclaimed in surprise. I heard Julie chuckle.

“Squat,” she retorted. “Bend those knees.”

I looked up. No one was outside. Thank God. “You’re kidding me, right?” I demanded.

“Not in the least. Bend your legs and get that clothespin attached. But Breanne – I don’t want you lifting the bucket by your clit. Not yet at least. Keep the bucket on the ground.”

Frustrated, with my pussy clenching around the vibroballs, and my nipples throbbing, I squatted down. It was an uncomplimentary position and looked about as awkward as it felt. With my knees bent, I held the position and quickly, roughly, attached the third clothespin right over my clitoral hood. It dug in and I rose until the string was taut. Out of curiosity, I straightened just a bit more, testing the weight of the steel bucket. It was… not negligible. I could feel it pull hard on my clitoris. I dropped back down a bit, wincing.

“I’m… I’m… attached,” was all I could think of to say. I was breathing heavily and my breasts were pulsing with discomfort from the clothespins wiggling at the tips.

“Good. Now here is what you are going to do,” Julie said, her voice getting more excited. “You will keep the bucket on the floor and you will turn around in circles. This will cause the binder’s twine to twirl, tightening it up. Keep the bucket on the floor though. You will do one hundred full circles. At the end, you will turn up the vibroballs to full and then stand up straight, lifting the bucket from the floor. Do you understand?”

I gasped. “But… Julie… it will twist my clit!” I protested.

She laughed. “I know! Isn’t that wonderful?”

My head reeled. “But… but I’ll get dizzy!”

“I hope not,” she said. “I want you to suffer. So, go slow enough that you don’t wobble.”

I let out a whimper. “But… what if someone sees me?”

She chuckled. “Then they will think you are a mentally fucked up nympho humiliation pain slut.” She sighed happily. “Breanne, just do it.”

I looked down at the bucket. “What if I cum?” I whispered.

“If you can cum from this torment,” she said simply. “Then you deserve to cum.”

I gulped, took a deep breath, and began turning.

It was a challenge not to get dizzy, and not to fall, and it took me almost a full five minutes to do the full one hundred spins. I might have done a few extra by accident too. Worse, the binder’s twine tightened up by almost an additional inch, all while tugging with fits and spurts on my clit. Little shards of glass-edged sensation seemed to burst against my clitoris, like being stroked with a rough brush. Each step made the clothespins on my nipples wiggle up and down, and agony laced through my bosom, even as my clit competed for attention. My thighs began to burn as I struggled not to lift up and I realized halfway through that I was standing on tiptoe as well, my arches aching as I performed Julie’s perverted calisthenics.

With my knees awkwardly bent, my thighs splayed outward, my dripping sex aching and the vibroballs now buzzing violently inside me, I finally stood up and looked out the window. My legs ached from holding the original position, but now the bucket lifted from the ground, swinging freely, hanging from my clitoris. It began to spin, slowly at first, but then with increasing speed and the motion translated up the line, twisting the clothespin on my clit and sending jarring jolts of biting anguish up into me. Waves of sensation blurred up my spine, ricocheting around in my head like bullets, all while two vastly different feelings exploded through my psyche. The first was pleasure. My pussy was vibrating madly, wrapped around the vibroballs, buzzing, and quivering wetly. The edges Julie had forced me to inflict upon myself had merely been preparation for this moment; to turn me into a quivering, pussy soaked, public slut desperate for satisfaction.

The second sensation was pain. A throbbing agony burst into being at my most sensitive points, the tips of my breasts and the apex of my sex. Pain laced up along with the pleasure and when it got to my brain the magic started. I say magic, but really what it means is that I’m a fucked-up masochist. My neurons, never normal on a good day, began misfiring. My brain, unable to handle the overload of sensation, of the twisting and tugging on my clit, the oscillations of pleasure streaming up from my stuffed cunt, the burning pinch at the tip of each breast, began shorting out. Colors and lights flashed in front of my eyes as the bucket at the end of the twine spun and I grabbed my breasts with both hands, facing the window. I cried out, hurting and embarrassed, wanting and hating. And then my brain couldn’t tell the difference anymore and the pain and the pleasure both stopped. Instead there was just pressure. Heat and want and desire and need. I threw my head back, eyes closed as the orgasm ripped through me. My hips began jerking wildly as the adrenaline surged through my veins and there was a sharp snap and another lancet of agony as the clothespin on my clit fell. The bucket clattered to the floor and I fell backward, onto the bed, legs spread wide, one hand going to my crotch, cupping my abused pussy, while the other squeezed my right breast, twisting the clothespin back and forth. Another wave of exquisite pleasure shot through me, laced with pain and I shuddered as the sexual euphoria shot through me.

“Breanne?” Julie said, her voice almost as breathless as mine. “Bre? Are you okay? I heard you yelp.”

Panting, I sat up and looked around. The bucket was still on the floor, the binder’s twine and clothespin next to it. My nipples were throbbing and I groaned, reaching up to remove the clothespins. I let out a soft whimper as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts. I bit my lip, still struggling to catch my breath.

“Bre?”

I swallowed. “I’m here,” I said softly. Then, because there was no response, I repeated myself. “Here!” I called out. “I’m okay.”

There was a moment of silence. “It sounded like you exploded,” Julie said, her voice smug. I took a deep, shuddering breath and then found the control fob to the vibroballs. I turned them off.

“I did,” I said, eyeing the window. “Twice.” I was still naked. The lights were still on. And there was still a parking lot, right there.

Julie let out a soft chuckle. “Good,” she said. “You can take off the clothespins then.”

I hesitated. “Okay,” I said finally. “But the clothespin on my clit snapped off, right at the end there.”

“It did?” Julie asked, suddenly a bit more chipper. “Well then, that’s unfortunate.”

“It is?” I asked, bewildered. “Why?”

Julie laughed. “Why? Because you’re a naughty little fuck slut who can’t seem to do anything right,” she said cheerfully. “And that little lapse is going to cost you. You know what it means for you tomorrow, right?”

I straightened up. The debris of my torment was all around me and I looked out the window. I stepped up close to it, pressing the sore tips of my breasts right against the glass. No one was out there, but that didn’t mean someone wouldn’t be. A car might drive by, the driver glancing in this direction. Or maybe someone heading out to work, walking by.

I took a deep breath, feeling wonderful. Sure, I was sore. I was aching. But the burning need I’d felt all day was gone. “Yes,” I said softly. “I know what it means.” I said it without resignation, and without fear. “It means I’m going to be punished.”

Julie snickered. “That’s right, princess. You’re going to be punished.” She took a big breath, clearly satisfied. “And leave the vibroballs on and in for the rest of the day. But no cumming. Alright?”

“Alright,” I said softly, still looking out the window.

“Bre?”

I took a moment to answer. “Yes?”

“I love you,” Julie said softly. “I’m sorry you’re locked up.” Then the line went dead.

“Me too,” I whispered, quarantined, tormented, tortured, punished…

… And sated.


Quarantine Punishment #2

I set the bar stool in front of the bedroom window and looked out. It was a dreary day, with rain clouds threatening on the horizon, casting a bleak and grayish light across the half-empty parking lot. It had been almost two weeks since I’d been locked into my apartment. The city had been shut down, businesses closed, and except for essential workers like doctors, nurses, police officers and firefighters, the rest of us were expected to sit in our homes, safe from harm. Well, at least the physical. Evidently mental harm was perfectly acceptable.

After just a week and a half of imposed isolation, I’d called Kari. My boss, my mistress, and my best friend, answered the phone with her usual grace and poise.

“Good morning, Breanne?” She said to me, “How are you doing? How are your parents? How is Rachel?”

I’d hesitated, not sure if asking about me first was a good thing, or a bad thing. “My parents are fine,” I replied. “They’re safely ensconced in their condo, and the assisted living management has been arranging for grocery deliveries so they don’t even have to go out for food. As far as my daughter, she loved the first week off, but now that they’re making her attend class online, she’s been her regular, moody, bitchy self.”

Kari was quiet. “And you?” She finally asked.

I took a deep breath. “Kari, I’m going crazy. I can’t do this. My skin is crawling. I’m going out of my mind. Crying fits. Food binges.” I glanced down at myself. “I think I’ve put on fifteen pounds.”

“In two weeks?” Kari asked politely.

I rolled my eyes. “You’d be surprised what I can do with a half gallon of Denali Maximum Fudge Moosetracks ice cream. Please? Please can I go to work? I know you’re there,” I accused.

Kari sighed. “I am being exceedingly careful,” she replied. “I am in physical contact with no one, and I run the risk of infecting only one person,” she added. “If you come into the office, you double my risk, as well as your own, which then affects both my husband and your daughter. We just don’t know enough about this illness yet. I have to keep you safe.”

I wanted to hurl the phone at the wall. “I don’t want to be safe!” I practically shouted at her. I burst into tears, sobbing. On the phone I heard Kari breathing.

“Breanne,” I know this is tough on you. I know you have cravings and you’re feeling alone and hurt right now. And I even know you may never forgive me. But if you get sick, and die, I will never forgive myself. You need to be strong. For you, for me, for Rachel.”

I choked a little. “Kari? Please? You can do anything you want to me. I’ll sit at the desk naked if you want. You can tie me to the conference table. No limits even. Anything you want to do to me. I swear. Please just let me come in to work.”

“I’m sorry, Bre.”

“Please? I love you!”

“It’s not safe, Bre. Now go spend some time with your daughter. Or masturbate. I love you too.” Then she hung up on me.

Stay in my apartment. Take care of my daughter and myself. Laughable. I was going slowly crazy. So I called Julie.

“Well,” said Julie carefully. “She isn’t wrong.”

“Excuse me?” I demanded, letting my anger show.

Julie sighed. “Well, she isn’t. Mike is still having to go to work and everyone is scared to come within six feet of each other. There’s been a run on face masks. He’s wearing one every day now. If anyone even looks like they’re sick the store is sending them home for two weeks.”

I blinked. “Kari works in an office building, in her own suite, with just one person,” I said slowly. “Me.”

“And what would you do?” Julie asked, a touch irritated. “She isn’t getting new clients right now. There are no demo days for you to go to and taunt the construction workers with your naked ass. It’s not like you can really help her with exhibits or design. Basically what you want is an outlet. You want her to use you. Sexually.”

My mouth dropped open in protest. “No! Not just that!” I spluttered.

Julie snorted. “Of course, just that. Breanne, sex is your preferred coping method for every mental and emotional challenge that threatens to overwhelm you. The harsher and more stressful the better.”

My bottom lip trembled. I knew in my heart that she was right, but having it pointed out so chillingly was not exactly fun.

“Look, I will continue to give you assignments, to help you satisfy your cravings, but you’ve got to give us time, Bre. You have to be safe.”

Safe. Fuck safe.

“Fine,” I said sullenly. “What’s the assignment?”

Back inside my room, the lights were out and the shadows were deep, giving off a sad vibe. It was just after lunch and I leaned on the wooden back of the bar stool, wondering if it were going to rain. I breathed deeply, steadily, trying to come to terms with myself, my enforced quarantine, the nature of reality, and my place in it, when rather suddenly, twelve full inches of silicone covered plastic, stuffed with a pair of battery operated motors, roared to life between my legs, shaking violently.

My physical response was immediate. My knees slammed together so loudly that I heard an audible klunk and my thighs pressed tightly against each other. My pussy, already wet and bothered and on edge, tightened, only to ripple in a series of urgent spasms that left me whimpering with need. The absolute surge of immediate sexual stimulation shot up through my loins, straight to my brain, where the acute pleasure did all sorts of bad things to my inhibitions.

I gripped the chair, holding on for dear life, as I saw the mountain of orgasm before me. I rushed toward it, blindingly fast, my sex quivering and reacting to the intense, purposeful vibrations. I raced up the hill, toward the cliffs, totally intent on leaping from the stark edge, out into the abyss, embracing the utter abandon of climax.

Except the fucking Monster Vibrator went silent, before I could do it. My room once more returned to silence, with only my panting breaths loud and ragged in my ears. Groaning in frustration, I let go of the stool and leaned back to collapse onto the bed. It had been an ongoing thing all morning. Julie had ordered me to keep the wi-fi connected, remotely operated, multi-motor vibrator buried in my slit since I’d woken up. The damn thing only had one switch: on and off, and the second I flipped that button, I knew that someone else was in control of my pussy. Of course, that isn’t actually a new thing. Someone else is frequently in control of my pussy.

Julie had been especially cruel though, sending little swirls of pleasure in my direction every fifteen or so minutes; just enough to make me tighten around the foot-long phallus, but never enough to drive me over the edge. Worse, at the top and bottom of each hour, I’d been subjected to much longer durations of intense stimulation, a full minute or two of powerful, almost violent vibrations that had left me panting each time.

Because I hadn’t been allowed to cum.

I stared up at the ceiling, struggling with the surge of absolute, utter desire, and the need to reach into my pajama bottoms and just pump the damn thing in and out of my slit, when my phone rang. I rolled my eyes, even more frustrated, and sat up. I had to climb up out of the bed to reach the small desk I kept opposite the footboard, and I grabbed my phone, answering it with a swipe of my phone.

“I hate you,” I said bitterly, as a means of greeting the caller. Hopefully it was someone I knew.

Julie laughed on the other end of the line. “You don’t mean that, princess,” She assured me.

I bit my lip. I was so fucking tense. “I do. I mean it with all my heart,” I spat.

“Ah,” she said cheerfully. “But do you mean it with all your pussy?”

I blinked. All my… what?”

“Are you ready for your punishment?” She asked, not even giving me the chance to come up with some witty repartee.

I frowned. Punishment. As if the non-stop torment she’d inflicted upon me from that morning hadn’t counted! I shook my head. Every day, no matter what I did, she found something to punish me for. I didn’t wear a clamp right. I masturbated a bit too long. I didn’t check my email at the right time. Oh… and was I supposed to know this shit before I did it? Nope. Just random stuff. You aren’t doing this right! And wham. Punishment.

“I suppose,” I muttered. I wondered if I could claim that my phone was sick with Coronavirus and had to shut down.

Julie snickered. “Excellent! So let’s start off with what you’re wearing. I’m hoping you’re about to say that you are buck naked.”

I glanced at the mirror hanging on the open closet door. It did not show a naked, redheaded. Instead, a nice looking woman in her early thirties glared back at me, dressed in some rather comfortable looking, but relaxed pajamas; shorts and a crop top. Certainly not the sort of erotic outfit you might expect from a certified nympho humiliation pain slut.

“Pajamas,” I said darkly. “Silk bottoms and a crop top. Blue.”

Julie made a clicking sound with her tongue. “Tsk, tsk, Bre. You know the proper way to do it,” she chided.

I sighed in exasperation and looked down. “I’m barefoot, okay? No socks, shoes, flipflops, or stupid fuck me high heels. The pajama bottoms are shorts and I’m wearing white undies. On top, I’ve got a matching silk shirt. It’s sleeveless and comfortable. I’m not wearing a bra,” I said, in my least erotic voice ever. Still, Julie seemed to take it in and she hummed appreciatively.

“Do you have the equipment I asked you to assemble?”

Arranged on the desktop was a small collection of items that were rather sexual in nature. The first was a large, thick, ten-inch-long dildo, sporting a suction cup base. Next to it sat three very unique vibrator clamps, each formed with a small, offset motor making up one side. Beside that stood a tube of coldhot cream, along with three alligator clamps; two small ones and one very large jumbo version.

I was understandably concerned about what a collection might mean.

“Yes,” I said weakly, trying not to imagine what sort of punishment Julie intended to inflict upon me.

“Good. Move all of it to the windowsill, except the dildo. Put that on the stool. And put the phone on speaker.”

I was liking this less and less. I set the phone down on the windowsill and turned on the speaker. The stool was much taller than my desk chair and if I sat in it, especially impaled with such a massive cock, I’d be in full view of anyone driving or walking by. I transferred all of the items and then stuck the dildo onto the stool with a rubber sounding smack. The stupid thing wiggled like a bowl of gelatin for a moment, sticking straight up.

“Are the blinds all the way up?” She asked.

I looked out the window. Julie had learned early on during my home self-confinement that I would naturally take advantage of any lapse on her part. Once she’d told me to “open” my blinds, which I took to mean tilt the slats so that I could see out. That earned me a punishment, even after I’d protested that there was a difference between the words “open” and “raise.” She hadn’t been amused. Still, I knew what she wanted and I’d already pulled the drawstring, lifting the white plastic slats up and out of the way. Now nothing stood between me and random passersby beside a pane of transparent glass and good luck. If I were lucky, then no one would walk by. If they were lucky…

“Now strip,” Julie ordered.

I sighed. I had known this was coming. I pushed my shorts down, revealing a pair of white, bikini cut panties. I kept an eye on the window, ready to dart away from the glass, just in case someone wandered into view. My nerves were already shot and here I was, about to suffer another humiliating, pain-filled punishment. I pushed the panties down and kicked them into the far corner. The Monster Vibrator, buried within my soaked love tunnel, immediately threatened to slip out. I locked it into place with my hand, then with my thighs. I removed my top and I stood there, one arm wrapped around my bosom, one hand between my legs holding in the vibrator, my heart thudding fast as I anticipated someone driving past and looking in, or maybe the Monster Vibrator switching back on.

But neither happened.

“Alright,” I said softly. “I’m naked.”

“Then it’s time for your punishment,” Julie said. “First, I want you to start off by removing the Monster Vibrator. Clean it properly. At the window”

I took a deep breath. Still standing in the very center of the pane, I pulled the thick phallus out from between my legs. It was covered in Bre goo, and let me tell you – an hour’s worth of near orgasmic ecstasy can leave a vibrator in a seriously slimy state. I lifted it up, the scent of my arousal nearly overpowering. I opened my mouth, stuck as much of the thing as I could down my throat, and sucked on it.

The salty, tangy flavor of my own near-orgasms filled my senses and I did my best to noisily slurp and suck the full length clean. This wasn’t so bad, except for the part about me doing it while standing naked at the window, my blatant nudity on display. The sound effects were mostly for Julie’s benefit, rather than a necessity, but she seemed to enjoy the auditory track. When the majority of the Monster Vibrator was clean, I set it aside.

“I’m done,” I said.

She laughed. “Yes. I could tell. Now it’s time to punish you.”

I sucked in a breath and didn’t even realize I was holding it in until she laughed again.

“Now Breanne, the first thing you need to do is impale yourself on the dildo. Make sure your legs are spread nice and wide, to either side of the stool, so that anyone walking by gets a really good look at your cunt. In that chair, the dildo should open your labia nice and wide.”

I gulped. I’d expected it the moment she’d told me about the stool, but this was a little more intense than anything she’d forced upon me before. She had made me sit in front of the window in my desk chair. Once I’d knelt on the bed, masturbating. I’d even turned in circles. But to sit this high up, with my pussy on perfect display? This was both explicit and disturbing. I quivered as my body tried to cope with two very different sensations. One part of me was near panic. The other was just desperate to get fucked.

But what was I to do? Refuse? Argue? I knew how that would turn out. So I climbed up on the stool, standing on the rungs, straddling the seat. I reached down and grabbed the thick, suction cup phallus, positioned it properly, and lowered myself down.

It was shocking how easily that damn thing slid into my pussy.

The stool saddle itself was quite wide and spreading my legs to the sides of it was only barely possible. I figured Julie knew that, which was why she asked, but it placed some rather intense pressure on my inner thighs, stretching me open. My libido really liked the sensation, arguing with my racing heart as my eyes kept darting back and forth across the visible portion of the parking lot. Still, no one drove by. No one was walking their dog. But I wondered how long that would last. Trying to jump down from the stool, from sitting impaled with a ten inch rubber cock, legs spread wide with my toes barely touching the rungs, was not exactly conducive to ducking for cover.

Which was probably the point.

I let out a groan as I settled down, the thick rubber sliding deep into me. Julie took that as a good sign. She waited as I got myself into position, and when I was relatively comfortable, fully stuffed with rubber, and presenting with my legs open wide, I told her I was ready.

“Excellent. Now you’ll sit there,” she stated deviously. “Until the first car or person walks by.”

I stiffened, my pussy clenching tightly around the rubber dildo. “What?” I gasped.

“You heard me, princess. You will remain sitting there, in that position, stuffed to the brim, until someone walks by, or drives by. I don’t care if they see you or not, but that’s what you’re waiting for.”

I gulped. “What happens when someone sees me?”

“It’s not about them seeing you. It’s about you seeing them. When you do, you get to put on the first of the vibrator clamps. Your left nipple I think. Unless you’d prefer the right side. And yes, you’ll turn it on.”

I sat there, fluids leaking out onto the stool seat around the dildo. I couldn’t help it. I bounced a little. “That’s it?” I blurted out. “You didn’t answer my question. What if they see me?”

Julie chuckled. “What if they do? Call the police? We both know how that will go.”

She was right. I was in my home, and unless they had pictures, my breaking the public lewdness laws, at least in spirit, were going to be ignored. Besides, only men generally get charged with public lewdness. “What about the other clamps?” I asked, switching gears.

Julie chuckled. “Well, the second car or person to drive by, or walk past your window, gets rewarded with you wearing the second clamp. On your other breast. Then you’ll be sitting there with both tits clamped and buzzing, bouncing up and down on that rubber beast.”

I began to understand the torture. She wasn’t trying to inflict physical suffering on me this time. It was all mental. She was fucking with my head, not just my sex. I felt my pulse quicken, realizing that this time I had no choice. The risk of being seen was twice as great. Greater even. I wasn’t even allowed to duck and hide. I was positioned where I had no choice. I’d be seen if they were looking. The great nympho humiliation pain slut Breanne on display! Whoopdidoo!

“And then when the third car or person goes by, you can put the last vibrator clamp on your clitoris. And once all three clamps are on, then you can cum. After you explode, there on your stool, you can get up, clean the dildo the same way you did the Monster Vibrator, and then get dressed again. Oh. And put the Monster Vibrator back in too. I might want to torment you more today.”

I quivered. I was so aroused. So wet. So horny. There was already a wet spot on the stool. Did she even realize how sexually exciting her punishment really was? She probably did. She probably knew I hated it. I feared it. I wanted to run and hide. I wanted to offer her the right to beat my pussy into paste to avoid this punishment. And here I was, already bouncing, waves of pleasure surging through me as the pressure mounted. And I didn’t even have a clamp on and my eyes went down to the muscle cream and the alligator clamps…

I blinked. Oh shit. “Julie? What if I accidentally cum before I’m wearing all three clamps?” I blurted out.

“Oohhh. Figured it out, did ya?” She cooed. “Well see, you really don’t want to do that. Because if you cum before you have all of the vibrating clamps on, then any clamps you do have on get taken off, and you get to sit there and bounce more, putting on the alligator clamps instead, but starting over.”

The difference between the vibrator clamps and the alligators were monumental. The vibrator clamps pinched tightly, sure. But with rubber padded pincers. The alligator clamps sounded exactly like what they were: rows of sharp metal teeth that would dig painfully into my nipples, hurting and titillating me.

“And if you cum before the fourth person passes, after you start wearing the alligator clamps, you can start hanging the vibrating clamps off the alligators. That should motivate you not to cum!”

“Oh my God,” I whispered in horror. “I don’t know if I can do this.”

Julie chuckled. “Of course you can. You’re a fuck slut. You just have to wait for someone to drive or walk by. How long can it possibly take? Ten minutes? Twenty?”

I looked out the window with mixed emotions. I didn’t want to see anyone, and yet… now… I did. My stomach turned inside and out and I felt like I might throw up. Except, I was still bouncing and that felt good. I whimpered, not sure if I should cry or moan.

“This is bad,” I whispered, mostly to myself. “Bad, bad, bad, bad…”

Julie, who must also have had her phone on speaker, hummed to herself a little while I sat there, my pussy clenching and releasing, even as I worked myself into the frothing panic I was trying to avoid. Which, as luck would have it, was when a man shambled out into the parking lot, just ten feet away from my window.

He wasn’t looking back at my apartment. He was clearly heading to his car, or truck, or whatever other wheeled conveyance he eventually went to. I have no idea. Hell, for all I know he waved a towel in the air, stuck out his thumb, and got picked up by aliens. I know what you’re thinking. How the hell could she not know where he went? Breanne was sitting on a stool, impaled with ten inches of solid rubber, her legs spread wide.

Well, even I am surprised with how fast I managed to get down off that stool.

In hindsight, had I not been so totally fucking out of my mind, I might have just frozen. Ridden it out. Instead I squealed like a stuck pig, ripped the dildo out of my cunt via my dive off the stool, and even managed to unseat the suction cup. With my back pressed to the wall, I jammed my fist into my mouth, horrified at the thought of being seen, but also from what I’d done. And while I stood there quivering, all I could help thinking was “Jesus Christ, there’s a lot of pussy juice on the stool.”

Yeah. Not one of my more brilliant moments.

“Breanne?” Julie said in concern. “Bre? Are you alright? What happened?”

“Uhhh…. Nothing!” I blurted out, the panic now switching from being seen to the knowledge that Julie was going to flip out when she discovered what I’d just done. I bit my lip and peeked out the window. The guy was gone. Vanished. I swallowed hard, trying to catch my breath.

“Nothing?” Julie said suspiciously. “Why does it sound like you’re closer to the phone? What happened? Did someone walk by?”

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. The words just ran through my head over and over as I began to realize that I was well and truly fucked.

“Julie,” I said bleakly. “I’m… I’m sorry. I couldn’t help it.” The words came out weak and watery and I admit, I might have been near tears. “I saw him and I just moved. It wasn’t even a conscious decision.”

There was a long moment of silence. “Wait. Someone walked by and you hid?” She asked, incredulous.

“I’m sorry!” I blubbered.

For a moment, I could tell that Julie was speechless. I bit my lip and glanced out the window again. No one was there.

“Well, this certainly changes things,” Julie said softly, almost wonderingly. “Let me think for a moment.”

I stood there as a trickle of pussy juice slid down my thigh. Part of me was wondering what the hell happened to the wonderful dildo.

“Alright, get out your stilettos and your ankle cuffs,” Julie said.

I glanced at the phone. “What? Wait. Please. I don’t need those!” I babbled.

“Oh yes you do!” She assured me. “You will take the shoes and the bondage cuffs back to the chair. You will sit on the dildo like a good little fuck slut, and then you will put on both items. And bring a set of clover clamps on a chain, so that you can connect the cuffs through the chair legs.

I crumpled. At least emotionally. I felt like crying. I stepped to my left and entered my closet. The shoes were right there on the rack, but I had to reach up to get my toybox down from the top shelf. I grabbed the clover clamps and the bondage cuffs and took everything back over to the stool. I checked the parking lot with a hopeless, forlorn expression, and then set the dildo back upright. It made an interesting sucking sound as it smeared my own girl goo around on the seat.

“I’m… I’m sitting down now,” I told Julie.

She let out an exasperated snort. “If you were behaving, you’d still be impaled, bouncing vigorously, with a vibrating clamp hanging off your tit. But fine. Tell me how it feels.”

I licked my lips as I slid myself back down onto the solid rubber shaft. “Fine. I mean, good. It’s full. I mean… I’m full.” I could almost picture her rolling her eyes.

“Put on the shoes,” she retorted.

I’d set the shoes on the windowsill while I’d gotten on the stool, so I leaned forward. My pussy had almost instantly adjusted to being stuffed from top to bottom again and was already squeezing the cock hard. I didn’t even realize I was bouncing, ever so slightly, until I tried to buckle the straps on the first high heel.

It took some concentration, which helped steady my nerves, and by the time I was appropriately shod, I’d managed to push the panicked thoughts of being exposed a little further behind me. The long, six inch heels caught on the rungs and even without the bondage cuffs on my ankles, I figured that just untangling my feet would take an additional two or three seconds. I buckled on the leather cuffs though, just in case, and then drew up both feet high enough to clip the clover clamps to the metal loops. I ran the chain through the legs at the same time. So spread open, secured, and entangled, I was now right where Julie wanted me.

Exposed and vulnerable. Getting up would mean falling on my ass, probably bringing the stool toppling down on top of me.

“Well, you know what this means, don’t you?” Julie said brightly, as if she had just found the silver lining.

I groaned, bouncing. Oh fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

“You’ve earned yourself another punishment! Which I will be sure to inflict upon you tomorrow!”

I closed my eyes. “Can I put the vibrator clamp on now?” I asked softly.

Julie snorted. “No. You’ll wait for someone else to walk or drive by like I fucking told you in the first place.” She paused, clearly thinking. “But you know what? I think some additional punishment is in order. Get the coldhot cream and rub a nice big dollop into your left nipple.”

That cold knot of lead formed in my stomach again. I reached forward, grabbed the tube of cream off the windowsill and squeezed a quarter teaspoon’s worth onto my finger. I let out a whimper. I knew what was coming, and it wasn’t going to be me. Maybe. Probably. I didn’t know. I pressed the coldhot cream to my breast and began rubbing my nipple.

It felt good. My skin puckered from the coolness of the unguent and in seconds my nipple hardened into a definitive point. The scent of menthol hit me like a brick and I covered my entire areola with the stuff. My finger was still heavily coated, but I didn’t want to smear more across my breast. Or put it anywhere else for that matter. Besides, I suspected my other nipple was about to get a similar dose, so why clean up?

Of course, the general coolness of the cream gave way to the icy tingle that came from the menthol. I tried to steady my breathing, but the heat began to build just a minute later and I let out a thready whine as my boob suddenly felt like I’d dipped it in a hot fryer.

“Now the other tit,” Julie said sternly.

I put a little bit more of the cream on my finger and dabbed the white goo all over my other nipple. In seconds I went from bouncing to squirming as my bosom began to burn. I held my hand up in the air.

“Unnnggghhhh,” I whined, only to wrap an arm across my chest. It felt like someone had taken a blowtorch to each breast! I reached down and wiped my finger on my calf. It started burning too.

“I hope you are regretting your little act of instinct,” Julie said in a more conversational tone as I suffered. “Now, from here on we are back on plan. You will sit there, suffering and bouncing, without being allowed to cum, until you have put all the clamps on. And should you cum before being properly clamped, you’ll do it all again, except this time with the vibrating clamps being held onto your nipples and clit with the alligator clamps. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress,” I whimpered.

“Good. Now, Mike wants to take me out onto the back porch and fuck me while I’m bent over the patio table. And frankly, hearing you suffer has turned me on, so I’m about to head out there and do the naughty. And I’m going to cum, hopefully long before you do, and maybe even multiple times.” She smirked. I could hear it in her voice. “So, what I want you to do is call me back when you’ve got all the clamps on and you’re ready to cum. Got it?”

I didn’t know what else to say. “Yes, Mistress,” I said.

“Hope it hurts! Enjoy!” And then she hung up.

The burn of the muscle cream had almost faded when the next car drove by. I was desperate by that point and when I clipped the vibrator clamp to my right nipple and turned it on, the resulting surge of pure sexual energy flashed through me like a fire in dry grass. I gasped, humping the seat, pounding myself on the dildo before I even thought about the consequences.

A dozen minutes passed and I spent them in agonized frustration. My lower half couldn’t keep still, twitching and bouncing, all while my pussy tried to throttle the dildo. My aching thighs seemed to demand one of two things, to close and be relieved of the strain, or to be forced open even further, exposing my stuffed slit for additional abuse. I was fidgeting badly when the second car passed my window. The driver didn’t even look in my direction and I grabbed the second vibrator clamp so fast I almost dropped it. The rubber padded vice went on just as easily as the first, except now both nipples were being constantly stimulated, and that sensation seemed to just amplify the pleasure of my stuffed pussy. I sat there, going up and down, my eyes on the parking lot, both dreading and hoping. But with every passing minute I got closer and closer and closer to orgasm and eventually I was clenching my fists, lips pressed tightly together, trying to hold off. My toes curled in the stupid high heels as I tensed my calves. My pussy was locked around the dildo and I was trying desperately not to move. I just needed one more… one more person to walk by, or a car to drive by!

I closed my eyes, trying not to picture Julie, with her cute little ass up in the air, squealing as the massive bulk of her fiancé moved behind her, shoving his thick cock deep into her tiny cunt. I could see her in my head, squirming like a bug stuck to a card, getting fucked over the patio table. The six foot high fence would provide sufficient privacy and no one would be able to see her naked body, or how her toes curled when she came. Her eyes would cross as her tongue flopped out, pleasure streaming from her every pore. Fuck. I was so fucking jealous of what she was getting that…

My eyes snapped open. I don’t know why. I don’t know how. But somehow I knew. There was a man standing there in the window, eyes wide, mouth open, shocked. He was staring in at me, totally awestruck. I froze, my heart racing, panic flashing from the tips of my toes to my aching, vibrating nipples. I sat there, my eyes on his face. I couldn’t take it. My hand shook as I reached for the windowsill, fingers questing for the last vibrating clamp resting there. But it was too late. My body trembled violently as the orgasm blasted through me, wrought from pressure and humiliation, from exposure and being seen. I cried out, eyes closing, shaking as the utter embarrassment of the situation turbo charged my pleasure. I exploded wetly, my cum squirting out from around the ten-inch long suction dildo. Slowly, my heart slowed and when I opened my eyes, the young man was holding up his phone, videoing me. I blushed crimson and turned my face away, hiding. He cocked his head to the side and gave me a concerned look, but then he smiled. He pointed to his chest, nodding. Then he gave me a thumbs up. I sat there, glancing back at him, and he waved. Then I watched him walk away. I didn’t know what to do. Had I cum at the right time? Did it count? I just didn’t know!

I grabbed the phone, dialing my mistress and Julie answered. “Hello… princess… how… are… you… doing?” She panted, breathing hard. I blinked. Was she still getting fucked?

“I came,” I exclaimed. “I didn’t mean too! I mean, this guy! He was just there! Staring at me! And I reached for the clamp, but I came before I could get it on my clit. And he videotaped me!” The words rushed out in a panic and didn’t seem to want to stop.

“Breanne,” Julie said. “Breanne! Slow down! Bre! Shut the fuck up!”

I went quiet.

“Are you… still on… the stool?” She asked, the cadence of her question so totally wrong, and so totally right.

“Yes,” I replied curtly, still on the verge of apoplexy. 

“Are you… wearing all… three clamps?”

I grit my teeth. That fucking bitch was still getting fucked! I took a deep breath. “No.”

“Then you know… what you… have to… do baby. Three more… cars. Or people. And enjoy… the alligator clamps!” Then the line went dead.

I stared at the phone. Oh. My. Fucking. God. Slowly I reached up. I took the vibrating clamps from my breasts, turning them off. I set them on the windowsill and looked out. How could I be so stupid? How could I have let this happen? How could…

A car drove by. The driver didn’t look.

I closed my eyes. I was sitting on a stool naked, legs spread wide to either side of the slippery, soaked seat, impaled on a ten inch dildo. My feet were bound in place and there wasn’t anything I could do about it. At least, not yet. I took a deep breath.

“Fine,” I muttered. “You want me to do this? You want me to hurt? You want me to cum? You want me to expose myself?” I grabbed the alligator clamp and one of the vibrating clamps. The toothed monstrosity went on first, biting into the tender, still tingling tip of my left breast. The vibrating clamp hung from it, shaking hard. I whimpered. I didn’t need to bounce, but I did it anyway, the twisting, chewing vice on my nipple wiggling. It hurt. Oh yes. It hurt. And my slit tightened up, quivering and squeezing the dildo. I waited. Almost ten minutes. Another car. Another clamp. More vibration. And I started to get close. I needed to cum again. It was too much. Pressure and need and desperation and mortification and humiliation and what would I do if that video made it onto the internet?

I called Julie. She was done and no longer in the middle of being fucked.

“What’s up, princess? Are you still riding that thing? It’s been thirty minutes!”

“I’m… I’m… I can’t,” I managed to say. “It’s too… I can’t wait. I can’t stop it!”

“Stop it? Stop what?”

“I’m… so close!” I panted. “But… no one’s driving by! Or walking! Or around! I’ve waited! And Waited! And… I’m just one short! And I don’t think…”

“Breanne!” Julie half shouted. I went silent. “Breanne,” she said simply. “Put the last alligator clamp on your clit. Attach the vibrating clamp. And cum.”

My breath caught in my throat. “Really?” I gasped.

“Really,” she said softly.

Tears came to my eyes. “Thank you! Thank you, Julie! Thank you!” I blubbered. My hand trembled as it reached for the jumbo alligator clamp, and even the knowledge that it was going to hurt like the dickens didn’t stop me. I lifted it and was just about to put it on when Julie spoke again.

“Enjoy this orgasm though,” she said wickedly. “Because you know what this means, don’t you?”

I let the alligator clamp close down on my clit, a frightening surge of sexual pain that shot up through my pussy and rattled around my head. I began bouncing, hard and fast and the clamps on my nipples jiggled and throbbed and buzzed. Oh fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Yes. FUCK! I threw my head back and jammed my fingers into my mouth to muffle the cry as I exploded.

“You’ve earned yourself another punishment,” Julie said in soft satisfaction.


Quarantine Punishment #3

Week three of quarantine was almost over and I was on edge. Part of it was sexual. Okay... most of it was sexual, but there was also the fact that I was having to cook every meal, and I was trapped in a 750 square foot apartment with a moody, twelve year old, video game addict. Was anyone surprised that I was running on fumes?

On a good day I’m prone to being emotional and I’d run the gauntlet over the last few days, alternatingly sobbing my little heart out, screaming at the top of my lungs, and binging on chocolate ice cream, in what was assuredly going to mean a few extra pounds to shed later. My emotional state was like a roller coaster in a broken down theme park. Wild one moment and then terrifying the next.

Worse, I wasn’t even allowed to go out for groceries. Kari was not only continuing to pay me my regular salary, despite the fact that I wasn’t providing either administrative help nor sexual services, and had even gone to the trouble of ordering groceries for me. They had been delivered every three days, denying me even the excuse of going to the grocery store for supplies. I was in effect, trapped.

The doorbell rang.

Irritated, frustrated, horny, and feeling downright vicious, I stomped my way to the door and yanked it open. It was warm and muggy outside and I was totally ready to let my sharp tongue rip into the poor delivery guy, only to find my entryway empty. I glanced around. No one was nearby. Even the delivery guy didn’t want to risk contact with a potentially infectious person. I spotted the brown box a moment later. I picked it up, carrying it back into the apartment with curiosity. My daughter was in her room, trying to do schoolwork, or so she claimed. I suspected she had the Playstation running.

In the dining room, I opened the package, looked down through the extraneous packing material and literally swore out loud. I might have accidentally, on-purpose, used a dirty word. Twenty seconds later the box and I were both in my bedroom, I was tapping my foot angrily and my phone was pressed to my ear. Julie picked up on the first ring, and I heard her normal, smug and pretentious greeting.

“Hello, princess. What’s up?”

I wasn’t sure if she meant in general, or more specifically, what sex toy I had stuffed in my pussy at that particular moment. I ignored the question, gritted my teeth, and once again looked down at the contents of the package. “You have got to be fucking kidding me,” I said angrily.

“Oooh!” She exclaimed. “You got them!” I could hear her moving around. “And so early in the day too! That’s perfect.”

I lifted my eyes from the box and pretended I could see the thin but beautiful woman on the other end of the line, and imagined me wiping that self-satisfied smirk from her face. The package had been delivered just ten minutes before and in hindsight, I was glad that my daughter hadn’t heard the doorbell. Explaining away the contents might have been a little awkward, if educational.

“You bought me an anal plug set?” I demanded. “What the fuck were you thinking?”

Julie laughed. “I was thinking I’d really like your butt stuffed with plugs. Obviously,” she replied. “Are they all there? Do you like them?”

I lifted the actual product box out of the package and the wave of irritation I was feeling morphed into something between absolute fury and unadulterated terror. There wasn’t just one butt plug in the box. There were seven. In gradient sizes. The last one… it was beyond words. It was thicker than a beer can and was easily the largest anal plug I’d ever seen in real life.

The rest were… well… not cute. But manageable. Probably. The fifth one was still larger than what I was comfortable with and the sixth still looked like something I’d much rather avoid. Each was made of shiny black rubber, tapered to a respectable point, and had the typical rounded spade shape, complete with an end cap. The first one was merely the width of my pinky. The second, the width of my thumb. The third… well, I’m sure you get the idea.

“You’re going to enjoy today’s punishment,” Julie said, realizing that I wasn’t going to answer her question.

“I get to toss these in the trash?” I asked heatedly.

“Don’t you dare! Those cost over a hundred dollars!” She exclaimed.

“Why on earth would you invest over a hundred dollars so that I could walk around all day with a hard rubber plug stuck up my ass?” I demanded.

There was a long pause, as if Julie didn’t know the answer. “Why wouldn’t I?” She said curiously, as if I’d just asked a bewildering question.

I just stood there, flabbergasted.

Julie continued. “Anyway, it’s absolutely wonderful that they arrived so early, because now I can use them to punish you.”

I bit my lip. Fuck. This was not going to be good.

“So, let’s get the specifics out of the way, alright?” She said pleasantly. “Here’s what you’re going to do…”

***

It was just a little past eleven o’clock and just seventeen minutes since I’d talked to Julie. I closed the door to my bedroom. The warm sunlight of spring came flooding through my window, only partially impeded by the half closed blinds that covered the glass. My room is rather spartan, which is interesting when you consider I work for an interior designer and I’m dipping my toe into those waters. The bed is a queen, with two night stands on either side. There is about four feet of space between the side of the mattress and the window. Across from the end of the bed is a small desk, with an office chair, and that’s where my laptop sits. There’s a bureau in the corner, and then the door to the closet. The walls are painted white and I don’t have any window treatments. My quilt is homemade by my mother, soft and warm and it breathes.

Julie had been rather specific in her instructions and I flipped on the overhead light. This banished a few of the shadows but it wasn’t until I walked over to the window and pulled the cord, raising the slats to the window top, that my room was truly well lit. The morning sunshine spilled in and I blinked, looking out at the parking lot adjacent to my apartment.

There were about a dozen vehicles parked there, a result of the state-wide “shelter-in-place” order due to the Coronavirus infecting millions of people. I’d been stuck inside for over three weeks by this point, and was suffering from the normal anti-socialization issues, along with a whole host of other depressing side effects, mostly having to do with the lack of sexual variety, which is why Julie was going out of her way to torment me.

I looked at the brand new assortment of anal plugs. And punish me. How the hell was I earning a punishment every fucking day?

My bed was already made and I didn’t want to get my quilt messy, so I pulled the bedcovers back, exposing a crisp, white sheet. Next, I went to my desk, opened up the new box, and pulled out the smallest of the dildos. It was the length of my forefinger, and only about as thick as my pinkie. Which was great. While no fan of anal sex, I am quite comfortable with having things stuck up my butt, since a number of my doms and dommes think it is great fun to have me waddling around with a plug up my ass. Julie had even been generous enough to give me my choice of lubricants. I selected the clear sex jelly, and took both the tube and the toy to my nightstand.

Then I turned to face the window and took a deep breath. Part of my terror was having someone see me. It had already happened once and I was still starkly afraid of having the video show up on the internet. I didn’t even know the guy who took it. I’d just gotten a thumbs up. And here I was, about to risk it all again. I stepped up to the glass. Everything from my thigh up would be visible. I licked my lips, hesitating, checking out the view in each direction, watching for movement. Finally, I reached down to pull my tee shirt off, only to have a car swing into the lot, drive right past my window, and then park a few spaces down.

I admit, my heart rate shot up and I froze. I stood there, fully dressed, not daring to move as I watched one of my neighbors from a few doors down get out of their car with a bag of groceries and start ambling toward the door. They saw me and waved. I smiled and waved back, trying not to show just how terrified I was.

That was so fucking close…

I closed my eyes, counted to twenty, and opened them up again. The parking lot was empty. Just cars. No people.

And now it was time to strip.

I took off the shirt first. I wasn’t wearing a bra underneath it, so both of my full, barbell pierced breasts came into view, lovely and full. The tips were bright pink and still sported some small bruises where the clamps from two days ago had been clipped. Still, they were firm and high and looked pretty darn good for a girl my age. I hurriedly pushed my gym shorts down, followed by the white and pink, bikini cut panties I had on. These I kicked off into the corner and only just barely caught the nine-inch long Husky dildo as it slipped out of my pussy.

Each and every nympho humiliation pain slut is required to follow Rule #1, which simply states that girls like me are to keep cock in them at all times. But that’s not always a possibility, so the rule goes on to explain that if cock isn’t available, a toy of some sort can be substituted. Well, since it’s not like I can spend every moment of every day mounted on someone’s erect dick, I’ve made something of a habit utilizing various dildos, vibrators, bullets, and spheres to keep to the spirit of the rule. The whole point is technically to keep me ready at a moment’s notice, so that anyone can just pull my pants down, bend me over the sofa, and jam whatever they want into my pussy.

Or, just possibly, it’s to keep my mental state as close to “fucking cum slut” as possible. Not sure which, but the fact that I’m literally aroused ninety-five percent of the time is telling.

I lifted the dildo. It was slick with my own girl goo, so I stuck it in my mouth as I turned around and climbed up onto the bed. I knelt on the mattress, facing the window, eyes still darting left and right, scared to death that someone else would walk by. After I finished sucking my own goo off the Husky, I set it aside, reached for the jelly and the plug, and set myself to Julie’s task.

“I want you to turn on the lights, raise the blinds, and then strip naked,” Julie had told me. “After that, get up on the bed, and using whatever lubrication you desire, grease the plug and insert it into your ass.”

“In full view of the window,” I’d replied dejectedly.

“That’s correct. In full view,” she said with a laugh. “Once the plug is in your butt, you can adopt any position you want, as long as it is still on the bed, and you will masturbate until you cum.”

I hesitated. “Wait. I’m allowed to cum?” That was highly unusual.

Julie had laughed again. “Yes. Cum. Once you’re done you can get dressed, close the blinds if you want too, turn off the light. But keep the plug in your bottom until the top of the next hour. Then you’ll get the next size plug, turn on the lights, raise the blinds, strip naked, and on the bed remove the last plug and put in the new, slightly larger plug. Rinse and repeat.”

“Oh my God,” I whispered. “And then I have to masturbate again?”

“All the way to orgasm.”

I blinked. “But… that means…” I stammered, leaving the implications unsaid. Julie laughed.

“See? You figured it out!” Julie congratulated me.

“But… but… there are seven plugs!” I blurted.

“Exactly.”

“I have to masturbate to orgasm seven times? One each hour? In front of the open window?”

Julie laughed. “Yup.”

“But, it will take longer to get there each time!” I protested.

“I know! Isn’t it brilliant?”

And there I was. The narrowest, easiest of the plugs slid into my bottom with relative ease and I barely had to brace myself. I was already horny and I knew, as I grabbed the Husky Dildo again, that it wouldn’t take me long. I fell onto my back, bent my knees and spread my legs so that both of my bare feet were up in the air. Part of me said something along the lines of how I should rotate so that my pussy was pointed at the window, but Julie hadn’t said any such thing, so I ignored that inner voice, and instead squeezed the anal plug a bit while I began rubbing the Husky Dildo back and forth across my petals. Each movement made the tip strike my clitoris, and I hate to admit it, but being stuffed in the back door actually turned me on even more. I began moaning and within three or four minutes, I was thrusting the entire nine-inches of rubber deep into my sex with one hand, all while the other rubbed at my clit in tight circles. My back arched. I lifted my chin, eyes closed, suddenly not carrying if anyone was out there. I felt the pressure and heat rush through me. It wasn’t terribly intense, but it felt good. Then I let out a wild groan.

Metaphorically, I call it the cliffs of orgasm. Imagine running up to a yawning chasm. This time, I threw myself off into the abyss, reveling in the freedom to embrace the climax. I floated, falling, my body trembling with pleasure, my pussy and bottom both squeezing and quivering around their respective probes. I gasped as my toes curled and then the moment passed, leaving me breathless and feeling wonderful. I sighed, spreading my body out, resting as the sexual euphoria lifted me toward the mental heights I craved.

If you feel like I’m describing a junkie getting a hit, then you aren’t exactly wrong. I am a junkie. A cum junkie and my drug is orgasm. It was a good one. A decent one. But I’ll be honest. A small butt plug, no one outside to embarrass myself in front of, and a simple, nine-inch-long rubber dildo? That’s vanilla baby. And the high I’d just given myself wouldn’t last long.

My fear of being seen rushed back quickly enough. I sat up, checked the lot, and then scrambled for my clothes. I checked the clock as I dressed. Thirteen after eleven. I’d be back at it in just over forty-five minutes. Finally, I opened the door, my bottom still stuffed with the tiny plug, and went to make lunch.

***

It wasn’t until three o’clock that I realized the true horror of what Julie had done to me. I stood there, looking out on the world, standing buck naked, my bottom still uncomfortably full of the fourth largest dildo from the box. This one was about as big as I was used to. Easily the width of a banana, it filled me to the point where I wanted to waddle.  The parking lot was empty, but I’d seen a number of people drive by, and even a few dog walkers during my earlier stints. Just… no one had seen me.

Thank God. My nerves were shot as it was.

I climbed up onto the bed and knelt facing the window. The first task was to remove the fourth largest plug from my bottom. The process hadn’t been difficult for plugs one, two, and three, but none of those were unusually sized. Four however… that was thick, and my fingers scrambled around in the left over remnants of sex jelly that I’d used to lube both my bottom and the plug. I had to mentally tell myself to relax, to open up, and to accept the pressure as my hand pulled the large rubber probe out of my bottom. It came out with a pop and I gasped, my bottom feeling much better, but exposed and vulnerable in a way that I really can’t describe.

I used a paper towel to clean off the plug and set it aside. All through this I kept an eye on the window. Since I wasn’t right up next to the glass anymore, I felt a little more secure, but I just didn’t know how visible I was. I reached over to the nightstand, grabbed Anal Plug number five and began lubing it with the jelly.

It was… ungainly. A half-inch bigger than plug number four, this one had extra length and additional girth. A cold, sour knot formed in my belly as I smeared the gel over it, trying to rationalize what I was about to do. I hate butt plugs. What the hell was I doing, kneeling on my own bed, ass in the air, pushing something the width of a beer bottle into my ass?

It took over five minutes to get it in, with a number of false starts, accidental tightening, and even a few straight up “no fucking way is that thing going in there” moments. I grimaced, letting out a whimper of discomfort when it finally seated itself, my sphincter tightening around the base, holding it in place. I pushed, but there was no way for me to get it out, short of pulling and I didn’t want to do that. I used more paper towels to wipe the excess jelly off my ass, then turned over and carefully laid down on my back.

I’d opted for a different toy this time, having retired my Husky Dildo after orgasm number three. It just wasn’t sufficient to get me over the edge anymore, considering the discomfort in my rump. That was part of Julie’s punishment too. There wasn’t even much of a break between these little playtimes. Each masturbation session was taking longer, leaving me naked and exposed in front of the window, butt-stuffed with increasingly deep and wide plugs.

With my legs spread and my knees bent, I brought the bright, neon pink G-Spot vibrator down to my clit. I wasn’t sore at all, despite all the rubbing, mostly because it usually takes something more robust to make my clitoris swell up and get sensitive. Like clamps. Or getting beaten to a paste with a leather sap. Or someone whacking at my pussy with a leather belt. Or a flogger. Or some other kind of soft and supple, stinging whip.

And as those thoughts went through my head, with me laying there imaging Julie standing on the bed above me, wielding that heavy leather flogger, slashing it down on my pussy, I groaned as I felt my body giving into lust. My pussy clenched around the vibrator as I moved it down from my slit, sliding it through my petals, and plunging it so deep that I felt the tip press against the bottom plug, deep inside me. I brought it out, covered in my goo, and rubbed the shaking point against my clitoris. I moaned, thrusting my hips up, my toes curling as I diddled myself closer and closer to the cliff edge, working my pussy into a froth. I needed to cum. I wanted to cum. I had to cum.

A shadow passed by the window and I jerked my head. Someone had walked by. I saw the shape of it! My pussy tightened and for a second I contemplated hiding, rolling off my bed onto the floor on the other side. Ducking out of sight. But as my heart raced and my pussy quivered, there was no other movement. Whoever it had been had walked right by without looking in. And of course, that was the icing on the cake. I grimaced, slid the vibrator out and pressed it against my clit again, and exploded.

Sweet bliss.

Now… just do it again.

***

An hour before dinner I looked around the room. I was exhausted, uncomfortable, and was even contemplating calling Julie, just to ask for a reprieve. Mostly, my ass hurt. The sixth anal plug in the box had been the width of my wrist and getting it up inside me had taken almost a full fifteen minutes on the bed. Most of that time had been me struggling with my own psyche, telling myself constantly lying to myself, stating explicitly that yes, my bottom was meant to be impaled with something as thick and wide as a baseball bat. My rear end, on the other hand, had protested vigorously, tightening and shifting each time I attempted to push the massive rubber plug in deep. Even when I managed it, my bottom was unused to anything that big and had made it clear that it still considered that particular hole an exit, not an entrance. My rump felt like I’d been spanked from the inside, my colon targeted by stampeding cows or something.

I flipped on the lights. It was late afternoon and the sunlight was now streaming through the porch slats on the backside of the apartment, rather than through the blinds of my window. Still, there was more than enough light to illuminate a naked fuck slut if she happened to be standing right next to the glass, or even if she was kneeling on the bed itself. I waddled over to the window and looked out. The parking lot was still full of cars, but I didn’t see anyone. To be honest, I’d never quite known just how busy this particular lot really was until Julie had made the decision to leave me naked, standing at the fucking window, or masturbating on the bed, just to count passersby.

I raised the blinds. I didn’t want to, but I knew I had to. There was just one more anal plug to endure, and just one more masturbation. The tube of sex gel and the massive, disturbingly thick plug sat on the nightstand. I was just about to start stripping, eyes locked on the parking lot, when my phone rang.

“Hello Princess! How’s your ass?” Julie asked cheerfully when I answered.

I scowled. “It hurts,” I said shortly. “And to be honest, I’m worried about the big one.”

Julie made a scoffing noise. “Come on. You’ve taken plugs that big before.”

“Yeah, when someone was there helping, and I was aroused out the wazoo, or I was tied up or something,” I retorted. “And had no choice,” I muttered quietly afterward.

Julie ignored my protestations. “Well, I’m sure you’ll do just fine. I am glad that your bottom is hurting though, because this was supposed to be punishment. Just imagine what it will feel like when the big one is in!”

“Why imagine?” I asked sourly. “I’m going to get to experience it in a moment.” I set the phone on speaker and put it on the nightstand. “Look, did you call to harass me?” I asked, pulling off my shirt and tossing it in the corner. I wasn’t wearing a bra, so both my breasts flashed silver, full and ripe.

“What?” Julie said, “of course not! I called because I wanted to experience a bit of your humiliation. Have you been a good girl and stripped at the window each time?”

I sighed. “Doing it right now,” I told her. I shoved my thumbs into the shorts and hooked my panties at the same time. It all went down to my ankles and I kicked it off. Next, I slipped my finger through the wire sticking out of my pussy. With the bigger plugs, I’d been too uncomfortable to stick my Husky Dildo back in, or even my 6 inch vibrator. I’d settled for my vibroballs, turning them on to a low rumble, just to try to get energized for the next cum. It hadn’t been easy. I pulled them out and hit the control fob on the desk, silencing them.

“That sounded like a vibrator. Are you following NHPS Rule #1?” Julie asked curiously.

I went back to the bed. “Vibroballs, and yes, they were on. I’ve orgasmed six time today and it’s not that easy when you aren’t here to whip my pussy and breasts,” I taunted her.

Julie laughed. “Doesn’t mean I still can’t hurt you. Why don’t you wear some clamps on your titties for this last one?”

I froze. Me and my fucking big mouth. “Which ones?” I asked stupidly, then swore again, under my breath. I mentally cursed myself. I should have just gone and got the vibrating clamps. Now, I’d have to suffer whatever Julie wanted.

“Hmmmm, let me think about that for a moment. Go press your tits against the glass while I muse.”

I bit my lip, but then waddled over to the window. The parking lot was still empty of people and I pushed my bosom against the glass. It didn’t feel cold, but it wasn’t warm either. My pussy quivered wetly. It didn’t like being empty. And on the other side, my bottom clenched around the sixth plug. It didn’t like being full. I stood there, feeling as if the axe were about to fall, the glass smooth against my nipples.

“I’m inclined to just go with a set of duckbill clamps,” said Julie after a moment. “I mean, those are simple and will pinch those cute little nipples of yours rather nicely. But I have to admit, I’m not hip on the rubber tips. And you can’t really get them tight enough.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but she went on without stopping.

“Which makes me think clover clamps might be better. Especially if they’re the ones with the plier ridges on them. You could hang those on your tits and tug on the chain and they'll just tighten more and more, until you’re in agony.”

I gulped. 

“If we had a bit more time, I’d think that the TENS Unit clamps I got you might be better. But the wires are a mess and frankly, I’m not sure turning it up to level six on both sides will really hurt you properly. We’d need an hour at level five first before really starting in on your tits.”

My eyes widened. She couldn’t be serious… could she?

“And that’s more of a punishment in and of itself,” she said idly, still musing. “Tweezer clamps are obviously out because those things don’t hurt at all, and the same with the vibrator clamps. It’s almost like ‘why bother’? Right? So that just leaves the guillotine clamps and the alligators.”

My mouth went dry. The guillotine clamps were these godawful steel cages that fit over your breast, with a hanging duckbill clamp that attached to your nipple. Then, with your areola stretched and the tip of your breast caught and pulled outward, a screw was tightened, tugging the nipple further and further away, against the frame. It was agony if done right. It was excruciating if done wrong.

“Ask me,” Julie ordered.

“Ask you what?” I practically blubbered.

“Ask me to please put on the clamps.”

I swallowed. “Please, Mistress, can I wear some clamps?”

“Oh?” She said teasingly. “You want your nipples hurting too? Which clamps? Alligator or guillotine?”

“P-p-please Mistress?” I managed to say. “Can I wear the alligator clamps?”

Julie chuckled. “Oh. Well if you have a preference,” she allowed.

I went back to my toybox and got the alligator clamps. They were essentially electrician clips, designed to connect wires and conduct electricity. These had been altered slightly, the teeth dulled and the pressure lessened by Julie’s finance into something that wouldn’t cut into my skin and leave me bleeding. But they would still hurt like the dickens.

I faced the window. No one was out there. I lifted the clamps and put them on, dangling from my nipples, gasping and wincing as the metal teeth bit into the tender tips of my breasts. “They’re on,” I croaked. Julie made a purring sound.

“Now baby, take that smaller plug out of your ass.”

I moved to the bed and scrambled up onto the mattress. Removing the anal plug was much easier than putting it in, but it was still a challenge. It was just too big and I panted and gasped as I struggled to pull the widest portion out. When it came loose, I squealed, my arm jerking, only to topple over as I became unbalanced, landing on my side.

“Oh my God,” I blubbered. My bottom felt like I’d just driven a truck through it. Or shitted a literal brick. I blinked back tears. And damn it, now my breasts were hurting too!

“That sounded wonderful,” Julie said softly. “Now, it’s time for the big one.”

I wiped at my tears with my wrist and let the butt plug in my hand drop onto the floor. The hell with it. “Julie, my bottom hurts so much,” I whimpered.

“Good. That’s the point. Now lube up the last one, get it in, and then I want you to masturbate so hard your breasts jiggle.”

I turned back toward the nightstand. The last anal plug was huge. As thick as a soup can, or my clenched fist. Getting it in would be awful. My hand trembled as I picked up the tube of jelly and began squeezing the clear lube out onto the plug. I ran my finger around the tip in circles, delaying the inevitable.

“Well, I don’t hear you. Go on. Do it. Push it in your ass.”

I closed my eyes, reached behind, and set the tapered, thick tip against my bottom.

“I can’t!” I suddenly exclaimed. “Not like this!” I reared up on the bed and swung my legs down.

“What?” said Julie, “Like what?”

I went over to the desk chair. “Like this. I can’t just kneel and stick this thing in,” I told her. “It’s too big and I’m not strong enough, okay?” I said in frustration. I grabbed one of my coasters and set it down in the center of the chair.

“Are you saying you won’t do it?” Asked Julie in a cross tone. “Are you refusing to obey an order of your mistress?”

I pressed the anal plug down onto the coaster. It was sitting in the very center of the chair. My nipples throbbed as the alligator clamps wiggled with my movements. My God, it looked so big. It filled the seat. I closed my eyes and turned the chair around so that it faced the window.

“If you think you’re going to get away with…” Julie continued, but I stopped her.

“It’s in the chair,” I said softly. “I’m not strong enough to push it in,” I added. I turned my back to the plug and slowly positioned myself over it. I grabbed hold of the arm rests and then lifted my right leg and did something insane. I stuck my bare little foot through the armrest, out to the side of the chair. My desk chair was old school and the arm rests were plastic loops. Once I had a leg through it, there would be no way for me to move it to the front. I grabbed hold of the other side, turned my left leg, and did it again. Now I was essentially trapped. Getting out of the chair required both time and effort. Straddling the chair, I squatted above it, the tip of the plug just barely grazing my bottom. I reached down between my legs, positioning it. My toes were outstretched, barely capable of holding up my weight because my legs were open so wide, the tops of my thighs jammed against the armrests.

“I’m not strong enough to push it in,” I panted from the exertion. “But I am heavy enough,” I said finally.

“Wait. What?” Julie asked, concern flooding through her voice.

And I sat down.

***

My arms bore some of my weight, but much of my one hundred and twenty five pound frame sank down until almost four inches of expanding rubber penetrated my bottom. It was so fast that my ass tightened, trying to close up, but there was just too much plug in there already and my back door had been greased so many times that it was slippery as fuck. The second I relaxed, already keening loudly, another inch delved up into my innards, filling me with hard rubber. I struggled with my feet, toes reaching out as the awkward position, legs spread obscenely wide, kept me from doing anything but sitting. I tried to get enough purchase with my toes to lift up. But I just couldn’t do it. Not in this position. My arms began shaking and there was no way to stay up. I braced myself, gasping and whimpering. Then my arms gave out and I sank down further.  Pain exploded in my bottom as my ass was forced open. I felt it when the full width pushed through, into me, and my buttocks finally touched the seat. My ass closed up again, around the base, hurting so much that I didn’t even feel the alligator clamps anymore. Good lord, I’d put the damn thing in my ass in under a minute! I sobbed, crying now.

“Oh. Oh wow,” Julie whispered. “Are you sitting in your desk chair?” She asked in awe.

I was too far away from the nightstand and my vibrator, and there was no way I was getting out of the chair to reach my toybox. My legs were forced wide open and I was mounted in a way that sent shards of agony through my bottom. I reached down to my pussy and began rubbing at it. 

“Baby? Princess? Are you okay?”

“Hurtsssssss,” I hissed, still struggling to reignite the passion, the need. But I’d cum too much. Seven orgasms? One right after another? One an hour? I rubbed at my cunt listlessly.

Julie’s voice got deeper. “Breanne, I know it hurts darling. But, you know what? That’s okay. It's supposed to hurt.”

I moaned. My voice caught in my throat and I thought I was going to burst into tears again. But yet, there was something in Julie’s voice that got to me.

“Look at you,” she cooed. “Spread open, ass aching, rubbing your cunt. If someone walks by right now, they’re going to see the real you. The little fuck slut whose sole purpose in life is to be sexually tormented. Do you know why?” Julie asked. I didn’t answer. “Do you know why, Breanne?” She repeated.

“Why?” I asked, suddenly realizing that my fingers were wet.

“Because you are a nympho humiliation pain slut. Do you know why I love you?”

“Why?” To my surprise, I slid a finger into myself.

“Because your purpose is to make me happy by letting me hurt you. Isn’t it?”

I clenched my teeth. “Hurt me,” I repeated, swirling the finger around.

“That’s right. Ask me to hurt you,” Julie hissed.

“Mistress? Please hurt me,” I whispered.

“A fuckslut like you?” She taunted. “That’s all you’re good for. Being spread open and fucked and hurt. And right now it's hurting the way it's supposed to. Take one of the clamps off your tits and put it on your clit!”

My left hand came up to my breast and pinched open the clamp. Agony surged through the nipple as the blood rushed back in and I glanced down to see a series of red indentations where the teeth had bitten into me. I moved the clamp downward. My clit was hanging out, swollen and red and waiting. I centered the alligator clamp above it, letting it close slowly. The pain was incredible, surging through me and I rose up in the chair, the plug going with me. I bounced, more from the overwhelming hurt than anything else, and I screeched loudly.

“Now,” Julie breathed. “Fuck yourself. Push your dildo in.”

“Don’t…. can’t reach… no dildo,” I gasped.

“Then use your fingers!” Julie insisted. “Fuck yourself. Hard! Twist the clamps! I want to hear you sobbing and cumming!”

I let out a cry as I thrust two fingers into my pussy, my palm hitting the alligator clamp on my clit. It twisted to the side and my vision went white, pain exploding through my loins. I tightened up, the armrest creaking as my legs struggled to close, thighs burning at the splits I was maintaining. I rubbed frantically and wetness burst into my hand as I bleated like an animal, nipples throbbing, bottom burning, my clit seared as if a hot poker had been laid against it. I heard a slapping sound, wet and sickly, and realized it was my own hand, cupping my pussy, two fingers filling my cunt as I rose up off the seat, my hand working between my legs.

My legs trembled and my toes burned trying to support my own weight. I sat there, staring out the window, eyes glazed over as I fapped and slapped my pussy, each blow of my palm striking the alligator clamp and twisting it to the side. My clitoris seemed to scream in agony, shards of pain exploding through me. But I felt something else. Something so wrong and so right, all at the same time. I gritted my teeth and wished to God someone would come up to the window, to see me, to video tape me, to just break through the glass and stick their fucking cock so far up my pussy that I’d feel it pressing against my belly button.

“Breanne, when this COVID thing is done, I’m going to lay you out like a buffet and beat your pussy and tits until they’re so hot and red that I’d be able to cook a steak on your skin,” Julie teased.

I cried out, the orgasm shooting through me. It was a hard one, ragged and intense. And it hurt. The euphoria only lasted seconds. I let out a desperate whimper, my hands pulling the clamps off, tossing them to the floor, before sinking down, relaxing enough to get one leg bent and pulled out of the chair’s armrest.

“Bre?” Julie asked. “Bre? Did you cum?”

I twisted, standing on one leg and clinging to the chair. “Yes,” I said roughly. “I came.”

“How do you feel?” She asked.

I didn’t answer, extricating myself from the precarious position.

“You can… um… take the clamps off.”

I reached back, my ass to the window, and grabbed the ass plug. I yanked, letting out a terrible groan as the huge monster came out of my butt. I closed my eyes, tears welling up. Then I tossed it down.

“Bre?”

Slowly, I waddled into the bathroom. I looked at myself. My cheeks were streaked, my eyes red. Both nipples had red marks and my clit looked raw. I turned around. My bottom still hadn’t closed, the sphincter unable to tighten up enough. I wiped at my face.

“Bre? Baby, answer me. Are you alright?”

Slowly I went back into the room and I shut the blinds. I picked up my shirt and shorts.

“Breanne. Answer me!”

I took a deep breath. “I’m here,” I said simply.

“Oh thank God!” Julie said, letting out a sigh of relief. “I thought you might have passed out! I was so worried! Are you okay? Why didn’t you say something?”

I reached down and picked up the seventh plug. “I don’t want to put this thing in my bottom ever again,” I said. “It was too much.”

Julie was silent for a moment. “Too much?”

I nodded, even knowing she couldn’t see me.

“It hurt too much.” I set it down on the desk, then put the sixth one next to it.

I thought about sitting down, but just couldn’t.

“Breanne, are you obeying nympho humiliation pain slut rule number one?” Julie asked softly.

I blinked, shocked. I looked back at the phone. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one? She wanted something in my cunt? After that?

“How can you ask me to do that? After what you just did to me?” I let out a choked sob. “After what I just did to me!”

I wiped a hand across my eyes, blinking.

“Breanne, what are you?” Julie asked softly.

I sniffed. “An idiot,” I muttered.

“Bre, you are not an idiot. What are you?”

“A nympho… nympho humiliation pain slut,” I managed to get out.

“That’s right. And what’s your purpose?”

“To be… to be… used.”

“And hurt. And fucked. For pleasure. My pleasure,” agreed Julie. “And that means I want you to put the Monster Vibrator into your pussy. Okay?”

I looked around. It took me a moment to find it. I didn’t want to slip it in. I was too worried it would hurt. But finally I rubbed the tip against my pussy, down near the opening and far away from my clitoris. It dipped and entered as I let out a groan.

“Now I’m going to turn it on. Do you know why?”

I bit my lip. “Why?” I asked plaintively.

“Because you are a fuck slut. And I’m going to leave it on until it's time for you to go to bed. Do you want to know why?”

“WHY?” I practically screamed. “WHY ARE YOU DOING THIS TO ME?”

And she sighed. “Because I want to. And you want me to. So don’t cum, Bre. Not until nine pm. Don’t you dare cum.”

And the Monster Vibrator started up, slow and swirling and steady. My pussy tightened around it. But cum? There was no way I’d be able to do that. My body was just too tired, too strained, too torn apart, too…

I felt it. She turned it up. She set it to one of the more intense patterns. And oh my God, I felt it. The arousal. The need. Just a hint of it. Oh my God. I felt faint. I swayed on my feet and put a hand out, bracing myself against the wall. There was just no way. No fucking way…

“Julie?” I whispered. “What if I cum?”

She laughed. “Then you’ll be punished of course. And while seven might have been too much, you evidently handled number six with no problem. Imagine sleeping with that in there tonight! But, come on. You’ve cum seven times today. I’m sure you’ll be able to resist.”

And the Monster Vibrator increased speed. A flurry of spasms rose up from my sex and I closed my eyes. How could she? How could I? And what did it mean? I pulled the vibrator half way out and slid it in again. Oh fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. I started to pant as I fell back against the bed, spreading my legs, pushing and pumping the roaring vibrator. I whimpered, whining and gasping, the sound swelling and dipping as the Monster Vibe disappeared into my pussy, only to be drawn back out.

In the background, I could hear Julie laughing. “I’ll talk to you at bedtime, princess. I’m sure you won’t need it, but have that sixth plug ready! Just in case you do cum! Love you.”

I won’t swear to it. But I’m pretty damn sure that the Monster Vibrator went to full power.

And I had the sixth plug back in my bottom fifteen minutes later.


Quarantine Punishment #4

It was dark.

I woke up with a start, and for the first half of a split second, I was absolutely sure that I was finally getting to experience an earthquake. I live in Houston, which is in Texas, and while I've gotten to experience a tornado, major flooding, tropical storms, and not one, but two hurricanes, I hadn’t ever been in an earthquake. So, I’m not exactly a “natural disaster virgin” (unless you want to talk about my ability to maintain healthy relationships). But this… this shaking of everything. That was bizarre and I gasped, my eyes snapping open as my hands reached out to brace myself. That was when I realized that the bed was not shaking. Not even a little.

It was just me. Or more accurately, one part of me. Damn.

In the other half of that split second, I realized what was going on. Certain muscles tightened, a rush of acute pleasure followed by a certain impressive surge of wetness made it incredibly clear what had happened. My mind swirled back to the previous evening, right before I slid in between the sheets of my bed, when I’d received a phone call from a vicious, sadistic, waif of a woman who called herself my “Mistress”.  She’d been rather abrupt, and just a tad bit sexually crude with her questions, demanding to know what I was wearing, right down to the color of my panties, whether or not I was following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 (which I was), and if I knew that I’d earned myself another punishment for being a naughty little fuck slut.

Me. A naughty little fuck slut. Who’d have thunk?

As far as pop quizzes go, this one wasn’t that bad. Still, I’d been tired, sexually frustrated from a day full of edges and writing erotica, and frankly I was in no mood to put up with Julie’s shit, so I’d politely told her to fuck off. Politely. Undoubtedly realizing that I wasn’t going to be compliant, she took on a stern tone and told me to get the Monster Vibrator and jam it into my pussy.

“You aren’t going to vibrate me all night, are you?” I’d asked worriedly, with maybe just a touch of irritation. The Monster Vibrator was a huge dildo with not one but three different motors in it. Worse, the thing was connected to an application on my phone via bluetooth, and the app allowed anyone with the right code to remotely operate the vibrator. There were over a thousand different patterns the three motors could run through, and you could schedule entire weeks ahead of time.

“Not in the least,” Julie assured me. “Just some of it. I plan on torturing you with the Monster Vibrator tomorrow. But I want you to feel the full twelve inches stuffing you all night. And wear something tight as well, so that the whole damn thing stays in your cunt.”

I sighed. “If I do this, will you leave me alone?” I pleaded. “For the night at least?”

She sniffed. “You want promises?”

“Or I could accidentally forget to turn it on,” I muttered darkly.

Julie growled. “I’ll know. The app tells me if the vibrator is receiving the signal. And the punishment for doing that will be much, much worse.”

“Julie, my bottom hurts. My breasts ache. You kept me writing and burning with need all day. And you only let me cum once, this morning…” it came out a little whiny.

“Put it in. Turn it on. And maybe I’ll give you a little something nice to go to sleep with,” she cooed.

I had bitten my lip. Damn. Damn it to hell. I let out an exasperated breath, went to the closet, grabbed my toybox, and pulled the foot-long plastic and silicon tube out. The end was tapered and I pushed my pajama bottoms down, revealing a pair of white, bikini cut panties. I tugged the cotton around my knees and removed the ben wa balls, tossing them onto the desk where they left a splatter of girl goo.

“Alright,” I said into the phone. “I’m turning it on and putting it in.” I flipped the tiny switch on the end of the Monster Vibrator and absolutely nothing happened. I wasn’t expecting it to do anything either. The switch didn’t activate the motors inside it. The switch merely turned on the Bluetooth connectivity, allowing it to communicate with my cell phone. My cell phone also didn’t allow me to turn on or off the motors. Only someone with the correct passcode could do that. Someone like Julie.

I pulled my panties up and as I did the Monster Vibrator came to life, the motors thrumming softly inside me. I let out a soft whimper, twirling to fall back on the bed, my hand going down between my legs.

“Better princess?” Julie cooed, even as I moaned. My fingers found my clit, dipping in under the elastic of my panties, and in seconds I was rushing toward orgasm, relief in sight. I dropped the phone near my pillow and put my other hand down between my legs, tugging the crotch of the panties aside and catching the base of the Monster Vibrator as my quivering sex tightened around it. I pushed it back in with a guttural groan, reveling in the sensation as it plunged deep, my clit quivering under the rubbing circles provided by my other hand. My breasts, under the tee shirt I was wearing, rose and fell deeply as I began to pant, approaching climax. I arched my back, lifting my hips up, toes curling, my teeth clenched…

… and the vibrator went silent.

I cried out. Julie said something, but I hadn’t turned the speaker on and I couldn’t really tell what she said. Besides, I was a little distracted. And I was so close! I began pumping the vibrator violently, still rubbing my clit, and managed, despite the lack of vibration, to send myself hurtling over the edge. My pussy clenched tightly and I shuddered, adrenaline surging through my veins, my head filled with dopamine and endorphins and the lovely soup of chemicals that I’m addicted to. My vision swam and I sucked in a deep breath of air, my head light, my body thrumming with the euphoria of sexual climax.

And hell, I hadn’t even asked for permission.

“Breanne,” I heard, a tinny voice in my ear. I moaned happily and pushed the Monster Vibrator back inside myself. It felt… nice. Full. Comfortable. Despite being a foot long. My sex tightened around it, wet and satisfied. I let my panties snap back into place and picked up the phone.

“Hmmmm?” I purred, still just a little mindless.

“I didn’t give you permission to cum,” Julie said, just a touch irritated.

I almost laughed. “No. But you made it happen,” I sighed happily.

There was a moment’s silence. “Well, you’ve earned yourself a punishment for tomorrow,” she said simply. “Sleep with the Monster Vibrator in and leave it on. Don’t be surprised if you wake up tomorrow with it buzzing.”

I giggled. “Whatever,” I said. And just to piss her off, I hung up.

And that was how the previous evening went.

So, I hope you can understand why I was curled up into a fetal position at five thirty in the fucking morning, hands shooting down to my groin, my entire body tightening and fluttering around twelve inches of silicone covered, motorized phallus. I quivered, my normal morning arousal doubling and then tripling as the vibrator, in full overload, rippled its way through my loins like a fucking motorboat roaring across a still lake. I whimpered, trying to come to terms with the rather intense and vibrant oscillations, to find some means to harness and control them.

Because, obviously, this was my opportunity to cum again.

I rolled to the left, spread my legs, reaching down to my panties, fully intent on grabbing the rumbling Monster Vibrator, when my fucking phone rang.

You have to understand, this all happened in the space of about five seconds. Waking up. The buzzing between my legs. The phone. All of it. I answered with a panicked gasp.

“Do I have your attention now?” was all Julie asked angrily. Then the Monster Vibrator went dead again. The cessation of stimulation was like getting punched in the stomach. It almost hurt. I groaned, desperately. Then, in my head, I might have said some very impolite words. Repeatedly.

“Here is how today is going to play out, princess. At random times, the Monster Vibrator is going to turn on. The moment it does, you will text me, stating you are ready. I will then send you a short set of instructions for you to follow. You will do so, and you will complete the instructions without cumming. Do you understand?”

“Cumming,” I whispered. “Can’t cum.” I wasn’t really awake. And at that particular moment all I could think about was getting to cum. I blinked. “Wait. What?”

“You heard me princess. No cumming. Of course, I suppose that you might accidentally cum while you’re in the process of completing whatever task I’ve set for you. But that will earn you additional, more intense punishments.”

I struggled to steady my breathing and I admit, my brain might not yet have been working correctly, presuming it ever works correctly. I think I croaked out some sort of affirmative response, still shaking from the rush of need pouring up from my loins.

“Expect the first task soon,” Julie finished. Then she hung up.

For a moment I laid there. I glanced at the clock. Five-thirty-two in the freaking morning. What the hell was she thinking? I reached down between my legs. My panties were a disgusting, soaked mess, and I sighed in exasperation. I sat up, swinging my bare feet out over the carpet. I padded off into the bedroom, then into the bathroom, where I took the vibrator out of my pussy, kicked off my panties, and dumped the Monster Vibe in the sink.

Week four of quarantine was going about as well as could be expected. Thousands more people were sick and I was still stuck at home. I spent most of my time writing, punctuated by various food-themed encounters with the adolescent monster in the second bedroom, and suffering almost constant arousal and denial by Julie, one of my two mistresses.

The other mistress, Kari, had been almost a non-existent force in my life since Lockdown, except for when groceries were being delivered. And she wasn’t doing that personally. She just ordered them. I’d called her a few times, begging to see her and she’d told me that she was in quarantine too and that we had to stay safe.

But I didn’t want to be safe. I wanted to get out of the apartment. I wanted to walk down the street, breathing fresh air. And if I had to do it buck naked, with a vibrator clamp hanging from my clit, then so be it.

Neither of my mistresses were sympathetic. Oh sure, Julie was doing her best. She was challenging me each day, tormenting me over the phone, via text message, on e-mail, but it just wasn’t the same as being tied open, her eyes flashing with excitement as the whip came down. And I felt it. Or maybe it was me. Emotionally I’m not exactly Ms. Stability. I’m manic depressive, bi-polar, and my highs and lows are just a little more intense than most peoples. Usually frequent, humiliating, vigorous, and just a tad bit intense on the “ouch factor” sex is what keeps me sane. Level Headed. Compliant.

And less bitchy.

I was in the middle of peeing when the damn vibe started rattling in the sink. Not as fast as before, maybe somewhere between medium and low. I muttered a few choice curse words, finished up as fast as I could, and grabbed the vibrator again. I barely got it pushed in, and was holding it in with my hand, when I reached for the phone. I typed “ready” into the chat window and sent it off to her.

Which is when I got worried.

Ever since the Coronavirus Quarantine thing had started, Julie had been getting more and more inventive, and more vicious. Butt plugs, humiliation, clamps, even exhibition. I wondered just how bad these “tasks” she’d mentioned were going to be. I didn’t have long to wait. She must have already typed it because my phone chirped so quickly after sending my ready response, that it must have been preplanned.

Wearing nothing but your panties to hold in the Monster Vibrator, go out onto your porch with a pair of clothespins. Put them on your tits and text me that you are there, suffering and wanton. You’ll sit there, mostly naked, buzzing between your legs and with your nipples throbbing, for five minutes. When the vibrator stops you can go back inside. Don’t cum.

I closed my eyes. It… it wasn’t too bad. Technically. It was still dark outside and the temperature was in the upper seventies. I wouldn’t be cold. Naked, but not cold. And my daughter was still asleep. The chance of her catching me in my skivvies was nil. And for that matter, so was anyone else catching me like that. The porch chairs were low and even on the ground floor, the backside of my apartment merely looked out on a grassy area between my building and the one behind it. There wasn’t even a walkway. It was just a lawn.

I grabbed a fresh pair of panties, and my robe, trying to ignore the still buzzing wonder of the Monster Vibrator. I pulled a pair of clothespins out of my desk drawer and then padded, still barefoot, out through the living and dining room, to stand in front of the sliding glass door.

I let the robe slip from my shoulders.

The door slid open with a soft hiss and the warm humidity of Houston surrounded me. Even at night it felt a little muggy and I stepped onto the covered and enclosed patio. My breasts seemed to tingle and I shut the sliding door behind me, then moved to one of the soft and comfortable chairs positioned in the corner. It was the most secluded, the one I’d be least likely to be seen in, and I fell into it with a sigh, the motor of the vibrator still sounding very, very loud to me. Especially in the darkness. I lifted my phone and texted Julie, letting her know I was there. Then I put on the clothespins.

Mistress Julie Uterro has some very specific ideas of how a submissive pain slut like me, should wear clothespins. Some women preferred them to hang downward from the nipple, leaving a slim profile and enabling the submissive to have clothing on over the clamps. Some mistresses preferred them sticking out to the sides, or even pointing upward, so that they lay against the slope of the breast, twisting the tip. Julie, on the other hand, preferred clothespins to stick straight out from the nipple, so that the entire weight of the clothespin would translate into the pinched and delicate nub.

I put them on the way she would have preferred. I’m still her submissive. Despite being a bratty, snarky bitch in need of a spanking.

Almost instantly my nipples began to throb as my heart labored to push blood into the nicely crushed tips. Between my legs, the Monster Vibrator started to wobble, the pattern between the three motors inside the rod changing, morphing, making it feel like part of it was moving one way while the other half did something different. My loins shook, my sex tightening around the vibrator and suddenly I understood why Julie had warned me about cumming. Five minutes was going to be a very, very long time.

I started to put my hand between my legs, placing my feet to either side of the chair. There were no armrests and the stretching sensation on my thighs only intensified my arousal. I went to slip my fingers into the panties, every part of me screaming “touch your clit! Rub it!” and I stopped myself in time, with my fingers already under the cotton. I snatched my hand back, frustrated, my brain hissing angrily at my sex, all while my entire psyche came under the vicious physical assault of sexual desperation. Then the speed and oscillations slowed down to a mere whisper.

Julie was toying with me. The new vibrations were not quite enough to push me over the edge on their own, but they were more than enough to tempt me into touching myself, to twisting the clothespins ever so slightly, sending twinges through my breasts. The longing to rub my clitoris or pump the Monster Vibrator in and out of my cunt, grew and grew until I was almost hyperventilating, struggling to resist the waves of urgency. Me being outside, mostly naked, didn’t help, even if it was dark and quiet. I shifted uncomfortably as I got more and more tense, the pressure building. Five minutes was going to be a very, very long time…

The Monster Vibrator shut off and as I shuddered, slumping into the chair, the phone next to me chirped. A text appeared. Julie. “You’re done,” was all it said. I lifted a trembling hand to my breasts and removed the clothespins. With the vibrator quiet between my legs, I stood up, wet and wanton, opened the sliding door, and went inside.

***

She didn’t even give me an hour’s rest. I was sitting at my desk, already typing away on the last Quarantine Punishment write-up, when the Monster Vibrator came to life again inside me. This time it was at a slightly higher setting. Medium for sure, and I grabbed my phone, hurrying to type “ready.” The last thing I wanted was to cum and earn myself a punishment by being slow to respond. Julie’s text was explicit.

Put on a sports bra and insert your old rubber tack mats into it. Find some running shorts and pull them on over your panties, keeping the Monster Vibrator secure in your cunt. Put on some shoes and walk three times around your apartment complex. Each time you pass the pool, press your breasts to fence hard and count to twenty. Don’t cum!

I almost fell as I jumped to my feet. I’d need to write my daughter a quick note, on the off chance she woke up before I got back, but other than that, I felt the task was doable. I yanked open a drawer of my bureau and pulled out a set of workout clothes – the bra and shorts Julie had requested, and quickly began removing the tee shirt and gym shorts I was wearing. I pulled the Lycra shorts up over my panties, but then, in a fit of revulsion, opted to go commando. The panties were just too much for the stretchy, elastic material. I held in the buzzing Monster Vibrator until the shorts were in place, and then turned my attention to the sports bra.

In my toybox were two circular rubber discs, each the size of a coaster. The rubber itself was a quarter inch thick, which was good because hammered right through it were about fifty sharp metal tacks. The rubber prevented more than a millimeter or two of each tack to penetrate through, leaving what amounted to a prickly pad that couldn’t really do much in the way of penetrative damage, but would still be damned uncomfortable. I pulled both pads out and then tugged the sports bra away from each breast, just long enough to slip the pad in. The tiny pinpricks against my nipple and the areola, as well as a good portion of the surrounding skin, were maddening, especially when combined with the vibrations of the Monster Vibrator. Struggling not to breathe too hard, I grabbed the mandatory mask, my shoes, slipped them on, and headed outside.

“Starting my first walk,” I texted Julie. She didn’t bother to respond, but I turned left and began to circumnavigate the apartment complex. Dawn was already arriving and the darkness had faded into a grayish tint that left everything a little colorless. Inside me, the Monster Vibrator picked up speed, undoubtedly in response to my text and some sort of vicious streak in Julie. But admittedly, it made me hurry because I was terrified of cumming, especially out in public. I swallowed, picked up speed, and tried to resist the inevitable outcome of sexual stimulation.

Of course when your body is pumping, even at a fast walk, your breasts move. Mine did exactly that, changing how the prickling sensation felt on different parts of my bosom. Also, rapid walking does not exactly make having a foot-long synthetic cock jammed up in your pussy easy. The vibrations didn’t help. My sex kept tightening in rhythmic pulses, convulsing around the thick and shaking shaft held in place by my shorts. I made it to the pool without encountering anyone, or embarrassing myself too much, and I grabbed hold of the fence. It was made of solid iron and I grabbed hold of the top bar. I knew that was what Julie had been talking about as I took hold of a few rungs. I pulled myself against it, mashing my breasts hard, even as I started counting.

It didn’t exactly hurt, but it wasn’t comfortable. The tiny spikes dug into my boobs all over, but the sensation seemed twice as intense right over my nipples. I’d have sworn that the tacks were longer there, so that they would dig in deeper. I let out a groan, closing my eyes as I pressed and rubbed my boobs along the fence, undoubtedly looking ridiculous. Then I got to the twenty mark, let go with a gasp, winced as the spikes already embedded in my breasts remained right where they were, and began walking away at a fast pace. I passed my apartment, waved at some guy who was driving past with a wooden expression, half his face hidden within a mask, and hurried along lap two.

This time the pool came much too quickly and I turned in, once more doing my weird, uncomfortable calisthenic exercise. I mashed my breasts against the iron railing, wincing as the spikes poked and prodded me. I closed my eyes because I knew if I didn’t, I’d look around, checking to see if I was being observed. I rolled my shoulders, pressing different parts of my breasts to the iron bar, wincing and gasping as the pins dug in deeply. Little bursts of pain exploded across my nipples. When I hit twenty in my head, I jerked away, wincing even as my pussy tightened on the vibrator even more. I realized, as I walked away, that my hips were jerking in an obviously lewd movement, as if I were being fucked stupid.

One lap to go.

I passed someone walking out to their car. A man. He looked at me appreciatively, but didn’t say anything. If he noticed the way my hips were twitching, or heard the noise of the vibrator, or even if he noticed the rounded circle of the base sticking out against the Lycra at the apex of my shorts, he didn’t say anything. I picked up speed as I circled the building, and could feel myself getting more and more aroused. The Monster Vibrator hadn’t slowed. If anything, the shaking in my slit had gotten stronger, more powerful, and when I made it to the pool, I knew that had I stuck my hand down into my shorts and just rubbed for thirty seconds, I’d pop like a fucking balloon in a cactus garden. I grabbed the fence and in desperation, pressed my tits as hard against the fence as I could.

It hurt. Not overwhelmingly of course. The pins weren’t long enough for that. But it was enough to blunt my immediate need. I grimaced, shaking as I rolled my shoulders, mashing different parts of my breasts into the fence. The sharp tack points bit at my boobs, piercing my nipples just a tiny bit. I shuddered, breathing hard as I counted under my breath. Then I let go and ran for the apartment.

I hadn’t locked the door, thank God, and I was already pulling out my phone, typing even as my feet pounded up the sidewalk. “Done 3 Laps” went shooting out over the airwaves, off to my unseen tormentor. I pushed on the door, opening and going in, relieved to be indoors, but I didn’t stop there. I hurried to my bedroom. My hands were going to my sex as I felt the pressure building to unbearable levels. I was so close to cumming! I fell to my knees, one hand going to my breast, kneading hard, while the other fought with the waistband of the shorts. I struggled to push my hand in, not even realizing that I’d made the decision. Screw the consequences. I had to fucking cum!

And then… the Monster Vibrator went quiet. Nooooo! FUCK! I let out a choked sob, curled up into a ball, and fell over, too tense to cope.

***

“Mom?” Rachel asked me an hour later. “Are you okay?”

I looked up from where I was standing in the kitchen, a stricken look on my face. My entire body had frozen, except for everything below my hips, which were violently vibrating.  My daughter was sitting at the dining room table, working on her laptop and already doing schoolwork. The sink faucet was running, which was why she didn’t hear it.

“Um… yeah. I’m fine,” I said in a choked voice, trying to remain calm. I was washing a frying pan, but I knew that I couldn’t wait. Mostly because the Monster Vibrator was doing this incredible wobble inside me, as if one motor was spinning backward, while the other continued on its merry way in the normal direction. My pussy, still wet and wanton from the morning’s other torments, quivered violently, a banked fire ready to roar back into conflagration at the slightest hint of available fuel.

And Julie had just thrown on a log.

I gave my daughter a weak smile. “I’m going to go write, okay darling?”

She gave me a peculiar look. Rachel was well aware that I wrote books, and even more specifically sex books. But I tried to keep her separated from that particular part of my life. More so as she was getting older. I pressed my thighs together, trying to hide the noise of the vibrator, and shut off the water. Then I hurried back to my room.

I had my phone on me and I typed “ready,” already bracing myself for Julie’s next torment.

Raise the blinds and turn on the lights of your room. Light a red candle and then go to the window and strip down to your panties. Press your breasts against the glass and hold them there for one full minute. When you are done, go to the bed with the candle and drip hot wax on each nipple until your areolas are fully encased in melt. When your breasts are done, wax your clitoris. Don’t cum. And leave the melts on your tits and clit. You’ll need them later for the next torment.

I blinked, my mouth going dry. She was definitely on a roll. I’d spent the morning dancing on the edge of orgasm, constantly aroused and desperate, my nerves set afire with just enough discomfort and humiliation to send me reeling. And now… now it was going to hurt. My pussy tightened hard around the Monster Vibe at the thought. Or maybe it was just because the damn thing was vibrating. Not sure. Either way, I wondered if I’d lose control and cum.

Part of me wanted that.

I opened my nightstand drawer. I had several pillar candles inside, along with a box of matches. I liked the way wood smoke smelled, so I never used a lighter. I pulled out a rather stubby looking, crimson colored candle. Red was a favorite of Julie’s. She liked the way it looked on my skin. I was no stranger to hot waxing. Julie loved doing it to me. But done like this… it wasn’t going to be easy.

First, Julie usually oiled me. I’d be stretched wide, usually tied open, sometimes with a plastic shower curtain under me on the bed. Sometimes Julie would even jam something under my bottom, raising my hips and presenting my pussy so it would make a more presentable target. Then she would pour the baby oil, or the grapeseed oil, over my body, her soft yet firm fingers rubbing it into my skin. I’d soak some up, and she’d put more on until I glistened. And only then would she take the flickering candle, hold it above my quivering form, and tip it on its side.

No oil this time. I wondered if it was an oversight, but then realized she actually told me it wasn’t. She wanted the wax to stay on my nipples and clit. I closed my eyes, thinking. Red candles burned hotter than any other color and normally Julie held it high above my body. I’d literally watched her let the first droplet or two land on her other hand, the one grasping my breast, just to test how hot it was. If it was too much, she’d raise the candle higher. Me, doing it myself, limited that range. I lit the candle.

I pushed all that from my mind and went to the window. The parking lot was in its usual state, with about half a dozen vehicles parked in various spots. I stood there for a moment, reassuring myself no one was around, and then began the process of stripping.

After my morning walk, I’d gotten comfortable again in gym shorts and a tee shirt. My panties were holding in the Monster Vibrator and with it buzzing slowly inside my pussy, I peeled off my shirt. The window clicked as my barbell piercings touched the glass and I counted softly in my head from zero to sixty. It was a long minute and part of that was because I kept expecting someone to show up and see me standing there, boobs mashed against the glass. I closed my eyes, figuring that what I didn’t know wouldn’t hurt me.

I could smell the hot wax in the candle and knew it was time. I pushed away and went to the bed, laying down. My heart began hammering, a flurry of second thoughts and fears fighting through me. If it hadn’t been for the Monster Vibrator shaking in my pussy, I’d have chickened out. I took a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves, and grabbed the candle, lifting it up over myself. Decision time. I could increase the accuracy of the first drop if I brought the candle lower, but if I did, the wax would be hotter. Much hotter. I bit my lip, squirming as my loins twitched crazily, my pussy fluttering with need around the shaking phallus. With my free hand I reached down to my panties, pushing the crotch aside so that I could grab the vibrator. It slid out of me easily and I pushed it back in with a breathy groan. My voice caught in my throat as I thrust it in and out a few times, my blood pressure spiking. I raised the candle up as high as I could. Then I tipped it over.

Hot lava fell, splattering onto my left breast, just to the left of the nipple and it burned with heat. I cried out, grimacing, as way more paraffin than I was expecting splattered on my skin, exploding down the tender and soft side of my bosom. My right hand pumped the vibrator, wet juices making it slide in and out easily. I jerked the candle and more wax dripped down, except toward my belly, sprinkling the bottom side of my boob. Whimpering, I moved again and this time, the next drop fell exactly where Julie had intended, the hot fluid encasing my nipple perfectly, leaving me squealing and breathless.

I coated the areola, the heat abominable, and then left a trail of red droplets across my cleavage over to my right breast.

“You can do this,” I whispered to myself, still masturbating hungrily. More wax fell and this time the encasement went quicker, my aim more accurate, nipple sealed into a paraffin oven. Almost hyperventilating, hand pumping almost violently, I licked my lips as I tipped the candle upright again. 

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I whimpered. I pushed at my panties, exposing even more of my sodden swamp. My hips were swinging up and down, riding the vibrator desperately, my pussy quivering as the vibrations seemed to get distinctly louder. I felt a breath of air at the top of my clit and looked down past my red-capped breasts to see my swollen clit peeking out from the white cotton. I jammed the Monster Vibrator in deep, groaning as I moved the candle down, not wanting to build up a wax reservoir, ready to dump on my clitoris. I positioned the candle over my pussy and with a trembling hand, turned it over…

And burned.

***

I shifted uncomfortably on the couch. It wasn’t a writing day anymore. I was too distracted. So I’d decided to try to get something practical done. Like laundry. I was sorting. Lights and darks, permanent press and delicate. Normally the baskets were filled with the outfits I wore to work: costumes meant to humiliate and subjugate me, reinforcing my self-worth as a fuckslut whose torment, sexual use, and frequent subjugation were meant for the pleasure of others. But I hadn’t been to work in weeks. I was still getting a paycheck, thanks to Kari’s generosity, but it meant the laundry basket was mostly full of pajamas.

And gym shorts. I like short cotton gym shorts.

My biggest issue, despite the fact that a solid, foot long length of silicone coated plastic was pushed deep into my body, and had been resolutely and disappointingly quiet for over an hour and a half, was the constricted, tight, itching sensation capping both of my nipples and over my clit. Tiny bits of wax melt had cracked and moved across my skin, but more than enough had seemingly melded to my flesh, feeling much like a coating of superglue painted on my most delicate parts.

It was driving me absolutely nuts.

I was just about done with the sorting part of the task when the Monster Vibrator started up. It began as a low-level purr, right down near the base, making my wax covered labia flutter, and spiraled upward into my depths, making me press my legs together. I gritted my teeth and snatched up the basket. I had to get the laundry started, regardless of Julie’s fucking torments and punishments. I practically ran to the kitchen and into the laundry room and dumped the contents into the washer. Soap went in next and I hurriedly spun the dial and slammed the lid, before running to the bedroom. I could feel more wax breaking off into my panties, a sort of frustrating grit getting in between my labia. Then I smacked myself in the head, turned back around and ran to the living room to get my phone. I was a minute late typing in “ready” and from the way my pussy was quivering, I suspected Julie was getting antsy.

Get a bristle brush and take it to the bathroom. Strip naked and hold the Monster Vibrator in with your hand. Put a towel into the tub, climb in, wearing just your panties to hold in the Monster Vibrator, and scrub the wax from your tits and clit using only the brush.

I blinked. A fucking bristle brush? I bit my lip, thinking. I had two. The first one was in the kitchen, sitting next to the sink, and regularly saw use cleaning food debris from plates before they went into the dishwasher. The other one was in the laundry room, sitting in my cleaning bucket. I used it to scrub the floors. Sure, it was clean. Even sterilized since I routinely dipped it bleach. But did I want to rub it against my sex? Granted, it wasn’t like I was going to be inserting it. My pussy was stuffed with the Monster Vibrator. I gritted my teeth in frustration. I shook my head. Still, I didn’t really have much choice. I hurried back out to the laundry room, my sex quivering, my own wetness soaking the crotch of my shorts, and got the stiff bristle brush. It really was clean, but I inspected it anyway as I hurried back to the bathroom.

I took off my shirt and shorts, standing in just my panties, and took a quick look at myself in the mirror. My left breast was still almost totally covered in wax. Some of the crimson colored melt had cracked, but none of it had fallen off. I hadn’t quite realized how essential the coating of oil was in removing wax. My nipple was a raised, red colored bump, smoothed into an impressive mound. I let out a little groan, knowing that I’d have to really scrub at it to flake the paraffin. My right breast was a little better. My aim had been more accurate and except for a few drops between one tit and the other, most of the red was centered right on the delicate, pierced tip.

My clit however, was another story. While I’d managed to cover the entirety of my clitoral hood, I’d spilled quite a bit of wax over my mons, and some of the melt had seeped down into my sex, coating the top inch or so of my labia on both sides. Some of this had cracked, and even fallen off, leaving chips of red in my panties and all along my labia. I stepped out of my panties, holding the Monster Vibrator in my hand, still pushed up deep. I tried not to thrust my hips, but it was so damn hard. I tossed a towel into the tub and then stretched myself into a sexual pretzel closing the drain because… duh. 

Buck naked, I climbed into the tub and sat down on the towel. Another moan escaped my lips as my position drove the Monster Vibrator deeper into my slit. But the other thing I had to deal with was the cold porcelain of the tub. I sat upright instead of laying back, at least until I gritted my teeth and just bit the bullet. I won’t say I was comfortable. I wasn’t. Not in the least. The vibrator was driving me crazy and I couldn’t keep my lower half still. My back was cold, as were my knees. Finally I shifted around and grabbed my left breast, squeezing it roughly with my fingers. My other hand held the bristle brush and with a gulp, I dragged the stiff bristles across the paraffin covered tip of my breast.

Did I feel it? I sure did, especially around the edges of the melt, where my skin. Did the wax come off? Not even a little. I pushed a little harder, wincing as the heavy bristles began biting at the melt, but also at any exposed skin they touched. It took almost an entire minute of increasingly vigorous rubbing before I made headway, the heavy coating of paraffin cracking into flakes and flying off into the tub. And don’t think my pussy wasn’t getting tortured at the same time. The vibrator’s motions seemed to be increasing, slowly but surely, leaving my buttocks to tighten as my loins thrust forward, trying to find a path to orgasm. I jittered in the tub, a thousand sensations flowing through me, half of them wonderful, half of them awful, all of them intense.

There came a horrible moment when the main piece of wax flaked off, exposing the tip of my breast. I didn’t notice until the brush excoriated the sensitive point, leaving me gasping. I lifted the brush and looked at my tit, only to let out a pained whimper. I had hoped the melt would come off clean, and in one piece. But not oiling my breasts had made my skin almost porous, and the wax just broke into a thousand pieces, clinging all over my bosom. I had no choice and I brought the brush backup, my hips still wired and pumping, my pussy quivering in desperation as I started to scrub.

It hurt, the rough bristles tearing at my nipple, even as the bits and pieces of melt went flying. With the hardened pink point raised, I cleaned around it, trying to be delicate, tearing the slivers of cold, clinging wax out of the ridges and indentations of my areola. Still I scrubbed, until my skin itself protested, pain shooting up from my breast. I looked down to see that I’d scraped the vast majority of flecks off, but there were still a few, die-hard stragglers with a death grip on my boob. I let out a whimper. Scrubbing off each little bit? With the brush?

I switched breasts at that point, trying to minimize the damage and the sensitivity. The right nipple was easier to clean off, thanks to my better aim, but there were still some similarities. With no oil, the wax flecked and chipped, leaving bits and pieces embedded in my nipple. The brush scraped and pulled and tore at my breast, until it hurt and I finally began switching back and forth every few strokes, switching from one breast to the other whenever the exposed tips got too sore.

Some of the flecks of wax on my boobs just wouldn’t come off. No matter how hard I scrubbed and because I was only allowed to use the brush, the pierced tips of my breasts got the brunt of each pass, regardless of where I scrubbed. I began to get frustrated. And I was beyond horny. Finally I gave up. I was too close to cumming. And my tits hurt. I lifted one leg, propped my calf up on the side of the tub, and brought the bristle brush down to the chipped, quivering, soaked wax covering my clitoris.

Whimpering, and still mentally confused about whether I was aroused or just hurting, carefully drew the bristle brush up along my sex. The base of the Monster Vibe rattled against the brush and I winced as the wax on my labia cracked and began falling away. The bristles moved upward to the apex of my sex, but the solid melt on my clit resisted. I had to brush again. And then again. Soon I was scrubbing back and forth, gasping as the rough bristles tore at my clit, ripping the melted flakes of cooled wax free. My clit began to swell, stinging as the plastic brush strands tore at my sex, until the intensity of it left me so sensitized that I was gritting my teeth, hissing at each pass. Red wax was everywhere, like shattered glass. And inside me I was ready to break.

I threw the brush down and yanked the Monster Vibrator out of my pussy, just before I was about to climax. My nipples and clit burned and when I saw myself in the mirror, I gasped. Most of the wax, in fact, almost all of it, was gone, ripped and scraped and rubbed from my breasts and pussy. But my skin was red, abraded, almost raw, with tiny scratches. I ran a finger across my nipple and winced, my bottom lip trembling.

What had I done to myself?

After a few minutes, I pushed the still shaking Monster Vibrator back into my pussy and my sex locked around it like a Venus Flytrap closes around a bug. Trembling, from need and hurt, I took my phone and texted Julie that I was done. The wax was off. My nipples and clit were swollen, tender, and abraded.

And I told her I hadn’t cum.

The Monster Vibrator stopped.

***

This time she waited almost a full two hours. When the Monster Vibrator began spinning again I tightened up, totally involuntarily, as my pussy squeezed down hard. I was already in the bedroom, folding laundry, my back to the window, so I just stayed right where I was. Waves of sweet pleasure streamed up from between my legs and I ripened instantly, my sex locking down, squeezing the rumbling phallus tight as I closed my eyes, practically swooning. For a moment I just considered letting go. But instead I grabbed my phone, and typed in Julie’s magic word. “Ready.” Her text followed a second later.

Take a dozen clothespins and tie binders’ twine between them, about ten-inch intervals. Go to the window and raise your blinds, then strip down to your panties. Expose your clit. Attach both ends of your zipline between your clit and nipples, and whatever other parts of you are available in between. Tie the end of the twine nearest your breast to the window latch. Remain in place at the window, suffering and buzzing, until a car passes, or a person walks by. Then you can give into your totally improper impulse and dart out of view. Or you can wait until the Monster Vibrator goes quiet and remove the clothespins by hand.

I gritted my teeth. This was her chastising me for the whole hiding rigmarole from the a few weeks ago. I’d practically tried to kill myself getting off a stool positioned in front of the window, when someone walked by. Julie had been less than impressed. This time, she was giving me permission to do exactly what I’d wanted to do: hide. Except this time the consequences would be ripping off the clothespins.

Of course, the better question was “what if I accidentally cum?” I wasn’t right on the edge, but an entire morning of intense sexual stimulation had left my insides feeling almost as raw as my nipples and clit did. The newly awakened Monster Vibrator was sending me straight up toward the apex of the “mountain” and I knew that the cliff was waiting. Julie has said “no orgasms.” I couldn’t help wondering what would happen if I did cum.

And then there was the question of how long I had to stand at the window, suffering? Would I need to wait for her to turn the Monster Vibrator off? And would the vibrations get worse the closer I got to that point? I shook my head. I figured the real question was what I feared the most? Being seen? Ripping the clothespins off my still over-sensitive, still freshly scrubbed nipples and clit? Or was it cumming and the subsequent punishment my sadistic mistress would assuredly inflict upon me?

But I had one trick up my sleeve. Julie clearly intended me to suffer for a longer period, with me standing at my desk, the vibrator buzzing merrily along in my slit, working me into a dripping froth, all while I put together a clothespin zipline. I grinned at my cleverness, opened my toybox, and pulled an old one out.

This one had fifteen clothespins on it, but what’s a few more, right? I went to the window. Inside me, the Monster Vibrator shifted and a fresh and different wave of pleasure surged through my sex, making me groan just a little. I closed my eyes, resisting the urge to just strip off my clothes, go to the bed, and masturbate. Instead I raised the blinds, studied the parking lot for a moment (it was empty, thank God), and I began to undress.

Like before, I was barefoot, my soft little soles pressed against the carpet. My bottom half was covered with a pair of gray, loose, cotton gym shorts, under which were my pink, bikini cut panties holding in the Monster Vibrator. I was wearing a tee shirt too, another one of my alma mater’s “Cougar” shirts. Beneath that I was wearing a sports bra, but only because my nipples had been rubbing against my shirt and it had been… um… distracting.

I pulled off the shirt first, then removed my bra. The tips of my breasts were both erect and my skin looked like it had been subjected to repeated rug burn. I cringed, knowing what the clothespins were going to feel like. With my eyes still on the window, I rolled the waistband of my panties down just enough to expose my clit, but still in a position to hold in the Monster Vibrator. Sorta. There wasn’t much wiggle room and a third of the phallus had already slipped out. It also felt like the vibrations were increasing in power, turning slowly up. Leave it to Julie to milk as much torment out of this as possible. I plucked my makeshift zipline off the windowsill and put the very first clothespin on my clit.

What can I say? Did it hurt? Yes. The wooden clamp bit down full force, with enough pressure to ensure that a heavy, wet linen sheet would stay rigidly attached to the clothesline. The malleable nature of my bosoms compressed within the bite, capillaries constricted, creating a throbbing pain as my heart labored to force blood to the tips of my breasts. Unlike my pussy, which was quivering around the shaking plastic cock, my swollen nub didn’t quite appreciate the special attention. I placed a second clothespin next to the first, just to the side of my nipple, and then a third, creating a short row. Then I clipped two more to the underside of my boob, along the curvature, wincing as the pinching bites sent fresh shards of pain across my chest.

I worked the zipline along to the other tit and I repeated the process. Two along the underside of my breast, then one to either side of my pierced nipple. I placed the tenth clothespin on the very tip, gasping with pain as my self-inflicted torment played out. I drew the line downward, clothespins clattering, and I squeezed the crotch of my panties tight, gasping as that forced the Monster Vibrator even deeper into my sex. I latched two clothespins on each labia, then pulled down the waistband to expose my clit. The final clothespin went on, biting my brushed, swollen, reddened nub and I stood there shaking, and not just from the vibrations. I tied the loose end to the windowsill and stood there, waiting. 

Waiting…

And waiting…

I had zero room to maneuver and after a moment of expectation, began to suffer more from the motions of the vibrator, than from my nerves. I tapped my toe as my hips began to shift back and forth, changing the tautness of the binder’s twine. My right nipple was bearing the brunt of it, the clothespin pulling back and forth, as if Julie had reached right through the phone line, grabbed my tit, and was pinching and twisting the tip of my breast with sadistic glee. Thoughts of my slutty mistress, who was undoubtedly sitting at home, imagining my suffering, had me wondering just how long Julie would leave me here. In hindsight, maybe I should have taken an extra minute to tie the binder’s twine onto the clothespins. She probably figured I was still in the process of making the zipline, instead of already standing at the window, twitching back and forth.

That made me worry about the vibrator. My panties were rolled down just beneath my hips so that my clit was peeking out. But so were my labia, covered in clothespins. Worse, I kept having to reach down and gently push the Monster Vibrator back in, since the panties couldn’t as my pussy squeezed constantly, I was having to reach down and constantly readjust how my panties were holding in the Monster Vibrator. And I was right. The vibrations were steadily increasing. At one point I pushed the whole twelve inches back in and a surge of sexual heat blasted through me. My loins shuddered and I suddenly realized that I was way closer to bursting than I’d thought.

My eyes were locked on the parking lot and for the first time I actually longed for someone to drive by. Or even walk by, seeing my clothespinned breasts for half a second until I darted away. I tapped my foot, biting my lip as I stood there shaking, my body hurting and wanting and pleasure surging upward along my spine from my pussy. I knew I was in serious trouble when suddenly my clit didn’t throb anymore. I just felt a massive wave of utter pleasure, or something like pleasure. I thrust a knuckle into my mouth, moaning and then keening as my loins tightened and the pressure began building exponentially.

“Fuck!” I whispered to myself, almost hopping up and down. “Come on! Please! Someone drive by!” I said, putting a hand on the windowsill while the other reached back down to push the vibrator back in. I gasped, gritting my teeth as my calves began to tremble too. “Oh fuck,” I hissed, my pussy locking down, quivering in violent little waves. “Please… oh please… don’t cum, Bre! Just don’t… oh…. Oh…  OH. FUCK! YES.”

The next convulsion wasn’t just a flutter. It was a full blown tremor that rocked me from head to toe. It began in between my legs, a rapid tightening and release of coital muscles, a spurt of girl goo that soaked my panties dark, and it forced my hips forward, jamming my clothespinned clitty against the windowsill itself, which twisted the clothespin on my clitoris down and to the left. A surge of agony shot through my sex, but by the time it got to my brain, it had been chewed to smithereens by the pure pleasure of the orgasm, amplifying it greatly. I totally disregarded everything she told me and began pumping the Monster Vibrator violently. Screw having an audience. I had to cum!

I lost my balance and fell backward, but even the agonizing shard of pain that exploded on my right nipple and then danced in a violent circle around my breast, to leap to the other side and repeat the process, only increased the power of the energies flowing through me. My labia were stretched out and snapped, the clothespins tugged free from my petals. When the last clothespin was ripped away, tugging spastically on my clit before snapping off, I fell backward on the bed, legs spread wide, panties askew, head thrown back, practically screaming as I ripped my panties down, smashing the full length of the Monster Vibrator as deep as possible, with rapid, almost violent thrusts.  I had both hands between my legs and my toes curled, feet up in the air, stuffed pussy facing the window, and I shuddered, chest heaving, as the powerful orgasm cleaved me in two.

When it was over, I sighed, pulling the Monster Vibrator out of my pussy. Dazed and just a little overwhelmed, I shut off the Bluetooth, not caring that she’d know in seconds. I set it down next to me and just breathed, every pore of my body feeling both exhilarated and tired at the same time. About thirty seconds of utter bliss passed slowly, languidly, and then… then it ended. Because the phone rang.

“You better have a good fucking reason for turning it off,” Julie said angrily when I answered. I laughed. Almost giggled.

“I came,” I sang out. “I came hard, Julie.” I lifted the Monster Vibrator and held it up. “I was at the window and I couldn’t take it all and I threw myself back on the bed and exploded like a fucking bomb.”

There was a moment’s silence. “I see. So, the zipline worked? It hurt?”

I tittered. “Worked? My God, it was amazing. When I fell back it was like pure adrenaline being pumped into my veins. And yes. It fucking hurt!” I replied, but in a voice so positive there was no way Julie could think anything but “yeah, she liked it.”

There was a long pause. Then I heard her take a deep breath. “Bre, did you take the Monster Vibrator out of your pussy?”

I held it up. It was a pinkish, purplish monstrosity. “Yes,” I said softly.

“So, what is in your pussy right now?” She asked carefully.

“Absolutely nothing,” I declared happily.

“And that violates what?”

I giggled. “Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1,” I replied.

Julie sighed. “You’ve earned a punishment for cumming.”

“I know.”

“And you’ve earned a punishment for not following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1.”

“Okay.” I said happily.

“What you will do,” she continued. “Is to immediately turn the Monster Vibrator back on. You will put it in your pussy and I will set it to low, with the vibrations slowly increasing over the course of the next three hours, all the way to maximum.”

It took my brain a minute to process that. “Oh,” I said, still not sure how that was going to affect me. Sure, my clit and nipples were still incredibly sore, but just being vibrated for three hours non-stop, wasn’t really that much of a torment. I flipped the little switch on the bottom of the Monster Vibrator and then brought it down to my pussy. My petals were slippery and smooth and I let out a little gasp as I slid the full twelve inches back into me. And it certainly wasn’t punishment. Maybe she was going to tell me I couldn’t cum again. Maybe the vibrations were the punishment. I pumped it a few times, moaning. I hoped she would let me cum again. Because frankly, cumming a second time sounded really, really good and…

“And you’ll wear your Alligator clamp trio until you cum a second time, or you reach the three-hour limit.”

“My eyes snapped open. “What?”

“And Bre, no touching yourself or the Monster Vibe.” The Monster Vibrator trembled, ever so softly inside me, and my pussy tightened around it.

“But… Julie! My nipples! My clit!” I said it, not even realizing that I was pumping the vibrator much more eagerly now.

“Punishment is supposed to hurt,” she replied gently. Lovingly. “And tomorrow…” she left it hanging. Daringly.

“Tomorrow?” I moaned, still fucking myself, my pussy ripening once more.

She let out an evil laugh. “Tomorrow, you’ve earned yourself another punishment.”


Quarantine Punishment #5

I sat at the desk in my bedroom, trying to focus on my writing, and doing a relatively poor job of it. Outside, rain was pouring down, turning the parking lot of my apartment complex into something resembling a nearby bayou rather than a broad expanse of concrete. I had the lights off, a weak and feeble attempt on my part in trying to reduce the number of additional distractions, allowing the weak and gray illumination of the day to create looming shadows. I wasn’t terribly sure it was working, but I knew one thing for certain.

It was all Julie’s fault.

Somewhere in the back of my mind, I didn’t quite believe that. But I wanted someone to blame, someone I could direct my fury, my mindless boredom, my frustration toward and Julie was the only one willing to talk to me.

And I tried. I called Kari, pleading my case, telling her I was going out of my mind and that I was desperate to be touched. Kari was sympathetic, but in no uncertain terms she told me I had to remain in quarantine, locked away safe. I’d slammed the phone down after hanging up on her. Nick, one of the gentlemen doms I occasionally meet up with, had been enthused to get my call, but when I’d suggested an off the books meeting, he’d been not only reticent, but downright resistant.

“Not a chance in hell,” he said quickly.

“But don’t you want the chance to tie me to your bed?” I asked incredulously.

“Well yes, but not with this damn virus going around. What if I gave it to you?” He asked.

I’d blinked. “So what if you did?” I blurted out. “It’s got a lethality rate of like less than 1 percent damn it!”

“Nope. Sorry Bre. Not risking it. I would be heartbroken if you got sick because I gave it to you.”

I gritted my teeth. “Haven’t you been quarantining?”

“Nope. Going into work each day. Wearing a mask. Social distancing. The whole kebob. Which is why I can’t see you. Sorry Brel, but you’ll have to do the mambo alone. Need me to buy you a new vibrator?”

I hung up on him too.

I called Alex. He apologized but said he was seeing someone and wasn’t sure she would appreciate him getting together with an old fling, besides… wasn’t I supposed to be in quarantine?

So, I called Zack. Fraternity Zack. And he wasn’t even in the freaking state.

“Sorry, kiddo. School got canceled and we’re talking about doing it all online. I took the chance to go home and visit mom and dad. I’m seventeen hours away.”

I sighed in defeat. I needed to get out. I needed someone to screw me. I needed to be whipped and spanked and forced to cum over and over, and instead I got Julie’s stupid punishments.

I took a deep breath and tried to be considerate. Julie was trying her best, I told myself, leaning forward and banging my head on the desk. Then I wiggled my hips, trying to find a more comfortable position. It wasn’t easy. For the most part, I’d spent the last five weeks wearing pajamas and gym shorts. Why get dressed when the only person who was going to see you was the adolescent monster living in the next bedroom? I’d eschewed makeup, fancy clothes and even shoes for much of the time.

But not today. Today I was wearing a pair of tight, short shorts, the kind that crawl up your butt crack and barely cover your buttocks. Mine were denim and were so tight that I was surprised that the circulation to my legs hadn’t been cut off. The crotch was like painted on latex and created a constant and annoying wedgie, crawling up not only my ass, but literally digging into my pussy. The heavy stitched seam had spread my petals uncomfortably open under the material and was seemingly trying to fuck me. But if I was being honest, the tight shorts were only an additive. The real problem was beneath them.

And it was buzzing. But we’ll get to that in a moment.

That morning, Julie’s “toy of the day” email had been a little different. Normally it consisted of specific instructions to remove whatever sex toy I’d had stuffed in my pussy overnight, and to replace it with some other filling, vibrating, tormenting object designed to keep me mentally disposed toward smuttiness, which might as well be defined as being physically wet and ready to be thrown over a bench, followed by a brutal fucking.

But not that morning. Sure, I’d removed the silent, egg-shaped vibrator and instead of filling my wanton and grasping little cunt, Julie had instructed me to clamp my clitoris with my vibrating pendant and to turn it on.

For a girl who is used to keeping things jammed up inside her, this is not exactly comfortable. My pussy sometimes seems to have a mind of its own, and when I’m aroused and just a little desperate, not having something deep inside my sex makes me cranky. And just a touch bitter. To make matters worse, the clamp on my clitoris was rather tight, squeezing my nub strongly. The vibrations from the pendant not only translated right up the small chain, but also where the pendant itself was resting against my labia. It was the worst sort of torment. Intense, arousing, and totally unsatisfactory. And then later, when Julie called and told me to wear the shorts, the crotch of the material pressed the cylindrical vibrator in between my petals like a hot dog sitting in a bun. I’m sure you can imagine how distracting that was.

Non-stop clitoral stimulation, labia vibrations, a tight wedgie, and a grasping convulsing pussy with nothing in it? That wouldn’t drive a girl over the edge. Would it? And I’m sure you already can guess what Julie had said about me cumming without permission.

I had been forced to stop writing a number of times, shifting my weight back and forth, twitching as the stimulation spiraled through me. But the worst part about it was that it just wasn’t actually enough. I was sitting on a plateau of arousal, hovering without getting anywhere. I was going banana fucking nuts crazy and gotten to the point where I was actively considering disobedience when the phone rang.  It’s like she’s fucking psychic.

“Hello, princess! Are you ready for your punishment?”

I blinked, my hips still working back and forth, trying to find a way to get the damn vibrator pendant inside me instead of just resting between my petals. “Uh… I thought I was being punished,” I replied dumbly, hips still churning.

Julie laughed. And I mean she was truly amused. It took her almost a minute to regain control of herself. I sat there, still suffering, still wanting to cum. Finally she gasped. “Okay,” she said, still chuckling. “Okay. I’m good! Thank you!”

I frowned. “For what?”

“For being so amusing!” She said simply. Then her voice darkened into something almost wickedly sensual. “And trust me, you’re about to be even more amusing.”

I gulped. It sounded as if she were contemplating a criminal act. It made me squirm, and not in a good way. Still, there was at least a chance that I might be cumming soon, even if it meant earning another punishment. And I really needed an orgasm.

“Are your blinds up?” She suddenly asked.

I glanced back over my shoulder to the rainy window. “Yes,” I said, with a sinking feeling. The slats were raised to the top and nothing but falling water blocked the view of my room. She was going to make me strip again. I wondered if she knew about the rain. The chances of anyone driving by and seeing into the darkened interior would be nil. And no one would be walking around in the downpour.

“Are the lights on?”

The leaden weight that frequently appeared in my tummy when dealing with Julie came back. “No,” I said, stifling a groan. 

“Well, turn them on. The overhead and the lamp on the nightstand. We want you nicely illuminated for this.”

Slowly I stood up, turning my phone to speaker. I flipped on the overhead light and then shuffled over to the bed, the shorts crawling up my butt crack. The nightstand lamp came on next and I felt my slit quiver as the pendant sort of slid up and down through it, responding to the motion of my thighs. The shorts were tugging the clamp, which was tweaking my clit. I bit my lip, gulping down the little surge of excited discomfort I was feeling. I stepped carefully back to the window with small, short steps. Skipping would not have been a good idea in my condition.

“Lights are on,” I told Julie.

She hummed in satisfaction. “Good. I’m sure you’re in view then, for anyone passing by. Now you’ll need your vibroballs, a pair of clothespins, and that plastic ruler you have. The whippy one.”

That made me hesitate. Vibroballs would be a net positive. The idea of having something… anything… in my pussy was a good one. The clothespins? Yeah, they would hurt a little, but I’m a pain slut. I could handle it. And Julie’s last item? The whippy plastic ruler I owned could make a vicious paddle, but only when wielded by someone who knew what they were doing. I might get instructed to give my bottom a quick spanking or maybe a nice little nipple slapping, but I’ve never been able to hit myself with sufficient strength. Julie knew that. It would be pointless. I went to the desk drawer and got out the vibroballs, the clothespins, and the ruler. I couldn’t help testing the plastic edge on my thumb. It was pink, light, and disturbingly flexible.

“Alright, I have it all,” I told my tormentor.

“Good. Now go to the window and strip out of your clothes.”

I’d known this was coming. Me standing naked at the window was becoming an almost daily occurrence. I’m surprised word hadn’t gotten around and I was consistently expecting to find a crowd waiting, set up in camping chairs, hoping the show would start. I winced and stepped up to the glass, touching it lightly with my fingertips. The surface was cold. Maybe from the air conditioner running. Maybe from the rain. I took a deep breath and then pulled my tee shirt off. Underneath I was wearing a bra, a simple athletic number that was more elastic than cotton. This came off next, revealing both pierced nipples and fine curves. I tossed the shirt and bra off into the corner and looked out through the falling rain. No one was out there. Thank God.

“Shirt and bra are off. Doing my shorts now,” I said, unsnapping the button. I wriggled back and forth, peeling the denim down over my ass and out from between my buttocks. I sure as heck felt it when the vibrator pendant slipped out of my soaked slit to dangle heavily from my clit. I gasped, trembling slightly as I kicked off the shorts. “I’m naked now,” I moaned.

“How does your pussy feel?” Julie asked sympathetically.

I closed my eyes. “I’m overly wet, a tad bit desperate, and ready to cum. I’m on edge, but the vibrator pendant just doesn’t seem to be enough to push me over the edge.”

“Well, I’m glad,” Julie said firmly. “Why don’t you stuff those vibroballs in, but don’t turn them on yet.”

“Here at the window?”

She chuckled at my reticence. “Would you prefer to do it outside in the rain?”

“Here is fine,” I replied quickly. I grabbed the vibroballs. They were two simple spheres, connected to a remote via a set of wires. Inside each ball was a motor and I knew that with the simple push of my thumb I could send just enough electricity, in tandem, down to each motor, causing the internal shafts to spin. This would cause the offset weight attached to the drive shaft to wobble as it turned, creating a series of very noticeable oscillations, which would then translate out of the ball itself, into whatever encasement happened to be wrapped around it. Like my soft, wet, quivering with desperation pussy.

I groaned as I pushed both sex toys gently into my cunt, brushing aside the still shaking vibrator pendant. For a moment, that almost was too much to handle and I think Julie heard me.

“You can turn off the vibrator pendant and take it off your clit now,” she said.

I did it quickly and the sigh of relief I let out made it damn clear how I felt. Don’t get me wrong. I wanted to cum. And cum hard. And the pendant was part of that. But the freaking toy was about torture, not satisfaction and it just wasn’t enough to push me over the edge. Right to it, but not over. I set the whole thing on the windowsill and took a deep, satisfied breath.

“Now, take the clothespins and the ruler to the bed,” continued Julie. “Lay back, face up, with your pussy facing the window.”

I backed up just a bit and felt the side of the mattress against my legs. I sat down, then leaned back, looking up at the ceiling. The only positive was that I wasn’t able to see the parking lot any more. I realized my heart was starting to pound, not from excitement, but from trepidation, and I realized my hand was trembling.

“I’m ready,” I whispered.

“What?” Julie replied.

“I’m ready!” I blurted out.

“Oh. Good. You can put your feet up on the window sill.”

I lifted my head and then scooted down so that my butt was practically hanging off the side of the bed. I brought my feet up, the bare toes pointed, and braced myself against the bottom of the glass. This was not a good position. Anyone driving by would see me easily, legs spread obscenely wide, with my wet pink slit in perfect view.

“I don’t like this,” I whined softly. Julie ignored me.

“You know where the clothespins go, right?”

I licked my lips and looked up at the ceiling. Even with the rain pounding against the glass, I kept thinking about someone driving by and seeing me. My pussy was gushing, almost convulsing. Was she going to let me cum? She was going to be in some trouble if the answer was no, because as close as I was, I didn’t think there was going to be much I could do to stop it.

I lifted the clothespins and in seconds had them sticking straight up from my breasts, the wooden maws pinched tight on my bosom. It hurt, but it was a good hurt, the kind of hurt you wanted when you were as close as I was. I let out a strained whimper and there was little doubt from the sound of my voice that the pain was welcome. Julie certainly took it as a good sign.

“Now spread your legs as wide as possible, while still keeping your feet on the window sill. Make sure that anyone outside can see your pussy.”

I closed my eyes as I followed her instructions. I bent my knees so that they were pointed outward, almost in a butterfly position. Then I spread my legs wide. It was an obscene and submissive position, offering up my exposed, stuffed slit. The wire from the vibroballs trailed off over my thigh, and just to get it out of the way, I threaded it under my lifted leg, past my buttock.

“Okay Julie. Can I cum now?” I begged, panting softly.

“What?” She exclaimed in astonishment. “Hell no. You still have to endure your punishment.”

“Punishment?” I said stupidly.

“Hello? How many times did you cum yesterday?”

I thought back. Julie had ordered me to insert the large, egg-shaped vibrator in my sex, and to turn it on for a full minute, at the highest setting, each time she texted me. The fact that she did that every fifteen minutes over the course of eighteen hours was just the icing on the cake. I couldn’t handle it.

“Five,” I said shamefully. “But Julie! It was just too much! I told you that! If you had just…”

“Whatever,” she said, cutting me off. “You came when you weren’t supposed to, so you earned a punishment. Which is what I’m doing to you right now. So can it, Princess.”

I shut my jaw so hard my teeth clacked together .

“Now, here is how this is going to work. You’re going to turn those vibroballs up to full power, and once they’re buzzing nice and loud in your sweet, pretty little cunt, you’re going to take that ruler, and keeping your legs spread and your pussy pointed at the window, give yourself fifty swats, right on the clit.”

“Fifty!” I exclaimed, eyes widening. My fingers tightened around the plastic ruler, my knuckles white.

“Fifty,” Julie repeated. “For each orgasm you had yesterday.”

My mind did the math, which under the circumstances took a little longer than it probably should have. But hey, I was lying naked on my bed, in front of an open window, with the lights on in my room, while a pair of wooden clothespins jiggled painfully on my tits, and my pussy went into overdrive, just because it was appreciative of the two rounded objects I’d pushed into it. And I wasn’t even vibrating yet.

“Two hundred and fifty strokes?” I gasped. “I can’t take that!”

Julie laughed evilly. “Sure, if it were me hitting you. Then maybe I’d give you ten or so strokes per orgasm. And when I was done your pussy would look raw and your clit would be nice and swollen, mashed into a paste.”

I let out a whimper. Not good. Not good at all. My mind raced. Maybe, just maybe I could hit lightly or something. I mean, two hundred and fifty strokes? I reached over and picked up the ruler. Then something else occurred to me. I was close. My legs were spread. And I was about to hit my clit a bunch of times.

That was going to make me cum.

Evidently Julie had the same idea. “Oh, and by the way. You can’t cum until after you’ve delivered the full two hundred and fifty whacks to your pussy. Okay?”

“Julie!”

“No buts. This is your punishment. Now, put the phone down by your ass. I want to hear the sound of the ruler smacking on your slit. I bet it will sound like wet mud.”

I closed my eyes and pushed the phone down the bed toward the edge. I groped for the remote handling the vibroballs and when I found it, I used my thumb to push up the sliding dial. Inside me, both spheres suddenly began doing the shaka dance, rattling against each other and basically doing gymnastics deep in my sex. I tightened violently and energy surged through my body. I didn’t even realize my hand was trembling until I lifted the ruler and slid it between my open thighs. I felt the edge glide across my clit and then down my labia. It took me a moment to really brace myself, both mentally and physically. But then I lifted the ruler about six inches away and started to bring it down.

“Make sure it stings good,” Julie said, interrupting me. I almost screamed. Instead I gritted my teeth, lifted the ruler back up to almost a full ten inches, and then slapped it down between my legs.

*SMACK*

The sound of the flat plastic end of the ruler striking my soaked, stuffed petals rang out clear. “Oh FUCK!” I squealed, my pussy clenching with pain, only to feel the intensity of the vibroballs increase from the pressure. My knees wobbled and a burning sting seemed to explode across my sex and I almost closed my legs. It was like a thousand prickly pins sticking me for a second, but then the burn began to fade into a penetrating heat and the resulting combination of vibrational pleasure and pain was like an aphrodisiac.

Which was bad. Very, very bad.

Julie whistled, obviously impressed. “Wow. I heard that. Nice one!”

I shut my eyes and clenched my teeth. There was no way I could replicate that two hundred and forty-nine more times. I had to scale back. Maybe speed was the way to go. Light and fast. My hand shook as I repositioned the ruler. Not so far away from my pussy this time. And then, as if I were playing a drum, I snapped the flexible plastic down, catching the rebound, and flicking it down again. And again. And again. And…

My buttocks, pussy, legs, and shoulders tightened as my breath caught in my throat. Stinging heat burst in a flush across my sex, but I kept snapping the ruler down, counting in my head as I delivered ten, then fifteen, then twenty strokes, almost non-stop, straight to my own sex. My toes curled as my back arched. I let out a keening moan as the pain began to build, cresting around the thirtieth blow, and I shifted angles. That was a mistake. Now instead of catching my petals, beating the pink folds into a sodden mess, the ruler almost totally caught my clitoris, smashing the delicate nub down flat.

Oops.

My back arched as I cried out, and not in pain. Energy seared through me, exploding up from between my legs to circle around the tip of each breast before it hit my brain. If orgasm was a locomotive, I was in a short dark tunnel, travelling at breakneck speed, and there was a fucking light hurtling straight toward me with a friendly “Choo Choo!” sound behind it. I clenched my teeth, struggling to hold back and I curled into a ball, closing my legs, the ruler digging into both my sex and my thigh. That hurt a little and I embraced it, trying to fight back the approaching orgasm. I had to wait. I had to get the pussy paddling out of the way.

Suddenly I realized that time was as much my enemy as pleasure. I gulped, trying to get a grip, and opened my legs again. I set the ruler above my sex once more, six inches away from my already tingling, burning little nub, and remembered that one time when Julie had borrowed Mistress Savannah’s crop, tied my legs open, and beat my sex into a flaming, soaked mess of girl goo. I’d taken at least two hundred strokes, none of them very strong by themselves, but they added it up. How had Julie put it? Quantity over quality? I closed my eyes and remembered bracing myself. Enduring. And I began slapping my pussy with the ruler, imagining that it was Julie wielding the crop.

Thirty turned to forty, then fifty, and I know I wasn’t hitting quite as hard this time. Still, the heat blossomed, as if I’d just poured gasoline on a bed full of embers. Pleasure and pain roared back to life, consuming me and I shuddered, gasping and whimpering, moaning and maybe even blubbering a bit. I kept hitting myself though, which when I consider that statement logically, and in hindsight, proves just how totally fucked up I really am.

“That’s it!” Julie encouraged me. “Harder! Hit yourself harder!”

Which proves just how totally fucked up she is.

I made it past seventy this time, stopping at seventy-seven with barely enough mental capacity left to repeat the number in my head as my body shook, burned, and twisted through the mix of sensations. I realized that my nipples were throbbing hotly as the clothespins wiggled at the tips of my breasts and the vibrations deep in my sex seemed even stronger than before. I was breathing so heavily that my chest was heaving and my pussy burned. I panted, dragging in hot breaths.

“Don’t stop,” Julie taunted. “Do you have any idea what I’m going to do to you if you cum?”

And just like that, the orgasm was there. I let out a scream, slapped the ruler back down against my pussy, and tried to pound the damning wave into submission with my makeshift paddle. Instead, all the strokes did was turbocharge the coming explosion. My pussy convulsed around the vibroballs, squeezing them so tight I’m shocked I didn’t shatter the damn things within my sex. A splatter of juice exploded out of me, straight toward the window, but it all ended up on the bed and carpet. Amazingly, I didn’t curl up into a fetal ball for the orgasm, but spread myself open even more, gasping and thrusting my breasts upward as my back arched. Pure, unadulterated bliss shot through me as the pain and stinging heat morphed, not at my sex, but in my head, changing into… something else. Not pleasure. Not satisfaction. But something deeper. More tangible. It turned my simple climax into a compound structure, reinforced and bracketed, the strength not just doubled or tripled, but increased tenfold, until every muscle of my body was involved, stretched out and rippling with adrenaline.

“Well,” Julie said wryly. “So much for not cumming.”

It took me about a minute to calm down and when I did, I closed up, moaning. I turned onto my side. My pussy stung and my nipples felt like someone had bitten on to them and wouldn’t let go. I groaned.

“Well, you got about half-way,” Julie muttered. “You can turn the vibroballs to low now. Leave the clothespins on for the next half hour, and get dressed again. Yes, in the shorts. I’ll call you this afternoon and you can give yourself the other one hundred and fifty strokes.”

I lay there, listening. It took me a moment to understand her. “Again?” I croaked, half sitting up. “More?”

“No,” Julie snorted. “The rest. And you are such a fucking pain slut! You literally came from spanking your own pussy! Do you have any idea what that means?”

I let out a soft, pain-laced chuckle. “That you’re a sadist?” I regretted the laugh instantly, because it made the clothespins jiggle. Ouch.

“That you are the most amazing, nympho humiliation pain slut ever,” Julie said confidently. “So no cumming for the next four hours, alright? If you get close, turn the vibroballs off for a fifteen minute rest period, then turn them back on. Low setting.”

I sat up and looked down between my legs. My pussy was dripping wet, the petals a brilliant, dark and vivid pink. My clit was swollen, sticking out, and looked like it had just been beaten to a pulp. It was actually purpling a little. The vibrations were also an issue and I grabbed the remote, turning the tremors down to “really nice” rather than “fucking crazy.”

“Julie?” I whispered. “Julie, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to cum.”

She laughed. “I know, Princess.”

I licked my lips. “But… but aren’t I going to get punished for cumming without permission?” I asked curiously.

And Julie laughed. “Oh sweetie pie. Didn’t you realize it?”

“Realize what?” I asked as I moved to the edge of the bed. The rain was pouring down now and I looked out on the parking lot through the water streaked window. Wetness. Wetness everywhere.

“You’ve earned yourself a punishment for tomorrow,” she said sweetly. “Just one more failure in a long line of them, giving me the right to torture your sweet, fuckable, romantic, desperate little body. Now go suffer for me,” she said. Then the line clicked off with a chirp.

For a moment I sat there, then I felt backward, looking up at the ceiling. The light was on and it hurt my eyes, so I looked away. But I stayed there, just breathing. Being. Simple and soft and…

I felt a twinge. The wrong kind of twinge. The arousal kind. I closed my eyes, mentally cursing myself, my body, and worst of all, my fucking libido. Because for a moment, my knees were already bending, my legs pulling up and then spreading, exposing my stuffed, buzzing slit to anyone dumb enough to be standing out there in the rain. I touched myself, fresh need surging through my loins. I groped and found the object I was looking for. Then I dialed Julie.

“Yes, Princess?” She asked curiously. “Everything okay?”

I held up the item I’d found, that my questing fingers had searched for, and I held it up above my clit. “I’m ready,” I breathed. “Ready for the rest of the strokes.” The ruler hung there, waiting, as my pussy clenched in anticipation.

“What?” Julie exclaimed. “Are you crazy? You just took around a hundred! And I admit, quantity over quality in this case, but you need to give your cunt a break, girl!”

“Julie,” I warned. “I have to confess something.”

“What?”

“If I give myself another spanking with the ruler, right now, I’m pretty sure I’m going to cum again. Hard.”

There was a long pause. “Well then,” she said finally. “I suppose we better find out. Of course, you know you aren’t allowed to cum until you’ve delivered the full two hundred spanks to your cunt, right?  That if you do, you’ll earn an extra punishment?”

“Yes,” I breathed, stretching my legs out, toes resting on the edge of the window, my exposed pussy in full view of the parking lot. My heart rate doubled and I wriggled my hips. My left hand found the remote to the vibroballs and the spheres roared back to full power. Oh. My. Fucking. God.

“Fast and hard then, Bre. Hit as hard as you think I would,” she said. “I want your clit blistered and burning.”

For a moment I held still. My hand trembled and I looked up the metaphorical mountain and knew what was coming.

Me. I was going to be cumming. I knew it. The ruler snapped down, fast and hard, blistering heat and stinging fire shooting through my loins. There was a rushing sound and I heard Julie counting the wet, sharp, smacking cracks, fast. I didn’t care. Not anymore.  I thrust my hips upward, moaning loudly, even squealing, only to gasp as my body gave in.

“One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, eleven, twelve… come on, Breanne! Harder!”

*SMACK* SMACK* SMACK* SMACK* SMACK* SMACK* SMACK* SMACK* SMACK* SMACK*

“…forty-eight, forty-nine, fifty… come on Bre, you can make it!”

But I couldn’t. I cried out, my body tensing, my nerves afire as I slapped the ruler hard against my clit. My toes curled as my legs shook and I threw my head back, mouth open, eyes squeezed shut as waves of utter ecstasy, mixed with pure agony, shot through me. I dropped the ruler, cupping my sex, palm grinding as I pushed and pushed. Then I shuddered and the surge of adrenaline faded, leaving me a shattered and broken shell, hurting and aching and swept up in the sweet euphoria of sexual climax.

“Or, maybe you can’t,” Julie said in satisfaction.

I lay there stupidly, a grin on my face.

“Now, as I was saying before. You will turn the vibroballs to low. Put the vibrating pendant back on your clit, and put on the short shorts again. I’ll call you this afternoon and we can try those last one hundred and twenty-eight again.”

“Huh uh,” I agreed dumbly, my brain still only operating on “fucked stupid” mode. I stared out the window, through the rain, feeling really, really, really good. Except, you know, where I was sore.

“And Breanne, don’t think this was a freebie. You were supposed to hold out. And we both know what that means.”

I laughed, softly and crazily. Maybe it was the quarantine. Maybe it was the virus. Maybe it was just me going soft in the head. Or maybe… just maybe… it was because this was me. Because I knew what it all meant. And I wanted it.

“I’ve earned another punishment,” I declared softly.

Julie sighed happily. “Yes, you have. I’ll call you later.”


Quarantined Limits

“No! I won’t!” Shouted the teenage girl. “I don’t need that!”

I gritted my teeth as my fingers clenched. I wasn’t good at this. Being a mom. Mostly because at that particular moment, I wanted to kill her.

Rachel glared at me, practically daring me to say something and instead, I threw the spoon I was holding down into the sink. “Fine. Make your own fucking lunch.” I snarled. Her eyes widened.

“I just won’t eat!” She yelled, whirling around. Then she stalked away to her bedroom and I heard the door slam shut.

And then lock.

I took a deep breath, trying to decide if I was going to shout, burst into tears and sob, or slit my wrists with a spoon. None of those options were terribly easy, especially since my physical and emotional states were in such wild flux. Sure, inside I was dying a little each day, reeling between manic and depressive states like a ship in a storm, while physically I was coping with the incessant vibrations of a sex toy buried in my slit, forcing non-stop pleasure through the my loins and pushing me toward an unauthorized orgasm. I decided on the sobbing and followed my daughter’s example, escaping to my bedroom, where I threw myself down on the coverlet and bawled, vibrator notwithstanding.

I’m not sure how long it took for me to be finished with the fresh case of misery, but at some point I felt myself gently thrusting my hips, pushing down in response to the pressure inside me. I glanced at the bedside clock and checked the time. It was almost two in the afternoon and I realized that I was once again at the mercy of my pussy.  The vibrator inside me had been buzzing for practically the whole day, except when I was getting close to cumming, and then I’d turned it off as ordered. Each rest period was thirty minutes and then it had to go back on, at least until I was approaching edge territory again. The constant on and off again stimulation had left me frustrated, cranky, irritable, and ornery.

Or maybe it was the fact that I’d been in my apartment for six weeks. I shut off the vibrator for the umpeteenth time, sparing my loins and keeping myself away from the orgasm I both craved and feared. Then I rolled over, grimacing as my body ached with need and I felt like another bout of tears was about to happen.

The Corona virus was truly a nightmare, with thousands of people dying all over the world. New York city was a reported hotbed of exposure and the virus was spreading like wildfire across the globe. Houston wasn’t much better and most restaurants and bars had been completely closed. Millions of people were out of jobs, with rent due, no money, and little help. I knew, in the back of my mind, that I shouldn’t be sullen, or complaining. After all, my parents were alive and safe, my daughter was with me, I still had a job, money, and people who cared about me. Even if I couldn’t see them, touch them, or submit to them.

But I’m not exactly good at listening to the smarter half of my psyche when I’m physically and emotionally off balance.

And I was seriously off balance.

You could call it cabin fever, but it was more than that. I am an overtly sexual person and I have a rotating bevy of dommes and doms who use me on a regular basis. I need more than one because frankly, I’m voracious. Needy. Demanding. And for a submissive, those are not good traits. In my more lucid moments, I knew that the daily sexual escapades I get into provided a sort of mental foundation of stability for me. Feeling down? Have mind blowing sex. Feeling manic? Have mind blowing sex. Feeling despondent? Yup – mind blowing sex. See the pattern?

Except, I wasn’t having any mind-blowing sex. For six fucking weeks.

Part of me recognized that Julie’s daily “punishments” were an attempt to stave off my incipient madness, but to be honest, they’d become somewhat repetitive. There’s only so many things you can have a girl do to herself in the privacy of her own home, and I’d clamped, paddled, and diddled myself to the point where I was tired of it. I wanted someone else to be in control, and not just on the phone or computer, telling me what to do. I wanted to be tied down, restrained, tortured, stripped in public. Anything.

Another part of me recognized that my mental health was deteriorating. I recognized the signs. Extreme sarcasm. Moodiness. Crying fits. Food binges. Panicked phone calls to friends and even family. Emails to fans. Breaking security rules online. You know, all the good stuff.

My daughter Rachel was trying to help. She’d started to spend more time with me, which was good. But it was also bad. Our interests were so different. She was a video gamer. I’m a freaking south Texas farm girl. I learned a lot about some girl named Zelda and it took me maybe three weeks to finally figure out that the characters in the video game Hollow Knight were bugs.

What I wanted though, was to go out. I wanted to leave the apartment and go somewhere. With people. I wanted my wrists to be bound above my head while a dozen hands stripped me of my clothes and touched me. I wanted my leg to be lifted, exposing my sex, my nipples clamped and weighted, and I wanted someone to use a flogger and whip me between the thighs. Then I wanted to be fucked. Over and over, by everyone, and between each new cock or strap-on another whipping. Take off the clamps and flog my breasts, then put the clothespins back on. On a public square, with hundreds watching me.

Or hell, I would have settled for a single dominatrix tying me to her bed and using me. Even for a few hours. Anything.

The phone rang. I picked it up and answered.

“Hello Mistress,” I said dejectedly.

Julie’s voice was sweet and honeyed and so fucking positive that I wanted to punch her in the mouth. “Hello, Princess!” She said, using her favorite nickname for me. She knew I hated it and used it practically every time we talked. I wasn’t a princess. It was demeaning. Of course, I probably shouldn’t knock it. Calling me “princess” out in public wasn’t as bad as “hey, fuckslut,” which admittedly I would have responded to as well.

“Is everything ready for your punishment?” She asked.

I sighed. “Yes. I’m ready to punish myself.” My tone confused her.

“Are you okay?”

I took a deep breath. “No. No, I'm not okay.”

“What’s wrong?”

I exploded. And not the way I like. “What’s wrong?” I demanded incredulously. “What’s wrong? What isn’t wrong!” I stood up, walking to the window to stare out into the rain. “I’m locked in my apartment! That’s what’s wrong! This stupid virus is wrong! I haven’t been fucked in six fucking weeks is what’s wrong! I can’t stand it Julie! I’m freaking out!”

“Breanne,” Julie said softly, but calmly. “Stop.”

I froze. I could feel the tears welling up in my eyes.

“You are going to get through this. We are all going to get through this,” she said.

I shook my head. “I’m not,” I sniffed. “I’m on edge.” It came out in a whisper. “I can feel myself slipping.”

“Breanne,” Julie repeated, “I need you to listen to me…”

“I don’t want to listen,” I snarled. “I want to scream. I want to run. I want to hurt. I want it to stop!”

“Breanne…”

But I was on a roll. “And neither you or Kari are willing to help me!” I let out a sob. “I’m tearing myself to pieces! I can’t stand it!”

“Breanne…”

I hung up and threw the phone hard at the wall. It thunked loudly and the fell to the floor.

And rang.

I ignored it. I threw myself down on the bed and sobbed softly into the pillow. I felt awful. The phone kept ringing. I ignored it until it stopped. Then I kept an eye on the clock. At thirty minutes, I slipped my hand back down into my gym shorts and turned the vibrator back on. The sensation felt… well, better than anything else and I contemplated pulling my panties down and just going for it, giving in. Having the orgasm. Maybe if I did nothing but masturbate, I would survive the rest of the day. The phone rang.

I yanked my fingers out of my panties and groaned, reaching for it, picking it up off the floor. It was Julie. I hit the answer button and raised it to my head.

“What?” I asked sullenly.

“Are you naked?” She asked.

I blinked. “What? Of course, I’m not naked,” I spat. “I’m imprisoned.” I rolled over onto my back, red hair spilling out loosely over the pillow.

“I think you need to be naked for this,” Julie told me.

I closed my eyes. “No,” I replied bleakly. “I don’t need to be naked. I need to have my clothes ripped off me,” I said roughly. “I need to be shackled and dragged out in front of my apartment. I need to be kidnapped and sexually ravaged. I need to be taken to the park, spread open, and tied for everyone to see and use.” I sat up, anger spilling over. “I do not need to be naked.”

“Breanne,” Julie said softly. “I’m ordering you to strip.”

I let out a frustrated breath. “Fine. Fine. You want me naked?” I dropped the phone on the mattress and grabbed my shirt. It came off over my head and I threw it at the wall. It took me only a moment to unclasp the bra and that followed, hitting almost the exact same spot. I laid back again, bringing my legs up, bare feet hanging in the air, and I practically tore my shorts and panties off. The vibrator slipped out of me almost instantly, but I didn’t care. I threw the rest of my clothes away and grabbed the sex toy in one hand and the phone in the other.

“There,” I spat. “Naked. And empty because the stupid fucking vibrator shot out of…”

“Breanne, push it back in.”

My brow furrowed. “Why? It’s just the same fake plastic cock it was a moment ago.”

“I want you to fuck yourself with it.”

I blinked. “There. See? That’s the problem. Fuck myself.” I sat up, tossing it in the same pile as my clothes. “Don’t you understand?” I stood up, walking up to the window. The rain fell in sheets. “I don’t want to fuck myself. I’m done fucking myself,” I hissed. “If you want me, you have to come to me.”

There. I said it. I made my demand.

“But Breanne,” Julie said in shock. I could hear a desperation in her voice. “I can’t! I can’t do that.”

I stood at the window, naked and forlorn, a hopeless expression on my face. The rain fell in sheets, soaking the parking lot and the window. I felt the wetness on my own cheeks. I looked down at the phone. “Then… we’re done.” And I hung up.


Breaking Quarantine – Part One

When I pulled up into the parking lot of the warehouse there was a brief moment I thought that I was going to be sick. The dark gray clouds hanging overhead matched the leaden weight in my gut and sour flavor on my tongue. I brushed a scarlet lock of my hair back behind my ear and despite the sickly warm air, I felt a shiver go down my spine. It might have been fear, or maybe desperation, or maybe just a twinge of depression. I’m not exactly known to be emotionally stable and the quarantine was leaving me jumpy.

Inside my head, the rational, more conservative Breanne looked over at me. Mousy Bre was dressed in her usual blue jeans and tee shirt, her bare feet pulled up onto the wooden chair she was sitting in. Her dusty brown hair was pulled back in a ponytail and I could tell from the expression on her face that she disapproved. Heartily.

“This is not a good idea,” she said to me. “You’re supposed to be in quarantine.”

Across from her, laying on the couch, was the other Breanne. This one had darker hair than mine, thought it was still crimson, with black streaks and she was wearing… well… not much. Scarlet colored manacles encircled her ankles and wrists, and her torso was wrapped in an intricate net of red rope that forced her bound breasts to bulge in a provocative way. And she was busy too. Her hand held a massive, burgundy colored dildo that was moving in and out of her very exposed, very wet, very pink pussy, one leg propped up on the back of the sofa. The little minx was fucking herself.

“Yes it is,” Bad Bre moaned, disagreeing with her counterpart.

Conservative Bre rolled her eyes and shook her head, giving Fucked Up Bre a disgusted look. Then, much to my shock, conservative Breanne stood up, took off her tee shirt and jeans, panties and bra, and moved over to Dark Bre, taking hold of the dildo. She swung her leg over Dark Bre’s head and I watched as both halves of my psyche began fucking each other.

Yeah. I have issues.

Quarantine had clearly taken its toll on me and while in retrospect I know I was being selfish and self-centered, the weeks of isolation, of being locked in a two bed-room apartment with an adolescent teen, had overwhelmed my good sense. The wheels of my jeep crunched on the gravel and old asphalt surface and I realized that this was exactly how I felt. Crumbled and worn and in desperate need of resurfacing. 

And I felt guilty. Horribly, terribly guilty.

The warehouse was familiar. Approximately fifteen truck bays with old and weather beaten doors lined one side of the building. Every twenty or so feet there was an indentation, a concrete stairwell and then a glass door. Most of the building was empty, like the parking lot itself, except at the east end, where a single silver Lexus was parked. The sedan was empty and I pulled up next to it, second thoughts racing through me.

In my head, Conservative Breanne looked up at me from where she was licking pussy and shook her head. “Don’t,” she whispered. “Kari will be angry at you. Julie will be furious!” She insisted. And I knew that. I’d been telling myself those very things on the ride over. But bad Bre squirmed out from under the mousy, conservative girl laying atop her. Our eyes met, hers lined with black, lashes thick with mascara. Even her eyeshadow was heavy.

“Weren’t you supposed to turn on the Rotating Venus Penis the moment you got here?” She asked wickedly.

Back in my jeep, I nodded. She was right. I looked over at my purse and pulled the small control fob out. It was pink, which matched the sex toy I had strapped to my loins. Two sliders controlled the functionality and I pushed the first one upward, only to gasp as the four-inch-long phallus that was jammed into my pussy began to turn. It didn’t shake, or spin. Instead it corkscrewed its way around the inside of my honey pot, stirring me into a froth. My sex tightened instantly and I found my hips rolling in a churn, sexualized need streaming through me with sufficient force to mitigate some of the guilt. As I groaned, toes curling against the floorboard, I heard a voice in my head again. “And the vibration too, Bre.”

Except it was Conservative Bre who said it.

Bitch. They’re both bad.

I moved my thumb and turned up the other slider. This time the base moved, shaking not only the phallus, but the entire apparatus. The top was pressed against my clit, held in place by the various straps that went around my thighs and hips, and it was this intensity that made me gasp.

“Yeah, that’s right, baby. You little cum slut!” Dark Bre whispered, rolling Mousy Bre over so that the conservative, more respectable side of my id was on the bottom. “Now go in,” she ordered, thrusting her fingers into the brown haired Bre with impunity.

I glanced out of my jeep’s window. The asphalt was black speckled gravel, peppered with broken glass, small stones, and held together by clumps of sticky, half-dried tar. I hadn’t brought any shoes, as per the instructions given me, which meant that I’d need to be careful and slow as I made my way to the door. That played well into the attempt to humiliate me as well, because I’d been told not to bring anything to wear either. Except for the Rotating Venus Penis.

I sat there, naked and buzzing, sexual tension thick and pulsing and wet as the two inner Bres continued to fuck each other. That didn’t make it better because I couldn’t help thinking that the whole idea was a mistake. I looked at Conservative Bre, but the darker side of me had her tongue buried in the righteous girl’s slit and frankly, she was clearly lost in the sensation. At least, I understood that. Dark Bre gave me a little smile and I could feel her urging me to go in. I felt the scales tipping as the RVP continued to swirl and shake between my thighs and I popped the door, climbing out, the jeep itself shielding my nudity from the road.

“Come on, Bre. You can do this,” I said out loud.

I took one step. Then another, not daring to look to my right. I could hear the sound of passing cars. It wasn’t that busy, and I knew that they’d need to be looking, and even if they did, they would see me for less than a second. A flash. And who would turn around, going out of their way, just to see if they were right about a red-headed naked fuck slut walking toward a warehouse?

I grimaced, a sharp stone jabbing me in the sole of my right foot. But I avoided the glass. And the gravel. It took almost a full minute to cross. Finally I climbed up the concrete steps and with one arm held in front of my chest, I rapped on the glass door. It was tinted, so even had someone been standing right inside I never would have seen them. I counted in my head, waiting for either someone to open up, or for a police cruiser to turn into the lot, prepared to arrest me for public nudity. I shifted my weight from one foot to the other and when I got to about a hundred and forty, I heard the click of the lock.

“Well, well, well, if it isn’t a desperate little bitch,” came a sneering voice. “Finally going to get your comeuppance, aren’t you?”

I stepped into the lobby and took stock. “Hello Bethany,” I said politely, not wanting to antagonize her. She was Mistress Lucille’s submissive and was about as disagreeable as her mistress. She had light brown hair which was bound up in a braid. “That’s a novel outfit,” I said in a complimentary tone.

Novel was a polite way of describing Beth’s attire. She was wearing bondage gear. Both wrists and ankles were wrapped in leather, as was her throat and waist. Steel loops gleamed in the light and two thin chains had been secured to the hollow of her throat and then attached to her nipples via a set of cruel looking metal clamps. They weren’t alligators but looked more like a pair of duck bill clamps that were lacking the rubber caps. Her loins were bare and I could see her slit, which was already swollen and wet. There was even a mark that probably had come from a paddle smacked down right on her poor little pussy.

“Give me the controller to the Rotating Venus Penis,” she said with disdain. “Then get on your knees. You’re going to crawl to our Mistress.”

The way she said it made me shiver. Our mistress. Part of me still couldn’t believe I’d done this. Agreed to this. Wanted this. I closed my eyes for a moment. If I turned and tried to leave, would Bethany stop me?

In my head, the mousy, conservative Bre suddenly looked up. Her face was wet with pussy juice and her eyes cleared. She blinked. “Run!” She shouted, but then Dark Bre swiveled, mashing her dripping slit back down on Conservative Bre’s face, silencing her. Then evil Bre laughed and winked at me.

A particularly intense wave of want flowed up from where the RVP was turning in my pussy. The vibrations made the screwing sensation double and suddenly I was more than willing to get down on my knees and crawl. I held out my hand, giving Bethany the control fob to my sex toy. She took it and pointed downward. I took the hint. I dropped down to my knees and looked up at Beth. She turned her back on me and started walking, which is when I noticed the jeweled butt plug glittering in her ass, the gem glittering with a sullen red light.

“Nice plug,” I muttered as I wriggled along behind her. We passed the bathroom and showers, then the kitchen. A moment later my hands, then my knees, sank deep into the soft, plush carpet. A massive room opened up before us, a single spot light illuminating a circle down at the far end. An accordion door blocked off the north side of the warehouse and I could hear the humming of the air conditioners working to cool the room. In the center of the light was a padded leather bench and sitting on it was Mistress Lucille.

She was a thick bodied woman, but I would hardly call her fat, or overweight. She was just… thick. She had long, dark chocolate colored hair that framed a round face with ruddy cheeks. She would have been cute, except that her eyes were dark, almost black, and very narrow. She was wearing a black leather top, and as I got closer, I realized what I thought were matching pants was actually a set of leather chaps.

And nothing else. Her loins were bare and I could see her sex.

“Mistress?” Bethany said as she got close. “The whore is here.” She held out her hand, offering the RVP controller.

“I’m not a whore,” I retorted.

Bethany turned and without a word, slapped me across the face. I gasped, reeling to the side, almost falling over and I looked up at her in shock. Mistress Lucille didn’t say anything, but took the small fob, studied it for a moment, and then set it on the bench. She didn’t smile as cringed away from Beth, still too shocked to say anything.

“You are a whore,” Bethany said softly. “Whores sell sex, and you are definitely selling your body.”

I knelt there, trembling as she stared down at me. I looked away and saw the sharp points of her boots. They looked like they could have stabbed me to death. “You actually showed,” Lucille said softly. She let out a laugh. “I wasn’t sure you had the guts. I brought Bethany just so that I’d have something to do when you didn’t arrive.”

I pressed my lips together, a surge of sullen anger hissing through me. “I said I’d be here. Here I am.” I couldn’t help the tone.

Bethany glared down at me. “Mistress…” she barked, raising her hand.

I flinched. “Mistress,” I repeated carefully.

Lucille laughed again. “Desperate and wanton. Are you wet too, bitch?”

For a moment I wanted to tell her where to stuff it. But I swallowed my anger. “Yes, Mistress. I’m wet.”

Lucille rolled her eyes. “Of course you are. When aren’t you wet?”

I didn’t respond. I figured the question was rhetorical. Besides, I couldn’t think of an answer. When aren’t I wet? Lucille turned completely around. Her chaps left nothing to the imagination and the thick petals of her sex were visible in the exposed center.  My eyes found her clit, staring at the pink nub, until movement caught my eye. Lucille was holding a leather flogger in the right hand.

“Well, I suppose we better get started whore, if I’m to meet your ridiculous time requirements. Stand up, on tiptoe, and lace your fingers behind your head,” Mistress Lucille ordered. When I’d first called her to set up the meeting, I’d been specific about the time frame. She negotiated of course. My original one hour time limit had grown to three. It was one of the things I’d been forced to give up in order to get what I needed. I stood up quickly and spread my legs, lifting up to stand on the balls of my feet. Then I laced my hands behind my neck and stared straight ahead.

Bethany moved off to the side while Lucille circled me. Her shadow loomed as the light from above changed perspective with her moving form. I stood there, the arches of my feet straining as I kept myself up. Then I sensed Beth moving behind me, kneeling. Something cold and metallic touched the bottoms of my feet, right in the center and I looked down.

Spike plates. Great. If I lowered my heels I’d get poked with several sharp nails right through the center of my foot. Now I had to stay up on tiptoe. Bethany got both of them in position and then moved off, again, clearly following orders given before I’d arrived. Lucille studied me, her eyes narrowing. Then, without a word of warning, she lifted the flogger and swung it hard at my breasts. The soft, supple leather straps snapped against my nipples and I winced, but didn’t cry out. It stung, but it wasn’t bad. Even as hard as Lucille had hit me. After a dozen vicious strokes Lucille lifted her empty hand, cupped my breast, and stroked my pierced nipple with her thumb.

“Did that hurt?” She asked in a sympathetic tone.

I swallowed. “No mistress,” I said, knowing there were no right answers. She chuckled.

“You’re so right. I didn’t mean it to hurt. Not yet.” She let go of my tit and stepped back again. I braced myself, surprised at the tension I felt, the apprehension as she prepared to hit me. I felt the strain in my calves, and along the arches of my feet. Then it came, the flogger snapping forward against my entire chest and I clenched my jaw as a flurry of stings flashed across my bosom. Lucille swung repeatedly, hard slashes that set my boobs dancing and jiggling as I struggled to hold my position. I turned my head, closing my eyes, focused more on enduring than on anything else. The sharp staccato snaps of the flogger slapped against my soft breasts and the sound seemed extraordinarily loud. I bit my lip, wincing as my pussy locked down on the RVP.

The sting increased and became heat. Each fresh blow of the flogger tore at my breasts, excoriating my skin and making my nipples hard and extended. I realized a moment later I was panting, even as I struggled to stay on tiptoe. My calves began to hurt, but so did my breasts. Twenty, then thirty, and forty strokes landed in rapid succession until Mistress Lucille took a step back, began twirling the flogger counter clockwise, and brought it up under my right tit.

Ow.

I realized my feet were hurting and that I’d dropped down a bit, letting the sharp spikes dig into my heels. I lifted back up, but my toes were aching and gripping at the soft carpet. Heat flared across my chest, my nipples stinging as Lucille just kept hitting me and hitting me. She moved to the other boob and I looked away, the sting just increasing and increasing. Just when I thought I was going to howl, she broke off and dropped the flogger. I sucked in a hard breath of air as I fought to steady myself, and she suddenly moved right in front of me. Our eyes met and she grabbed both my breasts, her iron like fingers pinching my nipples hard. Then she pulled upward. My feet danced as she tugged me forward.

“Aaaaghhh,” I squealed, eyes wide as my hands came up and grabbed her wrists. Her thumbs and forefingers twisting the tips of my breasts. Tears came to my eyes.

“Now,” she hissed. “I’m going to hurt you. I’m going to hurt you in ways that your pussy assed mistresses have never dreamed of.”

I looked at her, my bottom lip trembling. “You said…” I gasped. “You promised… I’d cum!”

Lucille laughed and suddenly let my breasts go. I fell, unbalanced, all the way to the ground. “Oh, you’ll cum. Multiple times before I finally punish that hot slippery cunt of yours.” She grinned. “But right now you will get on the bench. Face down.”

Suddenly Bethany was grabbing my arm, hauling me to my feet. I teetered, but she guided me away from where the spike plates were still laying on the floor and suddenly I was bathed in light. I looked down at the padded bench. There was something on it. A rubber mat had been placed down along one side and I felt a cold shiver go through me.

“Isn’t that…” I gulped. “Isn’t that the spike mat we aren’t supposed to use?” I asked.

Beth laughed, a high-pitched and nasty kind of giggle. Lucille stepped closer and looked down at the rubber pad. It was covered with sharp little metal pins.

“Hmmm, you might be right,” she said. “That could be the one we decided not to use because the spikes were just a tad bit too tall.” She bent down and reached under the bench, pulling out a small spritzer bottle. My eyes widened as she sprayed something on it. “But I know you aren’t worried about a cut or two, are you?”

The scent of lemon hit me and then Beth was pushing on my back. I resisted for only a moment, but then Lucille grabbed my arm too. A moment later I was forced down, positioning my freshly whipped breasts over the mat.

“Now, lay down. Mash those fantastic tits of yours down,” ordered Lucille.

Trembling, I lowered myself the final inch. Suddenly I felt the sharp spikes digging into my breasts. I extended my arms, trying to keep some of my upper body weight off my breasts and on my elbows. Beth pulled out a leather belt and it went under the bench, and then around my waist, just above my ass. She pulled it tight and I felt my body mash the Rotating Venus Penis between my pussy and the bench. I wriggled, but Beth just cinched the strap even more. Then she produced another piece of leather and before I realized where it was going, she had it pulled tight just above my shoulders.

“Wait!” I blurted out. “Not there!” But it was too late. Beth pulled hard and I let out a choked cry as she pulled. The belt tightened and suddenly my boobs were pressed hard into the mat. I could feel the sharp tacks even more, and when I felt parts of my breasts start burning, I knew that the lemon juice-soaked pins must have punctured my skin.

“Owwwwwwww,” I mewled. I kicked, but only for a moment. Down at the far end Lucille set another strap just above my ankles, so that my feet hung over the edge of the bench. Beth moved to my wrists and I found myself unable to move except for my fingers and twisting my ankles. Bethany moved out of my sight and Mistress Lucille began tickling my sides, making me twist and gasp and hurt.

I wriggled and Lucille tightened the belts even more. Pain flooded into me from where my breasts were being tenderized by the pins. But what seemed worse to me was the way my pussy was pressed tightly against the bench. The plastic base of the RVP was mashed against my clit, almost pinching it, and with the corkscrewing phallus still spinning inside me, combined with the vibrations, I couldn’t help thrusting my hips downward. 

“It hurts!” I blubbered and something cold and wet landed on my bottom. It slid down into the crack of my ass and I couldn’t help it. I squirmed. “What is that?” I gasped, lifting my head. Lucille was not within my view, but Bethany was standing next to me. She’d put on some sort of weird belt that seemed to support some sort of plastic frame mounted just above her sex. But she was turned away from me so I couldn’t really see. Another splash of whatever it was fell on my bottom and I gasped, thrusting downward. The RVP base dug into my clit hard, the vibrations tearing at the sensitive little nub.

“It’s just oil,” Bethany said simply. She put the bottle on the floor and then leaned over. Her finger slid in between my cheeks and I squealed as she deliberately found my ass and smeared oil around and over the small, dark button. I clenched tight, but her oiled finger pressed in and my sphincter wasn’t strong enough to stop her. She pushed, pumping her forefinger in and out of my bottom, which forced my entire lower half down against the vibrating base of the RVP. I whimpered as she finger fucked my bottom, digging deeper and deeper until she was up to her knuckle. All while my clit was being mashed against the sex toy.

“I know how much you like taking things up the ass,” Bethany said with derision. She pulled her hand out of my bottom and I glanced over my shoulder. I couldn’t see very well, but it looked like she now had a dildo in her hand. A really big, thick dildo. And she was lubricating it.

“I’d stick this up your cunt, but since it’s occupied, I’ll guess I’ll have to put it in your rump.” She held it up so I could see it better.

“What?” I gasped. “Beth! I can’t take that! It’s huge!”

Bethany laughed. “Nine inches long and three inches thick!” She confirmed. I suddenly felt the tapered end being pressed down into my crack. “Beth! Please! Please don’t!” I begged.

Then a sharp crack filled the air and my left foot suddenly caught on fire. I let out a scream, jerking against the straps holding me down. My breast wiggled on the spiked mat and my pussy clenched hard on the RVP. My ankle twisted around in a circle as my toes curled.

“Ugh, your feet are filthy,” Lucille muttered. She walked off and I saw that she was holding a leather paddle in her hand, like a giant sap. But I didn’t really process any of that, or why my foot felt like I’d just put it in scalding water, because suddenly there was a three inch thick dildo being shoved up my butt.

“Arrggggh!” I squealed. It spread me open and there was nothing I could do. Too much oil. I tried, straining to clench hard, but Bethany just bore down, penetrating me.

“Don’t worry,” laughed Bethany as she swung a leg over my thighs so she could straddle me. “I won’t push it in all at once.” She got maybe four inches of it in, then she began jamming it back and forth, pumping it deeper and harder as fast as she could. I let out a panicked cry, my ass tightening up, but she’d put so much fucking oil in my hole, and on the dildo, that nothing I did could keep her from pounding it in.

And it hurt. I can take anal. I can. But I’m used to being slowly stuffed. Even the Thrusting Anal Vibrator only moves a little inside me. Bethany was ramming the damn dildo up my ass like she was loading a fucking canon! It stretched my insides and I felt like I was being ripped apart.

“Beth! Please! That hurts!”

Then something cold and wet touched my feet. It tickled too. Horribly. I squealed, wriggling my entire body, but most especially my toes and Lucille snarled. “Stop that. I’m cleaning off your feet, bitch.”

I realized it was a washcloth and I struggled to hold still. Lucille wasn’t trying to tickle me, but it was so rough and so fast that I couldn’t help it as the soles of my feet got sensitive. And through that I was still getting about nine inches of rubber rammed up my ass in steady strokes. I let out a choked sob. Lucille cleaned the bottom of my feet, undoubtedly watching as her submissive fucked my ass. Then Bethany’s legs touched mine and I felt her press down against me. I heard a click and suddenly the angle of the thrust changed. Beth’s pendulous, clamped breasts were suddenly touching my back, the chain cold against my skin. She thrust her hips forward, her thighs pressing against my buttocks. The accompanying penetration made me realized that the stupid looking belt had been part of a harness. The dildo in my ass was a detachable strap-on.

The cold washcloth went away and the bottoms of my feet felt cool. Bethany pumped again and I groaned as my body was penetrated, forced forward, my breasts mashed hard on the spiked mat, wincing as my colon was opened and explored. Brutally.

*SMACK*

For the second time, molten lava seemed to have been poured across the bottom of my foot and I squealed, yanking hard against the straps. Bethany seemed to love the ride because she managed two or three more deep thrusts before Mistress Lucille pulled back, aimed, and let loose another swat of the leather paddle. This time on my other hoof.

“Fuck!” I spat, blinking tears from my eyes. Then the RVP twitched, which was a very different sensation from the burning of my soles, or the aching hurt in my bottom, or the sharp spikes digging into my tits. The corkscrewing phallus suddenly sped up, swirling around in my cunt at top speed, while the vibrating base, mashed against my petals and clit, went into overdrive. I let out a groan as suddenly the next thrust of Bethany’s strap-on didn’t just tear apart my ass. It jammed me down on the RVP.

“I’m going to spank the bottoms of your feet until you fucking cum,” Lucille declared. And with that she began slapping at my soles. The strap holding my ankles to the bench creaked as I struggled to kick and the leather paddle snapped hard, spanking my heels, my arches, and even the balls of my feet over and over. It stung. It burned. I cried out piteously, sobbing as my feet took the brunt of  Lucille's fury. She worked back and forth between each foot, hitting me so hard that I cried out. My toes almost felt numb and accompanying each spank was nine inches of hard rubber being driven up my butt.

My God it hurt. I’m still not sure what hurt more. My breasts. My ass. Or my feet. Bethany started timing her thrusts to Lucille’s strokes and at some point all I could do was cry. Then the RVP overwhelmed even their brutality and suddenly I was pumping, thrusting my hips, quivering as my nervous system shorted out and everything merged into a tsunami of sensation, too diverse and powerful to parse into simple things like “pain” or “pleasure.” I yelled, thrashing as the vibrations seemed to gnaw my clit, the damn phallus inside me scraping at my insides, and I tightened like a bowstring until I snapped, the bottoms of my feet burning and red, my breasts hurting as the sharp spikes dug into me, my ass forced open and gaping, a massive dildo buried to the hilt.

“I’m cumming!” I screamed. “I’m cumming!”

There were two more blows to my insteps, and Bethany groaned as she gave me one last, deep, hard thrust. Then the two women stepped back leaving me quivering, the RVP still tormenting my pussy, my breasts mashed against the spiked mat, my ass hurting, and my feet burning.

Good God. What had I gotten myself into?


Breaking Quarantine - Part Two

The motors between my legs slowed. I let out a whimpering groan as I felt the corkscrewing probe in my pussy move in more measured terms and the ripple of my muscles felt like a flutter that raced along my body. There was a soft touch on the sole of my foot and I jerked involuntarily. Mistress Lucille chuckled and with just her nail, drew a line from my heel straight down the centerline of my sole. The bastinado I’d endured had sensitized both feet and I couldn’t hold still as she began torturing/tickling me, drawing her finger up and down across the arches of my feet. This seemed to amuse her for several minutes, but eventually she decided that I needed to be hurt in some other manner.

“I’m going to do her ass now,” Mistress Lucille declared, standing up.

Bethany nodded. “Yes Mistress,” she replied, moving down to my feet. She had the same bottle of oil she’d used earlier and she knelt down, her rubber cock sticking straight out. I groaned as she began pouring the oil onto my feet and suddenly the hurt was lessened as she spread it across the bottoms.

Mistress Lucille walked off for a moment, leaving me to one of the best foot massages I’ve ever had. Beth dug her fingers into my soles, rubbing and moving the muscles around until I was groaning. I closed my eyes as my sex still quivered. It would have been fantastic, except for the fact that my tits were still jammed hard against the sharp spikes. Still, how could two women who were so good at hurting me also be so good at making me feel good? I closed my eyes, feeling another shudder go through me as my pussy tightened, still in the clasp of the Rotating Venus Penis. The little four-inch-long cock was spinning and vibrating, leaving me in a tizzy of physical pleasure. I sighed as the tension drained out of me. Which is why I didn’t see Mistress Lucille return, or notice she was holding a rubber container. I certainly didn’t see her holding the paring knife. She knelt down next to my hip, opened up the tub, and reached down.

That’s when I smelled the ginger. Fresh ginger. Freshly peeled ginger.

My head snapped up in realization. “Wait! Wait! Mistress Lucille! WAIT GODDAMN IT!”

But she didn’t. I’d already been opened up. My ass was a gaping hole thanks to Bethany’s strap-on cock. Lucille slid the entire fucking root down into my butt, turning me into a spicy Asian dish and I yelled angrily, jerking hard on the straps. My breasts shifted, fresh spikes of sharp, lemony agony spearing up through my bosom. Bethany kept rubbing my feet as I tried to force the ginger root out.

And the burning began.

If you have ever been “figged” before, you know what it feels like. This root was fresh. And I mean very fresh. Like it had been picked about an hour before. Suddenly my rear end was burning more than my boobs and I was jerking around like a landed fish. Except with the straps holding me to the bench, there was nothing I could do. And each time I did manage to move, all it really did was mash my pussy against the RVP again and shift my breasts enough to send fresh sparks of agony through my chest.

Which is probably why Mistress Lucille turned up the RVP again.

The four-inch-long probe went from low speed to high, churning in my slit, going three times as fast and I drew in a ragged breath. My clit suffered too, the base of the RVP pressed tightly against my swollen nub. The vibrations were intense and I couldn’t keep still. Which of course was what Lucille wanted. My butt went up and down like a fucking raft on a storm filled sea, almost fucking itself on her ginger root.

Down by my toes, Bethany stopped rubbing my oiled feet, but I didn’t really notice. I was too preoccupied by the acid eating at my sphincter. Whimpering, I clenched and wriggled, too many different sensations hitting me at once to be able to deal with any one of them effectively. The sharp tacks digging into my breasts, the stinging of the lemon juice, the burning of the ginger root, my bottom being full, the vibrations of the RVP, the spinning swirl of the four-inch-long phallus in my pussy. How the hell was I supposed to process it all?

Something sharp pricked the bottom of my foot. Like needle sharp. I jerked, which was a mistake. More pins. I cried out and a row of them seemed to move down from my heel, right into my oiled arch. I twisted my ankle, which made those sharp pins disappear, and I heard Bethany snarl.

“Wrap her toes,” Lucille snapped. “Get some twine.”

Bethany got up and hurried away, her huge rubber dick bobbing in the air, while Lucille kept her left hand down between my legs, cupping the base of the ginger root, moving it around in my bottom and occasionally drawing it out, only to put it back in. I whimpered and then she gave me a vicious spank, her free hand slapping down on my buttock with a loud crack.

“Owww!” I howled, trying to kick. Lucille didn’t stop. With one hand she figged me, while with the other she just slapped me non-stop. I stopped counting after about twenty strokes and when Bethany returned, she bent down, grabbed the leather paddle Lucille had used on my feet, and held it out to her mistress.

“To spare your hand,” she said softly.

Lucille smiled, taking the weapon. “Thank you Beth. Now tie her big toes together and use the pinwheel again. And make sure you dig in deep. Especially on her arches. Bre is very sensitive there.”

“Oh… Oh no,” I whimpered. The ginger heat in my bottom was starting to fade, and it had been overshadowed by the spanking. Which was nothing compared to the first swat of the paddle. I squawked when Lucille brought it down, beating out a fast tempo of blistering hurt on my buttocks. The spanking sounded like thunder in my ears, or maybe that was my heart pounding, but regardless, the pain flowing made me sob in agony and I barely recognized that Bethany was tying my toes together. I felt the pull on my feet as she stretched my soles downward, holding the string twisted around each big toe so that I couldn’t move. The bottoms of my feet faced her directly. Still, my ass was the part of me being struck, each quivering buttock scalding hot. I barely paid Lucille’s sub a sliver of attention.

At least until Bethany began using the pinwheel on me again.

Sharp, little pinpricks ran down my right foot, starting from the heel, and Bethany decided that she’d spend most of her time on my arch. My toes curled as the spikes pricked at my foot and I tried hard to pull away, only to find my feet bound in place. Beth moved to the other sole and I screamed in passionate fury, the hurt and pleasure being inflicted upon me so overwhelming that I needed some way to channel it.

Lucille rewarded my yell with another flurry of brutal spanks and my poor brain began short circuiting. I couldn’t cope. There was just too much. My toes pulled downward and my feet bound tight while Bethany ran a spiked pinwheel up and down my instep. Tied to the bench, unable to move, my clit pinched against the vibrating base. My breasts burning and prickling as the lemon-soaked metal pins pushed into my tits. My insides quivering and hot as my ass tightened around the still pumping ginger root, my pussy locked tight around the agitating phallus. All while a demonic bitch beat my ass with a leather paddle!

“Ohh, look at the marks!” Bethany cooed. My legs twitched as my nervous system tried to force my feet away from the sharp, painful prickling.

I clenched my jaw. “FUCK! FUCK! PLEASE! I CAN’T!”

Lucille laughed and gave my ass another swat. “If you think this is bad, just wait till you see what I do to your cunt!” She yanked the ginger root out and tossed it away. “But if you want me to stop spanking you, you better fucking cum.” She reached down between my buttocks again and I felt her finger slide into my ass. It curled repeatedly and I shuddered. Lucille bent over me, putting her weight against my back. It pressed me down even harder on the tack mat.

“If you come back to the Society,” Lucille whispered, her voice soft. “I’ll do this to you every day. I will force orgasm after orgasm out of your fucked up little twat until you don’t know up from down. Now scream for me. Let me hear you cum!”

And suddenly I was there. My loins tightened up around the Rotating Venus Penis and I closed my eyes, energy surging through me. I jammed my hips downward, thrusting against the bench itself. My pussy exploded with girl goo. I cried out, my entire body thrashing as my toes curled and Lucille’s finger just continued wriggling in my bottom as if I were some sort of mechanical part needing to be lubed. Adrenaline spiked and the entire freaking bench creaked as I tried, desperately and in vain, to tear myself free. Nothing hurt. Nothing felt good. It was just intense and powerful and overwhelming.

Rational thought ceased and for a moment I just laid there, shaking. It took me over a minute to realize that the pinwheel pricks on my feet had stopped, and that Mistress Lucille’s finger was no longer in my bottom. The Rotating Venus Penis had stopped, leaving my clit tingling. Then the belt over my ankles came free, and the twine around my big toes was untied. My wrists were released and then finally, the belts across my back.

I let out a groan and pushed up. The entire fucking rubber mat holding the metal spikes came with me and Lucille reached around and pulled it free. I let out a choked cry. Then I looked down. I was bleeding. A little. From multiple spots on both tits. Maybe four or five puncture points? And the rest of my bosom was covered in dark red spots where the spikes hadn’t quite managed to penetrate. I let out a whimper as Lucille gave my breasts a quick look.

“Don’t be a baby. You’d get worse if I stuck your tits full of needles,” she sneered. She tossed the tack mat away and pointed at the bench. “Now lay down on your back, hands above your head.”

I swallowed and looked up at her. “I think I’m done,” I whispered.

Lucille’s eyes widened and she suddenly grabbed my chin, her fingers squeezing as my eyes bulged. “Done? You think you’re done?” She suddenly let go and slapped me across the face. My vision blurred and she hit me again. I shook my head, blinking, to startled to cry out. “Lay down now, you fucking slut!” She practically screamed. Her hand came up again, but I ducked, twisting and laying down on the padded leather bench. My bottom hurt as it came in contact with the support, but that was better than getting struck across the face again.

Mistress Lucille grabbed my right arm and yanked it hard upward, so that it was above my head. I whimpered as she did my other arm, then used one of the leather belts to bind my hands to the bench. I probably could have gotten them free, if I’d worked at it, but a second belt went on over my biceps and that was the end of that. Bethany moved up to my hips and one belt went across my tummy, just between my RVP clad sex and my belly button. And then the last strap went over my chest, just above my breasts. I laid there, trying not to freak out. It took me a moment to realize that my legs were free.

“Get the leg supports,” Mistress Lucille said to Bethany. “And the ankle cuffs.” I watched as the naked sub walked away and Lucille reached down and began tearing at the straps that held the Rotating Venus Penis to my sex. I groaned as she pulled it away, the four-inch-long phallus finally coming out of my slick slit.

“My goodness,” exclaimed Lucille. “Look at your clit. It’s all red and swollen,” she said in a pleased voice. She looked over at me. “I’m going to make it twice as big.” Then she held the RVP over my face. “Open up, whore.”

I opened my mouth and she pushed the short probe into my mouth. My own juices covered it and I tasted myself, the scent of my own cum filling my nose. Lucille forced me to suck it, and then, just to fuck with me, she turned on the vibrations. Ever suck on a vibrator?

I felt a touch on my right ankle and realized that Bethany had returned. The sensation was familiar. Bondage cuffs, similar to the ones Beth was wearing, were wrapped around my legs. As for the supports Lucille had asked for, I knew the bench had fittings for two metal brackets that stuck out and upward. Bethany fitted these into place and then lifted my right leg up, swinging it outward to spread me open, and clipped the bondage cuff to the D Link carabiners at the end. As Lucille pulled the RVP out of my mouth and turned it off with a chuckle, Beth did my other leg, leaving me in a very delicate, exposed position.

My legs were now spread wide apart, bruised and hurting soles facing up toward the ceiling. Worst of all, my pussy was now a perfect target, my thighs out of the way and my petals exposed. I felt stretched, pulled taut, and when I tried to bend my knees, the bench creaked but didn’t give way. Beth grinned and dropped to her knees, the strap-on still sticking straight out from her loins. Without a word of warning, she pressed the tip against my pussy and shoved the full length into my slit.

“Agggghhhh!” I gasped. Lucille laughed.

“I thought you liked having your cunt full of cock?” She taunted. But then she looked at Beth, who was already starting to pump her hips back and forth. “I think her clit needs to be cleaned, don’t you, Beth?”

Beth grinned. “Yes, Mistress.”

Lucille walked off and left me to Bethany, who put her thumb on my swollen little nub and began rubbing it as she slid the huge dildo repeatedly into my sex. Lucille returned a moment later, a battery operated motorized toothbrush in her hand. As well as some muscle cream.

“Please! Please don’t use that on my clit!” I begged.

Both women ignored me and I watched in horror as Lucille squeezed out a significant amount of the coldhot gel onto the toothbrush. She handed it to her submissive with a grin, and then turned back toward my face.

“Now I’m going to hurt your tits,” she said simply.

My eyes widened. “What?” I gasped.

“Those big, fat tits are going to get punished now,” Lucille said, picking up the leather paddle. I tugged frantically at my bonds, but nothing gave. I heard the motor of the toothbrush start, but I was too focused on Lucille, who knelt down next to the bench and grabbed hold of my left breast. She plumped it up, squeezing the base, forcing the nipple upward and then raised the paddle.

“Oh God! Oh please! Oh fuck!” I whimpered. I prepared myself for the first stroke, but it was Bethany and her fucking toothbrush that touched me first. I felt the vibrations, then the chemically induced coolness coating my clit and I gritted my teeth as the intensity surged through me. And remember, Beth was still fucking me. Non-stop. My toes curled and I squealed, the coldness and vibrations too intense, too strong. I thrust upward, only to be stopped by the strap over my hips.

And of course, that’s when Mistress Lucille decided to start spanking my breast.

Smart, sharp, hard blows landed right on my nipple with a force and fury that almost blew my mind. Pain shattered my control and I screamed, my clit and nipple both burning. Bethany scrubbed at my swollen nub, smearing the coldhot cream around my cunt and the cold turned to a sharp, agonizing burn that seemed to slide down through my entire pussy. Lucille, in the meantime, pounded my nipple into a dark crimson, blood blisters forming under the skin around my areola as I shook my head left and right.

“FUCK! OWWWWW! FUCK!” I managed to yell as the two women brutalized me. Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more spanks to my left breast, Lucille switched to my other tit, grabbing and plumping it, just to beat the nipple hard. I screamed, still getting fucked, my clit burning and tingling as Bethany vibrated and brushed it. I could feel the bristles scraping back and forth over my nub and my legs were pulling hard on the metal rods holding me open. My body fought to close up, to protect itself, but the way they’d tied me made it impossible.

“And just think,” Lucille said sweetly. “I haven’t even started on your pussy yet.” Then the leather paddle smacked hard into my nipple.

There is a fine line between torment and torture and as a masochist and sexual deviant, I’ve been known to dance right on the edge of that line. I’ve even used the words interchangeably, commenting “Kari tortured me, making me feel the need so much that it almost hurt.” The reality is that I didn’t actually know what torture was. Not really. Not until that moment, stretched out between Bethany and Lucille, both of them trying their best to hurt me.

The sex? I think that was an excuse. The nine inch dildo being jammed up and into my cunt? Nothing but an exexcuse for everything else. Bethany spent way more time rubbing and brushing my clitoris than she did fucking me. And what Lucille was doing to my breasts would end up leaving both tits covered in dark blue bruises and so sore that I wouldn’t be able to wear a bra for a week. My ass looked similar, blood blisters and marks that made sitting difficult for the first two days afterward and the use of a cushion mandatory.

I was absolutely sure that Mistress Lucille had torn my nipple off. I yelled. I shrieked. I wailed. I thrashed, shaking my head. I sobbed. I said bad things. I even said to stop. I used my safe word. I yelled it. I screamed it.

And they both kept going.

I wish that I could blame Lucille. That I could say what a horrible person she is. That she ignored a basic tenant of BDSM. That she forced me. Except… I’d agreed to it. No limits. No safeword. And as I lay there on the bench screaming, I remembered the phone call.

***

“Hello?”

I cleared my throat, nervous. “Hello Mistress Lucille, this is Breanne.”

There was a momentary pause. “This is Bethany, bitch. What do you want?” Her tone was derisive and I cursed silently. I’d gotten Lucille’s submissive. We didn’t care for each other much.

“Oh. Hi Beth,” I said politely. “Can I please speak to Mistress Lucille?”

“Are you naked?” She asked with a nasty tone. I blinked and looked down at myself.

“Uh. No. Shorts and a tee shirt.”

“Well, if you want to speak to my mistress, you’ll do it properly. Which means strip down. Bare.”

I rolled my eyes. “Beth, I just need to speak to her. Alright? I’m not going to take off my clothes just for a phone call…”

Click.

I blinked. Then I stared at the phone in shock. She’d fucking hung up on me! “You bitch,” I growled. I called back and Beth answered immediately.

“Are you naked?” She demanded.

I clenched my jaw. “Yes,” I replied, lying through my teeth.

“Yeah? Prove it.”

I let out a grunt. “We are talking on a phone, Beth. How the hell am I supposed to prove I’m naked?” I demanded.

“Skype me. Or Zoom. But I’m not getting Mistress until you are properly attired.”

I rolled my eyes. “Fine. Give me a moment,” I said dispiritedly. I hung up and quickly stripped out of my shorts and shirt, standing in my bedroom naked. I went to the computer, looked up Beth’s number, and called.

Beth’s face appeared and to my surprise, she was just as naked as I was. “Can I speak to Mistress Lucille now?” I asked pleasantly, smiling.

Beth shook her head. “No. Alligator clamps. Put them on your nipples. And add the one pound weights,” she demanded.

I frowned. “Hey, this isn’t an opportunity for you to torment me,” I objected. Beth crossed her arms and stared at me through the screen.

“If you want to talk to Mistress Lucille, then you’ll be properly adorned and you’ll be hurting.”

Ah… that was the key. Hurting. Fucking sadists.

I stood up, got my toy box, and brought it back to the desk. A moment later I hissed as the two alligator clamps went on my nipples. “There?” I demanded. “Satisfied?”

“Weights,” Beth snapped. I rolled my eyes, but I retrieved the two metal weights and lifted them up. It was easy to hang them on the alligator clamps and I let out a pained groan as they pulled my nipples downward.

“Beth? Please? Now can I speak to Mistress Lucille?”

She gave me a vicious, but pleased look. “Not yet. What do you have in your cunt?”

I blinked. “Why does that matter?” I demanded.

Her hand reached forward. “Goodbye,” she said.

“Wait!” I blurted out. “Wait! Damn it!” I gave her a frustrated look. “Vibroballs, okay? I’ve got my vibroballs in me.”

She pulled her hand back. “Are they on?”

“No,” I replied sullenly. I was hurting. My breasts specifically.

“Turn them on. Full power.”

I hesitated. Full power would just get me revved up. Why would Beth want me revved? I swallowed, trying to understand her motivations. Did she want me to cum? I bit my lip, but then nodded. I reached for the remote, still lying on the corner of the desk, and a moment later gasped as the two bullets inside my slit began trembling violently. I shuddered and closed my eyes.

Beth stared at me for a moment. “I’ll get her.” She disappeared from the screen and I sat there, my tits hurting and loins shaking for what seemed like five minutes, but was actually more like three. Then Mistress Lucille’s face appeared.

“What do you want, whore?” She demanded roughly.

I licked my lips and gulped. “Um… I’m going crazy,” I said, totally meaning it. “I’ve been locked inside for six weeks now and I’m desperate.”

“Like I care,” Mistress Lucille sneered.

I nodded. “I know,” I replied. “I’ve begged Kari and Julie to let me go to them. They both said no. That COVID-19 was too dangerous. They won’t take care of my needs. And I thought that…” my voice sort of broke down.

Lucille’s eyebrow went up. “And you thought that you could get away with disobeying your mistresses and ask someone else to force orgasms out of you?” Her eyes narrowed. “You are such a fuckup, Erickson. You’re a disgrace as a submissive. You’re sarcastic, disobedient, willful, and emotionally fucked up. Why should I even be listening to you?”

I swallowed, ignoring the needs of my body. “Because I am willing to give you something you want.” Damn. My nipples were throbbing hard now. The pain was starting to get to me.

“Oh? And what’s that?” She sneered.

“Me,” I said simply. “I’ll submit to you.”

Lucille gave me a hard look. “You. Submit to me.”

I nodded. “One full hour, in exchange for an orgasm. A strong one.”

She considered it, then shook her head. “No. Not interested. Your limits are too restrictive.” I blinked at that. My limits were too restrictive? Fudgecakes. What the hell did she mean by that? What did she want to do to me? Saw off my leg or something? “I’m going to call Kari now,” she hissed. “She deserves to know that her little bitch is begging other mistresses for nookie.”

“Wait!” I blurted out. “Wait! Okay! What limits do you want?” I said in a near panic.

I could see Lucille thinking. Had I been in the room with her, I would have undoubtedly smelled wood smoke and sulfur. “Nothing permanent. No disfigurement…” she leaned forward. “But no safe words either.”

No safe words. Was she mad?

I gave her an uncomfortable look. “But…”

She flicked her hand in the air. “Oh, and one hour to hurt you isn’t enough. I need three. At a minimum.” She crossed her arms. “In exchange for multiple orgasms.”

I gulped. Three hours being tortured by Lucille? No safe words? I quivered. I sat there, trying to think through it all. The vibrations between my legs were becoming a serious distraction.

“Out of curiosity,” Lucille said suddenly. “What toy do you have in you?”

That question drew my attention. “Uh… vibroballs.”

“Are they one?” She asked.

“Yes.”

“On full power?” Lucille asked. I nodded and her mouth curled up at the corners. “Good. This is the sort of decision you need to have the proper context for.”

“Context?” I croaked.

She nodded. “I want to see your pussy dripping, so stand up. And don’t give me any shit about not being your mistress. Your own nympho humiliation pain slut rules say you have to do what I command. Stand up and show me your dripping cunt.”

I stood up. The weights attached to my breasts swung and fresh shards of pain shot through my tits. I took a step back from the computer and webcam so that she could see me. “There,” I said softly.

“Are you wet? Are you aroused?” She asked.

I nodded frantically. “Yes mistress!”

“Do you accept my terms?”

I stood there, trembling. Finally I gave her a curt little nod. “Yes Mistress Lucille.”

She frowned. “10am, tomorrow morning, at the Society Meeting Room. Wear your RVP and when you knock on the door, it better be on and you will be naked. Not even shoes. Do you understand?”

“Yes ma’am.”

Her eyes glittered. “Good. And Breanne, understand that tomorrow I’m going to do things to you that should have been done years ago. I’m going to hurt you. I’m going to shred you. You will scream, over and over.” Her eyes glittered. “And neither Julie nor Kari will be there to stop me.” She pointed at the screen. “Don’t take the clamps off your tits until you’ve rubbed yourself into an orgasm.” She grinned. “I hope it hurts.”

***

Oh God it hurt! Colors and light flashed in my eyes as I cried out. Lucille loomed above me, my body bound to the bench, my breasts so hot and heavy and hurting that I was sure she’d torn strips of skin off and then doused me with lemon juice. Or possibly a hot iron. I wasn’t sure which. I was sobbing, tears streaming down the sides of my face. Lucille straightened up and dropped the paddle and I lifted my head to look at my body. Both breasts looked like raw hamburger. Blood blisters had burst along the curvature of my bosom and my nipples were distended and swollen and misshapen. Bruises were already forming and I could see the dark greenish tint that indicated even worse damage. Even further down, between my bound and raised legs, Bethany was still scrubbing the motorized toothbrush against my clit and the burning sensation of the coldhot cream had turned my entire pussy into a wildfire. My hips jerked, straining against the straps as I blubbered, sobbing.

Lucille bent over and to my shock, sucked my entire nipple into her mouth. At first it was just suction, but a moment later I felt her teeth and I couldn’t help squealing when she actually bit down. I quivered, the pain indescribable, and when she let go I felt tears overflowing. Then something else happened that scared me. At first I thought it was a condom. The packet looked similar, but when she tore it open, there was only a small, white colored cloth in it. She opened it and then began dabbing at my nipple. The scent of isopropyl alcohol hit me like a brick. I probably would have been a little quicker on the uptake if Bethany hadn’t still been fucking my pussy and rubbing my clit raw.

Mistress Lucille moved onto my other nipple and I suddenly realized what she was planning. “Wait!” I blurted out. “Wait! Please! You know I don’t like that!” I managed to splutter. But the dominatrix had already produced a small, plastic case. She popped it open and over a dozen medical grade needles, each insanely sharp and capped at the back with light blue plastic, seemed to glisten in the light.

“Please! Please Mistress Lucille! Please don’t use needles!” I begged. This was one of my usual limits. I don’t like to bleed. Needles scare me. Two of the worst days of my life were when I had my nipples pierced. And yes, before you ask – my ears are pierced too. But I was like ten when that happened. Lucille smirked at me, pulled the first needle out of the case, and looked right down at my right breast.

“This,” she assured me, “is going to hurt.” She set the plastic case down on the floor and then grasped my nipple with her left hand. I yelled at that point, but she ignored me and pinched, then twisted. The pain was excruciating. Then she let my tit go, or at least lightened the pressure, and before I could do more than let out a choked sob, pressed the sharp tip of the pin against my nub and pushed hard.

The spike pierced me and went through my nipple with relative ease and I can honestly say that the pain was… well… what I expected. It hurt. Some. But not too much. At least in comparison. But certainly enough to get my attention. I sucked in a sharp breath and she pulled another needle out of the box. Then, she grabbed the same tit, repeating the process. A moment later needle number two punctured my nipple, set at a ninety degree angle from the first and I looked down through my tears to see the tip of my breast resembling a pincushion. Mistress Lucille seemed to like the look because she added two more needles to the ensemble, leaving my tit throbbing angrily, with every breath sending a fresh surge of pain through my chest.

Which is when Mistress Lucille moved to my other breast.

There is no sensation that even comes close to having something sharp puncture your skin and get pushed through your flesh. Even if you’re a willing participant, which technically I was, since I’d granted her permission to use me in such a manner, even if I hadn’t quite been thinking of this specific type of torture, having needles going through you is a big deal. I’ve seen plenty of submissives submit to this kind of activity. I had little doubt that Bethany probably had those huge tits of hers skewered on a regular basis.

But me? I’m a chicken. Except for the piercings I’d received, I didn’t play with needles, or permit them to be used on me. And as my body responded to a very different type of stimulation, I found myself just a little freaked out.

Because I liked the way it hurt.

I know. I don’t quite know what to make of that. Especially now, after the fact. At that moment, as Lucille was pushing another needle through my left nipple. I cried out, shrieking, but even as I did my pussy tightened up rhythmically around Bethany’s pumping strap on. My clit tingled horribly and my hips rolled, pushing back against the sexual pounding. Pain shot through both nipples and as Mistress Lucille began wiggling the surgical steel tines, making things even more intense, I realized that I was on the edge again, though from the needles or Bethany’s fucking, or from the burning sensation coming up from my pussy, I have no idea.

Lucille leaned over me. “And how do you like that? Huh? Anything witty to say now that I’ve turned your tits into pincushions? Want to object to what I’m doing to you?”

A sudden surge of pure arousal shot through me and my hips thrust upward into Beth’s strap on. It went deep and I groaned, my sex fluttering desperately. My nipples throbbed in agony, but that pain seemed to suddenly ebb, melding with the other sensations being inflicted upon my body. I trembled for a moment, then looked Mistress Lucille straight in the eye. “No,” I whimpered.

Lucille grabbed hold of one of the plastic caps covering the end of one of the needles, and much to my consternation, wiggled it around. The movement pulled on my nipple and doubled the agony, right up to where tears flooded my eyes.

“You know, I wonder what one of these would feel like going through your clit?” Lucille said simply.

I gasped, eyes wide. “Please! No!” I blubbered, but I admit, a part of me wanted to find out. The dark part of me. Mistress Lucille laughed raucously.

“Liar,” she said. “I can see it in your eyes. You want it.” But then she shook her head. “Your clit isn’t ready for a needle through it,” she said contemptuously. “It won’t be ready for that until I’ve spanked the shit out of it.” She gave me a kiss, right on the mouth, hard. It bruised my lips. “So, now I’m going to see if I can spread your legs a little wider, so that the strap gets right down there on your petals.”

She stood up and twisted toward Bethany. “Enough. Remove the strap-on and go get a bowl of warm water and a wash cloth.” Lucille’s words came out just a little passionless, as if she weren’t happy with Beth.

Bethany immediately pulled out of me, which I didn’t like one little bit, and I watched as she began to remove the massive cock. It fell the floor, glistening with my girl goo, and probably smelling just a tad bit of menthol, thanks to the stupid coldhot cream. But honestly, my real concern was Mistress Lucille, who moved around my outstretched legs. She reached down with both hands and loosened the fastener that held the upright holding my right foot. Then, with just a bit of a push, she changed its angle by another twenty or so degrees. This forced my leg even further outward, so that I was practically doing the splits. Then she did it to the other leg, leaving me groaning as the tension in my thighs doubled. Lucille knelt down right in front of my pussy, her face just a few inches away, a hungry look on her face. I’d seen that exact same expression on a cat about to eat a mouse.

Except my kitty was the meal.

She reached up and began pinching my labia, twisting and pulling on my folds, opening me up and then closing me again. It was a rather bizarre sensation, not unpleasant, but what I really wanted was to get fucked again. Deeply. And the lack of intensity allowed the pain coming from my nipples to seemingly double, once more overwhelming my nervous system. I felt my arousal slipping away.

Lucille must have sensed it too, because she moved her fingers from my labia to my clitoris, smearing my own wetness around the swollen nub. Instantly I gasped and the fires of my desperation flared again. She didn’t pinch me either. She just caressed that little nodule at the top of my slit over and over. Within a minute I was panting heavily. By the time Bethany returned with the bowl of water and clean cloth, I was feverish with want. Lucille took the washcloth, wetted it, and then began wiping my pussy. She cleaned me thoroughly, then gestured Beth over.

“Lick her clit. Make sure all the coldhot cream is gone,” Lucille ordered.

I almost, almost, lifted my head to protest. Coldhot cream is not exactly something you should swallow, much less lick off someone else. Granted, Lucille had done a pretty decent job of wiping down my pussy. But come on! Why risk that? But evidently Bethany didn’t have the same reservations and before I could come to grips, her soft, warm mouth engulfed my clitoris and her tongue began swirling in rapid, frantic circles around my clit. I went rigid, gasping as my toes curled, and Mistress Lucille watched in appreciation as I trembled. Beth drove her tongue into me, lapping at my depths, fucking me with her mouth, and the sounds I made must have been rather clear, because Lucille picked up the leather paddle again, the one she’d beaten my breasts and bottom with. She tapped it lightly against the back of Beth’s head.

Her submissive looked up, caught sight of the paddle, and nodded. “Five strokes,” Mistress Lucille ordered. “Then five licks.” And before I could really comprehend the meaning of that order, the dominatrix standing over me slapped the paddle hard against my pussy.

The impact almost drove the air out of my lungs, but I managed to suck in some more and scream a little as Lucille began a fast series of spanks. She targeted my entire slit, rather than my clit, but even the little nub caught more than enough from the broad impact of the leather. Worse, the flap of hide seemed to conform to my entire sex, burning and stinging from my perineum right up to my mons. Lucille didn’t give me time to recover between blows either. It was fast, hot, and intense.

Then came the opposite. Beth’s head lowered again, licking my clit, stabbing at it with her tongue. I went from pain to pleasure so quickly that my brain short circuited, especially with my breasts still throbbing from the needles. Part of me tried to count the licks, but Beth was sloppy and all over the place. I couldn’t tell what the hell she was doing, except sending waves of acute pleasure up through my groin. Then Lucille tapped her again with the paddle, Beth pulled back, leaving my labia spread, and Lucille raised the leather weapon and brought it down hard.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

Sound and fury, pain and pleasure, light and dark. Whatever. There is no way to really describe what happened. It hurt. Oh yes… for sure. But something inside me broke. As Lucille reached the fifth spank I shook my head violently. “Please! Don’t stop! More! Hurt me! Please!” And as Beth’s eyes widened in astonishment, Lucille grinned maniacally and began smacking me non-stop with the paddle, smashing my pussy over and over until the wet, squelching mud sound of leather striking flesh filled our ears. My heart pounded hard and I screeched, arms and legs straining as my body went rigid, every fiber of my being struggling to achieve the orgasm I so desperately craved. The pressure between my thighs was so intense, so hard, so brutal, that my vision tunneled, darkening until all I could see was the light above me and the flash of Mistress Lucille’s hair. Then, the paddling stopped, my clit was grabbed, and something sharp jabbed me. Pain exploded between my legs, but instead of killing the orgasm, instead of denying me satisfaction, it shoved me off the edge in fury. I screamed, thrashing and bawling, howling as I exploded and fluids burst from between my legs. I felt Lucille grab something and then suddenly the massive strap-on cock was shoved back up inside me, held in Lucille’s hand as a second wave hit me like a tsunami. She thrust it in and out furiously, pounding it against my loins in a frantic burst of energy. I shouted nonsense, my brain sizzling in the soup of adrenaline and endorphins. Energy coursed through me and all I could feel and hear was the throbbing at the tips of my breasts, my clit, and inside my sex.

I blacked out.

Not for long. A second? Two? I don’t know. No longer than a couple. It’s been known to happen to me. Super intense orgasms leave me practically brain dead and rational thought is pretty much a no go until my synapses get rebooted. Basically, my entire nervous system is overloaded. I blubbered, drooling from my mouth, eyes unfocused and dazed, my head going back and forth as my body started to relax. I felt a sharp pain and a tugging between my legs and then Lucille stood, holding the needle.

“Keep fucking her with the dildo. Slow though. One thrust every three seconds or so.”

The strap on cock slipped out of my pussy, only to go back in very slowly. It didn’t really register. But then Lucille loomed over me, her fingers going to my breasts, and my vision cleared as two very new surges of pain hit me. I lifted my head to look down. One needle came out clean, but I was bleeding a tiny bit from the other three puncture wounds. Lucille smiled at me wolfishly, then walked off holding the medical pins. I whimpered, trying to cry, not understanding why so much of me felt so good, and so much of me just hurt.

But the fucking was part of that. Beth slowly pushed and pulled the huge strap-on in and out of my quivering slit and I lay there, inch by inch managing to regain control of my senses, my faculties. I took a deep breath and lifted my head again, taking stock. My breasts ached, but no longer hurt with the same kind of intensity. My nipples were both swollen and the areola almost blue. The white skin around the tips was clearly bruised and dark blotches were appearing under the skin. There were still some red marks from the pins I’d laid on earlier, around the outer edges, but the beating I’d gotten had removed most of the ones from around the tip.

Lower down, my clit was twice as large as it should have been. It also had bled, but only two small droplets of blood were drying on my skin. Beneath that, the steady thrust of the dildo kept me sane, soft but steady pleasure providing a stable base for me to recover with. My bottom still burned too and I squirmed, wanting to get up off the bench, to close my outstretched legs.

Lucille returned and she looked down at me, the cruelty in her eyes flaring, as if I hadn’t suffered enough for her. I swallowed, and then in a tiny voice asked the question I’d been wanting to pose for years.

“Mistress Lucille? Why do you hate me?”

Her eyes snapped open in shock and her mouth opened in utter surprise. She looked astonished, then upset. She looked away, biting her lip. “Bethany,” she said sternly. “Go to the lobby, open the blinds, kneel facing the parking lot, and fuck yourself with that strap-on until you cum. When you’re finished, go shower.”

Bethany looked up in surprise, but she bowed her head. She tugged the dildo out of me, leaving me to groan as she walked away. Mistress Lucille went to my right foot and released it from the upright. I let out a whimper as the strain in my leg went away and she held my foot, moving it back down to the end of the bench. Then she did my other leg, treating me with a tenderness that frankly, came as a shock. With my feet loose, she undid the strap around my waist, then the one above my breasts, finally freeing my wrists. She helped me move my arms and looked down at me. For a second our eyes met and then she kissed me again.

And this time it was different. It was gentle. It was passionate. It was… done lovingly.

Talk about fucked up.

Confused, I just lay there until she came up for air. “Breanne,” Lucille said softly, cupping my cheek. “I don’t hate you. In fact, it’s just the opposite.” She ran her hands over my body, staying away from the parts she’d damaged. “I adore you,” she whispered. She began rubbing my arms, kneading and massaging my aching muscles.

“As a dominatrix, I’m a sadist. It turns me on hurting you.” She blushed. “I actually came twice during that whole thing.” But then she shook her head. “You handle it so well,” she added. “But that’s not the only thing I love about you.” She moved down to my thigh, rubbing. “It’s that you resist. You fight. You protest. You earn it.” Lucille sighed. “Beth just accepts everything, all the time. You, on the other hand, say no while your body screams yes. You fight your own nature, your own soul, and it’s like this amazing apocalypse each time you cum.”

“What?” I managed to blurt.

Lucille laughed. “It’s like there’s an internal war inside you every day. Two Breannes who hate each other’s guts, while at the same time devoted and loving each other. Light and Dark. They fight non-stop don’t they?”

I lay there, suddenly remembering Mousy Bre and Dark Bre embracing, tongues swirling in each other’s slits, one craving to be humiliated, the other wanting to be hurt.

“If I thought for a second that you would come live with me, full time, to submit to me, I’d release Bethany in a heartbeat.” Lucille’s face came back up to mine and I stared up at her in absolute shock. “I would make the things that Kari and Julie do to you seem like flitting dreams. Each day would be agony and ecstasy with you. You know I don’t work, right? You would never want for anything. I would wake you up each morning, torment you, hurt you, and make you cum, over and over.” She pushed a hand under my head and lifted it closer to her face. “And all I would ask is that you resist. That you object. That you stay you.”

I blinked. “Wait. You like my snarkiness?”

Lucille laughed. “Of course I do! It gives me an excuse to hurt you.”

I shuddered. “But… all these years! You’ve treated me like dirt! You’ve called me names! You tried to get me thrown out of the Society! You’ve been mean and vicious!”

She shrugged. “I am all those things. Some of it was about you. Some of it was about Kari. And Julie.” She shook her head. “Neither of them deserve you. I do. You need someone who will lock you into a sexual cycle that satisfies your true urges. Before you don’t have them.”

“What?” I said again, totally flummoxed. Maybe having such a deep conversation right after a powerful, mind blowing orgasm wasn’t such a good idea.”

Lucille shook her head. “You look about twenty-five, especially with that baby face, but Bre, you’re in your lower thirties. By forty, your libido will be slowing down. You won’t crave the pain then. Or at least, not as much. That’s Beth’s problem. She’s in her mid-forties.”

I blinked. “But you’re almost fifty!”

Lucille laughed. “I’m a sadist. I’m running on a different clock.” She sighed. “But that’s not important. I know you won’t come to me, will you? You have your daughter. You have Julie.” And then she grimaced, “and you have Kari. She ruined everything you know. The Society.”

I stared at her. “You are totally fucked up,” I whispered. Then I rolled off the bench, away from Lucille. Landing hurt and I expected her to yell at me, to shout, or maybe even grab a whip and start hitting me. Instead she sat on the floor, seemingly fine with my statement. She stared at me as I struggled to my feet. For a moment I looked down at her, furious and disgusted. I shook my head, just too overwhelmed to say anything. Instead I glared at her.

“You’re going to think about it, you know.” Lucille said it calmly. “You’re going to wonder what it would be like. To submit to me permanently. You’re going to wonder just how many orgasms you would have under my hand. You’re going to wonder just if that much pain will change how you cum. And you’re going to want it. You want to fight me, to fight yourself, and eventually, you’ll give in.”

In my head, Dark Bre looked up, her eyes flaring with light. The excitement was clearly coursing through her. But Mousy Bre looked panicked, she shook her head, then pushed her breasts forward and pulled Dark Bre back down, trying desperately to distract her.

I swallowed. “You may think you know me,” I said roughly. “But I’m more than that.”

Lucille laughed. “Yeah? What are you, Breanne Erickson?”

I froze, eyes widening. In my head, Dark Bre, mouth wet, looked up again. Across from me, Lucille rose, getting to her feet.

“I said ‘what are you’?” Mistress Lucille’s voice was stern.

“Please… don’t,” I whispered.

She stepped close and I backed up a step. “What are you Breanne?” She said, her tone turning hard, the soft spoken Lucille gone again. I gulped. I realized my heart rate had skyrocketed again and my chest was heaving.

“No… it’s not like that!” I blurted.

“WHAT ARE YOU?” Her arm flashed out and smacked me across the left breast. Pain roared from my pierced nipple, and the bruising, and the spanking, and I cried out, crumpling, falling to the floor. Tears filled my eyes. Mistress Lucille hovered over me.

“What are you?” She asked softly.

Dark Breanne turned. She spoke the words that came out of my mouth. But when I looked behind her, I couldn’t believe it. Mousy Bre was saying them too.

Sobbing, I spoke. “I’m a… a… n-n-nympho… h-h-humiliation… p-p-pain slut.”

Mistress Lucille nodded, smiling gently. “And what is your purpose?”

Dark Bre grinned. She ran her hands down over the front of her body, her fingers going to her nipples. She pinched them hard, her hips grinding. Behind her Mousy Bre sat up, then wrapped her arms around Dark Bre, her hand going down between Dark Bre’s legs. Her fingers dug into the soft, pink, wet slit.

“T-t-to sexual satisfy my b-b-betters with my b-b-body,” I sniveled.

“How?” Mistress Lucille asked, her teeth showing.

Dark Bre groaned as Mousy Bre twirled her fingers in deep, the scarlet haired vixen moaning and thrusting. The two girls writhed in my head, the world around them spinning.

“B-by being f-f-fucked,” I whimpered. “And uh… humiliated. And being h-h-hurt.”

A shadowy figure appeared in my head. I couldn’t see her face, but she was thicker than Julie, and shorter than Kari. She held a bullwhip and I watched with both horror and excitement as she began striking the two aspects of my psyche, whipping them across the buttocks and breasts. Both of them flinched, but then they presented themselves, still fucking each other, while at the same time suffering the bite of the whip.

Mistress Lucille put her hands on her hips. “Exactly. I understand you, Breanne Erickson, better than the woman you call best friend and boss, who only uses you during the day and barely satisfies your regular needs. The one who goes home to her man each night. And I know you better than that betraying bitch who literally married a man to satisfy her needs. How often does she satisfy you?” She shook her head. “I could complete you.” She looked away. “Because I love you.”

She took a deep breath. “Enough revelation for one day. I’m satisfied with your performance. Don’t forget to put an antiseptic on the punctures. They’ll heal in a day and the needles were sterilized before I used them.” She leaned down. “And I would avoid allowing Kari or Julie to see what I’ve done to you for just a little while. We’re done here.”

She turned and walked away, heading toward the restroom.

I burst into tears and curled up into a ball.


Quarantine Punishment #7

I woke up with a groan and winced as my aching body managed to fight through the over-the-counter painkillers I’d taken for the third night running. I could tell that it was still dark outside and I winced as I turned to check the time. My legs, feet and arms were all fighting for the privilege of being the sorest but were not getting anywhere close to how my breasts and loins still felt.

Mistress Lucille had worked me over thoroughly and while I was recovering physically, I still wasn’t sure how I felt about the torments she’d inflicted upon me. The fact that I’d cum, repeatedly during our little session, spoke volumes and I admit that I’d masturbated frequently to the memory of being tortured, cumming hard and fast each time. The soreness that followed was a bit of a negative, but I’d felt more stable emotionally than I had in weeks. Even my daughter had noticed, commenting that I seemed a little less frantic, and less prone to mood swings.

Julie had called of course. Multiple times. Part of me wanted to confess, to blurt out what I’d done, but something inside me kept me from doing it. I told her I was sick, not with COVID though, and told her I needed to rest.

I sat up. Some of the light from the parking lot spilled over into the bedroom, casting strange shadows over my skin. I moved my shoulders back and forth, then tried to think of my next move. More ibuprofen? Another masturbation session with the sick memories of Lucille standing above me with needles and a sap? I rose, stumbled to the bathroom, and downed another couple of pills.

Ughhh.

In the harsh light of the bathroom, the girl that looked back at me in the mirror was frightening. My scarlet colored hair was a tangled mess and my eyes looked small and shrunken. I hadn’t put on any makeup in days. Carefully, I swept an arm up, lifting my pajama top and looked at the bruised and welted mess that my boobs had become. My nipples had finally returned to their normal shape, the silver barbell piercings peeking out to either side. But the rest of my breasts were a mottled puzzle of sickly blue and green shades, the flesh bruised and beaten. Well, at least where the red welts weren’t showing through. I prodded some of the worst spots to test my sensitivity and let out a hiss. It hurt. Not as bad… but still.

Perfect. Just fucking perfect.

I let my shirt drop. Like a zombie, I limped back to the bed and collapsed into it. The bottoms of my feet hurt. It was too dark to think and I put a hand over my eyes to block out some of the ambient light from the parking lot.

“Uggggghhhh…” I groaned. “What the fuck did I do?”

Flashes came back to me. Bound face down, my breasts tingling and burning on the spiked mat, Mistress Lucille taking the flexible leather paddle to the bottoms of my feet, being spread open, my pussy subjected to unspeakable torments, the flogger and sap flashing downward, the needles through my nipples and clit, me screaming and thrashing and cumming. I blinked some tears out of my eyes. I felt… awful. Like I’d betrayed Julie and Kari. But even then, I could feel Mistress Lucille standing over me, bringing the whip down…

My eyes snapped open and I realized that I was feeling two vastly different physical sensations. The first was pleasure, and as my fingers wiggled inside my slit, I couldn’t help but tighten up, gasping as I worked myself into a sexual froth at the memory. But at the same time, my palm pressed against my clitoris and it throbbed with discomfort. My gasp turned to a choked whimper and I shuddered under the covers, not sure if I should keep going or pull my hand away.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

My hand slid back, fingertips grazing my bikini line, avoiding my clit, slipping down between my folds. I closed my eyes and I was back on the bench again, my legs spread open wide, Bethany scrubbing my clit with her little motorized toothbrush, pumping my pussy full of that huge cock as Mistress Lucille stood over me, about to whip my breasts.

“Ohhh!” I gasped in the darkness. “Oh yes!” My hand moved quicker, rubbing frantically and I let out a breathless yelp as my fingers found my clit. Suddenly it didn’t matter that someone had poked a fucking hole through it, or that it had been smashed and beaten and frozen and burned. I brought a hand up to my breasts, my fingers tweaking, then pinching my sore nipple. Fresh pain lanced through me and I gritted my teeth, the combining sensations so sweetly powerful that I couldn’t have stopped if I’d even wanted to. I arched my back, thrusting my hips up, my fingers thrusting, palm slapping at my pussy as the pain and pleasure shot through me.

“YES!” I blurted out as I exploded and my entire body thrummed as I panted heavily. I closed my eyes. “Yes,” I whispered, calming down, slowing, relaxing.

Until my fingers slipped from my pussy and I turned and fell asleep.

***

I woke up a few hours later and sunlight streamed through the window. Slowly, I stretched and was pleasantly surprised to find that I wasn’t aching nearly as much as when I’d first woke. My pussy was still a sticky mess, but I figured a shower would take care of that. I looked at the clock. It was just a little after eight. Rachel would have fed herself some breakfast and started her schoolwork, so I had time to relax, and to recover. I took a deep breath, sat up, and like every other phone addict, checked my texts and email.

One text.

I opened it. Julie. Of course. I’d been careful talking to her over the last three days, trying to hide what Mistress Lucille had done to me. Or maybe I was trying to hide the fact that I’d gone to see her in the first place. I wasn’t sure. I lifted the phone and read the words.

Breanne, hope you’re feeling better. If you are, give me a call before you rub yourself into orgasm. You still owe me a punishment for last time.

I grimaced and let the screen of the phone drop down onto my forehead. Yeah. Oops. I rolled my eyes. I had to admit, Julie had been phenomenal. The daily assignments, the self-inflicted torments… I had to acknowledge her creativity. She’d kept me from going bonkers for weeks.

It wasn’t her fault that it hadn’t been enough.

I tossed the phone back on the nightstand and stared up at the ceiling. What was I going to do? The previous three days I’d told Julie that I wasn’t feeling well and that had spawned a flurry of questions. “When did you last masturbate?” was the first, which I suppose was a fairly good indicator of my condition. But after that came the typical COVID questions. “Are you coughing? Have you seen anyone lately? Do you have a fever? Do you still have your sense of taste? Maybe we should get you to a clinic to get tested.”

Arggggghhhh.

I bit my lip. I hated lying to Julie.

I let out a breath. If I begged a fourth day, things were going to get out of hand. Julie was already close to freaking out and if she brought Kari into it, I’d find myself booked for a doctor’s appointment. The inevitable questions about the condition of my breasts, bottom, pussy, and feet would undoubtedly follow, along with another long ass lecture about sexual abuse. Sigh… like I needed that.

I sat up in bed. I stood up and crossed over to the window, tugging on the cord that lifted the blinds. I seemed to ache less than I had earlier, though whether it was the drugs or my masturbation session that did it was still in the air. The parking lot was in full sunlight, vehicles parked in neat rows and not a person to be seen. That was the way I liked it. No one was around.

My phone rang.

I stepped back over to the nightstand, looked at the caller ID, picked it up, and answered.

“Hello Julie,” I said placidly.

“Good morning, princess! How are you feeling?”

I let out a little sigh. “Better,” I replied honestly. “Not aching as much.”

“Well, that’s good. Did you masturbate this morning?”

I didn’t see the harm in being honest. “Yes, as a matter of fact,” I replied smoothly. “And I even exploded.”

Julie hummed in pleasure. “That is good! So what toy do you have inside you, right now?”

I blinked. “What?”

“Rule number one. You know, the rule that states you’re supposed to be stuffed with cock, real or synthetic, non-stop?”

I shifted my weight uncomfortably. “Oh. Right,” I said. “Um… to be honest, I hadn’t gotten to that point yet and…”

“You’re empty?” Julie asked, her voice tightening.

I took a deep breath. “Yes,” I said clearly. “Yes. I’m empty.”

“That’s unfortunate,” Julie replied, her tone clearly dark.

“Well, I like to think of it more as a response to the fact that I wasn’t feeling…”

Julie interrupted me. “If you are masturbating, then you are more than capable of following the number one rule of being a nympho humiliation pain slut.”

I swallowed. I knew where this was going and I wasn’t going to win. “Yes Mistress,” I replied.

She took a deep breath, sound all prim and proper. “Well, this does allow me to present today’s torment to you,” she said.

“Today’s torment?”

“Yes. For your toy of the day, you will insert the Monster Vibrator, so that I can program it to stimulate you at the top of every hour.”

I cringed. “Um… I’m not sure that…”

“Orgasm is allowed of course, though there are consequences.”

“Consequences?”

Julie hummed again. “Certainly. In fact, you will need your graduated butt plugs, the ones I bought you last month.”

My eyes widened. The memory of Lucille’s submissive, Bethany, shoving that massive strap-on into my ass hit me like a brick. Julie’s anal plugs, weren’t much better. Those things (at least most of them) were in their box and thrust to the back of the top shelf, where I had intended to leave them. Numbering one through seven (or six technically, since the last one had somehow committed suicide and jumped into the trash,) the six plugs were awful, especially knowing that each subsequent one was increasingly large and uncomfortable.

“Each time you cum, you will put in the next largest plug,” finished Julie.

I groaned. “When can I take it out?”

“What?” Julie exclaimed. “You can’t. Not until we’re entirely done. At nine tonight.”

My eyes widened. “Julie! That’s over twelve hours away!” I protested.

“Exactly. It should be fun. Now get your Monster Vibe. I want to hear you put it in.”

I ground my teeth. This was not how I wanted to spend my morning.

“Go on,” Julie encouraged. “Or the punishment I will inflict upon you in a moment will be much worse than the one I was going to do.”

I expelled the breath I was holding. “Fine! Fine! Hold your horses,” I complained. I put the phone down on the windowsill and set it to speaker. Then I went to the closet, got out my toy box, and set it down on the bed. Then I went back for the plugs. The box was unwieldy. I opened my toy box and pulled out the Monster Vibrator. It was a foot long, or close to it, covered in silicone and contained not one, but two motors. A tiny switch at the bottom turned it on, though when I flicked it, nothing happened. I didn’t expect it to. It would communicate with my cell phone via Bluetooth wireless, and then Julie would be able to control it.

I pushed down my shorts and panties, trying to be delicate since my clit and pussy were still exceedingly sore. As soon as my slit was exposed, I placed the tip of the Monster Vibe against my sex and began rubbing.

“Okay,” I moaned a little. “I’m putting it in.”

Julie hummed again. “Are you nice and wet?” She asked, using this tone that I normally associated with people looking at the various available ice cream flavors before buying a cone. I slid another few inches of the massively long dildo into my cunt and grunted.

“I’m wet,” I affirmed, just a little sullenly. I was, but not to my usual standards. Normally I’m soaked to the point that the Monster Vibrator would have slid in, dry, on the first thrust. This time I was having to work on it.

Which felt… good. Really good. My mind snapped back to Beth pushing the strap-on into my pussy as Lucille used the paddle on my breasts. That certainly helped my arousal and the huge vibrator slid in easily.

“Okay, it’s in,” I told Julie, pulling up my panties and shorts to hold the toy in place. 

“Excellent. Now since we missed eight o’clock’s torment, we’ll just do it now and…”

“Wait! What?” I exclaimed.

Julie laughed. “I am about to turn the Monster Vibrator on. But first, let’s discuss your punishment from last week, before you got sick.”

I felt my knees begin to buckle. “Alright,” I said weakly.

“As punishment, each time the Monster Vibe is on, you will open your blinds, raising them all the way to the top. The lights in your bedroom must be on, and you will stand at the window, dancing as your pussy is shaken.”

I blinked. “Dancing?”

“Now, let’s discuss the punishment you have earned for not having a suitable sex toy in your pussy this morning when I called,” Julie continued, as if I hadn’t asked a question.

“Not only will you be standing at the window while your pussy is vibrated, you will also do it bare breasted, wearing a set of clamps of your choice.”

“Clamps!” I gasped.

“Yes, clamps. But you can only wear a set once. So don’t think you can get away with putting on the clovers each and every time you go up there. Different clamps. Clothespins, clovers, tweezer, the suction clamps. Whatever.”

“But… but… I don’t have enough!” I protested.

Julie snorted. “Clean out your toy box, princess. I’m guessing you’ve got at least nine different clamps in there. And after that go to the kitchen. I’ve seen what you use to keep the pretzel bag shut.”

I sucked in a breath. Oh my God! How could she be this…

The Monster Vibrator came on.

I gasped as the entire thing began shaking furiously between my legs. It wasn’t quite on full power, but it was close and both motors were moving in opposition to each other, doubling the wobble factor being translated into my loins. My knees slammed together and I grabbed hold of the windowsill.

“Oh my God!” I whined, panting.

“Feels good, right?” Julie teased. “Take your shirt off and get out a pair of clothespins from the desk drawer. I know you keep some in there. That can be your first punishment.”

I twisted. The Monster Vibrator felt… amazing. Too good honestly. My pussy locked down tight around it, pulsing as the waves emanating from its motor filled length were send streaming into my sex. I stumbled over to the desk, pulling my shirt off at the same time. My fingers scrabbled for the clothespins and I took two of them back to the window.

“Breanne?” Julie asked. “Are you putting the clothespins on now?”

I grabbed hold of the string that opened the blinds. “No,” I whimpered. “Not yet.”

“Well, hurry. I want to hear them hurting you.”

I yanked and the high-pitched whine of the blinds getting pulled open filled my ears. The parking lot was bright and sunny, and there were about ten cars in view. But no people. Thank God. I set the clothespins down next to the phone. Christ… this was going to hurt.

“Okay,” I said softly. “Clothespins.” I picked the first one up and lifted it to the right side of my chest. My breast still looked awful, beaten and bruised and crisscrossed with half a dozen red, yet slightly faded welts. I licked my lips. My nipple was still tender and as I pressed the clothespin against the areola, I felt the horrible ache of it. Then the wooden pincer locked down and I let out a squeal.

“Oh fuck!” I breathed, grimacing as my eyes closed. Oh my God did that fucking hurt!

“Wow,” Julie breathed. “Had I known that giving your tits a five-day rest would make them so sensitive, I’d have tried that before. Do the other one too! I want to hear you sob!”

Had the Monster Vibrator not been doing gymnastics in my cunt, there would have been no way for me to tolerate the second clothespin, much less the first. I put on the second clothespin, pain radiating through my chest as if… well… someone had shoved a fucking needle through my tits.

“Owwww,” I whined.

“God, I love the sound of that!” Julie breathed. “Are you close to cumming?”

I stood there, facing the window, the open parking lot, with my bared, bruised, and clamped breasts in full view, trying not to give into the waves of acute pleasure streaming up from between my legs. The Monster Vibrator was doing some sort of fluttering tease, shaking in waves that went far beyond the typical buzz that came from a single speed, solitary motor. It was like someone was playing with the controls and even though I’d exploded once already that morning, I knew that I had metaphorically doused myself in gasoline and was playing with matches.

“Yes!” I whined. 

Julie laughed. “Wonderful! I would love for you to spend the rest of the day with a butt plug up your ass!”

I gritted my teeth. “H-h-how long d-d-do I have t-t-to take the v-v-vibrations?” I managed to stutter.

“Well,” Julie replied. “The first one was only supposed to be five minutes, with an additional minute added each hour after that. But considering we started almost fifteen minutes late, I think I’ll add three extra minutes.”

I groaned.

“If you would like, you are more than welcome to reach down into your panties and pump the vibrator if you’d like.”

I quivered at the thought.

“Or rub your clit vigorously,” added Julie.

Yeah, well that wasn’t going to happen. I shook my head, but my hand slipped down through my waist band and into my panties. I gave the Monster Vibe just enough room to come out maybe three or four inches, then pushed it back in. That, combined with the awful throbbing of my nipples, added a whole different aspect, and the pain suddenly merged with the pleasure.

Like it always does.

“Julie,” I panted. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m sorry! I’m…”

Boom.

I fell forward against the window with my arm, my breasts actually so close that the clothespins bent outward. That caused my tits to hurt even more, but I was so far gone that it didn’t matter. Waves of sensation streamed up from between my legs and I didn’t even realize I was frantically pumping the Monster Vibe in and out. I quivered, energy coursing through me and for a moment, I felt wonderful. Powerful. Exuberant. YES!

Then the Monster Vibe shut off inside me and the pain was left alone.

Ow.

I let out a choked sob and fell backward onto the bed, my hands scrabbling from the clothespins on my breasts. They came off and I cried out, almost sobbing. It hurt so much. I cupped my boobs, pressing my hands tight, which probably didn’t help either, as I rolled back and forth, teeth clenched, trying to suck in a breath.

“My goodness!” said Julie. “That sounds like quite the orgasm!”

She had no idea.

I whimpered and huddled on the bed, uncaring if anyone out in the parking lot happened to see me. My breasts hurt too much. Julie evidently didn’t seem to notice the fact that I was practically crying.

“Now, you need to get the smallest butt plug, since this was your first orgasm,” Julie said in a matter-of-fact tone. “I think the best way to put it in will be to kneel on your bed, with your ass facing the window. Then you can pull down your panties, expose your asshole, and then stuff it.”

I quivered, still trying to cope with the pain.

“Breanne?”

I croaked out a response.

“Bre?”

“WHAT?” I yelled angrily, tears wetting my cheeks. “What? Damn it!”

There was a momentary pause. “Bre? Are you okay?”

I sniffed, wiping at my face. “No,” I blubbered. “I hurt.”

I could sense her confusion. “But… why? I mean, I didn’t hurt you. Where are you hurting?”

Uh oh. Too much honesty.

I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I had to pull it together. I swallowed hard and steeled my voice. “I’m… I’m sorry Julie. I just… I got enthusiastic and twisted and…” I let the explanation sort of fade. “Let me get the plug,” I ended.

“Well, okay,” Julie said suspiciously. “If you think…”

I jumped up, ignoring the throbbing of my tits, even without the clothespins. “I’ve got it!” I exclaimed, grabbing the first plug. It was about five inches long and as thick as my thumb, narrowing to a dull, tapered point. “What… what do you want me to use for lubricant?” I asked.

Julie made a thoughtful humming sound. “Whatever you have handy is fine.”

I leaned over to the nightstand and opened the drawer. I had about six different tubes and bottles, all with different sex lubricants and I pulled out a gel. I quickly squeezed out a glob, smearing it on the end of the plug, and then knelt on the bed, my butt toward the window.

“Okay,” I panted. “I’m pulling my shorts and panties down now.”

Julie snorted. “Shorts. I thought you were just wearing panties,” she chided.

I ignored that. I tugged my bottoms down one handed, exposing my flanks, then the small, brown button of my ass. Of course, the Monster Vibe saw the light of day too and tried to come out, but my panties kept it mostly in. I reached back behind myself with the plug and rubbed the cool, wet tip against my ass. Then, I pushed.

“Uggghhh,” I groaned as it slid in. I tightened instinctively, pushing it back out halfway, and I had to exert more pressure. It slid in better this time, and then I felt the pop as my sphincter locked down around the narrow base.

I felt like a turkey, stuffed.

“It’s in,” I reported.

Julie seemed amused. “How does it feel?” She asked brightly.

“Horrible,” I retorted. It wasn’t uncomfortable, but I knew it could be worse. Much, much worse. And all things considered, would probably get that way.

“I’m glad!” She replied. “Now, it’s eight thirty-two. That means that your next vibration session is in twenty-eight minutes. So, pick out a new pair of clamps for your titties, and then relax until it’s time to cum again.”

I straightened up, pulling my panties and shorts back up.

“Oh, and Bre. Feel free to masturbate, or even better, edge. Between the vibration sessions I mean.”

I snorted as I got off the bed. “Yeah,” I muttered. “Like that’s going to happen.” I grabbed my pajama top and pulled it on over my sore, aching breasts.

Julie laughed. “You never know,” she said softly. “It might.” She paused. “Bre, I wish I could be there, you know. I’m tempted, every day. I want to drive over and throw myself at you.”

My eyes widened. Oh my God. What if she came over? Right then? She’d see my breasts! She’d see the state of my pussy!

“No!” I blurted out. “You can’t!”

Julie sighed. “I know. It’s just… it’s unfair to you. This whole thing. I have Mike and Kari has Robert. You, you don’t have anyone at all to see to your needs, to comfort you.”

I swallowed. “Um… I’m fine. Really. I’m good.”

“Bre?”

I went to the blinds, the plug shifting in my ass, and closed them. “Yeah? I’m fine. Really. No need to worry.”

“Breanne? What are you hiding from me?” Julie asked, way to astute for her own good.

“What?” I squeaked. “Nothing! Nothing. I mean, it’s just… the virus is too bad. It’s too contagious and I don’t want to risk getting it. That’s it.” I could picture Julie’s face, one eyebrow arched inquisitively.

“So, um… next clamps,” I said. I rummaged around in the toybox and grabbed the first clamps I found. “Vacuum clamps. How about those? Right?”

That seemed to appease her. “Vacuum clamps. Great idea,” she said softly. “You’ve got about twenty-five minutes to rest and recuperate. Or edge. Your choice.”

Then she hung up.

I went over to the window and stared out through the slats onto the parking lot of my apartment complex. My bottom ached, unsure about the plug, my pussy kept clenching, even though the Monster Vibrator was off, and my nipples felt as if I’d ripped them off and then sewed them back on.

“How the hell,” I asked myself softly, “do I get myself into these messes?” I glanced back at the bed, then the clock, and sighed. Slowly I climbed back onto the mattress, laid down, and pushed my shorts and panties down away from my loins. Grabbing the end of the Monster Vibe, I began slowly and steadily pumping it in and out of my wet, grasping little pussy. Edge she said. I closed my eyes and once more Mistress Lucille was standing over me.

Edging was easy. Not cumming… now that was hard.


Quarantine Release

For a moment, I got turned around, lost in a maze of suburbia. All of the houses were built in the 1970’s, each a single-story brick structure surrounded with a privacy fence. The garages were all located to the rear, and each block was bisected by an alley. Despite the bright, spring sunlight, I looked around, totally unable to locate the back of Julie’s residence.

It seemed a little weird to call it that. For years it had been Mike the Hardware Guy’s house and he still lived there. But the thin waif I called Mistress, he now called fiancé and the complexities of their relationship still confused me. Alone, Julie was a dominant force whose commanding presence loomed large in my life, yet when she was with Mike she switched, becoming another submissive who eagerly offered herself up for similar torments as myself.

Mistress? Or sister? Like I said. Weird.

I hadn’t seen her in over seven weeks thanks to the COVID-19 pandemic, but we’d talked almost daily. I’d been stuck in my apartment, the victim of a statewide quarantine, while Julie had worked from home. Mike still had to go into work each day, and Julie had figured that the potential exposure to me was too great to ignore. I’d been ostracized for my own good, and that of my daughter.

Rachel had been both a blessing and a nightmare. At twelve, she was starting puberty and the resulting mixture of hormones had turned her into a monster. Moody, difficult, argumentative, and irritating, I’d been tortured constantly, trying to deal with her outbursts. That said, I’m not exactly known for my own emotional stability either and some of the fights between us had been… impressive. My parents, after seven weeks of quarantine, knowing that I was close to killing my own child, had asked to take their granddaughter in.

I’d immediately called Kari and told her I was ready to come back to work, and then contacted Julie, telling her I was going to stop by. Kari had been cautious at first, but in the end was willing to accept the possibility of exposure now that it was just me. But I’d expected Julie to read me the riot act. “How can you even think coming out here would be okay?” I could hear her say. Instead she burst out into a laugh.

“Perfect! Wear a mask. We can maintain social distancing! Park in the driveway and come in through the fence gate.”

We can maintain social distancing? What the fuck?

So here I was, trying to find their house from the back. And failing miserably.

After driving the alley twice, I suddenly felt stupid. All I needed to do was find the best maintained fence. Mike the Hardware Guy had a full carpentry shop set up in the garage. With this insight, I pulled up into the correct driveway, got out of my jeep, and nervously glanced around to make sure no one was walking by or watching.

Because I was naked.

No, I did not drop off my daughter at my parents’ place unclothed. The standard rule for driving my jeep was that I had to be naked if I was alone. After Rachel had gone in and we’d visited with my mom and dad, I’d returned to the jeep and removed my shorts and tee shirt, stripping down to my skivvies. Then those too had gone into the seat next to me and I’d driven in the buff over to Mike and Julie’s. There is a certain sort of sexual freedom to be found in being naked and despite my ever-present fear of being seen, the truth was that it was arousing.

Very arousing.

I was also healed. Almost two weeks had passed since I’d spent time with Mistress Lucille and now all the marks on my breasts, loins, and bottom were ones I could explain away. My breasts still had a few of the deeper bruises showing, but they were so light that neither Julie nor Kari would get suspicious. The welts were gone and I was able to walk with impunity. Even naked!

I opened the fence and stepped into the familiar backyard. I knew instantly I was in the right place. Everything was immaculate. The grass was green and perfectly maintained. The flowerbeds were weeded and mulched. The patio was screened in, with a sloped cedar roof. And the blue, portable pavilion that stood over a rather small, gold colored pool raft, shading it from the afternoon sun, literally had my name on it. I walked over and read the smaller print under the sign.

“Breanne, if you aren’t already naked, get that way. Remove your ben wa balls. Then put on the PPE.”

“PPE?” I asked aloud, curiously. I looked down at the raft. There was a pile of… items, I suppose, waiting for me and I lifted my flip flop clad foot and pushed it all around. There was a lot of clear plastic in there, along with blue gloves, some sort of face mask shield, some rope, and bondage cuffs. Two pairs.

Of course. Because every medical professional has a need for bondage cuffs. “Oh,” I said in understanding. “Personal Protection Equipment.”

Sighing, I reached down between my legs. One of the other rules I follow, besides driving naked, is that my sex must constantly be stuffed with cock. Now, obviously that isn’t feasible, since I can’t find a man with sufficient stamina to stay hard all day long, and it would be awkward going to the grocery store while straddling said penis. So, the rule allowed an exception: I could replace the cock with a sex toy, if said toy kept me wet and ready for instant sex. I personally felt there was a mental component to it as well. Being kept constantly aroused made me think of sex more often. I dreamed about it. I tasted it. I craved it. Being a nympho humiliation pain slut constantly subjected to sexual stimulation increased my addiction.

Since I’d been around family for some of the morning, I’d opted for a pair of ben wa balls, a set of simple spheres the size of walnuts, that I’d pushed deftly into my slit that morning. They didn’t vibrate, at least not unless you were walking around, and they were silent, which was an important feature when visiting with your mother. A thin, wax line connected them and I pulled them out, dripping, and set them on a little metal table that sat near the patio door. I went back to the pavilion and looked down at the raft and PPE.

I started with the cuffs. They were the cheap Velcro ones, rather than the heavy leather I was used to. I suspected Julie was being clever, since the ones I was wrapping around my wrists and ankles were easy to put on by yourself, and they could be thrown into a washing machine. As I put them on, I realized that the rope on the raft had been pre-cut into ten-foot strands of paracord, and that each was tied to one of the cuffs. The black padded wraps contrasted with my skin, white on black, and when I was done, I looked like a tarp ready to be tied down.

I grabbed the large fold of plastic and shook it out. It was a poncho. Or at least I think it was. It fit over my top and it had a nice hood, but someone had taken a pair of sheers to it, cleverly cutting out two rather large circles that allowed my breasts to stick out in unprotected glory. Of course, it didn’t cover my loins, stopping around my midriff. The whole thing left me feeling unusually vulnerable. I donned the clear plastic face shield, then the gloves, feeling rather foolish in the personal protective equipment. Dressed, sort of, I stood there feeling awkward until the sliding glass door of the patio opened and Julie came out.

“You look marvelous!” She crowed excitedly. In her right hand she held a stick, or more accurately, a staff, and she leaned it against the wall of the house. I couldn’t see her clearly because of the screen and shadows of the patio, but she came out a moment later, the patio door opening.

She was clothed, if you could call it that. A set of pink bikini bottoms were wrapped around her loins and a tight, white tube top covered her breasts. She did neither justice. Julie is a stick figure, and while her face is freaking gorgeous, an elven pixie with dark chocolate colored hair coming down to her shoulders, she has no breasts or hips, and could easily go around never wearing a bra again. Still, there was something acutely erotic about her. Sensual. And had it not been for the Quarantine crap, I’d have run over to her, scooping her up in my arms, and planting kisses all over her. And then some.

“I want to hug you,” she admitted, somewhat sadly. “But I don’t want to expose you.”

“I’m going back to work on Monday,” I said, as if that would excuse her throwing me to the ground and rubbing herself up and down my body, all while we exchanged body fluids. That wouldn’t spread COVID, would it?

Julie shook her head. “Yeah, I know. Kari told me. Not sure that’s smart, but if you catch it, there will just be you.”

I shrugged. “We’re all going to get it eventually, you know. Herd immunity.”

“Maybe. Possibly. But I don’t want to risk you needlessly.” She gestured back to the patio. “Besides, I’ve got a stick.”

My eyebrow went up quizzically, but if that enigmatic statement was going to get some sort of explanation, it wasn’t going to come soon, because Julie pointed at the raft. “So, lay down on your back and spread your arms and legs out. And fling the ropes. I’ve already got stakes pounded in.”

I glanced over at the portable pavilion. I hadn’t noticed, but sure enough there were metal stakes ready and waiting near each pole. I bit my lip and looked back at Julie. “You’re going to tie me spread-eagled in the garden?”

She nodded. “Damn right I am!”

I let out a sigh and looked around. The fences were six feet tall and the land flatter than a pancake. Short of someone climbing onto their roof (or onto the fence itself), no one would be able to see me. The raft was fully covered by the pavilion, so I wasn’t going to have to worry about sunburn, and maybe whatever Julie had in mind wouldn’t result in my gasping, moaning, wailing, or screaming out in agonized ecstasy, thus attracting attention and police response.

Sure.

I licked my lips and went to the rubber raft. It was one of those cheap jobbies you get at a dollar store and I sat down on it, legs spread. Laying back, I raised my arms, flicking the ropes toward the stakes Julie had mentioned.

“That’s right. Perfect,” she said, moving around the perimeter of the pavilion. She grabbed one of the ropes leading to my wrist and pulled. My hand was tugged a bit further and she tied it off. Experimentally I tested her knots and found myself reasonably secure. She moved to the other side and did another wrist. Then darted in to grab a rope leading to an ankle and I groaned as she opened me much further than I’d spread myself.

“Oooh, Julie. That’s wide!” I commented.

She scoffed at me. “I’ve seen you bound in the fucking splits. Stop complaining.”

I frowned. “Are you saying I was tied in the splits getting a fucking? Or are you saying that doing the splits is fucking uncomfortable but you like forcing me to do it anyway?”

She rolled her eyes. “Both,” she said and stepped back. “Perfect. Let me go get my stick.” She walked back to the patio door and I heard it open and snap shut. For a moment I closed my eyes. There were a few sounds in the garden. An early grasshopper rubbing its legs together. The sound of the breeze whispering through leaves. Off in the distance I could hear a lawnmower. Then the patio door banged and I opened my eyes to see Julie approaching me with a stick.

The stick itself was six feet long and still towered over her, but that was because there was a twelve-inch-long dildo attached to the top. It was mounted on some sort of spring, or at least that’s what I thought as she moved down between my legs, still maintaining the appropriate social distance. But what confused me was the weird looking thing connected to the side of the dildo’s base. Julie posed gracefully and I lifted my head to look at her.

“What’s that?” I asked, looking down past my plastic clad, yet vulnerable body, fully aware that I was staked out in a garden, my pussy exposed, about to get fucked with a dildo on a stick.

“Dildo on a stick,” she retorted.

I gritted my teeth and resisted the urge to roll my eyes. “I get that. But what’s the thing on the side?”

Julie grinned. “That’s the smacker. Or that’s what Mike calls it.”

Suddenly, I felt a cold little thrill shoot up from between my legs. “The smacker?”

Julie reached up to the stick mounted phallus and pointed. “The dildo is mounted on a spring. See?” I did see. It was a little far away, but I could see the spring. It was at least as wide as the dildo. Julie grabbed the rubber cock with her hand. “Now here’s the amazing part,” she said in this sort of sing-song voice. “When I push down on the cock, the spring compresses and the base hits this little lever.” She demonstrated, applying force. The spring was placed under tension as she pushed, and as the base got to a certain point, it struck a metal catch. That’s where things got interesting, because Mike the Hardware Guy had attached a six-inch-long leather strap to the catch. I watched as it flopped weakly.

“The cool thing,” Julie continued, “is that when the spring decompresses, the base forces the lever back down,” she said. And she let go of the dildo. Once more the leather strap jiggled.

“Looks like it needs some refinement,” I said sarcastically. “It’s not doing anything more than flopping.”

Julie blinked. “What? Oh! No, not really. It’s not designed to be operated this way.” She shook the stick. “I mean upright. Here. I’ll show you.” She rotated the stick, pointing it at me like a spear.

I braced myself. “Wait! No lube?” I blurted out, but then the soft tip touched my clit. Julie laughed.

“You’re constantly wet, Breanne. But I’ll be gentle.” Then she rubbed the dildo up and down my slit.

She wasn’t wrong. I was wet. Had been all day. And I hadn’t even had any orgasms that morning, so my desperation level was already elevated. She rubbed me slowly and then, just when I was about to beg her to stick it into me, she squatted down, changing the angle on the stick, and began to push. My petals spread and I groaned as I felt the first inch or two of the foot-long cock enter. My toes curled with delight, my entire body trembling with utter desire. It felt amazing! This was the first sex in a week and a half that wasn’t self-inflicted and the release was tremendous. Someone was doing something to me and I loved it. I closed my eyes, humming with pleasure.

More dildo slid into my sex and Julie began pumping. It wasn’t much in and out movement, but each light thrust pushed more of the thick rubber cock into my sex. I sighed, back arching as waves of exquisite bliss rolled up from between my legs. I could feel the sexual pressure building inside me, a beautiful wave of orgasmic energy that I knew would crash upon my psyche like a storm against a cliff.

“I’m going to push now,” Julie warned me. “Brace yourself.”

Maybe, if she’d done a better job in explaining “the smacker,” I might have been prepared. I felt a strong thrust, the entire length of the dildo suddenly jammed hard into my pussy. I grunted, then gasped as I was forcibly filled, my sex expanding to take the full width and girth of the large phallus. But when the entire twelve inches of rubber were firmly buried in my cunt, the energy of Julie’s thrust was translated to the spring, compressing it. The cock, which was implanted in my loins, couldn’t move, so the stick did, bringing the base of the cock to the latch. That same energy hit the metal catch, almost violently, and the lever snapped up and forward. The leather strap on the end flipped over hard and would have perfectly struck the side of the dildo.

If my clit hadn’t been in the way.

My eyes snapped open as the blow set a stinging heat blistering up from between my legs. My mouth opened and I let out a yelp. “Owww!” I blurted out. But Julie was already pulling back and the leather strap was flung back toward the stick handle. I lifted my head and looked at her. She was grinning evilly.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered, eyes wide as I suddenly understood my peril.

She laughed. “By all means.” Then she pushed hard again.

The leather strap snapped forward and caught me perfectly on the clit again, forcing me to lift my hips. Julie jerked the cock halfway out of me and shoved it back in once more, compressing the spring and letting the leather strap strike my sex hard. In short order, as I lay gasping and twitching, she began fucking me enthusiastically, ramming the dildo stick into my cunt. I pulled hard on the stakes holding me open, but Julie had done a good job tying me down and other than a twist of the hip, I had no way to avoid or pull away from her pounding, pussy smacking, torment.

And maybe, I didn’t want to.

Each thrust of the dildo felt like pure candy. Sweet and sensual. And then, just as I would feel full, totally embracing the firm impalement, there would come this bitter, sharp, biting stroke that slapped my sex, right on my clitoris. I gritted my teeth and tilted my head back, my body arching as the thrusts of the cock and the slap of the smacker against my sex became one sensation, pain and pleasure mixed in perfect harmony. Julie went faster, her arms moving frantically as she pounded me, her eyes glittering with excitement as I thrashed and cried out. My pulse quickened and I heard my own ragged breathing. There was a rush and I trembled violently, the thick wedge of rubber splitting me, the leather tongue lapping at my sex, my clit swollen and throbbing. Julie fucked me stupid and with a gurgled wail, my toes curled and I exploded, every fiber of my being giving in to the release.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

Julie left the dildo in me, setting the stick on the ground as I shuddered. Sexual euphoria flooded through me, a drug I can never get enough of, the endorphins flooding my brain as the surge of adrenaline petered out, leaving me a breathless, thoughtless, mush of sexual putty. My pussy quivered, tightening a little around the dildo, but I was satisfied. At least for now. I let out a hum of satisfaction and then realized my arms were no longer being held down. I lifted my hand and scratched my nose, only to look over and see Julie untying me.

“Are we done?” I said weakly, laughing softly.

Julie smiled. “I am. You aren’t.”

I grinned. I stretched and it felt good, even with the dildo still in my pussy. “I’m not?” I asked lazily, happily. Julie moved back around to my feet and reached down. I groaned in objection as she pulled the dildo out of my pussy.

“Social distance fucking,” she said proudly. “Mike is a genius,” she added with amusement. I sat up, legs still awkwardly splayed, one flip flop knocked loose, looking like an idiot wearing half a poncho, my bare breasts exposed, blue nitrile gloves on my hands, my face covered with a plexiglass shield, and looked at her. She propped the stick upright, like a wizard’s staff.

“Breanne Erickson,” she said formerly. “For your assignment today, you will dress like the nympho humiliation pain slut you are and meet with one of your regular doms or dommes. If they have a private, outside area, you may go to their residence. At this meeting you will strip naked except for the PPE I’ve provided you, and you will present them with the dildo stick, without getting within six feet of them. You will then lay with your legs open and allow them to fuck you senseless until you cum. Movement, or closing up, before you cum, will result in punishment.”

I blinked. “What?”

She smiled. “You heard me.”

“But… but… you want me to violate quarantine?” I said. I blame the orgasm I’d just had and wasn’t thinking straight just yet.

Julie laughed. “No. You will maintain social distancing. The hard part will be you staying open for the full fucking,” she replied. “Because every thrust comes with a spank.” She straightened up.

“But… I don’t understand,” I replied, still laying on the air mattress. “I’m not supposed to visit anyone. Even coming here was a risk. Kari will blow a gasket if I visit anyone else but you!”

Julie sighed. “Calm the fuck down. I’m going to help you out,” she replied. “Stay right there.”

And with that, she leaned the dildo stick against the pavilion and went inside. I bit my lip and lay back. I was going to have to call people. Who? Kari obviously. Her condo had a backyard and I could go around to the gate. Nick would probably do it, but he lived in an apartment. Would he be willing to meet me somewhere? And this was all about me, would he be willing to fuck me with a stick, knowing he wasn’t going to get any sex out of it? I’d have to see if Alex was available. Or maybe I could call Mistress Savannah, or Mistress Sara, or even Mistress Isobel. Maybe they’d be open minded to fucking me with a stick?

What about Mistress Lucille?

The patio door opened and I turned my head, about to ask Julie who she thought I should approach. But instead of my lover and mistress, a huge bear of a man with a well-trimmed beard came out. He was dressed in blue jeans and a tee shirt, and his huge work boots stepped into the grass. His blue eyes looked at me with delight and he walked straight up to the pavilion, grabbing the dildo stick.

“I wish she’d left you tied up,” Mike the Hardware Guy said.

I licked my lips. “Me too,” I said quickly, my heart starting to pound. I flung an arm out toward one of the stakes, but Mike laughed.

“No, I think we need to see how you handle being unbound. The smacker can sting and if you can’t control yourself when it really matters, then maybe we’ll need to change the specifics of your assignment.”

I felt a cold tingle. “Really matters?” I asked.

Mike spun the stick and suddenly the dildo was pointed at my loins. “Spread your legs wide, Breanne. And yes. When it really matters.”

I gulped and opened my legs, knees slightly bent. I felt the tip of the rubber against my dripping sex. “How does this matter?” I pressed, even as the first few inches slid into my hole.

“Because,” Mike chuckled. “I push harder than Julie.” And then the dildo was rammed home. The spring compressed, and the latch swung. The leather strap flipped over and smacked me right on the clit. I jerked, pain flashing up from between my legs, mixing with pleasure, and I jammed a knuckle into my mouth as I twisted, but stayed open. Then the intense pounding began.

And fuck yes. It mattered.


Back to Work – Part One

I pulled my jeep up in front of the building and smiled. Dappled sunlight streamed through the spring leaves, bathing the concrete and glass veneer in a sparkling array of glittering gold. The fresh scents of mown grass, of rich earth and flowing bayou formed a delicious background to the smell of my first Chai latte in a month and a half, and I took a sip from the cup, reveling in the flavor that exploded across my tongue. I was happy. I was out.

I’d spent the last seven weeks in isolation, thanks to the global pandemic. COVID-19, the coronavirus so intent on killing millions of people, had wreaked havoc on the world’s economy, and in doing so, had also done a number on my sanity. My best friend, lover, mistress, and employer had ordered me to go home, especially when my daughter’s school had shut down. To protect me, Kari had arranged for food deliveries, and my normal paychecks kept coming, even with me doing nothing but sitting at home. I ate. I slept. I home-schooled. I suffered. I did bad things and suffered some more.

And now, at last, I was free.

The suffering part had been the worst. I am, by nature, something of a free spirit and while my other mistress: Julie, had tried to stave off my incipient sexual madness via frequent telephone contact and some intense, directed, but ultimately self-inflicted torment, it hadn’t quite been effective enough to keep me from crossing lines I shouldn’t have. Mistress Lucille was still very much on my mind and there were some nights I dreamt of whips and needles, only to wake up in a tizzy, panting and sweating, aching with need. 

Sex aside, my parents had also known that living with a pubescent teenager was also pushing me over the edge, and after seven weeks of quarantine, had offered to “keep” my daughter Rachel for a month or two.

Thank God. I’d dropped her off and started living again. Part of that was going to work. Kari was good with it, and with the risks to my parents and daughter negated, she was willing to reopen the office.

As if she hadn’t been going in each day anyway.

Knowing it was my first day back, I’d agonized over what to wear. What would appeal to Kari? We hadn’t seen each other in over a month and I’d worried over the decision like a freshman girl going on her first date. Finally, I’d opted for a thin, white, mostly see-through, button-up blouse, off-set by a black mini-skirt that barely covered my bottom, along with a dark red set of lace panties with matching bra. I added a pair of my black, high heeled open toed stilettos and thus attired, headed into work.

The walk through the atrium was quiet, but that didn’t surprise me, especially since Kari had told me that most of the offices in the building were still shut down. The law firm up on two, the real estate office opposite our little design firm, even Mr. Johnson, the building’s resident CPA, was working from home. I was early, earlier than usual due to my excitement, and at seven-thirty in the morning, I didn’t expect to see anyone. Kari wouldn’t be in until nine. My high heels clicked as I crossed the boring gray tiles of the building atrium.

Kari’s offices, in the back-right hand corner of the first floor, stood near the stairwell, and I headed that direction, still feeling phenomenal. A sense of rightness had returned to the world, or at least my own little section of it. I stopped in front of the glass door, opening my purse to get my keys, when the Monster Vibrator, a foot-long monstrosity of plastic, silicone, and motors, began trembling violently. This wouldn’t have been that much of a problem had the sex toy been in my purse, but since it happened to be held in place by my red colored panties, my reaction was quite intense. For a few seconds I couldn’t think. Everything was about the oscillations streaming up from between my legs. But then I wondered how she could possibly know that I was in front of her office, instead of just leaving my apartment? It took my brain almost a full minute to realize that I had a GPS tracker on my phone, for security reasons, and Kari could have glanced at the app and watched for when I arrived. Evidently, she wanted my first day back to be just as fun and interesting as I did.

My Monster Vibrator had seen a lot of use over the quarantine and the reason was simple. It was controlled via Bluetooth, slaved to my smartphone, and provided you had the accompanying app on your phone, along with the code, anyone could control the twelve-inch-long phallus jammed up inside of me. For remote torment, it was the perfect tool.

It was also programmable and the damn thing had multiple motors in it, providing an unusually broad mix of variable sensations. Inside me, I could feel it shaking in different directions. It was incredibly distracting and it took quite a bit of willpower to focus on the task at hand.

The door of Kari’s offices, as well as the front wall, were made entirely of clear glass and for what seemed like the millionth time, I slowly dropped to my knees to reach the lock mounted to the very bottom. I’d bitterly complained about this feature to Kari, but she’d merely smiled and informed me that it was good practice for a girl like me to be in that position. I pulled the key from my purse, trying to think past the waves of exquisite pleasure still rumbling between my legs, and slid it gently into the slit. I wiggled it around, then twisted it, cognizant of the irony of my position. Key; lock. Monster Vibrator; Breanne’s pussy.

Then something clicked and the door wobbled.

I glanced around hurriedly and climbed to my feet, smoothing down the back of my skirt. One of the reasons I liked to arrive before most of the other building tenants was just to avoid the awkward stares. The skirt wasn’t long enough to cover my bottom sitting down, much less on my knees, bent over. I could only imagine just how much of my ass was showing, especially since the panties were closer to “thong” than “bikini”.

Still, the atrium was quiet and I was alone. I ignored my feelings of embarrassment, not to mention the steady, but intense vibrations of the sex toy, and opened the office I hadn’t stepped foot into for almost two months. Carefully, I climbed to my feet, the six-inch heels of my stilettos adding a touch of danger to the process. I stepped into the office. The automatic lights flickered on, and I stopped cold, staring at my desk, my mouth gaping.

For a moment, the only thing moving was the Vibrator. It buzzed madly between my legs as I contemplated the absurd, awkward, and terrifying selection of objects that had been lined up across the front of my desk. 

Clamps. Lots of them. 

There were some familiar ones for sure. A set of clothespins, the clover clamps on the chain, the alligator clamps, a pair of binder clamps, the vacuum vials, plus there was one monstrous set that I recognized called a guillotine clover. There were also suckers and vibrating clamps. Multiple kinds. I took a hesitant, halting step forward, and noticed a folded, gold and auburn cloth sitting on my chair, along with a handwritten note. Trembling, I reached down and picked up the paper.

Bre, welcome back. You were sorely missed and I’m incredibly pleased that you have returned. To celebrate, Julie kindly forwarded a submitted reader assignment for you to complete - one that does not require you to violate social distancing rules. In addition, I have laid out an appropriate top for both today’s assignment and my personal enjoyment. Hopefully, it goes well with whatever you are wearing below. If not, we can adjust after I arrive. Please put it on now, there at your desk.

You will have no doubt noticed the selection of clamps arranged across the front of your desk. Leave these in view for the day. In addition, any time the Monster Vibrator is on, select one set of clamps, and while at your desk, put that set on. When the vibration stops, you will remove the clamps you are wearing, again while sitting at your desk, and put them away in your drawer. Lastly, do not cum. Cumming will result in the Monster Vibe being left on for longer periods of time, as well as rightfully earned punishment. - Love, Kari

For a moment, the paper shook about as much as my loins, which is a neat trick when you consider I had a pair of silicone and plastic wrapped motors shaking in my slit. I gulped, trying to swallow, but the whole concept of what Kari was about to inflict upon me was almost too much. A row of clamps that I’d have to put on and wear through the day? Thank goodness my breasts had healed! Two weeks earlier and I’d have been in real trouble.

I looked down at the folded cloth sitting on the chair. Reaching down, I unfolded it and felt my heart drop down into my stomach. While the material was a mix of golds, browns, and reds, it was most definitely thin, almost gauzy. A single line of elastic ran along the top of the material, which was cut to just eight inches. It was a valance, only good for covering my breasts in the most minimal and inefficient way possible. I let out a frustrated breath. I set Kari’s note down on the desk and plucked the shirt off the chair, shaking it out.

“Great,” I muttered. “Just great.” I glanced back out through the glass wall of the suite’s lobby, into the atrium, checking to see if I was still alone. Sure enough, the place was empty. Quickly, I unbuttoned my shirt, slipped out of the white blouse and let it fall to the floor. My red bra went next. Last year, gold metal would have flashed and a small, but precious looking padlock, indicating that I was a submissive of the Society of the Golden Rose, would have graced the view. But I’d exchanged the hardware for a pair of silver barbells that looked way more fashionable. The tips of my breasts glinted, flashing in the overhead light, and I hurriedly shook out the peasant blouse, trying to find the sleeve.

Well… what was meant to be a sleeve. All it did was make sure the elastic band didn’t slide upward. The peasant blouse settled into place, barely covering my breasts, and concealing the rosy, pink tips. I hated it. I could feel air swirling along the undersides of my breasts and I felt half dressed. I brought my hands up, smoothing down the peasant blouse, tugging it lower so that I wasn’t flashing underboob. It didn’t seem to work.

A quick glance at the row of clamps made it clear that, if attached to my nipples, very few of them would be concealed by the blouse. Almost all of them would hang beneath the hem, or make the material bulge, or prevent the blouse from covering my breasts to begin with. Especially those horrifying guillotine things! I bit my lip, trying not to tremble.

And don’t cum? I was close already! Kari had to know how much my body liked the Monster Vibe. There were rippling patterns inside me, running up and down through my loins like some sort of tentacled monster, fucking and squirming within my depths. My lower half was on fire with need and the idea of stripping off my button-up shirt, putting on the peasant blouse, and then adding a clamp to each sensitive tip of my breast, was not making enduring the sexual stimulation any easier. 

I took a deep breath, remembering the weeks of solo masturbation and of the various text and telephone torments Julie had inflicted upon me. None of them had been enough to satisfy my carnal needs and I’d become increasingly desperate and wanton. Neither Julie nor Kari had been willing to give in, expecting me to obey. Eventually I’d called one of the cruelest dominatrixes I knew and begged her to satisfy my needs. She had, but in the most vicious way possible. It had taken over a week to recover and even now, the last remnants of some of the bruises were still visible on my breasts. Julie hadn’t noticed. Hopefully, Kari wouldn’t either.

I took a deep breath. “Well, Bre, this is what you are meant for,” I told myself out loud. “You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut and your mistress wants you to suffer.” I took another, frustrated breath as I looked at the row of nipple clamps. “A lot of suffer,” I added, dropping down into my chair.

My eyes snapped up to the glass wall in front of me. The atrium, thank God, was still empty, so I figured I’d do it quickly. I felt a sliver of humiliated frustration and I flopped down into my chair, only to wince as the changing angles inside me forced the Monster Vibe to work on a hitherto untouched spot. I grabbed hold of the desk as my hips rocked back and forth, panting as I sat there, trying to regain some semblance of control.

“Clamps, Bre.” The words came out of my mouth, like a dark and dastardly, self-chastising reminder. I licked my lips in trepidation and studied the arrangement. There were almost two dozen sets sitting in a row across the front of the desk. And I was supposed to pick one to wear until the Monster Vibrator went silent? Which one? The clothespins? The vibrating clamps? The tweezer clamps with bells? The stupid little duck billed clamps with the black feathered things dangling from them? The suction cups? The guillotine clamps? Or one of the others? Did I want it to hurt? Did I want it to excite me? Did I want it to humiliate me? 

I chickened out and grabbed the duck billed clamps with the black, feather-like things dangling from each pincer. Carefully I pinched the first one open, lifted the left side of the peasant blouse, and exposed my nipple. The clamp went on behind the piercing, pinching top and bottom tightly, and the feathers caressed the lower part of my boob softly. I let the blouse cover it back up and grimaced as the little pom pom of fuzz dangled way below the wavy hem. I did the right side too, setting the second clamp behind the silver barbell. Silver and black looked good together and I smoothed the peasant blouse back down, my nipples tingling from the tightness of the clamps. I caught a bit of my reflection in the glass. I looked ridiculous with the feather balls hanging just below my breasts.

I checked the atrium again. It was empty and I wondered how long the Monster Vibrator was going to stay on, because from the way my hips were churning, I was certain that the forbidden orgasm Kari had mentioned was heading straight for me like a freight train. My lower half jerked and twitched like a corn kernel in a hot oil fryer and it wasn’t going to be long before similar pressures made me pop. The thin and wispy blouse, not to mention the stupid, tingling little clamps and their eye grabbing feathers, made me hyper aware of my exposure, my vulnerability, and my sexuality. 

Damn. I needed to cum.

As the vibrations continued, my hands folded together. What to do? I had to take my mind off my pussy! I bit my lip, studying the line of clamps. A thought occurred to me. Did Kari arrange them? There didn’t seem to be a pattern I could discern, but I thought about how my day was going to go and I began to rearrange them in order of least painful to most. 

Then I realized how stupid that was.

Kari’s selection of clamps ran toward the sadistic. There were two sets of alligator clamps, both with sharp metal teeth. I was familiar with the suction clamps and had no love for them. The binder clips were thick and large, but I knew they would bite horribly. The various models of clothespins, both wooden and plastic, would ache badly. There were only a handful of the decorated duckbilled clamps, but there were three that vibrated. I stayed away from the guillotine and the weighted clover clamps. 

Then I had a better thought as I sat there shaking. What if I arranged them in order of preference? I quickly moved a few around, but then realized that the new alignment wasn’t much different than the one I’d created based upon the clamps I thought would hurt the most. The guillotine was down there at the end, while the tweezer bell clamps were closest. 

By… humiliation? I examined the clamps to see which ones would be the most awkward to wear with the peasant blouse. The guillotine was obviously one of the worst since it had a sort of puller cage around it. My peasant blouse wouldn’t even cover my breasts and my tortured tips would just be hanging out in full view. Practically every other clamp would hang out beneath the hem of the peasant blouse, drawing the eye and attracting attention. Only one of the vibrator clamps would stay concealed. The others sported pendants. I shook my head. I needed another arrangement.

Inside me the Monster Vibrator seemed to have increased in speed and was now driving me bonkers. Had anyone been looking, there was little doubt that I was now actively fucking the thick, long, motorized phallus. My hips churned and rolled and a moment later the red lace panties that held in the Monster Vibe were in full view as I tugged the hem of my skirt upward. I was just about to slip my finger down, into the waistband, to rub my clit, when there was a surge of power that left me gasping, only to be followed by utter still silence.

For a moment I sat there, bewildered. Then my entire body expressed its utter frustration. I banged my fist on the desk, making the assembled clamps jump and jitter and I closed my eyes tightly, shuddering. The raw desperation that surged through my body left me breathless and heady. I moaned as if in agony, and clenched my fists as I struggled against urges I wasn’t technically allowed to satisfy. My brain held the raw need at bay, but it was a near thing, and I had to count in my head, all the way up to forty, before I was steady enough to open my eyes. The vibrations between my legs had ceased, leaving me hot, slippery, and frustrated. How long before the next session?

I realized that I could take off the clamps currently chewing on my tits and I quickly reached up under the blouse and freed my nipples. It was a quick and simple thing and I chucked the black feathered clamps into my desk drawer, sighing in relief. There was the normal discomfort that came from the tips of my breasts, and I leaned back, aware that the lower half of each boob was visible, peeking out from beneath the blouse. For a moment I just sat there. This wasn’t exactly what I had in mind when I’d told Kari I could come back to work. I’d expected torment, for sure. I expected to be tied open on the conference table. But this?

Movement in the atrium caught my eye and I quickly dragged an arm across my breasts as one of the upper floor office managers, a man named Jim Connolly, walked by. I’m guessing it was the fact that the light in our suite was on, but his steps slowed and he turned his head, obviously looking in. He gave me a pleased wave before his eyes widened slightly. He paused, then much to my shock, stopped at the door to the office and pushed it open.

“Hey, Breanne. Good to see you back,” Jim said, sticking his head in, smiling broadly.

I gave him a wooden grin, trying to hide my utter embarrassment. “Hello, Mr. Connolly,” I said brightly. “It’s good to be back.” One of the little voices inside my head, the dark Breanne who frequently goads me into trouble, was screaming “fuck him! For God’s sake fuck him!” I ignored her. Mousy Bre was standing behind Dark Bre wearing a mask and a rubber catsuit. I ignored the fact that Mousy Bre looked like she was stuffed front and back with vibrators, her hips shaking violently. Kari wouldn’t appreciate my violation of social distancing.

His eyes went from my body to the desk, and he grinned. “Looks like you’re in for a rough day.”

I blinked, then glanced at the desk. I suddenly realized that I didn’t even need to be naked for Kari to humiliate the fuck out of me. My cheeks grew hot and I flushed crimson.

“Feel free to swing by and show off any of your accessories,” he smirked. The corners of my mouth twitched and he gave me a wink, then let the door close. He went to the elevator and a moment later disappeared.

I lowered my arm, then realized that my skirt was still rolled up and that Jim had probably gotten a good look at my wet, vibrator stuffed panties.

I let out a breath, telling myself it didn’t matter. After all, I’d fucked Jim in his office, I think three times? And once in the men’s restroom. So, it wasn’t like he hadn’t seen me naked before. Still, I couldn’t help feeling like I’d been bound and spread open, a spectacle for anyone to enjoy. And yes, that just made me even more frustrated.

I took another deep breath and tried to settle down. Kari would be there in another hour, and I still had to figure out which clamp I would wear next. I didn’t know how long it would be before the vibrations started up again.

The Monster Vibrator stayed quiet.


Back to Work – Part Two

My reprieve only lasted around fifteen minutes and when the Monster Vibrator came back on, I gasped noisily and felt my thighs press together. It was a natural reaction to the sexual stimulation, even though I realized that the vibrating phallus was running on one of the lower settings. The silicone and plastic rod trembled inside me with enough power to cause the smoldering coals of sexual depredation to burst into fresh flame. My eyes snapped up to the line of clamps and I started to make a plan.

After almost cumming the first time, I realized that I'd made a serious mistake with the feathered duck-bill clamps. I should have chosen something that hurt, not only to reduce my susceptibility to the depredations of the Monster Vibrator, but also because it was a shortened time frame. Had I put on the crazy guillotine clamps, they’d be out of the way and done with.

So, which clamp to wear next?

I knew that as the day progressed my nipples would get tender, so it made sense to space out the more painful clamps with ones that wouldn't be as grueling. There was nothing I could do about the humiliation aspect though. I would have to hope that the number of people working in the building was as low as Kari had told me. If not, I was going to be the talk of the office because there was no way to hide the unusual accessories dangling from my nipples. Practically everyone who worked upstairs had a habit of walking past my office to sneak a peek at what the resident “office slut” was wearing. I personally prided myself on the number of upper floor worker bees who took the stairs instead of the elevator, so they’d have a legitimate reason to check Kari’s office.

And ogle me.

The morning was already quieter than usual. Only one other person besides Jim had come into the building and she had gone straight to the elevator. It was a relief. But I still had an obvious line of nipple clamps sitting across the front of my desk. I’d arranged them multiple times, but the pattern I’d finally come up with, which alternated painful with arousing, still looked overwhelming. The question now was whether to start at the left and put on the guillotine clover clamps or go to the right and start with the Alligators.

Decisions. Decisions.

It only took another thirty seconds for me to finally make up my mind, and my absolute terror of the guillotine clamps made me go for the alligator clamps. As the Monster Vibrator trembled inside me, I reached out, snagged the metal toothed maws, and with another half-panicked eye on the empty atrium, exposed my right breast.

I won't lie. It hurt. The metal teeth had been dulled so I wasn’t terribly worried about the clamp cutting my skin, even caught between the teeth. But the pressure was intense, biting down hard enough that I winced, sucking in a ragged breath. A rather heavy steel chain, solid and thick, connected the two clamps. I let the peasant blouse cover my now bitten nipples and let out a tiny mewl of pain. A sensation I can only describe as intense discomfort, seemed to flash through my nipples, into my breasts, and then shoot down toward my buzzing pussy.

I have come to understand that some masochist girls prefer their pain and pleasure separately. They want to be hurt, without relent, so that when their master or mistress begins to inflict pleasure upon them, the resultant disparity increases the intensity of the pleasure. Sort of like simmering in a hot spa, then jumping into a pool of cold water. I can understand that. Even accept it on occasion. But my reality is much more complicated.

I like being pleasured and hurt at the same time.

Kari and Julie both understand this, which is why you frequently find me suffering the depredations of a vibrator, all while my breasts are being tormented with clamps. Or if my clit is being whipped, you can bet that I’m stuffed with vibroballs. For me, it isn’t the disparity between pleasure and pain that makes me tolerate the physical abuses inflicted upon my body. It is the mixing of the two, the blurring of lines, of getting to a point where my fucked-up brain can’t even tell the difference between one and the other. Oh, and let me tell you, when I get to that point, the orgasms I have are so strong that you’d think God himself had fucked me.

Wow. That was blasphemous for a Catholic girl. Guess I’ll need to go to confession now. That should be fun.

Where was I? Oh. The Alligator clamps.

The chain added more than enough weight to make the tug on my breasts even more uncomfortable and I could feel the sharp little teeth digging into the sides of each nipple. This combined rather nicely with the now quite intense vibration streaming up from between my legs. I sat there, breathing hard, trying to resist the urge to bring an arm up and cover my breasts, or reach down and rub my clit. Instead, I opened my computer laptop, trying to distract myself. Maybe I could do some writing?

That is when I realized that the Monster Vibrator’s speed was increasing.

Just a little every minute.

Kari hadn't been specific about the kind of punishment I would earn, on the off chance I exploded without authorization, but I would be foolish to think it would be a gentle massage with some scented oil. There had been no mention of whips or canes, though I had to presume those were certainly on the table. Was relief worth risking it? Or was I worrying about something that I wasn't going to be able to control anyway?

My nipples throbbed hotly as my pussy clenched tightly around the vibrator. The alligator clamps were digging in hard, cutting off just enough circulation to make the pressure of my blood pushing into the crushed tips ache abominably. It was almost as if I were getting a tiny surge of pain each second, timed to the beating of my heart. My pussy locked down around the Monster Vibrator and I sat there, shuddering, and wondering just what the hell I’d gotten myself into?

I stared at the clamps. Was I being an idiot to keep the Guillotine at the end? What would it feel like when I fitted the metal cage over my breasts, only to clamp my nipples and then tighten the screw, pulling them outward? Would Kari let me do it in private? These thoughts kept circling around in my head and I winced again, shifting my hips, the pleasure streaming up from between my legs mixing with the hurt coming from my bosom. Suddenly, I reached out and began shifting the clamps around again, reordering them. The guillotine moved closer to the front and I put the feathered tweezers more centrally located in the que line. I was just about to shift one of the vibrator clamp sets when there was movement in the atrium, and I looked up to see Jose, our day porter, waving at me with bright eyes.

Jose and I had been lovers on a regular basis, though in hindsight, I’m not sure the word “lovers” was accurate. It wasn’t like I was dating him. I’d used him shamelessly to meet various requirements of my assignments, and since I’d set the terms of each of those engagements, always denying him the right to satisfy whatever his own urges might be, I still felt guilty about our relationship.

He, on the other hand, almost undoubtedly loved every second that the building’s “office slut” was sitting at her desk and he came over and washed the cleanest window in the atrium. As his cloth swiped from one side to the other, he leered at me, eyes bright, until his hands came up to his chest, cupping an imaginary set of boobs. I grimaced. I knew what he wanted. No one was behind him, so I gave him a quick nod and lifted the front of the peasant blouse.

My nipples were distended from the alligator clamps. The heavy chain tugged the clamps downward, pulling the tips of each breast in the same direction. It hadn’t hurt that much when I’d first put them on. Now… now I was feeling it. The throbbing ache that seemed to burn through my chest. And Jose had to know this, because he made a shaking motion with his hands, encouraging me to do the same.

I closed my eyes, bracing myself. Gotta please the fans, right? I lifted my hands, cupped the underside of my boobs, and shook them.

Fresh shards of agony laced up, blocking the pleasure coming from my stuffed cunt, and I felt my eyes water up. I blinked away the tears, grimacing, and let go of my breasts, hoping that my suffering had satisfied Jose in some way. Sure enough, he was grinning and gave me a thumbs up, as if he understood what I’d just endured for him. Then he pointed down, his eyes flickering to my knees under the desk, and he put his hands together, only to spread his fingers, forming a “V” shape.

I sighed. Right. Had Kari walked up at that moment, I’d have been in some serious trouble. She had a simple rule for the office.

Knees don’t touch.

Knowing that Jose was watching, I spread my legs wide to either side of the chair. It was an obscene position and my short mini skirt couldn’t handle the spread, rolling up to expose my crimson-colored panties. Jose grinned and made another thumbs up motion, then dropped down to clean the lower portions of the glass. And possibly look up under the desk to get a good look at my stuffed pussy. I knew that the lace didn’t really cover up my labia and that the sides of my sex were undoubtedly in view. The panties weren’t there for modesty’s sake, but for the mechanics of holding in a foot-long motorized schlong. With my legs spread open though, the natural reflex of my hips, thrusting back and forth, became more prominent and I realized that I was getting seriously wet.

I didn’t realize I was panting, or that I’d licked my lips hungrily, or that I wriggled my ass to work my panties down. I lifted the peasant blouse again, this time with my whole arm, exposing both breasts and ran a finger around my right nipple, only to tap the distended and pinched tip, sending another surge of delicious pain into my nervous system. I didn’t even realize that it got absorbed by the arousal until I slid my other hand down, touching my now exposed clit. In seconds I was on the edge, gasping in delight, nipples burning and my pussy clenching tight in rhythmic spasms. The fingers of my right hand swirled in circles over the distended nub and I shifted my feet, scooting my chair further back from the desk. Jose seemed to delight in the show, standing up straight again, eyes wide, mouth open as I slumped back in the seat, one hand cupping a bare breast, squeezing it roughly. I shook the clamped and chained nipple, while my other hand frantically rubbed my clitoris. I closed my eyes, a rushing sound filled my ears as my heart pounded, the pressure inside me building to unbearable levels.

A sharp, hard, almost panicked knocking on the glass made my eyes snap open and I looked to see Jose staring at me in concern. In less than a second or two I sat up, slammed my knees back together, and fixed the peasant blouse to cover my breasts, only to watch as Jose began pretending to finish his chore. He moved off as a woman, dressed in a business suit, marched past, only giving him a cursory glance and ignoring me completely. She went on up the stairs, as the Monster Vibrator buzzed happily away.

I let out a gasp, my hand flashing back down to my groin, as every fiber of my being screamed for release. And as my nails touched my clit and I opened my legs, the Monster Vibrator hiccupped, and slowed, and then stopped.

Fuck. FUCK. FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!

And yet, the timer had dinged and my breasts were hurting. I reached up, slipping my hands underneath the peasant blouse, flashing my clamped, throbbing, pierced nipples, and freed them from the cruel bite of the chained alligator clamps. I gritted my teeth as the circulation in the tips of my breasts was restored, pain shooting through me again, washing away the arousal, the utter need I’d felt. I sucked in another breath of air, dumping the alligator clamps in the drawer. My nipples still hurt and I looked at the line on the desk. I slid a plastic clothespin that I knew had an exceptionally light bite away from its position and set it at the beginning of the line.

Jose came back to the window and knocked again, giving me a thumbs up. I nodded, but my hurting breasts kept me from returning to the show, and despite the disappointment on his face, I grabbed my panties and pulled them back into the crack of my ass, firmly seating the now silent and motionless Monster Vibrator. For a moment, Jose stood there, but then he smiled, accepting the new reality, and gave me a little wave. I returned it, then focused on my computer.

I was given only fifteen minutes rest before the Monster Vibrator started up again, and a quick glance at the clock gave me an understanding of the day’s coming torment. Each session was going to last about fifteen minutes, followed by a fifteen-minute rest period. Without Jose at the glass, and with the atrium empty, I clipped the light, plastic clothespins to my breasts, and did it in a way that I knew would infuriate Julie, and probably disappoint Kari. But considering the shirt I was wearing, there was no way that I was willing to put the clothespins straight on, from the front. They would have formed a shelf supporting the peasant blouse, and almost my entire bosom would have been exposed to anyone passing by. I’d taken the easy out, clipping them just behind the piercing, hanging down, so that only the bright, sky blue ends of each clothespin were visible under the hem of the peasant blouse.

Inside me, the Monster Vibrator was dancing, both motors spinning in intricate patterns, complimenting each other and sending varying waves of pleasure up through my loins. At first, I tried to relax, to open myself up to the sensations, to embrace them without reaction. But have you ever tried to do that? For me, it was practically impossible. My quivering slit would tighten, as if it had a mind of its own, clenching hard around the Monster Vibe, only to struggle as I forced myself to relax again. Over and over I did this until I finally accepted the fact that it was basically impossible. The low and steady thrum tantalizing my sex, along with the tight, but not painful pinching of my nipples, pushed me right back into a frothy mess, the pressure building incrementally. I tried to focus on something else, on checking emails, or working on supply lists, but nothing worked. I was too distracted, too scatterbrained.

Too desperate.

The last minute was the worst. Part of me wanted to just give in. Cum. Let loose. Accept the coming punishment. But part of me felt guilty. Would Kari appreciate it if I couldn’t even hold out for an hour before she got there? I glanced up at the clock. Almost there. Just sixteen minutes before she’d waltz through that door. And then, maybe… she’d let me cum.

The Monster Vibrator slowed once more, then stalled. I pitched forward, letting out a choked sob, and took off the blue plastic clothespins and chucked them in the desk drawer.

Who was I kidding? She wasn’t going to let me cum. She’d push and push me until I was frayed and hurting and wanting, until every part of me just didn’t care. Kari wanted to punish me.

And maybe, just maybe, I wanted her to.


Back to Work – Part Three

My internal musings took an increasingly deviant turn when something incredibly unusual happened. A tall, gorgeous blonde woman, wearing a white suit, appeared and walked across the front of my little lobby office. Her golden, almost white locks fell in a long, straight sheet and sapphire earrings glittered against her heart shaped cheeks. The skirt curved with her hips and was the perfect length to highlight her shapely legs. Matching white pumps graced her feet and only the ruby red lipstick gave her some color.

I sat at my desk, stiffening as I stood in open-mouthed astonishment, completely flabbergasted at the sight. My gaze snapped to the clock and my bewilderment only deepened. I blinked.

My boss, mistress, lover, and best friend swept into the little glass fronted lobby exactly two minutes before nine; her usual arrival time. I stared at her in utter shock. You must understand… Kari is OCD - obsessive compulsive disorder. Short of catastrophic events, she always arrives at the same time every day.

She set her purse down on my desk and I expected her to slip a hand up my shirt, to cup and squeeze my breast. But instead, she pulled me out of my chair and wrapped me in her arms. I let out a pleased murmur and hugged her back. Then her mouth was on mine, kissing me greedily, almost devouring me. I gasped, just a little startled at the intensity of her reaction, the utter desire for me that seemed to pour out of her. She literally growled as her hands cupped my bottom, practically lifting me up. For a second, I imagined her picking me up and dragging me to the conference room, only to throw me down on the table, rip the vibrator out, and whip me between the legs. I would not have resisted. Not in the least!

“Dear heart,” she finally said, giving me a chance to breathe. “It is so good to see you! I’ve missed you horribly!” Kari gave me another hug, less erotic this time and more friendly. I let out a light laugh and squeezed her back.

“I missed you too,” I said softly. Kari, who is not generally open to public displays of affection, kissed me again. I loved every second of it. At least until the Monster Vibrator started up. Then I gasped, my mouth opening, and Kari’s tongue slipped in, flicking along my teeth. I shuddered and made to move back, only to have her hold on to me. I had little doubt she could feel the vibrations as she pulled my hips against her.

“Kari!” I managed to blurt out, tearing my mouth from hers. “Kari! I have to put on the clamps!”

Kari, whose cheeks were now slightly pink, smiled, looking down at my desk. She let me go and took a step backward, only to be forced to adjust the hem of her skirt. “Of course,” she said breathlessly, her hips twitching distractedly. “By all means.”

She gestured at the desk, clearly intending to stand there and watch. I bit my lip and looked down. I’d gone with something light before. I’d tried something painful. Now I wanted something arousing. I knew, with Kari there, that I might be permitted to orgasm. I picked up two of the largest vibrator clamps, which were basically just rubber tipped duck bills, each with a dangling, motorized pendant, and held them up.

“Would you like to do it?” I asked gently, twisting toward her. Kari reached out and took both little toys.

“Have you cum yet?” She asked softly as I turned my back to the glass wall and then swept my arm upward, exposing my soft, creamy white breasts. Kari’s eyes went right to the pink tips, and if she noticed any tiny red welts from the teeth of the alligator clamps, she didn’t say a word.

“Not yet,” I replied as I sucked in a breath. Her hands had come up and instead of just putting the clamps on, she rubbed the smooth rubber of the clamps against the raised tips. I trembled, my pussy already squeezing and squirming as the Monster Vibrator picked up speed inside me.

The clamps closed and I gasped, eyes snapping up to Kari’s face. She looked entranced, delighted, even mesmerized as the little pincers grabbed onto my nipples and for a moment, she held her hands against my breasts.

“I need to turn them on,” she said softly. Her fingers lifted each pendant, flicking the tiny switch, and as she did, I shuddered, the fresh vibrations now going deep into a different part of my body.

Part of me recognized the disparity. My nipples ached, but the duckbill clamps holding the vibrating pendants were not the cruel kind and in seconds my hips were pumping eagerly. “You’re close, aren’t you?” She asked, her mouth curling up into a smile.

“Oh my God, yes!” I blurted out, a slightly panicked look on my face. “I’ve almost come each time the Monster Vibe has been on. It’s been a frustrating morning.”

Kari took a step back as I lowered my shirt. The pendants dangled down below the hem. “I’m sure. Unfortunately, I am not permitted to grant you an abeyance. The gentleman who sent in this particular assignment specifically requested that you be prohibited from cumming, my dear. Failure to resist will result in a punishment.”

I blanched. I couldn’t help but wonder what that punishment might be. I decided to fish. “A nice pussy whipping?” I asked hopefully.

Kari grinned, looking down at me like a cat playing with a mouse. I felt like I was about to get eaten. “A portion of your punishment has been left to my discretion.”

My pussy fluttered violently around the vibrator at that idea, squeezing the shaking rod. I could feel the juices streaming from me and I suspected that my panties were already soaked. Thank God I hadn’t worn jeans, or some other problematic bottoms. I imagined myself, arms spread, Kari holding the cane, the whistling stick flashing toward me hard to impact cruelly in the soft, round, sensitive…

I closed my eyes and put a hand on the chair to steady myself. “I'm not going to cum,” I hissed through clenched teeth. 

Kari let out a peal of laughter, clearly amused at my declaration. “You're going to cum! It's inevitable. Let me know when it happens.” She leaned over and kissed me, another long, passionate pucker that made me melt. My heart thudded hard and I felt it right to the tips of my breasts. I groaned. “I can't wait to punish you,” she breathed into me. Her right hand slid up under the peasant blouse, cupped my breast, and squeezed softly. Then she let go, dragging her nails across the underside of my boob. I gasped, another electric like thrill going through me, and she turned away, heading down the hall toward her office. The lights flickered on in the back hall, and my mistress went to work. Me? I sat down, feeling the Monster Vibrator continue its worming push through my loins. At the tips of both breasts, matching harmonics left me trembling and I knew that Kari was going to get her wish sooner, rather than later. I thought about that. Sooner was way better than later!

The chicken inside me hesitated though, my mind flirting with how she would punish me. Would she use a cane on my breasts or bottom, leaving deep aching welts and bruises? Or something thin and whippy that would sting and burn, leaving a series of crosshatched lines? Would she target my poor little pussy, smacking and spanking it repeatedly with a paddle or sap? My hips rolled and shifted, waves of need brimming and cresting. I took a deep breath, struggling with the decisions facing me; to give in and accept my fate, my purpose, or to fight it with all my might. I sat there, my pussy dripping wet, impaled on a vibrating pole, my nipples tingling with the incessant oscillations of titillation, as I considered the age-old question. To cum, or not to cum.

I wonder what ole Billy Shakespeare would think of that.

I was shocked when the vibrator shut off and I was once again left desperate and needy, wanton desire flooding through me as my body retreated from the brink. I tipped forward, reeling, not from the arousal and surge of desperate need flooding through my veins, but from the oscillation of on and off torment. I wanted the Monster Vibrator back on! I wanted my breasts caught in something cruel and humiliating. I wanted to be back in the conference room, with my hands tied to the edge of the table while Kari kneeled naked over my face, her pussy grinding on my mouth, as she flicked a crop at my clit.

Slowly, I reached up and turned off the vibrating pendants, quieting my breasts and then freeing them from the pinch. I tossed them into the drawer, the fourth set to disappear from the front of my desk. I looked at the line. It didn’t appear any less intimidating, especially the guillotine clamps at the end. I smoothed down the peasant blouse to keep any part of my breasts from showing, and even adjusted my panties and skirt. I turned primly, eyes on my computer, knees not quite together, and took a deep breath. I knew all I needed to do was concentrate, and I’d push all of it behind me.

I sat there, typing occasionally on my laptop computer, but I will be honest - my heart wasn't in it. Movement caught my eye and I saw Mr. Johnson, the CPA from the third floor waving at me, giving me a knowing wink as he walked past. The leering gaze he gave my top made my loins tighten once more. My entire body felt like it was on a taffy pulling machine and all I wanted was for the damn vibrator to switch back on. I kept glancing at the clock. Fifteen minutes seemed to take forever.

Then the motor filled phallus inside me spun up and lightning flashed. Everything from my belly button down tightened and I looked across the desk. I knew what I had to do. I picked up the guillotine clamps. They were heavy and I lifted the first one over my right breast. The cage surrounded my areola and it took me a moment to get a hold of the clover clamp suspended inside it. I pinched it open and let it close on my nipple, gasping as my tit was once more subjected to the villainous bite. I twisted the key at the front and the clamp straightened, pulling my pink nub outward just a bit.

There was no point in trying to get the peasant blouse to cover the monstrosity of a clamp. I settled for resting the material atop the cage. But I did uncover my left breast, eyes ignoring the empty atrium as I picked up the second guillotine and pressed it into place. In short order my left nipple was just as agonizingly caught as my right, and as my pussy fluttered and pulsed around the buzzing Monster Vibrator, I rose from my desk, breasts proudly fettered and displayed, and turned my back to the glass wall. In my stilettos, miniskirt barely covering my bottom, my red lace panties holding in the vibrator, I walked briskly back to Kari’s office.

She looked up. I expected to see surprise, but instead saw a look of barely contained glee. “That’s a fetching look on you. Do they hurt?” She asked.

I swallowed but stepped right up to the edge of her desk. I knew that if someone walked into the lobby of our little suite, they’d see me bending over, my clamped breasts hanging out. I arched my back just a little.

“Not as much as they should,” I said roughly. “Would you mind tightening them? I’m not sure how much farther my nipples should be stretched out.”

The sparkle in Kari’s eye made it obvious what she thought of that idea, and her hand came up instantly. Her fingers found the turnkey and she began twisting it. Each rotation pulled the clover clamp further away from my breast, taking my pierced nipple with it. I groaned. Then I squealed. I cried out, crushing agony shooting up from the tip as Kari moved to the other side.

“Almost done,” she assured me as I let out a croaked whimper. Then the other side of my chest joined in on the pain parade and my knees buckled. I fell against the desk, cupping my own breasts.

My heartbeat quickened and I felt the pulse through my crushed and stretched nipples. Between my legs, the vibrations rattled through me and the intense arousal I’d felt when Kari had first arrived returned almost instantly, like a tsunami racing up the beach. My hips jerked in time with the convulsions of my sex and I had to steady myself with a hand on the desktop as pleasure burst within me. My eyes met Kari’s focused gaze and I felt the geyser beginning to erupt, to inundate me with a blast so fierce, so powerful, that nothing could stand in its way. I looked at her weakly and we both knew what was about to happen.

The orgasm started, wave upon wave of pure bliss, and it exploded between my legs like a sunflower opening, radiating beams of utter euphoria outward. My breasts seemed to buzz with lightning and I cried out, finally closing my eyes, sagging against the wall, trembling hard. My hands went down to my groin, pressing and mashing against my soaked panties, fingers digging at my clitoris, rubbing frantically. I groaned, another smaller wave of orgasmic delight forcing its way through my body. My cheeks felt hot and I sank against the door frame until I realized I was sitting on the floor. I quivered violently, the rod in my sex still shaking, my extended legs awkwardly and obscenely spread. To my right, I could see down the hall, out into the atrium. I looked down at myself, my breasts still clamped and exposed. Anyone who walked by the front of the office, or opened the glass door, would see me there, at the end of the hall. But I didn’t care. I felt that good. I sat there dazed, totally oblivious until Kari stepped up next to me.

“Come on, Bre. You can’t sit there,” she said, pulling me up. Good thing she is stronger than me because I must have been dead weight. I bobbed back and forth like a skyscraper in a windstorm, an idiotic look on my face, the guillotine clamps waving like flags of defeat in front of me. I felt great. I felt better than great. I felt like flying. My pussy still quivered around the buzzing vibrator and I just stood there, trying to formulate a thought that was more complicated than “Mmmmmmmmmmmmm!”

“This way darling,” Kari told me, taking my hand and leading me down the hall toward the conference room. I shuffled along, more cognizant of the shifting dildo vibrating in my sex, than the fact that I was being herded. Kari guided me past the kitchenette, her art room, and pulled me through the doorway of the conference room. By the time we got there though, the acute discomfort affecting my nipples had started to cut through the sexual euphoria of satisfaction.

“Okay,” I said, wheezing softly. “You can turn the vibrator off now. I came.” I pulled myself up, getting my feet under me. I brought my hands up to my breasts, fingers supporting the guillotine clamps. Sharp shards of pain were shooting through my bosom.

Kari turned and looked at me, an oddly patronizing look on her face. “Do you really think I’m going to turn the vibrator off?”

“Uhhh…” I said wittily.

A massive, mahogany table, easily big enough to seat 8 comfortably, was surrounded by 8 expensive leather chairs. Normally, the wooden surface of the table was kept clear, polished, and uncluttered, but today I was surprised to see a difference. Stretched out across the entirety of the table was some sort of material. It was rubber in nature, but soft, and the closest thing I can compare it to is cabinet liner. You know, the stuff you put in your kitchen cabinets so that your dishes are cushioned?

But that wasn’t all. Along one edge of the table were an assortment of paddles, whips, saps, and crops that should have made my knees tremble with fear. Instead, I looked at them hungrily. Kari turned toward me.

“Remove your skirt and panties,” she ordered.

My eyebrow went up and my mouth curled into a smile. “What will hold in the Monster Vibrator then?” I teased.

Kari smiled back. “Your hand. You’ll hold it in personally.”

I bit my lip, thinking about that. In hindsight, it was brilliant. What a perfect way to keep my hands out of the way and busy. But I didn’t think about that. Instead, I did what I was told like a good little girl and I pushed my skirt down to the floor where it puddled around my ankles. Kari crossed her arms, but not in irritation. I could tell. She was watching me, her eyes caressing every curve. I had little doubt that she was enjoying every bend as I dealt with my skirt, and then panties, as my breasts dipped and weaved, the nipples still caught painfully in the guillotine clamps. I kicked off my panties, my right hand cupping my slit, and I could feel the intense vibrations of the Monster Vibrator against my fingers.

“Kneel in one of the chairs. You can rest the guillotine clamps on the back.”

I blinked and my pussy squeezed the oscillating phallus just a little more tightly. Or maybe I accidentally let the Monster Vibe slip out a little bit, just so that I could push it back in. I swallowed, wondering what was coming next, and I climbed into the chair, awkwardly kneeling on the seat, my hand still jammed between my legs. Kari moved behind me and I felt her hands on my ankle.

“I’m just taking off your shoes,” she said simply. “You can put them back on after I’m done.”

I glanced back as she freed the buckle, exposing the soft sole of my right foot. Then she began working on the left. “I thought,” I said with a gulp, “that you were going to whip my pussy.”

Kari laughed. “I can whip any part of you I wish,” she replied, tossing my other high heel aside. Then she bent down, picked up my panties, and wadded them up into a ball. “Here,” she said, bringing the soaked red lace up to my mouth. “Open up.”

My eyes widened. “Kari! You know I don’t like…” I began protesting, but right before I could say the word “gag”, she shoved my own panties between my lips. The sharp scent of my own cum filled my nose and then the taste of my sex flowed over my tongue. I must have gushed to drench the lace that badly and I glared at her as I sucked on the lace.

I didn’t even realize that I was pumping the vibrator, letting it slide a few inches out, only to push it back in, setting it deep, until Kari squeezed my rump and put her mouth by my ear. “I hope you’re enjoying yourself,” she whispered. “Now lay those magnificent breasts on the back of the chair. Stretch yourself out for me.”

I arched my back and lifted my breasts as I set my bosom on the back of the chair. Pain flashed through my top as the guillotine clamps pulled my nipples outward, all while the surrounding metal frame dug painfully into my areola. I wasn’t quite tall enough to just let my tits rest on the back of the chair, and I had to stretch. I felt the chair wobble and Kari spun it around so that I was looking at the table. It made me feel a bit better, just in case the damn thing toppled, but then the throbbing hurt at the tips of my breasts got the better of me and I groaned, even though I was still fucking myself with the stupid Monster Vibe.

“Be sure to let me know when the vibrator stops,” Kari said as she picked up the crop.

I muttered something unintelligible, which I won’t bother to translate here, but rest assured that had I not been gagged with my own panties, I’d have earned a few extra strokes for my snarky commentary. The sound of the crop cutting air followed, along with a cool, sweet puff across my flank. I flinched as the weapon swung by me, missing deliberately. Then came a soft love tap as Kari stroked my ass with the leather tip. Between my legs my fingers pushed the Monster Vibrator in, still buzzing, back into my slit repeatedly and had my tits not been pulsing with hurt, I’d have noticed that my breathing rate had increased and my arousal levels returned, even after the massive orgasm.

That’s the problem with me. Julie calls me wanton fuck slut. Kari calls me voracious. My doctor calls me an addict. Lucille called me perfect. One orgasm, even as powerful as my most recent explosion in Kari’s office, wasn’t enough. I could immediately get aroused again, feeling the need burn its way through my veins. My palm pressed hard against my clit as I pushed the rumbling Monster Vibrator deep, then let it slip back out. In. Out. In. Out. I wondered if Kari knew what I was doing, fucking myself.

Maybe she did. I felt the crop lift and braced myself, closing my eyes in expectation. Kari did not disappoint. The crop landed with a vicious impact across my buttock and I yelped loudly, the cry muffled by my panty gag. I was shocked at the violence of it. My left hand flashed back to my rump as a burning sting seemed to split my ass in half. I would have used my right hand as well, had it not been vigorously thrusting the Monster Vibrator in and out of my slit. I let out a mewling noise that was one-part agony, one-part desperation, and one-part hunger.

But strangely, Kari didn’t chastise me for covering my bottom. I even sort of expected her to hit my hand like normal. I should have known that not chastising me for covering my ass meant that her next stroke was intended for some other target. When the crop slashed down again, it missed my knuckles, my flank, and instead fell upon the soft arch of my right foot.

I jerked, the panties in my mouth doing a half-assed job of muffling my cries as I folded, pulling my clamped nipples off the back of the chair. Pain radiated up from my foot as the agony from Kari’s stroke shook me. I crumpled in the chair, half twisting around, the Monster Vibrator sliding almost completely out of my dripping slit as I grabbed my foot. I looked up at Kari, blinking tears from my eyes as my fingers rubbed the already detectable welt.

Kari, who is a sadistic woman under normal circumstances, gave me a cool, but disappointed look as I struggled with the sensations. Then, as I sat there, phallus half out and cocked at a weird angle, leaning to the side and holding my hurt foot, she tossed the crop down on the table and walked out, leaving me on my own.

For a second, I thought she was angry at me and was leaving me. But then I realized that this was ridiculous. She returned in seconds too, undoubtedly after going across the hall to her art room, where she’d grabbed a spindle of brown binder’s twine. She held it up, along with a pair of scissors and she snapped her fingers at me to get my attention.

“Back in position, fuckslut.”

Okay, so maybe it wasn’t just Julie who called me that.

The derogatory name was humiliating and made me feel dirty. In some ways it reinforced my current state of worth. As a nympho humiliation pain slut, my purpose was to provide pleasure to my mistresses, who wanted to humiliate, hurt and fuck me. I had to accept that. I cupped my sex, wetness soaking my palm, and I got back up on my knees. I arched my back and rested my still hurting, painfully clamped tits on the back of the chair. Kari spun me around and to my increasing concern, tied one end of the binders’ twine to the end of the guillotine clamp.

Did that feel good? Not in the least. In fact, even touching it made my nipple feel like it was going to be torn from my breast. The metal frame of the guillotine was digging deep into my boob and pain radiated downward past my heart. She dropped the spindle, bent down to pick it up, and left enough unspooled string to reach the floor. She snipped the twine with her scissors, and then, much to my dismay, proceeded to loop the line through the metal where the back of the chair met the seat. Then she pulled the line taut and ran it back up to the other guillotine clamp. My eyes widened and when she tied a half hitch and tightened it, I almost spit out the panties in protest.

She patted my bottom, her mouth smiling softly. “Now this time, I highly recommend you stay in this position.”

Well, of course I would. Since the alternative was tearing my tits off.

She messed around on her iPhone for a moment, then set it aside. “Now, where were we?” She asked.

I figured the question was rhetorical because my mouth was stuffed with my own panties. Besides, she didn’t seem to have any problem remembering what she’d been hitting me with prior to my lapse in discipline. She picked up the leather tipped stick again, patted the unsmacked side of my butt, and then gave me a nice, sharp blow.

It stung of course, but this time I managed to stay upright, though I admit that there was a fresh pull on my breasts and the guillotine clamps tightened even more on my throbbing nipples. I let out a whine and kicked a little, but I kept my right hand between my legs, vigorously pumping the Monster Vibrator, and my left gripping the chair. The arousal was becoming a shield against the pain. She caressed me with the crop, sliding the leather downward, over my thigh, down to the back of my knee and along my calf. I felt it slide over the heel of my left foot and then she stroked my arch with soft, short movements.

Oh my God it felt good! I am ticklish, but only when you move your fingers fast, and that slow, sensuous caress created a tingle that rushed upward through me. I felt my pulse quicken, though admittedly that might have been from the in and out slippage of the Monster Vibrator. Then she began tapping my foot with the crop. Those blows didn’t hurt, but I kept expecting the next one to be the one that blistered and kept twitching. It was a struggle not to pull out of position. Three, four, and then five soft hits came, and each one built the tension flowing through me. Then Kari pulled the crop back twice as far, and with solid intent, slashed it hard across the ball of my foot, the front edge striking deep along my instep and arch.

“Ooowwwww!” I bleated into the panty gag. Of course, I pulled away from the back of the chair, twisting as the pain in my foot blasted upward. I got a quick lesson in idiocy as the binders’ twine tugged hard on the guillotine clamps, stretching out my already distended nipples and yanking me back forward. Kari didn’t give me much time to recover. The next spank came immediately, this time biting deep across my buttocks. Scorching heat blossomed across my flank and I cried out loudly, the panties in my mouth muffling the noise.

Kari returned to my feet, striking the opposite sole and in quick order she began hitting me in a flurry. Another stroke across my buttocks, followed by my left foot. Then back to my bottom, the crop swinging low. Then the arch of my right foot, leaving my toes curled and my sole stinging. We went through about six of these cycles, tears filling my eyes as I quivered and squirmed, pounding the Monster Vibrator into my pussy, my breasts burning and hurting, stinging heat and creaming wetness overwhelming me.

Then… then everything changed.

I spat out the panties, panting horribly. “Wait!” I blurted out, even as the crop in Kari’s hand was about to lash out at my burning butt once more. “Wait! The Monster Vibrator!” I practically screamed it.

The crop didn’t touch me and instead Kari came up to my side. “It switched off?” She asked simply.

I nodded, wiping a tear away from my cheek with my free hand. She tossed the crop onto the table and then, without another word, reached up and released the left guillotine clamp.

Blood surged back into my crushed and turgid nipple and the sharp pain of it hurt even worse than the clamp itself. I cried out and Kari grabbed my fallen panties and shoved them back into my mouth. I bit down, actual tears falling down my cheeks and when she released the second clamp, it was everything I could do just to stay in place and not curl up, sobbing in agony.

It took a minute for my nipples to recover, and even then, they still throbbed horribly. Kari gave me a moment, but then she tapped me on the shoulder. “Get up on the table and lay on your back,” she said.

I wiped the back of my wrist across my nose and nodded. Slowly I crawled down off the chair, my right hand still holding in the vibrator, which was now only trying to slip out, instead of shaking violently, and I struggled to get on the table. To my surprise, Kari reached down and removed my hand, taking the slick silicone covered phallus into her fingers and pulling it out of my slit. I groaned, my body both happy and sad that the huge phallus was gone. Using both hands, I got up on the table and laid down on the rubber centerpiece. It was soft, but still very firm and I positioned myself straight. I turned to look at Kari and she reached over and pulled the panties out of my mouth.

“You won’t need these now,” she assured me, setting them on the table after wrapping the Monster Vibrator in them. Then, much to my astonishment, she began unbuckling the designer belt she wore. A moment later the white skirt she wore slipped down her long, perfect legs and a set of light pink panties, just as lacy as my own, came into view. She shrugged out of her jacket, and folding everything up, set it all aside.

I blinked in astonishment as she then reached up under the shirt tails of her blouse and tugged the panties down. She stepped out of them elegantly and held them up, then dragged them up my body, letting the loose, lacy texture tickle my clit and slide upward to my still hurting breasts. She caressed me with her panties and when she brushed them over my face, I could feel the wetness.

Oh. She was aroused. Hot damn.

“Spread your legs please, and keep them open,” she said softly, kicking off her high heels. Even as I moved my feet, she pushed herself up onto the tabletop, joining me there, her knees by my shoulders. She loomed above me, her sweet, shaven slit peeking down on me, a thin line of pink perfection within a curving field of creamy white skin. Kari kept a small strip of hair, trimmed short, above her slit, and I couldn’t help myself. I reached up, wrapping my arms around her thighs, pulling her closer, sliding up beneath her, tongue extended, reaching out, desperate.

And it must have been what she wanted because a moment later the wet sweetness of her sex pressed against my watering mouth and I heard her low, guttural moan of need. For me, the entire focus was on Kari and my tongue slid gently through her slit. She is a woman of intense sensitivity and I knew that she wouldn’t be able to tolerate my ministrations for long, so I knew I had to go as soft and as slowly as possible. I lapped at her clit, never stabbing, but just touching her sensitive nub. Then I licked downward, along her labia, knowing just how amazing that feels, hoping that the wet caress would help her tolerate even more. She thrust her hips back and forth, fucking my face, and I knew she was loving it.

Especially because she reached for something by my side, picking it up while my tongue still danced through her folds, only to bring it slapping down on my own clit with a groan of pure excitement. The black leather sap was disturbingly flexible and it seemed to mold to the shape of my exposed sex, spreading the petals open wide, baring my deepest, innermost secrets, and then scorching them. I bucked as I spread my legs as wide as possible, hips thrusting up as I squealed, the sound lost in the depths of my mistress’ sex. She didn’t stop though, flicking the narrow paddle back down, spanking me between the legs as I crooned and thrust upward. I heard a roaring in my ears that melded with the taste in my mouth and the stinging, blistering heat in my sex, and I rose to meet Kari’s strokes. The pressure that I’d experienced while kneeling on the chair, fucking myself with the Monster Vibrator, while my nipples were crushed and tormented, returned in a sudden rush. Was that a surprise? I’d been locked away from Kari for over a month! Had I been able to speak, to cry out, to beg, I would have asked her to hit me harder and all I could do was try to spread my legs wider, offering myself up for torment, knowing that her sadistic needs would meet my masochistic tendencies right in the middle. And we’d both cum.

Well, unless Kari exploded first.


Back to Work – Part Four

I heard her cry out somewhere between stroke number fifteen and twenty. I wasn’t exactly counting. She crumpled as a gush of girl goo exploded across my face, filling my mouth, and almost choking me. Kari pitched forward, toppling over, her hips over my breasts, her bosoms across my hips, and her head against my leg. Her mouth was only an inch from my pussy. She twitched violently, curving her body and I struggled to sit up, to catch her. She rolled to the side, almost falling off the table, and while I don’t think I was solely responsible for keeping her safe, her fingers wrapped around mine tightly, thanking me for my concern. Or maybe it was a thank you for licking her to orgasm?

I laughed. I knew what had pushed her over the edge. It wasn’t my tongue lapping at her clit. It was me spreading myself open for her, offering my pussy up for a beating that had done it. For Kari, there is a mental thing about sex, and her submissive offering herself up, exposing herself for more torment, to accepting it willingly and without reservation, in a very physical manner, is such an aphrodisiac for Kari that it compares with nothing else.

I took a deep breath. My own smug satisfaction at making Kari explode was more than sufficient to overwhelm the physical bitterness my body felt at being denied a similar outcome. (Again.) Besides, it wasn’t like I hadn’t just exploded not ten minutes before. Or was it fifteen? My pussy was dripping wet, the petals tender, my clit swollen and protruding, but I felt amazing. I’d accomplished something of note. I lay there, her skin touching mine, and I ran my hand over her trembling, exposed flank. Kari’s skin felt soft and supple and I wished desperately that I could have opened her up again, pressed my eager nose to her clitoris, and begun another round that would leave her in shuddering bliss.

Kari pushed herself up from the table and quickly hopped down. She didn’t say a word, but I knew that she was not only satisfied, but at risk of becoming over-sensitive. Presuming she wasn’t already. While my curse was constantly being aroused and needing volumes of constant sexual torment to make my orgasms strong enough to meet my needs, Kari’s was the exact opposite. One orgasm a week was more than enough, and even then, her poor clitoris couldn’t handle very much. The fact that she not only tormented me, but used me to satisfy herself, had spoken more about our forced separation at the hands of the global pandemic and subsequent quarantine order than anything else.

She plopped down into one of the chairs in a very unladylike position and I rolled over onto my side, grinning. Her eyes were glazed over, as if she were still caught in the spiral of sexual euphoria I constantly crave. I just stared at her, wanting, loving, and wishing. Then my Monster Vibrator, which was wrapped in my panties, still sitting on the edge of the conference room table, down by my foot, began vibrating.

Kari blinked. “Oh,” she said, lurching forward, grabbing her phone. I sat up and reached for the vibrator. I picked up the vibrating rod just as Kari shut it off and I frowned in disappointment. Kari caught the expression on my face and laughed.

“Go ahead and put it in,” she said. “I won’t turn it on until we’re done with your punishment.” I gave her a questioning look, but with my knees spread wide and the soles of my feet almost pressed together, I followed orders and slid the foot-long phallus into my smashed slit. I groaned as it went in and my eyelids flickered with pleasure as I pushed. Kari stood up, came to my side, and reached between my legs. “Now lay back down,” she said softly.

I leaned back, once more lying prone upon the table, like some sort of dessert buffet. Kari held the quiet, unmoving dildo in my sex while pushing my legs together, until my thighs were tight enough, pressed against the base of the Monster Vibrator, to hold it in. She ran her fingers up and down my body, making me hum with pleasure, until she finally came to my sore breasts. She bent over, her mouth leaving gentle kisses on my bruised nipples, even as she began kneading my bosom as if fluffing up a pillow. Then her mouth opened and her tongue swirled wetly around the inflamed tips, and I sucked in a gasp, my pussy tightening roughly around the unmoving rod in my sex.

“Kari!” I whispered, my finger curling up into fists. She didn’t respond, other than to lean further over, sucking my other nipple into her mouth and doing similar things. I groaned, eyes closed, trying to adjust to the dichotomy of sensation. Finally, she came up for air and stood against the table, naked from the waist down, her expensive silk blouse creased. Her eyes sparkled, the blue in them so deep it was like an ocean, and I was nothing but a lost swimmer, ready to drown in the cerulean depths.

“I have to punish your breasts now,” she said softly. My eyes widened and she reached across me to the other side of the table. She picked up the narrowest of the canes, a dangerously thin, plastic rod, half the width of a pencil. I knew she couldn’t swing it that hard. It would break. But I knew that even a minor flick of the wrist could bring it slashing down with a cutting sting that would leave a vivid red welt, raising the skin with a burning heat.

“Push your breasts up, so I get just your nipples,” she said softly.

I shook my head. “Kari,” I pleaded, about as close to panic as I could get. “Please don’t do this! Not to just my nipples! Please?”

Her eyes softened. “Breanne, there are consequences for cumming. You will receive ten cuts of the cane across your breasts.”

Tears filled my eyes. “P-p-please? Don’t aim for my nipples?”

Kari put a hand on my forehead, trying to soothe me. “Close your eyes,” she said softly.

Trembling, I closed my eyes and cupped my breasts, squeezing them upward, forcing the tips high. My chest heaved, my lungs drawing air roughly as I tried not to imagine what the thin cane would feel like as it impacted. What had I done to deserve this? Cumming? Hadn’t I been forced into it? Hadn’t I been tricked? Hadn’t I responded, without choice, without options? Hadn’t…

Something touched both my nipples, as if she’d laid the whippy cane across my tits and left it there. I almost jerked away. But then it lifted. I sucked in a breath, trying to relax, and it was then Kari hit me.

I hadn’t quite been expecting it, but that first stroke was like acid being squirted across my chest. It burned and I grimaced, wincing as the cane bounced off my breasts. I couldn’t help it. I opened my eyes in shock and looked up at her, the pain running through me.

“One,” Kari breathed, her eyes sparkling with excitement. She laid the cane back down on my boobs, lightly rolling it up to my nipples. I quivered, hurting and wanting at the same time and she teased the throbbing tips. I let out whimper and that’s when she flicked her wrist, giving me another firm stroke.

I yelped. A fresh line of fire seared its way across my bosom and this time I brought my hands up, to cover my breasts. “Owwww!” I squealed. Kari stared down at me.

“Move your hands,” she ordered.

Our eyes met, mine filled with tears, hers with dark need. I gulped, nodding, blinking and swept my hands down. She didn’t even give me time to brace and slashed down so fast that I was totally unprepared for the new welt of exquisite pain.

“FUCK!” I screamed, jerking my arms down to cover my breasts. I rolled to the side as liquid fire seemed to ignite across my bosom and a surge of anger shot through me. The Monster Vibrator shot out of my cunt as my legs scissored, and it clattered onto the table, leaving a long, wet smear on the rubber runner. Kari reached out and grabbed my arm, hauling me back and I gasped, tears streaming down my face as she pulled me roughly into my starting position. I looked up at her, crying, arms still wrapped around my chest.

“Let me see,” she said simply.

I let out a choked cry and moved my arm. My breasts hurt horribly, as if I’d been subjected to someone running a blowtorch laterally across my body. I lifted my head and looked down, shocked to see a dark pink line already forming. It crossed both nipples perfectly, as if someone had defined the welt by stating it was a line drawn between two points in space. I let out a sob, sniffing as I pushed my nose into my arm.

“It’s beautiful,” Kari said softly, almost dreamingly. She stroked my cheek with one hand, my inner thigh with the other. “I need to leave another line.”

I shook my head. “No,” I said clearly.

Her eyes widened. “You refuse?”

I nodded. “Yes. Medical out. No fucking way.”

Kari pursed her lips. She set the cane down on my chest, on the upper slope of my breasts, and then reached across the table to where the Monster Vibrator lay. “Open your legs,” she ordered. I glared at her, still defiant, but I knew that resisting whatever she intended to do with the Monster Vibrator was only asking for trouble. I opened my lower half, exposing my clit and folds, and she slid it in easily. Then, much to my discomfort, she began pumping it in and out.

And oh my, did it have an effect! My loins tightened and I groaned in desperate need. Then, with a quick tap on Kari’s phone, the Monster Vibrator came to life inside of me. Except this time, instead of wavering around the low to medium range, it fluttered in violent spurts, jerking inside me like a fish caught on a line. I gasped, back arching, and Kari’s right hand found my clit and began rubbing it in rough circles.

“Oh my God!” I whimpered, the heat and passion I’d felt when licking Kari’s clit coming back like a campfire full of coals with a fresh log. I spread my legs again, shuddering as Kari pumped the damn phallus in and out of me, working me right back to the edge, playing me like a violin.

“Please!” I panted. “Please can I cum?”

“Sure, except I’m going to cane your tits,” Kari replied, her hand still pumping, but slowing just a bit.

“W-What?” I stammered, too desperate to really understand.

“You said no before. But if you want to cum, you’ll accept the punishment.” And then, just to manipulate me even more, she pressed her thumb over my clit and rotated it in a circle.

Bitch.

“YES! WHATEVER! OH GOD I NEED TO CUM!” I squealed.

Kari let go of the Monster Vibrator and it shot almost completely out of me as she snatched up the cane. Her left arm slammed down across the upper half of my chest, just above my breasts and then she began slashing down. Hot fire roared as I let out a yell, squirming violently as she left a flurry of hot cuts across my bosom. Of course, none of them were as perfectly centered as the first few she’d inflicted upon me, and I must admit that she didn’t hit as hard either.

But I didn’t understand that at the time. I tried to cover my breasts but her arm was in the way, her entire upper body leaning on me, trapping my right arm, and holding my left. Before I could fight her, it was over and she let me go. I let out a choked sob and once more clutched my breasts, but I rolled completely off the table this time, away from her, only to fall onto three chairs in a sprawling heap and knocking the air out of me. Kari hurried around the table, concern in her eyes, and she grabbed my arm as I struggled to get myself upright.

I looked down at my breasts. Red lines crisscrossed my bosom like a roadmap, some of them curving, almost every single one intersecting at least one of my nipples. The tips were swelling and both globes felt hot and heavy. I mewled like a kitten and brought my knees up to my face and let out a cry.

“I know,” she said softly, patting my back. “I know it hurts. But you must understand, you aren’t allowed to cum, Bre. That’s the point. And if you do it again, the assignment lists an entire pantheon of hurts to inflict upon you.”

I sniffed, wiping away a tear. “Who submitted it? Master Brandon? Master Barrett?”

Kari sighed softly. “Mark. It was your Master Mark. And Breanne, he went so far as to suggest medical needles. Neither I nor Julie approved of that.” My eyes widened in alarm and my mouth went dry. For a second, I almost told her. About Mistress Lucille. But then Kari shook her head. “I don’t even have any, but I want you to understand what he wants me to do to your breasts.”

I swallowed. “But you gave me permission!”

She gave me a steady look.

“Right?” I asked weakly.

There was a tiny bit of a smile on her face and I felt a cold shiver go through me.

“Spread your legs,” she said softly.

I leaned back and opened up, draping myself over the armrests. My bare feet hung in the air and she turned the chair and sat down opposite me. She picked up the Monster Vibrator, fiddled with her phone, and then slid the buzzing toy into my sex.

Oh. Oh my God.

It was vanilla. It was soft. It was sweet. I moaned, toes curling as she worked me back to the very edge. And when I was standing there, ready to jump, she pulled back just a bit.

“You can cum now, or I’ll give you a free pass later. Your choice,” she whispered.

I shuddered. “Cum now. Cum please?”

And Kari laughed. She reached up with her hand and rubbed at my clit, still pumping the long, trembling Monster Vibe in and out of my soaked slit, and my fingers tightened on the chair. I threw my head back and cried out, this time in ecstasy. Fluids squirted out of my cunt, splattering Kari’s hand and bare leg and instead of pulling away, she began rubbing her fingers fast, back and forth across my pussy, sending another wave of utter bliss through my trembling body.

I sat there in a daze, my brain flooded with endorphins and dopamine and all the other wonderful hormones and chemicals that leave a person in an absolute daze of sexual euphoria. Sure, my breasts were still hurting, but that got lost in the pleasure, or maybe it was pulled in with it. I don’t know. Instead, I grinned like an idiot, floating as Kari got up, setting the Monster Vibe on the table. She turned it off with her phone, then retrieved some paper towels from the bar, and cleaned herself up. I sat there, legs spread, pussy dripping and head lolling as she put on her panties, then her skirt, and slipped back into her shoes. Then she set the roll on the table.

“When you’re ready,” she said softly, “put the Monster Vibrator back into your pussy. Put on your clothes and clean up. Then you can go back to your desk.” She gave me a kiss on the cheek and then walked out of the room.

It took me almost ten minutes to collect myself, but I finally managed to haul my aching body up out of the chair and find my panties. They were… well… a little damp would be putting it nicely. I sighed as I drew them up my legs. The Monster Vibrator slipped in far too easily, which in hindsight is pretty damning, and a moment later I stood there, stuffed to the brim, feeling as if I were once more standing on the edge of a precipice.

This was not going to go well.

I pulled my skirt back on. The peasant blouse, which I was still wearing, finally came back down over my now welted breasts and I took a deep breath, running my fingers through my hair. Was I ready to face what was coming? Or cumming for that matter? I slipped my feet back into the black stilettos and walked carefully back down the hall to Kari’s office. She was sitting behind the desk looking like a million bucks, as if she hadn’t just exploded, or whipped her assistant’s titties.

I leaned against the door and looked in.

“How are you feeling?”  She asked, looking up at me.

I licked my lips and took stock. “Good,” I replied. “But tense.”

“Tense?”

I nodded. “I have a feeling that I’m not done yet.”

Kari laughed. “Hardly. I presume the Monster Vibrator is in you?”

I grinned. “Of course. Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1. I have to keep either a cock or a sex toy in my pussy at all times so that I stay sufficiently wet and ready.”

Kari smiled. “Are you? Wet and ready I mean?”

If she couldn’t see the sparkle in my eye, or the way my mouth curled up in the corners, she was blind. “We’ll see, won’t we?”

“Excellent. You can go back to your desk then. I’ll start up the program.”

I turned. “Okay.”

“Bre? Just to let you know,” she said simply. “The time frame is changed now that you popped. Now you have to endure the vibrations and clamps for twenty minutes instead of fifteen. And you only get ten minutes to rest before the next session starts.”

I came to a stop, blinked and looked back. “What?”

“Every time you explode, you lose five minutes off your rest period and they get attached to your torment time.”

“But… but… what if I explode two more times?”

Kari let out a laugh. “Well, then the Monster Vibrator won’t turn off. At all. Non-stop sexual stimulation. And clamps.”

I blinked again, totally shocked. “But… but Kari! I’ll cum! How the heck am I supposed to resist that kind of torment?”

She grinned. “You don’t. I think that’s the point.”

My jaw dropped. “You’re kidding,” I whispered.

Kari continued. “On a personal level, I can appreciate your dilemma. Obviously, you need to resist or you’ll get more punishment. But at the same time, you crave it. It will be amusing to see how you cope.”

I blinked. Could I even handle that? I stood there, half terrified, half excited.

“Please return to your desk. I will activate the Monster Vibrator program and it will turn on. Select a pair of clamps, and put them on your nipples,” she said simply. I stood there for a moment, just staring at her. She rose from the chair, her golden hair flashing in the light, and I could see the sparkle of desire in her eyes. “And then you’ll suffer. And then you’ll cum. And then…” her voice trailed off and her eyes went to my breasts. I felt the shiver that went through me.

“And then?” I croaked.

She grinned. “Then I will punish you again.” She reached up, her fingers sliding up under the peasant blouse to graze my tender nipples. I gasped, an electric thrill flowing through me as she let her fingertips bounce over the tips of my breasts, little bumps that left me quivering with delight.

“And Breanne,” she whispered. “I want to punish you.”

I swallowed, eyes wide, breathless and I knew exactly what to say.

“I’m yours. Go right ahead.”

And then the vibrator roared to life.
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Bre is petite at five foot four inches (and a quarter, which she insists is very important,) tall and is more cute than pretty. With fire-engine red hair and freckles, Breanne weighs 117lbs (53 kilos) naked and soaking wet. Standing just 5’4” (and a quarter, which she assures us is absolutely necessary in the description, 1.6meters), Breanne states she is more “cute” than pretty.

Bre accepts “assignments” from readers and a bevy of “online doms,” sexual tasks that focus on erotic humiliation, sadism and masochism, along with intense, powerful orgasms. She completes them and then writes about her experiences, forming the foundation for her “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut” series.  

Bre is a single mother, plays piano, enjoys reading science-fiction and fantasy novels, loves to cook, and can shoot guns, ride horses, and fix your tractor, just in case. 

More

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